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			span is an educational organization that encourages learning to live in the now, not later. but all our learning and training has been to live “pre-emptively.” it is not just a militaristic approach to inventing an enemy. our commerce-oriented way of life is all for an unmanifest future and insurance policies to safeguard against the “what if.” with this book span offers some dissenting dreams and perceptions, and thus encourages you to be swept away in torrents of your own un-tapped energy. some of which is wasted in the first place. span invites you to see who it is that has held you back.

			it takes two to make sense or nonsense. so whatever sense does this material make in your understanding of things, if that form does inspire you to give your share of work involved in creating an ecocentric and hence cooperative world, the first thing you will be inspired to learn is to say no. not only no to others, but also no to yourself. when your upbringing demands that you retain the ego, the conditioned to like self-identity. without it, there is no difference between you and a butterfly. have you ever seen a butterfly that was so laden with greed that the flowers crushed under its weight?

		

	
		
			two people sleeping in the same bed do not share the same dream  

			..... .a japanese saying

			and yet, this entire nation of 280 million people dreams “the american dream.”  and their leaders and professionals are also enticing the other people to dream the american dream.

			and i, for one, do not find their prescribed dream enchanting.  nor do those americans, who have awakened, regret the loss of that dream.  some of them were my students at a san francisco graduate school (1972-73), who initially wanted me to try out the dream of the alternative type, the counter culture, induced by the prescribed dosage of lsd, etc.  it was then that i first observed the difference between the dreaming as the cognitive process and the re-enactment of the improvised wishful thinking, both pleasant and nightmarish.  after reading a few pages of my daily journal (that i began writing in 1953), my young friends abandoned their “piped (or pot[ted])” dreams.  some of them began to wonder whether i existed in reality.

			in reality, my living in the u.s. for the past 30 years is not that different from that of the first 28 years in india, where for both my friends and professors my thinking was “foreign.”  the dean of the fine arts faculty of baroda university was insisting that i get out of india “for the indians (who are only imitating the west) will never understand you; some other people, elsewhere, may.”

			i am not trying to be “understood”—to be recognized as this or that from the prescribed list of the identities.  even when i lived as an artist, i never signed my paintings and sculptures.  had i met vincent van gogh, i certainly would have encouraged him to remove at least one major cause for his suicide, the notion of failure in being recognized as an artist.

			i feel very earnestly that by the way of reaching out to the fallen lot of the american dreamland, i might be able to convey to at least a few, that that fall still lands one in a soft bed from which one can get up unbruised and wholesome. but i am not telling anyone what next.  for what happens next is an encounter of the various elements congregating variably in every individual.

			i need no support in living standing on a borrowed podium, which builds up the name recognition and, consequently, hinders other “unknown’ individuals’ expressions.  for, people prone to hero worship have built a liking for everything connected with their heroes.  thus, the bulk of what passes for the art is glorified make-believe art because of the religious theme (a christian would dare not dislike a depiction of christ, nor would a buddhist not bow one’s head to a statue of the buddha) or a media made giant—a picasso or anyone else.  it is all a matter of familiarity.

			and, it is the familiarity, the known, that is hindrance to the new.  thus, what i have to say is unfamiliar matter.  but it is not a means for me to become a familiar name in writing.  hence it is published anonymously.  nor is it  made for profit, for sale.

		

	
		
			about this book

			this book is written exactly as you are reading it.  the only exception to it is the correction of spellings.  the literary expression is as much an art form as are poetry and painting, especially the latter.  and that, too, when the painter paints with no-mind for the mind would make the painter make sketches.  so many of them that by the time one finishes the final improvised form, one is nearing the exhaustive boredom that the repetitive action generates.  this is why the artists involved in such acts take the refuge of drugs: composers, their slave-like orchestra troupe, the musicians who are skilled but have no spark of creative sounds; the art students and craftsmen who actually carved the statue of david or built taj mahal; actors and dancers who have to rehearse in the director’s gaze that merely recognizes the preconceived form; politicians who try to mimic their speechwriters’ expressions; and, of course, the factory worker churning out the preformed forms—the cars and atom bombs and the viagra pills.  this writing is a departure from the norm.  it negates the role of the editor.

			the editor and his/her cultivated throngs of the readership.  since this book is not published by a commercial publisher, nor its publishers and writer make a living by writing and publishing, neither is obliged to please the professional critic in the employ of a commercial setup.  the commercially minded writers and their editors also play the role of critic for each other’s books.  theirs is the function of promoting the sale of the published books and/or to introduce the sale of the published books and/or to introduce a new writer to the readership.  this is hardly a breaking of new ground.  all writings before the era of the commercial publishing, including the professional storytelling, were unedited.

			very naturally, i have accepted the help of my friends in checking the spellings.  and very habitually, some of them had almost assumed that it also meant editing.  i had to dissent.  years ago, when i was a newcomer in the u.s.a., one of my friends’ daughter, lani, who was five then, had taught me the difference in pronunciation of letters: v and w, by the way of the positioning of the tongue and lips.  lani would demonstrate it, and then i would repeat after her.  but she never told me what to say.  she, being a child, was herself frequently corrected in her usage of the new words in her vocabulary.  yet, only she knew what she was going to say.  and we knew what she meant when she did not say it right.  we played “chimpanionship” match with her using the softball, playing “baskball.”  and she helped pull “sambur” from my feet when we played in the sand dunes by the lake dardanelle in arkansas.

			earlier, at shojiji, the first zen monastery i resided in japan, a young monk was helping me in my first japanese lessons.  one day i wrote in japanese, “from now on, i, too, am a japanese.” 

			he saw it and said, “that’s not right.”

			“what’s not right?” i asked him, “the writing or the statement?”

			i had spent about 10 years in the art school of baroda university in india.  there, the medium of instruction was english, and i was a country boy from a town bordering the jungle where the last of the asian lions lived.  for the first three years, nobody heard me say anything.  my friends and teachers assumed that i was in full agreement with all that was said or taught to me and that i was shy, timid, and gentle.  then, one day, in the third year painting studio, i was painting a small canvas.  i was standing at a distance from my painting with a spatula with a dab of lemon yellow oil colour on it.  as i started to move towards the canvas, someone held me back.  i turned around to see who had held me.  the head of the department and the dean of the faculty, bendre’, let go of me saying, “if i were you, i would put orange in place of the yellow.  try it.”

			i tried.  but the orange did not sit well in my perception.  so i removed it and put back the lemon yellow.  later on, bendre’ walked in again.  he saw my painting and said, “you didn’t try what i suggested.”

			“i did, but it did not sit well with me so i changed it back to yellow.”

			bendre’, who was one of india’s prominent painters, looked disturbed, almost hurt.  without saying anything, he walked away.  for three days he did not talk with me.  in the fourth afternoon, he called me in his office.  after seating me, he said, “i have been thinking on what you said to me.”  he did look thoughtful, serious.  “and i have come to realize that your way of thinking and my way of thinking are quite different.  so from now on, i won’t say anything to you unless you want me to.”

			and he didn’t, and i didn’t.  not just that, bendre’ even defended me against my other professors’ complaints, disapproval.  one of which was:  in the postgraduate study, one of the assignments was to copy three western artists—picasso, gauguin, and van gogh or matisse.  the school had provided three canvases and oil colours.  but instead, i painted all three as my own works.  when i was asked to explain, i simply stated the fact, “those artists have already painted their own.  now let me paint what i have to.”

			i do not have to paint like anybody else, nor do i need to walk my brush/painting knife in prescribed manner, such as figurative, abstract, indian, western, or whatever else unless i am a recruit in the art academy, with the precise steps for a defined motion:  the march past, goose steps, the guard of honor, the mourning parade, and so on.

		

	
		
			about this dreaming

			two people who share the same bed do not share the same dream. . .

			            - a japanese saying

			if you have any doubts, ask your spouse whether he or she dreams the same dream you do.  and yet, the 280 million people are said to be dreaming the same dream, the american dream.  not only the japanese, but no one else would call the american dream a dream.  it is rather the american version of the now retired big brother of the communist world.  it is the printout of the capitalist propaganda machine.  everybody who goes to school in america—and the schooling is compulsory from ages 6 to 16, so even if one drops out of school or is home-schooled or went to the school operated by a church—receives this printout of the american dream.

			in america, god, country, and wealth are all interchangeable.  consequently, the patriotism and religion are the two sides of the same coin.  “in god we trust” is printed on the american currency.  now, the word trust, being based on the word: true, which is factual, cannot be placed upon an imagined entity.  god is a belief.  but then, in the dictionary of the english language, the words: belief, trust, faith, and a host of other words all depict merely the degree of conviction; and it can also be based on factual or false things or ideas.  as stated in webster’s english language dictionary, there are some 650,000 words.  but there are not that many things, beings, thoughts, motions, and emotions to talk about.  and if you seriously refer to the dictionary to know the meaning of a word new to you, you will get three or four words listed for each of the three or more meanings for your one word.  you were looking for a precise meaning, and all you get is a vague idea.  from this you get an idea of how the native speakers of the english language communicate to each other.  how they try and fail to understand one another.  some 60 million americans are said to be unable to communicate through the english despite being schooled.  not counting children, those minus the 60 million, are the americans who dream the american dream.  and the dictionary gives them three or four meanings of the word: dream.

			martin luther king, jr. had a dream that he described in his famous speech.  from that i surmised that the american dream is wishful thinking and not a dream that one sees when one is asleep and sees and experiences things mentally.  in that form of dreaming, one thinks things audio-visually, but individually; and no two persons’ dreams are alike.  nor one person’s two dreams are alike.  the recurring dream or nightmare is not the literal rerun of the same taped film.  one does see one more aspect in yet a new angle of perception of that pleasant or haunting feeling.

			and when an issue is thus thoroughly observed, it becomes a non-issue.  is the american dream still being only a dream?  if it is, and especially if it does not seem to be offering the new insights of the issue—the piece of pie in the sky—maybe it is time to stop visiting the psychoanalyst and discard the printout of your role in the grand scheme, the great act, and close your eyes and dream.

			deer and other ruminant creatures have the second section in their stomach.  when they are browsing, or foraging, they just bite and swallow the leaves, berries, etc.  then, when they are resting and relaxed, they bring up the cud from the first section of their stomachs, masticate the cud, and swallow it once again.  rhesus monkey has loose skin under its chin.  it bites on fruits in a hurry and holds the chunks of fruit in the pouch under its chin.  then, when resting, the monkey brings out the pieces of fruit, one at a time, chews well, and swallows the fruit for good.  camels have extra space to store water they will drink while going across the waterless stretches of the desert land.

			and we have that segment of our brains that records impressions of events, when we are moving through the hustle bustle time of the day.  later on, when we are resting, our brains recall and review those impressions; observe those bits and pieces of visual, audile, tactile, nasal, and tasteful intakes in appropriate forms and manners.  not unlike what we do in the kitchen with raw fruits and vegetables, beans and grains.  we don’t just cook them to enable us to digest; we cut them and garnish them with herbs and spices to savor the taste.  and we reconstitute their visual forms, even though we again break the vegetables and breads into bite-size pieces, and beans into spoonful or gulpful amounts for the final ingestion.  akin to the food reformation in the kitchen, our brains reform those hurriedly gathered five senses’ impressions of events, adding the appropriate setting, high-lighting the central feeling, taste, mood (sk. rasa: the aesthetic juice), in our brains’ very intricately elaborate theatre.  and grasp the message, meaning.  and then, the brains wipe the recording cells clean thus keeping the brain cells empty, the mind’s theatre ready for the new performance.  this reviewing process we call dreaming.  it helps in seeing and understanding things as they are.

			we dream more when going through the life’s motions on a roller coaster ride.  we dream not at all when in an uneventful period or when flowing with the flow of events with a pace natural for each one of us.  it is always healthy to flow with the flow of events and perceive things as they arise.  but since the living itself is an evolutionary process that has nothing planned or charted, sometimes it becomes necessary to review and reflect upon an event just passed, but without requiring the re-enactment of the scene and without anyone suffering the consequences.  repetition is not allowed in the constance, unless one, and everyone else around, lived on the stage.  but then, there will be an endless rehearsal that is so boring that one stops seeing altogether.  the dreaming is a natural aspect of the process of perception of what is.

			dreaming is not mysterious or supernatural. It is natural, made of one’s own senses of perception.  it is as clear and detailed as are one’s wakeful observations, or are as sketchy and unclear as are one’s input of the day.  dreams are vividly colorful as is one’s surrounding.  but one grasps the only details that one considers to be pertinent to the object of one’s subjective perception of the event.  this is why most witnesses are not able to describe the colour of clothes of the suspect.

			dreaming is an audio-visual thinking over things that happened, are happening or may happen in the cause- effect relationship of elements.  depending upon the clarity of the perception of what is, one’s dreaming becomes that much of an aid to understanding the ecocentrically interrelated motions of life.

			take the videotape of the police beating of a united states citizen rodney king for instance.  every person involved with that event has interpreted that crude act of four men beating and kicking a man, almost into a stage act where things are really not what they appear to be to an on-looker.  what works just fine on the stage is that it is/was a stage act of such a beating.  nobody would be hurt, and all actors would afterwards celebrate together.  every person that tried to interpret that tape, the lawyers and witnesses on both sides of the case, as well as the citizens of los angeles divided along the racial split, had the ulterior motive in pulling the wool over the perceiving eyes of the judge.

			and the judge is the product of the reining bureaucracy.  bureaucracy is the motivating force behind every form of government, capitalist as well as communist; democratic or autocratic.  the bureaucracy requires the police (force) to maintain its set laws and order.  if you think this bureaucratic establishment governing life’s affairs is a recent menace, consider what is said to be buddha’s shortest sermon:

			“while seeing, see what is in sight

			while listening, hear it out outright;

			see not with ears, hear not with sight,

			believe not the buddha,

			perceive what occurs as it might.”

			so he stopped believing and began seeing as things were (are).  he observed that nobody told him the truth because nobody knew.  the authority led people to believe things to be this or that.  and as a consequence people were suffering twice.  once for the real problem, and once for going through extreme troubles thinking that that was the cure.  but it wasn’t.  that’s the last illusion.  the first illusion was that the life’s motions were static, especially the pleasant ones.  that they would last forever.  the perpetual youth and the land of milk and honey (or the apple pie), and the like.  no ailment, no old age, no death and suffering of poverty, starvation, etc. if the unpleasant things did happen, as they most certainly did, that was because of the karma of the past life.  thus people were kept from seeing that much of the suffering was being caused by the bad karma (acts) in the present of the elite.  and they were doing those terrible things to others out of illusion and out of belief that they were supposed to have more of every thing than the most.  this better than thou attitude required of others to toil and wear out and become old at an early age and die sooner.  this socio-economic inequanimity was the principal outcome of the illusion that had no base in nature of things.

			so buddha renounced the rich life.

			dreaming is that play in which the pace of life is faster than that of light.  and even then, though it’s a dream, all its aggregates retain their respective self-nature and behave accordingly.  and nothing repeats.  like a living, a dream happens only once.   those who say they have recurring dreams, usually nightmarish, do not really dream the same dream as one would watch the same roll of a movie film.  what seems to rehappen is the feeling of terror or panic.  and it is this underlying fear taking the various familiar forms that one associates with the frightening event.  and it varies form culture to culture and from person to person, depending upon one’s imagery formed of the conditioning, the culturing.   so, too, the near death experiences and visions, hallucinations, fantasies,  that are experienced in a dream-like state, form forms made of the familiar aggregates. then, only christians and those who have christianity type literary imageries, see angels or winged, glowing persons rescuing them.  those others who have no such input, do not see such things.  instead they may see a thousand petaled lotus, or nebulic burst of matter, according to their input.  whatever the form, while dreaming, life is lived that way.  and as one lives in the world of “open eyes ignorantly or awares, so also one lives in the dream-world unawares or with a clarity of perception.

			here are my dreams and dissents and dissenting dreams.  and, as my friend yukiko had said in a dream, i say unto you, “ i have one dream too many.  will you please hold one of my dreams while i attend to the rest?”  and take your pick.

		

	
		
			dreams are lucid.

			dreams are lucid, as is the element of life when not caught up in the regimens of fearful and frightening what ifs, others’ and one’s own, that clash, marring the individuality.....

			. . . sharada appeared to be a couple of years older than what she was when she had died at 14.  so she didn’t die.  or recovered, was recovering from her bout of tuberculosis that had drained her of all the five great elements (mahabhuta) except space (avakasha).  she was merely a thin skeleton covered with the skin.  even her arteries had shriveled so much that the fluid from the syringe would not move.  it pained her so much that the mere sight of the approaching doctor would make her cry.  as i was considering all those facts of her being, i realized that this must be a dream.  but the thinking did not dissolve the dream.

			and sharada appeared to be recovering.  she was simply a thin girl with newly rounding breasts.  she wore the indian blouse and long skirt and half length sari (chundadi) that seemed similar to what judith had worn while doing an indian folk dance with sticks (raas) at the u.a.l.r. theatre auditorium in little rock in 1978.  all the american girls (also the thai girls in bangkok in 1966 and 1967) whom i taught the folk dancing were fascinated with the dress—the way it covered the body and yet one felt free within, the exposed waist from the lower curves of the breasts down to the hip bones—the colors, folds, wave-like movements.  sharada was a composite of many girls of her age, and the young women whom i have met over the years.  and they all were youthfully slim.  wendy, who wanted to dance with me in a tokyo club (when she was 15 -- 15 ½ she insisted on being older) and wanted to know if a “zen monk” (i was ordained for the second time in zen monastery as a “non-believer”) would dance “go go” and “monkey” with an american teenager.  i had told her that “in my small english dictionary, the next word to monk was monkey.”

			sharada was thus grown into a young woman taking the pleasantness of the youthfulness of all the girls i knew.  and she came to me where i was sleeping on a wooden cot under the canopy of stars that “come down unto you” (a guest from the city commented).  i slept out in india, thailand, and here in arkansas,  so where i was while dreaming was not an issue as it is not when i consider a move from here.  land is everywhere.  so are the pockets of confinement, called the cities, the settlements of the “huddled masses,” creating, in turn, a fight within a fight (as what donovan had done by fighting another g.i. in vietnam and had unintentionally killed him, and donovan ended up in prison.  he worked with me on parole at the wheatberry project and still wants to work with me, but that the parole board would not allow him to move away from under their jurisdiction of 50 miles radius.)

			“make room for me,” sharada said, “for i am cold, and i need your warmth.  i am still recovering, you know.”  i moved on one side of bed, as i had, when little lani would come, very early in the morning, and snuggle in under the covers.  lani was five then.  now she is 25 and gone.  while arranging the blankets over us, i had the thought (fear) that sharada would smell my bad breath.  (“phew,” lani would say, moving her little hand fan-like in front of her nose whenever i had wanted her to be near me during the day when there were other people and other things on her mind.  at night when wanting to sleep out, she did not say a word of protest regarding the foul breath.)  i had bad breath as the result of the extensive fasting that weakened my gums, and i began to lose teeth (perfectly intact teeth would just come off, one by one, without any ache or pain, except for the first one).  and i had a couple of dreams of my teeth coming out in the washing sink while gargling and spitting out water.  when i was a little boy, i had wondered once whether it would be nice to be able to take out one’s teeth, clean them, and put them on again.  that’s denture.  i have a part of it now.  i had thought that because i never liked the idea of cleaning teeth with brush and particularly with the toothpaste.  and now, too, i still do not like to clean the partial.  this bad breath is both a fear and a distancing device from the past.  it enables women a justifiable excuse to maintain a safe distance.

			footnote:  all names, whether of persons or places i saw  in dream or otherwise, are imagined and bear no connections with places and persons that exist on their own right.

			also, the name of this dreamer in some dreams is imaginary, or otherwise unknown, for what i have to offer is printed out in these pages and not a quest for an identity.  i am doing just fine without the name recognition.

			the words of wisdom

			become mere knowledge

			stored in memory of listeners

			or printed on pages ever read;

			if, in either case, never followed

			by an active response.

		

	
		
			early years: childhood

			i have no memories of the years before age 7 or 8, i have vague feelings of a couple of times my tumbling down the stairs of the first floor, and not hurt. the other incident was told by my mother, so i would not call it as my memory.  in that incident i was about 5, and i was walking with my mother, going someplace. a bus was coming our way. i stood in the middle of the road with arms spread.  the bus came to a screeching stop within a few inches from me. out came my father from the bus, and gave me a big slap on the cheek.

			 my father had been working for the porbandar state railway, and that bus was a connecting link between two railways owned by two states, the porbandar state, where my father worked as the “tikit master”, and junagadh state, both under the british “suzerainty” . in porbander, my father wore white suit and white canvas shoes. there is a picture of my father in that dress. in his hometown, chital, all my father’s clan members lived in one street. and because they were all dressed in brahmana dress spotlessly white like the stork, the street where my grandfather had his house, was known as “bagalia sheri”, bagalia meaning the white stork-like. my grandfather had given up the farming and gave his 2 vigha -- 1.1 acre land to his brother. he was a full time guru of the community, and people went to him for consultations of all kind, societal, familial, health and appeasing the upstairs for rains and other favours. 

			since my father worked away from home, the grand parents lived by themselves. their youngest daughter lived with her husband and son only a few blocks away.  her husband was known as pundit.  his son, my cousin was nearly my father’s age.  their daughter is my eldest sister’s age. she was married, but was separated, and earned her living as a school teacher.  she lives near my eldest sister.  her brother was quite unlike his pundit father.  he was known as “ganjeri”, a person who is addicted to ganja.  he stayed mostly at the temple on the hill, and would be found either smoking or lying there in stupor.  the pundit uncle was killed with a blow of axe on his face.  the man who was caught doing it regretted as he had killed the pundit by mistaking him for somebody else.  my aunt publicly forgave him for the murder of her husband, and requested that the man not be put to death. 

			my father was the last of the seven siblings, and only brother of six sisters. i have seen my eldest and youngest aunts.  the eldest aunt, saakar (sugar) faibaa (paternal aunt ma), lived a healthy pleasant life, and died at 97.  the last time i saw her was when i was on the indian government cultural scholarship, and was visiting home.  i overheard her talking about some girl as a good match for me. so i told her not to waste efforts on my case, for i wasn’t going to marry. and she said, “even your father married the girl i had chosen for him.” “yes, but i am not my father.” saakar faibaa related the story of the betrothal of my parents. my grandparents and the family were visiting my mother’s family.   pointing at a 3 year old girl saakar faibaa told my 7 year old father, “this is the girl you will marry.” and my father had replied, “ i am not going to marry a girl with runny nose.”  but they were married when he was 20 and she, 16. 

			my father was made head strong because of all six sisters dotting on him.  he started his school much like me, except that his stone slate was twice as big as mine, and his high school was a little more than ten miles in another district town.  he went to school half walking, half running, six days a week, studied up to the 10th grade.  this daily movement of 20 miles had made him also physically strong.  (and as walt whitman had said, he “had known all there was to be known by the 10th grade in school,”) he quit school, and took up a job in the nearby gondal state railway. 

			my mother, mukta -- the free one -- never went to school, and as a farmer’s daughter, learnt all the necessary skills for the farm work and housekeeping: the raising the family, tending cows, milking, churning yogurt for butter and make ghee from butter.  there was a granite stone of 2’x2’x2’ lying in the yard.  so one day mother said to me, “let us carve a mortar in this stone.” she brought out a lid, placed it on the flat surface of the stone, and traced the circle around the lid. then she brought out a stone chisel and a hammer, and she and i alternately began to carve whenever finding time form other chores and my school hours and play. within a month we had carved a good size mortar.  then my father asked the village carpenter to make us a pestle, 5 feet long and about a foot in circumference. it was made on a child powered, father-son wood lathe.  it had tapered ends, and at about 18 inches from the lower end, it was thinned where it was to be held when pounding.  it was made of teak, smoothed and polished with sesame oil rubbed into it. 

			we had dug out a hole inside the room and fitted the heavy mortar in the mud floor. the mud floor was mad of clay, cow dung and straw, and applied to the floor with hand. so it also made a slight relief of the pattern made of the finger print. mother redid the floor twice a year. mother would sit in front of the inlaid mortar, with one leg folded and the other stretched out. she would hold that 10 pound pestle in one hand, and with the other had push back the grains of kamut or rice into the mortal. pound raw kamut and rice to separate the hulls. she also pounded other herb and spices into powders. 

			she woke up early, and ground wheat and millet in the stone grinder mounted on the slightly raised wooden base with round frame that kept flour from spilling on floor. she sang with the humming sound of the grinding or pounding of pestle into mortar. she ground the turmeric roots and cayenne peppers in the stone grinder called “ghanti”. she tied a scarf over her nose and mouth while grinding cayenne peppers. 

			mother and sisters picked up the cow dung, and patted it into the inch thick rounds. when dried, the cow patties were used to burn in the homemade cooking stove. and i accompanied her to a father’s muslim friend’s wadi, to cut green grass for our cows. one day as we untied the big bundle of grass in the yard, out came a good size cobra from the grass and made for the nearby bushes. he had taken a mile long ride in the bundle on my mother’s head. snakes were everywhere in the area, and a few times they were found inside our dwelling.  when noticing one inside, my father would tie a thin smooth rope on one end of a lathi and hold the other end of the lathi and the rope keeping the rope loose so as to make it stay on the ground in front of the snake. then as the snake would pass over the rope up to its neck, father would pull the rope, and thus trap the snake between the rope and the lathi.  and release the snake outside in the bushes. none of us was scared of them. 

			one encounter with cobra sounded rather funny, even to me, when i told about it to mother.  i did not like to use the rows of four latrines made of sheet metal. the metal had rusted where one rested feet squatting over the hole.  and they were smelly. i used to have nightmares of my falling through the rust hole scraping my leg, and  landing my foot in the bucket full of stinky “goo”. goo in gujarati means excrement. in sanskrit gu means darkness, ignorance.  from that, “guru”, meaning one who dispels the darkness of ignorance. behind the latrines was a four foot deep rain gutter made of stone walls.  i was still a small boy who had not yet learnt to feel ashamed of lowering my short pants and squat on the stone wall which was a little higher than the ground level. i would take a water pitcher with me and squat on the wall with my butt over the storm drain, and relieve myself, wash my butt and  button the short pants. that particular evening, the full moon was behind the tall wall of the other side of the gutter casting shadow where i squatted   as i was relieving, i was picking up pebbles and tossing them around.  then i saw a round pebble right in front of me, which was shining in the moon light. as i moved my hand forward to pick up that pebble, it rose about a foot above the ground, exposing the neck and the open hood of a good size cobra.  we were both startled with our sudden moves, and grabbing my shorts with one hand, and the pitcher with the other, i jumped over the cobra and ran away. then sitting in a clear moonlit spot i washed my butt and buttoned the shorts. 
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			about a ten thousand indians were said to be dying of the snakebites every year. but in our area in the clearing of the gir forest, we had heard of only one snakebite, and no death. and i always wondered about such reports that always came in rounded numbers. the same is also the case with the man eating tigers, causalities of war, the jewish  holocaust, cambodian killing field and other natural calamities, as if there were reporters assigned to the head count of the victims. an appropriate word to stress the magnitude of the horror would be: “countless”.

			about the same year, one rainy night we all had to get indoors  and sleep on futons spread out on the floor..  in sleep as i turned on my side, a scorpion stung me on the thumb. i screamed. mother lit the kerosene lamp to see why i screamed, and saw the scorpion moving towards my elder brother, who was still a sleep. the scorpion was picked up and thrown out in the bushes.  now the poison was spreading in my arm, and i was crying.  there would be no doctor available that late. so my father carried me to the railway point men lane, where one point man was known to be a witch doctor, who could charm the scorpion poison out. in those quarters, the point men and the locomotive drivers and other menial blue collar staff  lived in quarters that were even smaller than ours.

			when told, the witching point man made me sit on the ground, and bringing ash from his home, sat in front of me. he asked me to put my arm forward keeping it straight by resting on my palm on the ground. then he asked me up to where in my arm was the throbbing pain felt.  i pointed to my shoulder.  he made seven ash stripes on my arm between the point of sting and the shoulder. then he began his mysterious chant, rolling his eyes and swinging his torso and moving his hands in gestures. then as he wiped off the upper most ash stripe, and told me that the pain had lowered from that area, and i felt no pain in the shoulder. he proceeded with his musical chants and wiped off the ash stripes, one by one, each time telling me that the stinging throbs were receding, and i felt the poisonous pain disappearing from those areas. as the last stripe was wiped off there was a mild stinging sensation, similar to a red ant’s bite, left on the scorpion sting mark. he said that it would persist for awhile and then i would be alright. 

			lifting me up, father brought me home, and in a few minutes i was crying again. the painful throbs had returned up to the shoulder. i cried until i fell asleep due to exhaustion. next morning i felt no pain. the man was a master performer, and captivating my attention to his acts, made me distracted from the pain.  but away from him, distractions being absent, my attention was again focused on the scorpion sting.

			i liked to be bare foot, and when father would notice it and made me wear the leather slippers the village’s “mochi”, the shoe maker had custom made, i would hide them outside the front yard. shoes came in the way when climbing trees. bare feet gave me better foot hold on tree trunks, limbs and branches.  but bare footedness also enabled the thick acacia thorns to pierce the soles of my feet.  most often i would be able to pull the thorn out. or mother or sister would pry it out piercing the thorn with the sharp needle point.  but once the thorn had lodged too deep and  it festered, which is called the ripening of the affected body part. it reddens the skin, and its pain throbs with the rhythm of pulse.  during the day i would not feel the pain as i would be busy with school and play. but at night, when everything quieted  down, the painful throbs would magnify and i would not be able to sleep.  i would sit up and holding my foot in both hands i would begin to moan: “o! it hurts, o mother it pains.”  once mother said, ”yes, son.  it hurts. it would hurt the same whether you moaned or did not; but it would not hurt others’ ears if you did not moan.” and it was true. in the rainy night when everyone had to huddle up in the small room, my moaning was also keeping others from sleeping. i did not have to make two pains out of one.  and later on, i also learnt not to make the mental pain out of the physical pain, and thus to localize the physical pain to the local area of the body.

			mother’s cousin, naani maashi, little maternal aunt, lived inside the city, some two miles from us. naani mashi visited us frequently, and in accordance with the typical kathiavadi farming community’s custom, when women folk’s visited each other, they participated in the household activity, usually the removing of the grains of sand and stones and non food material from wheat, rice or millet. and talk. naani mashi had a peculiar way of talking, and within a statement or two she would swallow the saliva as if what she was saying was a mouth watering story. both she and mother were same age, and had two children born within the same week. so when the two sisters -- in india, cousins are brothers and sisters, and do not inter-marry -- met they would also nurse each other’s child. thus she had told me a couple times, “not to forget, that my milk also was flowing in your veins.” 

			years later, ted, yoga philosophy student at the california institute of the integral studies had asked me, “were you born or brought out?” as i did not understand his question, and when explained, i had said that i was naturally born at home. he said that he was deprived of the experience of coming through the birth canal. he was brought out through the cesarean section. then he asked, “were you breast fed or bottle fed?” when i told him that i was breast fed by two women, he cried, “o! i envy you.” ted was 23 then. now he is san francisco’s tofu factory’s owner, ted and anne marie have made me their first born son’s ‘’’godfather”. godfathers in practical terms are like god, only an inactive entity made of word. 

			there were no tigers in our area. lions and tigers do not seem to prefer to live in the same area. ours was the area of the gir lions. in the mornings and evenings. we would hear the roars of the lions who were either captured or were about to be. the sakarbaag zoo was a little more than a mile from us. and there, they used to catch lions that walked into the trap while thinking that they were going in to meet their mates.. my eldest brother, after failing the matriculation exam, joined the railway institute’s traffic signaling course, and became a traffic signaler. then he was promoted to the relieving station master, and was stationed at sasan gir, a small hamlet of maldhari, the milk cattle men, and women. 

			on vacation from art school, i visited my brother there. as he was only a relieving station master, and the original person still occupied the railway quarters, my brother had his lodging in the office. he had his bedding roll tucked away in the small store room of the office papers. he had kerosene stove, a small pan and skillet to cook his meals. there were no restaurants in the maldhari “nes”, nor would he, as a pukka bramana eat there even if there were any. people brought him plenty of milk and raw vegetables. as there was only one train to pass by in the afternoon, there was not much office work. but my brother was very much afraid of lions. and only a day before my arrival there, a couple of lion and lioness had strolled on the platform beside the standing train in the broad daylight. and my brother had locked himself inside his office till the point man of the train signal reassured him that the lions were long gone. i had gone there with the intention of photographing the lions. i had borrowed my friend’s yashika camera, and had wandered with the son of a maldhari in the jungle and meadows, and followed their cows and water buffaloes for four days without seeing even a smallest creature, preying or preyed upon. at night i slept out on the station’s paved front where the point man slept, and his two dogs slept. he had asked me to shoo away the dogs if they came too close to sleep in order to protect themselves from the leopards. the point man said that though the leopard would not normally attack a human, when there was a dog around, and “dog meat was a juicy meal for the leopard,” but in the scuffle one can get hurt unintended. on the 3rd night out, a leopard did pick up a dog, while i slept sound. i sat a top of the station’s water tower for hours looking all around for any animal movement on the trails , but nothing moved. i returned to art school without a single picture of the wild life.
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			there were lions and tigers in vadodara zoo in the next compound of the “kamati baag” across the university avenue from out art school. and we had our separate entrance to go to the zoo and the museology classes in the museum building. one of the study in the museum science lessons was taxidermy, creating the still life of birds and animals after killing them and cleaning them off every thing between the skin and bones. and re stitching to fix them in their “habitat case.” the museum had invited some expert taxidermist for a lecture-demonstration. one of the senior students had killed a small local bird from the garden to the dismay of the guest lecturer for it being too common a bird. and then he proceeded with the demonstration. then, with a sharp razor blade he cut open the bird from the under belly, while saying that it must be done without letting blood dropping on bird’s feathers, or else it will stain the plumes. 

			i walked away, and in my tutorial on the subject i wrote a poem. it was in hindi, in rhyme: 

			o! beautiful bird! just fly away,

			go sing someplace else.

			do not mistake this place for a hermitage

			where you may be fed, as you sing and dance,

			making a joyful stance that the dwellers may partake.

			this is the surgical wing

			of the museum school of the accumulative minds.

			unawares should you come near 

			and be within the view finder,

			you will be shot dead even before the sound reached you.

			your tender heart will be pulled out

			even before it turned cold

			and your blood could stain your pretty plumes.

			then they will reform your flight

			with your wings stretched with nearly invisible wires

			fastened to a painted blue sky

			in the glass case

			called the habitat, and you, a permanent inhabitant in it,

			destined to be in the eternal flight. 

			in the kamati baug zoo our class went for quick sketching birds and animals almost on daily basis, and observed and sketched them so much that we could draw without seeing them. when viewing the beautiful water colours of birds done by the famous ornithologists, i was disturbed to learn that these bird loving experts had loved the birds to death in order to make the birds sit still in order to paint them.  This practice of killing the creatures and pinning the butterflies to the boards behind the glass is the misconstrued notion of “science”. 

			 i never could accept the idea that the creatures were meant to be caged. one can get no understanding how a bird or animal lives in nature by seeing them caged or stuffed. my feeling sorry for them made me want to sympathize with them, by cutting the distance and patting them. and soon i was doing just that. the deer would lick my palms and the tiger would press his head against my palms i would put through the cage bars. the lion would sit in front of me, pick in claws the handkerchief i put in front of him, and as the cloth would tear with the slight tearing sound, he would listen to it with his ears stiffened and the ear tips slightly bent together. then he would make a run made clumsy because of his big body in smaller space, and come and sit before me. 

			one very early morning, as i was playing with the lion, the slight breeze lifted up the handkerchief and covered the back of my palm. and the lion, in the process of picking up the loose end of the handkerchief in his pow, scratched my pinkie. i wrapped a piece of cloth and played some more. then as usual, hearing the sound of the school bell, i returned to school. by then, the wrapped piece of cloth had become red with blood. the first person i saw in school was ranjitsinh gaekwad. he had his own personal zoo in the laxmi vilas palace, but he had no interest in the animal welfare. i asked him to put a little mercurochrome on the cut. and as i removed the cloth strip, the skin of the pinkie spread open, exposing the white bone. 
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			ranjitsinh said he was not able to treat that big wound. so one of my classmates accompanied me as we rode our bicycles to the city hospital across the bridge of visvamitri river. in the hospital as we both looked calm and composed, the doctor asked who was hurt. and what was the injury. upon hearing the answer, i was then taken to a proper place where they looked at the injury, and decided that they would have to admit me into the hospital for stitching the skin, and then for observing lest i would develop the infection due to the lion’s claws. they gave me local anesthesia and proceeded to stitch the skin with seven stitches. i felt ticklish when the suture was being pulled through the holes made in the skin by the needle. the doctor, a middle aged, bespectacled, nanavati, wondered  why i could feel ticklish, and yet not the pain. i told him that i did feel the pain much the same as any other pains of cuts and bruises that i have had many, but the feeling of the thread passing through the skin was a new experience. he named me a “tigerwala patient”, and changed the description of the event as an accident in order for it not to become a police case of an attempted suicide.  they kept me there for three days. and i resumed my interactions with my four legged cousins. 

			the city of vadodara, which, in the typical english fashion of mis-speaking the local names became baroda, was once a city at the belly -- “udara -- of vata”, the banyan tree. the existing biggest spread of the single banyan tree is now in bharuch, which was 3/4 square mile. our art school compound name plate: “pushpa baug”, the flower garden, as were all compounds on the university avenue were residential or school buildings surrounded by flower gardens, and name with flowers. in the school compound there were three tall and big tamarind trees. the sweet and sour fruit and tender leave and blossoms of tamarind were a fodder of languor monkeys and other creatures. i ate them from the age when i could climb trees. i had grown up playing in trees, and the tamarind tree is one of the strongest. so as soon as i discovered these trees, i went in them in between times when i had nothing to do in the art studio. or rather i found the trees to be more interesting and refreshing than the studio air made stuffy with the cigarette and paint smells. i had my perch way up in the big tamarind tree, not easily spotted from the ground below. there i sat, made sketches of languor monkeys and squirrels and birds, who all came close once being acquainted and feeling safe. if someone came looking for me, the dean. dr. markand bhatt would tell them to look for me in on of those trees among the monkeys. and as i was considered very good in sketching, i also had drawn sketches of languors in postures that no body else had drawn. 

			i showed my sketches to bendre’, the head of the department and one of india’s prominent painter. he liked my works, but always complained that i did not work enough. he liked my drawings very much, with a comment, that, “they were not at all like the drawings of monkey.” and sure enough they were not in pose and postures one would see them to be in pictures and writings. in the hot summer afternoon, after they had plenty to eat, they would lied down on tree branches that have come close making wider resting spots. and those times they did not look any different from any poet or philosopher lying on his back and one leg over the knee of the other leg, and one hand or both under his head; eyes half closed and in trance-like gaze. after all, these monkeys have genes in them that have been around longer than that of the other primates, and the humans have not evolved yet to live in harmony with their habitat, yet hide their ignorance of the interdependence in the notion, that having evolved from moneys, humans have genes that are more intelligent, have bigger brains. monkeys and apes, though group dwelling,as monkeys do,  humans coexist in motions only when driving, but otherwise each one makes one’s move individually.  humans live more confined and limited life than monkeys do. 

			what is conveniently ignored by the decision making authorities is their obvious desire to not let their positions become obsolete by letting every one to see, think and decide for oneself. so the conditioning through the schooling and the rule of law, makes people to be herded, even if grudgingly. 

			my parents grew a garden in the our side of the yard. soil was good, and we had plenty of cow manure for fertilizer. we grew eggplant, okra, guar, sweet and hot peppers, greens and tomatoes.. the garden had to be watered by carrying buckets of water and pouring it into the “kyara”, the shallow lower area around the plants for water to stay and overflow to the tapered lower areas around other plants. my parents and i watered the garden most of the time. one time, i took the clay from the garden and made a seated human figure with hands stretched forward. it did not have fingers and toes, just the basic human form without distinction between the genders. later on, when bendre’ insisted that i should have a one man show of my paintings, and when i asked him to write an introduction in the brochure, bendre’ had written: “his human form touches the basic frame, hardly making any distinction between male and female.” but my parents seemed to like it, and said so to me. 

			we cut a peepal branch, about seven feet long and a foot in circumference. i dug about a foot deep hole, put cow dung in it and poured water in the hole, and my father helped me put the peepal stump in it. after standing it straight, i packed dirt around it, and covered its top with a mixture of cow dung and soil. then i made a “kyaro” around it, and filled it with water. during my recent visit my elder brother’s son asked me if i wanted to see the tree i had planted. apparently my father had told him about it. so he took me to see the tree. what he showed me was a 65 year old tree that was planted when i was 10 years old. the tree that had my perch and the dripping beehive in it, was gone. 
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			on one side of it we had two papaya trees. in the back yard there were two date palms, and my mother would gather in the morning the freshly fallen dates. in the front yard there were three very big peepal trees, and on one tree’s branch over the raised part in front of our door, there was a good size beehive. in the extreme heat of the summer month, the honey would drip from it. so we would but a dish under and collect the fresh honey. i had learnt to climb up to that very branch very gently, sit near the beehive, and very slowly dip my finger into the honey comb covered with the bees. the slow and gentle touch of my thin finger tip would move the bees much the same way, as they made room for a bee that lands on them. then very softly i would pull my finger out and lick the honey from my finger tip. on that very tree, much higher near the tree top i had made a perch nestled among four branches. i would sit and rest there, as did several species of birds on other branches, making their nests. different birds in different seasons. the tropical trees do not lose leaves all at once, but as the old leaves drop, the new ones keep forming, keeping the tree green all year round. 

			my father took up the job of the goods clerk for the junagadh state railway in 1942. there, even though all the officials of the railway staff were english, clad in the english suit, my father wore the dhoti, man’s skirt, twice as long as that of gandhi, and half as long as that of ravindranath tagore’s bangali dhoti. all the paper work was in english, as the english “saibs” prided in not learning the native language. so my father communicated with the english in rudimentary spoken english, but read and wrote the paper work in acceptably good english. 

			my eldest brother natavar, though second in age after the eldest sister, shanta, being the eldest among the boys, instinctively took up the manly tasks of the rural indian household. he was a natural craftsman. he assisted a day labourer in building the cow shed on the side of the building. and kept it in good repairs. one day natavar and i were on the roof of the cow shed doing some repairs, and the typhoon came. it lifted up the roof in one piece, with both the brothers standing on it. as the roof tilted a little, natavar was pushed out from the roof, and landed on his feet standing straight between the two brahma cows, their horns only inches away. 

			the roof came down flat a few feet from the building, i still standing on it. it happened so fast that cows did not have time to panic. no body was hurt. 

			one other time i was in big storm in india was when i was out strolling with rohit, a friend, who is now a professor of anthropology at bristol university in england. the gusty winds raised dust and tiny sand pebbles that hit our faces. the sky became dark and visibility blurred. we saw a huge metal billboard of about 20’x20’ flying, twirling some 50 feet high. later that day we heard in the news that, that billboard had injured a man. as he saw it coming down towards him, in reflective motion he put his hands in front to shield his face. and the billboard only sliced off his pinkie. it could have cut him into two,  the news said the man stated. 

			the last time i was in tornado was in arkansas in 1987.  we were in a pick-up going to clinton, and we usually stopped at a hill top restaurant, and ate french fries with coffee, as those days that was the only better cooked food a vegetarian could eat while on the road in america. we felt the vehicle sway, and saw air becoming dusty.  when we stopped in the parking lot, we saw a chevrolet car standing on its front in the middle of the restaurant. the tornado had lifted it up and pushed it through the roof, landing it on an empty table, with people stunned, but unhurt at the four tables around the car. had we come two minutes earlier, the waitress would have seated us at that table, she said.

			natavar built from card board covers of his office lagers the scale models of every railway station he worked as station master. everybody who visited his office was quite impressed with his architectural details. his handwriting was even nicer than mine. my elder brother, himat, who would not otherwise want me around in any of his activities, had cooperated with me, and natavar  when he undertook publishing of a railway community’s literary journal named: “kalarava”, the chirping. he collected articles from the young adults, and natavar calligraphed all the articles that himat had edited.  i did the illustration and the cover of the 200 page journal. we had cut stencils of flowers and birds from thicker paper and printed them on the pages using the spray gun sold for spraying liquids in stagnant water puddles to prevent mosquito from breeding. each household had donated a few annas-- anna was a 16th of a rupee, which was eliminated when india adopted the decimal system of measures and counting. those days in much of india, especially the rural areas there were no readymade note books available. unlined papers were sold in large sheets, which we would cut to the needed size by folding a few sheets together, and pulling a strong thread through the fold of the paper. i still cut papers with thread when i bind my journals from the blank sheets. we also published such illuminated journals in high school. there were four such published every year, three beside my class’ journal named “prabhat”, meaning dawn.  ours was considered more artistic, as there was one more student artist in my class.  his name was madhusudan, who, too, was aspiring to be an artist.  his father, too, was an official in the railway, except that they were not provided with the railway quarters, his father doing the management type office work not physically connected with the trains or train tracks.  so they lived in the city.  madusudan was quite fond of me as a friend beside sharing an interest in art. the third friend of the class also had very good handwriting, and he did the calligraphy for the journal as copying articles did not interest me.  our class’s decoration for the “independence day” was also considered the eye catching as two of us did very elaborate work made of clay, card papers and colours. i was not interested in the notion of celebrations of any kind, but simply went along with the artistic work.

			madhu had wanted me to go with him to the ‘sir j.j. school of art’ in mumbai, instead of us going to different places. so after high school graduation both of us went to mumbai to check out the art school.  we saw the school. madhu had already decided to enroll there. i had not. i had wanted to check out the baroda university art school.  and while we were in the train to mumbai, there was a family of madhu’s acquaintance returning to vadodara. her son was going to study architecture there, and he put forth the idea of studying art at the university level, instead of only art school level offering diploma in art. and she told me, that on my way back, i could stay in their home in vadodara, and her son would take me to the university campus.  i did, and her son took me to see the dean of the faculty of fine arts.  the next day there was an aptitude test.  there were about 20 students taking the test.  all of them had brought their portfolios of art works.  i had nothing to show but myself. and a couple of students had brought pretty impressive works, including an autographed portrait of nehru in pencil.  it was later found out that the boy had stolen that portrait from someone, and that it was copied from a photograph.  in the test result pasted on the bulletin board, my name appeared.  so i went home to return to vadodara in july of 1954.  

			i was given a shared room in the residential hall named after sri arabindo, who, in the past had taught at the baroda university.  the rector of the hall showed me my room, and also showed where the light switch worked. so as soon as the rector left, i closed the door, and looking at the light bulb, turned the light switch on and off quite a few times. at home we had no electricity. 

			at first mother would add the sesame oil in the small “kodia”, the specially shaped narrow, slanting walled dish with an indentation where the handmade cotton wick would stay partially submerged in oil, and the top of the wick would burn in a small flame, when mother lit it.  later on we had the factory made kerosene lamp which could be moved from place to place. i did not do any school work at home, but my elder brothers did use the kerosene lamp for their school work.  mother was also not in habit of “wasting the match sticks”. so after the cooking she would burry a half burnt charcoal in the ashes, which she would uncover for the next cooking time, put some crumbs of the dried cow chips, and blow air from the bamboo pipe. soon the flame would appear. then very carefully she would pile up cow chips and pieces of wood over the flame that would become of the desired size and intensity.  she cooked food in the unpainted baked earthen pots, the rice, khichadi -- rice and split mung bean dish with a touch of turmeric and salt, curried vegetables, daals, the split or whole bean soups; and cook chapati or bhakhari made of whole wheat flour, or thick bread made of juvar or millet flour on the shallow saucer shaped skillet made of baked clay.  only thepla she  cooked basted with oil on the similar shaped iron skillet. the deep frying of puri or vegetables dipped in the chick pea batter was done in iron wok called ‘tavaa’. the clay skillet was called ‘taavadi’. the heat that cooks food is called ‘taapa’; the clay skillet when heated is called “come in taava”.  the sanskrit word for heat is: taapa”, which is similar to the chinese word: “tao”, both describing the process.

			 

			in the second issue of journal i also wrote an illustrated poem, addressed to a ‘naavik’, the boatman. not when i wrote that poem, but later on did i realize how ignorant i was of the sailors and boatmen, whose very way of life is inter-related with waters, in serene skies and in stormy weather. and i did not even know how to swim at the time of writing. 

			my swimming encounters began with jumping from a high bridge into a pool in the swift flow of the river ‘sonarakh’, the river of golden sand. one of my new playmates was an expert swimmer. his idea was first to free me of the fear of water. and to do that, his condition was that i jump from the bridge. i used to jump from branch to branch way up in trees. so i was not afraid of the height. but i had never jumped down from that height, which was more than 30 feet. he had told me to jump straight down, feet first, holding air in my lungs. because of the air in lungs, i would naturally come up, my head above the water. then i would hold my hands up, and when he would get hold of me, not to grab him. i climbed out of the bridge guard wall and looked down .both my friends and other young neighbourhood people looked small and distant. i jumped as he said, but felt it took longer before my feet touched the water. and it took even longer to come up at the surface from under the water. but i did do as he had wanted me to do, and he pulled me out. then he asked me to jump again, for, in the first jump all that i had experienced was unanticipated.  in the second jump it all would be anticipated, and hence within my aware control of moves. i did it again. and thus my contact with water began. 

			but our play in that river ended when a neighborhood boy miscalculated his jump, and instead of diving in water, he landed on the flat granite boulder, hitting and splitting his head. it happened a couple hours after we had left the pool to go home. 

			indian monsoons are both romantic and awe inspiring in sight and sounds and experience of the magnitude of natural force.  in the valley between the high school and the datar hills is a dam built of stone, some 250 meter long and 50 meter high...it has water spill passages from which the overflowing water would cascade down with white foam and mist making rainbow. it was called the ‘chador” the white sheet falling from the dam. 

			we could see the overflowing waterfall from our classroom window of the high school. any student who first noticed it would tell the teacher in the class, who would inform about it to the headmaster. and the head master would let us off from school to go see the falling white sheets of water. half a day later the lake outside the fort would start to fill up. as the dammed rivulet “kalva” would begin to flow.  the rivulet’s name “kalva” implied that it was the life taking hilly nala. each year it was said to have taken three or four lives.  but i suspected it even then, that that rumor was spread to scare people away from it during the heavy rains, as in the hill country, the rivulets and rivers rise in minutes. 

			with heavier rains, our front and backyard would become a small lake and the eight room railway quarters would look like a long houseboat moored in the middle. if the rains continued for a few more hours, the water would rise above the stone lined high ground, and our dwellings would be in the adult’s knee deep waters. that night only small children would be able to sleep on the wooden framed macramé cot, the parents and older siblings would just sit it out for a few hours till the flood water receded. then they would get busy with the drying of things and tidying up the small living space. 

			when not raining, we all slept out on wood framed cots on the raised front, under the vast canopy of stars and moon.

			as I write this, I wondered, as I had a couple of times in the past, whether my father had ever regretted giving up the freedom of the rural living, his giving up the farm to his brother. but my mother had.  perhaps, in his prime time of youth, he was duped into the service of the white  as something to be desired, as it showed in his white suit and shoes in the photograph when I was born in porbandar.  but immediately after, the gandhin movement must have changed  him to wearing dhoti, while still working with the british in the employ of the nawab of the junagadh state. 

			the other big flood i went through was in vadodara. the visvamitri river overflowed, and the waters flowed over the bridge. as the police would not let us go over the bridge, i went around and crossed the river on the higher swinging bridge behind the kamati baug, and came to the art school. in few hours, the rising waters covered the steps and the first floor. the waters were chest deep in the university area, only the avenue was dry in places. i wanted to go out and see the floods. two teachers and a student joined me. one teacher brought a small rope. if, in case one lost footing being pushed by the rushing waters, the other three would stand and assist him getting stand up. we walked in the flood waters for a few hours, and slept in a professor’s place. his wife fed us, and as it was getting dark, she insisted that we sleep there. 

			next morning we heard that the university swimming champion student was drowned and had not been found. we went looking for him in teams of four persons in the “nala” the ravine that snaked through the university grounds and flowed into the river. like us, he was out looking and taking pictures. then he climbed a guard wall of a small bridge of nala. and the waters pushed him and engulfed him in the churning waters. his championship was in swimming in the calm waters of the swimming pool. his body was found trapped in the barb wire fence of the backyard garden of the pro vice chancellor of the university. 

			when  a young real estate agent was showing us the available land in the pee dee valley near clinton, arkansas, he missed his turn and we saw the barely visible remnants of an old homestead in the hill above pee dee creek. i liked the place that was not offered for sale. but upon my insistence, the real estate agent located the new owner, and i haggled with him on the price, and we acquired the place in nearly half the price he was asking. there i saw the flood marks on the tree trunks, and he said the place flooded once in last twenty years. he had himself acquired the land only two years before, so did not really know if this place flooded and how deep.  i also noticed his ignorance of the floodmarks that I had noticed.  him being a member of the clannish prominent family of clinton, he had not lied to me when he said to me that the county would grade the easement road, which it did for him.  but the county road grader did not for us later on.  

			we pitched a tent on the higher bank of the smaller creek where the road ended. and spread out things that were inedible to the creatures of the wild. we set up the kitchen under the tent, and put glass jars of flour, rice, beans and spices on flat rocks. and then we started clearing a small space to build a small cabin. barely a week went by, and came the flood that wiped away every thing that was under the tent. we had taken down the camper shell, and had placed it over the rocks for the two children of our group to play in. that, too, was pushed and smashed against the rocks and broke, with pieces tangled in trees. next day we went looking for things along the pee dee creek, and found 11 of the 12 one gallon glass jars, unbroken, and spices and flour dry. the last jar of rice we found about a mile and half down the stream. the glass jar that broke, broke only fifty feet from the tent, and the fenugreek seeds that spilled began to grow within a week. fenugrik greens are eaten in india. 

			i built the cabin on stilts a foot higher than the highest flood mark. and in the twelve years that i lived in that cabin, there were three floods that brought waters up to the top last step of the cabin, and the cabin looked like a small houseboat moored, for half a day. until i built the bridge, we had to wade the chest deep creek with gushing waters that also rolled the mossy, slippery rocks from under our feet. we would take off our clothes and put them on our heads. the children would ride my shoulder. 

			but that was nothing like the big floods in the big rivers in the tropics, in africa, china, india, pakistan, philippines and south america. what i do not understand is the relationship between the magnitude of the flood and the death and destruction.  dying by drowning unawares is one thing, but living unawares near water is something else. as the bulldozer crazy small man who “owned” about a little more than a square mile of land upstream from us, began to “clear” his land off the woods to make pastures on the hill slopes for his “beef cows”, the intensity of the rise and fall of the creek increased as there were no trees to slow down the water running down the hills spilling out of the creek banks. his house was a mile and half away from the creek, perched on top of the hill made nude by his bulldozer. the chainsaw and bulldozers have much to contribute to the intensity and frequency of the flooding. 

			we had two milk cows, and one of which would be milking, if not both at once. my mother and second sister milked them. i could milk the cow, and after my sister’s marriage, if my mother had to go some place, i milked the cow. our cows were named mangu –mangala, feminine word for bliss,  and gita the sung, the past tense of sing, feminine noun form from: sing. they were both brahma cows with good size pointed horns. my eldest sister and siblings were afraid of them, even though the cows never attacked any one. before milking we let their calves to suckle, and while mangu’s calf would be suckling, sometimes from the other side i would suckle, too. and mangu with her scouring pad-like rough tongue alternately lick my face and the calf. the cowherd would come in the morning to take people’s cows to the meadows of the gir forest for grazing, and bring them back before the milking time. we milked the cows twice. in the afternoon either my mother or i would feed the young calf with the buttermilk, when the calves have not yet learnt to eat or drink water by themselves. because they were small, we could stand with each leg on calf’s side, thus making them stay in place. then with the thumb hold their tongue, and pour the buttermilk in their open mouth from a small bamboo “naal”, a section with one end cut at 45 degree angle. the tongue held in place lets the buttermilk go through calf’s throat without spilling. our cows, especially mangu, would come and sit near us on the ground, and after awhile, lie down, putting their big, horny head in our lap, and snore. 

			a few years later, when in thailand on ‘unesco’ research fellowship, i went along with the university of fine arts on a tour to an island in the south thailand. there, the rich pearl oyster businessman had arranged a big campfire, with a cow roasting in the open flame. after awhile, a student came to me, and almost thrust a roasted cow head on my lap. and i wept aloud. 

			i did not know then that we were poor. poverty is felt when something keeps you from doing something that you have to do. my eldest brother and i had scalded milk in the morning, my parents, two elder sisters and elder brother had chaa --chai in hindi. and, if there was any left over thepla from the previous night’s supper, my mother would divide them into halves or quarters giving a piece to the three brothers.  the eldest sister was married off in 1942. the 2nd sister did not eat it, and the younger siblings were too young, with the youngest being an infant. i remember once my elder brother had hidden a whole thepla in the earthen paatia – wide mouth pot for cooking liquids, that he had been served at the supper time, but had not eaten then because he had intended to eat it with breakfast. that morning there was no previous night’s left over. seeing him eat, i wanted a part of the thepla. he would not give me a piece from it as he had spared it from his meal. so we quarreled over it. a few times i had seen that there were no vegetables left when my mother sat down to eat, and she would have to eat only rotli --chapati -- and rice with thin daal. but she fed us plenty during the two meals. 

			both my elder sisters quit school after the 7th grade. and my younger sister, who was two years younger than me, threw a fit as she did not want to go school. my father had beaten her the first day, and thus forced her to go. while in the 5th grade, she got tb, her health worsened, despite the daily horrid looking long syringe pushing morbid looking yellowish brownish liquid into her shriveling veins. and seeing the railway clinic doctor come she would cry as the process of injecting the fluid in her veins was too painful for her. the doctor advised that sharada be taken to the tb hospital. my mother would stay with her at the tb ward of the city hospital, and my father would go there after work. barely a week had passed when sharada told mother: “baa! take me home.” mother got the message, and sharada was brought home. being at home, sharada felt at ease. she asked me to cut her finger nails. mother handed me scissors. taking her thin fingers in my hand timidly i cut her softened nails fearing lest it might hurt her. in a few days, one evening, after supper she died being surround by her family. she was 15. 

			sharada was as skinny as i was, and was not weak. once sharada and i went by train to our eldest sister, shanta (who is 89 at this writing). because of my father’s working for the state railway, we travelled for free. the 3rd station on that side was the state line. so we had to change trains, and sit in another state’s train, only to go for one more station six miles away. the other train would not wait even a few minutes if the first one was late in coming. 

			the other train had left when we arrived at the junction station. the next train would come some six hours later. we knew the railway track from the junction station to the next station, having gone by train often. in the luggage we had one cloth bag each, containing four, beans and things mother had packed for the eldest sister, whose husband was a minor clerk, who was not earning enough . and then, the custom was, that one did not go to the sister’s home empty handed. i asked sharada if she were willing to walk the six miles on the rail track, which had a good size railway bridge to be crossed stepping on railroad ties, and not experiencing vertigo looking at the waters bellow or missing a step. and then there was about a 3/4 mile cut out in the low hills, where one saw the two rock cut walls and the sky above. she said yes, and we walked the distance in about two hours. sister’s home was not far from the station. 

			years later, in japan... i was sitting in the room in a zen monastery that housed more than 200 monks. sharada entered the room and asked, “do you want to experience the sunyata, the nothingness?” i nodded. “come, i show you how,” she said and took me by hand. we left the room and came out in the yard that i grew up playing in, in junagadh. we walked out of the neighbourhood. we left the town and went through the hills of the gir forest. we kept on walking. through those clouded hills, through the fluffy clouds, and then through the thin air. now i did not see sharada. but felt her hand in mine. it was a process of leaving the known -- the home, yard, neighbourhood, town, hills, clouds. then there was no visual sensation. as we left the hills, the sense of the firm ground under the feet left. then i felt sharada’s hand held in mine, the soft hand firmly holding and being held in my hand. we kept on going. the sensation of hands being held was gone. there was only the going. and then that sensation of the going was gone. nor was there “I” who was sensing, nor even the sense of nothingness. there was nothing. 

		

	
		
			boyhood 

			until the partition of india,  my close friend was praful. he was the son of the chief goods clerk. they occupied two rooms of the 8 at one end of single room quarters. our one room quarter was at the other end, by the thurlo saib’s barb wired compound. praful was my age, and in the same class. in the 5th grade. until then, he was schooled in a private school. praful’s family was jain. praful and i played among the sacks of peanuts, bails of cotton and such that were stacked for loading into the luggage vans. we ran on them, jumped and somersaulted on them and played hide and seek. and ate handfuls of peanuts from the holes in the sacks that were either torn in handling, or made by hamals – the yard workers -- for nibbling on nuts while working. praful and i had no notion of what our acts would be called. we did not behave much different from the monkeys and other creatures and birds in the wild. the kites were more of an aggressor when it came to getting food. they dived on the unwary passenger and snatched the food package from his hand he had just bought from the station’s food stall, and was returning to his train compartment. in our yard, we boys would throw pieces of chapati up in the sky and watch the kites catch it in the air. all the while our fathers were in the office, and hamals were busy stacking or loading these sacks and bails and drums. one summer afternoon, while playing there, i saw an oxygen cylinder’s top explode. its cap shot and hit the luggage van with a big boom. it made a hole in the 1/8 inch thick metal side of the van. 

			there was a round english garden outside of the railway station. it had very fragrant flowering champa trees, ashoka trees and a fragrant “borsalli” tree that had small fruits of large peanut size. when they turned rich yellow, we sneaked into the tree avoiding the mean gardener who hated children climbing his trees and playing in his flower garden. the garden had a wrought iron fence with three spears protruding above its an inch wide flat frame at an interval which was wide enough for praful and me to step onto, and balancing free handed walk all around the garden . one day as we were walking and talking, i did not hear reply from praful who was walking a few steps behind me. so i turned my face backwards to see him, and lost my balance and fell with my feet landing on the foundation wall and my side on the spears. i stood up straight, and while freeing my shirt from the spears, my fingers felt the wetness. so i told praful, “it feels i have scratched myself on the side. i lifted up the shirt to see the scratch, and out poured two jets of blood, and stopped as they drained blood as i sat down on the foundation wall. i began to feel going down deeper and deeper within myself. and drained of all energy. praful ran and brought my elder brother who came on bicycle. together they tried to put me on the bicycle bar in front of the seat, but like a boneless creature i would slip down. he wanted to take me to the railway clinic, and get me treated without father knowing and getting upset. but as they could not keep me on the bicycle bar, my father was informed, and both my parents came running. i was put in one of the horse carriage taxis parked nearby, half on my mother’s lap, half on the carriage floor, and was rushed to the city hospital. 

			my father carried me to the emergency lobby, and a doctor and a nurse put me on the check up table to see the injury. i saw everything since the fall, but did not feel anything at all. the doctor saw the two holes on my side between the ribs, and told my parents that my lungs were spared from puncturing by only tiny distance. but that i had to be admitted to the hospital for the observation and treatment. 

			so accompanied by my parents, the nurse carted me to the private ward situated behind the main building. i was kept there for about ten days. my father stayed with me during the night, and mother during the day. my elder sister had been married and gone only three or four days before the accident, and my youngest sister was too young to be able to cook and mind the home. so while mother went home for cooking and such, one of my brothers would stay with me. as we would not touch the hospital food, mother would bring for me thepla and dry cooked potato with turmeric and salt. twice a day a doctor would make rounds of the patients in the private wards,. and nurses came as many times. every morning a nurse would open the bandage, clean the wound with warm water, apply some mercurochrome and tie a clean bandage. of the three nurses that came, i liked one with a very calm and soothing gaze in her eyes and face with a tender smile. i awaited her arrival, and wished her to stay longer. i did not know her by name, but i feel, that i can recognize her even now if she came. gradually the holes were covered up and wound healed. i sill have the two slight bumps where the spears had pierced me between the ribs. 

			my father’s not so high position in the railway bureaucracy was augmented by his being a brahmana. so he was respected in the railway community, despite his orthodox brahmana dress. most other indian officials prided in dressing like the english, much the same as what my father had done some ten years earlier. though gandhi was not living in porbandar, when my father was a tikit master there, he must have had some influence in my father’s dress change. there was an autographed picture of gandhi in our home. until gandhi was killed i did not have much recollection of him. the “mahatma” and the “spiritual” parts of gandhi had never impressed me nor have generated any interest in gandhi for that reason. 

			one of gandhi’s favorite poets narsimha maheta was a local saint of junagadh, who had rejected the racial inequality, and was made outcast by his brahmana peers some time in the past. 

			my father did not directly participate in the christmas celebrations of the english at their railway club and culture institute. but he did take his children to see the shows there. each year the native children were given wooden toys. they would put a bunch of numbered slips in a cloth bag, and the child would pick up one slip. the toy with the same number would be his prize. thus i had received two wooden motorcars and a hockey stick in the last three years of the christmas celebration fairs of the railway club of the english. i also made toys by placing pins and small thin nails on the rail track very near the carriage wheel. when run over by the carriage they became miniature swords and daggers, that my school mates wanted.  in monsoon i floated the paper boats in the large puddles of the rain water in front of the yard. the other monsoon season play was called the “khuchanani dao”, a play by two or 3-4 children. we would take a spoke of the broken umbrella, and make its one end pointed by placing it on granite stone slab (the one from which later on my mother and i carved a mortar), and pounding on it with hammer. then one boy would throw the spoke on the rain softened ground, and it would stand up partially stuck in the ground. standing there, he would throw again. he would continue until when the spoke did not press into the ground and stand. and the boy who would have missed out in clapping and keeping palm of the hand up or down, would be the one to first hop from there to the starting point on one foot. 

			once,  some other smaller boys were playing this “khunchani dao”, one boy struck the spoke near an electric pole made of rail road track. the boy touched it, and was electrocuted, and died. we were discouraged from playing this game. 

			“gilli danda” was a more common game that we played, with two sticks, one about a foot and half long, with one end sharpened, and another 6-7 inch piece to be played by two teams. one boy of one team would strike the smaller piece, and the smaller piece would lift up a foot or two in the air, he then would strike it hard with the longer piece, and send it far. the boys of the other team would try to catch it in the air. if caught, the player boy would be out. if not caught, the boy would place, his hitting stick flat on the base ground, and one boy of the other team would try to strike the placed piece with the smaller piece, standing where the smaller piece was fallen. if struck, the boy would be out and another would take turn, until all boys of the team are out and the other team would take dao. because i could play this game well, i was allowed to play with the older boys of my brother’s group. 

			about half a mile away , behind the “hathikhana”, the elephants’ stable was the anglican church serving the english and the indians converted to the christianity. most of the english community lived nearby. the residence of the anglican priest was behind the church. the missionary was a professionally smiley person, otherwise not seen or heard in the non christian areas. one day as i passed by the church, the missionary priest was standing on the sidewalk talking to a couple of people i knew. they called, and introduced me to the priest. the priest greeted me in the anglicized gujarati, which always sounded charming. after chatting little about nothing in particular, he handed me a book in gujarati. i did not read its title, but opened it randomly, and read a line: “like a good shepherd i shall lead you toward the green fields.” i closed the book and gave it back to him. “why?” what happened?” “ i am not a sheep,” i told him. he said that was just a metaphor. jesus cared for people as does the shepherd for his flock of sheep.” “that is why i am not interested in jesus. talk to me as a person, for i am not a captive sheep, and no sheep in the wild needs to be led as they all know where the meadows are in the wild.” 

			among his sheep was a native indian christian family of big john. john was really a tall. big man. he had married a local english woman, and before she died, she had given him five daughters. they lived in a three room bungalow, with an abandoned garden in their smaller fenced compound. he had kept a very stern looking mistress of ahir caste, and a maid who was mute. their bungalow was on the other side of our row of 8 rooms. once in a while the mute maid, who must not have been much older than my elder brother, would somehow come by and talk with my mother in sign language. i still do not know where my mother learned and how to communicate in sign language, but she did. 

			the five girls were, mary, about my age -- and i was 16 when i first became aware of their living in that bungalow. then elizabeth,15; agnes, 14, julie, 12, and martha, 10. of the five girls mary was tallest and dark skinned like me. elizabeth was like her late mother in looks and demeanor.. agnes had rather piercing stare in her gaze.. i was drawn to agnes. to draw her attention i would just climb the tree and jump around from branch to branch, not unlike the male monkeys; and i was very good at it. julie and martha were sweet little girls. but because they were not only not brahmana, but they were also mixed breed christians, my family would not have any thing to do with them. perhaps, if they had lived in the bungalow near us, somehow mother would have formed some friendship with the mistress woman, as that muslim pathan woman had formed with mother. but then these girls formed friendship with a young couple from north india who had their single room quarter “D”. we lived in “H.” 

			the young man, sukhlal was a ticket checker in the passenger trains. i was very shocked to hear his wife shout “bad” words at him when they quarreled, the words that are almost half of ordinary vocabulary, and despite having heard them for almost sixty years, i have never felt the need to utter them, i mean all the variations of the “f....” words. all my patel schoolmates at art school could not speak a sentence without at least two or three such words, as do the african americans, the low wage earning labour class of america, and the hollywood actors playing cops. sukhlal was about 8 years older than me. and he had been caught taking a small bribe from a passenger in a sting operation. and there was a court case against him and the other two checkers. and they were all afraid of losing their jobs much more than paying fines. so the three had turned to god shiva for help. this is not in line with the theory of karma, as you sow, so shall you harvest, logic, but the christian notion, that, god will overlook your misdeeds. they would ride the rented bicycles four miles up the hill unto the foot of mount girnar, and cow tow to the shiva stone, offering coconuts and some cash. once sukhlal asked me to join them. and we became acquainted. i also began to visit them in their quarter. there i met mary and other girls. and found that the three older girls were as much drawn to me as i was drawn to agnes. and the two little girls were very fond of me. sukhlal and his wife noticed our stolen exchange of glances, and sukhlal, though not personally against friendship, tried to convince me the impossibility of anything more than a very superficial friendship. sukhlal’s 10 month old infant shobha would not even go to her mom when i was around. and that added a little more of a trustworthiness in these girl’s perception of me beside being a very adventuresome and even naughty boy. 

			mary and i  wrote each other letters, mine with the naivety of the world of reality, and hers with the obvious, that since we could not be together, the best thing for her to do was to go to the convent school, and become a nurse. when i went to art school, she did go to the convent school. and once when i was out someplace, elizabeth came to the art school, and told my friends her name, but would not give her address, as perhaps her visit to the art school was a stolen trip from her being in that town.   

			of the english club members, the young played cricket, tennis, badminton or billiard. the middle aged played carom board or cards, or sat around the big radio and listen to the english news. they never ate or drank at the club. in the muslim state the alcohol drinking was not done. when the 2nd world war broke out, the nawab had contributed to the king the famous kathi thoroughbreds. and the english had organized a mobile war propaganda exhibition in a rail carriage. and they gave out the perforated pages of stickers of the air dog fights of the war planes and the military tanks blasting the volleys of cannon balls. the junagadh state of nawab was made a first class state of 15 gun saate for nawab’s contribution to the 2nd war.  whenever a native royalty or an english agent managing the suzerainty came to junagadh, he received a salute of cannon blasts in a precise number according to the protocol of the affixed status of his kingdom. the english gave the 21 gun salute to only the three of the 564some indian kings, the nizam of hydrabad, the mysore state and gaekwad of gujarat. all stately visitors came to junagadh by special trains, each one with the visiting royalty’s lavishly decorated personal saloon. the train would stop in front of the “darbar hall”, the royal waiting room with the red carpet from the saloon to the hall. both the saloon on wheels and the waiting room had embossed silver plated sofas and tables, and cushions covered with the gold and silver woven into silk embroidery. 

			my playmate praful and i have sat on those sofas in the royal waiting rooms and saloons at times when they were not in ceremonial use, and we did not find them to be comfortable seats with all those bumps and hollows and the engraved wood and embossed silver plating. there were only three or four children of my age between 9 and 12 in all of the railway station community. so it was just two of us and the entire railway station territory was out playground, the empty saloons and first class carriages, the royal waiting room, the locomotive engine’s turn table, the piles and stacks of goods. two of us were able to push the half size passenger carriage to and fro on the vacant side track, join the pointman in pushing the turn table, and when it got momentum, hitch the half circle ride on it. the engine drivers knew us, and would let us ride while the “shunting” engine and the pointman would be doing the shunting of the goods and luggage vans to connect or disconnect them from other carriages according to whatever trains they were to be linked. these railway engine drivers and pointmen were illiterate men from the “schedule” castes, who learnt their work on the job. the shunting driver then progressed to driving the goods trains, first on the secondary lines, and then to drive the local passenger trains, and finally reaching to be the driver of the express mail trains on the main line. 

			we walked to the a.g.(anglo-gujarati) school on the railroad track, leaving it near the city gate in the fort, where our school was a quarter mile inside the city. some times, while returning home, if the train were waiting for the green signal, and if the driver saw us, he would wave to us and let us get into the train. 

			there was the old ruin of the somanath temple on the coast of the arabian sea, some sixty miles from junagadh. it was destroyed by an arab invader king muhammed in the 9th century. soon after the “Independence”, the politicians began to exploit the hinduness of the indians. two major undertakings of a nephew of gandhi, a shamaldas gandhi undertook, was to demolish the outer fort, and to redo the somnath temple. the process was long and expensive. in 1953 the inner sanctum of the temple was built, and the installation ceremony was held. the president and vice president of india, both learned brahamana and doctors of philosophy, dr. rajendra parasad and dr. radhakrishnan, officiated the ceremony of laying in place a stone shiva linga. because of the historic importance of somnath, one of the 14 centres of shive shrines, the occasion was of national interest, and extra trains were added for the devotees and politicians to show up. this required temporary ticket clerks for the station that was built at the end of the 3 mile extended train track near the temple. because my father had been a “tikit master” in the past, he was temporarily assigned to be in charge of this station. being an orthodox brahmana, he would not eat out. nor would the other ticket clerk, his son and I took tiffins of home cooked food by train to our fathers. and returned home in the evening.  they actually lived next door to us in that 8 single room quarters. he as a “number taker”, whose job was to take down the numbers of coach carriage in the train, its date of last service, all written on the iron girder near the carriage’s entrance. he had three sons, a married daughter and wife. the eldest son, mugat was my elder brother’s age, about 3 years older than me, and the other two were too young to be playmates. mugat did not do well in school, and could not keep up with my brother and other peers, who went to the bahauddun college. the others in that age group were sons of railway clinic’s chief doctor, the chief managing engineer of the rail track and track work inspector. these three were collegians and close friends. they, along with the ten or so sons of guards and travelling ticket inspectors formed the railway cricket club, and took over playing at railway club that was abandoned by the english. my brother himat, also minded the management part of the railway club and restarted other activities excluding the christmas. himat was and is an avid reader. 

			for a time i had nobody as a companion. i tried to hang around himat’s friends. only time i could go with them without being pushed back by my brother was the school time. a little after 10 in the morning we ate lunch cooked by mother or sister, and departed for school, and all the school going neighbourhood boys, about eight of them walked to school on the road between the railroad track and the outer fort. my middle school was a little more than a mile away. their high school was at as much more distance, at the other end of the town, outside of the fort. the road was paved with asphalt, and lined with trees that touched above the road forming canopy. in the tree nested several specie of birds, including the big fruit bats that hung upside down in clusters. their chatter sounded much like the school children talking to each other, but to an outsider’s ears sounding like a collective noise. 

			one day, as we were walking, champak, the son of the railway clinic’s chief physician, was throwing rocks up in the air, and one landed on my head. it made a small dented cut and i bled some. champak took me to his father. his father cut off the hair around the wound, and among the hair cut was the nearly foot long “shikha”, that brahmana male must keep tied in a half note. in the evening father heard about the incident, and he was doubly sore about what had happened ..on top of the injury to his son, his son also had lost the “shikha”. himat did not have it, either, except that father did not know it. the barber who came to our home at regular intervals for the hair cuts, would cut our hair short all around the ‘shikha’, colloquially called “chotali”, the tail. the wound healed leaving a slight dent. hair grew back, but i never grew the ‘shikha’ after that. 

			the “shikha” was made during the “yajnopvita “ ceremony, which was arranged during my elder sister’s marriage in order to save expenses and time from work. i did not want it, but as a small boy i could not prevent it. the occasion was meant for me and my younger brother to leave home as “brahmachari” -- literally brahma, the universe, chari- charya: acts, moves, absorbs. commonly meant, the student life. 

			when i was being ordained in the siamese theravada buddhist monastery, the wat benchama bophit (the marble temple) in bangkok, in 1968, the ten precepts that i was given to keep, were the same that i was given in 1946. even the shaving off the hair, and leaving home to pursue the understanding of the nature of things, that what is, as it is. and live in harmony with what is understood. some of buddha’s disciples were famous brahmana pundits. and until buddha’s and jain’s interactive encounters, brahmana were not known to have objected to killing. in fact, all the famous gurus of rama and krishna and also the historical hindu kings did advise their subjects to go to wars. even the thai kings, though wishi-washy buddhists, had adopted the hindu kings’ way of life, and titles -- the present king is king rama the 10th. the original rama of the indians, when one reads ramayana word for word, was actually a racist, and sexist king, who fought and killed and went hunting for fun, and had slaves. ahimsa of brahmana and of gandhi is the understanding of buddhist and jain perspective of life. 

			so we, the two brothers, aged 11 and 9, had our heads shaven, were wrapped in white cloth, and were given a couple of chapatis tied in a piece of cloth tied to a small stick. prepared thus we were supposed to leave home. but then the mother intervenes, not wanting her sons to leave home. and the ceremony corrupts. added to the ceremony is the maternal uncle coming to the aid of his sister, blocks the way of the young renunciates, and offers them the worldly goods, the money. and thus the boys get dissuaded from their search of truth. the initiating priest was my father’s distant cousin. he put a cloth over my head and his, and said a sanskrit phrase in my ears, a sacred and secret mantra, which was not unknown to any one who read sanskrit scriptures. but i did not know the meanings of a few words of it. so i asked him what they meant. the priest threw away the cloth and told my father that i had questioned the holy mantra. without inquiring, my father slapped me on the face, and thus only reinforced my resolve not to swallow anything ununderstood. 

			birds and brahmana are said to be twice born, the dvi - two, ja - birth; the first birth, of egg and physical body, is from mother. the 2nd birth is from the shell, and from ignorance forming maya. so until the yajnopavita, the three fold thread worn over the right shoulder during the ceremonial fire ritual, the boys are not treated to be full brahmana.. and it was this symbolic hair of brahmana that champak’s physician father had cut off, exposing my head to things non brahmana, non traditional. 

			not long after that, in a play in trees a branch broke and with it came down four boys, from the height of about ten feet. the branch and the three boys landed on me, and dislocated my arm from shoulder. we all stood up and as i proceeded to shake the dirt off my clothes, my left hand would bend from elbow, but would not move from shoulder. i began to feel cold, but otherwise no pain. i went home and lied down. when father returned from office, he was told of my fall from the tree. so he asked me to stand before him to check what the hurt was that made me lie down. he asked me to move my hands forward, and saw that my right arm was not responding. the clinic was closed. only other person who knew about the bones and joints was ruda bhabha, a very pleasant, gentle elderly man of untouchable caste. my father was in a fix. he was not allowed to let the untouchable man touch his son; and he could not let son not to be treated by the untouchable man. the fatherly concerns overrode his beliefs and ruda bhabha held my arm straight with one hand, put his other hand in position under my dislocated shoulder and gently pulled my arm and released the pull. that was it. the arm was put back in the shoulder socket. the elderly man smiled and walked away. 

			now my father asked me to take the purification bath. i felt offended with the suggestion of being impure by the touch of the man whose skin was more fair than mine, and who was considered a saintly person.. bhabha means grandfatherly, a man who is not one’s own actual grandfathers, but is esteemed to be like one’s own. and traditionally, a man in that age group, once left home and led a life of wandering mendicant, and were fed by every one who was near by. so i refused to “purify” myself. it made father upset. mother, as usual in such differing instances brought about a face saving compromise. she brought water in a copper cup, and sprinkle a few drops on me, thus declaring me to be purified. i did not fell like eating, and did not eat for three days. it mellowed my father a little. 

			but seeds of awakening of questioning had been sprouting since the sacred thread ceremony making me eligible to participate in the brahmana rituals. my leaving home for college facilitated my seeing other things un-brahmana, especially of my father’s clan, who claim to have a long lineage since a seer named bilvas of rgvedic time, giving the clan’s “gotra”, sub-group name, the bilvas gotra. we knew nothing of him except the name, chanted during religious ceremonies, linking him with the names of the last known great grandfathers. the in-between names had to be dropped as the list began to get longer, such as: “shailesh, the son of damodar, who is the son of nirbhayaram, the son of giga, the son of devashi (the same name as my second grade classmate aamba’s father’s name), the son of bhudara...” and the dropped names are then forgotten. 

			rgveda makes an interesting and sometimes thought provoking reading when not read religiously. those seers did see things of ecological nature that their many times great grandchildren neither could comprehend nor were free to give it a thought, being wrapped up in the webs of maya, whose most recent robe was woven in the mills of manchester. so though not dressed in the english clothes, my father still resented almost everything untraditional, except the education to earn a living. at home, he had instructed the barber to cut our hair short. and likewise, the tailor who came to our home with his sewing machine, measured us and sewed clothes of the common style acceptable to father. 

			in many parts of the primitive world people have fire walking ceremonies. and i was always curious about why one would not get burnt, for, while walking bare foot on the railway tracks, a few times, unawares i had stepped on to a piece of still burning coal dropped by the train’s locomotive engine. and it usually got stuck to the skin of the foot’s palm, and burned. and there people were walking on 20’, 30 ‘or longer beds of fire. so i chose a muslim fire walking ceremony in bhavnagar in the neighbourhood of one of my art schoolmates, he was a khoja muslim. jeram patel, an artist and also a professor at art school, and our mutual friend jyoti and her husband had kept a car parked, ready to transport me to hospital should i get burned. 

			it was the muslim religious ceremony and i was neither a muslim nor a believer in supernatural. hence that selection. during the climax of their religious dance, all around me was in a trance-like hyped altered state. in junagadh i had seen the muslim, and hindus in their religious trance beat themselves with chains and cut with daggers on their backs and arms and chests; blood would be dripping and yet they would be in the altered frenzy that registered no pain. so while they were in their transcendental dance, i was thinking of my steps on fire, and not knowing what to expect. 

			finally the dancing stopped, and there was the rush to the fire bed. in order to avoid stampede and accidents, they had erected a bamboo hurdle that allowed people passing one after another in a row. ahead of me there were about 20, behind me, may be 30, all just moving. partially being pushed from behind i moved ahead, and by the time i reached at the end of the barricade, and my next step would be on the fire bed, i felt the furnace-like blast of very hot air on my face. i hesitated. i heard a man behind me telling to move on so that others can move. and he also gave me a gentle push. thus i was on fire, and walking. i took six steps on burning charcoals, and on the last step a piece of burning charcoal got caught between my 4th and 5th toe. it burned my skin. i told my muslim friend’s brother about it. he said that, i was not burned more because i was a good person. this little burn was for my doubting the spirituality about it. 

			that was the young man who had eloped with a brahmana girl, and they were hiding in my schoolmate’s apartment in vadodara. i had been asked by my friend to advise the young couple of the consequences. for me the issue was not of their religious beliefs, but of the starkly opposite ways of life. he, a muslim, for whom killing animals for food was a given chore. she, a bramana girl, would not have imagined her even sitting at the same table where the other person had fish or fowl or beef on his plate, and that other person was her husband, with whom she was to have children! in an inter-religious and inter-racial marriage, one of the two, usually, the girl would be expected to forego all her up-bringing, and learn to live again, quite unlike the infant, who has no previous training to interfere with the lessons in relationship with things and beings. 

			in traditional arranged indian -- and other countries’ s -- marriages, what the sanskrit poet kalidasa had said some two thousand years ago holds true: “the girl marries the looks of the groom, her mother, the groom’s character, the father the qualities, and the others the feast.” the match makers look out for all the pertinent information regarding the eligible boys and girls and their families. and in a tradition bound way of life both families live alike. so there are minimal chances of failed marriages. in california, where there are no traditional arranged marriages, the 40% divorces occur because the californians are a people on the move, and there fore, have not had time to form relationships with things and beings that constitute a way of life. the young people from all over the country move to california, bringing with them their respective communities’ habits; and then they meet others, expect the others to conform to their habitual life. so sooner or later, one of the two cracks. 
. 

			knowing ahead of others, the english had left junagadh. so in the vacant bungalow of thurlo saib there came the pathan superintendent of the railway police as our next compound neighbours. his very beautiful wife befriended my mother. in between work, my mother and the pathan woman would talk across the barbed fence. she would not come to our home, but had invited mother to her spacious home. then she would send someone to fetch water from our home, make chaa, and serve it in the silver cup, as unlike gold, silver was considered the holy metal. her son, who was my age, began to play with me, but before we could be friends, the nawab escaped to karachi. in the middle of night a special train was prepared for nawab and his train full of entourage, to take him to the airport that was 20 miles away. then began the “hijarat”, the escapade of those well placed muslims. the pathan superintendent was helped by our neighbourhood in his exit. his wife was dressed up like a hindu woman, lest, the hindus at the border town decided to attack the muslims. though no such incident was reported. 

			after the partition, what used to be the muslim madrasa, was turned into the second middle school, and it being closer to the railway station, most children of the railway staff opted to go there. i did not. and thus praful and i were distanced, after praful changed the school, we played less together. also the new people from the sindh area came, and some of them became our new neighbours. some of my new playmates were “low caste” children of “uncultured” labourers to my father’s displeasure. in the beginning he did try to stop me from mixing with them, but gradually he gave up. i was smallest in age and height in this new group. we did not play much, but liked to wander in the hills with me. we climbed the mount girnar quite often. it has more than 10.000 granite stone steps to reach up to its four main peaks, and then some steps and trails up to the remaining three peaks. and into the two adjoining forest enclaves covered with the lush green trees including mango, jambu, banana and raan fruit trees and berry bushes. the first peak at 3000 feet is a town of jain temples; so many of them, all built of marble with domes lined with the marble mosaic. all temples have the jain tirthankaras’ images carved of either marble or black granite. either they would be standing naked or seated in meditative posture.  jain temple called derasara is empty and very clean inside, unlike the hindu temples. 

			having seen the jain temples and other hindu shrines on other peaks once, we never went inside any temples, and i, in particular was the most irreligious of our bunch, which was a turn around. as a child i had sat in meditation beside my elders or alone, and had accompanied my mother to temples in town and up in garnar and in other hills. i had washed the little images of gods every morning, and had put a sandalwood dots on my forehead and on other parts of face and torso, which corresponded to the 13 pressure points. i did all this without thought, simply by seeing it done. and i had seen it in the theatre acts. 

			both may parents and older siblings went to the one local theatre, the ‘deshi natak samaj.’ the usual theme of its plays were religious, from ramayana, mahabharaa and other saints’ imaginary lives. those days women did not act. so pretty faced, and tender voiced men acted as women. because of my father’s connections, we had free pass, which was a hand written note from my father, seeing which, the theatre manager would personally guide us to the row right behind the orchestra. but when there were also my mother and sisters, then i would be treated as a child and my elder brothers would not want me to sit with them in the “orchestra” seats. women and men did not sit together. the women and children sat separate in balcony. the last time i went to theatre, and my brothers asked me to sit with mother, i refused, and sat outside of the theatre building for 3 hours until the play was over. after that, i never saw any play, ever. 

			in the theatre, what interested me were the lifting and dropping of the curtains and the special effects in the scene, like the lightening, or the falling of the rocks, and one suspending half in the air, or the shiva’s 3rd eye opening and shooting the ray of light burning kama. at home, my elder brother and his neighbourhood friend would enlist my help in re-enacting some portions of such acts. we made the curtains from blankets, and sets from the cardboard covers of the huge lagers piled up in my father’s goods office, collecting dust. we cut cardboards with the only kitchen knife we had. so our knife stayed sharp only for a few days after it was sharpened, either by the knife sharpener man who roamed the town, or my eldest brother would take it to the sharpening shop. 

			once three of us went wandering and unintended climbed the mountain. usually we asked our mothers to cook a dozen or so thepla and dry curried potato and dry chutney made of pasted garlic, cayenne powder and salt, as the hike to girnar would take us three quarter of a day. the base of the mountain was a 4 miles walk, first through the one end of the town, then on the foot trail through the woods leading unto the main road about a mile from the base. we would start at dawn when we could see each other in silhouettes and hear each other’s voices slightly magnified in the mist. we would reach the base at day break. and start the climb. we wanted to climb of the first peak completed before the sun heated up the granite cliffs through which the zigzag of stone steps is built. The steps are about 5 inches in height, and more than 9,000 in number, may be much more, as they are also between places of interest, going up and down,aside from the main four peaks route.

			because we had not packed lunch, and we had started form home in the late morning, by the time we reached the in the town of jain temples we  were hungry, and the smell of deep frying of vegetables in chick pea batter in the town’s restaurant made us hungrier. neither of us had any money. we walked past the shop, and up we went on to the next peak, which was ambaa mata’s, a very popular temple among the believers. there they offer money, and coconut and sugar crystals to the image. the money went in the box, and the pujari, the temple priest would cut the coconut and distribute the coconut and sugar crystals among all present inside the temple. but the priest would not give it to anyone who just enters the temple and offers nothing to the image. so we could not have the coconut. on the side of the steps up the way was a very small shrine of sort, and there were a few coins of minor denomination that some believer had put, lying in front of the primitive looking image. we took the coins, amounting to some half a rupee of 1950 value, and climbed down to that deep-frying vegetable place. and bought and ate it. and then we wandered off the steps into the trees that had some berries. we climbed a tree, and ate some berries, and mugat fell from a branch which was not more than six feet from the ground. so he was not hurt. but was disturbed with the thought that because it was the stolen money, the god had punished him. he felt that, because he was the oldest of the three, the taking money was done at his initiation. it was true to some extent. on my own i would not have considered eating out, not only because i never had any money, but i associated eating of food with home, and home cooking. but beyond that, i did not consider it as an act of stealing since a god or its image cannot be a property of any person. so from that stand point, that money, whether it fed the priest, us or a monkey, all meant the same. 

			but that was my perception, not mugat’s. so a couple of weeks later, he asked his mother to pack lunch for two, for him and me, and up we went to the mountain, to that little shrine, and he  left there the coins more in amount than what we had taken. 

			all religions commend their believers not to steal. all morally spiritual persons preach against stealing.  when i was being ordained in the siamese buddhist monastery as a non believer inquisitor, one of the ten precepts of the buddha i was told was: “adinna daanaa veramanii.” “i shall abstain from taking what is not given (to me).” as an inquisitor i naturally wanted to know this daana, the gift, which becomes a stolen property when taken without being given. further, yet, who is this giver who has plenty, and taker, who is in need?  how  and why so? unlike other religious codes of conducts, the buddhists also have the precept of non possessiveness, which is different from the christian vows of poverty.  for, poverty is a state of experiencing of the lack, imposed by the socio-economic set up.  the self-imposed poverty of monks and nuns being self imposed, has its limits to suffering, unlike the ever increasing hardship of the poor. in either case it is born of ignorance of the nature of things and beings.  

			i have climbed that longest stairs umpteenth time. each hike was a round trip 12-15 miles of walking and climbing, and not every time i went alone that i would eat. some times i climbed just so to let off the extra steam from my head, when i would have had some uncalled for scolding from my father, such as, once my father did not want me to go to sukhlal’s home where the anglo-indian christian girls went.  once i climbed the first peak blind folded just to experience it. at the base, near the doorless entrance gate they keep a big stack of hard lathi -- sticks -- that the climbers took for climbing support. they were free and cost an anna if one wanted to take it home. i took two sticks, and tied a black handkerchief over my eyes. blindfolded thus and aided by the sound of two sticks on the steps i began, and on the fourth step slipped. i dropped a stick and quickly my hand reached and removed the blindfold. i stepped down to the first step, tied the blindfold, and began again. this time i went may be, 20 steps and slipped. again i climbed down to the first step. this happened a couple more times. then i let go of one stick, and determined that i was not going to remove the blindfold, no matter what. and i did not touch the handkerchief again until i reached the entrance gate of the temple town. after awhile i began to feel the steps through the stick’s touch on them, and the zigzag of the steps from the angle of the breeze coming down the tall cliffs. i heard the believer travelers coming down the mountain, and as they passed me, i heard some of them express to each other, that i must be doing it for some ardent vow to the deity of the mountain. some older hands even touched me very devoutly blessing me for my religious act. i did not say anything to them, but just went on, being enwrapped in my new experience engaging my entire being, from head to toe, and perceptive senses reforming my conscience. thus when i heard the voices of people rebounded from the walls of the upper gate and smelled the food being cooked i removed the blindfold. 

			all out games and sports were initially for the sake of playing, the idea of competition was the influence of the english club. it had a lasting influence on my elder brother, who played only competitive sports, cricket, and then table tennis. at this writing, now my elder brother is one of the initiating organizers of an international mount girnar climbing contest. the climb is up to ambaaji peak, requiring climbing up and down some 5000 steps. a contestant must be able to do that in minimum of two hours. we all could climb up and down all four peaks in two hours, except that we never felt like competing with each other. and i wandered alone more than in company of others. wandering in the jungle and climbing hills and cliffs in odd places without the modern climbing gears. mountain climbing is more of a cooperative thing than trying to outdo one’s companions. 

		

	
		
			1953.  journals written in junagadh

			junagadh literally means the old fort.  it has two massive forts built of lime and sandstones.  the smaller older fort is partly carved out of a steep rock with a moat filled with green murky waters surrounding the hill.  the second fort, built in the middle ages of the shifting kingdoms, is a thick, tall wall encompassing several square miles of the town, including the old fort.  this fort has eight huge gates made of massive wooden doors.  the gates closed at 10 o’clock, after the last train passed by.  after that, the guards would open the small ducking gate within the gate to let the occasional foot traffic in, after the ritual: “who is (that)?” “the habitant.”

			near the lower slope of the town, a little distance from the gate, was the railway station where we lived in a single-room quarter provided to my father for working as a goods clerk.  though he did not continue performing the religious rituals for others, as my grandfather did, people around the station still addressed him as “gorbapa.”  (guru father).  and i was recognized as a son of gorbapa.  it was a status that enabled me to watch some of the royal rituals of the sovereign of the state, the nawabs of junagadh; some were clownishly stupid.  such as the cannon-salute with precise number of blasts, according to the protocol of the visiting dignitary.  twenty-one was the highest, given to the british viceroy of india, who came to the area for the lion hunt.  the other never reported segment of the royal lion hunt that had scarred my little brains was a nightmarish horror scene.

			[image: lions%20a]

			both the host and guests tried to out do each other with their royal entourage that amounted to a long train full of tents, cook wares, servants, and whatnots.  these goods were transported to and from the royal storage house unto the station via bullock carts.  these carts were brought by the farmers on veth, an unpaid duty to the sovereign.  they were decreed to assemble near the open space by the railway yard almost a day ahead for loading and unloading their carts.  the royal troops were assigned to manage these farmers under the command of a very mean, ill-tempered sergeant who carried a whip and a stick.  he used both of them on the farmers to wake them up at four o’clock in the morning, to yoke their bulls, and stand ready for the train that was to come at 11 o’clock.

			the cracking of the whip and striking of the stick were the sounds of the royal command, and the crying painful and moaning were the sounds of obedience that awoke me on such occasions.  i could see both the tyrant and the victims of tyranny in the early light of daybreak.  as i grew and began to think it over, at first i thought that the police brutality in the independent, free, democratic india, was only transitional.  as the police and populace would begin to realize that they are on the same side, and there is no other, higher command, they would establish an amicable, purely functional relationship.

		

	
		
			1957.  translated from journals written in gujarati, ‘nobody helps the fish to climb up the waterfall.’  

			mumbai is on the sea coast with sandy beaches.
.. one day when i was walking on the sandy dunes, all of a sudden the sand gave way; and i began to sink in the bog that was deep and wide.  i tried to climb the steep slope and get out of the quick sand.  but the harder i struggled to step up, the deeper i seemed to sink back.

			i began to call for help.  and a helping hand appeared at the edge of the deep bog.  “take my hand and pull yourself out,” said the voice.  i stretched my hands up and was about to hold onto the helping hand, i heard kapil bhai’s voice, telling the helper, “no. do not give him a hand.  he has got to come out of this by himself.”  the helping hand was pulled back. and i was left in the bog of the quick sand, alone and helpless.  i stood for a moment, then made a fast run up the slope of the quick sand.  and i was up and out of the falling sand.

			there was nobody watching how i came out.  but then, fish do jump up along the slope of the falling waters even when nobody is watching them.  they try and try, and they must be aware that that’s how it is done.  nobody helps fish to climb up the waterfall either.

		

	
		
			1959.  conflict between the natural and cultural

			because of the shortage of space and the heat factor, we all slept outside, under the sky. a typical bed made of macraméd bamboo frame on four legs.  on it was a cotton mattress and cotton quilts, two or three during the january nights.  creatures walked or crawled by us at night leaving their tracks and trails on the soft sandy front yard.  one winter night, a hyena kept climbing on my sister’s bed.  she complained about it to my elder brother, who handed her a stick that we kept nearby to keep the stray dogs away.  these dogs would try to crawl in the warm, safe space to sleep.  dogs, unprotected, were vulnerable to the animals of prey.

			sharada, my sister, didn’t know that it was a hyena.  it was our young neighbour’s flashlight that revealed the bright orange eyes.  he shouted an alarm, and we all woke up.  the hyena was tired and hungry.  he was trying to get into the fenced area where we had kept the young calf.  the cows were in the nearby enclosure.  the hyena was shooed away.

			the school was at the other end of the town, a mile outside of the old, high wall of the fort.  whenever the classroom doors were somehow left open after the school, the lost creatures of the woods took refuge in the open classroom.  our classroom was directly in front of the steps leading to the raised ground floor.  this is why most of the creatures were found in our class: bats and other birds, cobras, a large iguana, foxes.

			i was counted among the school’s brightest students and had been selected by teachers to be the class monitor for most of my years of grade school.  the duties included doing some of the tedious work such as grading other students’ class work, writing their progress reports, and when teachers were away, minding the class.  the last task was rather difficult.  i was so soft spoken that i would not be heard by the back half of the class.  and all of the classmates were as much friendly to me as i was myself a mischievous student.  i never hurt anyone, but i never believed that the teenagers, or, for that matter, anybody should have to shut up simply because the teacher does not feel like talking.  both as a grade school student and teacher, i had observed that the class was well behaving whenever there was something interesting going on in the class, engaging everyone’s attention, students’, as well as teacher’s.  but none of my grade school or graduate school teachers were interesting.  they were all preoccupied, lost in their own schemes, dreams, or plain muck.  they came to the class to earn their paychecks.  it was sometime in the tenth grade that i felt that a different kind of school should be created.  a school in which everything would move just right.  since then such a school project has been evolving in my depths.  i have talked about it to some of my schoolmates, teachers, and colleagues.  all of my friends wished that i could make it happen.  but very few of them actually worked with me on the school project, and all of them were discouraged and ostracized for helping “the indian with weird ideas.”

			i did not study at home nor touched any of the math or textbooks beyond the period for that textbook.  i was not at all fond of the school. i just attended because i had to.  in grade school i was led to believe that in college one studies only subjects one is interested in.  that was not true, of course.  i went to school early despite my dislike for the school curriculum and format of teaching.  one morning as i was entering the gate, i saw my classmate running from the building towards me.  i asked him to stop and tell me what he was running from. “leopard,” he said panting.  as he entered our classroom, a leopard jumped at him.  he bolted, fearing that the leopard was still after him.  as we were talking, two more students came from the town where they heard a leopard had been spotted in the town.  i borrowed one of their bicycles and peddled towards the town.  about a mile inside the gate, i saw a small crowd gather forming a circle.  in the middle was the leopard.  he was shot dead. i touched him.  his body was still warm with the movement he had made from the time he was awakened by my classmate only half an hour ago.
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			schooling 

			in junagadh we lived for the first year in a near by small village in a rented house. the village community was composed of mostly the “kanbee” (literally kernels,seeds) farmers, with one brahmana farmer, who was our distant relative. then there was a blacksmith family, a tailor family, a carpenter, and a chamar (leather worker)families. that is where i began schooling. on the very first day, my mother put a red dot of liquid “kumkum” on my forehead and stuck a few grains of rice onto the dot. my father gave me a ripe coconut and a silver rupee to give to the teacher, and took me to the nearby school. it was a one room structure made of adobe, and floor made of mud and cow dung. we sat cross legged on the floor. i used to take a small sitting carpet to school. on one end of it sat the first graders and the second graders sat on the other end. in the middle stood the teacher, who turning on each side alternately taught both grades. there were about 10 students in the first grade, most of them the children of progressive farmers who did not go to school as there was none in their childhood. 

			education was free. i went to school with a framed stone slate and a hardened chalk pen, and a “baal pothi”, the child’s book. it had simple gujarati words with simple pictures of words, all in alphabetical order. ka for kamal -- lotus, kh for khadiyo -- the inkpot, and so on. teacher drew two lines, horizontal and vertical in middle of my slate, and wrote first four letters of the gujarati alphabet in the four squares, and asked me to repeatedly trace the letters with the chalk pen. thus began the first lessons in writing, with four new letters to trace as soon as i had memorized the previous four letters. in arithmetic, it began with memorizing the figures and sounds of numbers, and progressed with the simple multiplications. and at home, i had to recite the multiplication tables, beginning with 1x1=1 till 30x10=300. in the 2nd grade, the multiplication began with fraction: 1/4x1=1/4 , and progressed with the fractions 1/2, 3/4, 1 1/4, 1 1/2 till 2 1/2, each multiplied upto100. in the class we had to answer to any given multiplication as soon as the teacher finished the question. a couple times we went to the nearby stream and cut reed to make pens. then we ground up chalk and liquefied it. dipping the reed pen in the chalk we wrote calligraphed letters of sanskrit script. 

			in the second grade i had a classmate named aambaa, the only son of devshi, a day labourer of koli tribe. devshi and i had been selected to go to the district school a couple of times, where we both sang the memorized songs with the upright harmonium played by the music teacher. after the session, aamba took me to a small restaurant in the city, and we both ate puri and curried doodhi squash. it was a no, no for a son of a brahmana to eat out in a place where non brahmana served food and ate. it cost aamba two annas -- 8th of a rupee, which was 17 rupees to an english pound. i never had any pocket money all through out my schooling. almost 70 years later i still remember the face of the friend and the taste of the forbidden food. even though i did not see any thing wrong in the act, i knew i was not supposed to eat out. i did not tell about it to my parents. aamba did not continue with me to the 3rd grade in the district school. he had died, i do not know how. 

			the district school had 3rd and 4th grades. there we sat on the bench, but it did not have the desk in front of it. we held our slate and the language book in front of us resting on lap. the principal was aamed (ahmed)master, a plump elderly muslim. every saturday morning we lined up, and sang the “long live the victorious sovereign of sorath state.” --- which has dug into my memory: “long live the victorious ruler of sorath; where there is mount girnar and the forest of gir; the lakes, rivers and the sea coast and the shield of daatar (a muslim/sufi saint).” it was in rhyme, of course. -- after the singing we stood in a row stretching our hands with palms down. the aamed master would look at our fingernails, and smilingly would comment on our nails. if some one had longer nails, he would say: “look out! there is the tiger claws!” and would advise students who had dirt beneath the finger nails. he also asked us about our bowel movement; whether it came out in smooth solid form or loose; was it runny, smelly? there was another muslim teacher, a mean and punishing kind that the children were in awe of. i was afraid of him, too, even though i was very bright student and very polite. in the 4th grade i was made the class monitor and i looked after the class when the teacher had to go someplace. but a couple of times the students just would not behave and made me cry. our class teacher was also in charge of a small vegetable garden, and i participated in the garden work. 

			as i had always received the most marks in the class, i had been made the class monitor all through the grade school years. once, i was minding the 7th grade class, which was upstairs, and some students stomped the wooden floor a little.  a few minutes later the monitor of the class downstairs came up, and told me that the teacher of his class wanted to see me.  i went downstairs, and the teacher –jentilal master –asked me to put forward my palm, and hit me hard  on the palm with a ¾ inch thick, round ruling stick made of teak, which was made dark with the oil from human hands with frequent use of ruling paper and the students. it pained me quite a bit. but more than the stinging physical pain i felt hurt with the pain of injustice. and that is why i did not forget that “punishment.”  jentilal master was  considered to be mean. he was thin and tall. next year he died in a bus accident. he was going some place,  in a crowded bus he was standing slightly bent to avoid his head banging against the bus roof.  on the rough road the bus hit some pot hole, and gave a big jolt. jentilal master hit his head hard against the bus roof and had concoction. he died. whenever a mean teacher died, the students let a sigh of relief and wished that the replacement teacher would be gentle.

			the 5th,6th and 7th grades of the middle school was called a.g. (for anglo-gujarati) school, as we began learning english in the 5th grade. there, we had the bench attached to the slanted desks, with holes to hold the ink wells. the writing lessons began with a copybook, in which the first line was printed and then we had to copy the alphabet in the blank lines below it. in the english text book all the stories were about the english nobility. also somewhere was george washington telling his father: “father! i will not tell a lie. i have cut down the cherry tree.” there was even a poem in gujarati in rhyme: ‘ taking his father’s axe the little boy went in the garden and chopped down the cherry tree...” almost everything we read in our text books was about the anglo-saxon people, or was told us from their perspective. unlike all the previous invaders of the land, the english did not come to assimilate. and took the wealth of the land to enrich their homeland. and when they began to realize that they cannot continue, they strived to separate the moslems from hindu, even though most of the muslims of india are the ‘hindus’ converted to islam for the same reason why the hindus then began to be converted to the christianity, namely socio-economic uplift. 

			i started school at age seven and one-half. the school hours for the first 4 grades of elementary schools in nawad’s muslim rule were from 11 to 2, one hour lunch break, and then 3 to 4:30, saturday to wednesday. on thursday half day, from 8 to 11:30.. friday off. friday was the muslim holiday. when it became india, saturday was half day and sunday was holiday. the summer vacation was one and half month, and the diwali vacation was 21 days. there were very few other holidays, and the typical school year was about 240 days, of which 26 were half days. .the first two grades in the village’s one room school in the first year i was taught to read and write the gujarati alphabet, and very simple words along with the pictures the words represented. and in arithmetic, read and write numbers from 1 to 100.  in the second grade, in language, reading and writing simple sentences. in arithmetic, memorizing the simple adding and multiplication of numbers, in the 3rd year, the gujarati grammar lessons began. in other subjects, there was the geography of the junagadh state, the history of the ruling baabi nawab dynasty, remembering the names of all nine rulers, and their victorious battles fought against the rebellious subservient kinglings. arithmetic progressed in multiplications of fractions and other formulas of calculation.. 

			before the second grade exam, the one room school teacher had told the class the hints he would give during the exam, when the examiner was to come from another school, such as: in arithmetic test, after reading the question he would say just any line, “make no mistake.” and the first word of what he said began with the sound “m”. that means multiplication. “always” meant adding, and such. a few other teachers in high school would inform the their class to read some certain chapters of the text books, implying that questions would come from those chapters. but then, a professor at little rock, arkansas university also told her students to study certain chapters more carefully. 

			in the, 5th grade of the middle school, the english language was added, and it was taught in much the same way as gujarati was taught, the learning of writing the alphabet neatly and evenly, the simple words and simple, short sentences, like: jill and jack go to school. the lessons progressed in the 6th and 7th grades, which included remembering the words learnt by writing down very neatly, the english words and their gujarati meanings, in the hand bound, and hand ruled two columned “fair notebook”. and mine was considered the fairest of all. 

			i was left-handed child who was forced to write with the right hand, from the very first day my schooling started. father at home, and teacher at school hold my ear and ask me: “which hand?” and thus make me hold chalk pen in the right hand instead of the left hand. so from start i learned to write with the right hand. but because my right hand was not naturally as responsive as the left hand, i was a slow writer, which makes it easy to write neat and clean, 

			my handwriting was considered pretty “like the beads of pearl” for which some my classroom teacher’s work was imposed upon me. what others considered an honour was the tedious, non creative job of writing the term progress reports, and any thing of copying nature, like the roll call register of the class. this imposition continued from the grade 6 to the last year of the high school. in the 8th grade two more languages were added. one would learn hindi as the national language, and either arabic or sanskrit. i was going to take the arabic, but just before the classes began, the old arabic teacher died, and the hindu ruled indian state did not bother to hire another arabic teacher. so i took sanskrit. algebra, geometry, history and geography were other new subjects, none of which interested me, though i still maintained high grades, marks, actually. in languages i scored upper 90s out of a hundred. in math in upper 80s to 90s, and in geography, 70s. in history i scored the least, though still in 60s. one time in the 10th grade i received 49 out of 50 in language paper. i looked at my paper. there was not a single mistake. so i went to the teacher, and asked him why i was given one mark less. he said that even though there was no mistake, he was not supposed to give 50 out of 50 marks. i asked why, and he had no convincing answer for that. 

			it was in the 10th grade, that i finally could not continue being a model student. what was being taught to me never did interest me to begin with. right from the first grade it was like that. i simply went to school because i was sent to, and absorbed mechanically all that was poured into my ears. but in the 10th grade i started to shut up that mechanical process of taking things in, knowing that it had no purpose in my living. so i dropped all subjects that i could do without, and passed the high school leaving exam with the bare minimum subjects with no high marks. 

			many years later i came across an american writer’s statement, that he had learnt all there was to be learnt by the 10th grade. that was walt whitman

			when not pretending to be wanting to find god through religion, all religious people know that even the very search for god is for the worldly god’s favours. the christian bureaucrats have left from india, but in the world politicized commerce it is still the christian nations that have the upper hand, and the convert christians are still loyal to them. missionaries in india were said to be fomenting the loyalty through public service and grants and scholarships to the convert indians. and like the peace corps the missionaries were received with suspicion.. among the born again hindus there is not so hidden hostility towards missionaries and convert christians. during my recent trip to india (in 2009) to explore the possibility of acquiring land for the ‘span’ project, i was approached by the neo-hindus who had expressed interest in working with ‘span’, and offering land for free provided we include in our projects some form of denunciation of the christian missionaries and counter their activities aimed at converting the untouchables and the adivasis into christianity. for me, it is not just the christianity, but all religions are a hindrance to seeing what is and relate to it intelligently and ecocentrically. 

			it was 1947 august, when the king of our area decided to join pakistan. though the king was muslim, the vast majority of the people were not. it was exactly the opposite of kashmir, where the vast majority of muslim people had a hindu king. but for a 5th grader the whole notion of kingdom and sovereignty were non-existent. even though it was a muslim kingdom, there were very few muslim students in the whole school, and only two muslim kids in all three groups of the 5th grade before the partition. these were the children of the higher class officials of the state. the low class muslim officials would send their children to the madrasa, the bogda shaped buildings, where they learned the religious lessons in farsi and arabic. because the hindus had been leaving the pakistan state, there were left only 4 students in the entire 5th grade, two muslim and the two brahmana. and we went along fine. neither of us had any concept of the political geography. 

			we were given a new history book in which everything islamic was presented in as glorious a picture as had the english painted the english culture. and the hindu indians were painting the hindu kings to be brave and just.  i was not fond of the history to begin with. and these conflicting descriptions only reinforced my objections. i felt that history is “his” story, i can write my own, except that i did not want to. . 

			a month later, our school was moved to the empty girls’ school in the next compound, as in our school’s big assembly hall they had lodged the pakistani militia, the big, burly looking pathan and sindhi men, who, having no fighting erupted, had nothing to do but to eat and snore lying with their fat tummies pressed against the smooth, cool marble floor.

			the promoters of pakistan began to print a 4 page news letter named: mujahiddeen, the freedom fighter.  it was free, and we picked it up.  i did not understand its content, so it did not interest me.  my elder brothers read.  

		

	
		
			1959.  now is the time to act

			one morning i was sitting in the middle of meadow on a gentle slope of the hill.  the sun was up a little above the horizon.  the notebook was open on my cross-legged lap.  i was about to write something.

			[image: dream-3a]

			... and i noticed on my side, a tiny little dew drop on a blade of light green grass.  the very gentle breeze moved the grass blade.  the moving dewdrop, that reflected the sunlight, changed colours from violet to red to the bright glow.  i looked on the grass on my other side.  i saw a tiny little red spark of fire on a blade of grass that had turned to yellowish brown.  i looked at the dewdrop once again and then on the spark of fire.  now the spark appeared brightened, and a little flame danced on the grass blade.  the flame began to burn the grass blade.  it caught another blade of grass and multiplied and grew in size.

			now the whole meadow was burning with the orange and yellow flames leaping in the sky.

			the flame caught that grass-blade on which was the dewdrop, dancing the dance of the rainbow colours.  the flame reached the dewdrop.  it made a fizzling sound and turned into a tiny form of bright gray vapour and transformed into the colour of the atmosphere.

			for a moment i sat there with the notebook open on my cross-legged lap and watched everything burning making the crackling sound.  then i looked again where the dewdrop was.  once again i saw the dewdrop changing colours.  and on my other side appeared the tiny little deep red spark of fire.

			i picked up the dewdrop on the tip of my third finger of the left hand and placed it on the little spark.  it made a very soft fizzle and transformed the spark of fire into the tiny little smoky blue-gray dot that dissolved in the atmosphere.

			i wrote:

			it is that simple.  at the onset, one has just enough resources to deal with the just arising issue that appears negligibly minute.  but not manageable in the next moment of negligence

		

	
		
			(1959) 1989.  leaving the stage

			[image: space%20a]

			somewhere during my early college days, one of my teachers told the class that the u.s.a. was the country without history., i told him that i would like to go there and live in the “new world.”  my indian nationalist teacher, who was proud of the still forming indian heritage, asked me why would a country without any culture except the commercial one, the “coca-cola culture,” interest me.  i told him that i was burdened with the weight of the 5,000-years-old tradition that was limiting my moves.  and they were unearthing yet older habits as imagined by the gravediggers and raiders.  i won’t be affected by the u.s. commercial minds.  in high school days when i wandered in the hills of gir forest, sometimes alone and sometimes with the neighbourhood boys, we had tumbled upon the baked bricks, pieces of pottery, and stone carvings and bones.  the area was inhabited by humans for a long, long time.  we used to joke: “no matter where you peed, you were peeing upon some godhead.”  my professor, who was an amateur archaeologist who dug books from library shelves and let his ”fingers do the walking” on the paper field trips, never uncovered anything hidden, unknown.  as an art student, i was required to go on yearly study tours--each one lasting three to four weeks.  in ten years we sketched so many sculptures and monuments that we could draw any figure belonging to any archaeological period and architectural style from memory.  on my second visit to the second century b.c. ajanta caves, i told my fellow scholar (we were both on the indian government cultural scholarship for two years) that these caves should be burned or buried again.  the dean of the school overheard it and asked that i write an essay explaining why i said what i said.  i wrote . and the essay was discussed at great length.  essentially, it contained the very inborn desire for the freedom of the art expression., movement, as in Indian concept, art has 64 forms, covering all walks of life.  unlike us (the contemporary art students), those cave painters had had to copy nobody.

			when leaving india on a ‘unesco’ research fellowship for thailand, the very dean of the school told me: “now that you are leaving india, use your head so that you do not return to india, for the indians will never understand you.  some other people, elsewhere, may.”

			using head meant knowing what is, what is going on.  what was going on, all around me, in the human society was never anything that touched me nor sparked the fire of interest.  i was seen as an other-worldly creature.  i was more liked for my being harmless than for what i had to offer.  there was nothing that i needed that anybody could give me.  i saw everybody caught in the web of one’s own sticky greed -- unhappy, miserable but not willing to let go.

			barely two miles from my parents’ home were the buddhist caves in which i had wandered and played.  and there was a stone inscription of a second century b.c. king ashoka (the griefless) inscribed in pali, a language i was not taught.  there was a story in my high school textbook about a battle that ashoka fought and won at the cost of 100,000 lives and countless more suffering.  it made the king sick of himself and grief-stricken.  he embraced the path of the dharma and promoted the perceptions of the wise.  but stories rarely depict the obvious that every storyteller or writer finds repulsive in the interdealings of one’s own time.  and the obvious is always crude and unkind, evil, mean, and harmful.  if people really flocked to the buddha for the guidance, lived in awareness of what is, no stone needed to be inscribed, offering codes of conduct that protected even animals.

			historically, the area prevailed in wrongdoing.  it had two forts built of stones to protect the greedy kings from the invading greedy kings.  the populace stayed on the side and waited for one of the two to win, people had no choice but to serve the victorious.  or at least, that’s what they were led to believe.

			but i saw no reason to be the invader, defendant, or even the subservient, onlooker populace.  i had not asked to be born.  i was not willing to continue the divine play (lila), and for a brief period, i even painted my ribs as the bars of the cage in which i was a captive.  but i observed that to be a head-trip similar to that of jains.  one of my neighbour families was jain, whose one sect carried the thought to the point of seeing the suicide as the liberation of the atma.  the buddha questioned the existence of the self as a permanent entity.  he saw it to be a congregate of various elements, usually coming together out of ignorance and further breeding some more problems in succession of the cause-effect phenomena.

			once i was playing with a mirror.  i saw my face in the reflection and wondered who i was: “who am i?”  “chandu”  (my grandfather called me chandu, the moon).  “who is chandu?”  “the one who is looking in the mirror.”  i began to cry and laugh.  my sister called mother, and she took the mirror away.  i sorted out the onlooker from the reflection.  but the naming of the onlooker, with or without the mirror, did not seem to be the right answer.  naming a form is nothing but a functional identity in the social context: “chandu, the son of damodar, the priest (that’s how the grownups of the village knew me in their limited context.  the social context refers to a defined role playing, telling each one how to, or how not to, relate.  in that ancient cultural context the atma (the being) of mine manifested in terms of the activities (karma), motions in a highly precise way: thirst and hunger would be felt only in my parent’s home and thirst at only those homes that belonged to my parents’ blood relatives.  some of the people would be punished if they tried to touch me.

			while playing in trees, a branch broke.  i fell and three other boys fell on me.  my arm was dislocated from the shoulder socket.  there was only one person in the village, who knew about the human anatomy.  though he was known as a devotee of god, he was untouchable.  i was a son of a brahmana.  my priestly father was in a fix.  he had to let the bone doctor do his work, which took not even a minute.  after the arm was set in the socket, the ruda (handsome.  even in his advanced age he had smooth skin, pleasant look, and kindness in eyes) bhabha (the elder) walked away without charging any fee.  and my father asked me to take the purifying bath to cleanse myself of the touch of the untouchable.  i refused.  father became upset.  mother brought a copper cup of water from the house and sprinkled me with water.  the gesture of symbolic purification.  in all my conflicts with my father, mother always sought some equally meaningless gesture that enabled my father to back off in a face-saving way.

			so who am i?  i am a permanent entity only if i am on the stage, maintaining a form that is defined.  say, a soldier in uniform.  fully armed, but faces no “enemy.”  the people who play commanders give him a cue signaling and activating his predetermined gestures.  thus, though the human-inhabited earth is said to be a great stage and all human beings are taught to continue the prescribed part, someone is always doing something unactorly, unrehearsed, unexpected, goofing up the great social command performance.

			was i just goofing things up, or i was simply refusing to play puppets for some socio-bureaucrats?  as i was not on the stage, performing, i did not seek out the prescribed answers.  so people did not know if i had any problems.  and when they told me about their problems, they did not hear from me the expected reaction.  instead, i told them what i saw to be the matter. in such sociological encounters, in the summer of 1957

			... i was seated on a swing.  the upper ends of the two ropes stretched up far beyond the great vanishing point.  below me was a vast ocean of pain and suffering.  the surfing waves churned the human mass every which 
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			way.  seeing me on the swing above the murky waters, people stretched their arms up in gesture of asking for help.

			the swing was lowered.  the ocean waves receded.  now there was the dry sandy shore.  the swing lowered again.  i got off the swing and sat on a nearby stone.  people gathered around me.  they asked me to teach them the way out from their miseries.

			“for the most part, we create our own pain and suffering,” i started to say and saw a man in uniform, armed in the indian form.  we recognized each other from the times past.  his son was killed in a battle that i had advised the ruler to fight for the “just” cause.  he was seeking revenge.  he came near me and pulled me up by grabbing my saffron robe by the neck.

			wouldn’t it wrinkle my robe?  the thought arose  the soldier threw me down and dragged me in the sand.

			it would make my robe soiled, i thought.  then the man pulled me up and clenched his fist.  i saw his fist coming at my face.

			what would these people think of all this?  i seemed to be worrying.

			the fist landed on my face, and i burst out laughing at my stupidity.  the man was puzzled.  i told him that he could not have come at any other time more appropriate than this and helped me rise above my own pettiness that was more wretched than these people who were, at least, not conceited as I was.    

		

	
		
			1965 the make-believe world of children and adults

			yupa was the young siamese woman who befriended me at silpakorn university.  i had a studio there while on an “unesco” fellowship for thailand.  yupa was a third-year painting student.  she would come in between, and after, the classes.  we ate lunch together, went to the movies, and did landscape painting.  she also went shopping with me.  and she taught me thai language and custom.

			my artist friend banchong wondered about the nature of our relationship.  to him it appeared as if yupa and i were little children.  it did not seem to be growing.

			... one day yupa and i went to the ocean.  we waded in the ankle deep greenish blue waves lined with the white foam.  before we realized the flat white sand was under water.  there were no white foam-lined gentle waves any more.  the ocean was very calm.

			then yupa started to build a castle: the house with the flat roof, thick walls with high windows, and a courtyard with the low, thick wall.  outside the low wall of the courtyard, she made the ocean with the little white waves arising from the blue green ocean.

			“what are you making, yupa?” i inquired.

			“i am building an ocean house by the ocean,” she said.

			i looked at it closely.  it was a very elaborately built structure that sat just right, picturesquely by the ocean.  it was an ocean house, all right.  everything of it was made of the ocean, the house, window, walls, the sand on the beach outside the courtyard and even the ocean with little white waves and a few sailboats at a little distance.

			“the ocean within the ocean, is this play called that we are going to play,” said yupa. when we finished playing everything was transformed into the ocean.

			now yupa was a grown up young woman who all of sudden discovered a young man with a red sports car.  he was her classmate for all those three years.  after that when she passed by my studio she would give me a faint smile, the smile one gives to a child.

		

	
		
			1963  the justification for the heart beats

			I have caught cobras, have once or twice disturbed them enough to make them raise their heads and spread open their hoods.  cobra is a beautiful creature, very graceful and spirited.

			on the fifth day of the lunar month, shravana mother painted a small rectangle on the wall with liquefied lime and drew a hooded cobra with charcoal.  then she adorned the cobra head with the red dot of liquid kum kum.  after that, she made a sweet out of rice flour, brown sugar, and some ghee.  she took a portion of it and offered it to the cobra. she actually stuck a pinch of the sweet at the mouth of the cobra in the drawing.  then she asked for the protection of her family.  and then she put a small ball of the sweet in my mouth.  i am not the youngest of her children.  but somehow i had happened to be around the house during many of mother’s activities that my elder or younger siblings did not take interest in.  the naga (cobra) panchami (the fifth moon) was one such occasion i thus observed her observe and eat sweet from her hand to my mouth.  she believed the naga accepted her call for the protection.  we have had the cobra come inside the home a few times.  since during the day nobody would be inside the house sitting idly, nobody knew when each one of those cobras came in.  but it was usually at supper time that one of us would notice the cobra.  “look mother! there’s the naga,” one of us would say.  we had no electricity.  so we would be extra watchful in finishing up the remainder of the daily chores and go to sleep in the macraméd beds made of bamboo and hardwood frame attached to four    legs.  the next morning at day break, we would look for the cobra.  if he were still in the house, he would be hiding behind the cotton mattresses or quilts or wooden box or some such thing.  we never killed anything.  so we just tapped on the ground just behind him, and thus guided him in the direction of the door.  upon reaching the door sill, the hesitant cobra, all of a sudden, would take off with lightening speed and would disappear in the bushes in the backyard.

			i also accompanied mother to an acquaintance’s farm where she cut the green grass and brought in a cloth bundle.  at home we would spread the grass to dry in the sun and store the hay to feed the cows come summer.  one day, as she and i untied the huge bundle, out came a mature cobra which ran for cover in the bushes.  he had hitched a two-mile ride on mother’s head.

			yearly, the journalists estimated ten thousand people died of snake bite in india.  but we heard of one snake bite, and no deaths, in our vicinity in the foothills of mount girnar in the gir forest, home of the asian lion.  i wondered about the journalists’ such estimates that always came in the rounded numbers.

			years later, when i was required to study psychology as one of the compulsory subjects, both in undergraduate and post graduate years, i struggled hard to convince my stanford graduate psychology professor that freud watched snakes from behind the safety of the glass and, therefore, saw snake as a symbol of sex.  where i came from, the strictly observed nature’s law is that a snake is a snake is a snake.  it is a living entity existing on its own right.  beyond that, if you do not wish to become one of those ten thousand snake bitten dead persons, you also watch your steps and know which snake is which; where and when to stay put; and where and when to retreat and how.  snake does the same.

			and above all, a symbol is the proof that the thing it stands for is either absent or never existed.

			... this particular day i was absorbed in watching the rapidly moving rain clouds and stepped on the legendary tail of a dark cobra.  and he bit me on the calf.  i made a cut on the bite, and started to press my calf to squeeze out the poisoned blood.

			but the poison seemed to move faster towards my heart than what i was squeezing out.  so i began to twist my entire body like a wet cloth to wring out the poison.  i succeeded in getting all the poison out, and yet died nevertheless. for there was no blood left in my body to justify the heart beats.

			then i went to jyotibahen’s house.  she has a room where a wall and a ceiling is painted black. i became sort of invisible in that corner in my black dress.  during my last two years at the art school, i had everything black: my clothes, handkerchief, hand bound notebook’s cover, shoulder bag.  in the town of baroda, it made people associate the art school with me.  jyotibahen said, “look! shailesh has left lots of colours and canvasses.  you may paint if you so wish.”  if the person who died of the cobra bite was shailesh, who am i?  the question woke me up.
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			1964. the cartload of two cultures

			…i was out walking and saw a man in the bullock-cart fallen asleep.  the cart was loaded with something that was covered with a canvas.  the bulls were just walking.  they had no sense of direction connected with the cart.  the man who had the sense of direction had fallen asleep.

			i stopped the cart and tried to wake up the man.  but he seemed too tired to awake.  so i brought the cart to the backyard of the place where i lived.  i thought the man would wake up after a good rest and then he would be off with this cartload.  as i was untying the bulls from the yoke of the cart, i noticed that they were rather well formed bulls.  one was white and another was brown.  i also felt that one appeared to be emitting pleasure and another the pain.  no wonder why man was so worn out moving with a cart full of emotional load.  “i am not looking for any kind of baggage, pleasant or painful.  i will simply let the man rest until he wakes up,” thinking so, i went inside the house and went to sleep.

			next morning when i woke up, i went to the backyard where i had unyoked the bulls from the cart with the man asleep.  the man and the bullock-cart were gone, leaving the heavy load behind.  

		

	
		
			1964.  what’s without is what’s within

			on the first day of the bicycle ride, i went only 64 miles and was overcome by fever.  my friends’ parents had wanted to entertain me with food and conversation.  but i rested a little bit and started again at night.  i had chills and hot fever.  i could not go but 20 miles farther into the jungle on the old tar road.  i saw a bridge with a foot and half wide side walls.  i lay on my back stretching my torso and legs...and was fast asleep immediately.

			... and then i tried to turn on my side by lifting my torso and one leg at a time so as not to fall into the river below and felt that my body was too heavy to be able to lift.  i struggled to lift up my head to see why.  my body was formed of solid metal cubicles.  a big one for the torso, and four slightly thinner but long pieces.  at top was the round metal ball for the head. and as these cubicles banged against each other, they made high pitched, clear metallic sound that i kept hearing...

			and then came the sound of the human voice:  “get up and move your bicycle aside so i can get these bulls past this narrow bride,” said the adivasi bhil, the original dweller of india.  i woke up but kept hearing the metallic sound as it was coming from the bronze bells tied to the bulls’ necks and blankety layer of skin under their necks.  it was early dawn and the fever was gone. i bicycled 128 miles that day.            
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			1964.  the observer is the observed

			i left india on a “unesco” research fellowship in the field of the siamese culture. it is the culture that entertains the buddhist perception of life while not being busy with the mundane motions of life. in thailand, if you are a thai-speaking foreigner, you would be asked: sasana arai?  this is erroneously translated as: what is your religion?  but sasana (sanskrit: sasna: rule, order) does not mean a belief or faith.  sasana phut (sasna buddha) of thai is the governance of the awakened one.  it is opposite of the belief, which requires eyes closed.

			because of the buddhist connections, thais still hold indians in high esteem.  but the aryan (sanskrit. arya: noble, learned) rulers of india could not digest the buddhist thought.  a noble is a noble only in comparison with the ignoble (i: no+ gno: know:-ignorant).  buddha did do away with all the divine knowledge (s. veda: knowledge), including their language called sanskrit (the well formed) of the bright skinned (s.deva>divya:-bright. divakar: sun;latin dei: (godly) dwellers of the city (s. nagara):-devanagari.  buddha adopted pali, called prakrit (pra: before + kr: make:- natural, unrefined).  thus, the bright, life supporting sun much later became “god.”  most probably in the minds of the foreign scholars who can’t see what is, always see symbols.

			nor did the siamese royalty chew well on the buddhist food for thought.  they adopted the indian aryan king rama (one gandhi prayed in his chants, rama the god-incarnate) as the title and the vedic court rituals for the pomp.  the present king of thailand is king rama, the eleventh.  the epic ramayana, when not read between the lines, depicts the exploits of an aryan prince.  rama opens up the indian woodland for the aryan settlers and makes their settlements safe by either killing or subduing the dark-skinned natives.  rama was not a vegetarian, and he hunted not only for food.  his wife sita wanted him to hunt the golden deer.  that’s how he was lured away from his wife who was then kidnapped.

			had gandhi given a second look, he would have omitted rama from his chants for the above reasons. so  too, if the present king of thailand digests the buddhist thought, would renounce the title and throne.

			when i reached thailand, i was an artist-incarnate, in looks: i had nearly shoulder length curly black hair and beard, a big earring; and i dressed only informally.  i wrote poetry and smoked cigarettes.  i neither had a mirror nor did it really concern me how i looked. at  a thai national art exhibition, one of my paintings was also on display; and the dean of the school of painting of the fine arts university was supposed to take me with him to meet the king. he excused himself, and someone else took me.  when finally introduced to the king, he said that he had read my poem on “the bangkok sky” and had appreciated it.

			“you have the looks of a youth,” a woman i was drawn to told me, “sweet, innocent, and incapable of hurting even an ant.”  but that is precisely what made every woman i loved behave with me as if i were her younger brother. in fact, more than once have i been told, “i wish i were your elder sister.  then i could make you learn to do things that are good for you.” “how old are you?” yukiko asked, “17?  16?  15?”

			though i did not intend it, somehow people saw me to be impractical, mysterious, possessing something that others either didn’t have or had lost. it earned me the esteem of the elderly and intelligent.  one of the publishers from bombay even told me in our first meeting, apologizingly, that from my writings he had imagined me to be an elderly wise man; and i had the looks of an immature lost youth.

			an artist friend with whom i had shared a house for two years said, “i can see you, hear you talk to me.  and i can even touch you; and yet i wonder whether you really existed.  you are more like a character in a dream.”

			“in whose dream?” my friend did not like the question.
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			one day i was sitting on the porch

			of the wooden house

			raised on poles above the lotus pond,

			sipping tea and smoking.

			i saw the huge viper come out

			from the lotus pond

			stroll in the grass

			and then disappear beneath the house.                         

			i always sat like that in the porch

			and drank tea and smoked.

			and the snake, that lived beneath the house,

			always strolled in the grass.

			that afternoon,

			after the snake had disappeared

			i threw the cigarette butt in the grass

			after abruptly putting it out.

			after a while, i saw a thin blue trail of smoke

			come out from the brown drying grass,

			and then a little, orange flame appeared.

			the grass started burning.

			the flame spread,

			and it caught the house on fire.

			first the poles and then the wooden floor	

			upon which i sat, started to burn.

			the flame reached my feet.

			my feet began to burn upward,

			and my body started burning.

			i saw everything burning.

			and then, the flame

			that i saw as an outside image of fire

			entered my eyes

			and burned the very image of the flame.

		

	
		
			1965.  letting go

			in 1965, just before nixon ordered the beautiful land of equally beautiful people of cambodia bombed, i visited there.

			the 20 some square miles of hand-hewn stone work of the eleventh to fourteenth centuries is impressive beyond description.  so i won’t even try it.  but even more captivating was the face of a five-six year old child.  those sculptured faces had the features of the same people whose great-great-great grandchild’s captured my attention.  i spoke thai but not khamer.  adult thai and khamer persons are able to communicate with each other through their languages that are similar, as are italian and portuguese.  but i did not have anything to say to the child that remained uncommunicative.  i do not know what fascinates a child in me, but like most children anywhere, this child, too, kept staring at me with a face full of those lively expressions that only children can express.

			... and then i saw a complete pool, filled with crystal clear water.  the pool was not restored.  it was just unaffected by the time factor.  i dived into the clear waters of the pool and somehow got caught in an unknown crevice.  i struggled to get loose and felt the rocky grip only tightening.  i had air in my lungs. but after awhile even the air seemed to suffocate me.  i began to let tiny drops of air out, one at a time.  i would open my tightly closed lips a tiny bit at the corner and watch the tiny bubble form above my lip and see it going up to the surface in a spiral way and burst at the surface as seen from underneath.  i saw a little boy jump in the pool and come to where i was stuck.  the boy had the bluish-green shade skin like the people of dravidian descent, common in south asia excluding north north-central india.

			“i see you are caught there and are having a hard time freeing yourself,” the boy said.  i nodded.

			“that is because you are holding back.  the longer you hold back, the longer you will suffer.  just let go,” he said.

			i opened my mouth wide and saw a big blob of air with tiny little bubbles attached to it forming from my mouth.  it too, went up in a leisurely spiral motion, and with a bubbly sound, it burst at the surface.

			and i was out, and dry, lying on a clean bed in a hotel room in siem riup, some two miles from the ruin of the eleventh century pool i had dived into. and i had learnt something of that sort from my mother.  
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			1965 accepting what is 

			whenever i have felt alone, it is like feeling thirsty or needing to pee.  a drink of water or a visit to the bushes or urinal satisfies such an urge.  feeling alone - all one -requires another being, also feeling alone.  it is felt in context.  so in absence of such a being, i simply live with the sense of lack

			and I had learnt something of that sort from my mother.  when i was a young boy, i went barefoot.  every now and then i would get a thick, pointed thorn of acacia in the sole of my foot.  it would break and about half an inch of the thorn would stay in my foot.  i would get it out with a sharp sewing needle.  but sometimes it would not come out right away.  then the body activates its process of ejection.  its throbs are painful.  it feels hot, and some times it feels so hot that it causes a mild fever.  the gujarati word for this fever is tau (chinese. tao),  the way, the process.  during the day i would still carry on: go to school and play, walking lame.  but at night, every one else quieted down, except the hoot and the screech owls in the trees and clicking sounds of lizards living on the walls inside the house.  and once in a while, wild animal’s call.  then, the hot, painful throbs felt magnified and expanded.  my entire body would feel pulsating with those throbs.  i would sit up in the bed, holding my foot, and complain to mother, “o, mother, it pains. o, mother, it pains.”  

			one night mother said, “yes son. i know it pains.  it pains if you moaned.  and it pains if you didn’t. but it doesn’t pain others’ ears if you didn’t moan.”whenever i have felt alone, it is like feeling thirsty or needing to pee.  a drink of water or a visit to the bushes or urinal satisfies such an urge.  feeling alone - all one -requires another being, also feeling alone.  it is felt in context.  so in absence of such a being, i simply live with the sense of lack.

			and it was true.  i did not have to make two pains out of one.  i learned further that the acceptance of the process aids the healing.  then there is no denial of what has happened and its consequences.  no resentment.  no additional psychological, thought out pain: “o, it should not have happened.  i wish, it had not happened.”

			so i recognize the aloneness.  but do not invent the idea of loneliness out of it.
 

			... a moment after which one simply bursts

			into tears, is this.

			or in this moment does one build a wall

			of resistance

			using the reasoning as stones:

			what makes me want to cry?

			my longing, my loneliness?

			i do not know with whom shall i cease to feel alone.

			until one meets such a person,

			that one remains an abstract being

			that can’t be longed for.

			i do not know who will come

			on this vast beach of white sand

			by the tall green trees beside the hills

			on this island in the blue-green ocean,

			and cry with me

			over the captivity of mynah birds

			in the bangkok shops

			-a mynah bird told me this morning.

			i wrote that to yukiko. i had not seen her even in a photograph.  so i did not dream of her. after meeting her. i dreamed issues that were common between us.

		

	
		
			1967  actual and intellectual

			in the town hall where i talked on living in the now, there was a theravada buddhist bhikkhu (literally one who begs for food.  the christian term “monk” does not fit with the buddhist perception of what is: there is no self, nor god, heaven and hell.  and the very adjective buddha means awakened one.  when you wake up, open your eyes, you see things clearly.)  after the short presentation on the subject through the eastern concept of art (sanskrit kal: to know), i invited the listeners’ responses.  the renunciate did not quite appreciate what he heard.  he said that i was an “intellectual.”  in the east, that term is described as: “all talk and no do makes one an intellectual.”  or in malaysian english: “you talk, talk; you think, you big. you not big. la!”  he said that i had been swimming in the imaginary waters.  he invited me to plunge and actualize it.

			i was introduced to the buddhist perception by the way of art.  first, as an art student i had visited most of the relics of the buddhist past on the yearly study tours that lasted three to four weeks.  then, on an indian government cultural scholarship, i had wandered some more, wondering what made those sculptors and painters to transmit the uncanny smile on buddha’s face, the smile only a child-like innocence can generate?

			as far as the art school curriculum was concerned, the westernized baroda university art school was rather well known.  it is listed in american published tourist guide book.  it prided in hodge-podging the best of both worlds: the western pre-occupation with the grandeur misperceived in the grand scale, huge volume and vast number.  and the eastern sense of substance that always escaped the physical reality: the bronze could become as lucid as the minute expressions on an infant’s face.  stone could emit vibrations of emotions that only human female breasts can.  all the breasts of the female figures in stone in ellora caves and north-central india are shiny with the palm oil (oil from the male palms that could not resist caressing those breasts that throbbed with the unknown life-force).  sankho chandhuri, india’s prominent sculptor, who taught us at school, asked me to feel those breasts.  “come on, don’t be ashamed,” he said.  “a sculpture can also be felt through touch.”  ajanata and ellora caves in the south india are handcarved monoliths.  imagine yourself and everything and being in the room you are in, the adjoining rooms and the whole house, all carved from a single block.  nothing added.  and they are more than 3/4 mile long and nearly 200 feet tall single rock.  but you do not see the scale.

			the modern art education teaches students to walk their fingers--brushes or chisels--on tiptoe the way fashion models, dancers, and actors are taught to walk . such a walk creates a stress on the appearance of the form, such as brush or chisel strokes.  or in case of the model, the movement of the hips or breasts, torso, etc.  the performing arts are rehearsed repetitions that actors find exhausting at the end of the performance.

			while in india, nobody told me anything about buddhist thought, or for that matter, about anything else either.  the buddha, who renounced his princely life and denounced the then vedic concepts of being and supreme being, was now reinstated as the latest reincarnation of visnu.  the god-loving godly rulers of the indian continent simply pacified the buddhist states by deifying the buddha.  it is for the same reason why the pope canonizes a dead person to the catholic sainthood: to attract the populace of that province to his fold.  and what is a pope, king or rich (l. reich<rex: king) without the flock to feed on?

		

	
		
			1967.

			there was an anglican church in the state capitol of junagadh within the british empire.  it served the english and englishized indian community that worked for the nawab of junagadh.  one day someone introduced me to the priest.  he handed me a christian book (bible?).  it was printed in gujarati, my mother’s tongue.  while talking to him, i opened the book somewhere in the middle. and read: “like a good shepherd i will lead you to the green fields.” i closed the book and gave it back to the priest.  he was baffled. “what’s the matter?” he asked.

			“i am not a sheep,” i said.  the missionary said that that was just a metaphor.  the idea was that the shepherd cared for his flock.  what for?  what does the shepherd do with the fattened sheep?  besides, a free sheep needs no shepherd to tell where the meadows are in the mountains.

			this idea that it is always someone else that knows best about everything that one ever needs to know is the idea of the leadership--political, social, religious.  all one has to do is to close one’s eyes and believe and make believe that all one’s miseries are just illusions.  happiness is just around the corner.  of course, i was not going to be led by anybody nor was i going to pretend to lead.

			“... that’s precisely what i am complaining about,” said someone who stood in front of me when i was writing in my journal one early morning.  i looked up.

			“i am gautama,” said the man who was dressed like the siamese monk who had called me an “intellectual.”  this man had the looks and calm gaze of the buddha statues and fresco paintings of india.

			“i must be dreaming,” i said.

			“no, you are not,” said gautama, “i am siddhartha for real.  you may pinch yourself hard enough to feel the pain that would wake you up. and you will see that i am still standing in front of you.”

			“what would that prove? i have fallen and hurt myself. i have even died a few times in my dreams,” i told him, “and while in a dream, it all feels as real as the world of open eyes.” 

			“and yet there is a fine line between the two worlds,” said he.

			“sure. i have had dreams within dreams.  and in the world of open eyes, a world that exists only in ideas is also promoted as a matter of fact: the world of science, the scientific theories, for instance.”

			“let us not argue whether i am really talking to you or that this is your own monologue.  though you do know that none of the uniformed groups of the renunciate have ever had a fantasy or dream of talking to me as you are doing now.”

			“that is because i am not a believer.  nor am i an entertaining person.  i am simply being direct.  i reject the notion that one person can lead another person, except in a play.  and all established institutionalized motions of life appear no more than an often repeated puppet show.”

			“that is the reason why i have come to you.  in the time when i lived in the world of open eyes, i did not say any of the many contradictory things every scholar is claiming that i have said.  i want to set things right.”

			“so?  what can i do for that? go and talk to all those pillars of buddhism: the chinese, tibetan, japanese, and more recently, the academic ones that are springing up in the west?”

			“yes, i do need to discuss with them in the broad daylight.  but to do so i need the body that can be seen in the day.  i need you.”

			“i would have accepted your offer if i agreed with you that the solution to the world suffering would come from a religious experience.  people are suffering because there is hunger, starvation, disease, fighting and killing.  people need the real:  food, shelter, clothing, and companionship.”

			“those are the basic necessities of existence, i accept.  and some people are hoarding, and in the process, are keeping others from receiving their needs.  they do so because of their learnt fear of the unknown, the what if.  i always stressed the need to know what is what.  those who see are not accumulating.”

			“those who do not see are also controlling all the channels of communication.  how many can you reach even if i accepted your offer?”

			“that we do not know, yet.  but one can never know until one takes a step.”

			“the same follows for my suggestion.  you were never really a starving person who is reduced to a heap of rejected and denied senses of existence.  you were a prince.  your act of giving up the riches impressed only the greedy ones.  i feel that you need to experience the lack of what is necessary from the underprivileged,  and from the non-reacting observation may arise an understanding that may free the greedy from their burden, and all may have just enough.

			“i shall observe the world of the underprivileged in your form, and you go and communicate with the those who are speaking in my name...and when we have observed enough we shall meet again and co-operate in compassion.”

			i stood up, and we both walked together towards the gate.  we began to fade once outside the gate.  we both walked in different directions, and the other disappeared leaving the one to be more persistent.

		

	
		
			1968  toddler wetting the feet

			i had resigned from the northwestern technical university.  i had written a(bout) thousand words on the subject:  “what is it that i am seeking?”  it was something that the siamese monastery committee had asked me to write.  the monks had read it and in the meeting had said, “from your writing we gather that you are much more aware of that which is than many of us are.  we feel that we do not have anything more to offer to further your quest.  for what do you still wish to be ordained?”

			“i have only the impulses concerning what is, “ i had told them.  “i need to verify it through the experimenting, through living it.  i am not seeking any salvation.  i need to see how you live by living amongst you.”

			that sounded a sound reason to accept me.  in our first meeting, i had already told them of my dream conversation with the buddha in which i had voiced my disdain with the form that his followers were practicing.  and yet there were the possibilities of a meaningful change.

			the date was set.  there was a two month waiting period.

			i went to live with one of my artist friend’s family that lived in the suvan hmi (the bear forest) in the southern siam.  this was the time to sort out through whatever i had thus far understood (stood under, lived with) of the life process.  much like a child, a toddler at the ocean shore, wanting to wet the feet but pretending not to, or the other way around; walking along the foamy edge of the shallow waves and picking up the empty shells and cowries, first in one fist and then in the other.  then the toddler notices another, very attractive conch that the returning wave has just left behind.  the toddler experiences the dilemma:  there is no space for the new one.  the ones in the fists are just gathered and are also attractive.  hesitatingly, the toddler lets go the one picked the earliest and picks up the one lying temptingly.

			this process of picking up and letting go goes on as the little one toddles along and has emptied those little fists several times over, and yet retaining the fists full.  then the toddler hears the gentle coaxing voice, “time to go.  empty your fists, shake up the sand.”  i was in the process of opening up both the fists and dropping off all the prize collections upon hearing the motherly voice.

			just then i saw her.  long, gentle wave-like black hair; dark brown eyes with the playfully engaging stare.  she wore a loose cotton blouse that took the form of her small firm breasts that were befitting her slender torso.  she was standing in the doorway of a little bamboo house that stood on poles some two meters above the rocky slope beside a hill.

			i was overcome by the impulse of wanting to be with her.  it is always like that with me.  i feel drawn to some such women and be “madly in love,” as yukiko expressed it.

			i told my friend’s younger brother about her.  he was never quite happy with my wanting to enter the monastery anyway.  he had said that he would give me part of his land, and help me settle down near his family. 

			[image: tree%20trunk%20a]

			i was out in the woods in the process of dropping off all the attractive engagements.  just then the solid ground under my feet melted into the thin air.  for a few moments, i was airborne and then landed head first into a thicket of thorny bamboo.  through the netlike holes was visible the hill slope some 200 meters below.  and at the edge of the wooded slope was the bamboo hut with thatched roof where lived that villager girl with the drawing powers that would make even a hard headed monk to renounce his renunciation.

			“watch where you are going,” says the gentle voice; and the tender touch enwraps the little one, lifting up in a swinging motion.  the bamboo thicket that had caught me was very dense and strong.  it even moved swing-like.  there was no way i could have fallen through it.

			ten days later, a young monk who was assigned to be my guide shaved off my shoulder length, curly black hair.  the first touch of the razor on my skin gave me a shudder.  “that’s normal reaction to the realization of the act of giving up,” he said.

			i told him, “to the utter displeasure of my friends and teachers, i have clean shaved my head a few times before.  this was simply due to the cold touch of the metal to the skin.”

			and then, a little later, when seeing me in a monk’s saffron robe, a friend’s mother exclaimed, “my!  how tenderly innocent youth!”

			the toddler at the ocean shore had finally wetted the feet in the oncoming wave.

		

	
		
			1968  “i am your burden, and you are a burden of mine.”

			yukiko was a name of a character of a japanese novel:  sasame yuki, translated in english as the makioka sisters.  the book was in the “unesco’ library in bangkok where i was stationed while on a “unesco” research fellowship in the field of siamese culture.

			tanizaki’s book was rather thick and i was fresh out of india where i was not about to give up the company of lively and lovely lasses for the sake of book-dom.  and reading in english was even harder for i did not know that many english words, especially those favorite of authors’.  while not in my studio, painting or writing, i would either be up in the trees among monkeys (as the dean of the school told my visitors) or talking to the female students, teachers, or female spouses of my friends and teachers.

			so the reading was slow.  it slowed down even more as i began to interact with the four sisters’ printed beings, especially the third sister yukiko’s.

			while i was reading the japanese novel, banchong, the budding young siamese artist went to japan for a visit.  while he had not yet returned, a letter came for him from japan.  the sender’s name was yukiko. when banchong returned, i asked him about yukiko. i expressed an interest in writing to her.  he gave her address. i wrote and yukiko replied.

			...then, one day, yukiko came to me and said, “i see that you are free of problems, and i have one problem too many.  will you hold that problem until i deal with the other?”

			i said, “yes,” so she left me with one of her problems.

			i simply ignored the problem, since it was not my problem.  and then i observed that the problem started breeding.  i began looking for yukiko, and when i finally saw her, i told her, “here is your problem and here are its offspring.”

			“no,” said she, “i had given you only one problem.  so i will take back one.  the rest are yours to work on.”

			a year later when being ordained in the siamese buddhist monastery, the preceptor asked me to repeat after him:  “from now on, i am your burden, and you are a burden of mine.  (we are aware of the interdependence of the existence with the elements.)”

		

	
		
			1968   transmitting devices

			some five years later i was sailing to japan in a thai ship as the captain’s guest.  it was a cargo ship; and i was the only passenger; and a holy one at that.  so the entire crew of about 45 people was quite happy about it.  they felt extra safe, they said. though it did not stop them from seeing the porn movies at night.  ship’s engineer told me about it.  they celebrated the new year’s eve with a hard-core porn film.

			... on new year’s morning the captain came into my cabin and handed me two new year’s greeting cards.  coloured pictures on one side, and the verses of greeting written on the other side.

			i asked the captain whether they had some kind of the postal speed boats or some thing to deliver letters on the high seas.

			“no,” said he, “these came over the radio postal service.  it works on the same principle as that used by the news service that sends out text and photos via radio waves.  your brother went to the post office in india with the cards, placed them, one at a time, in the slot facing the transmitter device.  then he put coins in the slot and punched the destination spot.  out they came from the receiving device on board our ship.”

			i woke up thinking of such transmitting devices that would eliminate all the delays between the sending and receiving post offices.  yukiko and i had communicated fairly frequently.  we could feel when the letter was due.  the postman in malaysia occasionally asked me whether he brought yukiko’s letter.

			yukiko had not received my letter on time so she did not come at the port.  she came the next evening, with an orange flower that matched my ochre robe.  we went to a tea shop.  she said, “let me help you with taking off your overcoat.”

			“no,” i stopped her, “i am still cold.  let me warm up a little more.”

			“people will stare at you for they are not used to seeing one sitting in a fancy tea room, wearing a thick, woolen overcoat.”

			“maybe, but their cold stares won’t penetrate my skin the way the january cold air does.” i told her that just two weeks before, the air temperature in bangkok was 96°f.  when i boarded the ship on the 23rd of december.  on the morning of january 5th when i left the ship at the port of yokohama, it was 18°f.  and i shivered so violently that i could not walk straight on the wooden slope from the ship to the embarkment where a heated car awaited.  i told my host, a businessman-cum buddhist priest, that i would need to change into clothes appropriate for this climate.  mr. reverend nakayama folded his palms together and begged of me not to discard “the ocher robe that the lord buddha wore and gave you.”

			“the buddha did not come to japan until today” was my remark that must have convinced him.  for he gave me his own overcoat and sent me several pairs of yellow coloured woolen socks.

			after a while, when i was thoroughly warmed, yukiko helped me to take off the overcoat.  under it was the thin cotton robe i had wrapped around my body over one shoulder and under the other arm, where  held its folds.  in getting my arm out the folded end came lose, and yukiko saw my torso.

			“... i can see your ribs,” she said with the mischievous look in her eyes.

			i had written to her all about my inner and outer world, seen different to onlooker, but one nevertheless, like ocean at the surface and at the bottom.  yukiko knew me.

			... yukiko and i were walking on a curvy path among the green hills in the tropical land of the midnight sun.  the sun cast an intriguing pattern as it came through the canopy of huge leaves.

			we walked leisurely, our arms wrapped around each other.  my fingers felt the curve of the female torso that is as firm and graceful as cobra’s body raised above the ground.  her fingers feeling my ribs reminding her the looks of the scales of notes on the indian musical instrument, sitar. i had sent her a self-portrait with sitar.

			yukiko is a very, very beautiful woman.  she is also very graceful and intelligent.  everything felt so pleasant and perfect as we walked through the hills on the curvy road on a sunny tropical midnight.  my arms feeling the curve of her torso and her fingers feeling my ribs.  and we walked in matched steps known not to the foot soldiers, but to the romantically involved couple, the match that enables the two to step their middle step like one, creating a rhythm that is conducive to their embracing walk.  what was different about us was that we had the middle leg in common from the knee down.
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			1969   the head full of thoughts
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			…it was a house of many stories and many more rooms, each one with an opening and a window view.  in front of the house was a space with a sculptured gate in the low stone wall stretching both sides of the gate.  it was a resthouse.  yukiko and i went in there.  she entered the house from the ground floor central hall and went upstairs. going to the window, she asked me to close the gate.  as i was closing the gate, a small bird flew in from above the gate.  “close the building tight,” yukiko said, “for i do not want anyone to come in.”

			“birds recognize no boundary,” i said from the ground below the window where yukiko stood, “they are free to come and go.”  it occurred to me that the house was the storehouse of the perceptive process which is commonly referred to as the mind, meaning only the memory.  i did not know how many rooms does a mental storehouse, the mind have, my mind has, for the storehouse looked enormous.

			i woke up thinking that except for the physical distance between yukiko and my being, even yukiko does not occupy a space in my conscious awareness.

			yukiko did have a bajary bird that escaped when i visited her in her rental pigeon hole in shinjuku. “catch it,” she said, “for the tropical bird will not survive in the harsh japanese winter.”  a bird that can’t fly is not a bird.  am i, too, being offered the appearance of existence in the confines of the society, or else?

			i have been offered a handsome allowance and material comforts if i agree to keep the ochre robe and perform the special services, for i was told that i was “the first indian monk to visit japan” at least in the modern history.  but the fact is, there can be no “monk” in the understanding that is so unlike the judeo-christian mindset of the english-speaking world.  a “monk” according to the english etymology is a “man devoted to the religious life in a community.”  the buddhist word bhikkhu <sanskrit.bhikshu means beggar.  and the begging, as envisioned by an aware person does not make the donor (sanskrit.dana:-give) a meritorious person nor the receiver, a scum bag.  one of the ten precepts (sila) of the awakened one is:  “i shall abstain from what is not given.”  this giver is, of course, not another man.  this give and take are of natural order.

			imagine a person standing under a banana tree with palms stretched under the banana loom (bunch) awaiting the tree to drop a banana.   sounds stupid? if it does, you have not been erasing the commercials from your mental tape.  for, a really nutritious banana is one that “was about to fall when you are about to catch it.”  (a jain expression of the ecological observations of nature’s ways.  the jains were contemporary of the buddha.)  but since a ripe fruit perishes before it is commercially shipped, the merchants changed your eating process and gave you the sick stomach.

		

	
		
			1969.  who is it?

			i had just returned to the zen monastery from korea where i had seen a show of the american firepower.  the otherwise pretty looking jet planes demolished a target made of a grass hut.  people clapped their hands and cheered the demonstration of destruction.

			... then there came the troop of monks clad in uniformed attire.  all had the shine of the just shaven heads.  they all walked in unison aided by the sounds of huge bronze gongs, hardwood sticks, and beats of the big, deep sounding drums that rattled window panes and teeth.

			they came to me.  i stood up.  they took off my old clothes and wrapped me into a cloak.  they led me to a platform.  people who knew me had gathered around.  seeing me approach the platform, they all became attentive. 

			leaving me in the centre of the platform, the monks withdrew in the back and stood still.  two older monks dressed in ochre robes approached me.  they brought over the american peace corps teacher, who had photographed the entire ordination ceremony at the marble temple where i had entered the monastery in bangkok.  i had met him a couple of weeks earlier, and he was both bewildered and fascinated when told of the forthcoming event.  he had asked if it was all right for him to document the occasion. 

			the peace corps friend was not called to photograph the ceremony this time.  instead, the monks gave him the straight razor and asked him to give me a very close shave. my friend, with his horrified stare and trembling hands, gave me the close shave that scraped the skin off my skull.  i saw his palms being coated with the scarlet colour.  he covered his face in shame.  wasn’t the very purpose of the ceremony to bring out the hitherto unattended emotions?  i thought. without seeing what is, there can’t be the attending to what is.

			i woke up in the large room overlooking the garden.  i had gone out with asao san and two other monks.  they had fed me, and we had a long, long discussion ‘til late.  the next morning was off from za (sit; stay) zen (attention; awareness), the subject matter of our all such discussions.

			emptiness, when thought as the goal, requires a form to be identified with.  but what is learnt through the myriad forms of the emptiness, nothingness, no-mind, etc. is: “knock, knock.” “who is it?” “------.” then what? what do you do after that?
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			of thirst and quest

			the darkness like that in mother’s womb

			and my yet unformed being within

			sobbing through her heart beats

			throbbing all around me

			and creating a resounding heart.

			“let me go, o, mother,”

			i said in a heart to heart talk,

			“for you have also created in me

			a being that can’t be, unless on a quest

			that furthers the very cause of our being.”

			“empty was i until i conceived you,”

			said mother, “and will be empty again

			as you’ll go.”

			“you may be empty but not without a sense

			that comes after the fulfillment,

			and a sense unlike that of lack.”

			mother released me in the twilight

			of the creative void of her being,

			and i was born with a cry.

			as i was finishing the last line about my dream, the monastery bell rang, informing everyone to wake up and go to the meditation hall.  what i was experiencing is a state of being that would sound only too mysterious if i try to describe it in words.  but otherwise, it is rather very simple, natural sense of being, an awareness of cessation of a state of being a moment ago; as that of feeling thirsty, which is gone and a feeling of quench arises.

			all motions of life are like that:  arising and ceasing.  so, too, there is the awareness, satoru, wu of za (stha in sanskrit, stay in english).  za does not mean sitting only.  the whole za zen, yoga, and other meditation games have been invented for the very reason why exercises and devices are invented to acquire the perpetual youth; lotions and potions are produced to expand and retain the sex drive; the sipping and then, spitting out of wine is thought out.  eating and then vomiting out of the food is practiced.  and it has a very respected philosophy behind such an attitude:  the art for art’s sake.  it is the product of the affluence.  otherwise, everything evolves in a cause-effect relationship, taking forms in context inspired by an ecocentric force that moves in a precise way: the tao, dharma, or nature.

			i was “the first indian monk to come to japan,” i was told.  and in the very first morning, the japanese tea ceremony honouring my visit had been very unsettling for a mindset called: japanese: i had picked up the ceremonial tea bowl with my left hand.  it was a no-no.  my father at home and teachers at school had gently held my little ears and asked, “which hand?” directing me to move the pen from my left hand to the right hand.  any person or ideology that denies the fact that the left hand is as much a hand as is the right hand has understood nothing of the dharma (<dhar to hold; the way things are).  however, it is true that though the left hand holds the pen as good as does the right hand, it is the script that discriminates.  most scripts, including the english, write from left to right.  hand’s force moves from the centre to the outside.  so it slows down the writing.  and then, the left hand, moving from the left side to the right, also smears what it writes.

			but the tea bowl is round.  it had a design on one spot.  when the abbot made tea and placed the bowl in front of me, the design was in my view.  while picking it up, i was expected to turn the bowl so that the design was in other people’s view.  a right handed person will turn the bowl clockwise, unlike me.  it is natural for the left hand to turn it counter clockwise.  both moving the tea bowl in gentle, short turns in order not to spill the tea.  but they had not gathered there to offer me a cup of tea to drink.  it was a tea ceremony, and i am not a ceremonial being.  i am just a being as all presidents who pretend to run the country or country club are when not pretending.

			i was pulled out twice from under the water though i didn’t feel that i was drowning.  while going deep, deeper within the very sense of being.  what makes me hesitate is not the fear but my unaware entanglements.  it must happen all at once.  nothing must feel pulled or pushed.  like my moving away from one place into another.
 

			the element of time

			and my sense of being are great friends.

			we usually move together

			in a creative embrace.

			rarely does the either one have to wait

			for the other.

			and everyone can tell when we’re not

			together:  i don’t feel like doing anything,

			even breathing unwholesomely.

			“monkey gets old, but never miscalculates a somersault,” goes an indian saying.  at some point, the old monkey just jumps, calculating how hard the thumping sound his body would make while being thrust unto the ground.  i have heard such a thumping sound when a monkey was felled onto the ground not more than an arm’s length from me.  i even felt the push of the air as he was felled by a gunshot by my siamese friend’s younger brother.  being a monkey, though shot, he still fell from about 20 meters’ height without breaking a single bone in his body.  he was still alive.  his mouth wide open, lips gasping for the breath of life.  he died staring at me, asking, “what happened?  what did i not do right?”
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			i have observed intense pull towards the womb but twice.  both these were (are) extremely stubborn (sk, hatha) and emotionally charged individuals.  they, too, felt that they were going to make a difference, change the society.  the attraction i feel is ecocentric, both physical and nonphysical, and for days i feel like doing nothing else but be with them, within the womb.  be in a state of existence that is evolutionary.

			it begins with nothing.  i may be awake and deeply involved into doing something.  or i may be asleep.  this is one of those states of being that have no distinction between matter and non-matter.  whether the centre of the pull is before me or it arises from a dream, there is no duality of the forms.  there is only the being, not mine separate from the female being; not ours separate from the earth, air, water, light, and space; nor all these separate from the purposefulness.  it is all embracing, all inclusive state of being that others before me have tried to express in various ways, all simply alluding to that actualization itself, which is beyond description.  one of the first persons to mention it is siva, the bliss, that element that pervades in the peaks of the himalayas:  the element whom after i am named.  siva is considered to be the first yogi who entered such an eternal blissful existence in communion (sk. yoga) with sakti (the motive and motivating force, energy).
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			1969.  no mind

			i was sitting in the room overlooking the zen garden in a monastery that housed more than two hundred monks.  it was the largest room i ever lived in, almost twice as large as the british designed railway quarter given to my father who was a goods clerk in the junagadh state railway.  my father, mother, and their nine children lived in half the space the monastery gave me.  they were all fascinated with a young monk from india, whom matsura san, a roshi (in sanskrit ,hrishi), who was in charge of the scriptures, called me ‘’the young daruma san’’, dharmakirti, an indian buddhist who went to china and taught dhayana (attentiveness, attention, awareness), which became chan in chinese and zen in japan.  matsura san was also master calligrapher and artist of sumi ink (sumi no e).  when he heard that i also painted, he asked for a painting for commemoration.  we decided to exchange our works. i had done several small oil colours inspired from my dreams: a monk in saffron robe surrounded by very tender-eyed, graceful deer.  monk by the lotus pond.  a group of monks on the mountain path partly hidden in the mist.  matsura san took one with deer.  all japanese, young and old, were fascinated with my dreams.  the serenity and nature of the theme depicted my “suchness,” they said.  for them “the discussion with the buddha on the nature of things (dharma) was totally out of the question.”  they said, just having a glimpse of the buddha would satisfy their quest.

			one day matsura san took me to the room where he did sumi e.  the rice tatami floor was covered with the portraits of the young daruma san.  about twenty or more.  he asked me to pick up one.

			those were my early days in japan.  one afternoon i noticed that bushes and rocks and trees in the garden were being covered with the white fluffy stuff.  i went out.  it was snowing.  someone noticed my fascination. the word spread, and matsura san came out with an assistant with a camera.  he had my photographs taken with him in the snow.   the first snow (hatsu yuki) is a matter of celebration.  not the first snow of the season, but the first experience of the snow fall, that is.

			next morning i went with them and sat in za zen, facing walls, with eyes half open. a monk walked behind us with a stick.  whenever one loosened the firm posture and leaned sideways or forward, he would first touch one’s shoulder with stick and thus preparing the monk who would fold his hands in anticipation.  then he would hit him on the shoulder muscle.  it is not supposed to be hurtful.  but somehow his blow landed on my shoulder bone, and it pained me for hours.  later on, when i saw the young monk, i told him, “since it is supposed to be to alert the person about the inattentive sitting, his touching would suffice.”  he was taken aback. 

			i asked the older monk next day at lunch whether the nothingness was mutually shared subjective perception or personally experienced objective experience of individual.  he looked at me with no-mind.                      
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			1969   be aware.

			[image: ]. . . when i returned from a leisurely evening stroll on the aoyama dori, there was a small crowd gathered near the abbot’s quarters.  the abbot niwa roshi was in shizuoka, and he had reminded me to not forget closing the entrance door behind me whenever i left the place.

			i inquired and was told that there was a huge snake in my room.  i went in and saw two snakes; one was a small, red and green, edgy-looking snake; and another one was a huge python with earthy yellow ochre and brown pattern.  he was coiled up, making a mound of his body that was about a meter high and two in diameter.  in the middle above his coils was the head that was my grandfather’s: small bald skull, bony face, and dark brown eyes that smiled when he looked at me.  i managed to get the little snake out as the grandfather snake watched.  he asked me to be closer to him as he wanted to tell me something.  i went near him.  monks shouted in protest.  “come closer.”  i did.  “bring forward the palm of your hand.”  i started to put my hand forward with the palm spread open, as the monks cried “no, no.”

			i held my palm under the grandfather’s head.  he opened his mouth and with his wet, snake-like tongue, drew an outline of a face: eyebrows, eyes, nose, and part of the lips.  and then he said, “just be aware.”

			in the next late evening, one of my regular visitors wore a belt made of snake skin that had the colours and pattern similar to my grandfather’s and had the face my grandfather had drawn in line.  angela had been coming to visit me in the monastery, progressively later and later, and extending the visits longer and longer.  she would sit in the chair, dressed in her mini skirt, revealing her panties.

			i was drawn to her from the very moment when she refuted my two statements during a talk i gave at the international house of japan.  she said that she was a school teacher from chicago.  and contrary to my saying, she “had seen no moon in the day sky. nor did the resident flamingos at the chicago zoo fly.”  angela was equally graceful when she saw the pale moon in the broad day light.  she felt my point to be more meaningful after realizing that it did not rob the moon of its natural properties. the difference was that the whole sky, too, was brightened with the glow of the sun that at night was hidden behind the earth.  i had used this example to illuminate on the collective ignorance that makes one person into a hero, a leader, who is seen to be smarter than the rest.  the ueno zoo told her that they, too, had to clip the wings of their flamingos as they did so in the chicago zoo.

			and yet, angela said that in the man-woman relationship, she felt it totally embarrassing to have to make all the first moves with a person like me who had never touched a woman after age two and that, too, was 30 years ago.  my studying the nude female figures for ten years as an art student had made it even worse.  it enabled me to admire the beauty of the female body, “but robbed you of the subjective involvement that is the male female relationship,” she said.

		

	
		
			1970 “ekohm”–I am one, indivisible

			angela was an american school teacher who taught english language in one of tokyo’s innumerable english teaching schools.  they are as many as are coffee shops in new york city.

			and as a young american woman from an affluent family, she had also acquired a taste for “zen.”  though, i too, struggled with the english accent and exceptions to the grammatical rules, i could speak and be understood better then many other japanese.

			much more so on the subject of zen which was not as “japanese” as shinto or tea ceremony were japanese “hommono” (honto: real + mono: thing).  but then, “zen” is but a sound (a japanese sound) uttered to resemble “chan.” a chinese sound made to utter a sanskrit sound; ‘dhyana.  so as in relationships, a three-step-removed cousin does not get to enter the house as the family of immediate links does, the japanese and chinese only talk about the form of the sound from the original family that, in india, died out.  the historical buddha had only one son (whom the buddha called rahula, meaning the fetter, bondage).  rahula died in his fifties, a little before the buddha died.

			angela would come to my abode in the monastery and ask me all sorts of questions.  unintended, we were also beginning to feel drawn closer and experiencing the urge to have no distance between us.  we were already walking with arms wrapped around each other.  but there was a huge barrier between us.  we talked about that, too.  but that seemed to make things even worse.

			... one night we slept together, in the vast bed, on top of the expensive bedspread of orange, green, red, and golden threads that niwa roshi gave.  we were wide awake and talking things, there still was a distance between us.  i felt some movement next to me.  i looked and saw a child lying between us.  a child of about two, with a face of a 32-year-old man.   the face with a week-old unshaven cheeks and curly thick black hair.  fast asleep.  “who is he?” i asked.

			“call him my son or yours,” angela said.

			our talking awoke him.  he opened his eyes and stared at me.  that was me.  i was looking at myself.  “i do not want any child coming between us and hindering our coming together,” i said.  “i must be one, in perception and response.”

		

	
		
			1970.   the knock on the wrong door

			angala was an attractive young american who taught at one of tokyo’s many english language schools.  at school the medium of communication was english.  so no japanese could talk to her beyond “hi,” “how are you?” “i am fine, thank you, and you?” and in japan, the medium was only japanese.  so she could not communicate with anyone except other foreigners, most of whom were from the u.s.a.  when not being at their fancy work places, these foreigners hung around tokyo’s few “water holes” and bored each other.  and jennifer was tired of that.

			one day she ventured into the monastery where i had moved to.  because of the language problem, the receptionist called me to talk to jennifer. what she said she wanted to know is what most westerners visiting or staying in japan want to know, study, or experience: zen.  but only when not busy with their endless game of gains; when on break; vacation; or in desperation asked if it would be alright if she visited me once in a while.

			. . . knock, knock, knock. the soft sound on the wooden door.  i turned my face towards the veneered door.  where was i?  the door for the room i was in was unfamiliar.  so was the room.  the room was about 12 feet by 15 feet.  it was painted light pinkish purple white.  across from the door was the reddish yellow ochre window curtain.  under it, beside the bed was a polished mahogany table.  on the table was a writing lamp with ivory coloured shade.  near the lamp laid open my handbound journal and the fountain pen i wrote with.

			where am i?  this is not the place where i closed my eyes last night, in this soft bed with white linens.  i looked around.  again i heard the knocking sound and saw the golden doorknob turn.

			the door opened a little, and a face leaned forward into the room.  very light sepia coloured cheeks, with dimpled smile, grayish brown eyes that glowed with a little timid mischief, and thick curls of long light brown hair laid on the gentle curve of her breasts covered by a loose knit blouse of light turquoise green.  she wore thick indian cotton skirt of rajasthani print and canvas sandals.  “good morning,” she said, stepping in.  her voice carried the tinge of slight awkward feeling she was experiencing when entering uninvited in a room where a stranger man was still in bed, under the linens.  “it’s past eight.  so i thought you would be up and ready to go for breakfast.  but since you are not out from bed, obviously you will need a little time.

			then pointing at the other door on the side wall beside the closet, she said, “that’s the bathroom door.  i am in the adjoining unit and share the bathroom.  so when you see the sign reading “occupied,” your door won’t open.  and when you are using the bathroom, do not forget to lock the door on my side.”

			she went to the window curtain and pulled the strings.  the comfortably warm light of the january morning sun poured in.  she glanced at the blank page of my open journal and then turning towards me, said, “in about 20 minutes, then.”  she turned around, walked to the door, opened it a little, and slipped out.  the door closed, and the golden doorknob turned in closing position.

			what is this place?  where am i?  i sat up in the bed and glanced out from the picture window that gave a panoramic view of the vast valley.  the sun had now reached into the eastern slopes of the western hills and had stirred up the fog that had huddled together in the valley, like a herd of fluffy woolly sheep.  patches of the thick fog were now rising, looking brilliant in the gentle sunlight against the shadowy western slopes of the eastern hills of the valley.

			the glass window overlooking the valley was on a higher elevation of a southern slope of a hill.  the valley rose in a gentle slope and turned into a zen garden near the building perimeter.  where am i?  the place sure seems like an institution of some sort.

			“hello,” came in the now familiar sound and the person who spoke, “you are still in bed!  i had thought so.  you definitely need help.”

			“where am i?  what is this place?  seems like a hospital of some kind.  what am i doing here?  who are you?”

			“not so many questions now,” she said, “i am here to help you get out of bed and get you ready so that we may go for breakfast.  i am starving.  you must be hungry, too.  you have not eaten for awhile.”  as she spoke she put her arm around my back and pulled my hand over her shoulders and held it firmly in her other hand.  i felt both awkward and surprisingly cozy in such a firm and yet extremely gentle feminine embrace of sort.  i was weak.  i saw the bright dots of emptiness sparkle around me.  on my own i would not have gotten up. she was very sensitive.  “one does not have to feel embarrassed in accepting help when needed,” she said.  we walked unto the bathroom door.  “now i can walk and finish with the bathroom,” i said; and she let go of me.  i took a shower and cleaned my teeth and got out.

			she was sitting in a chair by the window reading my notes.  she did not immediately see me get out from the bathroom and blushed having been caught reading my journals without asking first . but she knew that i knew that she, and possibly others, too, had read them.  she stood up and went to the closet.  she got out a white, loose indian pajama (urdu.peir>pae: leg + jama:-dress) and ochre coloured kamiz (the unisex shirt).  both of them were my size, but new.  “i selected them,” she said, “i hope, you’ll approve.” and she turned around to the window while i dressed.

			then hearing me move, she turned towards me and said, “hi.  i am dr. angela thomas, but you may call me angela.”  she extended her hand.  as we shook hands, she said, “that finishes the formal introduction.  now let’s go and eat.  i am hungry.  i know you have lots of questions, and i shall answer all of them afterwards.”

			we got out of the room, walked past three or four rooms, and came to an elevator.  she said that normally she took the stairs but saw fit to use the elevator due to my condition.  i did not object.  two floors down at the ground level were the kitchen and lounge.  on one side was the kitchen cabinets with glass with a few items left on the glass shelves.  we were almost past the breakfast time.  seating me at a table near the glass wall facing the zen garden, angela went into the kitchen via the door beside the glass shelves.  i looked around.  the tables were glass top rounds with central sculptured leg of dark polished wood.  chairs were wooden dining chairs with straight back and thin but firm paddings lined with several pastel colours.  there were three or four women and as many men, young to late middle age, seated two or three at a table.  they were all dressed casual and talking softly.

			there was no painting on the blank wall surfaced with yellowish green, textured cloth.  the carpet was beige and very clean.

			angela came out with a tray of food and placed a plain white plate in front of me.  on it were four toasted slices of whole wheat bread, a couple of cubes of butter, and a large portion of folded omelet.  the other plate was hers and had the same items.  she had also brought tea, still brewing in a plain china pot, two sets of cups, and milk and sugar cubes.  she placed the empty tray on a nearby unoccupied table and sat down on the chair across from me.

			“now let’s eat,” she said pulling the empty cups near her and pouring the indian tea.  then pointing at the omelet, she said, “that one i have cooked for you.”

			“is that part of your duty as my doctor in this place that looks like a fancy hospital?”

			“what a peculiar way to compliment a womanly act.”  she seemed to have felt hurt.

			“i was not being sarcastic.  it was a plain question to grasp the new situation i am in. still, if makes you feel better, i am sorry that i said that way.”

			it brightened her face.  “when i knew that you had not eaten for 10, 15 days, i felt like cooking you a breakfast.  it is not part of my duty.  and i am not your medical doctor.  my degree is in psychology.  i am doing research here.  when the police found you unconscious in the city garden, they brought you here having found no sign of physical injury.  we found some sketchy information about you from your journal.  it has references to your experiments in the buddhist perspective.  that’s how i come in.  i am a student of zen, shall we say?  i am doing a comparative study of the eastern and western mind.  so i requested to assist you in your recovery process.  as for this place, it is not a hospital of any kind.  it is an innovative approach to the healing process, which, being innate can only be aided.  nobody plays doctor here...”

			“so after eating this meal that you cooked for me if i felt energetic enough to move, i may walk out of here without anybody stopping me?”  angela did not have the courage to admit that it was not possible.  her face darkened as if covered by a shadow.  an eagle appeared from somewhere above the building and flew away towards the distant hills.  i felt like going away.

			after a long silence angela said, “even if i agree with you that you are really okay, they won’t let you go unless i provide them with sufficient proof in the form and manner that they associate with the normal behaviour.  and i know trust is not something one gets by asking.  it only develops.  so i hope trust will develop between us, too.  meanwhile, things will move smoother if you eat and regain your energies.” i ate some.  but usually after long fasts, i do not feel like eating a big quantity of food.  i had fasted for 18 days and gone for a long walk.  then i sat on a bench and must have fallen asleep i told angela.  “that’s where they found you unconscious.”  angela told me that her interest in me was objective: what she read in my journals sounded in sharp contrast with not only her upbringing but it also refuted the very basis of western psychology, even the very concept of psyche.  the notes on subjects not related to psychology she found herself to be agreeing with.  over all, she said, she was impressed with the clarity of perception and even the neat beautiful script with occasional drawings.

			i accepted the situation as a matter of fact and told angela that i would cooperate with her as long as it was not going to go against my grain.

			we stepped out into the zen garden and walked along the path laid with the stepping stones.  we walked leisurely and conversing on the emptiness (shunyata) and form (rupa); on the nature of things (tathata: -thusness, suchness).  “so, the tree already has its self-nature that forms in response to the surrounding ingredients.  then comes the gardener full of zen (“you stink of zen,” said one chinese zen monk to another) and reforms the tree at the expense of some tree limbs.  the tree suffers, and the monk rejoices being empty of compassion for all the sentient beings.”  it surprised her to know that i saw no zen in the garden.
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			i felt tired and sat down on a rock.  after awhile i stood up, and angela came beside me and waited.  i put my arm on her shoulders, and she held it in one arm while wrapping her other arm around my back.  thus we walked slowly and up the elevator and back into the room.  i wanted to sit up and talk.  but angela said that she was going to tuck me in bed and wanted me to rest til late afternoon.  she did.  then she drew the window curtains and started to leave.  i told her that it was alright with me if she read my journals.

			“i know” she said and left.  the golden door knob turned to close the door, and i woke up.

			angela kept coming to visit me quite frequently.  she would come late and stay longer until late night.  we would talk and she would ask questions.  she would sit in a low chair, and i would be on the carpet before her.  she would sit carefree, and after awhile her undergarments would be seen.  then i would walk her to her apartment.  she would walk hugging affectionately.  at her apartment she would offer me a drink (bourbon) and pour herself one.  we would talk some more.  she would reveal some more of her shapely figure.  untie her light brown long curly hair and appear ready to go to bed.

			i would stand up and walk back to the monastery.

			angala said she started out with a selfish motive.  by way of the friendship she had wanted to know the secrets of zen and no-mind.  she had thought of writing a book based upon her findings of which her conversations with me were a major source.  but she had no mind of getting deeply involved with me, inwardly.  neither her family nor her westerner friends were appreciative of the changes she was undergoing in her perception of things and activities.  the changes were interfering with their mundane interactions with her.  they had never met me but were certain that i was a bad influence on her, especially when she had equated me with her inner voice.  they were advising her to break lose from me.

			what they had not known was the fact that they had not cared to know her beyond their common conditioning: the rich kids’ games, the drug habits, promiscuity, selfishness, and the insatiable desire to have a good time.  nor had she told them that she had entered my depth and had begun to tell me her innermost thoughts that most women do not reveal to their husbands.

			but we were different: she had a separate physical body in which to contain her soul.  i am solely what i am.  empty, uncultured and unretainable, transient. and as others saw: impractical, whimsical, hopelessly incapable even to look after myself, lonely, unhappy, fool, philosopher, dreamer.

		

	
		
			1970.  knowing why of fears

			. . . i was out for a walk.  i strolled on the narrow path in the zen garden and noticed three snakes.  they were fairly large snakes with scarlet red and emerald green pattern.  all three were coming towards me, slowly.

			as i started to move away from them, faster, the faster they came towards me.  so i ran, and they came after me with increasing speed.  i jumped over the bushes.  so did they by springing up.  i came to the edge of a rocky zen bluff.  ahead of me was a drop and behind, the three snakes that were cutting distance between us.  i jumped, spreading my arms.  and instead of the falling sensation, i felt that i was gliding through the air.  i looked back.  the snakes were gliding, too.  i moved my arms in the flapping manner of wings.  i began to fly.  so were the snakes flying.  i flew over the wooded mountains, over the ocean, and through the clouds, all over the world.  but could not get rid of the snakes that were after me.

			i flew down and entered niwa roshi’s room that was next to the room he had given me in his own quarters in the monastery.  i told him of the snakes that were chasing me.  i showed him the snakes that were now in a corner of the room.  “don’t be afraid of them, and they will not harm you,” niwa roshi said, “stop running away.”

			i looked at the snakes.  now they appeared relaxed.  i stood in front of them.  one began to move towards me.  i put my bare foot in front of the snake.  the snake came loser. touched the toe but did not bite.  the fear was gone.  the snakes were gone.

			i told niwa roshi of the dream.  he smiled.  he treated me differently despite my not doing a single thing that was expected of the rest of the 150 monks and novices he was in charge of.  for one thing: niwa roshi knew i was not looking for anything in particular that has led to the formation of an organized search party in every continent.  the search was on.  but nobody was told what to look for.  and one can look for only things that are known.

			some five years later, judith, rose, and i were sitting on the flat rock bed by the pool in pee dee creek.  a copperhead came out from under the rock and started to move towards us.  i asked everybody to stay put.  the snake kept on coming.  i put my bare foot forward.  the snake almost rubbed its nose against my toe and gently moved away. 

			[image: ]

		

	
		
			1970.  naming and being

			naming in the non-western east meant a functional description of the place, thing or being. naming was for the purpose of establishing a working relationship. himalaya: hima: snow + alaya: house, for instance.  it served as a point of reference, much the same as the names like oak grove or smoky mountain do.  thus, it seems perfectly reasonable that but a few years ago, the communist china passed a legislation that no place or building must be named after a person, for it is disregardful of both the place and those who actually worked in the line of duty.  consider the j.f.k. highway.  john kennedy did not move even a pebble in construction work.  and it is so long a name that people would have driven away a stretch of ten miles before someone finished answering the whole name: the john fitzgerald kennedy interstate highway.  monasteries go through lengthy consideration of names befitting the typical characteristics of the person being ordained.  thus, the theravada monastery at the wat benchama bophit in thailand named me dharma (the nature of things<dhar: to hold that which holds) + prajna:  (pra a suffix of stress + jna: -aware, to know) aware of what is.  one of the elderly monks had told me that i am very perceptive.  what i needed to learn was patience.  and the soto zen monastery eihiji, in japan, came up with an even loftier name for me:  zui ko un ryu jo za, happy bright cloud dragon, staying above.  jo refers to unaffected, equanimous state and za, to sit, stay.  meaning stay, be in the state of as is.  as they saw it, i was unaffected by their mumbo jumbo.  of course i was.  anybody who was not going to recognize and accept the state of my being left-handed could not possibly be aware of things as they are.  they were all shocked when i lifted the tea cup with my left hand instead of the other hand, referred to as the right hand, in the tea ceremony honouring the first indian monk to come to japan to their knowledge.

			and i did everything contrary to their expectations.  i did not pray.  i did not sit (za) in zen after i slipped on the icy path wearing the flimsy slippers i came with from the siamese monastery.  even if i had not bruised my knee a bit, i would not have continued sitting in the ritualistic posture.  in fact, on the very first morning in the huge monastery of more than 200 monks, they had added a special ceremony for me.  a helping translator had asked me to watch for his cues to stand up, walk behind the purple kimonoed abbot with a saffron sash, and light a candle in front of a gaudy, huge buddha statue with the help of the abbot.

			the whole ceremony appeared very clownish.  their dresses, their musical movements and steps with the gong beats, and their sing song chants.  i was almost 34 years old though i passed for a late teenager.  and like a child, i was about to burst out laughing seeing a team of clowns perform.  i kept biting on my tongue rather hard all through the ceremony in order not to laugh aloud.  and then, i had to rush to pee.  whenever i laugh, the laughter waters my eyes and fills up the urinary pouch of the bladder.  i also see pope with his tons of golden-threaded robe, the native american indian chiefs, chief justice, commander-in-chief, first lady, all participants of a presidential investiture of the u.s. and/or a graduate school, all heads of state or institution, all businessmen, and almost everybody else, except children, to be clowns.  bored and humourless clowns who can’t make children get over a little “awee-ee” that any mother does, by simply blowing the little magical breath on the pretend injury sustained during the play.

			some two months later, in another monastery where most of the residents were also studying at the nearby buddhist university, the abbot asked me just that: “if you are not doing what we are doing, why must you be here?” 

			“i am not a believer.  i am simply observing what you are doing.  if that’s not enough of a reason, give me five minutes to put my notebook and the second garment in the shoulder bag and off i will go.”  the abbot suggested that i leave.  i began to fold the 2 x 3 meter saffron colour cotton robe.  

			then the abbot said, “begging is not practiced in japan as it is in thailand.  and you have no money. where would you go?”

			“i do not know that,” i said, “ but that cannot be a concern of yours if you want me to leave.  i cannot respond to two contradictory statements.”  i was still not speaking in japanese; this interchange of expression was assisted by the secretary of the abbot.

			the secretary came back and said, “the abbot says you stay.”  and my residential quarter was changed.  i moved into the room next to the abbot’s, in his quarters that were separate from the rest of the monks’.  i lived there for almost two-and-half more years.  but i did not pray, chant, or meditate.  and as i became more and more fluent in japanese, i became more and more vocal in my disapproval of their lies.  i wrote poems in japanese on that subject, too.  there was a general sense of agreement with what i said, but though i was even admired for my perceptions of things and lack of fear, they were not about to put into practice what they chanted and desired to attain.

			i was a being, and it was in my nature to be.  so i simply be-ed, by letting it be.

		

	
		
			1970  no-thingness

			    

			[image: the%20hills-2a]

			... i was sitting in the room in a zen monastery that housed more than 200 monks.  sharada entered the room and asked, “do you want to experience the sunyata, the nothingness?”  i nodded.  “come, i show you how,” she said and took me by hand.  we left the room and came out in the yard that i grew up playing in, in junagadh. we walked out of the neighbourhood.  we left the town and went through the hills of the gir forest.  we kept on walking.  through those clouded hills, through the fluffy clouds, and then through the thin air.  now i did not see sharada.  but felt her hand in mine.  it was a process of leaving the known--the home, yard, neighbourhood, town, hills, clouds.  then there was no visual sensation.  as we left the hills, the sense of the firm ground under the feet left.  then i felt sharada’s hand held in mine, the soft hand firmly holding and being held in my hand.  we kept on going.  the sensation of hands being held was gone.  there was only the going.  and then that sensation of the going was gone.  there was nothing.

			sharada was my youngest sister who died of tuberculosis at age 14 or so.  as her ailment worsened, she seemed more hurt by the horrible looking, long needles of the syringe that pressed the morbid looking fluid into her unwilling veins.  she would begin to cry seeing the railway clinic’s doctor come on his daily visits at home.  neither our parents nor the doctor seemed to be aware that the very treatment was more harmful to her then her process of dying.  we had taken her to the tuberculosis hospital, where, on the fifth night, she told mother, “take me home.”  we brought her home.  after being granted her wish, sharada seemed more at ease.  she asked me to cut her fingernails.  the next week she died in the evening.  there was not a trace of pain left on her face.

		

	
		
			1972.  america is europe extended.

			. . . i was in a greyhound bus on a curvy road through a landscape of rolling hills of various shades of green.  except for me, every passenger on board was caucasian.

			the bus stopped.  everybody, except me, poured out in an orderly pour, and lined up in front of a coke machine.

			“what a drag!” i thought, and looked in the other direction.  there, on gently sloping ground, behind the barbed wire fence were the blacks herded.  some were sitting on the ground, talking; some were hugging and kissing; and some were singing and dancing with a pair of congo drums.  there were a few, bright-eyed children and toddlers running around, naked and playful.  i had heard of the native american reservation, but a black reservation?

			the question disturbed my sleep. i was in a zen monastery in japan.

			i described my dream to niwa roshi, the fatherly abbot who had vacated his four and half tatami (9’ x 6’) study to accommodate me.  i usually told him what i dreamed.  he was silent for a moment.  then he said, “it seems you will be going to america where you will be in the middle of their racial turmoils.”

			two months later, the founder of san francisco’s zen centre, suzuki roshi, was visiting the monastery.  niwa roshi introduced me to suzuki roshi.  we talked for a few minutes, and all of a sudden suzuki roshi said, “we need someone like you to come to america and teach zen.”

			after his return to san francisco, the zen centre sent me the necessary papers for immigration.  a few months later i arrived in san francisco.  reverend moriyama, who performed the religious rites for san francisco’s japanese buddhist community, came to the airport and brought me to the makeshift temple that was originally a synagogue building.  shunryu suzuki roshi was originally a buddhist priest sent to san francisco for the japanese community’s religious needs. a bunch of the 1960s residents of huxley’s “brave new world” saw the spiritual grass to be greener than that from their christian pastures or pot.  they were young executives and independently wealthy seekers of satori (satoru; wu: to awake, to perceive) or nirvana (sanskrit nis: no + vana: the air flow, breathe:-cease to breathe).  now reverend suzuki had left the japanese temple.

			i knew moriyamasan from japan.  he told me the suzuki san was dying of cancer and that he was not well enough to be seen.  so i did not see him right away.  i saw him a week later.  gave him the japanese bean cake niwa roshi had sent with me.  a few days later he died, and his american disciples announced the offerings of ten days meditation to the departed spirit of suzuki roshi.

			i had moved into the zen centre, and in the common room, i voiced my objection to such a superstitious practice.  the new operator of the zen centre asked me to leave the place if i did not accept their ways.  a group of young americans who had just rented an apartment across from the zen centre took me in.

			a week later an abc affiliate radio station talk host called me to arrange for a radio talk that lasted three hours, and in the next hour, a bunch of listeners called on air offering land and inviting me to visit them.  a group from north california sent me a bus ticket (it was a greyhound bus, and all the passengers were caucasians) that traveled the picturesque highway 101 along the coast and through the giant redwood trees.  i taught at a graduate school for two years; and while students found my classes engaging, the mainstream intellectual faculty of the judeo-christian mindset became very upset with the effects of my discussions with students; some of whom began to question their set patterns.  my teaching assignment was terminated, and along came some students with whom we formed an educational organization after establishing a lasting friendship.

			two years later we moved to arkansas to form a residential school campus . and since then i have been caught between the black and white of even issues that are not visual.  and the only position the local university offered me was janitorial, where all my co-workers were black and all superiors with a say were white.  and between them and me were seven complaints, that university called “grievances.”  but i only suffer but never grieve.  instead i speak up.  at the end of the third year i wrote a letter of resignation: i would still continue the janitorial work if i was given the same pay as the chancellor’s, and both the chancellor, and i did each other’s work.

			at first the university bureaucrats would not accept such a letter of resignation.  but i persisted.

		

	
		
			1970. there was another young woman

			there was another young woman who was drawn towards me for my art-expressions.

			we slept together, with arms enwrapped around each other.  and yet, i would see her standing far, far away in my dreams.  i would be calling her to come close, be with me, do things with me.  but neither then, nor 25 years later have i been able to convince her that, by nature, love is an eco-process.  so, after the initial attraction that draws two together, love is felt in doing things together.  and love is not in doing things for each other.  buying diamond rings and pearl necklaces only depict the conditioning to possess another person.  it is a conditioning that keeps the miners sweating blood, and pearl oysters pierced with spear or injected with the plastic beads.  it is what makes the markets bustle with the myriad things that men toil to acquire.  things that are said to lure and captivate women.

			art objects are among such things.  that’s why artists are pampered and allowed to live like rotten brats.  both the rich men and young women like to keep company with artists, to impress their rich peers with their prize possession: “meet my friend -------.  of course, you know him by his works.”

			she was from such a wealthy family, and she was mad about my art works.  she still is.  even in her most recent letter she wrote: “it’s a pity that you do not care for art.”  she would do any thing to make me realize that i am born to be an artist.

			i quit living as an artist-incarnate when i saw that art, like everything else in urban life, had become a commodity.  nobody was looking at the subject matter of my works, the theme of my expression--the what, why, how.  nor was my friend, who is madly in love with me as the artist, receiving the content of my expressions.  my friend, who was very close to me, physically.  the friend who was the first woman who did not mother me while sleeping with me as every other woman before her did.  but even she did not desire to be with me in the utmost intimate sense whence arise all the ecocentric impulses of the very being of a being.

			[image: sea%20and%20she%20a]

			my friend had appeared at the horizon of my dreams, and i kept calling her to come close.  there is that japanese observation: “two people sharing the same bed, do not share the same dream.”  we were in japan, and she was a japanese.  but so what?  the cultural imprints, too, can be wiped clean if one simply accepts the lucidity as a necessary character of the sense of be-ing which is not be-ed.  to be in love is to let one another grow. to let one grow requires knowing what one is in need of.  the word for art in sanskrit is kala<kal:-to know.

			this concerns the nama, (name, identity) and rupa (form), the so-called mystery that creates a split between the observer and the observed.  the container and the content.

		

	
		
			1970.  tapping the essence

			sanskrit. tapas tap>tav (gujarati), tao (chinese) - the process of heating to ripen and shape, the way, the nature of things. the english word: tap comes from this indo-chinese origin.  but the modern lexicologists have lost the ability of tapping meaning out of words that are not uttered in a stage-like, rehearsed form.

			in india, it is a national passion to identify oneself with the buddha, krishna, and gandhi and anybody else who was known to be somebody.  in america, people identify with the technological bright brains, einstein and scientists like him.  but both these groups identify themselves with someone else only verbally when reference is made to the famous names.  in reality one is not what one likes to be but, rather, one is what one is, in motions, acts.  so despite the few individual awakened beings, most easterners continue to live miserably in illusions they call maya, or lila, the divine play.  and most westerners live with the inflated ego that drives them slave-like in pursuit of life, liberty, and happiness in the promised land they have never known except in stories.

			for thousands of years the east has been deprived of the basic necessities of the material kind: food, cloth, shelter.  it has caused a tremendous amount of pain and suffering and even death.  the thus denied material aspect of life then forms an immunity.  people develop an ability to do with less or next to nothing and even view death as non-death: “the self does not kill nor get killed.”

			in the materially drenched western mind which has the sickly and sickening body surrounded by the material confines, the desire is to preserve the body for the hope that some day the spirit, the breath of life will transform it into a heavenly being in close proximity of god.

			but at the end of illusion is a new illusion, and no symbolic disillusionment would suffice.

			the word meditate is defined as: to consider, study, exercise the mental faculties.  in a programmed living, one is neither required nor allowed such an action.  when one does, one begins to know what is what, how, why and when of all one’s pains and sufferings.  initially, such an act feels painfully impossible, like penance, which, being self-administered, feels twice as hard.  once for trying to do what one is never taught how, and once for not going anywhere, apprehending failure.

			but both the easterners and westerners do experience that things are not what they are propagated to be by the establishment.  and they have also begun to see the mainstream religious thought as the part of the evil empire.  but the conditioning runs deeper than they are willing to admit.  and the grass does seem greener on the other side of the fence.  so the easterners hope to be saved by the sacrifice of a man named jesus who existed in the story book; and the westerners, who don’t feel saved, try out the prescription postures of a sitting that offers them no awakening they have read volumes about.

			the way is only a connecting element.  the moment you take a step away from something, it also draws you into or towards something else.  knowing where to step is also knowing where not to step.  to tap the essence of something one needs to know the whole process called tapping.  whether what one taps is the juice, or the sense out of a situation.  the tapascharya (the char - kar, kriya of the tap, tao) may seem a special gift reserved for the chosen ones at first.  but after giving a tap on the very thought, you will realize that you are not nature’s stepchild.  so what anybody else knows or discovers is not beyond the reach of your understanding.  though it still requires you to wake up (budh means to wake).  for even though as natural as a lion is (tsing tao in chinese.  in both chinese and indian thought, lion and tiger also represent the energy of nature), it is also stated that the deer do not enter the mouth of the lion that is asleep.

			as a child i had sat beside my elders who sat.  nobody had asked me to nor was i told by anybody what it was supposed to do or not do or what it meant.  it was years later that i heard the word for it such as, “children, do not make noise.  uncle is sitting in dhyana.”  but that sitting at home was not mystified such as the forest retreat in thailand made it nor was it ritualized such as the zen monasteries did in japan.

		

	
		
			1971.  ada

			befriended by ada’s wildcat, who would not deliver her litter until i sat beside her box-house i had made for that purpose.  and then she introduced me to her kittens.  and then ada left, leaving the cat behind.

			bob suggested that the cats be taken to the society for prevention of cruelty to animals as i had no place of my own.  in the san francisco trolley cart, the cat knew what i was ignorant of and, so, didn’t want to go.

			at the s.p.c.a. office, the pretty young woman routinely handed me a form to sign, permitting them to “put the cat to sleep” unless someone adopted her.

			that happened in the second month of my arrival in the u.s. in san francisco, and that has never set well in my sense where an understanding happens.  the s.p.c.a.  that redefines the cruelty, and the commercially exploited and reformed desire for the pets; ada’s forcing the cat upon her apartment mates; cat’s blind dependence upon an equally dependent person that i was in that apartment rented by three young women and a young man—all part-time students of zen who had given me shelter.

			...i sliced the cat into about a finger thick, even slices that still held together like a sliced loaf of bread.  and though thoroughly cut (and there was no blood like a bloodlessly clean “shoot out” of an old western movie), the cat moved.  each and every sliced section of her body depicted the motion of life...and i woke up in the pee dee valley.  a couple of days later, the little girl, who was though not at all ever to come near me for my being an “indian” as against her being “an american,” was kidnapped by her own father.

			at the “communion,” nonprofit vegetarian eatery for about two years, i had nearly enabled myself to slice vegetables in neat, even slices that still held together in the shape of the uncut vegetable.  in the beginning it was to amuse me and “impress” the diners.  the kitchen was designed to be in full view as the concept of the wholesomeness of the food intake process from the preparation to the consumption.  and it was so popular that it was heard of even as remotely unvegetarian place as istanbul.  we had a university professor from that city in turkey as a diner who had read about our experiment before she visited san francisco.  it was as if “every meal is a show, every show a meal,” as a “regular” diner put it, and the little girl’s mother had initially come (gone) to the place, heeding her friend’s suggestion that while in san francisco, go to the “communion.”  it’s an experience.  and for the mother, that “experience” generated the domino-effect of the consequences at the pace of a roller coaster; the thrill of which has not yet subsided, not being given to going anywhere except in the known streets and alleys.

			not so infrequently do i dream as if i am experiencing a novel.  i am aware that it is a dream—i am dreaming the events of a novel that is—can be—to be written.  i would write it, but for my utter disgustedness with the newly discovered usage of the medium of writing by the commercial sector, the filler of the affluent gap, the time killer, the escape route of the bourgeois monotony.  thus, though mary zimbalist has convinced me that krishnamurti has indeed been made a familiar name to as unlikely a person as ted kennedy because of the publishing firms like the “harper and row,” she, mary zimbalist, has not convinced me that, therefore, krishnamurti has been “well” read.  chappaquiddick notwithstanding the kennedy.

			with or in the glare of publicity, the attention-seeking urge is an indication that most of the readers of krishnamurti have not read krishnamurti as they would read their bank statements where they read and reread every comma or dot that is placed right or misplaced.

			they know what is what; what is where.  arithmetic is a science (knowledge) of and about the known.  so is the story, a description of the event after the known fact.  a “novel” is an event that, though never happened, is possible, is within the range of the motions of the well greased, well trained limbs of a pedigreed creature.  it is simply a matter of time required in the process of perfection before a catapult becomes a rocket blast to the outer space, once a catapult is invented.

			or why the jains considered the thought to be as responsible as the act that followed it.

		

	
		
			the act of eating

			(from the brochure of san francisco’s popular vegetarian restaurant “communion” printed in 1973.)

			eating is defined as “to take in through the mouth as food: ingest, chew, and swallow in turn.”  most people see it as a voluntary act, and, therefore, the results are numerous, ranging from starving to death to eating to death.  the need to eat is experienced as hunger felt in the stomach.  it activates a flow of interrelated motions - the digestive juices and so forth, until the feeling of hunger is transformed into another peculiar feeling of satisfaction.  what seems to be a voluntary act is not an isolated act and not voluntary at all.  one cannot feel hungry voluntarily.

			nor can one voluntarily eat.  all one can do is simulate the act of eating.  if the motivation, the hunger, is absent, one cannot really be interested in eating.  any disinteresting act needs distractions, so does one talk, read, watch tv, or think things instead of just eat.  none of these activities one has found interesting either.  thus, one pushes things down the throat instead of eating well. thus, one runs the verbal tape instead of talking. thus, one does not see things as they are but interprets them according to one’s culture.  since one cannot produce the feeling of satisfaction, one does not know when to stop.  thus, one overeats and suffers.  the first burp after beginning to eat is the indication that one has had enough.  one’s stomach is full when the air that was in it when it was empty is displaced and comes out.  so many physical and mental diseases stem from indigestion. so one thinks of health, health foods, non-fat and non-cholesterol food products and weight reducing devices.

			it is not just the good food, the so-called well balanced diet taken in a fixed proportion, that is enough for good health.  the important facts of eating are when to eat, what, how, and why to eat.  before one sits down to eat, real hunger, and not the thought of eating, must be felt.  the proportion of intake depends upon one’s physique and physical movements.  whether one is poor or rich, one won’t be in good physical shape unless one has enough physical activity and has digested the food.

			while eating, do not rush.  if the lunch break is too short for relaxed eating, insist that one be given more time.  do not put everything together to make a thick sandwich, thicker than the width of one’s wide-open mouth.  do not take big bites that fill up one’s whole mouth.  it leaves very little room for the jaws to move freely.  what may look attractive in a picture or tv commercial is not necessarily beautiful or practical. cut smaller pieces the size the mouth can easily munch on without feeling suffocated.  eat slowly without forcibly swallowing any unchewed portion that feels hard inside the throat and pushes food particles in between teeth and gums.  do not eat too hot or too cold food, nor take hot and cold food together or one after another.  it affects teeth, gums, throat and the entire digestive system.  do not eat the sweet dish last thinking it to be a “dessert.”  what makes one eat the sweet last is one’s idealized taste that makes one want to maintain the sweet taste in the mouth longer.  in fact, sweet is only one of the six tastes corresponding to six taste glands located inside the mouth.  the spices are not merely for the idealized taste.  apart from stimulating the various glands that release the digestive juices, the spices have nutritional and medicinal values, too.  do not eat more because the food is tasty.  rinse the mouth after eating.  thorough rinsing with warm water is sufficient to remove food particles which might remain in the mouth to cause tooth decay.  too frequent brushing and too much toothpaste destroy the protective enamel on the teeth.  never eat when not knowing what else to do, or feeling frustrated or lonely, or simply because one was invited and felt obliged or shy to deny.

			usually the facts of the act of eating are lost in treating the dining table as a place of social gathering. when one is busy talking, watching tv, reading, or scheming for a new game of gain while eating, the food is not being properly chewed; and the digestive juices are not added before it reaches the stomach.  it is not the stomach alone that digests food just as it is not the eyes alone that see.

			while being served be explicit about the portion.  it will also spare others from the ugly mess of dealing with leftovers on the plate.

			when one is with friends whom one says one loves, one must also be concerned with their well-being.  one cannot distract them from eating when one has supposedly brought them to feed them.  imagine a mother feeding her child and at the same time distracting the child from feeding!  if one distracts one’s friends, then one’s being with them could only be a pretense, a plan for something else. then one is either buying or returning favors for the social game of gains in which food is misused while innumerable others are starving.  avoid unnecessary gossips that are the product of frustrations and habit.  while there are children, one must help them learn the relationship between food and hunger through the proper eating process.

			do not crowd at one table to accommodate the idea of togetherness.  it is very inconvenient to serve and eat at a crowded table.  if the relationship is based upon genuine mutual concern for each other, one won’t be required to give superficial signs of affection, verbal and physical.

			in this society. most people identify themselves with their self-image and eat according to the requirements of this self-image rather than simply eating when hungry.  the self-image exists only in thought--it has no physical organs that can eat, digest, and feel nourished; and the stomach has no face to lose and hence no image to wear.  the stomach can take in and digest only food that was felt as real hunger.  anything eaten for another reason--whether very expensive and very rich in protein or very toned down, low-calorie, low-fat food--will eventually show up on one as extra fat, weight, worries, nightmares, heart and other diseases. tv commercials and ads and billboards lure one’s ignorance to the refrigerator to fetch oneself something to eat or drink “because it is good for you.”  in a society where the whole nation seems like a huge supermarket and where everybody is selling something or other, obviously nobody cares for one’s well-being if oneself doesn’t.  act out of the being rather than out of one’s self-image and see whether any of these physical and mental problems remain.

			when next time inviting someone to dinner, or when being invited, see who is inviting whom, and why. that the quickest way to a man’s heart is through his stomach is known not only by women, heart diseases and other forms of illness know that, too. and not only men have stomachs, women have, too.

			when to eat

			one of the ten precepts observed by the buddha is: “i shall abstain from eating at the wrong time.”  the wrong time for eating is any time when one does not need food.

			before sitting down to eat, the real hunger, and not the thought of eating, must be felt.  the hunger, the need for the bodily fuel, is experienced as a mild gnawing feeling in the stomach.  when one is very hungry, the stomach growls.  children need to eat more often, as their entire physical being is growing; and it takes some food to transform into the growth above and beyond the fuel for the energy required for those playful motions.  at an age when the height reaches its zenith, the physical form stops growing.  thence one needs food for the sustenance and the somewhat reduced motion.

		

	
		
			1976.  gomati

			during my living in the east, the prized western adjective intellectual meant derogatory term.  almost as if the word were a compound word:  in (no) + tell + actual; or intellect:  in (no) + tell + act.  one who neither can tell what is actual nor act accordingly.  so when a siamese monk called me an intellectual, it did not sit well with me.

			i resigned from the northwestern technical university where i was seen to be a “pirate professor” as one of my colleagues told me.  my friend vissutta called me phi thale’, the sea ghost.  i dressed in black and had shoulder length hair and beard.  i wore a big silver earring that jyotibahen had given me.  it was like a dot under the line drawing of ear with ring?  the “what did you say?” on the brochure of my second one-man show i had printed the picture of my right ear.  i am all ears.  and i question every word that i hear.  years later, in arkansas i was encouraging a little girl named lani to do the same.  and it did not sit well with some people.  one day we were out walking and came upon a fat hunter with a big barreled gun.  a squirrel’s tail was sticking out of his jacket pocket.  “what is that?” asked the five-year-old lani.

			“that’s my supper,” said the hunter.

			“look’s like you don’t need to eat,” said lani, pointing at the hunter’s big, fat tummy.

			children are all ears and eyes.  that is why that little boy in the story told the emperor what he saw:  the emperor was stark naked.  the adults first tell children to tell the truth, but when children do, their parents are embarrassed.

			long, long ago i had figured it out this way, and i told to all my listeners, whether friends or students:  you hear me tell a lie.  if you do not confront me, you are a party to my lying.  but if you do, i walk away from you and seek another’s company.  there, too, if i am confronted, i go to the third group.  if everyone i go to refused to put up with my lies, i have no way but to change.

			if things do not change, then we need to go home and stand in front of the mirror.  this time without the shaving kit or the make-up kit.  look in the eyes facing us and ask why?

			the first time i questioned anything publicly did not turn out to be a pleasant happening.  i was about eleven years old and was being initiated into the state of brahmachari (“brahamam charati iti brahmachari:”  one who moves and interacts with and upon brahma, the very ecocentrical existence, is brahachari.)  brahmacharya is translated into english as chastity, which is christian concept of abstinence from conjugal love.  unlike the christian renunciates, the vedic sages see nothing wrong with the female-male relationship.  and some of the vedic rites require the participation of the couple rather than denouncing the other half.  however, the vedic perception of life distinguishes a period of the formal learning from that of the formal years of raising a family.  this fourfold charya>char>chore: -to do, make, move, act was observed in an era when even pope and mother teresa would have been required to support themselves by the way of some meaningful interaction with the natural elements.  what makes an elderly sweet woman become a professional do-gooder is the notion of charity, the giving that is not possible without exploiting and hoarding in the first place.  that is why you never hear of a non-christian mother mira or a brother patel.  you don’t hear because in the non-jewish christian world, nobody is god’s stepchild.  and if you needed a mediator between you and your impulses (needs in their primal form), you have been sitting too long in the student’s seat, listening to a hoard of teachers, preachers, politicians, and writers.

			in the initiation ceremony, my uncle teacher asked me to recite a mantra, a thesis, a koen (man: to think, to know--s. manan:  to think—mananam: cognition, thinking) after him.  it was in sanskrit, and i did not know some words of it.  so i asked him what that mantra meant.  it upset my uncle.  he stopped the ritual and told my father that i had questioned the scripture.  without saying a word, my father slapped me on the face.  i went on a hunger strike.

			at age eighteen, the conflict between my father and me ended when he saw that i did not wear that sacred thread over my shoulder, across the torso.  i was topless, sitting cross-legged, writing in the journal.  father came from behind, picked me up, and threw me out saying, “do not enter the house unless you behave like a son of a brahmana.”

			i did not behave like that, so i never returned to my father’s home.  my father did read all my letters, and he even shared them with his friends and neighbors.  once i received letters from 18 school teachers and the mayor of the town where my father lived, all asking me to return and that they all would help me start the school that is not happening in america.

			i had resigned from the teaching of the duality.  i was eager to have a centre for learning to live without the split and, hence, a curriculum that evolves from the life process that is based on the ecocentrically interdependent notions.  i had arrived at a state of existence where it did not make shocking difference between the night vision and broad day perception of things.  so i was not looking forward to merely acquiring a new script and playing just another role.

			in such a state of being, i had dreams of discussions with buddha and jesus.  the latter never interested me for any thought provoking insight.  all that is known as the christian thought of the new testament existed in the oriental thought.  jesus did not quite understand it, and therefore, he still retained the jewish notion of the chosen people and himself as the shepherd, wanting to herd everybody as if everybody were a captive sheep of the biblical kind, for a sheep in the wild needs no shepherd to be led to the meadows.

			the notion of god as the singular creator and all seeing big eye in the sky, almighty big father is autocratic dictatorship in disguise.  the disguise that enables commander-in-chief to go fishing after ordering his troops to the battleground where people blow each other’s brains out.  more people have been killed in the name of christianity than any other verbal excuse.  and all such killings were ordered or instigated by the preacher who did not even scratch his throat saying prayers for the departed souls of his flock.  he did not lose voice because he invented the mass prayer.  this reminds me of my interaction with a young fisherman.  i was out wandering on the steep cliffs by the white mist of the blue green ocean waves that thrashed on the rocky shore.  after a long walk, i sat down on a dry rock and opened my notebook.  i was about to begin writing about the inviting depth of the ocean, and there he stood behind me, the handsome young fisherman with a grin on his face.  i smiled to him, too.  “write a letter for me,” said he.

			“to whom?”

			“to gomati.”

			“who is gomati?”

			“she is, you know,” he blushed.  i prepared to write, and he began the dictation, “my very, very, the most sweetly dear gomati,” and stopped as he saw me finishing writing even before he finished saying all that.

			he asked me to read to him what i actually wrote which was:  “my dearest gomati.”  he objected to my changing his words and said to write exactly as he dictated.  the young fisherman was correct.  he was not looking for someone to help him express his personal feelings for his particular beloved gomati in a standard literary form as i was familiar to.  love is indeed blind to everything standard about life.  that is why the more educated a person is, the less able he becomes to experience love.  for the formal education reduces the entire existence into a concept of life from conception to death.

		

	
		
			1976.  seeing what is is simple

			after acquiring the land for the residential school project, we thought of a milk cow when we were debating whether the two children in the group needed milk. all the rest of us had grown up drinking milk.  and judith, who was the mother of one child in the group, was a dairy farmer’s daughter.  her daughter’s grandfather on her father’s side was also a dairy farmer.  so we went to the van buren county auction in clinton to get a milk cow.  we saw a heifer, part brahma and part jersey, and fell in love with her.

			“bumpaty bum, bumpaty bum; bum, bum, bum,” sounded the chanty words to david, the young adult of the group.  “come on, one-de-hey, one-de-hey,” sounded the mumble to jeremy, the other five-year-old of our group.  we were bidding without really knowing what was going on.  the auctioneer pointed finger at me and asked if i was still bidding.  so i asked him to “tell me in plain english what was going on.”  the auction ritual stopped, and every eye stared at me.  but the auctioneer did tell me what the bid was.  i added some and got the heifer as a beef cow for 45 cents a pound.

			we named her “geeta” (song in sanskrit) for her crackly little mooing. geeta, being the only creature of her kind, adopted me as her companion, caretaker.  or that, even as a heifer, she was aware that i was the oldest member of the group and also not afraid of her pointed horns that were growing bigger as was geeta.  and she knew what her pointed horns were for.  people in the town told us: “you can’t train a wild bramer.”  but training we were.  first, we kept her in a corral.  then took her out on a halter.  judith’s daughter, lani, who was 5, was the first person to pick ticks off geeta’s udder while geeta stood by the corral barrier with her eyes closed.  geeta appreciated those little helping hands.

			one afternoon, when i was working on the cabin, judith came to me and complained: “while i was out in the field with geeta, she knocked me down.”  judith’s face was red, muddied, and a little bruised.  i called geeta and scolded her.  geeta stood meekly, with her face down.  next time when i took her out in the field to graze, i discovered the reason why geeta had bolted so abruptly, and in the process knocked judith down.  after eating, geeta had lain down in the field.  i was sitting a few feet away from her.  she suddenly sat up and jumped up on her feet and bolted.  i called her to stop and saw what had startled her.  there was a rattlesnake between where geeta was sleeping and where i was seated, at about a snake’s striking distance.  he was warning me about the encroachment that was too close for his comfort.  there i was standing, watching the rattlesnake warning me.  i told him in the nonverbal universal language that in english meant: “okay, you live here. but so do i intend to.  i won’t interfere with your motions and you won’t with mine.  and we will both become aware of each other’s presence and co-exist.  but if you do not believe any of this, then go on rattling until you are tired.  for i am standing here.  i won’t hurt you, and i know you don’t want to hurt me either.”

			after awhile the snake stopped rattling.  he stayed still for a little longer, and then he slipped away gracefully.  a snake’s entire body seems like a single muscle. it is easy to see when it is tense or relaxed.  they are colourful, graceful, and beautiful creatures.  in buddhist philosophy, snakes’ five virtues are considered worth learning:  the concentrated stare, patience, agility, single-minded striking force, and grace, even when tense.

		

	
		
			1978.  the american way of life
(a documentary film project proposed to the public television in 1978)

			the issue

			it would be worthwhile to develop and support programs, courses, and media events that foster a logically sound and, hence, factual universal perspective of what is.  this requires an international co-operation on the part of all educators who are now spending their material and mental resources on developing means and ways that deny or destroy each other.  think of all the brains and resources that will be employed in the weapons industry.

			though it is not popular, the time has come for a moment of pause and retrospection: have we, so far, educated our young to be able to face the new, the unknown with an open, uninhibited mind or have we not passed on to them all our fears and dread of the unknown and crippled their growth in the name of offering them the security of the known? - the known that was offered to us by “euro-centric” science (the term used by mr. soedjatmoko, rector of the u.n. university in tokyo), the common sense that guides all our thoughts and interactions enabling all nations to legalize fighting and require citizens to learn to fight.

			if mankind is not evolving psychologically and inwardly, that is not because it has blossomed to the fullest and has now set upon the downward, decaying path.  in the field of academic inquiry, the seed of knowledge does not seem even to be planted.  it is being tossed around among those who are still trying to improve the old ways, unknowingly and unquestioningly mistaking them for the facts of life. being at the mercy of the funding agencies, both governmental and private, neither established academies dare nor concerned individuals can afford to work on something that seemingly questions the validity of the established ways.  thus, despite the tremendous human potentials, academic researchers churn out only improvisations of the old: the computer is replacing the slow-moving manual counterpart; the heart and other organ transplants are replacing the diseased or weakened organs; chemical fertilizers and farm machinery are replacing the older forms; skyscrapers are replacing the older dwellings, christian beliefs are offered to replace other beliefs; and mx missiles and neutron bombs are offered as the most recent improvement over the slingshot - all in the name of progress. and behind these pretenses modern man hides his fear of the unknown known to him as the fear of losing the known, no matter how much the known is problematical, crude, and cruel.

			thus, though we do not really know our ways of life to be true, we resent and try to stop our young from veering away from the known.  because our elders never encouraged us to inquire and evolve, we grew up thinking that there is nothing new to look forward to.   because we were conditioned to be constantly preoccupied with the idea of “fun”, pleasure, we never had a spare moment to really know or even wonder whether the purpose of life was just to learn to secure an income and then to spend it in ways offered by our society.  we did “modernize” our entertainment industry.  now, instead of telling and listening to stories, we read and see them on the screen. instead of playing games on the ground, now we move electronic dots on the screen; and our academic institutions still serve the same purpose as before, namely to train the young for the need of the society to perpetuate itself.

			what I am proposing is am inquiry, both institutional and individual, into what really is, rather than teaching and learning how to tailor and trim oneself to what is propagated to be.  not as an exercise in futility in the philosophy classes of the idealized philosophers of the past, like plato, etc.; nor in the manner of monks who deified an inquisitor of mind, the buddha; nor in the line of political leaders who only deliver speeches passing the blame on to others for not being able to solve problems, but as a perfectly natural action of the brain’s need to function in an intelligent manner and hence to inquire.

			the inquiry

			except in isolated cases, before the human brain evolves enough to fully function as am organ of reasoning and understanding, the  physical being is already conditioned to fit in a given group in a given location.  beyond the limits of social confinement lurks the unknown that the habitual being cannot comprehend.  this unknown factor is, in most instances, other persons’ or groups’ habitual behaviours that are different from one’s own.  and, as such, are by no means any more valid or stupid than those of one’s own conditioning.  seeing things done in a different way poses a problem for a habitually unobservant mind.  and the difference, if somehow seen as an attractive or more effective alternative to one’s own social means or manners, is then seen as posing a threat of socio-economic disruption.  the single most common example is that of automation replacing manpower.  and then, the more effective foreign-made product replacing the locally produced.  in each instance, its final impact is registered as the loss of a job that was a means of earning a living in a given social set-up.  in as much as the threat was from an outside element affecting the very social set-up, the entire society would fight back, putting aside its ornamental internal differences and proclamations of a united world and the peaceful co-existence of all.  this is the ultimate threat that a local person, society, or government experiences when facing a foreign person, product, society, or government.  not knowing how to respond to the element of attraction in the unknown, they all rely upon the conditioned reaction; escape or deny, avoid or eliminate.  instead of avoiding and fighting the unknown, it is necessary to comprehend it.  maybe it does offer something necessary and vital to our being.  if not, knowing it to be useless, we won’t waste our valuable resources in fearing it.

			the united nations organization is the ultimate proof of the existing distance between two members of the same species, the human beings.  but that general label in the actuality is only an ideological identity, as is the flag of the united nations organization, it flies only at that flag post at the u.n.o., and at u.n. sponsored meetings.  but the member nations do not really associate themselves with that flag and what it stands for.  they come with their own flags and ideals that are rarely similar and mostly outright contradictory.  so far, the u.n.o. has remained only a political entity among foreign nations.

			a foreigner is a person for whom everything is new - geography and landscape, climate and weather, vegetation and inhabitants, their dwellings and dresses, their languages and affairs, and their entire way of life.  and for all of these elements of a given place that person is new.

			when two strangers meet they greet or retreat, embrace or race, and eventually, assimilate or annihilate each other depending upon their perception of each other in relation with their sense of security.  whatever a person’s views and commitments are, in most instances, the results of one’s first lessons in producing a conditioned response.  these lessons are induced in a child’s mind which is yet incapable of discerning true from false.  this conditioning makes the child rush for the safety of the known. and the known is that immediate surrounding in which one is born and raised among only beings and things that had offered one safety and one’s limited basic needs.  thus the persons with whom one spent most of impressionable time of early childhood are one’s kinfolks--the mother, father, siblings, and to successively lesser extents--neighbors, schoolmates, teachers, coworkers, employers, bureaucratic officials, and the various political and cultural ideologies, in that order.  one’s bed, bedroom, home, neighborhood, hometown, district, state, nation, and allied nations are offering the sense of familiarity and security in lesser extents in this order of succession.

			thus a foreigner is a person one is not used to seeing.  everything is strange about that person - the looks, sound of voice, language and thought, speech and actions.  this strangeness is not necessarily beneficial or harmful.  but because one does not know, it is subject to enquiry.  in children not yet subjected to the fear, the element of curiosity is naturally active.  such children are attracted to foreigners.  this curiosity and attraction invoke enquiry.  unless one knows the fact of the matter in one’s own way of life, one is incapable of knowing that of a stranger’s way of life.  ignorance leads to fear and ignites defenses and offenses resulting in misery and death.

			this is how those who have ventured out from one’s own familiar surrounding in order to have more room have projected their habitual thought, speech and actions upon the new, the foreign element - be it a place and its climate, or a person and his way of life.  the reception of the new, the foreign thing or being is equally dependent upon the native person’s understanding and ability to act.  the united state’s official celebration of bicentennial was thus an admission of willing ignorance of the existence of the american indians whom the then foreigner but now native americans annihilated.  why?

			a familiar place is home and a familiar face is a friend.  even a familiar pain feels more painful to depart from.  patients kept in awkward positions then feel awkward to act normal, natural.   this finding safety in familiarity becomes an underlying factor in a culture, molding its thoughts and practices.  thus, chinese, who do not have romanticized useful relationship between a shepherd and dog, eat dog, unlike europeans who were once sheep raisers, or vegetarian indians would revere cow as a mother for her milk and for her very useful existence - bull is a tractor and their dung is source of methane gas energy and rich fertilizer and after their death, their skin, horns and bones are transformed into shoes, combs and other things of use.  this useful familiarity is so ingrained in a traditional way of thinking that every culture reflects it in its religious and legal taboos.  it defines a killing of a familiar being as a crime.  thus persons who are warned against killing their fellow countrymen are trained to view the other side as “enemy”, an “evil”, a “gook”, a “chimera”, or any such name that would sound as strange as possible so that their biological similarities are ignored from the soldier’s perception enabling him to shoot and kill.  culturally and racially, europeans and westerners have felt more comfortable and united when fighting the east whose people are not “white.”

			the theme of this programme is the way of life of american people.  what they think, what they speak, and what they do.  why, how, and when they think, speak and do. thus the proposal encompasses the entire realm of life with its varied movements ranging between birth and death. each aspect of life will be a topic of a one-hour presentation to be shown once a month.

			thus, this programme, “the foreigner”, is proposed as the pilot for a series of some fifteen presentations.  “the foreigner” will provide a basic outline of the programmes to be followed, not so much as a condensed preview of the forthcoming programmes, but rather an indication of the vastness of the area of perception lying ahead.

			since motion is a significant character of life, a way of life is a way of doing things in a given manner in a given area.  life encompasses every activity between its conception and termination, including the why of both. thus the series, “from the eyes of a foreigner”, is in the form of an audio-visual presentation of the american way of life that most americans live, habitually, and with a taken-for-granted attitude that it has been so and is going to be so, forever.

			through this presentation, an attempt is made to communicate with the people of the united states to bring into their awareness the ever expanding problem of war among people. the citizens of the u.s.a., like most people of the world, have been conditioned to view their way of life as the only true way, and to see any different way only in terms of a threat to the survival of their own. hence people are trained to actively participate in the act of destruction. the neo-nazi party and ku klux klan that advocate white supremacy, can be seen as constitutional right of people only in the u.s.a.

			the pilot, “the foreigner”, presents, first of all, the question: what is the object of their fear? what is it in a foreigner that disrupts their usual way of doing things? is it in the foreign person or thing, or is the sense of fear within oneself? obviously, the ways of war have not spared a single nation from the ultimate self-destruction. the mighty civilizations of antiquity have returned to dust and the lesson of vietnam war has been that the sheer strength does not help.

			in  a time when a journey to the moon is no longer than a travel between two places in some remote parts of earth, it is now of utmost importance that we understand our own ways of life in the light of truth rather than treating things and beings in a habitual way. much more so when our thought, speech and actions are hurting ourselves and others without any reason and without intention to hurt.

			the need to know is ever present in an organism that is always inter-related with everything and being around one. one may not be aware of this interdependence until one of the member elements stops functioning or is absent. a broken down thing of use, a falling out of a relation or a death of a known person disrupts one’s course of action. similarly, when seeing someone doing things differently causes a disruption in one’s practiced way one begins with a question: why? but the very question is often times produced by the fear of losing the known way of doing things.

			thus, the purpose of the programme is to provide americans a situation in which to view themselves in thought, speech and action through the eyes of a person who was called a foreigner even in his own native place. seeing oneself from the eyes of another person enables one an impersonal and impartial perception.  especially when the viewer’s intention is not to blame or praise, but is simply to encourage others to see without an interpretation of any kind, social political or religious.  the foreigner is neither an enemy nor an ally, for both the enmity and alliance develop later when both begin to fear each other. the purpose of this perception is neither to please nor frighten the viewer. rather, the viewers are urged to review their own words, actions, and reasons without any sense of identity acquired from an activity and thus, after separating the idealized doer from the deed, view the action as it is.

			since people abroad and americans at home are led to believe that america is the land of science, and since science deals with the principles of truth that govern all branches of skills and knowledge, this programme invites the viewer to stop behaving as a native born, habitual american and give up the ideological identity, so that in the next hour of viewing the american way of life, the viewer oneself is the foreigner, a person for whom everything is new, unknown, and which requires a serious enquiry into what really is.

			the audience of the programme is primarily the american people. on a global level it will be of interest and value to all developed and developing countries. the programme encompasses a broad age interest - high school through adult.

			the programme is designed for broadcast use by public television as well as in-house use by schools and institutions of higher learning and other educational organizations.  in order to make the most of the educational value of the programme, it is planned that an introductory writing be published in the t.v. guide and/or newspapers explaining the respective theme of the monthly presentation to enable the viewer to grasp the subject, and even to participate in the programme by writing what one felt. transcripts will also be made available of each presentation and further correspondence will be encouraged for the genuine enquirer.

			  1.  conception - birth

			  2.  upbringing - education

			  3.  work

			  4.  interpersonal relationship

			  5.  urban life

			  6.  government

			  7.  crime and punishment

			  8.  entertainment

			  9.  thought - religion

			10.  death - last rites

			11.  person and nature

			12.  the new world in the old world

		

	
		
			1978.  my four-legged cousins

			[image: deer-2a]

			i have never accepted the idea that a captive animal is for education.  all you can observe in that wretched animal is how an imprisoned creature passes its time behind the bars, pacing and rubbing off its shiny fur, becoming mangy and miserable.  so with the art school when i went to the zoo in the next compound, i tried to comfort these animals, and they would recognize me.  deer, monkeys, bears, lions, and tigers, all would come to me.  i would step inside the guard rail and pat them through the bars.  i would tell my schoolmates to do the same.  but none of them believed that these caged beings could feel on which side was their visitor, their side or on the captor’s side.

			i do not “learn” from animals for i am myself one of the animals, a fellow habitant of the earth.  and like them, when feeling the societal bars that limit my moves, i, too, pace the earth and get scarred wherever rubbed, physically and inwardly.  but i still maintain the conscience of being a natural being, as spirited and even trapped as are some of my four-legged cousins.

			... i visited the striped one in her cage.  she had two cubs who were reaching their mother’s height but still mewed and did not grunt in the textured deep gr-r-r-r where you can count each r as it vibrated your bones.  one of the cubs that was perched on the cage door jumped on me.  i stepped aside.  the mother, who was asleep, sat up and groaned, telling the little one to back off.  then she turned her face towards me and said, “you should have alerted me before making a different move.  for these little ones, too, move with the same energy force that you and i move with.”

			i woke up thinking of the dream i had of a tiger carrying away the little girl who came to our group with her mother.  a few days after the dream, the little girl’s father, who was a preacher, kidnapped his own daughter, while pretending to come on a friendly visit.

			the miscommunication at work.  for the young mother had discussed with me that in view of our dwindling material resources, it would be better if her daughter went to live with her father.  so when he came for the unannounced visit, the dream of the tiger carrying the girl away did trigger a thought: “has he come to take the girl away?”  but then i thought it over: “he is a christian preacher.  he would not do something stupid like that.”  but he did.  and not just the young mother, all in the group experienced the aftereffects that keep on vibrating, generating waves of aftershock, one after another, spreading in every direction.

			and i realize that in the interwoven fabric of ecological existence, at every crossing thread of warf and weft, there is the up and down, hide and seek of the thread forming the layer called cloth.

			reminding me that i am, by all means, a co-creator as well as co-created, simultaneously, not unlike the shoreline that shapes the ocean waves that form the shoreline.

			[image: ]

		

	
		
			1983   getting off

			i was walking on a trail through meadowy slopes of gently rolling hills of many shades of green, yellow, and brown.  there was still some pinkish glow left in the eastern sky lined with hills.  the sun was just behind the horizon.

			i heard the heavy footsteps from behind.  i turned around and saw a big brown horse walking towards me.  the horse walked past me and kept on walking.

			and then, he stopped abruptly, turned his face in my direction and said, “looks like we are both going in the same direction for awhile.  i am big and fast.  would you like a ride?”

			“okay,” i said and walked unto him and sat on his big, round back. the horse started walking again.  he took but a few steps and stopped again.  turning his head towards me he said, “mind you, i am giving you only a ride.  just don’t form a habit of sitting on me.”  saying so, he smiled, showing his yellowed teeth.  and then he walked.

			we went some distance, and the trail forked.  he stopped and said, “now, i know you are not going where i am going.  so get off.”  he was stern and direct in his statements and gentle in approach.  i got off, and we both walked away in different directions

			[image: ]

		

	
		
			comments and suggestions to governor bill clinton for preparing arkansas for 21st century

			your proposal is more for preparing the 21st century to accommodate a people who are used to living in a timeless tradition.

			neither your report nor mr. sam walton’s “pursuit of excellence” takes into consideration the deteriorating quality of life.  i am not aware of any educator’s proposal for an experimental school (except for one proposed by span) that bases its curriculum on eco-centric motions of life, rather than the traditional ego-centric notion, invariably breeding for ever the socio-economic fear of insecurity; and education becoming only a poor formula of how to escape from that fear.

			the 21st century is only 12 years away, which is merely a game of figures.  what will it change?  if you can make the adults of arkansas, both teachers and parents, somehow aware of the folly of the divisions—political, religious, ideological, racial, and economical—in 12 years we may have a really natural state.  otherwise, we would be still boring our children with our wishful thinking in the name of education.

		

	
		
			1987.  the snakes real and imagined

			there was a reluctant copperhead  who had coiled up under the plywood, apparently to sleep through the winter months.  i lifted a corner of the plywood, just a little bit first, to allow for such an occupant not to be startled.  and i saw him.  i put the plywood down, gently.  and used another plywood to build the form for the bridge foundation.  in the afternoon, i lifted the plywood to check.  he was still there.

			the next day, the concrete mixer’s truck went over the side of that plywood.  again i checked.  he was unharmed and had moved closer to a dead wood stump on which the plywood had rested, leaving a little room for the snake to snuggle in.  he moved his head but did not seem ready to leave the space. charlie, the welder, said, “since the snake is in your place, he is safe.  he would be dead if he were on my property.”

			another trip of the concrete mixer truck ran over the plywood but the copperhead was still alive and sleeping.  but since our activity was to increase near the snake’s abode, i decided to move him a bit away for his own good.  so i lifted up the plywood and pulled it away from the snake.  now he was fully exposed in the sun that didn’t feel particularly warm.  reluctantly, he dragged himself out from the warm spot and went under the bushes.

			that was a week ago.  last morning i came upon a snake skin that must have been cast a month ago.  about a meter and half long and thicker than my wrist in diameter.

			as the weather is cooling, i make a conscious effort to close the door and window of the pick-up to not pick up extra passengers--snakes, spiders, wasps, bees, sweat bees.  but then the truck has been struck on its side.  now there is a hole near the door.

			... and when i arrived, the waters in the creek were rising.  where i parked the pickup, the ground was under shallow waters.  as i was just beginning to think of the snakes who must scramble for the dry ground, i noticed one coming in through the opening of the gas pedal.  only a shadow’s thickness away from my foot.

			i tried to lift up my foot, but it felt frozen.  i must have been scared stiff, like in a nightmare.  it was the one whose skin i saw.  or was as big.  he came in the cab; his nose almost rubbed against my pants at the knee.

			why am i afraid?  i tried to reason away my frigid state of being.  though aware of my presence, the snake was not concerned with me.  he was looking for his way out, and he found that hole that was caused by the unknown accident.  he slipped out of the cab and into the muddying waters.

			why was i so scared of the snake?  the question disturbed me heavily, enough to wake me up.

			in my real encounters with snakes, my recognition of snakes does not become a frightful thought, and so the response is spontaneous--i let them be where they are.  i even take an extra step or two to go around them.  or ask them to do so if i needed that very space that was not made for them.  as a naughty indian boy, i have caught cobras when by mistake they came inside the home, and later on, in my studio space at the baroda university art school.  and i have always sensed their presence before seeing them.  or rather looking to see where they are.  the last time i saw a king cobra was on the island where i had lived for some time.  my companion told our host about the cobra.  the host went over there where the king cobra was still basking in the sun and killed him with a shot gun.  that was a 12 foot long king cobra.
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			1989.

			in the blink of eyes elapsed a span of 300 full moons, and i was at the wheatberry international vegetarian eatery at the rush hour.  all seats were taken, and all cushions in the oriental dining section were occupied.

			it’s there that i rest for about four hours at night, and sometimes even less or not rest at all.  but this time, the eyelids were heavy with sleep.  “why don’t you close your eyes for a while?” someone suggested.

			“it seems my eyelids are connected with the entrance door of this place,” i observed. “i can’t close one without the other closing simultaneously.”

			i had injured my eye some fifteen years ago, when mending the road to the newly acquired place.  a red curtain of blood came down, and i lost the sight in the left eye.  little lani guided me home.  judith took me to the van buren county hospital emergency ward.  there i stood for 22 minutes with blood still dripping from my eye.  but nobody treated me.  i asked judith to take me home.  i washed my eye with the creek water and tied a clean bandage.  for the next three months, my left eye stayed shut.  i must have looked miserable with the painful throbs in the eye.  lani would sit next to me and rest my head in her little lap.  she would try to make my hurt go away with her gentle fingers on my forehead.

			the wound healed. the vision came back.  for a while at first i would see only the glow of light.  but then i began to see clearly.

			a friend took me to their home so that i may rest my eyes. their home is a house to so many valuable household things--appliances, furniture and antiques, that there was about as much space in their living room as there was in the one-room railway quarter of my parents’ home, made crowded with the family members during the rainy nights.  we all had to fit in the room to sleep dry.  at other nights, we all slept outside under the vast sky that appeared crowded with the enumerable stars and the moon.

			the british designed and managed state railway of junagadh.  my father had been working as a goods clerk at the “godam;” the goods office you go down to from the office of william saab the station master.  his bungalow was in a 20 hectare fenced garden.  his assistant, an indian, was given two-room quarters next to our own one room.

			at equal distance from both the station master’s office and godam, was a row of railway quarters.  we lived in one at the far end, beside the barbed wire fence of the vast compound of the bungalow of thurlo saab, the man who always gave us the chocolates but never allowed us inside the front door.  mr. thurlo was single and had an indian mistress named kamala.  all the english men knew me as the son of the brahmana goods clerk addressed as gor bapa (guru father) by the indian “coolies” and the business community.

			the unit ‘H’ that housed our family of nine: father, mother, three sisters, and six brothers, was a one room house with a small kitchen and a walled open space between the room and the kitchen.  except for the rainy nights, we all slept outside on macramé beds woven around wooden frame on four wooden legs.

			... this particular night when i returned “home,” i was very sleepy.  as it was a rainy night, all had to be inside, side by side under one roof; and somehow, there was no space for me to lie down and stretch...

			then i was in a meeting hall.  there were both the presidential candidates in the same meeting hall.  we were discussing the homeless.  buddha and christ were homeless.  i have no home either.  those who have no place to sleep must some times keep awake so as to let the place be empty.  i suggested to them that the state must invite architects to redesign the interiors of the public buildings to accommodate the folding beds and shower booths that can be tucked away during the other usages of such buildings. 

			the taj mahal, state capitols, the capitol hill, museums, churches, schools, banks, and public buildings, townhouses, libraries are vacant for most of every day.  and these are the most expensive buildings.
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			1989.  the unknown may be joyful, but is not pleasurable known.

			i slept til about 3 in the afternoon and woke up wondering why the elderly, fat woman in the dream did not want to be helped in overcoming the grief caused by the death of her relative who lived in the same building.

			it seemed that she wanted to be seen grieving.  there were a few other women and men gathered in the other part of the building.  they were all mourning in a melodious wail.

			the one who died wasn’t listening.  one doesn’t cry for oneself either, for, being grief stricken, one cannot help oneself.  crying, then, must be for the sake of crying for help; and that help would come from the only persons who are needing help.  one who can almost make up for what was lost.  the fat, old woman saw that i would never become one of them and, therefore, would not replace the person she lost.  she was crying for the replacement of the missing component that would allow her to continue living the way she knew how.  she wasn’t looking for any change in her living.

			they all knew me as a stranger, knowing not anything about my living except that it is totally unlike their living.  the woman seemed eager to continue crying in the company of mourners.  she even appeared relieved to get away from the all encompassing state of nothingness that she felt as if i was awakening in her.

		

	
		
			1988.  a proposal for prison reform

			this proposal, first published in 1988, had been offered to bill clinton, the governor of the state of arkansas and to mario cuomo, governor of new york state.

			the subject: a proposal for creating a situation in which prisoners can change radically, outwardly as well as inwardly, by learning to respond intelligently rather than reacting habitually to the fear of insecurity.

			the problem:

			transforming prisoners requires changing the society’s conditioned notion of crime and punishment.  it questions the validity of labeling, of fixing identities, and pigeon-holing persons.  it is the colloquial version of the almost mystical term, the name-form relationship of both the eastern and greek philosophies: one who oversees the work of the nation is the president; one who acts is an actor; one who kills is a killer.  all work related identities require the continuity of the work.  the editor must keep on editing, the actor acting, the president presiding, and the killer killing.  mr. reagan gave up his acting career decades ago, and yet, his critics refuse to acknowledge the present. or, even if the person may be rotting in the solitary cell of prison for many a year, he is seen as a killer.  this reflects the society’s misperception rather than a fault of mr. reagan, currently residing in the white house, or of a prisoner, currently confined in a cell.  actors are thought to be dull-witted, and prisons are the warehouses for those who are thought to be dangerously cruel persons.

			the mystifying element in the name-form distinction is the misperception; what is is different from what one thinks it to be, or likes it to be.  perception of what is is always direct since it exists outside of the thought patterns which are conflicting.

			the law and order are the products of thought--the thought arising from the primitive fear of insecurity at the sight of something different.  it projects the defense mechanism: the weaker animals hide or run, the stronger ones attack to guard what they are used to.  a person in plight cannot think cohesively nor are the fear-induced thoughts logical.  because the bulk of law and order is the product of the defense mechanism, it is different from place to place and is often conflicting in nature.  it is the same regarding the other aspects of life: food, shelter, clothing, work, and the concept of the ultimate ancestor, all products of thought arising from the fear of insecurity. and a thought-out fear, the “what if,” is unreal, though most of the human activities in the urban culture have sprung from it.

			from the very beginning of the notion of law and order, prisons were created as the warehouses for those who were unable to obey the law of the land--the land that was fenced by the brute force or the conniving skill of greedy merchants or those who would prostitute their strength in return for the material security from the above two.  together this trio invented the idea of possession as a protection against the fear of insecurity.  in turn, it developed into an artificial need for keeping others away from one’s possessions, material and ideal.  since nature does not depend upon man-made laws, all laws that try to eradicate or limit the natural order are despised and defied, no matter how strict or severe the punishment.  the bulk of codes of conduct written by man is unintelligent as it tries to accomplish what has never been possible, despite the reign of terror.  if the prostitution of the technological brains has produced the nuclear weapons and modern gadgetry of the torture chamber in the modern day prison, so, too, the intelligent disapproval of the brute force as the judging standard has grown in magnitude from a fearful private sigh over the agonies of a suffering soul in the dark dungeon to a well organized protest born of the collective intelligence which is logical, ethical and ecological.  the reason that its growth corresponds with the rate of literacy.

			what is not necessary is a waste.  what is wasted is creating serious consequences in the ecological process of life in which there is no exception to the nature of things.

			thus, human warehouses are a waste of natural resources in human forms as well as in material and non-material forms.  the operating expenses are a burden on the taxpayers; many of whom do not earn as much as is spent on every prisoner.  the non-material form is the loss of the human potentials of prisoners as well as of the guards.

			society institutionalizes violence as the mode of behavior through the overt and covert wars and the defense industry producing the tools of violence and through the department of justice with its violent warehouses for humans.  such a society eventually falls prey to the very violence it promotes.  soldiers and police, who are taught to kill, eventually bring home the message of power and the elimination of the opposition.  society may not offer them medals for “unauthorized” killing, but it learns to respect the powerful image; and the respect is but a form of fear.

			the society that provides for and sanctions such a violent way of life loses the creative innocence and the compassionate concern for the human cause.  without these qualities the human existence becomes the cruel game of survival of the ideological fittest in which the dissenters are systematically disposed of in fear of the insecurity of the unknown.

			by its very nature, a society formed of thoughts about what things are becomes blind to what really is.  to such a society living becomes a prescribed list of do-s and don’ts.  the judiciary branch of government is practically an autonomous group of people that interprets the law of the land and renders justice according to the wishes of a judge or a panel of judges or a jury.  a federal judgeship is a lifetime appointment that enables a judge to become arrogant and dull-witted with the passage of time in which all happenings are reduced to a make-believe reoccurrence of the past.  chancery judges acquire power from the people who elect them.  in either case, judges are the former lawyers who have represented either of the two feuding sides for money and not for helping find the truth.  there was nothing in their legal training of the adversary system that prepared a lawyer-turned judge to objectively look for the fact of a given matter:  what, how, when, why.  the jury system makes it even cruder.  a number of people picked at random may represent popular will but not justice.  the jury, not trained in sorting out facts from the cunning game of arguments, follows one among them who appears to be a little more knowledgeable.  it is ironic that in the age of minute expertise the society relies upon the unprepared members of the jury and former lawyers in determining the grave issues in which people are actually sent to their graves or are buried alive in the grave situations of prisons.

			there is not “yes” or “no” nor “innocent” or “guilty” as the single answer to every question.  and hence, there is no justice possible in the present system.  hence, first it must be recognized that the present system of justice is improper as a tool for righting the wrong which is a complex social question ultimately questioning the very way of life.  in the identity-oriented lifestyle of the society, even if the judge sleeps or doodles on paper instead of admitting that the whole system is boringly useless, he is still the presiding judge.  and more money brings a better lawyer, and a better lawyer wins the case.  prisons are the warehouses for those whose cases are lost, not necessarily by their own deed.  some of them are wrongfully accused.  some are victims of the judge’s, lawyer’s, or society’s grudges against the selection of the victim rather than the crime itself.  such as, there is a stigma against killing police or a black man raping a white woman receives more severe punishment than a white man raping a black woman.  and, all of them in general are victims of the collective ignorance that keeps punishing those who are caught misfunctioning, even though unintentionally, or not being able to avoid it short of suicide. and, in some societies, even suicide is a punishable crime.

			the society at large is a fragmented entity.  all its fragments draw from each other but benefit only separately.  the educational and various governmental bureaucracies, the commercial sector and the service industry depend upon the consumer group but treat the consumer the worst.  bureaucrats are halfway between public servants and leaders.  and, with the increasing loss of the sense of direction, or the sense of going nowhere, the bureaucratic notions are all the more determining factors in the human affairs.

			if judges fall asleep on the bench or doodle on paper when feeling bored, the bureaucrats of prisons frequently take it out on the prisoners, though this form of abuse is not the official form of punishment which the judge, jury, or the society at large have in mind for the prisoner.

			child abuse, spouse abuse, and prisoner abuse are not three isolated, unrelated forms.  they are but a few of the unacknowledged ills of the underdeveloped minds of the otherwise technologically advanced human society.  child abuse creates an inhibited mind that brings about a lasting preoccupation with self-defense.  it is real at first, but later on, in an adult it still operates from those childish perspectives.  adults seeking positions of physical power, soldiers, policemen, judges, and their crude counterparts, the violent thugs and rebels, are the persons who were abused children.  and now, as adults, they are reacting to those subtle or socially accepted abuses that subjected them to the horrors of life as children.

			the bulk of the human society lives in the animal fashion who dare not venture into the unknown for fear of insecurity.  if prolonged, this fear can retard or even destroy the ability to think and reason.  the outcome is the illusion of a secure comfortable living while actually engaging in self-destructive acts.  drugs, alcohol, overeating, prolonged fasting, and tv and other forms of entertaining escapes are early signs.

			in the animal world all forms of insecurity are physical, obvious; and animals try to overcome them by physically acting.  man’s fears arise from physical factors as well as from the psychological factors or the thought mechanism.  and then, man creates psychological pain from the physical form; and the physical pain from the psychological form.

			for a man of this society, the pure physical sense of insecurity is an issue that is a lost chapter from the exhaustive study of social science.  it is viewed as an anti-social ideology.  the nationalized society rarely tolerates a study that is critical of its very foundation.  thus, within the frame of this social structure, the man of society feels secure when his identity is recognized by the people around him.  (though women constitute a slight majority in this society, they are still acting for, or reacting to, man’s idea of life.  hence, they inherit man’s problems unwittingly.)

			parents may be well-known educators, sociologists, leaders, judges, etc., but are afraid of rejection from their growing children.  and, despite the concerted efforts of glamorous and action-filled movies depicting bravery, soldiers, police, prison officials are not highly regarded in the society.  nor is a judge, lawyer or a juror or a professional counselor sought after for insight in the day-to-day matters concerning immediate members of society.  this form of avoidance or denial from the immediate members creates the sense of insecurity commonly known as loneliness.  people react to this fear more than any other form of fear.  by training and habit, man is violent in expression of his fears.  he tries to ward off the fear through the use of force.  parents and teachers beat up the children, and spouses are beaten up in want of recognition.

			a frightened man does not think or act intelligently, and so his sense of security associated with the idea of the show of power and punishment is expressed at the expense of the weaker ones around.  the children, spouses, and prisoners constitute the three largest groups who cannot fight back and, knowing so, they are preyed upon.

			when a number of people migrate for food to distant lands, they carry with them the knowledge of the parent group.  beyond that, they regress in understanding of life and other matters driven by the fear of the unknown in their new surrounding.  fear breeds a violent mode.  they subdue or kill the strangers’ thinking that otherwise the others will do so to them.  this is why there is more violence in the new world than in europe.  the vastness of land enabled them to revert to the mentality of the hunting age in which man stood better chances if alone or in loose association of small groups.  this enabled the ethnic europeans the comfortable distance from each other. also, since they are not the descendants of the same group, they came with inherent dislikes or disapproval of each other.

			almost without exception, all the discoveries and inventions made on this continent were authored by foreigners of recent times who came here, not in search of security, but knowledge. still, the now native majority of americans laud only those inventors who appeal to their sense of security.  they praise and promote only discoveries that are violent in nature and exploitative in purpose.

			the masses of the otherwise resourceful society need to be made aware that since the significant step from the hunting tribes to the agricultural community has already been taken, it is inevitable that all persons be afforded equanimity of existence.  that is not an end in itself, but rather the beginning of an era of the living of human beings as a society.  all other species, including the primitive human societies, are not infested with the ills of modern society.  among them the items of basic necessities are common rather than for grabs.  this frees them to evolve as very well organized societies.  in absence of the fear of insecurity, both physical and psychological, human beings may develop yet a different order of harmonious relationship based upon the awareness of the interdependence among all nature’s elements.

			the problem from the perspective of this proposal is to somehow make every member of the judicial branch recognize one’s role in the perpetuation of the ill that haunts each and every member of the society.  recognition follows the need to search for the remedy.  those who presently feel comfortable with the prison industry by making a living as police, guards, officials, judges, lawyers, as well as builders and suppliers of the prison gadgets and goods, are not eager for any change that takes away their source of earning a living and their niche in the socioeconomic structure of this society.

			thus, the problem seems impossible to comprehend by the social minds who are in positions to pass this off as a proposal for a utopia.

			the approach preliminary (inward):

			first of all, this proposal needs to be discussed with the prisoners.  for this purpose, a series of interview/conferences will need to be arranged with those prisoners who write, think, and express their concerns beyond their personal grudges.  there must be among them the death row inmates, first time minor offenders, the so-called chronic offenders, and the inmates of both genders, young and old.

			interviews will be held in the prison facilities, in the beginning, and will be at first on a one-to-one basis, then in progressively larger groups.  these meetings will be held on an alternate day basis, requesting them to reflect on the matter during the intermediate days.  approximately 10-15 such sessions will be needed.  the program coordinator intends to spend entire days interviewing prisoners one by one, with each session lasting about an hour and a half.  this way he shall be able to communicate with about 15 prisoners in the first three days.  after that, the sessions will be in groups of three to five persons, extending up to not more than 40.  for, unless the program coordinator meets an exceptional person or two within or without the prison community who can help him, 40 is the maximum number of persons he can work with maintaining a link on a one-to-one basis.  at the end of the first year, we will be able to extend this proposal to every prisoner, everywhere.  the purpose of these meetings is to familiarize everyone with the proposal and with each other in relation with the proposed work.  within a week after the last meeting, the final verbal form of the proposal will be drafted and offered to the governor.

			in all these meetings with the prisoners and the government, the wholesomeness of the human existence will be emphasized: no one exists all alone, and nothing that one does is an isolated event.  this being the fact, no ill, whether drunk driving or the nuclear proliferation or human warehousing can be understood and remedied without questioning the very source whence they arise--the society, the way of life of the society.

			thus, the significant aspect of this proposal is the inquiry into the unknown in the prisoners’ perspective of life--the unknown which is perceived by a habitual mind as the fear of losing the known, no matter how painful and problematical.  this inquiry, when conducted properly, generates no feeling of shame or remorse.  even these feelings of shame and remorse are the products of fear.  having done something disagreeable, one invents such forms to escape the punishment.  when the purpose of such inquiry is to understand what went wrong, rather than looking for scapegoats, it brings about a clarity of the perception of what is.  the understanding is instantaneous; it is only the material process that has a schedule of events.

			the approach (outward):

			in the totality of the life process there is no distinction such as inward and outward.  all such distinctions arise when there is an external element preventing the natural course of action that follows in response to what is perceived, such as the fetching of water follows the realization of thirst or one falls asleep the moment one feels the need to sleep.

			thus, this proposal can be talked about only in absence of such direct link between perception and response.  and it must not be viewed as mere physical facilities for the purpose of dwelling, work, rest, and recreation of the reforming prisoners.

			the purpose of this proposal is not to rehabilitate a number of prisoners into a secured area, and thus unwittingly create a workforce of pariahs.  nor does the process end with the transformation of the prisoners into intelligent, aware, caring human beings.  what is set into motion and what constitutes the ecological elements, both material and non-material, evolves.

			since motion is a significant characteristic of life, and all forms are interdependent in the ecosystem, the human motions will have to be harmoniously interrelated.  all motions of life are purposeful.  what makes one motion an act of creation and another an act of destruction is the state of mind of the doer.  a mind that is free of inhibitions will not indulge in thoughts or acts of destruction.  all inventions of the weapons and schemes of destruction are the products of the frightened brains in search of the personal socioeconomic security.

			hence, this proposal cannot create a work program that offers the socio-economic security to the participants.  rather, it questions such a practice since it has never made anyone safe and secure for all one’s life.  besides, the society would not benefit from the act of removal of 40, or even all, prisoners if they are going to be replaced with new prisoners.

			to negate violence one must not negate the weapons, but that for which the weapons are made, the idea of protection.  since all attacks originate from the notion of insecurity, real or imagined, one must find out if it is possible to create a situation in which no one lacks in the essentials of life.  thus, before the notion of protection of one’s possessions progresses into the codes of conduct: “thou shalt not steal,” and labeling one a thief, and punishing, it is equally necessary to find out if a person who is intelligently aware and caring would ever want to possess.  all these aspects of life must be inherent in one’s thought, speech, and actions.  the motions work, rest, and inquiry thus become inseparable from each other.

			thus, the forms of work would be only those that are the intelligent responses to the actual needs of the human beings rather than the cosmetic extras that waste the precious resources of the earth.

			the participating individuals will operate small-scale cottage industries that produce things of actual use according to the individual customer’s precise need, rather than theoretically reducing everyone into the standard sizes that machines produce.  such products are always a little bit too large or too small, and the customers are expected to tailor their need according to the available sizes and remain dissatisfied.

			the operation will be equipped with the tools that are energy efficient and ecological.  approximately 5-7 persons will work in a work shed of one kind.  there will be about 5 work sheds making that many different items of use, each one custom made.  and there will be organic farm and the organic food products for the use of the residents and for the nearby community.

			women’s and men’s single unit quarters will be at a safe distance from each other to provide privacy and to prevent mishaps.  but beyond that, as the work has no gender, the workers will work together and participate in common activities.

			the notion of comparison will be absent, not only between the genders, but also among the work areas.  comparison breeds competition, and results are jealousy, fights, and violence.  in the totality of life there can be no exclusion of either of the genders.  any artificial exclusion produces the homosexual tendencies in both genders, much the same as the artificial togetherness has produced the promiscuity, pills, teenage pregnancies, abortions, and diseases.

			likewise, the non-competitive games and sports will be encouraged and introduced from around the world, particularly from the rural societies that interact and work with nature rather than compete with others.  they rest and play differently.  eventually new games may evolve.

			there will also be the facilities for the classroom learning and research concerning a science of wholesome living; an auditorium to accommodate talks, seminars and shows of documentary films; a guest house; and a printing press to publish a journal of social science based upon the firsthand experience of the nature of change.  architectural plans and detail will be provided after the initial acceptance of this proposal.

			the commitment to the proposed work

			initially, the participating prisoners will be asked to give the minimum amount of time that they would otherwise serve in prisons.  prisoners without parole and the death row inmates will have no such options.  they will not be treated differently in any other way.  they all will learn skills and work in work sheds.  they will also teach skill to other inmates and the students from nearby schools.  they will help the outgoing residents set up cooperative workshops and promote the work of meaningful social change through lecture, example, and publication.

			in case of prisoners who are married and who have children, a careful study would be made to see if their children are suffering from the socio-economic consequences of their parent’s imprisonment.  likewise, a study would be made of the victim’s children’s problems.  a fund would be setup to provide the necessary help towards the upbringing of these children.  this fund will be regarded as a necessary aspect of the proposal and, therefore, the allocated amount as part of the operating expense.  for, had the misdeed not occurred, no children would be experiencing the socio-economic ills, victims’ or the victimizers’.

			the co-operative would be non-profit and all its net income will be used for the improvement of the quality of life throughout inquiry, education, and dissemination of the factual observations regarding a living that is practically devoid of those misconceptions that produced the sick society.

			the cooperative would serve the society not in the form of individual income taxes, but in more urgent, direct forms, such as the production of custom made necessary things of use, and through the research in the innovative forms of work, play and the ecologically wholesome living, through workshop, seminar, publication, and example.

			cooperative nature of the proposal

			in order to function as a true cooperative, there will be no position higher or lower than the rest.  all work areas will be operated and cared for by the participating inmates.  nobody will be given any privileges that are not available to the rest of the residents.

			no outside person will be appointed, particularly in the administrative aspects of work, such as director, secretary, accountant, etc., in order not to create the psychological segregation in which the participating prisoners would otherwise end up with the laborious work and the outsiders with the inflated monetary benefits. concerning the program coordinator, the participants will have come to perceive him as an eager participant in this cooperative undertaking by the time it reaches the operational level.  so no title is necessary, nor does the coordinator require any special “salary.”  the program coordinator’s commitment to this work is to get it started and bring it up to a level that convinces every participant and the society at large that it does, indeed, work.  the program coordinator will reside within the proposed work perimeter until that moment.

			and by then there would have evolved many other work programs that address many other ills of the society and involve others who are not necessarily prisoners.

			the budget

			the availability of the land that has renewable sources of energy--water, wind, and sun and fertile soil--will be essential for this proposal.

			instead of building all the buildings first and moving prisoners from the prisons to the new location, it will be worthwhile to allow the facilities to evolve along with the work in progress.  apart from its being cost efficient, it will also become a significant ingredient of perception for the participants, who having helped to create it, will be more eager to nourish it.

			thus, the buildings will be constructed by the maximum volunteer work, both from the prisoners and others.  the estimated cost of the buildings will be about $700,000 or less.  $200,000 (as of the time of writing this proposal) more will be sufficient to equip the place with tools of work and study and necessary artifacts for living, food, etc.

			beyond the expense of bringing it to a fully functioning level, there will be no need for the state’s support, as it will be a self-supporting entity operating on a cooperative basis.

			epilogue

			once fully functioning, it will also become a model for prison reform where prisoners can be trained to help change all prisons, and further along the course, it can accept the new offender and offer him or her the missing element in life: the state of mind that is free of the fear of the unknown.

			the program coordinator is prepared to meet anyone, anywhere, and intends to awaken the sense of intelligence to enable the other to respond to this proposal matter of factly rather than avoiding what sounds strange.

			just as the prospect of termination of religious practice threatens the earning a living of the preacher, and the total disarmament and the gun control would initially mean the loss of jobs for all now benefiting from the weapon industry, so also there are thousands who will lose jobs as an outcome of this undertaking--the department of correction, that has corrected nothing, not being aware of what is a mistake; the warden and his subordinates, and even the prisoner trustees who are either bribed or subdued and are treated differently.

			all those conditioned to view existence as a matter of earning a living would feel threatened at the mere thought of losing the job. so they protest anything that proposes such a change.  there must be hundreds of individuals on the department of correction payroll, some of whom have developed the air of authority as their second nature, and have invented the violent nature of the prison inmates as a justification of their own brute force upon those who are at their mercy.  the violent nature of the prisoner is invented for the same reason that the english hunters and early european travelers told stories of the ferocious animals and savages of the distant forests.  it magnified the image of their strength and courage.  the tv documentary films show quite the contrary.  those animals never fight to kill, nor even pursue an animal that snatches away food from their mouths.

			thus, it would be a mere waste of time and energy if it is left up to the department of correction to approve or disapprove this proposal.  however, the department may begin to question its now rigid practice and learn to relate to the imminent change that may initially displace them, as many technicians are displaced when a factory adopts a change, or closes. if prisoners can change, so can the prison officials.  in the factual nature of things, it does not matter whether one wants or likes to change or not.  and the proposal is concerned with only the inevitability of the change. 

			[image: ]

			death row prison, california

			 

		

	
		
			1995.  the ruler and the ruled aren’t the same

			i have seen the police violence in other countries, including the u.s.a.  the beating of a rodney king by four police, watched over by some more of them, is not a new scene for me.  but only the wound gets old, the painful throbs are ageless.

			policing is the proof that there is no democracy, the people’s rule.  police is the controlling aspect of the bureaucracy.  the ruler and the ruled won’t be one and the same until people wake up.

			[image: ]

			bill hudson’s image of parker high school student attacked by police dogs

		

	
		
			1997.  i have a chinese made radio.

			i have a chinese made radio, the least expensive one bought from radio shack.  it is battery operated.  as i live in a valley surrounded by the dense, wooded hills, and when batteries are low and the skies lowered with the dense clouds, the radio determines what i should hear.  i do not listen to any music at all.  and, thus, one evening i heard my schoolmate bhupen khakhar being interviewed on radio netherland where bhupen had been exhibiting his paintings in amsterdam.

			bhupen, like the rest of my schoolmates at the baroda university art school in india in the late 50s and early 60s, was trying to create an indian art form fashioned after the western art.  what bhupen described as the modern indian art as distinguished from the old indian art form.  bhupen, gulam mohamad sheikh, vivan, and others, most of whom constitute india’s “top ten artists,” were not interested in what i was doing in my studio, much the same as i was not interested in their works.  i did not share theirs as well as almost all of my professors’ perception of art, philosophy, or psychology, or just about everything else.  almost all that we were asked to do was to do our best in acting out our individual roles scripted out by the anglo-american playwright, and i was not eager to play even the audience.

			what concerned me was (it still does) a cooperative coexistence in which one is free from the forced interweaving within the same (human) species.  what would be absent in such an existence were much of those activities that generate the sense of the socio-economic security, and, unwittingly, the inequality, conflict, pain, and suffering.  and i wrote poems or essays that were published in gujarati periodicals.  i had my open air studio beside the main building and a study up in the top of a big tamirind tree where birds, squirrels, and langur monkeys rested while i wrote.  the dean, an indian prominent artist, bendre, offered me the school’s painting materials.  and my schoolmates and teachers fed me, offered me shelter.  i was more liked for who i was not than what i was.  i could catch cobras that strolled into the school building and release them outside.  i could pat the lions, tigers, bears, and deer in the zoo in the adjoining compound.  even my roommates thought that though they could touch me, i “existed as if in a dream.”  “whose dreams, mine or yours?”  they did not like the question.

			i was aware that i was liked more like a wild animal who was harmless.  in the following 32 years, i lived in a few more countries—malaya, thailand, japan, korea, and for a short time, kampuchia—that also imitated the west.

			in 1962 (or ‘63), i was interviewed for an american fellowship, and i was asked, “why do you want to go to america?”

			“because the indians are busy imitating the americans.  they do not listen to me.  so i feel i should talk to the americans.  if they change, their imitators would change, too.”

			“what do you want to tell the americans?”

			“that it is the profit motive, born of the fear of insecurity, that causes the inequality that causes all the problems...”

			“well, if mr. ford and others did not make profit, there would be no foundation money offering grants, and you would not be applying for one.”

			“true, but if mr. ford and others did not make profit, there would be plenty for everyone, and i would not have this reason to go to america for.”  i did not get the fellowship; one of my schoolmates did.

			i came to america ten years later, in 1971.  i have since discovered that the americans are not free to listen either.

		

	
		
			1998.

			since i began to work, for only three months for pay, at a local greenhouse, i have been experiencing a difficulty in several ways in my day-to-day existence.  the first one is the notion of working for someone else for pay.  except for working for/in a school bus factory and a piano factory, each one lasting for not more than three or four months, the work i did for others was what i had wanted to do.  even working as a janitor for nearly three years at the university campus in little rock was a firsthand experiencing perception of the race conscious socio-economic pigeon holing of america.  in my 1970 dream in japan, i was the only nonwhite person aboard a greyhound bus.  and niwa roshi, after hearing my dream, had said, “well, shailesh (shya-ee-re-shyu) san, it seems you will be going to america and will be right in that state of experience of the racial issues.”

			i am observing that both the white and black, and all other colours of skin, are compartmentalized and corralled to retain the earlier established status quo of the socio-economic kind.  the black and white are either black or white only in context with the white and black.

			i am not a nationalist or provincialist.  i am not even “me” as a fixed, identifiable identity.  mani (professor subrhmanyan) said one day during my final, postgraduate year at the baroda university faculty of fine arts, “i looked through the stack of your canvases, and they all look different, not one person’s work.  you need to develop one style of expression.”

			i had told him that, “when a painting feels finished, it gets off the easel and out of my consciousness.  when i face a blank canvas, at times i even wonder whether i know to paint, even the technique of paint.  however, i do not experience that as a lack.  i do not need a style of expression since the whole motion feels to be a process of knowing, which can’t be known beforehand, and, therefore, i cannot invent a form, a style of its expression.”

			mani was referring to my identity as an artist.  unless the viewer (buyer and his guide, the art critic) can recognize me through my canvases, made familiar to him through the repeated form, style of painting, i won’t be known as an artist.  this anonymity was never an issue for me.  i never signed my works.  i did not paint nor did anything else to be known as the doer of that deed.  “we have a mad shailesh in our living room,” said a rich acquaintance of navaroz who wrote to me about it but could not explain how that person got hold of a painting that i neither gave him nor sold to him and what is so mad about the artist. i just painted.  just as i did and do do many other things. and manage to escape the identity.

			except when working for someone else.  there i am seen as an employee.  and an employee is an employee only in context with the employer.  there the form and manner of the work to be performed are set.  the employer does the telling with an air that he really knows what needs to be done and how.  there is some degree of pride involved in the identity of the employer.  pride is a product of fear.  and fear is the fear of the loss of the socio-economic kind.

			[image: ]

			“rooted in slavery”  prisoner labour in Atlanta, u.s. image from internet.  

		

	
		
			1999  what is within, what is without, what separates

			what is within, what is without, what separates the two is the thought out way of thinking things ascribing a beginning and an end to everything within a frame of reference.  it is the very frame that then redirects one’s attention to that which is referred to, making the purpose, the referring out of focus, disappear.  but in fact, the very frame of reference is only a link between what is within the frame and without.

			the other day, while squatting on the edge of the ceramic commode, i watched the stool drop in the water and lay still at the bottom.  the vegetable matter that i ate, the berries, leaves, nuts and fruit, may also fall straight on to the ground and eventually get transformed into the fertile top soil.  my eating them essentially performs the same function that earthworms do, reshuffling and reconstituting the elements.  those few pieces of stool that i excreted weren’t all that was there in their earlier forms, the berries, leaves, nuts, and fruit.  there were also gases, water, fire, space, and the element of life.  some of them reshuffled me, reconstituted, and reformed me, biologically, as well as emotionally, both physical and non-physical emotions including.

			everything is in a state of flux.  what is without, in distant horizon, are those galactic forms in motions; the forms that are not unlike what is within, in the womb, in the egg and sperm and their constantly changing forms.  only life conveys life.

			these days i feel drawn towards x, as i had felt such physical pull but a few times before.  and, as before, now, too, the pull is awe inspiring, overpowering, irresistible, like the inviting depth of the bottomless, blue-green ocean.  there is nothing hidden.  it’s all transparent like space that is not the distance between two objects.  it is not the space between her legs called vagina that is the centre of the pull.  it is merely the point of reference, the shoreline of the fathomless depth that pulsates with life in a state of flux within her, yonder, in distant space.

			a couple times i was unintentionally and unawares drowning.  and i was pulled back.  i experienced no struggle in going deep or in being brought out to the surface.  it was like entering dreams.  dreaming is but an intense thinking that becomes audio-visual when the physical functions of the body are at rest and breathing is smooth.  as i slip in and out of dreaming i observe the gradual forming and dissolving of audible and visible forms that are born of my thinking and that further my thinking.  that’s how i dream issues rather than events.  that’s how i never dream of women as i never think of them as objects or tools of self-gratification.  i am neither a self nor do i have any sense or knowledge of gratification.  i am an ever changing entity.  “are you not afraid that your existence will come to end unless you have a child?’ i have been asked several times.  no, i experience no such fears, which are thoughts of failing to perform a preconceived act of a predetermined form of continuation of the existence.  and the existence is an all inclusive, vast sense of being, individual that is indivisible from the rest.

			thus, by the very fact of being, i can neither be preserved nor destroyed.  and motion is a very basic characteristic of life.  since the fact of being is not a staged act, the next move is not a predetermined or rehearsed performance.  so what is there to fear?  do the trees and flowers worry where would the wind, bees, and butterflies carry their pollen?  does the fruit worry where would the bird or other creature drop its seed along with the fertilizing dropping or do do?  what i dropped in the ceramic commode may not ever fertilize any seed or nut that i ate and released unbroken, at least not in its natural form.  my commode stool is viewed and treated as a waste by the thought out world of further thoughts.
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			1999.  the classroom with a professor

			. . . the school, the classroom with a professor (the generic form of the dictionary meaning of the word), a bespectacled middle aged man whose jaw muscles were hardened with the talking the same thing again and again from the time when he learned to talk like a professor from his professor.  his facial muscles that were stiff in contrast with the tender, grace of erin’s torso seen from the back seat where i sat in kim’s class where the two students, erin and her beau josh, sat (made to sit) apart to write the final test paper in art class at the small scotland school.  for erin and josh, the eleventh grader youths of sweet sixteen, nothing exists except the pull towards each other.

			i told the professor that my tutorial was on the various ways of the thinking things and that the subject being so vast, i had written only the sketchy outline.

			...i awoke.  the thinking--verbal as well as the mobile visualization of the thinking, illustrating the (some) aspects of the matter continued.  i got up, walked out.  (this is john and michelle’s house.  i am house sitting.)  the bright moon, full moon of december 22, 1999, that is supposed to be the closest to the earth in 69 years.  it is bright alright, but the full moons appeared brighter before the summer of 1976 when in an accident i had an eye injury (the left eye).  or when i do not write for more than an hour at a time.  my left eye muscle has the stiffness, too.

			erin and josh, experiencing the pull of the egg and the sperm.  the egg awaiting the sperm.  millions of the sperm cells rushing with the force of a tidal wave made of the innumerable water drops.  the individual water drops or sperm cells have no separate, individual existence or identity, except in the man-made, thought out laboratory.  so in that great rush, the sperm cells are not competing against each other, as the individual humans do who push and shove and trample the erin-joshness of the being.

			in the dream i wrote a tutorial—in outline—on the nature of being.  the human being as a species among many others, showing some of the human characteristics that are similar to other specie, such as deer.  i wrote on the thinking at the perceptive process that enables one to flow with the great flow of the various elements.

			i was on the way to the school—the thought, school of thought—that trains the little ones to swim like and with the mother fish.  as a human species, i was on the manmade road, a nondescript street.  i was on a four wheeled cart, like the ones that the indian vendors used.  it had no motor.  it moved by the simple fact of my sitting on it.  it had no steering device either.  it changed direction simply by the fact of my need to go this way or that.  because it had fixed wheels.  it lifted up a bit to enable the back wheels to change the direction.  the jerks, which is the abruptness of direction, were in relation to the speed of the turn.

			i was going to the school, but i did not have the tutorial with me.  it was in the house.  just outside, i met my younger brother (ramesh) and a friend.  i asked ramesh to bring the tutorial to the school, and i left on the four bicycle wheeled cart.

			the current genetic engineers seem not taking into consideration the untouched piano key factor or abused piano keyboard factor, that no matter how perfect their replicated creation, that genetic code still has to learn to relate to things that are not given innate acts such as heart beats and eye blinks.  and then, the world is not exactly a stage as shakespeare thought it to be.  so no matter how well rehearsed the genetic being’s lines may be, but unless the other person also refers to the same book of script, it won’t make a dialogue.

			as for the nurturing aspect, the west has invested tremendous time and effort in cultivating a mindset that could fall in line with a well trained, well drilled battalion of foot soldiers.  but unlike the synchronizing motion of feet, the minds of the same troop wander off every which way when it comes to minding anything but the footwork.  that is very much like the piano keyboard or the little dots on the touch phone.  even when unintentionally touched, it will make an unwanted sound or connect with an unintended person.  thus, even a minute variable in intake creates a different perception of the matter.  this is why the students learning from the same teacher differ with each other; constitutions of nations remain largely ceremonial declarations; the american dream remains identically the same for 280 million american dreamers only when not asked to describe it for the accuracy in match.

			so, it can be said that the origin of interest in creating a perfect replica is the wishful thinking:  “like father, like son.”  but because sons do eagerly await a time to move away from their fathers’ watching gazes, the scientists began thinking of creating their desired human and other forms, such as the animal husbandry, plant biology, and cultured pearls.  in all these creations, only the external elements were desired and the element of life was still left to natural processes.  when that element was also replicated, the new born was born aged, as what happened with the cloned sheep, dolly.

		

	
		
			1999.  ink-quest

			 

			did before the big bang exist the eternal pause?

			what caused the effect the outcome of cause?

			was there ever god or the need for any code

			before anything ever happened according to mode?

			which made which, the fear and the greed?

			was there the difference before anyone disagreed?

			what made the poor and the rich at the onset?

			whence came war if peace doth peace beget?

			what missed in taking making it a mistake,

			abandoning the true and rushing to the fake?

			what if the duality is but a ploy to promote fight,

			never mind why, only that the might is right?
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			1999.  no man is an island

			the book on hitler during his years in vienna contains photos of his drawings and paintings.  i am not interested in drawings of buildings and street scenes.  yet hitler’s artistic skill in pen and ink seems remarkable.  in my little knowledge of hitler, there was no mention of his being an artist.  the writer depicts the disenchanting viennese aristocracy and the middle class as some of the contributing factors to hitler’s drastic measures in thinking up a social change, including his grudges against the jewish snobbery and the sentiments about jews that other leaders harboured.

			still, even though he may have envisioned the steps to form a jewless nation all alone by himself, in practical terms, there would have to be the large public support to carry out such a wholesale slaughter.  something that one can never do by oneself before being caught and stopped as a serial killer who kills some 10 or 20 persons.

			for the first time in 25 years in the u.s., i am participating in a small gardening project in the scientific american style.  the measuring and stringing the rows to be tilled, the chemical fertilizer, and growth booster liquid, etc.  i am not suggesting that the rows can be crooked and uneven, but more or less like the handwritten lines that are used for the headings, will do for me.  as one can read this without difficulty, so, too, would plants grow well all the same.  they are not out there standing in files under the critical eyes of the military drill sergeant.  

			...i was standing in the middle of an untilled garden spot.  there was hitler beside me.  and we were talking.  just two of us.  he was not dictatorial.  he was willing to be cooperative...

			just that.  that much.  any person who first heard his ideas could have disagreed and would have talked him out of it.

		

	
		
			1999.  the otherness

			gulam mohammed shaikh and i were talking in the studio.  he took a flat brush (no. 4) and on canvas with the glowing blue-green-gray-white oil paint, he painted a tree in a single stroke, where the starting and ending points joined neatly.  gulam mohammed is an indian painter and also a professor of painting.  he is about my age or a bit younger.  he joined the art school two years after me.

			we were both published writers.  he wrote mostly poems, and i wrote mostly essays.  we were friendly but not close friends.  i never had a close friend.  i was a loner.  gulam, vivan, and bhupen shared an apartment.

			we were talking about the other links that the poet has and which the other people find to be mystifying.  bendre’, the artist and head of the art department, saw poetry in my paintings and was unhappy that i did not paint much.  i wrote for at least a couple hours each day in my hand bound notebook.  i wrote about things that do not interest the worldly people.  and i was not regarded to be one of them.  in fact, i was liked for being quite unlike them.  it was as govind’s mother told me once, “i do not mind if my own son smoked. the cigarette smoking does not fit you.  you are different.”

			and gulam, the poet, and i were talking about that otherness that is the other dimension that others do not see.  his painted tree was an example he gave.  the tree, especially the painted one, is seen to be complete, self contained. self contained like a picture contained in the frame.  the artist cuts out a flattened slice of the whole, and renders it on the canvas as an image that does not exist outside of the canvas.  it is this self contained image making that is called art in its many forms.  what the patrons and admirers of art see and like is this. 

		

	
		
			bendre’  april  29,  2000

			…bendre’ (the artist/dean of art school-1963) mildly scoffed at my not being “with” the class he had “gathered.”  “do you think i like it?” bendre’ had asked/stated, pointing at his jacket, when he was “dressed up” and i “wasn’t,” when some political dignitaries were visiting our art school - showcase, and i had told him that i hadn’t asked him to wear that - to enable the students to make a living in a compromising way, the way that he was trying to convince me was necessary, even though he agreed with me that it had noting to do with anything at all, except that that was the norm.  bendre’  made a sculpted loaf of bread (in the shape of a huge granite rock - of approximate dimensions of 40’ x 15’ x 10’, a rock that i saw at the north little rock quarry in 1990 with hamid, a little rock artist of iranian descent).  it was an impressive form made of the loaf of bread, to make which one has to master all the necessary skills of the bread making (earning a living in an “acceptable” way) that bendre’ was teaching us, me, at the baroda university art school.

			i showed him the well kneaded dough that i had prepared - only enough to make a “small” batch of bread (chapattis, the “wheatberry” style) - to enable him to realize that although i was not conforming to the rules, i was nevertheless flowing with the laws of nature which, i knew, he acknowledged that i knew he did, that i could live on.

			while i was at the art school (1954-64), the first three years even my classmates made fun of my “english accent”,  and rajjitsinh gaekwad  insisted, that I must say: “excuse me” after sneezing.

			after my first “disagreement” (vocalized) with bendre’ regarding my painting, when he told me three days later that “your (my) way(s) of thinking was (were) different from his,” bendre’ accepted me as i was,  not as one of  my classmates, who were there to be “broken” as the “indian” work horses of the west.  in that sense, i think (i think, because i had not then talked with bendre’ whether it was so for fact) both bendre’ and i were resenting the western imposition.  i think bendre’ was against it for the philosophical reason – when he knew that i was among the ones “arrested” during the curfew on account of the gugart/maharashra quibble over Mumbai. he had asked me later on whether i was a believer of such trivially political (or politically trivial) dissent – whether bombay belonged to maharashtra or gujarat when the bombay state was being divided into two states, maharastra and gujarat.  there was curfew in baroda, and my friend ramesh from junagadh and i were walking in the street unaware of the curfew.  the police arrested my stout, and a bit showy looking friend.  and, not knowing where they would release him (for the story was that the police were releasing the arrested hordes, mostly students, in the countryside, miles away), i just sneaked into the police van without being arrested to accompany my friend who was a stranger to the area.  i had told bendre’ that i was apolitical in such a matter, even though i did not agree with him that “artists should not be involved in politics.”

			bendre’ carved out a nice little piece, a slice of the big loaf of bread.  –i had liked bendre’s “compositions,” the oil paintings for the colours, clean application of colours.  there was no accidental patch or line of other colour overlapping one, nor of the same colour extended beyond the domain.  his compositions were very neat and fresh looking as they were spontaneous in a studied way.  like a juggler on the tightrope pretending to venture out, losing his step, and regaining his balance.  but then, this description applies to the compositions of any artist, past or present, whose works follow a well defined way of execution – the form, pattern, colours, application, composition, and all whether it is painting, architecture, music, dance or any of the 72 art forms.

			and that was the very thing that i wasn’t accepting then.  nor do i now.  just last week, in the scotland school music class, i observed myself objecting to the prescribed way of expressing one’s moods into the sound (of flute).

			even though what bendre’ did was not objectionable for his conditioned way of making – carving out a slice of bread for his living, nevertheless, i had wanted him to know that that’s what not i was going to eat.

			and i am eating it not, nor then, nor now.  not only that, but even more, i am not/have not been “making a living” in a very well defined (well kneaded dough that feels just right, like a healthy female belly, like the chapatti dough at the “communion” eatery in san francisco that we – my students at the institute and i had created out of the blue) way.  but even so, it can’t, and so, couldn’t be the justification.  for the repeat performance, no matter how popular.  here, in clinton, friends who like my cooking and muse how successful the eatery would be if i opened one here, do not know that people still tell me 10-20 years later how much they miss my cooking.  but now i am cooking something else, and i want them to eat that, too.
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			may 3, 2000 (dream)  

			   there were five of us, all seven-years-old children of the railway station staff community.  we roamed the entire yard, played in, under, on, and around the goods:  the big bales of cotton, 200 lbs. sacks of wheat and peanuts, and other things.  we also ate a handful of nuts and took a pocketful for later.

			this particular day, we took away a whole 200 lb. sack made of tough, transparent plastic, that contained the assortment of chocolates individually wrapped in colourful foils: red, green, blue, and yellow.  that was an unusual act for us for we didn’t eat much of sweets, and the 200 lb. of the chocolates was plain dumb.  but we already had the sack.  we carried it to a vender who looked at it and gave us 28 dollars.  that was much too little a price for the chocolates.  but just as he didn’t question its source, we didn’t question his payment either.

			now, 28 dollars at that time when we were seven years old was a large sum of money.  it was probably equal to my father’s one month’s pay (at the exchange rate of 4 rupees to a dollar).  we took the money to the bank and deposited it in a new account.  strangely, the bank teller, who also lived in the neighbour hood, didn’t wonder as to how we had gotten that much money in our possession!

			but the very act in its entirety did not sit well with us.  we never considered it to be improper if it were a handful of chocolates or a pocketful of peanuts.  but a sackful, the whole 200 lb.?

			we began to suffer from the sense of guilt.  we decided to give away the money to the poor, the beggars.  but as an individual beggar does not receive coins larger than a paisa, averaging not more than a few annas (4 paisa to an anna, and 16 annas to a rupee) in a given day, it took us many days to give away the 28 dollars in a nonconspicuous way.  and still we were ill at ease.  we got rid of the ill begotten money.  but we could not forget that we had done something wrong.

			so we decided to write about it as a true story and give it to the newspaper.  we wrote and took it to the newspaper’s editor.  the editor said that a true story must be substantiated by the proof.  the proof of the bank deposit would not substantiate that which preceded it.  the vendor did not see how we acquired the chocolates.  the goods clerk did not find anything missing in that amount of weight.

			we reported it all to the editor.  and he said that in that case, we cannot consider that story to be an account of what really happened.  but it is still a story depicting the inner workings of the children’s minds.

			the editor had earlier said that if we could substantiate the story to be true, he would offer me work at the newspaper as a story writer.  since we could not offer him any proof, he would let me write for the paper once a month.

			the dream originates from my eating an entire pack (1/4 lb.) of chocolates (hershey’s “kisses”—chocolate coated pieces of almonds) that i had purchased for the scotland school’s magic show.  but as the packet sat in the black pickup’s cab, the chocolates melted in their small, conical wrappers, making a sticky mess.  as i knew no american, affluent child would want to be bothered to try to eat it, i sat on the deck that i have built by the small creek at the school and sucked, or tried to, as much of the melted stuff as i could, still feeling uneasy that i did not share it with the children for whom the chocolate was bought.

			i do not eat any sweets, even when children insistently offer them to me. 

		

	
		
			june 19, 2000.

			from phoenix, a little girl boarded the aeroplane and sat alongside her mother or grandmother.  the innocence incarnate.  maybe, like all american children, she was told to be wary of strangers; and like all children, she, too, stared at me with a glance that contains the very essence of innocence, the state of being free, guiltless, pure.  her entire face beamed with the smile that she was newly being taught not to give to a stranger.  so immediately she looked at her mother to see whether the mother saw it.

			my mother was illiterate, ignorant of the stuff that is made of letters, the thought-out things and ways of life.  and her mother was the same, likewise.  so i was not taught to fear that which is not.  so the unknown, the strange awakens an equally unknown, new response in my being, brings forth a fresh feeling of the mutuality of being, of the moment, of the experiencing, of the innocent stares of which her mother, who was reading a book, sitting between us (and she had taken that seat before her daughter), was not a party.

			had the little girl sat in the middle, we would have exchanged addresses, and i would have started to write to her instead of writing about her.  as much the same as i do write to wendy, who was a little girl traveling in japan with her father and brother in 1970, some thirty years ago

			[image: ]

			[image: ]

		

	
		
			perception of right and wrong
2000.  a proposal to the u.s. supreme court

			when a child or subordinate asks “why?” and if a parent or authority says, “because I say so,” it denotes a rule of law based upon the power imposed upon the powerless.  my first experience of it came when I was about 11 years old.  we were playing in trees.  a branch broke, and we fell, all my playmates fell upon me.  it dislocated my arm from the shoulder joint.  the only person who could set it right was the village’s untouchable man.  so very reluctantly, my brahmana father permitted him to treat me.  and then he asked me to take the purification bath.  i felt that to be “not right,” which made my father upset.  i felt hurt; and in protest, i refused to eat for three days.

			that incident awakened in me a sense of perception of right and wrong in events as they happen.  i began to notice the difference between what really is and it is thought or said to be.  it has enabled me to see wrongs that people do to each other individually, societally, and internationally.  between 1946 and 1950, i was subjected to recite three different national anthems and salute three different flags and read three different histories: those of a sovereign state of nawab, then of pakistan as that muslim king joined pakistan, and then of india as the indian army “liberated” the area.  at the base of all such actions is the desire of maintaining or improving a socio-economic status quo favorable to one.  consequently, the children, women, and lowly manual labourers suffer at the hand of the powerful and rich <o.r.g. reich> latin rex: -king.

			in 1959, I wrote to the secretary general of the u.n.o. that the health, education, and law should be universal and be administered by the u.n.  i was informed that the union of the nations is only of political nature and each member nation follows its own agenda and rule of law.  but since the u.s. does enjoy an influential position in the u.n.o., whatever meaningful changes the u.s. jurisprudence would undergo would exert its effects upon others, including its adversaries. hence my interest in this fellowship to offer my perceptions.

			as I am not perceived as a threat, i am not threatened by others.  i am very well liked by children and adults who have not lost their childlike quality of the attraction for the unknown; those who are not conditioned to fear the different and those who are untamed, free.  thus, i have found ready acceptance from students, educators with a say, prisoners and persons in charge of their affairs. while persons in subordinate positions have disliked my proposals for change simply because it would disrupt their sense of security found in their daily routine.  for instance, the then governor clinton (in 1988) and governor mario cuomo (in 1990) showed interest in my proposal for the prison reform (included in this application as a writing sample) and forwarded it to their respective commissioners of the department of correction.  these officials rejected it too soon to have had time even to read what i wrote.

			as a fellow, I shall observe the inner workings of the three divisions of the jurisprudence, interact with the individuals in the day-to-day agenda, and also propose to have at least three colloquiums on the subject of law: 1) at the supreme court on the u.s. jurisprudence in relation with the conflict between the pre-written (prudence: knowledge) sense of juris (right) which is static and the ecocentric nature of change governing the human existence, 2) at the federal judicial center on the adversary system that engages the half of the efforts required in discerning the truth by hiding or confusing the matter (It helps the rich and disadvantages the poor.), 3) at the u.s. sentencing commission on contemplating a demonstration project based on the universal values of right and wrong rather than promoting the provincial preferences.  these meetings would be open to public, and the tapes and transcripts would be made available to schools.

			the ultimate effect of an ecocentric awakening of what is right would be an inborn aversion to what is not right, as do eyelids close to the speck of dust.

		

	
		
			may 4, 2001.  the turning of the plough

			woke up into a daydream-like state, considering dhiru’s ailment and its medical treatment in the ecological perspective.  obviously, there is the “life is life’s fodder.”  the cancerous microbes are eating away dhiru’s lungs.  he is about 12 years younger than me.  the youngest of the siblings.

			i saw him on the day the earthquake struck india.  a couple of stone slabs of the floor above the room in which he is bedridden have cracked.  but dhiru did not seem concerned with the thought that it might fall and bury them there, him; rekha, his wife; and their daughter, kajal.  rekha has that thought since she is (must have been) thinking of the unthinkable ever since the doctor’s prognosis, the profession of fortune telling of the shamans of the pharmacology.  in the modern sight-oriented medicine, men go deep into the thicket of words in search for the cure of the ailment, unlike their earlier time counterparts who dried roots and plucked leaves and berries from the yards (and hectares) that formed jungle surrounding their dwellings.

			dhiru’s medicine man lives and practices in the capital city of gujarat state where there are more people than there are the trees anywhere around.  where dhiru was born at the edge of a district town in the gir forest, there were still trees hidden by the thickness of the forest.  but the english enslaved indian minds had already been set to see the forest and its creatures in a prescribed form.  thus, the epitome of that was “sakarbag,” the zoo that displayed the caged lions that were tricked into entering the cages thinking that they were merely heeding the mating smell of their females.  and some of them were the females who had been drawn from the woods by their calling mates.  dhiru was born in a single room railway quarter provided to our father who worked as a goods clerk in the british designed and managed state railway for the nawab of junagadh.

			in the evenings and early mornings, we would hear the roaring calls of the lions, caged or about to be.  like the lions, the people of the area were being lured into the british mindset, the process of colonization.  dhiru was born around the time of the change of the guards of the indian subcontinent.

			this consideration process turned into a monologue with dhiru.  monologue is a singular act.  since dhiru is not here, and i am alone here in this early morning, it is a monologue.  but it is with dhiru.  since for a monologue to be, he can’t talk to me, have a dialogue with me; i am summoning only those elements of his being, that being common to both (and even all) of us, does not drag him here in entirety.  and i begin:

			“well, dhiru, what’s the purpose of being bedridden and suffering twice, once with the ailment and then again with the awareness that it makes rekha and kajal suffer?”

			“i am reflecting upon what it does to my sense of being as well as what it does to others.  i, too, am questing for the meaning of this suffering.  to me it seems, feels like the moving of the turning plough that turns under what has grown, brings out that which was full of the possibilities of that which is not yet.”

			“between the two of us, in the realm of the bio-being, you have brought into being the two daughters.  and once in a rare while, i wonder whether my not having been expanded, evolved in the bio-sphere has been a small, elemental cause in my not having done several of the many things that are not even hard to envision, but i just could not accept everything else that is imposed upon the two in the name of marriage,” i said.

			“i do not feel that that much now.  at first i was not aware of all that.  and all of a sudden, before i could find a socio-economic niche, i already had two growing children and their socio-economically unsettled mother.  much of my energies are lost in just trying to make ends meet.  and here i lay.  most of my being expended.  yes, i do have to put an end to this suffering, which, it seems, is similar to what the earth feels when the turning plough breaks the undisturbed surface.  i do not feel the physical pain of withering away.  only it hurts with the medical treatment that isn’t really the right cure.  it hurts, like eating what is not edible.  it not only upsets the stomach but also renders it incapable to digest the edible for a short while or forever.”

			“so?”

			“as you were asking, and much the same as i have been pondering over for some time, this must stop.  i must put all my awareness together and be wholesome or cease to be.”

		

	
		
			2001.  the nature of god

			the oxford etymology of english language has as much difficulty in defining the word “god,” as much difficult as it has been for all the religious people to find god even in a mystical form blurred by the moist vision.

			word “god” is presumed derived from o.h.g. got; g. gott. it points to ghut, p.p. of uncertain origin but probably from the lexicographer’s favorite pool of the hypothetical language. word ghu, which then is hypothetically reconstructed into an actual sanskrit word: hu (to invoke).  the word god is defined as any of various beings conceived as supernatural, immortal, and having special powers over the lives and affairs of people and course of nature.

			almost all english lexicographers of english language of the caucasian descent do not know sanskrit language, even at the level of the illiterate millions of indians who, at least, speak those words to each other to mean simple day-to-day things.  in sanskrit, there are three other words: amb>amba; akk>akka, and all> alla; which are considered three primordial sounds; and all three mean “mother,” the originator, to whom all creatures call when in need.

			since the baby spends much of its formative years near mother and learns to make sounds concerning things and motions to convey to, or from, its mother, calling attention of the mother, the sound of call is, thus, primary sound forming the vocabulary.  listen to the vocal interaction between a mother and a toddler learning to make sounds.  due to the constant association, the mother understands her child’s vocal expressions that sound like “speaking in the tongue” to strangers.

			as for the sound (word) “hu,” most north (sanskrit group) indians say “hu, hu, hu, hu,” when feeling cold.  it’s an involuntary utterance triggered by the almost violent shivering motion of the body exposed to cold.  but, since the very “indian-ness” of the people of that landmass along with its name “india,” its “indian civilization” and “indian culture” are the products of the english academic implant upon those people; it is almost impossible to refute the western concept of the east with which the west has love-hate relationship.

			however, there is another sanskrit word that sounds similar to the word “god.”  it is “gudh,” and it means deep, hidden within.  from its adjective forms the noun: guha, meaning cave.  and gautama buddha is said to have referred to the element of cognition (and not recognition), the awakening, awareness, the seeing clearly (vippassana), stating that “it dwells in the cavity of the skull (guhashayam), solitary moving, far reaching is the prajna, that one who awakens it, realizes the freedom.”

		

	
		
			2001.   agastya, a seer experiencing the lack of a soul mate

			all his peer seers had consorts of some sort.  but he saw them to be thoroughly ordinary, nothing more than the naturally conditioned female counterparts worthy of producing sons who would carry on teaching and maintaining their fathers’ gurukuls (residential schools)--like father, like son.

			but agastya was not eager to settle for a life with a mediocre wife, that he knew his fame would enable him from the available maidens sired by his peer seers and even kings.  they were all beautiful and talented.  but, for sure, none of them was “someone who would meet him as ‘flame with flame’ (as a few thousand years later, a poet voltaire would write).”

			so the seer agastya saw the need to create that someone who would be his perfect match, cell for cell, gene for gene, and their evolutionary motion for motion.  and create he did, relying upon his perception of things.  he extracted the genes from the most appropriate parts of different animals and named her lopamudra.  and then secretly placed her in the palace of the king vidarbha where she grew up as his daughter.  and lopamudra turned out to be more than a match.  and also different.  instead of being a co-seer, co-thinker with agastya, which he was anticipating, lopamudra began to make him do things she then began to feel lacking.

			what went wrong in agastya’s genetically engineered spouse?  nothing as far as it concerned lopamudra, his creation.  obviously (as that’s what the seers do quite well), agastya had not wanted a “his master’s voice,” himself reproduced.  he wanted a living, evolving female to be with.  lopamudra was just that.  she was lively, intelligent, and not dull witted. agastya realized the mistake in the placement of lopamudra for her learning as the finishing school.  he had placed lopamudra in the care of the king’s harem.  and there, from the queens and princesses, lopamudra learnt things befitting a charming and intelligent princess.

			genes are like keys of a musical instrument, say, a piano.  each key has a potential responding motion commotioning the corresponding components of the piano to create a sound of a certain note.  but the key that is not touched upon, does it have a sound?  that’s the same question as that of a tree falling in the forest when no one was around:  did it or did it not make a banging sound?  the missing element in both these situations is the aggregate that creates the interdependence.  the touch of the finger in the first instance and the listening ear in the second.  agastya created lopamudra alright, but he left her upbringing to those who were not seers.

		

	
		
			dream of 24 march 2001.  the sleepwalkers walk upon the same ground.

			my great, great, many times great grandmother was the daughter of a minor but kindly prince. now i accept that to be a prince and a kindly person is a contradiction in terms.  we know nothing about him except that he was well liked by his peers as well as by the people who worked for him.

			and, my great many times great grandmother was a natural charmer.  she was very kind hearted and also a very loving person.  she was a dainty maiden of great beauty and unfathomable grace.  not only the people, young and old, would be spellbound by her tender charm; but even bees, wasps, and butterflies would land on her forehead and bare arms and drink her nectar-like fragrant sweat with their frail antennae and tickle her, causing her to laugh, showing her pomegranate-like even, lustrous white small teeth.  they all were very much in love with her.

			then one day, another prince’s son appeared in her horizon.  they were both about the same age, and she had just turned sixteen, the sweet sixteen.  her father and other people regarded him in good esteem simply because he was the sweetheart of their sweetheart, the darling maiden of great charm.

			and, one day they were married in a simple ceremony of her own design.  after that, she announced that all were invited to join the couple in a village tavern and drink and dance with them.  her father’s peers declared that the drinks were on them.

			so they all took off for the village tavern that was some distance away on the other side of the woods, and the road to it went around the hill so as to enable the horses, chariots, and carts to travel on the level ground.

			but the newlyweds went through the woods on a shortcut that went along the stream, walking their horses along with them.  the charming bride knew the wide trail well.  it was occasionally used by the villagers, and it joined the main road at both ends of the curve.  not far from where it met the main road was the village tavern where the village folks were awaiting the charming princess and her prince.  the couple had intended to reach there before any one from the city arrived and have the first round of the drinks and dance with her villager friends.

			but just before they would have come out of the woods on to the main road, they were surrounded by a band of bandits.  they caught the couple and carried them into the deep woods, stole their jewelry and horses and left them on another trail.  the bandits somehow did not notice the necklace made of the white pearls that matched her white gown.

			they made their way following the animal trails, now this and then that, in the close proximity of another stream and at last came out into a farm adjoining the village.  but by the time they reached the tavern, it was late in the night; and everybody was gone without anybody having taken a drink.  there were only the tavern keeper and his wife.

			and they didn’t know whether to cry over the tragedy befallen their sweetheart or to rejoice that no harm had come to her.  in fact, to the astonishment of the three, the tavern couple and her beau, the princess charming was only more enchanting than ever before!

			“let us four have a drink first.  let us celebrate, and then you send someone to my father and his party to stop combing the woods and get them back here.”

			so they drank the finest of the wine the tavern keeper had selected for the occasion.

			then the word was sent out, and in a couple hours, the tavern was humming with the songs of joy and thumping with the dancing feet.  they were even more happy and thoroughly enchanted by the fact that their beloved maiden was totally unaffected by the incident.

			later on, her father and a few noblemen rode out with the couple into that area of the woods whence the couple had emerged from the woods.  they followed the trail that led to the spot of the skirmish, which then took them to the bandits’ hideout.  they were there, but they were a few more than the noblemen.  so once again, the robbers robbed; the noblemen lost their weapons and horses.

			now, there among the bandits was an elderly man who objected to the robbing of the fair princess on the grounds that their code of ethics required of them not to rob the women folks, the innocent, and the poor people.  the others had countered that they would otherwise refrain from touching any of the valuables of a newly wed woman.  they recognized the fact that most fathers do have to go in debt beyond their meager means so as to buy their daughters the wedding gifts.  but this was no ordinary poor girl.  and her father was, in fact, living off the poor people’s sweat.  upon hearing that, the charming princess, with her sweet smile half covered with this newly awakened perception, said to the old man, “grandfather! they are right.  my father is no poor man.  however, i do not have any valuable jewelry on me except this pearl necklace that they had failed to notice the last time.  it was given to me by my grandmother.  i like it because it is made of pearls that were gathered from oysters that were not killed but had died the natural death and had been washed out onto the shore.  they can have it.”  saying thus, she unhooked the necklace and offered it to the bandit standing near her.  but he would not take it.

			the bandits knew that the noblemen who had left on foot in a hurry had headed for the city, and they would return with the king’s army.  so they left the princess and the young noble in the care of the old man and headed for their other hideout.

			the old man was eager to escort the couple to their home in the city, so they would not suffer any new perils in the woods while waiting for the return of the noblemen.  he was concerned that the life in a bandit’s hideout would be hard on this dainty little princess even for a little while.  but he was wrong to think so, for the charming princess did not at all seem to be ill at ease.  but instead, when departing under escort, she said, “grandfather, i would really like to come back and stay here in the woods with you if you would allow.”

			“how can i ever refuse you to come, dear child!” said the grandfather, “it’s simply that the living in the woods is not without its perils.”

			“well, i have experienced some, twice already.  and they are not exactly related to the jungle dwelling.”

			“there are dangerous creatures.”

			“not any more dangerous than what we are to them.”

			they rode the horses as they talked.  her husband and the son of the old man rode behind them, listening to the conversation between the princess and the old man.

			at noon they stopped under a shady tree to eat and rest.  the two young men went to the nearby stream to fetch water. and there the young nobleman was bitten by a water snake.

			they tied a scarf on his leg above the bite, made a minor cut on the fang puncture, and bled the poison some.  and then they carried him on to another trail that led to another town that was nearer than the princess’s hometown.  there they found a doctor who knew how to treat the person with the snakebite.  leaving the couple in the doctor’s care, the father and son rode off in opposite directions, one towards the fleeing bandits and another towards the hideout. in either case, one of the two would meet her father and bring him to her and her husband.

			the medicine man looked at the patient and also glanced at the beautiful young wife who, though married, had not experienced the wedded love that would transform the girl into woman.  the raw man in late middle age physician desired to be that man who would bring her that change, and he named that as the price for saving the life of her husband.

			the distressed maiden was in an unspeakable bind.  her energies being drained by the grief, she could not look at things in their natural state; could not cognize the right response to what was wrong to ask in the first place.  confused, she said she would do anything to save the life of her husband.

			and the physician, blinded with the lust, desired to make the most out of that.  instead of giving the anti-venom herbs in full strength, he gave them in the half of the required dosage.  that kept the young man alive, but barely.  and meanwhile, the crafty doctor told her to cheer up, not simply because her husband was to live but also for her part of the bargain, for he could not accept her for a fee unless she was giving it willingly.  he was planning somehow or the other to replace the young noble by gradually intertwining into her life.  he was trying to woo her, albeit pretending to cheer her up.

			as the crafty doctor was trying to touch her and draw her close to him, the fair maiden was crying out of control, even the painful throbs became fairly audible.  just then, the door of his room burst open, and the king of that town rushed in.

			“what’s the meaning of all this?” he demanded.  “it was good that by sheer chance one of my guards happened to accidentally fall off the horse and break his collarbone near here.  or else, you scoundrel would have proceeded to molest the fair maiden.”

			when told of the snakebite and the impossible demand on the miserable wife to submit herself to the doctor as a fee, the king was enraged.  “that’s a heinous crime for which the scoundrel will be hanged.”

			nursed by the kindly intervention of the king, the lovely lass’s heart once again began to throb with her natural instincts of the benevolent kind, she begged the king for the mercy on the life of the wretched doctor.  the king was moved by the unconditional goodness of this serene beauty.  “very well,” the king said, “i spare the doctor’s life by removing the meanness of the man from him.  from now on he will devote his noble profession only to the well being of the ill and accept only what each patient can afford to give without experiencing the discomforts of any kind.”

			“i very much like your sense of justice, dear sire,” said the charmed, charming princess.

			“it’s you, and not me, who has brought about this sense of justice, which is foreign and new to me,” said the king.

			then upon the fair maiden’s request, the king sent his two sons as escorts for the couple on their journey home.  on their way, they met the son of the old man, who informed them that her father was on the hot pursuit of the bandits, and he was aided by the king’s army.  he himself had not met her father but was given this news by the army’s courier.

			the young noble had recovered somewhat from the snakebite, but the adverse effects of some of the wrong medicines he was given had left him listless.  he barely recognized people and knew his one-time sweetheart only as a kindly young woman who nursed him.

			this upset the charming maiden at first but, naturally unresentful as she was, she accepted this, too, with an undisturbed and calm consideration of things as they are; she felt that deep down in the heart she had more of a sisterly love for the young prince than what she was supposed to feel as a young maiden who has come of age.  she also recognized that the three young men in attendance made it all the more impossible for her to experience any burden of the care of the ailing prince.  and unbeknown to her own heart’s throbbings, she felt drawn to the son of the old man.

			later on, they met her father and the old man, who had captured the bandits with the help of the king’s army and the old bandit’s direction.

			as the sun was approaching the horizon, the old man suggested that they all spend the night at the bandits’ main hideout instead of spending time and efforts in setting up the new camp.  and the hideout was well equipped and not far on a trail known only to bandits.

			before anyone could say anything, the charming princess said, “yes.” and that settled the matter.  so they all headed to the bandits’ hideout place and began to prepare for the supper, the fodder for the animals, and the night’s rest.

			the charming princess took her father aside and requested that the two spend the night at the old man’s abode, which was but a short distance from the main hideout.  “for i very much need to talk about some certain matters with you two and seek guidance from you both.”  so the three walked past the stream and went to the old man’s abode.

			there she met the old man’s first grandchild, a sweet and graceful girl who was only slightly younger than her.  and there were her parents, the old man’s eldest son and his wife.  they prepared a simple meal of millet and beans and vegetable soup.  they all ate together, and after a while, the three sat upon a wooden coat woven with the string.

			“i have so many things to talk about, and i feel overwhelmed as they all want to be expressed at once.  i do not know where to begin, how to begin.”

			but she did not have to know how to begin something that was already there.  all she had to do was just express it as it may, as whatever feelings it was generating.  and in that aspect, she was as transparent as thin air, she did not tell them anything in points and counterpoints.  and she was, after all, a natural charmer.

			what the great, many times great grandmother charmed them into formed a basti (sanskrit. vas: -to live; vasti: -[he, she, it] lives), a small hamlet in the woods by the main stream, where people lived in an intelligently aware, compassionate response to what is.  and this intelligence was the given constance of the human existence.  seeing what is is not in itself the subject of fear, the that which outright frightens the onlooker, this frightening and fearing take place in the minds that are made up.  a man whose mind is made up is a product of a conditioning.  he does not see things as are, because he is taught to superimpose his learnt description onto things before him.  this enables his conditioning elements to not let him meet anything unexpected, unknown, anything that would disrupt his going on the trodden track frightens him, or rather he is taught to call that disruption, and the strange feeling it generates, the feeling of fear.  even if such an encounter would turnout to be a pleasant personal experience.

			the darling sweetheart of a dainty young woman managed to free even the bandits, who gladly imposed upon themselves the arduous task of replacing the work animals in the initial period of change in the way the farming was done, and many laborious activities were conducted at the expense of the animals’ freedom.

			nobody knew what was happening, and most of all, the dear young woman who had to constantly remind the others not to try to form a habit of seeing things in a new way, replacing the old way.  for she was not out there to set a new path.

			once they relaxed, having their known sense of insecurity gone, they, too, began to experience the lively throbs of existence.  then each throb awakened the intelligent urge to respond to the new in an undisturbed, relaxed manner.

			they all lived interacting interdependently among themselves, and that included their awareness that the oneself is but a figure of speech as a point of reference limited to a specific context.  but otherwise, there’s no defining borderline that can really separate anything from anyone else.  or oneself is all self or no-self as each one began to experience this limitlessness, the all embracing awareness of being, in each one arose the very naturalness that they all had found to be very charming in the charming princess.  now they were not blinded by her natural charm.  rather, they all radiated with the very lustre of the nature of things, before, as if, there was only one flower in the whole garden.  now the entire place was blooming with flower plants.  the appearance of another or many flowers does not diminish the beauty of the first flower.  what is lost is the value judgment invented by the thought.

			and it was the very thought-out way of life that they had left behind.

			besides, the flowers exist well and fine in interdependence with the bees and butterflies, even if no human being ever saw them.  this the lovely princess had heard in her early childhood from her nursemaid.

			eventually, the young prince and the princess separated, though he did not leave the basti.  and he felt greatly freed when the fair maiden paired with the old man’s youngest son and then had a daughter born to her.

			well, that’s the stretch of my constance in one direction.....

			“and where is your basti situated?” he asked. “for i would sure like to meet your people, observe how you all live, and write a news breaking report about it in the national journal of anthropology.”

			“it is on the other side of the stream, just over the bend.”

			“i have crossed that stream twice already,” said the anthropologist. “in fact, i just crossed it before i met you.”

			“the basti that you did not see is not hidden from you.  it is in the direction you are not desiring to go.”

			“why would i not want to observe a new tribe and thus miss the glory of a lifetime in reporting a new find?”

			“because it is off-limits to the anthropologists.  the basti does not exist as an observation post.”

			“you mean there are some restrictions involved.  we can work something out. maybe we can offer your basti something that is hard to come by.  some tools.  some device of food production or energy, passive solar, etc.”

			“the dwellers of the basti are not the leftovers of the ice age of the anthropologists’ thoughts.  nor are they pacified into conformity of any cultural mold. they are free to acquire or invent whatever they need.”

			“that makes it all the more appealing to visit your place.”

			you can not visit the basti that exists in the other dimension, and you can not enter that dimension without stepping out of the dimension in which your world is formed.  you step out of your known world in which your whole existence is confined to your narrow identity of an anthropologist who must always look out for the new, not for its existence as whatever it may be, but as a means to the protection of the fear of the oblivion of your old identity.  step out of your self-identity, and you will step into the other dimension where there is that basti......”

			.................................

			the question that arose and lingered on is: where was i talking? where did or do i live?

		

	
		
			2001. co-operative co-existence

			i know a number of young women and men who, too, have had similar aspirations.  in fact, i am one of them.  though i am not as young as most of these women and men whose vision is blurred by the intoxicating scent of the very near future.  my vision is still blurred with an intoxicant aroma of the eco-centric cooperative co-existence.  i was a teenager when one morning, out of the azure tropical blue sky, came the blindingly bright vision of a community living in as colourful harmony as are butterflies with equally colourful flowers sending out fragrant invitations on air currents.

			as i grew biologically up to the threshold of the manhood, i began to observe a distinctly different and new feeling developing for me in every girl i was very much drawn to:  each one of those extremely beautiful young women were almost proud of my being drawn to them, were happy of being trusted by me.  it was a feeling that you feel when being out in the meadows along a nature trail and, all of a sudden, a butterfly lands on your forehead or on the back of your palm.  that fragile little creature with wings barely a shade thicker than its shadow can carry you off into the wonderful never, neverland, a land one can describe only in negations:  what it is not like, being so unlike the world you live in, no word exists in your vocabulary to describe it.  it is not crude or cruel; nor manipulative.  not competitive, having no sense of insecurity at work.  butterfly is an inhabitant of that world.  so when a butterfly lands on you, by the power of your equation, you become the same as a flower.  you become natural or at least feel that somewhere deep within you, you are still natural.

			you like that rare feeling as you are surrounded by constantly narrowing circle of viciousness.  to all my girlfriends, i was like a butterfly that they wanted around to make them feel natural.

			but then, they also had that “unnatural” aspect about them which is the product of thought arising from the learnt sense of insecurity.  all my women-friends were proud of being equated with the fragrant beauty of flowers, but they were not about to become “empty-headed” pretty women.  each one of them had a head full of thoughts about things to be had, beings to be with, places to go and be at.  and they were very much aware that the beautiful wings of butterfly are too weak to carry the bits and pieces of a picture puzzle of their dream worlds.  thus, every woman whose “soul mate” i was also searched for her worldly mate, a socio-economically well-situated young man.

			thus, in the close proximity of beautiful women, i am utterly alone.

		

	
		
			dream of 23 march, dawn, 2001.  the identical twin elements of my being

			we were walking on sidewalk when a cute, little crimson convertible of a japanese make pulled over beside us. the driver, also a cute-faced young woman, said, “excuse me,” which sounded like a melodious chime.  we stopped and took a couple of steps towards the car.  we said, “yes?” she looked at us, and the expression of amusement still lingering on her face, said, “i am looking for the --- auto repair garage. would you happen to know where it is on this road?”

			“yes,” we said, “in fact, we are going there.”

			“then get in; we all go there together.”

			so we sat in the front seat beside her and also in the back.  she started the car and eased it into the rather busy traffic with a grace that felt safe and reassuring.  her compassion seemed to include not only the inanimate objects such as the car but also the environment and the motion.

			at the garage the mechanic said something to us which startled her.  “why didn’t you say then that it was your place?” she asked.

			“because you had not asked who owned the place.  and, we do not quite own it as yet.  we have a bank loan against it.

			her car was taken care of, and, in the meantime, with the increasing visits and phone calls, we learnt her name: radha, and that she was the daughter of a wealthy banker.  radha was a doctoral candidate in economics.  and, she had learnt that there was something more to our being identical twins, though she couldn’t quite say it in many or any words.

			then on, radha and we were seen together everywhere.  so it came about that one day she took us to her home.  we had a nice vegetarian dinner.  it was cooked by her mother, who, too, emitted the compassionate grace that was reflected in her daughter.  and, then we learned that her father owned the bank that held the mortgage on our auto repair business.  he then not only advised us on how to pay off the loan, but also guided us through the retirement of the loan.

			we were with radha till late in the evening almost every day, and oftentimes, one or both her parents joined us in our talking on matters that concerned every aspect of life.  then one day, radha’s mother brought up the subject of love and marriage.  she meant radha’s love for us, and therefore, the issue of marriage.  “you know, mother,” radha said, “i love them both, much the same as you do, papa does.”

			“but even that being so, you can’t marry both.  you can marry only one,” her father said, “you choose one for marriage.”

			this aspect of life and its socially regulated expression was a new subject for us.  we just sat quietly and listened to the discussion between radha and her parents that went on like this:

			“why can’t i marry them both?”

			“because it is not legally and socially acceptable.”

			“laws concerning marriage and everything else keep changing all the time. and what about draupadi?  doesn’t mahabharata describe her to be the wife of all five pandava brothers?  has the society ever rejected her for that?”

			“that’s the scriptural past.  one has no choice over what happened.”

			“and the himalayan tribal woman who marries more than one man who all live in different villages and spends time with each of them in turn?”

			“the native tribes are not governed under the hindu law.  they follow their own social norms.”

			“if what happened is choiceless and is, therefore, acceptable, or as in the case of the himalayan hill tribe that does not regard the english-made hindu penal code and, therefore, gives the indianized hindu no choice as to how the hill tribes should conduct their lives’ affairs, either way, if i, too, make it happen and give people no choice, they will accept my marriage with the twins, too; and even if they didn’t, i am not seeking anybody’s approval or disapproval for what i am experiencing.”

			and then the discussion focused on the judeo-christian notion of the woman as a property of man, and the western man writing up the codes of conduct for women to live with.

			radha was the beloved daughter of her parents, and though what she said and did at times startled them, did not in the end seem unreasonable.

			so her parents consulted the family priest.  other than performing the rituals of marriage and occasional recital of the purana, which he would read first in sanskrit in the classical way and then translate it in gujarati, passage by passage, the priest was also known in the area as a scholar of the vedas.  radha had a very lively exchange of thoughts on the subject of man-woman relationship in the pre-christian india which was not “india” then.  and the islamized invaders were kept too busy fighting the various tribes, big and small, which all had the differing notions of life and everything else.  so the moslems simply referred to all of them as hindu<sindhu:-sindhu river and the sindh>hind pradesh.  (modern sindh is an area that is divided, and most of it is in pakistan.)

			the priest did not see anything unethical or immoral in such a marriage.  “dharma is that which holds,” he said (from the root word: dhar: -to hold).

			“it does not preclude what has not been held yet, but is holdable, may be beheld,” radha concluded, “like the flying machine, like a journey in the new dimension.”

			so with a big fanfare befitting the wealthy banker’s social standing, we were married.  and true to radha’s observation that people tend to accept what is unchangeable like the past, our marriage, too, was accepted, albeit with great applaud from the social, political, and religious thinkers, even women’s liberation sector heralded it as an enlightened act.

			young women and men began to look at radha as a guide in the new dimension. but radha rejected the notion that there can be a guide for a journey away from the known.

			then one day when we were all at the auto repair garage talking with the mechanic about the work, all of a sudden, radha said, “let’s first talk about the relationship, our relationship with each other, with work, with money, and all.”

			so we did. and, consequently, did away with the traditional notion of trade.  the outcome was the co-operative garage of auto repair.  in it not only were there no owners, but even the customers were taken as the co-operators .

			next change took place was in radha’s father’s bank. it became a reservoir of the collective extra, like the water beyond the point of saturation.  it trickles and even gushes down the slope and fills up the lake.  people were asked to pool together what was beyond their immediate use, take freely what was needed for their immediate use.  nobody watching, nobody keeping accounts.

			---- ---- ---- 

			the identical twin elements of my being: thinking and doing.

		

	
		
			2002.  the problem

			the life process is evolutionary.  it is ever expanding.  the education process is designed to make human beings move like robots, doing the same thing again and again, day after day, for the entire length of each person’s employment.

			the education of the human species departed from that of the other specie, from parents to the young ones, when man began to capture other creatures and the weaker humans.  then on, the training was to bend the will of the enslaved humans and other “domesticated” creatures to act according to the command of the “master.”

			the work, whatever its form, was (is) to be carried out for the sole benefit of the “employers.”  the workers would be well fed and well rested so that they would work well and hard.  this fulltime “work” on the part of the “employed” and leisurely savoring the fruits of their labour on the part of the “employers” denotes the difference in the treatment of the two by the state, church, and educational curriculum planners.  all the “democratic” countries’ constitutions thus pull the wool over this single distinction of the classes:  the workers and those whom for the work is performed.  this brought about a revolt in russia in the early twentieth century.  by the end of the century, the spirit of “communism” was so indistinguishably like the spirit of “capitalism” that the russians stopped pretending that there ever was the communist way of life.

		

	
		
			2002.  the elementality of being

			the self (as me, myself) is a thought-out identity selected from one’s input, afterthoughts of experience and supporting evidences of others’ (positive/agreeable) examples.

			one (therefore) chooses one’s path, direction, leader, guide, or a solitary trail all alone by oneself, all for the sake of the preservation of this acquired self which is an aggregate, composite image of a person that one would like to be.  but knowing that one neither is, nor can one ever be, one strives to be seen to be one in others’ eyes.  the(se) others that one thinks are necessary for the preservation of one’s thought out self.

			as an entity, oneself, the being, one is what one is when one is not thinking or acting out the thought out scenarios in which the self is expected to be preserved.  this thoughtless state of being renders it unnecessary much of what one does, freeing one to be.  and as this being not being a static phenomena, one be-es as does a river.  it is always there but never quite the same for it is not a stagnant pool.

			the very thought of the self-preservation, which is a fear of the opposite, is a conditioning that is imposed during one’s formative years from the kindergarten to the postgraduate studies.  so one grows up with a notion of finding one’s niche in the wide range of a pecking order.  and it is this niched existence that one perceives as one’s self.  but since this sought after or nearly found niche is but thought of being but not really being so, all one can do, or does do, fattens only the thought out self which can be described, acted, shown, but never be felt, experienced, be-ed.  so, very much like an accomplished actor who is much acclaimed, praised, one may even succeed in being seen as the role model in others’ eyes; but one cannot follow one’s own second step, knowing that one’s very first step was taken in the deception, which is an effect of fearful thoughts.

			the confines of the universe are floating in the haze of the outer edge of the consciousness enwrapping one’s consciousness.  the outer perimeters of the consciousness or the edge of the universe is seemingly hazy or milder as are the outer waves of an impact that cause ripples.  and these ripples that appear stronger near the center of the impact and appear to be weakening gradually on an immensely wider scale, due to the fact that the matter at the outer perimeters of the confines is the same as that of the wave; and, therefore, only appears weakened as the moon during the day.  during the day, both the moon and the surrounding are brightened with the same intensity unlike at the night when there is no sunlight illuminating the earth’s surrounding which makes the sun-lighted moon brighter.

			that which is infinite has no outer perimeters.  one conforms to one’s perceptive limits, calling it to be the outer edge of the cosmos or consciousness.

			so long as i recognize the fact that someone else does see clearly an object farther than the range of my perceptive range, there is neither the problem, nor the theory of the point  or the limit of the outermost region of the matter manifest.  my not seeing that someone else sees, or vice versa, is no problem in itself if and when one who sees farther, does not set one’s limit as the limit for everybody else.

		

	
		
			2002.  co-existence calls for an aware living

			the yawning rattlesnake that i photographed two years ago is back with two more rattle-rings added to his tail.  and, he is bigger and thicker.

			i walked past him only inches away thrice on my way to and from the cabin as i was working in the vegetable garden without watching the narrowing trail by the cabin.  so i did not see him.  and apparently, it didn’t threaten or bother him as he stayed put snugly coiled.  on the fourth trip, i went to get the camera and photographed him again.  and then some more from the cabin window.

			then the sun was setting, and the cardinals and a cobalt blue bird came to eat the rice that had sprinkled earlier.  so that’s why the snake was there.  would the birds notice?

			non-interference means not to interfere.  not only by not trying to “save” a bird and thus deny the snake his meal, but also by not feeding the birds.  which bird will he get,  one of the four or five cardinals or the small cobalt blue bird?  the striped sparrows were not there.  while i turned my attention to the coffee pot, the snake caught a male cardinal.  i watched him what looked like him thrashing the bird this way and that, as the bird’s wings were free, and he was trying to fly away, until the cardinal died.  the other birds flew away.  the snake opened his mouth.  i noticed the inside of his mouth in the twilight.  it was the same soft, whitish pink inside that i had photographed from close two years ago.  and then he began to swallow the bird.  by the time the bird disappeared in his mouth, the darkness had begun to engulf the snake.

			early next morning, i looked out of the window to see if the snake was still there.  he had moved a little closer to the cabin, and he stayed coiled all day.  in the late afternoon, he began to move.  i took the camera and went to have a few more close-ups.  he was definitely sluggish and not eager to move.

			i went to the garden, and a few hours later when i returned, the snake was gone.

			in the morning, i was considering calling john to caution him not to come to the front window to try to scare me for in the process he might not watch his step.  and even though this rattlesnake and the other snakes seemed not interested in being scary, if john were to be startled by the sudden closeness of the snake, in confusion the snake might be startled and defensive, too.  but since the snake is gone, that danger is past.  i can tell him about it later. 

			the timber rattler (three days ago) near the garden seemed as much watching me as i was watching him.  maybe he didn’t know what i was doing as i photographed him from a couple of feet distance.

			and that evening, i noticed a strange reluctance to going to the big creek (pee dee) and was reminded of similar reluctance to walking through the tall grass on the island by thailand.  my friend jim saw me shudder and said, “why are you afraid?” 

			“no,” i said to him, “it is not that.  i simply do not feel like walking through this patch of grass now.”  he prodded me, and i walked but a few steps, and the thought arose, “what if i see a king cobra now?”  and, as i was thinking that small thought, i was seeing him, partially lying on the grass that was lowered by his weight, his head and the front half of the body basking in the sun, and the tail hidden in the grass.  he was thicker than my biceps of arm.  he was watching me from a distance that was shorter than his body length.

			i stepped back very gently and motioned jim to step back.  “can i see?” he asked.  i knew that unless he saw him, too, jim would not have believed it.  he had a quick glance, and we cleared out of the area and went down to the beach.  jim handed me a cigarette, saying, “so you lived to smoke a cigarette.”  then i told jim not to tell our host about the incident, but jim did at supper time.  the next morning our host went with a shotgun and killed the king cobra.  he was 12 ½ feet long.

			....this evening, when i reached the pee dee creek, some 500 feet from the cabin, i remembered the water moccasin that is around there or at the small creek.  but then i began to move rocks from the water and throw them on the bank.  then i saw a bigger rock at the edge of the water.  it needed to be rearranged.  as it was heavier for my capacity, i couldn’t make it stand on its side.  it would lift up only a few inches and would fall back.  finally i managed to make it stand on its side and saw the water moccasin coiled up in the hollow between the smaller rocks.  he stayed put.  i almost dropped the rock on his hollowed space.  he moved farther in between the cracks of the rock underneath.  i knew he was there but i must not be carried away by such works that make me unaware of the surrounding.

			[image: ]

			this is the actual photo I took of the rattlesnake with manually operated camera

		

	
		
			june 9,  2003.

			i have lived most of my life alone.  even in india in the 1950’s in the middle of some 200 people dancing for hours on end, and the question arising: where am i?  and the known answer, that i was among the gujaratis dancing the raas for the nine nights; and people considered me to be a “good” dancer with emotive motions and all, did not take away the nagging question, that had haunted me from almost the time i started to think things. and everything that i thought brought the awareness of the widening gap between others and my consciousness of my not being what i was thought and expected to be.  so living alone in the pee dee valley does not in itself feel to be different from the distance that i felt between me and some people there.

			having realized that i can not become somebody, or anybody, i ceased to have expectations from others.  hence the gap created by not wanting, and not wanting to be what i am not, has ceased.  this has enabled me to see things that people are aware that they are there, but are prone to ignore, wishing that every thing will turn out to be all right.  from such considerations formed the early morning’s dream: i was some place, in some scientist’s home. this scientist (botanist) had discovered a rare and one of a kind, but endangered, species of a plant. in order to save it in a known way, he had dug it up and had brought it to his lab gardens. he had a little daughter of about seven, who had tended the plant while in the pot. she and i were watching as her father began to transplant the plant from the pot to the prepared ground.  it was then that he realized that the plant was alive because it was receiving the energy, the life force from his daughter. and that the moment he finished the transplanting it into the ground, she would die.  of course, he did not wish his daughter to die.  he did love her very much.  and he did very earnestly want to save that endangered species of a plant, as well.  what he did not know was this mysterious connection of the life force between the rare plant and his daughter.  then he observed that his daughter and all other children were supplying me with the same life force, too.  the younger the child, the more nourishing energy it provided me.  “if by supplying  with the energy, none of the children, including you are dying, why would you die?”, he asked the girl.  she said,” because he is sustaining himself at this time. For now he needs only perking up, and we the children are bursting with the excess energy.  so it helps him, while not hurting us.  but in this plant’s case, it can live only if i can give him the life of mine...”

		

	
		
			2003.  the journey into the unknown

			the journey refers to the moving away from where one has been, refers to the feeling of being disconnected with things, thoughts, speech, and actions associated with the present location, physical as well as psychological, emotional, and otherwise.  as one hasn’t felt totally disconnected to the last cord, free, the journey has not yet begun but is imminent.

			yesterday’s means of transportation was by air.  but not by aeroplane, that i shall be flying in the next month to los angeles.  peter is arranging for my journey to the krisnamurti school where peter is teaching.  but on a parallel journey that, as mused by einstein, may meet at the vanishing points as the light waves bend or remain parallel, infinitely, as the new batch of astrophysicists muse.  but the simple fact is that they will remain musings (theories) as long as neither einstein nor the recent crop of his kind have actually, and not theoretically, taken a single step on the journey into the unknown.  and then, to pull the legs of the not so daring physicists, the mediocre degree holders who teach physics at schools and universities, einstein had said, “the imagination is more important than the knowledge.”  true enough.  the knowledge that adds two to two to make four makes one a math teacher or a chartered accountant, both of whom teach or count sums that have no relevance and, so, no consequences to him (or her) whether or not it affected others.

		

	
		
			1992.  letter to professor stephen hawking

			a few months ago at little rock’s 1 dollar movie theatre, i saw a documentary film on you and your work.  the next day i ordered “a brief history of time” through a bookstore.  i do not buy things, especially books.  yours was probably the first book i bought.  before i got to read it, someone took it from me, and i lost track of it.  last week a friend asked if i would like to read it.  again, yours is probably the first book i read in the past few years.  until then, i had read “krishnamurti’s notebook” and had read a few passages here and there on krishnamurti’s biography and “commentary on living.”  before that, i had read few pages of edgar rice burrough’s “tarzan” in the middle school, around 1950.  when i realized that my living was (it still is) more engaging than the imagined legend of tarzan, i stopped reading it.

			[image: dream-8a]

			i began to write a journal of thinking from 1953.  i write in the early morning.  then i read what i wrote a week ago, a month ago, a year ago, ten years ago, 20 years ago.  but then, my journals began to disappear.  from these writings, i became aware of the space that was within me and around me.  not the space that is occupied by the minute particles (elements) that convey the gravitational force and light.  but absolute nothingness.  not even thoughts.

			in 1954 i enrolled in art school, and as soon as i was able to verbalize my objections to having to study what was “in” at india’s prestigious baroda art school but did not at all interest me, the process of negation, of what is not, began.  space, when perceived as a subject, becomes impenetrable mass.  thus, in my earlier art expressions, i depicted space even as a cage that held me captive.  it is interesting to note the similarity of the medium, a dog (p. 164 in your book’s illustration) depicting the sense of dimension through an example of food.  in my 1960 dream, it was the skeleton of dog.  very alive and absolutely empty inside its skeleton.  one could see through those ribs.  it was very hungry.  it took every food in its mouth and transformed the food-mass into nothing.  i did a number of drawings, and, later on, sculptures to add a dimension.  by 1963, when i had my first one-man show of art, the space had become an integral aspect of the theme of my works.  even moon in my paintings had to look like nebula to convey the space and spatial interaction.
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			but space was still an aggregate.  instead of viewing the space as a time factor between the objects, stars, i conceived it as the necessary contour of objects, such as the peel of fruits, bark of trees, skin on humans.  and, like these, the space was porous.  through it the link was maintained between the within and the without.  in some of my paintings, the human and other forms were depicted as the contour of space.

			this space, both within and without, was necessary.  without it, all things and beings would either integrate or disintegrate into O sunyata. take the symbol of shunyata itself, for instance:  as you see, there is nothing at first.  then you are beginning to draw the nothingness within.  figures 1, 2.  in figure 3, it is drawn in.  now  depending upon your position, you see it as the contour of the space within:  figure 4, or the space without: figure  5.

			much of the modern concept of the universe is conditioned by the linear (less than two dimensional) thinking based on the single source concept of god, king, authority, etc.  when people do become truly democratic <demos +crata, they act freely and realize the independence.  even according to that popular concept, what was banged released several elements, not just one.  and all these elements contained such properties that would move only in concert with at least one other element.  as is the popular belief—that all laws of physics begin at the event singular and are not applicable for the events before—logically flowed from the onset. so all that follows must contain the original mistake.  (the original sin of the scientific adam).  since the laws of the scientific kind begin with the big bang, logically there would have to be at least two elements to implode or explode.

			you have mentioned aristotle’s belief, that the universe was formed of the four basic elements:  air, water, fire, and earth.  the vedic indians perceived five.  the fifth one was the space, the absolute nothingness.  they described the shape of the universe to be egg-like.  the brahmanda.  but even so, brahma, the creator of the universe, is neither absolute nor is credited with the creation of these five basic elements.  they just are.  they have always be.  without –ed or –en suffixes.  that which is has a quality that be-es.  it is not a static state of be-ing.  so it is never the same.  it has no beginning or end.  it’s ever-present state of being so illusive that, if you give all the monkeys, monks, and scientists a typewriter for each person and grant them the infinity, they all will keep coming up with yet one more form of its state of being.  that is because what is is not what a person held captive in the frame of an idea thinks it is.  no two snowflakes, sand particles, leaves on the same tree, no two atoms are exactly the same in shape, size, weight, and motion.

			the english word “god” is akin to a sanskrit word “gudha” meaning the innermost.  so every monkey, monk, and even a “his master’s voice” type of a science teacher, you and i—we all are it, all the time, collectively and interdependently, but neither of us can repeat an ever so on-going action.  for to repeat anything, first the nature of the state of being must be stopped.  and then, like a movie reel, rewind and rerun it.  when we are given a script, scripture,  and  a set of rules, we are expected to repeat.  even then we don’t (can’t) act exactly the same.  it seems life in european civilization was always a command performance.  there was a hierarchical string of singularities in every walk of life.  even beethoven couldn’t leave the budding musicians alone.  he wrote compositions telling a number of them how to play their respective instruments in a symphony that was synchronized by force.  how many composers you know who would play to somebody else’s tunes?  the european classical music was the product of the royal court.  america is europe expanded.  so now even folk festivals require colour coordinated parades with a militaristic precision of parade, and even simple cheering requires training and a cheerleader.  “world is a stage,” said shakespeare.  indians call it “lila,” the divine play.  a hierarchical expression of life becomes a play within a play within a play, like moon turning around the earth that turns around the sun who moves around some other point in the milky way galaxy which....

			buddha (6th century b.c.) saw no need for the single creator.  he observed that the human existence with its myriad complexities was based on the nature of things that cause transitory appearances that are empty in themselves.  i have had a couple of dreams in which i discussed very intensively with budda and feel that dreams may offer yet another dimension to the perception of what is.  it happens when thinking requires additional but simultaneous dimensions to perceive the matter.  thus, while in a zen monastery in japan, observing the mind-stuff, in 1970, my younger sister sharada, who had died in 1952, came and asked if i wanted to comprehend the nothingness directly.  i nodded and she took me by hand, and we walked out of our one-room home (a railway quarter of the junagadh state in the british india).  we walked through the station yard, went past the town, walked through the jungle of gir, up over the hills and mountains, then through the clouds that became denser, obliterating the sense of sight that had gone through the most familiar to the least.  now the sound of her voice receded.  then the sense of touch of the solid earth under my bare feet ceased as we entered the clouds.  then the vague outlines of the fluffy cloud mass dissolved into a formless glow that surrounded us.  now there was the gentle, warm touch of my sister’s palm holding mine.  that, too, slipped off, leaving the sense of moving with her.  then there was only the sense of motion.  and then there was nothing.

			dreaming in this instance is not an idle fantasy.  life is lived that way, during that period of time.  there, in the dream, i realize the event that my four dimensional surrounding does not let me experience.  a gujarati saying:  “where the sun doesn’t reach, goes the poet.  where even the poet does not reach, arrives the fellow happen-being.”  in such happenings i feel limitless.  summon the various elements and experience the event.  thus, in the dream i told the buddha that “i must be dreaming.”

			and he said, “no, you are not. pinch yourself hard enough to wake you up.  and you shall see that i am for real.”

			“that proves nothing.  for in my dreams i have fallen off the precipice and have even died thrice.  it all felt as real as yesterday’s events.  when experiencing, it all feels real.”

			in your book, you wonder:  “why do we remember the past but not the future?”  in the next line, you stated that “the laws of science do not distinguish between the past and the future.”  and then you explained the arrow of time.  in order to be memory, first an event must occur to leave its impression upon those brain cells that retain it as memory.  since both real as well as imagined time moves (lives, grows, evolves) through events and time has no body of its own, it’s a measure of motion of objects including human beings,  there is neither past nor future in that evolutionary state of constancy.  the human existence seems to be more a command performance than the way other elements move.  the culturing is the loading the brains with memories of the desired act.  the arrow of time bends under the force of authority—father, teacher, preacher, politician and police, and things move in circle.  the arrow of time, not being an element, is made to flow in what appears like a circle.  that’s like the pin of the phonograph going over the same track on a scratched record, making the same sound repeatedly but successively causing minute changes in the texture of the track and sound until finally the record develops a hole and catches the pin and stops turning.

			until then, that circular bend of events are both past and future.  that’s the nature of repetition.  and it lacks ecstasy.

			the earth spins around the sun, repeatedly or constantly?  we have made astronomical charts predicting the “future” events based upon the motions of the astro-bodies along their known tracks.  within the laws of probability, the “future” events can be predicted.  but there is always the element of the unknown, the future to surprise.  you were not expected to live for more than two years and that was a long time ago.

			it is in the nature of existence to be.  the word “collapse” in this case tries to cut out an episode and frame it within the perceptive range of our mundane brain power.  when raising the level of our consciousness to that of the limitless existence, the elements will still be moving into yet new dimension that we were denying before.  maybe, with some periodically held science conferences to look into the reason of existence—whether it is turtles all the way down, or that the “beyond the universe” is as separate from oneself as is the shell from the tortoise—we may also find a smoother, finer, more graceful way to be.

			and further yet, after knowing “the mind of god,” we may also help him relieve the burden of the singularity.  only the biblical god seems singular.  there are quite a few other concepts of god, including:  “i am brahma,” “thou art that,” and even a joined couple, siamese twins as an asset rather than a deformed conception.  this god would exist (be) and function only in unison, like the “positive” and “negative” proton and neutron elements but without our value judgment attached to the two words.  it is not felt awkward to be a siamese twin.  i have “experienced” it with my friend yukiko.  in my dream, we were three-legged couple with the middle leg, from the knee down, in common.  we were each other’s active conscience.

			in the evolving universe, rather than the expanding one, everything happens just once.  so, as with me, so, too, with god, the feeling of newness must always be present; and god, having no preconception of the ever changing happening, would not experience the fear of insecurity that queen elizabeth or president clinton would experience at the prospect of abolishment of their titles.  if he does, his must be a petty mind; and, as the bible says, he then created man in his own image:  petty, vain, conniving, vengeful, and chaotic.  universe, in this scenario, seems expanding, not evolving.

			it seems consistent with the evolutionary process that the ones who made the big bang may not be found in their early state of mind.  those collective or congregating elements of god would have evolved since and must be changing all the while.  so we must look forward to meeting god in the ever changing present or ever present future.  in either sense, we cannot have any preconception of the nature or form of god.  for, as you are not just a book of words of theories of the universe, your existence includes your wife and children, friends, colleagues and students, your hopes and aspirations, and that which sparks the creative impulses in you.  so to try to explain the universe only through physics would be as demeaning as it would be to imagine you through the wheelchair.

			of course, there can’t be god, the absolute intelligence or what you will, that can be “playing dice” or any other game called “lila” in the evolutionary process.  game has preconceived set of motions that can be repeated again and again.  in your book, you have used the word “recollapse,” which would imply the repetition of expansion and collapse.  god in that scenario could be only a coach or referee, or a bandmaster, or a symphony conductor conducting his own earlier composition, having exhausted his creative sparks but still unwilling to step aside from the centre of the action.  “god does not play dice with the universe,” said einstein.  but instead, god motivated einstein to become instrumental in the u.s.a., playing dice with the people of hiroshima and nagasaki?  i found it rather a slip of mindfulness on einstein’s part to support zionism.  not because it was a religious concept, but because he was a conscientious theorist and the bible, old or new, does not present a logically sound picture of god and his creation.  einstein could have been in absolute disapproval of hitler’s ways without supporting the false in the fallen people who needed the help.  “the right to be wrong” is not allowed in nature’s laws.

			i am viewing the human behavior as one of many dimensions of the evolutionary expressions of the absolute with its growing intelligence.  so, in lapses of mindfulness, god as otherwise intelligent woman would wear bra, high heels, and the makeup, or as a southern redneck male, may wish to do away with all the dark skinned males.  but an alert god with his creative fire roaring would not be an “informed god,” for such are the ways of the creative force, be it painting or poetry, music, dance, or a scientific discovery.  one cannot set out with a preconception.  one has to be absolutely empty, like a child’s mind.  if not, then what comes forth is just one more performance of the familiar act that, being devoid of the creative spark, stresses the style of the act, such as “isms” in art, literature, and thought, both religious and politico-socio-economical.  maybe this prompted lao tzu to state, “those who speak do not know.  those who know do not speak.”  it is possible that somewhere along the line, the thinker lost the spark and mistook the transitory form to be it and then began to rely upon the familiarity itself; giving out notions like:  “god created man in his own image;” “the chosen people;” nationalism; and even favorite writer, actor, colour, dress, dish, etc.  further still, even the quest into the unknown has been divided into the club-like camps of the materialists, physicists, theorists, spiritualists, linguists, etc.  you are labeled as a theoretical physicist?  though you seem willing to reject the one dimensional pigeonhole of identity and explore other avenues.  but very few experts will let go of their ideological trenches and venture out to realize that this “friendly fire” of critical comments destroys only the misconceptions.

			the modern science is still classically dealing with only the physical universe.  and its progress parallels that of an infant:  first the sense of touch develops, then the sight, then the sound, etc.  so after telescope and sound waves and such tools of sensory perception, the now adult would inquire into why, and then feel eager to co-create.  that’s the democratization of the godhead and his singularity of the creator.

			---after i began reading your book, i began to feel strongly that a book like yours contains matter that, not being dead, can be but a mutual quest.  since it is within the power of your authority to pull some strings, invite individuals from walks of life.  exclude ones who are “experts” only because of their academic diplomas, titles, and positions, but who are  otherwise dead brains.  have a roundtable conference.

			in a roundtable quest, i would present the following for observations to be discussed:

			---thinking:  along with the other senses of perception,  this one offers a wholesome perspective of what is.  though, like other five senses, it is connected with the brains, it is not the brains or that part of the brains that collects memories.  the five senses usually concern with the known physical matter.  hence, the expression:  “makes sense.”  each sense travels in one dimension and adds to the totality of one’s sensibility.  of these five senses, we have been taught to depend heavily on the sense of seeing.  it received prominence because one could see beyond one’s physical body.  hearing comes next.  science improved on this distance between the eye and the object through the telescope.  some instruments have been developed to deal with the terrestrial sounds.  since the classical science largely concerns with the physical nature of the physical universe, there may develop instruments that will sense the universe with the remaining three senses: the touch, and then by taking it in as smell and taste.  because the four elements aristotle saw constituting the universe are all related to the five senses, the classical concept of the universe is four dimensional. now add “why?  why the universe?”  it develops one more dimension that evokes later after one begins to feel tired of the repetitiveness of the sensory perceptions.  our socio-economic motions are almost entirely due to the commercial exploitation of this growing sense of tiredness of the repetition.  we are forced to feel bored and then forced to select the escapes.  and all this simply because it helps someone else to make believe that his sense of security lies in amassing the material wealth in the manner of a theoretical black hole.  it sucks up the life of the people and other resources for the protection of his self image born of the fear.

			---the non-dual (not unified or put together) perception of the creator (whether divine or otherwise) as the other dimension of the created.  when recognizing that it is not a title or a profession but an aspect of the creative process taking place in the now (be, be creating, being created), it is obvious that neither can be by and in itself.  they are separate only in words, such as is the sound from the ear or sight from the eye.  further, this recognition enables the human intelligence to experience the dimension of no-conflict.  the protons and neutrons are not opposite each other.  nor do they annihilate each other.  together they are transformed or evolved into yet another new entity.  it seems that the militaristic approach to the problems has invaded the civilian issues.  neither by design or form nor by function, genders are opposite of each other.  but they are called the opposite sexes.  in fact, in wars it is the same sex that is fighting its own kind.  nor should they be referred to as “the other half” or the negative.  they are simply two aspects of the human existence, simultaneously justifying the state of being female and male in context of the wonderful pull.

			---energy.  the e=mc2 describes only the material aspect/ratio of the energy production.  maybe the equation was helpful in the atomic energy process.  but it does not say what energy is and why.  energy is not a material element.  it is an aggregate derived from the impact of the motion created by the natural properties of the matter in response to the cause for the purpose of the furtherance of the evolutionary process of change.  so the energy is:  e=mc2 (mass of at least two interacting elements) + i2 (their impacts upon each other) + p (the purpose):  e=m2+i2+p.

			---purposefulness.  cause, reason, the why is a dimension as well as the motivating force that creates strings of events, linking them all in the web of cause and effect, like a spider’s web but multidimensional.  so as you describe an event in terms of its location in four dimensional space and time, so, too, its why so must be mentioned.

			---dreaming as a state of being in another dimension.  it is after all a natural motion of the being.  as for its content, it is a two-way flow of communication between the within and without.  so depending upon the individual’s interests, dreams function as a multi-dimensional science lab or an escape chamber, much the same as anything else in the modern living has become—food, clothing, shelter, and even writing.  as all these things and acts reflects a person’s character, so do dreams depict one’s motions in the other dimensions that are beyond the reach of the power of authority.  though the commerce industry always comes up with a consumer product such as science, science fiction; computer, computer games; serious writing, storybooks.  in california, they have been selling some kind of dream machines for those brain-deads who can’t travel unaided into their own depth.

			i am writing a book of dreams.  so far about 60 pages are typeset and some 16 illustrations drawn or painted.  but like my other works and writings, this one, too, must be published non-commercially.  the two big american publishers’ contacts were interested in these writings until they learned that they would have to let go of their share of the profit, too.

			---space.  the modern scientific concept treats space as a sort of distance between objects measured in the light year; such as space is enwrapped around stars and galaxies, like a cocoon, forming the universe, it must contain some of those elements that feel the pull.  what forms the outer edge of the universe, whether with the earth-like sphere contour or like the gradually diminishing, vanishing outer area of the flame, beyond that vanishing point (edge) would be the space as the negation of the matter—known or unknown, thinkable or unthinkable.

			that which is not requires nothing to comprehend.  and it is nonetheless necessary.  for only in the absolute void may the creative impulses arise.  hence, no-mind.  not struggle to make the mind still, but have no preoccupations that create hang-ups.  not a box in which one stores memories to bring out later to muse with, as does a child with a box full of toys.  memories, like toys, are preformed, have set patterns of motion, and are, therefore, noncreative, cathartic, pacifiers.  creative impulses cannot be pacified.

			after i began to think over the material in your book, i dreamed:  my little friend, jennifer (she is about 7) was drawing my portraits in coloured lines.  they were remarkable drawings with my likeness.  what was interesting was that as she was drawing my face, simultaneously the surrounding space was coming into being.  and though the lines ended at the edge of the papers, these coloured lines extended beyond the papers into space and completed the figures.  and all these figures began to move.  i said, “well, jennifer, there is no einstein around or else we would help him rewrite his theory of relativity that includes the relationship between the matter and non-matter, form and function, purpose and energy, doer and the deed.  so it becomes wholesome perception of what is.”

			---illustrator ron miller must have had to contend with the two dimensional surface of paper to try to depict the multidimensional themes.  in the illustration, the two dimensional dog is already divided into two at the three dimensional type digestive track, even without any food intake.  the solution to this problem is not to give the third type organs to a second dog.  instead, it would absorb food in the way a blotting paper absorbs ink.  or the food would pass through the dog like light, releasing the waste like the coloured shadow.

			as you stated, all laws of physics known to scientists break down at the beginning.  before that is the ultimate state of the freedom from the known.  in that absolute void, anything is possible.  it is not the opposite of order, beauty, love, serenity.  nor is it chaotic or dull.  there is the limitlessness of the being.  it is as magical as aladdin’s magic lamp.  “let there be light,” said god, and there was light.  both the thing and the word for it.  if i can dream dreams like that, god is supposed to be like men, only more able.  in one of my dreams of the trains, i was about to miss it.  the train was already in motion when i arrived at the platform.  “no, i am not going to miss this one,” i said; and a carriage was added at the end of the train.  it stood still for a fraction of a moment and moved away.  then another was added.  then another.  one by one carriages kept on adding until i stepped into one.  i sat on a seat only to realize that i did not have a destination.

			the next day i was to catch a real train from the bangkok central station to go on an art tour for two weeks.  i borrowed two alarm clocks and still didn’t wake up in time.  i rushed out, stopped a taxi, and told the driver, “the train leaves at 6:00 a.m. and now it is 7:00 a.m. so go fast.”  he sped and abruptly stopped when he realized that the train had already left.  he asked me where i was going.  he then suggested that i take a certain bus that would catch up with the train at a certain place.  i took the bus, and a few hours later, caught up with the train.  but i did not have to get in.  all my friends were getting off the train.  from there we were taking a boat to an island.  this happened in 1965 when i was a “unesco” research fellow observing the minding mind.

			---in that science conference attended by the individuals from all walks of life, there must be the children of all ages.

		

	
		
			1992.  letter to president clinton

			dear president clinton,

			one evening i was looking at some art work with a friend in the capitol hotel lobby in little rock when i felt a tap on my shoulder.  as i turned around, i heard, “hi, i am bill clinton.  i am curious about you.  who are you?”  i told you my name and that if you wished to know more, i would write you a letter.  you nodded.

			you were governor then, and at least ten years younger, and involved with an education to prepare children for the twenty-first century.

			i wrote you a two-three page letter on the subject as i, too, am concerned with the education reform ever since i was in the tenth grade in 1950, when i felt the need to build a different kind of school that every child would love.  but unlike your childhood dream of the presidency, that you have actualized for two terms, my quest was for the change in the matter i was being taught and its means and method.  and ultimately, it involved the change in the very way people lived.  but i was only 15 then.  so i perceived the problem only in bits and pieces, each one in context, in the same manner as those vedic seers negated what god is not:  “neti, neti,” not that, not that.

			and this letter is ten years later to point out to you that the current education that gave you the dream and the know-how of realizing it, will keep the americans busy doing the same old, same old things in the twenty-first century and beyond so long as you can count.  for it is the very counting one’s material worth, comparing it with others, and hence, competing, fighting, and eliminating others who appear to be rising, that makes the human existence transformed into puppetry.

			you still have two years to make an impact in the direction of change.  and there is an urgency of the human needs in the tragedy stricken regions just south, very much closer to the u.s., both in time and place than iraq.  you can call a press conference and announce to the people that beginning now you are terminating all efforts and resources that otherwise would be spent in trying to lower yourself to the level of the self-appointed  iraqi dictator.  and instead, you are redirecting all that to enable the disaster stricken neighbors to rise again.

			if you like, you may dare saddam hussein to outdo the u.s. in rebuilding the caribbean region alongside building the iraqi society with the oil money.

			not a soul in this nation will denounce your declaration, and that would become your parting gift to the human conscience that is ailing with the war fever.

			one more related suggestion:  what people abroad admire the u.s. for is the democracy and not its show of force.  when you fly the “air force one,” you are projecting the image of the commander-in-chief of an armed nation.  why can’t you go and meet people as mr. president, which is very democratically unique?  let loose any d.c. school children with paint, and they will transform the look of your plane befitting a new era of cooperative coexistence.

			consider this and let me know if in any way i may help.

		

	
		
			letter to mrs. margaret thatcher

			after killing hundreds of rats, the cat thinks of the repentance.
                                                                                                          –a hindi saying

			dear mrs. margaret thatcher,

			you spoke at a place barely an hour’s distance by car from here.  and yet, so far in another age that i can’t reach you.  or else i would have come to hear you and talk to you in person instead of writing to you.

			i haven’t heard your talk at the nearby harding college in its entirety.  this letter refers to your comment on the u.s. president bill clinton receiving the irishman jerry adams at the white house.   the news report said that you equated the meeting with the british prime minister inviting the oklahoma bomber as the guest of honour.

			were you not an ex-prime minister, your statement would not have had some meaning.  but then, the harding college would not have invited you from that far, as it does not invite me to talk to its campus community.  like all the well endowed schools, this one, too, pays people like you to tell them what they like to hear.  and your reference to the recent bomb explosion in oklahoma was one such comment that made most “republican” americans happy.

			most republicans are also wealthy.  the word “rich” stems from the latin word rex (>o.h.g. reich > rich) meaning the king.  so from the logical view, the rich can’t be democratic (people’s rule); and as minister of the british queendom, the irish freedom movement is something you do not appreciate.  after all, there are not that many provinces and counties left in the forced union.  america fought itself out 200 years ago, india 50 years ago, and africa after that.  now it is ireland wanting freedom, much to the ire of the english royalty.

			though bill clinton has some serious thinking to do, and he will have plenty of time for that after he leaves the white house, either in 1996 or in the year 2000, it is not out of his sheer thoughtless act that he met with the irish leader.  that meeting gave jerry adams a political stature that forces your government to recognize the irish cause.  and it also tempers the irish ire into an irenicon.

			i grew up in india’s gir forest area where some of your english viceroys to india went to hunt lions as guests of the nawab of junagadh state.  they were not mean only to the poor lions, but also to the poor farmers who did ve’th (the forced, unpaid labour).  we knew their status not only by the number of the blasts of the gun (cannon) salute, but also by the amount of the cracking of long woven leather whip the nawab’s sergeants used upon the poor farmers.  (i had found one such whip in the yard near the railway station where the farmers had to wait overnight with their bullock carts for the train-full of the hunting safari.)

			my father, a brahmana priest, worked as a goods clerk for the state railway managed by the english.  theirs were the big bungalows with big gardens fenced with barbed wires.  we lived in one room railway quarter.  it leaked when it rained heavy.  and with heavier rains, the whole yard flooded with the water level inside the room becoming ankle deep.

			behind the row of 8 single room quarters were 4 latrines made of sheet metal.  they, too, leaked and had rusted out at the footrest, giving me nightmares of my entire leg scraping and falling through the rust holes into the rusted bucket of goo (in gujarati, the word: goo means night soil).  worse yet was the meaninglessness of my empathizing with dhana, an untouchable man of bhungi tribe, who emptied those buckets into a small tank mounted on a single ox oxcart.  he came every morning and carried the leaky buckets upon his shoulder, one at a time, and the stuff dripped out from the holes and fell over his ragged shirt.  flies buzzed around as he walked.

			the english saw it, too.  but it must not have bothered them.  or else it would have changed.  all the indians, including my father, who worked for the english, redefined the word:  karma, and gave it an english promoted concept:  the untouchables are lowly because of their past karma.  it is the indianized version of the christian notion of the original sin.

			though i was born in the same town where gandhi was born, as a boy who was not quite 10, i had not yet heard of gandhi’s movement of the uplift of the untouchable people.

			was it lord curzon or simon someone who ordered to shoot straight into the unarmed crowd of men, women, and children in the jalianwala bag in punjab?  wasn’t monakin begin also a violent terrorist before the english, french, and americans gave him a stretch of land whence others were forced out?  so, too, the americans dropped the atom bombs upon the japanese civilian populace, children, women, and men.  not once, but twice.  bill clinton wasn’t around then, and he didn’t fight the vietnamese war, which his idol, john kennedy acquired from the french.  during his recent trip abroad, bill asked the russians not to sell the nuclear technology to the iranians and wooed the ukranians to dismantle their nuclear weapons.  but he is definitely not a pacifist.  or else he would have asked you (or your successors) and the french to give up your and the french nuclear weapons, announcing the american disarmament, nuclear and other kind.

			after all, the four of the five vito-yielding permanent members of the u.n. security council are europeans (the u.s.a. is europe extended) of the caucasian kind.  the judeo-christian, greco-western format of the u.n. is not going to interest others who are not hung up on the belief that the western way of life is right.  in fact, all the great, bright brains from the west (from europe as well as from the u.s.) were not fond of the western ways.

			and none of them wanted any part of the power-monger governmental bureaucracy of their respective countries.  the desire to acquire power is born of the fear arising from the misperceived relationship with things and beings.  if i can inhale only a lungful amount of air at a time and eat only stomachful food, can stretch only so many meters, etc., then i do not need a buckingham palace or the white house to live in.  (in one of the talks i gave at the east-west discussions at the international house of japan, in tokyo in 1970-71, i asked:  as the emperor of japan lives in akasuka palace, which is big, has a great big desk to sit behind, and all the rest of it of the grand scale, how big is his commode?)

			but if we want to get rich (<o.h.g. reich<latin rex: -king), then we must promote the sale of everything king size.  and we must require everybody to be able to read the commercial ads, control education so as not to let anyone to think and quest(ion) above and beyond the easter egg hunt-type of expedition.  if we don’t, then no king is safe behind his mechanical guards, no president is a friend of superman.  when the masses awaken, they do not need to buy weapons to make someone rich, the royalties simply disperse like sleep at the mere opening of the eyelids.

			along with the english royalty, india did get rid of all its native kings, too.  but except for gandhi and few others, most indians are reared in the english invented concept of education.  so beginning with nehru, who was drenched with the english thought, every indian in any kind of position has been polishing the newly acquired image of india, the indian thought, the indian way of life, and all.  even gandhi couldn’t quite free himself from what came along en route his educational tour of the english domain.  consequently, along with many equanimizing reforms, he unwittingly tumbled upon the mind-numbing religious chants.  it put all the native notions of god on equal footing with that of the ruler, the christianity, which portrays god as the supremely singular lord of all, the king of kings.  consequently, anyone, who entertains even the slightest form of acceptance of this belief, shackles oneself in this great chain of command in which nobody is free.  nobody experiences happiness.

			[image: Jesus%20a]

			the glaring example of this fact is that depending upon the degree of distance one experiences from this nagging sense of the bondage, one almost envies the “wild” life, equating the freedom with the untamed, uncultured, natural existence that all creatures have until they are invaded by the cultured man.

			driven by the sense of insecurity that the singularity creates from the notion of the supremacy, whether of the prowess in a certain sport, business monopoly, the most powerful nation, and the most expensive this or that, man engages in a lifelong struggle to be what one isn’t.  even a statue placed on a high pedestal tumbles down, eventually.  worse yet is man’s try to live up to one’s image that he wishes to maintain in other people’s eyes.  “leaders,” small and great alike, haunted by this fear of loss observed in their socio-economic comforts, drive everybody below them in the great chain of order to a violent motion of domino effect.

			such power struggle is going on in ireland, in kashmir, in eastern europe, in the middle east, in africa, indonesia, south america, here in the u.s., and everywhere.

			it makes the weapon makers happy.  of the world’s total weapon sale, the u.s.a. accounted for more than half.  europe for about a third and the remainder for israel, china, etc.  with countries’ economic prosperity tied to the sale of weapons, who can afford to have buddha and gandhi and christ or krishnamurti?  krishnamurti has written a book:  “the first and last freedom.”  i suggest that you read it.  and after that, let us all sit down and talk things over and find out if there is any divine purpose in manufacturing the weapons (the nuclear weapon is no more effective than a conventional bomb when it comes to killing.  more people have been and are being killed by conventional weapons than with the two atom bombs, anyway.)

			a few weeks ago, in my dream i was walking in the woods and came upon a recent clearing.  there were hundreds of people, all men.  they were dressed up in loincloths and laid side by side in two rows in L shape.  they were all dead.  at the corner of the two rows squatted jesus, his arms resting upon knees and head held in his palms.  as i walked by, he looked up and said, “i am supposed to bring them back to life.  but now i am wondering:  what for?”

			if you know, tell him.  but before you do so, you will have to stop the killing at home and abroad, isolated as well as wholesale, or else jesus’ miracle will be transformed into a mere stop in the conveyor belt-work going round and round; the born-again ones taking up arms supplied by yours and bill clinton’s factories, killing, dying, being born again, rearming . . .

		

	
		
			letter to mr. mikhail gorbachev

			21 may, 1995  copies to president clinton and harding college

			dear mr. mikhail gorbachev,

			i do not know the russian language, but i am told that you understand english language very well.

			the purpose of my letter is not to talk about peace and the nuclear disarmament but instead to suggest that there is an urgent need for a discussion on the very causes for bearing arms.  the discussion must not linger on the external forms that appear different.  rather the substance must be observed.

			and this must be done not for the purpose of achieving a short term goal but to enhance the human understanding as to what life is in its totality, the ecological perspective of the human acts.  it is very difficult, but not impossible that you and mr. reagan or another younger u.s. president can agree to a nuclear disarmament for some kind of political advantage or even out of sheer fear of the mutual destruction.  for, both the super powers are said to possess enough nuclear weapons to annihilate the world 20 times over.

			that does not change anything, and it only exposes the selfishness of the western world which contains the land mass belonging to the two super powers and some european nations.  it is selfish to seek nuclear disarmament, while at the same time continuing to produce, sell, and provide weapons to other countries that seek to destroy each other.  just recently, soviet union agreed to sell india more than a billion dollars worth of weapons.  pakistan gets its from the u.s.a..  and when these two countries fight, it creates more demand for the weapons, making the two super powers richer.  there is an old sanskrit saying: “where there are the greedy, the cunning ones thrive there.”

			but for the greed there is no reason to fight.  the sense of socio-economic insecurity frightens the unthinking masses of people who want more and more to ward off this fear, and, in so doing unawares, deprive others from having even enough.  then, when the deprived ones approach the rich for their fair share, the poor are despised and feared.

			why does the soviet union want to produce and sell weapons?  i can understand the u.s.a. and other capitalist countries’ attitude towards others.  it is an inseparable aspect of the for-profit business to see to it that there is a constant demand for whatever they produce.  this requires an intricate promotion of their merchandise.  the consumer is conditioned to believe that the riches are indeed necessary to acquire all those items for sale.  leaders of such countries shop for the most modern form of weapon in the same vein as the typical western women shop for the latest design of the high heeled shoes, without thinking whether the fighting or the high heel shoes were really appropriate responses for a dispute or bare foot.

			why did you decide to furnish india with the latest designs in weaponry, mr. gorbachev?  and the ultimate question is: how does a socialist mind still employ the same old means and methods that are central to the capitalist mind?  it was nice of you to suggest to mr. reagan that you both get rid of the nuclear weapons (in ten years).   of course, mr. reagan couldn’t agree with your proposal.  historically. business has always acquired the sphere of influence with the help of weapons.  what is the u.s.a. without the show of force?  the japanese are smarter in business management than the americans.  it is more profitable for them to do business under the american umbrella of power than to maintain its own armed forces.  the americans subdued the japanese armed forces but could not win the japanese minds.  japan is not an american market.

			of course, i have never lived in a socialist country or read any socialist literature. and i do realize that the western news media, being the business, can’t be objective about anything that’s so much unlike theirs.  all i understand of the socialism is the root wood:  social.  even in the western world, the word social refers to a qualitative state of mind.  in the western world based on socio-economic sense of insecurity there are many societies.  they are based on similar statuses of its members.  and so they are segregated.  socialism would be a classless society.  all being equal to each other, would experience and express a compassionate, concerned state of mind while interacting.

			this is how i understood your gesture of nuclear disarmament towards mr. reagan.  but not without misgivings.  `anti-nuke’ is a very popular western intellectual game.  it enables the middle class to let off the steam from a living that is otherwise so empty and boring.  it gives them a thought in which their socio-economically different statuses dissolve.  in their informed imagination, their relatively comfortable world faces total destruction.  the fear which takes different forms based upon different information is the motivating factor for a western mind.  fear of god, fear of loss to thieves or communists, fear of losing face…

			of course, both you and mr. reagan must be aware that except for the victims of two atom bombs in japan and a few in that accident at the nuclear power plant at chernobyl, nobody has ever been dying of nuclear explosion, intended or accidental.  but thousands of people are killing each other and other innocent people, and specie due to the non-nuclear weapons of destruction that are sold or given away mostly by your and mr. reagan’s approval.

			socialist or not, mr. gorbachev, please do be social to and with all things and beings in the eco-system.  like me, most ordinary people are satisfied with just enough.  touch their hearts not with the bullets, but socially, compassionately

			january 17, 1987

		

	
		
			letter(2) to mr. mikhail gorbachev

			17 december, 1989

			dear mr. mikhail gorbachev,

			enclosed is a copy of desk calendar :`make a date with peace.’

			along with the date pages it also contains visual and verbal expressions on the subject as a state of being interdependent in awareness of the eco-centric nature of existence.

			in such a state there is no fear and fear invented person, the ego. nor are there ego-centric means and methods of the defense mechanism to protect the self.  in the fear oriented thinking, the frightened and frightening persons are concerned with protecting or attacking only the physical aspect of being.

			but there is much more to existence than what is offered by the materialist concepts of both the capitalist and communist.

			and also there is much more to the capitalism and communism than what is spoon fed to the masses by the for-profit media.

			china and the u.s.s.r. are two big countries formed of many diverse habits and values based upon traditions rather than logic.  those who were in habit of hoarding were made to give up the extra.  and this change not being an enlightened act, they harbored resentment against the change.  those in the eastern block are celebrating the `freedom’ in the street, will find, later on, that `democracy’, too, is but an idea and not a reality.  it does not exist in the u.s.a. nor in india, which is said to be the largest democracy in the world.  indians just installed a new prime minister, after almost four decades of the family rule.  the people, in india, in the u.s.a., or anywhere else, are not evolved inwardly, psychologically and intelligently as much as they are technologically.  they do not know which of the candidates would manage the country’s affairs intelligently and fairly.  nor are their candidates selfless, innocent human beings concerned with the common good.  i do not know how it is in your country, but in the western world, it is the rich who put up their candidates.  and very recently i learned from the `oxford dictionary of english etymology’, that the word rich is derived from `rex’, meaning : king, having abundant means, power.

			it is possible to establish a small country like kampuchia as a research project in true democracy.  i had visited there in 1965 just before nixon ordered it bombed.  it was a land of beautiful, smiling rural people who were self-supporting.  many of them did not know their flamboyant king.  but they certainly did not deserve the cruel game of politics in which they were abused and hurt and killed by all sides.  it would be an evolutionary move if you and mr. bush agree in your next meeting to declare campuchia a neutral zone, and help it recover and then observe a democracy evolve.  you may also agree to set up another small country in a western style free enterprise zone.  and observe that, too.  neither of the two would have armed forces nor would they have armed civilian police force to begin with.  in the rural indian community where i grew up until about age 10, there was no police.  there was nothing not available to one person, was plentiful in another’s possession.  it was an interdependent existence and every person knew everyone else.  children were taught not the idea of kindness towards others, their own kind, creatures and plant life and earth, but as an inborn right of every thing and being to simply be.  people who do not pluck a flower or leaf without ecologically justifiable purpose, such as for food, and not trample small creatures or grass, do not fight nor develop competitive attitudes.  

			when i mention to the young people, here, of such a living in harmony with nature, to them it sounds like a romantic story, a utopia.  and for some reason none of their ecology experts is willing to let go of the socio-economic stimulations that are prized in this society as forms of escape from the fear of the unknown.

			i know next to nothing of the soviet society.  still it was a news to me that you were/are paid almost four times the amount a common soviet worker receives. i feel that to be strange.  it is the socio-economic equality which is a necessary ingredient to the well being of all members of the society.

			may you also let go of the material inequality and find that you won’t miss what was not needed in the first place.

		

	
		
			teacup is warmer than this late morning sun

			dear bettye,

			i was looking for your address and found a letter you wrote in august of 1991.  it was written after you read the winter-spring issue of 1991 inkquest.  you wrote: “i wish i had your certainty of vision.  the older i become (am now 66), the less certain i become of any and everything.  at the same time, i wish that you had some of my certainty of optimism.  there is a touch of embitterment and cynicism in your writings that ill suits an utopian.”

			i do not recall any embittered taste that i ever had towards anybody for any act.  (thus, though) i do not bestow any divinity upon christ--as a native of israel he was as dark-skinned as i am, i cognize a state of awareness of the nature of things that christ, too, would have had, enabling him to think--say: since the second wrong-doing doesn’t get the first wrong righted.  what’s the point in cursing?

			so there is no room for the embitterment or the opposite of it, the sweet hangover after the fact.  just do what has to be done, but neither fearing the stick nor wishing the carrot.  that leaves out cynicism, too.

			consider this dream:  i was walking in the woods and came upon a new clearing, where the earth was still wet in places showing the dark brown of the dampness.  upon the cleared ground were laid hundreds of dead people.  they were all men of caucasian descent.  they were dressed in loincloths and laid in two rows forming an angle.  at the corner squatted jesus, his arms resting upon his knees and head held in his palms.  as i walked by, he looked up and said:  “i am supposed to bring them back to life, but now i am wondering: what for?”

			i am writing a book of dreams.  a young woman who is typesetting it has given it a working title in her computer disk, `the book of dreams and dissent’.

			a dissent requires the certainty of not just the vision, but also of the nature of things in view.  and in such a knowing what is, there is neither the optimism or pessimism as a wishful or fearful thinking, no pre-emptive reactions, sweet, bitter, or cynical.

			but what i am proposing is not an utopia.  that’s how it may appear to someone who tries to envision it, using a current norm as a frame of reference.  what i am proposing is not a happening on the stage that leaves the onlooker motionless in a chair, relating to the event only in a make-believe way.  it’s an invitation to dance the great cosmic dance taking eco-centric steps creating moves of mutual responses.

			i agree that i have no “experience,” and none is necessary in a constantly evolving living, giving us all an equal footing in observing and relating to every minute quiver, every all encompassing wave of existence.

			i will be 61 next month (so you are only 10 years older).  this is the third winter without any heater.  in the cabin everything freezes around.  i can’t say i did not see it coming.  but the right and wrong are not choices.  and i do not see anybody or non-body to help me make people see their wrong doings.

			7 april, 1996

		

	
		
			letter to mrs. hillary Clinton

			dear mrs. hillary clinton,

			one day last week, i heard you talk on:  it takes a village, on the public radio relayed from the masonic auditorium.  what i heard sounded intelligent, sensible.  i had heard another talk at the masonic auditorium in 1972, and the speaker was krishnamurti.  at the time i taught philosophy at a san francisco graduate school, and people thought i “talked like krishnamurti.”  the similarity was not of the spoken language.  krishnamurti was raised by the rich english women, while my schoolmates at baroda university art school sometimes made fun of my spoken english.

			as i taught in san francisco and lived with some of my students, i learned to speak some.  and i also observed that despite beautiful expressions, people did not understand what k. and gandhi and other wise men had said or written.  that is because most often people do not go to such talks and books to listen or read what the person had said.  they go instead to pick up phrases.  that enhances their social standing, gives them the fodder for the party-talk.  people are not necessarily dumb.  and when not enwrapped in their life-long search for happiness, they do in fact get the message, as does a mother from a child whose vocabulary consists of but two sounds, of crying and cooing.  even birds and animals can communicate.

			what k. and gandhi had in common with my interests are some of the constants of the human relationships that, in the western academic view are misperceived as the permanents—the rules, laws, constitutions, commandments making the existence a mere set of dos and don’ts.  this then creates classes:  the ruling class and the ruled, rich and poor.

			flow of life is constant, but not same.  was it socrates who, too, had observed that one cannot dip one’s foot in the same river twice?  history repeats itself only in the history class only to bore pupils.  that which are life’s motions are spontaneous, unrepeatable.  only its motions go on.  thus, all its aggregate forms, the villagers, their village, their activities, are all constant but never the same.  thus, though the farming is constant, no farmer harvests the crop twice in the same manner and quantity.  no monkey or child picks another fruit next time from the same spot.  and the village that raises a child itself is raised by this constance, nature.

			while on a two year cultural scholarship of the government of india (1959-61), i talked with many of india’s known artists—painters, sculptors, musicians, dancers, poets, and also writers, social workers, and teachers.  the motivating factor for their work, with very rare exceptions, was the fear, fear of insecurity which is socio-economic.  and during the “unesco” fellowship (1964-66), i inquired into the perception-response process in which mind is a verb (“mind the child,” “mind you”).

			and that brought out two distinctly different forms of schools.  one rears a child as a human species; teaches the child the process of an action and not the form, for the form is but a transitory aggregate of many other aspects of the process, the ecological interaction of elements.  the other school is colonial in nature, form, and purpose.  you and i were schooled in it.  your daughter chelsea is enrolled in it.  it is colonial because it was designed to train the administrators of the acquired territories.  and then, these graduates trained their subjects to serve as the work-animals or subspecies.  unlike the school of the first kind, which is without classrooms, the colonial school would function only within the perimeters, like a colony itself.  for outside is not under its domain.  and the dominating factor is school’s curriculum with an end in view.  at the end of the training, you have a trained creature.  it is trained to do a specific thing a specific form and time frame.

			even after the colonies became “independent,” the form and function of their governance remain colonial, for there is no change in the mindset of the large body of the ruling class.  even you enjoy all the attention paid to you as the “first lady.”  maybe it hasn’t dawned on you yet but when it will, you, too, shall see how colonially acquired, irrelevant practice it is, this “first ladyship” and presidency and the two houses of lawmakers, the supreme justices and all who function only in isolation of each other and who secretly hate each other, occasionally denounce each other.  all this because they were never taught the fact that all happenings are local.  that makes all issues local, all pondering, all answers local.

			maybe your habits of an isolated affluence are stronger than the inklings of an eventual change at the horizons of the awareness process.  i hope that your daughter laughs at the extended by thought-type identities—the first daughter, the first dog—and so on.  tell her that there was indeed a satirical rhyme in the colonial india when i was in the elementary school.  it began with how wonderful (is) the raja of delhi and ended with how wonderful is the colour of the fur of ...etc., etc., by extension, from king.  and it still works wonders in the colonial mindset.  because of gandhi, nehru became the first prime minister of india.  then his daughter, indira, then his grandson.  and i read in the news that his party had offered the position to his great-granddaughter, but she refused.  there is a sign on the interstate 30, near the city of hope, seeking recognition as the “hometown” of the “firstman” (president) and in this election year, anybody, whose any relative runs for any office, is canvassing.

			you are interested in educational reforms, and i came to arkansas with an international residential school project.  as it obviously promoted a global perspective on human interactions, those who feared the socio-economic equanimity never offered any material support.  anybody who is somebody stands to lose in such a flowing with the ecological current.

			and i neither generate nor regulate that flow of life.  i am just one, and nevertheless one, component.  i see americans trying hard to fight such a change.  they are blaming the big business for closing factories and going overseas for cheap labour.  but this is because they pretend not to know that business is a world in itself.  and the word: rich<o.h.g. reich<latin: rex:-) literally means king.  and it is not just the cheap labour.  globally there are many more businesses that now produce goods that were once american monopolies.  so along with a democratized presidency, i am asking people to democratize their perception of other people.  then they will be only too glad to let go of the extra.  not only what others do not have, but all that which abuses nature’s resources.  it will have two other benefits:  one, that it will inspire the world to stop imitating the americans’ mistakes.  and it will also inspire the selfish businessman to feel human, related and not the maker of deadly weapons and chemicals, and anything and everything that no intelligent woman or man would ever need, would ever make.

			as losing extra weight never fails to bring pleasant effects, the letting go of the commercialized psycho-baggage would also have some pleasant surprises.  i am not proposing hardships.  i am simply suggesting that what takes the whole village to participating in a child’s rearing process, also enables every villager to have compassionate relations in everybody else’s joys as well as sorrows.  one just doesn’t feel like feasting and dancing when empathizing with one’s fellow beings’ suffering.

			and the apathy within the country (resulting in segregation by classes and beliefs) and global (observed in wars of weapons and trade wars) is learnt.  it is still being taught.

			well, mrs. clinton, (as mrs. clinton) you are better situated to give a gentle nudge to the motion of change in education than i can.  and i first felt the need for a different kind of school in 1953 when i was in the tenth grade.  in 1957, i wrote of it in terms of what it would not do.  in 1957 i also quit the evening music college as it was simply imprinting the already formed musical compositions into my brains.  in the same year, i convinced the then dean of fine arts, through and essay (that he had asked me to write) explaining why i should be exempt from having to study the still life.  i would rather write or do something else.  later on, the dean, professor bendre’ told me that i had caused him to bring about changes in curriculum of the art department.  when i was leaving india on a “unesco” fellowship, in a final advise he asked me “not to return to india, for the indians will never understand you.  some other people might.”  dr. bettye caldwell thought (wrote to me) that i was (am) a utopian.  she tried to find some meaningful work for me, but it did not work out.  bettye has visited the baroda university in india, and i had discussed with her on a possible “experimental” school.  but, it seems, the academic concept of education has no purpose in a free world.  and, as it is the case with the pure sciences, every now and then an old theory dies out or gets transformed.  new perceptions arise; things change.  so, too, rearing must change.  and it will take an entirely different kind of education that the inhabitants of the global village will need, not so much as to raise their children, but to unwind the now automated motions, undo the damaging deeds, and unlearn the lessons of the colonial past.

			as you are better situated, perhaps you know a philanthropist or a resourceful group or agency that is interested in developing a demonstrable school of ecological kind, either by offering initial funding (span is 501 (c)(3) tax exempt) or forming a cooperative project, or whatever else you or they may suggest, or convene a seminar. i am about halfway (about 60 pages are typeset) through a “book of dreams and dissent,” but it will be awhile before it gets printed.

			21 may, 1996

		

	
		
			letter to mr. nelson mandela

			dear mr. nelson mandela,

			anthropologists speculate that mankind evolved in africa.  and edgar rice burrow, though very conscious of his racial superiority, had to place his hero, the tarzan (a word of his own coinage, meaning white skin) in the primeval forests of africa.  so also the satyagraha of gandhi originated in that land.  one may discount the anthropological place of origin and its influence upon the american writer, who grew up in the state of american apartheid, both as mere thoughts that originated in the european or western mindset.  but that was not the case with gandhi.  he did not go to your homeland to practice the satyagraha.  he went there merely to earn rather handsome living fashioned after the english of the indian civil service.  when i was born in the same town where gandhi was born, my father, too, dressed like that.  and he was a mere ticket-clerk of that state’s railway.  i have seen a photograph of my father in 1935, when i was born.  and i must tell you, that not even the english look comfortable in what is supposed to be their native dress.  so it follows that that dress did not enable my father or gandhi to feel at ease.  and i don’t see how you would have the freedom of movement in that three-piece english suit either.

			anyway, in spite of gandhi’s desires of a living of the known kind, the african nurture brought forth that pull of nature—the what is; sat: -to be, is—that he could not resist.  hence the insistence (agrapha) of that which is (sat).

			when i was in the sixth grade, i was assigned to read tarzan, translated in my mother tongue.  with great difficulty i could read only a few pages.  my teacher wondered why.  i said that my real life was/is much more engaging than that of a story character.  we lived outside of the old fort (junagadh), and the wild animals passed by our backyard edging the gir forest.  cobras came inside of our one-room home.  we children played tagging game in trees, and once-in-awhile, got into the neighbouring barbed wired fruit orchard of the english.

			between 1935 and 1947-48, i was considered to be a subject of 4 different states, first two of the indian kinglings, then pakistan, and then india.  each one with a different flag, song, and ideology, and history (his story).  as i was growing, i was also becoming aware that these distinctions, some of which were opposite, were all the product of the same central theme, not of native origin.  it was like two adversaries on the stage, fighting under the watchful gaze of the same director.  thus both india and pakistan were created, set against each other, supplied arms, and even criticized by the same outside force.

			i left india on a “unesco” research fellowship.  and the then dean of the baroda university art school advised me not to return to india, “for the indians will never understand you.”  but in thailand, japan, malaya, korea, and here in the united states, people know of that country, its civilization, and culture i just do not feel native to.

			like africa, india is not native as a name, concept, or practice.  but it is not this “foreign” element that i do not accept.  i am writing this in english.  but i am not a british subject.  my expressive impulses ride this medium and not the formalities of the british tongue determine what to say.  in india i was constantly asked to conform to an ever-improvising notion of the indianness.  and i was not seeking any identity.  identity isolates people, not only from one another, but also from their perceptive senses, creating a split between what is and what it is said to be; the concept, the ideal.

			you have spent a quarter of a century of your real life fighting for the ideals that included the real freedom of movement denied to you.  it was then a “foreign” power that made you revolt against its notion that you were less than a human species.  after the initial reaction  to the forced isolation, you got (must have) into thinking things over.  in prison, as well as since then.  you must have observed that the narrowest of prison cells is the suffocating cell of the self-identity.  it not only limits one’s moves, but all things and beings around such self-consumed person suffer, too.

			i do not know how you lived in the state of apartheid and what you experienced and observed in your surrounding.  for instance, like gandhi, nehru, too, was in the freedom movement.  he, too, was imprisoned for years, and from prison he wrote “history of india”--letters to his daughter, indira, these letters of nehru are quite different in content and concern for humanity from gandhi’s writings.  unlike gandhi, nehru was an aristocrat.  in nehru-led india, there was no room for gandhi’s thoughts on the socio-economic equanimity among all people.  wearing the gandhi cap, nehru led the indian elite to “indianize” the english way of life.  whoever killed gandhi, could, as well, have done so for the sake of the indian elite.  for if gandhi went around in his “half-naked” indian attire, he would have inspired the young generation of my peers to help the indian president to get off the six-horse driven victoria and walk to work.  after all, what is democracy without equanimity?

			of all the current statesmen you have walked in life’s many avenues, including a failed marriage of many years.  so i have a benign suggestion for you.  do unto other statesmen what none of them is able to do for oneself.  relieve them of their acquired habit of the sense of the singular superiority.  do this by rejecting all that which is thought out and propagated solely to create and maintain the state of the socio-economic apartheid.  make yourself no better, no worse than any of your fellow beings, be they the members of your polito-buro, or the ones who work in factories, farms, mines, or they clean streets.  the human needs are necessarily biological kind.  no king, queen, or a head of state has ever escaped this biologically equanimous humane factor, no matter how pompous his/her desire to rise above all.  when you do that, you have truly restored equanimity, having abolished the cause of apartheid, the socio-economic inequanimity.  if you are minding the affairs of a democratic republic, your struggle for creating such a state is not over as long as there is the apartheid of classes: the rich and the poor.  those who are hoarding yet more, those who have less are becoming lesser beings.  was it christ who said, “man shall not live by bread alone”?  bhartrihari, an indian aesthetician of a little earlier era wrote,:  “man without literature, music, art is but an animal without tail.”  he was just reacting to the buddhist precept:  “i shall abstain from dance, song, music, and the visual arts.”  (when being ordained in the monastery in thailand, i was introduced to that thought.  and then, in japanese monasteries, i observed that thought resolving into the thoughtlessness, a state of void whence zen art of no-mind comes into being.  there art is not a command performance at a royal opera house, the artist being on equal footing with the audience.)  art, like every other act of a free living entity, is not an item of trade within a species.  “farm for the farmer” did not find support in nehru’s india.  and the current u.s. congress is haggling over adding a few pennies to the current minimum wage (which is $4.25 an hour).  after taxes, what a minimum wage earner brings home is not enough for him/her to live by things of need other than bread.  because, his representatives, his president, his employers are earning 10, 15, or more than 200 times the minimum wage.  and the market prices of things of use, as well as abuse, are set according to the high standard.  a bach, beatles, or their modern counterparts did not and do not toot their tunes to enliven the dying spirits of the downtrodden; nor did picasso or any current “master” paint for a poor person’s home.  nor does a singer desire to continue singing “blues” after being “discovered.”

			conscience, like science, is larger than any one person’s knowledge of things, much the same as “india” is not just what i perceive it to be; or “afrika” is not only what you wanted it to be.  thus, no matter how pleasingly familiar sooth-sayings are included it its charter, it is the very idea of charting a course that ultimately becomes barriers for other people.  for instance, freedom is always experienced individually.  whether by one person or every person.  since one does not exist in vacuum, one’s freedom of movement takes forms of dance-like steps of action and response.  therefore, i refuse to identify myself as a wholesale “indian national,”  when someone invents an enemy for me, wants to teach me how to fight, and expects me to kill and get killed fighting someone i do not need to see as an enemy.  as perhaps what entered your perception.  you have accepted the persons of european descent as your fellow beings once they let go of their misperceived notion of superiority and the practice of apartheid.

			maybe, you would also help others to recognize and renounce other forms of apartheid as well.  such as one that has formed the state of israel.  and it is very ill-conceived, too.  though it tries to keep the non-jews out, it does not, in fact, require its jew-born citizens to practice the jew faith.  and except for this belief, there is nothing else that sets the jews and the palestinian apart.

			well, mr. nelson mandela, you are now better situated to be able to cause further changes, not just in the country of your residence, but everywhere.  i hope that you also create a center for developing ways and means to overcome the fear of the interdependence, which makes people to stay apart.  for, the fact is we are all on the same planet together.

			5 april, 1996

		

	
		
			to the dalai lama
dharma sala

			17 june, 1998

			(copies to pope and other religious as well as political, social leaders)

			as a youth i had played in some of the earliest baudha viharas, and imitating the native langur monkey, had climbed up and down the rock upon which the king asoka’s message was inscribed in a script unknown to both the monkey and me.  the place was only three kilometers from my brahmana parents’ home.  a little farther was a siva temple at the base of mount girnar, where some 150,000 people began and ended the three-day hike around girnar every year.

			that’s why anyone who had a say established a seat there.  there were the marble temples of jains, as well as the pre-aryan shrines and relics, everywhere.  “no matter where did you pee,” we used to say, “ you were peeing upon some godhead.”

			last year, a friend invited me over to his house for he had an audio cassette tape made by a lama, and my friend wanted to hear what i would say about it.  the lama talked about your spiritual awakening and the mystical powers forming in you.  to test it, the tape said, you climbed up the palace and peed down.  but before the pee hit the ground, you pulled it up…”

			apparently, the tantric(k) buddhism was not powerful enough to stop the chinese invasion.  that was my impression of the tape.

			the last king of our area was a moslem nawab, and there were a few british who formed the fifth caste.  the vedic four ces were formed of the centuries spent in warfare and the consequent shuffling of the socio-economic statuses.  each caste had developed a hybrid set of beliefs and clannish tendencies:  one would eat, drink, and marry within one’s clan.

			but they had to interact in commerce.  and commerce was controlled by the rich <reich<rex:-regal, king, who was aided by the mercenaries (one who earned livings as a salaried fighter), so people lived in uneasy alliance with each other.  this caused the periodic ups and downs that were not unlike the ones observed in puppies huddled up together, or in a pile of snakes in a pit.  when one moves, it causes all others to move.  and again they return to their slumber.

			later on, i studied art at the baroda university, and visited most of india’s past relics, as the school emphasized the study of form that it had acquired from europe.  but most students merely imitated it without any sense of relevance, like a circus performer or a military recruit doing the drill routine invented to numb the perceptive senses.

			but in a stone or bronze buddha the form is the content, like the ocean forming the shore and the shore containing the ocean.  the baudha bhiksus i saw in thailand, korea, and japan were all formal, materially and philosophically:  the statuesque ocher robe of the theravada enwrapped the non-self, and the black-to-purple kimonos hid the no-mind of zen.  in order to see firsthand how actually they lived with the buddhi, i was ordained in thailand and japan.

			and here in the u.s. i saw the lamas.

			which brings you this letter.  you are mentioned in the news as the u.s. president bill clinton prepares to go to china.  clinton claims to be a southern baptist.  but the u.s. president is also the commander in chief of the world’s most armed military and goes to places in the `air force 1’, making a show of force rather than in the way of a democratically minded gentleman.  but then, the religion in the western way of life is limited to the sunday service dictated by the pope and his christian counterparts, who all live high.

			perhaps, like you, until you left tibet?  even now you are viewed as the head of a state.  now this may be the old tibetan, but it is neither buddha-like nor really a democratic way of the socio-economic equanimity.  as a wise man of compassion you cannot possibly be a reincarnation of someone else, especially when the one who was said to be born as you, enjoyed living in the potala palace so much that, life after life, he began to be born to be the head of the state.  and the tibetan poor folks toiled for him and his lamary.  as a wise man, who is now aware of the other bhiksus’ simple living and also the conflict of interests between the poor and the rich, i am certain that now you empathize with the world’s poor.  and since you do have that title thrust upon you, you have something you can really give up,  be ordinary, and thus by example, inspire and encourage pope and other religious heads to free the misled masses of people, each of whom is as much endowed with the essence - sattvata of bodhi as that which awakened the buddha, and he let go of the acquired identity.  what is pope or any other leader without the uniform, insignia, and the memorized motions and words? without the self-identity one becomes one with the humanity in needs and aspirations; frees one’s perceptive process to see things as they are, and to respond to them accordingly.

			then one does not need the potala palace, the vatican or the white house; nor the stupa, taj mahal, or sistine chapel.  why does one not practice but, instead, preaches only?  you can not be blamed for being picked up by the lamas when you were but a little boy.  but you can certainly walk out of all the conditioning that prepared you to think, speak, and act like the dalai lama.  krishnamurti was picked up like that by the mystical theosophists and was reared to live as the bodhisattva maitreya.  they had a big fanfare in europe, until at age 23 (or so) he rejected it, declaring that truth is a pathless land.  he spoke and wrote extensively on the need for the freedom (i suggest to read one of his writings: `the first and last freedom’).  but both his immediate group and the admirers are intellectuals who are used to living in the socio-economic comforts.  so krishnamurti’s revolution did not go beyond a wishful thinking.  for, the awareness of, or knowing what is also requires responding, doing it.  and all talk and no do makes one an intellectual who is not actual, real.

			in a 1957 dream i was a conceited guru solely concerned with the compassionate image of myself in people’s eyes.  and the dream ended with an ordinary person liberating me by destroying my fears.  in a 1967 dream, i had a long discussion with buddha on the subject of leadership, path-finder.  and in the dream, last week i said: “i am an ordinary person.”  and i saw that i was an ordinary person.  dreaming for me is an act of perception, yogachara, where one can put things together, actualize them, without anybody else suffering the consequences.

			in the world of open eyes my living appears to be, in bits and pieces, dream-like in other people’s eyes;  attractive, but impractical.  and like a character in their dream i seem to them to be existing in spite of all their known probabilities, but reality, as i understand, is not limited to what has happened, is known.  even a monkey does not expect to pick and eat the same berry for the second time, from the same branch in the same manner.  but a caged and conditioned monkey will wait for the food at the precise time and will perform the tricks he is taught.

			and that’s what man does.  he performs the various acts in the form and manner prescribed in his script (ure), whether bill clinton playing the u.s. president or john paul playing pope.

			i am not telling you or anybody else what to do.  but i am asking that let us all stop acting out our scripts.  let us end the play which engages our lives in mere repetitions, while our real existence is left in a slumber in hope that the applause from other actors playing the audience will make up for the awareness of being thus ignored and gone.

		

	
		
			2001.  letter to terry gross

			dear terry, 

			your interview with the film-maker lama has inspired me to write this letter.

			like the `fresh air,’ the film-making being a medium of expression simply conveys what the speaker (terry gross) or the film-maker (lama) has to convey.  the medium has no say nor codes of conduct in and by itself. 

			by extension, when the human physical body is viewed as a medium, which is possible in thought-thought out act, or when it is somebody else-slave-‘s body, the person is not supposed to feel the consequences of the physical act.

			and in case of the body being that of a captive person, one enslaves solely for the usage of that body in whatever form and manner the captor deems necessary.  that’s the origin of rape.  prostitution develops from that when the slavery is abolished in name, but the enfranchised person is still required to perform the same bodily functions.

			long before me, gandhi had observed this body-mind disconnect in the imposed motions of life: “how many wives prostitute themselves to their own husbands?  how many husbands rape their own wives every night?” and there was (is) an american woman who participated in the surgical rape of a female giant panda in the china zoo.  so the captive female panda’s body went through the motions of gestation but delivered a lifeless cub.

			ones born in captivity--the animals of zoo or farm--and those who work for others, experience this body-mind divide. and consequently they suffer twice: once for the awareness of the entrapment, and once just for the physical abuse.

			the young prince guatama of the story was not supposed to see the four great pains (birth, old age, ailment, death).   but he did and also realized that his material wealth was no protection against these pains.

			nor was his renouncing of the princehood in itself a cure from the suffering.  besides, this walking out of the futile motions of samsara was a practice common to all the searching minds, excluding the greek.

			what the then forming community (samgha) of the followers did was establish a sense of equanimity, which is still practiced in the southern (theravada) monasteries but not in the northern-mahayana monasteries.  tibetan and zen buddhism practice hierarchy.  the dalai lama (the first) liked it so much that he began to be born again and again, to live in the potala palace.  your guest lama is said to be a 19th century lama born again!  what’s interesting about this belief is that it’s an upper class phenomenon. nobody wants to be born poor, even once.  

			in my dreams i have died a few times, usually ending into the shunyata (the absence-absence).  once, after dying i went to a friend’s house.  she said to me:  “shailesh has left some blank canvases and oil colour tubes. paint if you feel like.” if the one who died was shailesh, who am i?  i woke up thinking. in reality, i painted very little, even as an art student, even though i was given fellowships and art materials from the university art school.  i was objecting to the very notion of identity, that of an artist.  the identity is an acceptable password into the socio-economic security.  since the `self’, the me does not come into being without its description, the self-identity, the dying is being free of it.  when one paints without this identity of the artist, there would be a painting that is free of any socio-economic considerations.  any abuse of one’s skill, artistic, athletic, intellectual or otherwise, is prostitution.  and there’s the body-mind split.  that’s  the essence, is-ness, tathata of things that the zen monks sought to find through the koens, or depict in haiku and painting (the zen art of no-mind).

			but the very self-identity confines all one’s moves to the scripted role.  the curtain calls including; terry gross’ interview following.

			have you ever talked with someone who is nobody, on the `fresh air’ or in the open, where the air is fresh or stale, not because of that person?  everybody who is somebody puts on some airs.  the self-identity is formed of this thin air which keeps others at a safe distance.  when one meets an unidentified person and does not give in to one’s discomfort with every thing unknown about that person, the interaction awakens the hitherto uncognized sense of being in both.  when you, too, are not playing the interviewer, even that lama would ask you to help him be free of his duel roles of the old and new lamary.  it would enable him to see that it is not alright that a woman has to prostitute oneself if she were doing it for a “good cause.”  that thinking justifies making weapons and killing.

			it is thus that in my dream-conversation the buddha agrees to stop playing the buddha in order to see things off the stage; jesus begins to wonder: `what for is he saving people?’ they had to walk out of the images created by their conniving interpreters, the lamas, roshis, and popes and their intellectual counterparts occupying chairs in divinity schools and religion and philosophy departments. what a reader of the buddhist philosophy in the english language imagines a buddha-like living to be, is best possible between the covers of the book until one opens it.  once opened, be it the cover of the book, letter, door, awareness, consciousness, the outside and inside merge and one’s previous self blows away.

			the “no self” of the southern buddhism and the reincarnating self of the northern sects, both didn’t happen at the same time.  and the thais, who are of the southern chinese ethnic stock, brought their northern beliefs into siam in a politically correct way: `sasana (rule, governance) buddha’, the southern style, while the king assumed the title of the king rama (the present thai king is: rama, the eleventh.  the first rama was gandhi’s hero).

			then there’s the new notion of the religious correctness: `my belief is okay.  your belief is okay.’ and even the pope and dalai lama sound like the two car dealers who realize that their two different models run with the same fuel:  people’s ignorance; their inability to stop the car that only goes in circles and walk away.

			what the buddha called `maya’, others called ‘lila’, and shakespeare saw as the ‘stage,’ includes every area where one plays the role;  each one giving the cue to the other, prompting the people who play role of the audience to applaud, give a standing ovation.

			terry, have you ever been in an audience that stood up in unison to applaud a performance that didn’t move you?  and you didn’t feel like standing up?  and felt the stares of the disapproving audience?  or nearer to your own role in the middle of an on-air interview, feeling like stopping the learnt, expected talk and saying: stop that gibberish?  when one experiences that and responds to it accordingly, there is the freedom from the known.  and what is `fresh air’ without all the known people airing out their rehearsed opinions congesting the minds of those who play the listeners?

		

	
		
			letter to president bush

			dear president bush,

			enclosed is a recent issue of ink-quest.  it contains matters concerning the human existence that we are raised to experience only in fragments, as american or alien, further dividing it as republican or democrat, capitalist or communist, catholic or heathen.  for without such isolation, one cannot ask god to bless america only, excluding every other place.

			as did the presidents before you, you, too, are ending your speech with that phrase (god bless america) that reduces god to the level of the cartoon character:  superman, who gets his action cues from the u.s. president.  not that any sitting president can really afford to believe that an all loving, all caring god can really exist without taking an issue with the commander-in-chief over the latter’s exploits that make and keep only america beautiful, do you, mr. bush?

			that’s why the separation of state and church.  according to professor hajime’ nakamura, the compassion and the loving kindness were very significant influences upon the founder(s) of christianity from the then prevalent buddhivada (the way of intelligently aware perception of what is) before it, too, became a belief:  the buddhism.  by the time the christianity became the religion of the state of rome, it, too, had acquired the stately attire and pomp of the king, as did the buddhist dalai lamas in tibet and kings in thailand.

			i have a suggestion for you, mr. bush.  next time when you speak in public, instead of ending the speech with:  “the god bless america,” as everyone to join you in reflecting on that phrase:  is this a cosmetic kind, which can be acquired and feared lost?  or it is the cosmic beauty that is not in the eye of the beholder, but rather enters the onlooker and transforms one’s very living into a beautiful expression, that of blissful joy; which never loses its charm.  in it, there is no way the american can become “ugly.”

			in 1984 or thereabout, i had applied for a fellowship (of the white house.  its name i am not certain about).  then one late night, i got a call from someone from the white house advising me to take the u.s. citizenship, and the fellowship was mine.  i am not a nationalist.  moreover, my doing so would defy the very purpose applying for that fellowship.  i had wanted the inner mechanists of the white house to see the american superlatives from (and not through) the eyes of a foreigner.  i spent the first 29 years in india.  gandhi and i were born in the same town, about 2 ½ blocks and 66 years apart.  but my thinking was “foreign” to my parents and professors.  i am living in this country for the past 29 years.  except for a few students (of a san francisco graduate school where i taught philosophy for two years) who are still friends with me, and who worked with me on projects that were much talked about, praisingly, in the media, both in san francisco (1973-75) and in little rock (1985-1990).  i am a stranger, even to my neighbours.  and even my friends, some of whom have also lived with me, consider me to be unrealistic, impractical, and one existing as if in dream—not the american dream, that is.  despite that, they do not wish me to become like everybody else.

			i am not asking anybody to become somebody else.  a true individual is one is devoid of any identity acquired from a school catalogue, and honed, and retained for socio-economic security.  a true vocation is not a job description ( and as gandhi had observed it, “one cannot pick it or give it up”).  an acquired identity is like a snake skin.  when the snake moves out of it, it still gives appearance but not motion, (like that of bill clinton, wearing it, all he can do is give talks as all ex-presidents do; as you will be asked to do in future,)  anything one does competitively stops at the end of the race, whether one loses or wins, especially when one wins.

			should this matter interest you and inspire you to add an action or two of the unconventional compassionate nature, do let me know.  if not, life goes on anyway.

			i check e-mail once a week at clinton library, which is nearly 10 miles from where i live.  here i have no electricity or heater, telephone, or any of the city conveniences.  so i have to eat the leftovers (or rather cooked for the next meal) that becomes slimy, it doesn’t taste good, but it still has food value.

			and in winter, i cannot write neatly.

			other than that, i would still live simply, and consider that the problems are the justification for having brains.  it then enables me to see what it is that i, or for that matter, anyone lack or lacks, that if not lacking, would be beneficial for others, too.  such as when trees and plants realize their potential, they also spread out a feast of nectar and fruits for bees, butterflies, and other creatures.

			i am putting together my such observations in a book form:  the book of dreams and dissent.  i do not know if i can get it printed.  if i can, it will also be the first book that negates the practice of uplifting the writer’s name. so I won’t print author’s name.                          august, 2001

		

	
		
			letter to mrs. laura bush, 2002

			dear mrs. bush,

			hello.

			being a dweller of the white house, you receive many more letters than you can possibly read.  so, i hope that you(r secretary) will somehow read this one, and give the accompanying journal:  ‘ink-quest’ a new, but not renewed—same old, same old—consideration for, as in library term the renewal of a book does not mean the checking out of a new book, rethinking is still a thinking along the same old thought pattern.

			except for the very rich socialite women, all other mothers, including those of other specie, nurture their young, protect and care for them.  therefore, if we accept the notion that the white house is the symbolic house of u.s. americans, and you are the ‘first lady’ of that house, symbolically you are the protecting mother of all young americans.  so maybe your mother-instinct would enable you to be apprehensive of the mal(e)-formed plans concerning your brood that your husband is making.

			this does not stop you from being in love immensely.  it is simply that the macho men may become great lovers but rarely do they become good fathers, whether they are legless or multi-legged.  some mothers, like tigress, won’t let the male come near her cubs.  and mr. bush is planning to send some more of your young to kill other mothers’ young and get killed.

			maybe you should become the candidate for the office mr. bush now occupies.  women are natural born leaders.  leaders, protectors and perceptors of facts of life.  caring and sharing are natural instincts for women.  treating all children equally, women do not feel haunted by the notion of oneupness, the thought oriented existence woven with the fear of losing it or not achieving it.

			even the fairy tales, old or new, are nothing but man (he)’s struggle for this oneupness.  being loaded with the tales of the violent struggles, man-child then comes of age to actualize those fears.  in all man’s activities—politics, commerce, literature, fine arts, and sports, the motivating factor is the recognition as the best of the bunch.

			and in every such man’s life, there’s a woman who holds sway, or she is able to, when herself not caught in the fear of protection thought out by man, so if and when she simply says: no, no to everything destructive that man does as her mate, friend, co-worker, director, or assistant, man stops.

			i have a suggestion for you, mrs. laura bush.  due to the thousands of years’ conditioning men have come to see anger and fighting as natural instincts.  if we somehow replace that with compassion/co-operation, not as just another thought, but as a right response of the conservative (not wasteful) kind, the young and their young will not be wasting the natural resources, both animate and inanimate, in a hurtful way.  and with the modern forms and means, it won’t take a long time to cause a meaningful change.  “one does not need to know of a place one is not going to,” is an indian saying.  so why fill up school and other libraries with books of wars, fights, violence, and killing?  why even the notion of evil?  “let person near the fireplace ignite it,” goes an american indian saying.  thus, what you can do effortlessly, as the first lady, is what at least i am unable to do.  hence this letter.  encourage children and others to write stories and tv/movie shows, talks, discussions, and such programmes that free the perceptive senses of the young from the hang-up of the old world.  isn’t this supposed to be the new world?

			22 september, 2002

		

	
		
			letter to james earl carter, jr.

			11 february 2003 

			dear mr. carter,

			hello.

			during your presidency i had written you a couple of letters and one to rosalyn requesting an investigation into an abuse of the male authority that was hurtful to the female workers.  to you i had sent a “greetings from the nigger hill,” a polaroid photograph of the two rotting dead cows dumped into the property of a black man whose land bordered the country road.  in the footnote i had stated my inability to mail the stench.  in response to my request for the investigation of the abuse, it generated shake up at the local piano factory.  and the rotting carcasses were burnt by the county officials who had all ignored my requests for the cleanup in the first place.

			even though neither of you two may have ever seen my letters that someone in your office responded to, it does reflect upon your keen interest in appointing only persons who would do you justice, since for fact the nation is governed by not the elected few but the millions of bureaucrats, who have their own agenda, which is not democratic in nature.  so it is likely that the neutron bomb project was rushed through your desk before your love of humanity could intervene?  some of the media people say that your work outside of the white house is much appreciated.  but that implies that what anyone sitting in the oval office does involves only warfare.  i have heard of no president, except nelson mandela, who renounced violence while in the office.

			your role as a peacemaker is known more abroad than at home.  and it’s all talk and no do anyway.  for you, too, are aware that none of your mediation efforts have brought about the change of heart among the squabbling parties.  not that your intentions were not strong.  but a change of heart requires a little more than ordering a cleanup or removing a few abusive officials.  so long as any such act does not threaten the status quo called the american way of life.  in it, the 80% americans are said to be christians whose god is fond of the american description of himself.  so the americans keep making and selling the bulk of the world’s weaponry and then label a small buyer as an evil person once he is no more seen to be useful to the american cause.  israeli and arab alike possess american made weapons of mass destruction of great number of people.

			i have a suggestion for your compassionate concern for the humankind.  direct your attention at actions of the americans at home.  for in the current norms of the socio-economic kind, all statuses are achieved at someone else’s expense.  riches are made by exploiting others.  “the oldest democracy” has not done anything different from those termed “non democratic,” especially in the commerce and politics.  the much cherished freedom in practice comes in the amount of the pay cheque one receives while “earning a living.”

			the “nobel prize” was made possible with the economic gluttony of a mr. nobel who invented dynamite, and then, motivated by the profit-minded love of mankind, he set up funds that only the rich (o.h.g. reich<l.rex:-king) can.  bill gates, turner, and waltons have joined the rank.  but none of these industrialists dared to transform their factories into cooperatives that could enable the workers an equal footing of the socio-economic kind.  these awards are in actuality the payments for using the names of the famous persons, much the same as a tiger wood is paid for wearing a certain brand of shoes.

			the award of the nobel prize does not in itself improve or disprove a laureates’ work or work ethics.  so despite the input of the political wishful thinking in selections of kissinger, begin, arafat, etc., for the peace prizes, these individuals had not and have not displayed any change in their lives that can be termed peaceful. since being “modern” has come to mean being “americanized,” any qualitative change that america will experience will also be reflected elsewhere.  so why not utilize your kindhearted influence at home?  as there is a widening divide between the people and the bureaucratic democracy, your not holding the highest position won’t hinder your work for the well being of all.

			if both sinbad, the sailor,

			and christopher columbus had stayed the course

			charted by the professional tour guides,

			there would be no stories for you to read

			and be lured to places you were guided to imagine.

			but columbus wasn’t looking for anything new.

			he simply sought the short cut to the known.

			so anything unknown he chanced stumbled upon,

			he strived to change into known forms,

			so that those who came after him

			would further reduce the whole new world

			into a medieval european battleground

			where people fought and killed each other

			to keep each other from having

			what can’t be possessed.

			if the concerns that caused these dreams and dissents also concern you, and motivate you to act materially, donate (sk. dana: -to give) the amount you consider equivalent to the cost of printing a copy of this book to a worthy cause of socio-economic equanimity, and see that none of your hard earned (or unearned) money is spent on the comforts of the egocentric middlemen.  or you may send it to span, inc..  span does not have anyone working for pay.

			[image: lady%20slipper%20a]

			do write to us (or to someone related to the matter discussed here) if you feel you do have a say, either to dissent or to make the mutual ascent a little easier, joyous.  you shall receive a prompt response via the internet or handwritten (at least from us).

			the purpose of communication is ultimately to relate to the issue in a form and manner necessitated by the ecocentric nature of things.

			e-mail:  span_inkquest@yahoo.com  
        ink-quest@span-foundation.org
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