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I, A

XACTLY 21 YEARS AFTER HIS ENLIGHT-
ENMENT, ON MARCH 21,1974, BHAGWAN
Shree Rajneesh arrived in Poona (Pune)
at 17 Koregaon Park, 130 kilometers
southeast of Bombay. It was an auspi-
cious inauguration for Shree Rajneesh
Ashram, the heart center of Bhagwan’s
“boundless Buddhafield” of non-
judgmental love emanating from the
Master’s energy field. “The moment you
are no longer attached to the mind, you
enter the Buddhafield,” said Bhagwan.
“You start floating upward, enter-
ing into the world of levitation. Mind
drags you downward.” As his devoted
followers spread the eclectic medita-
tions and teachings from local Rajneesh
Meditation Centers throughout the
West, a flood of seekers and the curious
arrived in Poona to be with Bhagwan.
The ashram began with two large
adjoining estate houses: one where
Bhagwan lived with a few inner cir-
cle sannyasins, including Vivek and
Laxmi; and another where Laxmi rented
out rooms at exorbitant prices to raise
money for the rapidly growing com-
mune. To meet the constant financial
challenges, Laxmi regularly asked sann-
yasins to contribute everything they had

when bills came due, while Bhagwan
encouraged devotees to bring their
wealthy friends and family to be with
him, favoring the rich and influential.

Collective Shift

Access to the Guru changed with
the move; Bhagwan explained that the
phase emphasizing individual relation-
ship had come to an end and a new
quality had begun that would lead to
his gradual withdrawal from activi-
ties. He no longer directed the medita-
tions in person—an empty chair sat on
the stage for Dynamic Meditation at six
every morning and the Whirling (Sufi)
Meditation every evening, and now he
met with disciples and visitors only in
groups, preparing disciples for his even-
tual death: “Once you can feel me in my
absence you are free of me, and then
even if I am not here in this body the
contact will not be lost.”

Just outside the ashram disci-
ples filled all the hotels and apartments
of Poona, with many sannyasins liv-
ing in tents and makeshift huts in fields
and along a nearby river. Proximity to
Bhagwan was such a cherished prize
that his dominion (through Laxmi) over

who was allowed to live in the ashram,
and under which housing conditions,
seemed a deliberate spiritual technique
to push people’s buttons. “It was very
hard being with Bhagwan,” as one close
devotee wrote. “We sannyasins were
constantly changing our plans as a result
of his contradictory orders, at the same
time coping with our individual and
irrational love affairs with the man.”

There was clearly something special
about Bhagwan. He exuded love; his
power and charisma was astound-
ing; [ still don’t know how to account
for the stoned, blissed-out feelings he
evoked in me and thousands of oth-
ers. To call it hypnosis is to miss the
point. Utterly at peace, more than
myself, he seemed to bring me up to
his level till I felt as if I were enlight-
ened, too.

Bhagwan called his unortho-
dox version of sannyas a rebirth:
dying to the old and moving into
the unknown; a decision to live
life to the optimum. It wasn’t that
one “surrendered” to Bhagwan as a

Above: The “Gateless Gate” entrance to the
Shree Rajneesh Ashram in Poona
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spiritual Master, but to life itself, liv-
ing moment to moment, accepting
whatever life brought.

The nectar of his love was often
juxtaposed by the wrath of his “hits,”
faulting Westerners for their “neg-
ativity” and being stuck in ego—
Bhagwan’s verbal hits might be moti-
vated by compassion, but they could
also hurt. Paradox was plentiful: when
Satya Bharti, a devotee from the early
Bombay years, awakened a memory, to
her horror, that she had been the mur-
derer of Rajneesh in his last incarnation
as a holy man seven hundred years ear-
lier, Bhagwan comforted her by remind-
ing, “You're not responsible for some-
thing you did twenty years ago, so how
you can be responsible for something
you did twenty lifetimes ago? A child
is not responsible for his actions. Only
when you become conscious, aware, are
you responsible for your acts.” [t was all
so simple.

Early on Satya Bharti had become
friends with a “pretty young Indian
woman” with “short-cropped, thick
black hair, huge, dark eyes, and a daz-
zling smile” who was eventually to
become pivotal to the whole Rajneesh
organization, Sheela Patel Silverman.
Sheela’s parents had been friends with
Rajneesh when she was a child and, sent
to America for college, she’d married a
wealthy Jewish American named Marc
Silverman. When Marc was stricken

\

Jill Franklin aka Satya Bharti

with Hodgkin's disease, Sheela flew to
India certain that Bhagwan could cure
him. Adamantly averse to meditation
and religion, Sheela at first refused to
take sannyas from Bhagwan, but soon
melted, taking the name Ma Anand
Sheela. “I told him it was ridiculous for
him to give me sannyas,” she declared to
Satya Bharti, “I don’t meditate. ‘When
the time comes, he said, ‘I'll push you in
through the back door” He’s such a ras-
cal that one!”

Nicknamed by Bhagwan “the atom
bomb,” Sheela was welcomed in close
to Bhagwan, even though she was often
antagonistic toward Vivek and Laxmi.
She returned to New Jersey, where
Marc took sannyas as Chinmaya, with
his Hodgkin’s disease soon going into
remission—which was accepted as
Bhagwan’s doing. Sheela and Chinmaya
moved to Poona to live near Bhagwan
early in 1975, with Sheela first work-
ing in the kitchen, but soon making
“a quite unprecedented and meteoric
rise through the ashram ranks, so that
within a year she had founded the ash-
ram bank and become Laxmi’s number
two assistant.” Early on, Sheela earned
herself a reputation for being abrasive
and bullheaded, keeping scores, and
never forgetting slights and insults.

After the morning meditation,
sannyasins assembled to listen to
Bhagwan’s two-hour discourse for the
day, alternating from month to month
between English and Hindi. Afterwards

Paul Lowe aka Swami Anand Teertha

they went to work at the jobs assigned
by Laxmi—building the ashram, pre-
paring publications of Bhagwan’s many
books and lectures, cleaning, cooking—
for at least six hours a day. From the
11th of each month, a 10-day medita-
tion camp was held, drawing paying vis-
itors from all over the world.

Therapeutic Shock

Early in 1975, the therapy and
encounter group programs flourished
so that soon there were some 60 differ-
ent therapies—the whole panoply of the
human potential movement and eso-
teric practice. Therapists from Europe
and America converged in Poona to
learn from Bhagwan, “the progres-
sive gury,” how to be meditative, as he
seemed to be the only spiritual mas-
ter who fully understood the concept of
holistic psychology. One paid to partic-
ipate, as one did to attend the medita-
tions and the morning discourse.

The Encounter and Tantra groups,
with Teertha—formerly Paul Lowe,
founder of the European growth center
Quaesitor—in charge, became famous
for their explicit violence and polyg-
amous sexuality, often testing a par-
ticipant’s capacity for detachment by
having them sit and watch while their
beloved made love with someone else.
“Love is possible only if there is no pos-
sessiveness,” Bhagwan made plain. “You
love the person, but you renounce pos-
sessiveness. You don’t make a slave out

Sheela Patel Silverman aka Ma Anand Sheela
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of them; your love doesn’t become an
imprisonment.” Therefore, a truly loving
partner would remain calm while their
partner enjoyed sex with another.

Bhagwan often recommended
as many as 25 therapy groups to peo-
ple before they were deemed “ready” to
work at the ashram. If their money ran
out sooner, they were ready sooner: their
work could be their meditation. New
disciples were sent for an “opening up”
process to the Tantra and Encounter
groups which were enormously popu-
lar. It was not uncommon for these ses-
sions to lead to violence, broken bones,
and outbursts of wild hysteria. So many
bones were broken that the local hospi-
tal became suspicious, and stories had
to be invented to explain the injuries.
Slings and casts became badges of honor
with the traumas seen as “good” for
releasing deep-seated tensions. Group
rooms were located throughout the
commune—in huts, on the roofs, and
in special underground padded cells—
where all the experimental lab-work
took place. Nothing was taboo.

As the therapy groups transcended
the usual limits set by society and per-
sonality, they were demonized both in
India and the West as hedonistic, in par-
ticular the groups that worked to bring
out sexual repressions and to transform
sex energy into love, and even higher,

i

Main street in the ashram looking toward the “Gateless Gate”

=

into prayer. Bhagwan pointed out that
these experiments have been tried by
seekers of Tantra for centuries, saying,
“The purpose of the therapy groups is
to bring you to the point where you see
your unnaturalness.” He clarified that
the Western therapeutic methods can-
not help one to grow spiritually, but they
can prepare the ground to be ready to
enter into the temple of meditation.
No subject was sacrosanct for
Bhagwan’s intent provocation. When
a pious Catholic mother arrived at the
ashram, Bhagwan started calling Jesus
“a 4'8" hunchback, probably homosex-
ual, clearly a drunkard.” When Jewish
parents came, he praised Hitler as a
spiritual being: “Mad in a way, yes, but
a vehicle for higher forces.” Bhagwan
delighted in pushing people’s buttons,
trying to shock everyone into waking
up.

Dissolve into the Contrast

Relying piecemeal on the teach-
ings of his role model George Gurdjieff,
which Bhagwan learned only through
books, Bhagwan taught that human
beings are reactive entities who do not
know they lead a mechanical existence.
“Don’t remain stuck where you are;
move toward the center. Meditate, and
that will bring you home.” Calling on his
disciples to awaken, Bhagwan changed

Another street filled with handsome people

the fourth stage of Dynamic Meditation
to be a sudden “STOP!” in place, rather
than lying down, and added a five-min-
ute stage of dancing and celebration at
the end. A Stop Meditation, taken from
an exercise applied by Gurdjieff, was
given to disciples, so that at odd times
during the day they would stop in their
tracks and stand completely still for
about two minutes.

Bhagwan spent most of his time in
the privacy of his own quarters, appear-
ing only in the morning to drive the sev-
eral hundred yards to his discourse pre-
sentation, and in the evening to meet
small groups in darshan, conferring
sannyas initiations, and answering ques-
tions on the issues arising in his dis-
ciples’ personal lives. “Every enlight-
ened person will have a deep silence—
almost tangible,” Bhagwan declared.
“And in that state of utter silence, no-
mind, he is capable of answering any
question with tremendous profundity.
The enlightened man does not answer
only your words. He answers you.” It
was Bhagwan’s ability to perceive a per-
son so accurately, to see what they really
wanted, what they really thought, and to
remember details of everything they'd
ever told him, that was his single most
admired quality.

With a message steeped in love
and meditation, Bhagwan preached

THE Gendjieff) JOURNAL



non-violence. But not all was love and
peace—early on, Laxmi was attacked by
an Indian man who had repeatedly been
denied Bhagwan’s darshan. Afterwards,
Bhagwan insisted she should have

a bodyguard and gave the assign-

ment to Swami Shiva—formerly Hugh
Milne, a redheaded Scottish osteo-

path who had been with Bhagwan since
the Bombay years. Laxmi accepted her
bodyguard but assigned him to watch
over Bhagwan instead. The first make-
shift weapon was a small club kept in a
potted plant out of Bhagwan’s sight—
the primitive start of an armed security

system.

Never Feel Guilty!

Most all who came to Poona had
been attracted at least in part by a guru
who advocated complete sexual free-
dom and experimentation. Encouraging
frequent changes of partners among
ashram members, Bhagwan said, “The
more lovers one has, the richer one’s life
is. Be true to love, not to a relationship!”
Soon Sheela and Shiva were sexually
attracted and began a several months
affair. Years later Shiva would write,
“Bhagwan had informed us in lectures
that most Indian women had never had
an orgasm, and [ was to discover dur-
ing my affair with Sheela that this was
all too true. There seemed to be a kind
of deadness to her body, as if she did not
really own it or live in it. Bhagwan him-
self had flawless carriage and posture.
Sheela was quite different. She exuded
a tomboyish, almost asexual, air, and
treated her body with disdain. Instead
of sitting crosslegged as most people did
at darshan or lectures, she would slump
over and fall asleep. She remained unin-

“terested in and unmoved by sex; in con-
ventional terms she would have been
labeled as frigid.” When the affair was
ended by Bhagwan, Shiva quickly moved
on, while Sheela lingered in her caring
for Shiva, which eventually turned into
her resentment and opposition toward
him.

Bhagwan lectured that all relation-
ships other than the one with him were
of secondary importance. If one loved
Bhagwan totally, they would not become
seriously involved in other affairs. He
firmly disapproved of the institution of
marriage, telling his disciples that they
could not become enlightened until they
had learned to become unattached to
members of the opposite sex. The only
exception to this was the proliferation

of ashram-arranged marriages—shot-
gun weddings—performed in groups,
matching Americans with Indians in
order to legitimize the union with the
immigration officials in town to extend
the Americans’ visas. When a married
disciple wrote to ask about taking other
lovers, the answer was delivered with
great intensity: “Bhagwan says never feel
guilty about anything! Be natural, and
follow your feelings.”

I teach you not to be responsible to
anybody—the father, the mother, the
country, the religion, the party line,
don’t be responsible to anybody. You
are not! Just be responsible to your-
self. Do whatsoever you feel like
doing. If it is wrong, the punishment
will immediately follow. If it is right,
the reward will follow immediately,
instantly; there is no other way. Cause
and effect are together, they are not
separated by years and lives.

Bhagwan was also adamant on the
subject of children, and did not want
any couples having children while in the
ashram. Women who became pregnant
were instructed “to finish with it"—
in other words to have an abortion as
quickly as possible. He would also tell
women devotees “to finish with it abso-
lutely”—to be sterilized at the same time
as having the abortion, so there was no
more risk of getting pregnant and inter-
rupting “the work.” By 1978 there was
a boom in female sterilizations, with
many of the women and teenage girls
being sterilized in an operation that was
expensive, irreversible and, in India,
dangerous. So the duty was shifted to
the men, as Shiva wrote, “Bhagwan’s
next campaign was to have all the men
get vasectomies. After I had the oper-
ation I was asked to help promote the
campaign in the commune, and in the
next two or three months a quarter of
the sannyasi men had vasectomies. It
was only possible to avoid the opera-
tion by being adamant that you weren’t
going to have it, and such refusal some-
times meant having to leave the ashram
workforce.”

Although parents were encouraged
to leave their children with family mem-
bers when entering the commune, there
were children brought to live at the ash-
ram. Bhagwan declared it a “proven fact”
that children are better off being raised
in a commune by numerous adults than
in a nuclear family by parents, with

the result that the children were often
neglected and permitted conspicuous
sexual freedoms. Bhagwan'’s theories on
sex education espoused that children
should be exposed to sex as early as pos-
sible, watching their parents and other
adults making love. “In a better world,”
Bhagwan maintained, “mothers would
initiate their sons into sex, fathers their
daughters. This happens in certain cul-
tures. These people are more intelli-
gent than you. They don’t have mod-
ern man’s sexual perversions; things are
more natural.” Practice of this variant
attitude was alleged by Tim Guest, a boy
brought up in the Buddhafield [the term
for the aggregate of sannyasin centers},
who wrote in his memoir, “Some of the
girls had their first sexual experiences
arranged by some of the adults, to make
sure the experience would be a good
one,” and “Kids lost their virginity, boys
and girls, ten years old, eight years old,
with adults and other children.”

Growth Revolution

By the end of 1975, the number of
Westerners coming to meet Bhagwan
had exploded. The English and Germans
were the initial leaders, then French
and Italians started coming in their
hundreds. A contingent of Americans
from Oscar Ichazo’s Arica movement
arrived in 1976, and three years later the
Japanese started to come in droves. A
high proportion of these new devotees
were professional people—engineers,
doctors, lawyers, psychiatrists, authors,
architects, artists and craftspeople. The
Western contingent now outnumbered
the Indians. “The ashram is crazy, it’s
chaotic,” writes a disciple. “It’s the exact
kind of ashram Bhagwan should have,
and the kind of ashram that no other
Master but he could have. It’s a fun-
house and a madhouse. A bawdyhouse
and a temple.” There was a general
awareness of living in a conscious com-
munity, with two or three thousand like-
minded people working together to ful-
fill Bhagwan’s dream.

As Bhagwan’s infamy spread, many
rich and famous arrived to meet with
him. The English actor Terence Stamp
arrived while researching a film based
on Gurdjieff’s Meetings with Remarkable
Men, and wanted to meet Bhagwan.
When he attended his first darshan,
Bhagwan immediately motioned him
to come and sit so close he was actu-
ally touching him. Such preferential

Continued on page 24
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Lincoln Kirstein,

Payson Loomis
& Gurdijieff

Parr |1

On July 13, 1927, Lincoln Kirstein, 20
years old and a Harvard sophomore,

met his friend Payson Loomis in Paris.
Loomis, 22 years old, had graduated from
Yale with honors in Russian and Arabic.
Several years afterward he had been
hired as an amanuensis for the Grand
Duchess Marie of Russia, who was writ-
ing her memoirs. He was now living at
the Prieuré helping Gurdjieff with the
English translation of his Meetings with
Remarkable Men. The following is taken
from Kirstein’s memoir, Mosaic.

HEN LOOMIS WOKE ME 1T WAS DARK.

ON THE WAY TO THE BATH-HOUSE,
small lamps glowed, outlining the gar-
den paths. The grounds appeared empty.
We entered an amorphous structure,
without windows. Inside, it was bright.
This was a foyer; the floor, brick; rough
wooden benches were ranged around
the walls, and heaps of shirts and pants

R - -...ﬂ. _...‘ T ol o ; 3
The bath-house at the Prieuré was built into the side of a small rise, sunk into the earth.

were folded, stacked neatly on a bench
as if each had its accustomed burden.
was not enthusiastic about the notion
of a public bath. [ undressed, and with
a rough but clean towel around me,
entered the main steam room gin-

gerly and apprehensively. The space was
high, wide, and glaringly lit. Sweating
pipes were exposed along the walls;
there was rust and the room looked
improvised with the same dizzy tech-
niques of “The Study House.” Yet much
as [ felt forewarned, the ambience was
not unfriendly. It was reminiscent nei-
ther of a gymnasium nor of a hospital.

[ sat down on a stubby pine bench, and
jumped up from its blistering heat. Then
I viewed a monstrosity.

Gurdjicff Gets a Massage

On a slate slab was stretched
the raw body of an obese, dark-pink
male, hairy and with his belly down.
On either side of him stood two adult
nudes. Between them, they supported a
naked boy, maybe nine years old, who
was jogged up and down on the lying
man’s spine. | was suddenly aware of
Loomis; for some minutes I'd almost
forgotten him. His presence restored
some semblance of sanity to the tab-
leau of torture before me. He inquired
if I minded the heat. The heat? What in
hell was going on here? He had noticed

D T

nothing at all unusual. I was appalled,
but silent. Then Loomis suggested that,
as long as the heat was supportable, [
should go into the attached steam room.
Masking shock and horror, although
by this time I realized physical suffer-
ing was not engaged in the massage, and
also to avoid further watching it, I let
myself into a small, cloudy closet, where
I endured the impact of boiling steam
for less than fifteen seconds, and then
stormed back out.

On the slate slab, the little boy
was dancing a jig on his victim’s back-
bone. There were no groans, no moans.
I felt instead that the exercise was highly
enjoyable. The grown-ups handling the
masseur laughed as they pulled him up
and down; the boy was pounding with
glee. The gross and passive older body
purred like a stroked tiger.

Payson showed me to a shower
and handed me soap, though by now I
was too confused to bathe myself. He
pointed to another slab. I took his hint
and lay down. He lathered me with a
harsh loofah-sponge, rough enough to
scrub skin from bone. I turned over to
let him have my back. He tossed a pail
of ice water at me, then quit, leaving me
to dry off with a yardage of rough gray
cotton.

In the meantime, the body which
had been pummeled by the child had
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raised itself and, facing my direction,
proved not to be either as old or as fat
as | had thought. But the man was no
beauty with his Mongol features, mous-
taches of dank ferocity, bald, though
with hairy epaulets and matted paunch.
His face bore a startling resemblance to
the malevolent mask behind the sign
which read Sonnez Fort. The face was
impassive as he gave some orders in
what I took to be Russian to the two
men who had acted as aids in his spinal
massage.

[ found myself seated, with a deli-
cious sense of absolute well-being, on
the same pine bench which had scalded
me previously. There were now a cou-
ple of layers of toweling under me. This
change marked a transfer of fear to
one of swelling, positive pleasure. On
the bench beside me sat the fair-haired
youngish man I'd noticed at breakfast,
drinking hot tea from a glass enclosed in
a silver holder. He pointed at the small
boy, tapped his tea glass, and soon I had
my own, too sweet in spite of its quar-
ter of a thick lemon. The man’s physi-
cal bulk was so agreeable, the tea was
so refreshing, our smiles were simulta-
neous; Loomis introduced us. He was
Martin Benson, an American, and later
I learned, a farmer. Payson withdrew.
Benson asked what I did, why I'd come
here. I told him I was a sophomore at
Harvard and that Loomis had brought
me. His response was such that I thought
he'd never heard of Harvard. What was I
studying? This was hard to answer hon-
estly, after all my recent reactions.

Loomis now summoned me to
another introduction. He led me across
the room to where the heavyset Mongol,
now clad in thick Turkish toweling, was
sipping tea from his glass. I was still
unclothed and shy. The man looked at
me kindly and asked: “You? All right?”

I nodded. He muttered something like
“Good. Good,” and stared me up and
down. This was not simply clinical, but
it raked me with the heartlessness of

an X-ray. But, rather than being fur-
ther alarmed, [ felt a superior sympa-
thy from him. There was no negation

in his inspection and I felt no need to
cringe. I had endured a good number of
physical exams from serious illnesses in
early youth, and hated the ceremony of
medical inspection. No one before had
granted me a visual survey so cool, dis-
passionate, or sympathetic. This all took
half a minute. He said to Loomis: “You,
let him dress.”

While I was dressing, Loomis van-
ished. Next to me, Martin Benson was
putting on his own clothes. He asked
how long I would be at the Prieuré.
didn’t know. How long did I want to
stay? I didn’t know. Had I been asked
an hour before, I would have said I'd be
going as soon as possible. Now, I didn’t
know. How long might one stay? “Oh,
long as you like.” How long did I like?
Benson grinned and suggested that if [
stayed until tomorrow, [ might care to
work with him? Yes, very much. I felt
solid happiness from his invitation;
like a struck match, something flared.
A surge of well-being, of which I'd had
a faint touch before, rushed up from
somewhere to overwhelm me. It was one
of the last recurrences of those mystical
moments which belong to the instinc-
tive, cloudless miracles of childhood,
as when I was first shown what notes
printed on a page of music meant. I
almost lost breath with a realization that
at my eyes and fingertips was the whole
process of making music. It was magic,
not method, a gift of speech suddenly
given, the end result perceived, with (I
thought) no need of intervening effort
to make it come true.

From Loomis to Benson

This blessing of limitless capacity I
felt at Le Prieuré was not entirely iden-
tified with Martin Benson, although he
magnetized and focused it. It was the
summing-up of a whole chain of con-
nected happenings, each charged with
an importance which, while I could not
fix it, assumed its premonitory mean-
ing. Martin Benson also relieved me
from the faintly oppressive shadow of
Loomis. For the first time in a long while
I felt unlocked from my dependence
on him, as if shedding a coat too heavy
for the weather. With Loomis, incidents
and ideas were layered with an obliga-
tory response: Yes, or No? With Benson,
there was no obligation. | was guile-
lessly, vividly content, grateful to my
cosmos for peril past and futures prom-
ised. I felt tears in my eyes, though I was
not sure if this was due to my gratitude
to Great Nature, or to salt left over from
the steam bath.

[ watched Benson lean down to
lace up his heavy boots. Their soles were
scraped clean; near their tops, around
the eyelets’ metal rings, there were thin
cakings of dried, yellowish mud. When
fully dressed, Benson stood as a classic
prototype of an American farmer, with

the healthy, all-embracing goodness of
family feasts on Thanksgiving. And in
all Fontainebleau's shocks and surprises,
it was Martin Benson for whom I gave
most thanks. Out in fresh night air, the
steamy dankness of the bath was washed
away in summer’s purity and swarming,
starlit clouds. Loomis appeared again
to pilot me to the chiteau, where, in the
main-floor salon, guests had gathered
for a feast.

So far, I had barely differentiated
the inhabitants of Le Prieuré, since I'd
been assaulted by so many unfamil-
iarities. Now in the big, bright salon,
there was a considerable adult popu-
lation. The men and women quietly
assembled were in no individual way
remarkable, except perhaps in their col-
lective expectation. Loomis made no
effort at further introductions. Martin
Benson, in a crisp blue work shirt, with-
out a tie, winked reassurance. I was
assigned to an Englishman named
Metz, who made no particular impres-
sion then, but later would. There was
Alexander de Salzmann, painter of the
Tiepolesque murals in the corridor to
“The Ritz.” The two older English ladies
and the blonde German girl, whom I'd
seen at breakfast but none of whose
names I'd caught, stood out in a com-
pany of thirty persons. Abruptly entered
our host. Heavyset, impassively glow-
ering with tiger-like mustachios crisply
curled, Gurdjieff was oblivious to those
gathered, who now became silent and
motionless. Those previously seated
stood up. He waved them back down
to their seats and greeted a few without
individual favor. After a decent interval,
Loomis again pushed me over toward
him: “Mr. Gurdjieff, will you meet my
friend ... ” Gurdjieff glanced at me, and
remarked absently, “Friend. Yes. Very
nice.” He turned away; shortly after,
everyone followed him into the dining
room.

A Feast Begins

Mr. Gurdjieff sat himself at the
middle of one side of his long, broad
table covered with heavy white dam-
ask and a profusion of china and cut-
lery, opposite to which Loomis placed
me. At first, Gurdjieff took little part
in the meal, speaking only to Madame
de Salzmann, who was on his right.
Conversation was desultory. There was
a separate, round table for the dozen
children, usually fed by themselves in

Continued on page 17
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A S
DOROTHY,
ICARUSO

PART Il
BY DOROTHY CARUSO

D OROTHY PARK BENJAMIN, BORN
IN 1893, WAS A SHY, AWKWARD GIRL
educated at a convent school. She was
never comfortable in the social milieu
of her father, a wealthy New York law-
yer who was cold and demanding. She felt
the rejection of her father and her peers;
her closest confidant was her brother, her
mother too ill to nurture her.

At the age of 25 she met and married
the famous tenor Enrico Caruso (1873
1921) against her father’s wishes. Their life
together was idyllic but short-lived; he died
only three years after their marriage. As
Caruso’s widow she had wealth and con-
nections, but she felt empty with his loss.
There would be two unsuccessful marriages
afterward. She spent the war years in Vichy
France, reduced to planting potatoes with
the peasant women to provide for her two
daughters. Later, crossing the ocean for New
York, she met Margaret Anderson who, in
telling her about Gurdjieff, spoke “words
that lighted the universe.” The following is
the final part of an excerpt from her book

Dorothy Caruso: A Personal History.

Gurdjieff

Paris, June 1948. In spite of all [ had
been told, I had made my own concep-
tion of Gurdjieff. He would have the
tongue of St. John, the inspiration of St.
Paul, the sanctity and remoteness of the
Reverend Mother. I would be filled with
awe and exaltation, and when [ left it
would be with a high sense of humility
for the privilege of having met him.

It was in this fervent and expect-
ant state that I entered his Paris flat in
the rue Colonel Renard on the last day
of June.

But when I saw Gurdjieff all my
preconceived ideas vanished. For [ saw
an old man, grey with weariness and ill-
ness, yet whose strength of spirit ema-
nated with such force from his weak-
ened body that, save for a sense of fierce
protection, I felt no deep emotion at all.

I could not understand his English.
His low voice and muffled Asiatic accent

1L

Gurdji'cﬁ' gc—tn'ng ready to drive his Citroen

formed syllables that had no meaning to
me, and at the same time [ realized that
at this moment ordinary speech was
unimportant. It was as if we had already
spoken and were continuing to speak,
but in a language without sound.

There were twenty pupils lunch-
ing with him that first day. Except for
an occasional low murmur they sat
in silence, watchful, unsmiling. When
Gurdjieff spoke they sat up straighter,
tensed as if their backbones had sud-
denly solidified.

He sat relaxed, with one foot folded
under him, on a divan opposite us, slowly
eating morsels of lamb and hard bits of
goat cheese and fresh tarragon leaves
with his fingers. His eyebrows rose above
his lowered lids when a murmur reached
him, but he did not turn his head to
look—he seemed to see without looking.

At the end of the meal he began to
talk. I scarcely understood a word, but
was galvanized to a zenith of attention:
every expression of his face and each
small movement of his body I found
heartbreaking. I thought, “The kind of
force he is using is wearing him out. Why
must he go on doing it? Why do they let
him? We should go home, we should not
ask this tired man for anything."

But as we left he said, “You come
tonight for reading at nine o’clock. Then
dinner after.” [ thanked him, told him I
thought he was too tired. I might have
been speaking with one of my children
instead of to a man of eighty-one—a
magus, a possessor of super-knowledge.

[ sat in a corner of the salon before
dinner, listening to a chapter from his
manuscript read aloud . .. an expression-
less voice going on and on, pupils seated
on the floor, motionless and intense.

The next night I listened again, and
the night after. Day after day and night
after night I listened to that unimpas-
sioned voice and watched those immo-
bile faces—some with open unseeing
eyes, some with eyes closed. There was
no continuity in the reading—chapters
read the week before were repeated the
following week, or sometimes a chapter
read half through was never resumed.
After a while my attention wandered,
but that of the pupils on the floor did
not. The concentration of those motion-
less bodies began to irritate me.

What were they concentrating on?
Surely not on the manuscript which
they must have heard a hundred times.
Perhaps they were reflecting on the great
ideas of Gurdjieff; but I couldn’t detect
ideas in the allegory of Beelzebub’s Tales to
his Grandson that was being read aloud.

A month passed. I had learned to
understand Gurdjieff’s broken English
but I had not once heard him present a
great idea. I was told that he was no lon-
ger teaching through ideas, as he had done
at the Prieuré twenty-five years before.
But I could in no way relate the man I saw
every day to the mystic Gurdjieff I had
heard about from Margaret, on a boat,
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six years ago. Of course he talked, but
chiefly of countries and nationalities, and
always in a large derogatory way, as repe-
titious and boring as the readings. Or else
he scolded the pupils who prepared the
food. He spoke harshly and, I thought,
unjustly; I felt it was humiliating to be
reprimanded before everyone. Usually
the pupil remained quiet but when, dur-
ing the tirade, he dared to defend him-
self, Gurdjieff’s voice grew louder, angrier,
and his eyes flashed. Then at the peak

of rage he suddenly smiled, relaxed and
said “Bravo!” and offered the culprit his
favorite sweet. Why? What had all this

to do with the universe and man and his
immortality?

And if those pupils seated on the
floor during the interminable readings
were not pretending, what then were
they thinking, with their lost rapt faces?

I had brought my body into a world
of thought. I was an alien in an incom-
prehensible world. Self-conscious and
bewildered, [ sat in my corner, listening,
trying to understand.

At last a day came when I told
Margaret that I had had enough: it was
useless for me to go on seeing Gurdjieff.

“I might as well fly back to America.
I'm not learning anything. He isn’t
teaching anything. What is there to
learn, just listening to that book, watch-
ing the others who never speak to me,
whose names I don’t even know, and
watching Gurdjieff eat or play that little
organ? I'm going home.”

“You must do as you think best,”
Margaret said. She neither urged me to
stay nor seemed concerned about my
going. For five days I stayed away. Then [
went back to Gurdjieff. -

I went back because he had been
so kind to me. He hadn’t railed at me,
or frightened me. Indeed, at our third
meeting he had said—apropos of noth-
ing, it seemed to me— “Inside you are
rabbit.” I had wondered at the time how
he knew. I still wondered.

Another reason for going back was a
conventional one: I had dined with him
every night for a month; it was boorish to
leave without saying goodbye or thanking
him. Besides, I had missed him more each
day [ stayed away. After all, if he wasn't
teaching in the way I had expected, per-
haps he was teaching in another way.

He did not reproach me for my
absence. He simply smiled, and pretended
to be surprised to see me. And at the

crowded table he even teased me a little
about my size. It was a warm and vibrant
welcome, and during lunch I felt a glow
as if there had been established between
us a new and special bond—a kind of
unspoken sympathetic understanding.

After lunch he invited me to have
coffee with him in his storeroom. There,
in the midst of fruits and sweets and
wines, with slender sausages of camel’s
meat, bunches of scarlet peppers and
sprays of rosemary and mint suspended
like a canopy above, as I watched him
pouring coffee out of the battered old
thermos bottle, I suddenly felt as young
and trustful as [ had felt when Mother
Thompson watched over me in the
Convent. Years of worldly experience fell
away and I was a child again.

Gurdjieff offered me a piece of sugar.
“You want to ask me something?” he
said. I didn’t want to ask him anything—
1 wanted to tell him something. But I was
unprepared for this direct and simple
opening. I could not quickly think of any
abstract or esoteric question, so instead
I blurted out what had troubled me ever
since I had been going to his house,

“Everyone here seems to have a soul
except me. Haven't I any soul?”

He didn’t answer immediately, or
look at me. He took a piece of sugar, put
it into his mouth and sipped some cof-
fee through it. Then he said, “You know
what means consciousness?”

“Yes,” I said, “it means to know
something.”

“No. Not to know something—to
know yourself. Your ‘1. You not know
your ‘T’ for one second in your whole
life. Now I tell and you try. But very dif-
ficult. You try remember say ‘l am’ once
every hour. You not succeed, but no
matter—try. You understand?”

At this interview I said none of the
things I had planned to say. Instead [
told him about my childhood in my
father’s house, of the goodness of Enrico
and my despair when he died, and about
my children and how deeply I loved
them. And then I said, “I don’t know
anything about the things all the oth-
ers know. I don’t even know what to ask
you. What can I do when I have nothing
to start from? What shall I do?”

“You must help your father,”
Gurdjieff said. I thought he had not
understood, that I had spoken too
quickly; so I told him again that my
father was dead.

“I know. You tell already. But
because of your father you are here.

Have gratitude for this. You are your
father and you owe to him. He is dead.
Too late to repair for himself. You must
repair for him. Help him.”

“But how can I help him when he’s
dead? Where is he?”

“All around you. You must work on
yourself. Remember what I tell you—
your ‘I’ And what you do for yourself
you do also for me.”

He said no more but [ felt as if he
had spoken great things, and not in
ordinary words; and when I left it was
with something rich and strange and
full of meaning.

No matter how late, each night in
the salon after dinner Gurdjieff took his
little accordion-piano on his knee and,
while his left hand worked the bellows,
his right hand made music in minor
chords and haunting single notes.

But one night in his aromatic store-
room he played for five of us, alone,

a different kind of music, although
whether the difference lay in its sorrow-
ful harmonies or in the way he played [
do not know. I only know that no music
had ever been so sad. Before it ended I
put my head on the table and wept.

“What has happened to me?” I said.
“When [ came into this room I was
happy. And then that music—and now |
am happy again.”

“I play objective music to make cry,”
Gurdjieff said. “There are many kinds
such music—some to make laugh, or
to love or to hate. This the beginning of
music—sacred music, two, three thou-
sand years old. Your church music comes
from such but they don't realize. They
have forgotten. This is temple music—
very ancient.”

Once when he played I thought the
music sounded like a prayer—it seemed
to supplicate. And then | thought, “Itis
only my imagination and my emotion,”
and I tried not to feel what I was feel-
ing. But when he had finished, instead of
smiling and tapping the top of the instru-
ment with his hand, he sat quite still and
his eyes stood motionless, as if he were
looking at us through his thoughts. Then
he said, “It is a prayer,” and left us.

LE R

Midsummer. Gurdjieff was leaving
by car, with some of his pupils, to take
the baths at Vichy. I was happy to be free

Continued on page 21
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The Actors, Max Beckmann, 1941

PROBE

Hurt ¢ Faith

An Extemporaneous Talk at
a Day of Self-Exploration

Yns, FEELINGS WERE HURT. MINE OR
THEIRS OR OURS, MOST HURTS PASS.
But some remain. With time, I tell
myself, it will let go, dissolve. “Time,”
we are told, “heals everything.” But how
much time? It happened in childhood
and here it still is. Time hasn’t healed

it, only suppressed it. I'm still carrying
it. But [ don’t really know that. I think
I've gone beyond it. But then it just sur-
faces for no reason or a reason. It bub-
bles or spurts up from the subconscious
and here I am again. Same place, same
time, going over the same gawd damn
thing one more time. Time doesn’t heal
as much as it covers over what hap-
pened to the extent I forget about it and
then. .. there it is again.

In fact, it's never left. It’s always
been here, deep down in the subcon-
scious, a hidden, underground stream
that reigns supreme, superimposing
this past on the present, coloring all my

thoughts-feelings-choices. But I don’t
know this. It’s invisible to me until it
appears and I realize, despite all that has
happened, all that I have come to do
and know, it’s still here. It’s been here all
along. I've gone over it so many times
that [ think I know it. The event, the
actions and non-actions, the words and
the silences—whatever, I've been there,
done that, it’s not new. Yes, I tell myself
it happened long ago. It’s nothing now.
[t seems like nothing but there the fact
of it is. It's been laying low in the sub-
conscious, biding its time, all this time.

Hurt Crystallized in Habit

[ see that I've been living a compen-
sation. Everything is interpreted from its
perspective of right-and-wrong, fairness,
justice, the need-for-revenge, success,
failure, whatever—it’s all compensating
for this hurt. The hurt may be such that
I always stand fixed and ready, on guard.
Or I am always late. Everything is under
way. No surprises. Or at all costs [ must
be right. I can’t be wrong. I always look
to the negative, always deny, never really
consider. Or hide, disappear, pretend
not to be there. Or always take charge.
It’s this always that I am that [ don’t see.
[ can even be told about it and agree but
the next time is like the last time. I'm

stuck in a revolving door of reaction and
because it has become so me [ don’t see
it, can’t be separate from it until maybe
afterward, but then it is too late. . ..

I take it for me. Forged in time
and acted out it becomes a dominant
habit, an attitude, hidden or mani-
fested. What is said and done or not
said and not done is controlled by the
long ago hurt. But I don’t realize this. I
may give some lip service to it, if forced,
but deep down I don’t believe it. I don’t
want to see that no matter how well [
paper things over I live from this hurt,
from its compensation. In little things
as well as large it molds and shapes our
lives. And, above everything, we don't
want to feel that hurt again. So our every
action is really a reaction, a protection.
We look like we are living in the pres-
ent. But it is really the past living us. The
past-in-the-present.

Have we come to the place in our
lives that we really want to heal our-
selves, free ourselves, consciously “repair
the past,” as Mr. Gurdjieff says? We can
talk and talk all we want but what is it
but empty talk? Description, not mate-
rial. An off-loading of the energy? And
no matter, as is said, we get it “off our
chests” it will return. It drains us and
leaves us sucked out, but then there it
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is again. But this is an illusion, that it
comes and goes. It is always there. Have
we seen enough of this pattern to know
it’s just a mechanical pattern? Are we
sincere enough to admit the truth of
this? Are we ready to undergo the pro-
cess of healing ourselves? If so, we must
return to the last place we want to go,
the place we always avoid—the origin of
the hurt.

Moral Suffering—
Not Physical, Emotional or Psychological

We cannot return as simply as
a thought, a wish. I must first prac-
tice being-Partkdolg-duty in neutral
moments. [ must learn how to correctly
self-remember—a remembering you
don’t get from books or several years in
the Work. I must learn how to become
embodied, and how to sustain that, and
how to self-observe impartially. That is,
to not work for results, for who, or what
“I,” what self, is that? Rather [ must have
come to that in me that wants the truth,
no matter the truth.

“The Truth shall set ye free.” Yes, but
first the Truth kills the lies in you. No lie
can stand in the light of the Truth. The
lies, evasions, omissions, subterfuges,
the blaming and off-loading. . . must
be directly faced and felt. The suffering
that ensues is not physical or emotional
or psychological suffering. It is an acute
moral suffering. Working with that, liv-
ing our suffered truth, having faith of
consciousness, there will in time appear
an inner separation. It is said that the
observer is the observed. And this is
true, if one has said “No” to the mechan-
ical-life-of-the-moment and “Yes” to
oneself. That is, one has rightly with-
drawn their attention from the outer
world to the inner. And strived to live
that division. The cells and tissues of
the body will be fed, impressions rightly
processed and in time an inner separa-
tion will appear between the observing
and what is observed. Then one is and
is not what is observed. (Contingent, of
course, on not creating an observer.) [
will now begin to see how in little and
sometimes insignificant ways this hurt
makes itself felt and dictates what I do
and do not do. If there are five possi-
bilities in a given situation, only two or
three will be considered. The others will
be instantly denied.

Likes and dislikes are largely self-
predicated. [ cannot do unless I am. [
have no free will unless I am. To be any-
thing less is not to be.

Re-living, not Re-enacting

The hurt dwells down there in
my subconscious. Only in a state of
self-consciousness does the gradient
between the waking state and the sub-
conscious lessen to the point that the
two become one. And then the hurt is
surfaced and relived. What happened,
happened. It can’t be changed. Itisa
physical fact. All the blame, the self-
blame, is just a reaction, mechanical, just
digestion by the false personality. No
one was there really, no one really pres-
ent. It all just happened like everything
happens. | am responsible, and not.
Everyone is responsible, and not. It is
karma, something outing from the past.
It left a mark, an imprint. To consciously
re-experience it, breathe a vibration into
it, give it freedom to live again, but now
not mechanically but within the con-
text of my conscious being, in this way,
little by little that “I-of-hurt” is eaten.
And all the work on my selves and suf-
fering endured brings me to the realiza-
tion that I, like everyone else, am per-
fectly imperfect.

“Thou wilt have no other gods
before me.” Perhaps in the process of
this self-healing there is a dim sense of a
something else that has silently appro-
priated the hurt as its own? Isn’t this
something else (not the “something else”
that Mr. Gurdjieff speaks of), a deep
form, perhaps the deepest form, of self-
love and vanity? To act contrary to this
hurt, to do otherwise, would be directly
challenging that which has become the
foundation of our self-belief. And that
something else is a false something else,
not higher but lower, which is the foun-
dation of the egotism which centralizes
and separates and makes me unique.
“Our suffering is the last thing we will
give up,” says Gurdjieff. The last thing?
Why is that?

Because ... what am [ without it? It
is me. It is what makes me, me. Unique.
My suffering is not your suffering. My
suffering is what only [ can talk about.
Only I can really know. To act contrary
to this hurt, to act otherwise, would
be to act in the name of what? Forget
names. “Faith of Consciousness.” That is
all that is needed. Will there be suffer-
ing in acting against one’s idea of and
belief in what one takes to be oneself?
Yes, of course. By acting so, we com-
press time. We make the past the pres-
ent. Intentionally. We go where every-
one fears to tread. It is the hero’s jour-
ney. Not outside, but inside, into the

depths of one’s being. One must con-
sciously, without defense, open to the
hurt. Yes, it will double in intensity. But
in “The Lake of Hell” we stand resolute
and eating the merde we have raked by
conscious labors and intentional suffer-
ing. And so there is a self-release from
the tyranny of mechanical time and
mechanical action. One eats one’s karma
in the light of one’s self-knowledge and
being and so new levels of understand-
ing open up and one begins the crys-
tallization of one’s real I in the psychic
blooding of the Tyrant I, who has sto-
len my life and faith, this great self-lov-
ing denier with its multitude of little
“I”s that hide the grotesqueness of its
mask—this Tyrant with the thousand
faces. In so making a decision for Faith
of Consciousness let us pray thusly, as
Mr. Gurdjieff says—

“Let this suffering be my own, for
Being”

—William Patrick Patterson

e SN o0 SEPERE “ 45 k> i‘" o= ‘
The Garden of Earthly Delights, right panel
Hell, Hieronymous Bosch, c. 1500
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Film Review

Disciples & Masters
The Master

Directed by Paul Thomas Anderson

IN HIS FIRST SER1ES, GURDJIEFF TEARS
THE VEIL FROM A WORLD THAT has
been and is ruled by “the consequences of
the properties of the organ Kundabuffer,”
the perception that, based on mechani-
cality, self-love and vanity, sees the world
not as it is but upside down. Gurdjieff’s
intent is to break the societal hypno-

tism so the world is seen right side up.
Gurdjieff also warned about pseudo-
teachings that appear to do so but only
lead to an embalmed-esoteric view of

the world that we
see here with The
Master.

Director-
writer-producer
Paul Thomas
Anderson (There
Will Be Blood,
Magnolia) clearly
has drawn upon
Scientology, and
its founder L. Ron
Hubbard, as the
principal source
for the charac-
ter of the Master,
Lancaster Dodd,
and his move-
ment, the Cause.
Scientology had its

- -

roots in Hubbard’s  Freddie Quell ( Joaquin Phoenix) and the sand woman

Dianetics: The

Modern Science of Mental Health pub-
lished in 1950, the same year as the First
Series. Similarly, Dodd takes The Cause
broadly public via a 1950 convention in
Phoenix along with the publication of
his book, The Split Saber, the name par-
alleling the book Hubbard had said he
was writing about “the cause and cure
of nervous tension,” called The Dark
Sword, Excalibur or Science of the Mind.
Anderson has Dodd announcing his
book as Book Tivo, slyly invoking and
trumping Scientologists’ references to
Dianetics as Book One.

Despite these and other correspon-
dences, the film is not simply “about”
Scientology. Rather it’s a deep, disturb-
ing, multi-level study of any teaching
that has been incompletely realized by

either master or disciple and so must
produce negative results. Anderson’s
camera closes in on his actors. If we
don't flinch from them, we may see every
nuance of emotion that drives them.
Incarnated by Phillip Seymour
Hoffman, Dodd (rhymes with God) is
powerful and charismatic—a cornuco-
pia of “I"s by turns smoothly charm-
ing, persuasive, commanding, candid,
kindly, humorous. All seemingly under
control of the Master, who sees himself
as a “man,” as having been “unlocked”
and so having controlled and harnessed
his “animal.” As Dodd says, “Man is not
an animal. We are not a part of the ani-
mal kingdom ... ." So the master, ata
higher level of self-development, will
try to teach his disciple who is at a lower
level, the context thus framed as one of
evolving from being a “silly, silly animal”

to a man. However, other “I”s flare up in
Dodd as well, sometimes under control,
sometimes not—raging, domineering,
demanding, obstinate, needy, drained,
resentful.

We see his wife, Peggy (beautifully
played by Amy Adams with quietly irre-
sistible force), pregnant, but never in
bed with him. At a party for his follow-
ers, Dodd, seductively singing and danc-
ing for them, Peggy visualizes all the
women as nude, the reality being they
are objects of his lust. Afterwards, we
see her command of his physical sex-
uality when, as he bends over the sink
in the washroom, she coolly mastur-
bates him, telling him, “You can do any-
thing you want. As long as [ don’t find
out. As long as no one hears about it.”

As a good wife, she supports Dodd’s
power, yet she controls and moulds it,
as for instance sitting behind him while
he writes, confidently dictating to him
the content for a book or a talk when he
seems stuck. Later, after a setback, it is
she who will say, vehemently, “The only
way to defend ourselves is to attack,”
echoing the position of the Church of
Scientology. Who is the true master?

The Disciple

Our first sight of Freddie Quell,
played ferociously by Joaquin Phoenix,
is of the upper part of his face, framed
by the lower rim of a steel combat hel-
met, peering over the top of a ship’s
metal railing. He is staring at us, the eyes
bleak, immovable, anguished, resigned,
uncomprehending. The wary eyes of

' an animal. Freddie’s traumatic experi-

ences, compounded
or complemented
by his moonshine
cocktail-fueled fren-
zies and torpors,
have cracked the
surface of his view
of the world.

We then see
the wasted and only
half-present Quell, a
tightly coiled spring,
bottling up tremen-
dous energy, in the
South Pacific at the
close of the Second
World War, as he
cavorts on a tropi-
cal beach with other
sailors in a male-
only world, hav-
ing sex with a surro-
gate female—a large sand sculpture of a
woman—and then masturbating into the
ocean. To arm himself during demobili-
zation interviews with military officials
and a psychiatrist, he makes moonshine
with engine fuel taken from a torpedo in
a ship’s hold. For Freddie, these officials
are Martians who tell him his alcoholism
and trauma are a “nervous condition”
and that he can start a business or “get a
few acres of land and raise some chick-
ens.” Freddie recognizes their automa-
tism and seems to sense his own. Putin a
psych hospital, he’s medicated. He finds
a job taking pictures in a department
store, moving the lights so close to a man
he almost burns him. The ordinariness
of the people he photographs is beyond
him, enrages him. He quits, labors on a
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cabbage farm, poisoning an elderly farm
worker—“you look like my father”—
with his homemade moonshine and is
chased by the workers out to punish him.
Walking alongside a San Francisco
pier, cold, arms huddled, outcast,
Freddie passes a large yacht with a party
in progress. Attracted by the conviv-
ial atmosphere, people laughing, danc-
ing, he slips aboard unquestioned, wan-
ders through the crowd, passes out in
a bunk, the yacht leaving the dock and
sailing under the Golden Gate. Later,
a girl wakes the disoriented Freddie,
telling him, “You're safe,” and lead-
ing him to a stateroom where Freddie
meets Lancaster Dodd. Freddie cannot
remember that they have already met
and spoken. Taking Quell’s measure,
Dodd says, “You were acting aggres-
sive because you drank too much alco-
hol.... Why all the stalking and sneak-
ing? You've wandered from the proper
path, haven’t you?” Dodd wants some of
Freddie’s moonshine, which apparently
he has tasted previously. “I have no idea
what’s in this remarkable potion,” he
says. “Secrets,” replies Quell.

A Bond Is Forged

Telling him they are both “hope-
lessly inquisitive” men, Dodd invites
Freddie to remain with him and provide
him with continual supplies of moon-
shine, attend his daughter’s wedding on
board and join him as they sail to New
York City. Peggy invites Freddie to eat
with the family, confiding, “He’s been
writing all night. You seem to inspire
something in him.”

What, one asks, binds the two men?
From their first meeting, there isan
unconscious, wordless recognition of
affiliation. For Dodd, whose teaching
centers on childhood trauma and rein-
carnation, just as Hubbard’s does, they
have a past lives connection, one he will
eventually see as the two being in the
Prussian war together. Each discerns
in the other the force of a nuclear reac-
tor of inchoate emotions—the animal’s
power. Dodd’s high degree of control
of this energy is a mystery for Freddie,
it is what he wants for himself, for from
that source of boundless energy, Freddie
reacts uncontrollably, the animal explod-
ing again and again with brutal physi-
cal force or speaking in ways that puzzle
or unsettle listeners. He cannot accept
itand so cannot control and integrate
it. For Dodd, Quell is also “my guinea
pig and protégé.” Dodd is drawn to raise

Freddic from the animal, but is also
attracted to Freddie's raw, animal power.
The film opened with a view from
the stern of a ship, of its wake, a visual
metaphor for a looking backward that is
central to the film. We must look back-
ward to have any understanding of what
drives the characters—or ourselves—
in the present. “Processing,” the princi-
pal method of the Cause, mirroring the
auditing of Scientology, is on the sur-
face a means for such an investigation.
Face to face with the “student” the proces-
sor asks a sequence of questions, repeat-
ing them again and again until they break
through any resistances and cover sto-
ries. Many of the questions are versions of
the “Oxford Capacity Analysis” test used
by Scientology to recruit members. Dodd
asks Freddie repeatedly, “Say your name”;
“Do your failures betray you?”; “Are you
often consumed by envy?”; “Are you
unpredictable?”; “Did you kill anyone?”;
“Who in the past scares you?" At first
Quell responds with resistance, answering
flippantly as if a question has no impact.
With repetition, his answers change,
memory flashbacks shake him—his dead
father, his crazy mother, the love of his
life whom he abandoned. When Dodd
tells him that’s enough for now, Freddie
wants more and gets Dodd to continue.
As Scientology auditors do, Dodd
records the processing to have a record
of what's been revealed, which can be
used to confront a forgetful student of
what he actually said or to wield power
over the student. As the film proceeds,
we see that another aim of process-
ing is control and power—the proces-
sor’s and the organization’s power over
the student by means of what has been
extracted. Freddie comes to know about
events from his past, knows of feelings
he’s suppressed, but
has this given him any
regenerative under-
standing of them?
After enduring
many types of process-
ing, being tested again
and again, becoming a
devotee, a defender of
Dodd and the Cause,
Quell is sent out into
the public, passing out
flyers, trying to bring
others into the teach-
ing. Although he attacks
Dodd’s son Val for say-
ing, “He’s making

all this up as he goes
movements show

along... you don’t see that?,” the question
cuts into Freddie’s faith in Dodd. Still,
when defending Dodd from arrest for
embezzlement, it takes four policemen
to bring Freddie down to earth. Locked
up then in a cell adjacent to Dodd, Quell,
handcuffed, attacks himself and the cell
with such violence that he smashes a toi-
let to pieces. He turns on Dodd who has
tried to calm him, raging that Dodd is a
fake, nothing he teaches is true.
Although afterwards they reconcile,
Peggy has her doubts. When she had
“seen” Dodd singing and dancing before
the nude women, she looked at Freddie,
and saw him looking at her looking at
him—Freddie also knowing of the real-
ity of Dodd’s lust. “I wonder how he
got here and what he’s after. Is it really
so easy that he just came across us?”
she asks. “He’s dangerous and he will
be our undoing if we continue to have
him here.” Dodd counters: “If we are
not helping him then it is we who have
failed him.” Peggy concludes, “Perhaps
he is past help or insane.”

A Bond Broken?

Dodd moves his teaching to
Phoenix, Arizona, where he, armed to the
teeth, and Freddie walk into the desert to
dig up Dodd’s new teaching, long bur-
ied in the sand. Symbolically, Dodd has
had to dig down deep in himself for it
and needs the power of the animal man
to get it. Freddie has advanced to the
place where Dodd gives him a final test
of his allegiance to the Cause. He takes
Freddie into the desert again, this time to
a salt flats for an “experiment.” Mounting
a motorcycle, Dodd explains, “You pick
a point and go to it.” Dodd does not
say “and return.” He then roars off and
returns, Freddie roars off too but, instead

Mind and body not connected as Quell’s face and body
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of returning, disappears into space, free-
ing himself from Dodd and the Cause.
The next shot we see is Freddie
asleep in the balcony of an empty movie
theater, no film playing. An usher wakes
him and hands him a phone. It’s Dodd
calling from England. “I’ve started a new
school. I can cure you. Once and for all,”
he tells him. Quell goes to meet him.
Dodd and his followers—the women
now dressed in schoolgirl uniforms,
the men in naval ones—Ilive at a large
estate in the English countryside. He
meets Dodd now not on a yacht but in
an immense Victorian room, Dodd sit-
ting behind a great desk, his wife Peggy
at his side. “Are you drunk?” asks Peggy.
“You look sick, Freddie you don't look

healthy.” Freddie slumps into a chair,
unshaven, his face in anguish, not look-
ing at Dodd. He had escaped his master
and the Cause, but not completely.

We have no inkling whether Dodd
himself has subjected himself to a mas-
ter. Unless we consider his wife Peggy to
be the real master. Peggy is strong enough
in herself to accept and work intimately
with the animal man. It was she who
taught Quell to stare into her eyes and do
something—change their color to black.
If he can consciously change his percep-
tion, he can change his feelings, beliefs,
change himself. So is the master not the
man but the woman-man; Dodd still

|

man-woman not completely processed?

Now, in England, with Quell
slumped in his chair, it is Peggy who
poses the ultimatum, “This is something
you do for a billion years, or not at all,”
then storms away. Dodd is gentler, he
wants Freddie back, but Freddie resists.
Dodd can’t change Quell’s perception.

Finally, Dodd warns Freddie, “If we
meet again, in the next life, you will be
my sworn enemy and I will show you no
mercy.” Such a meeting would be a life
and death struggle—the partially con-
scious animal man against the higher,
supposedly complete man. Dodd could,
like Horus defeating Set, become truly
one-eyed and have the energy and power
of the animal his helper. But Freddie

Leaving the courthouse in an elevator, right to left, Lancaster Dodd (Phillip Seymour Hoffman),
Peggy Dodd (Amy Adams) and Clark (Kami Malek), their son-in-law

cannot be swayed. “I'd like to get you
on a slow boat to China,” sings Dodd to
Freddie as he leaves. Quell won’t get on
the boat again with Dodd—won’t put
himself under the will of the master. As
long as he refuses, the game will con-
tinue and the longer it continues the bet-
ter the odds that Freddie will not com-
plete the teaching, but crystallize as a
half-man. This is dangerous because
most men are boys and so to be half-
a-man is powerful, but this half is still
open to the control of the animal.

At this final meeting, Quell appears
to have broken from Dodd. But after-
wards we see a casual encounter with a

woman in an English pub and a quick
cut to Freddie in bed with her, she

atop, riding him, her breasts as ample
as the sand woman’s. Bantering with
one another while having sex, he off-
handedly begins asking her the audit-
ing questions Dodd first asked him. She
is giving him her love and acceptance as
a man, and he is giving her the process-
ing—to the degree he has experienced
and understood it.

We see that he enjoys his power as
an auditor. Paraphrasing what Dodd
once told him, he tells her, “You're the
bravest girl ever,” reining in his mastery
of an easily dominated person. And so
we wonder, what exactly has he learned?

Anderson’s film demands ponder-
ing all that he has shown us, the ques-
tions raised. Has Quell incorporated
Dodd’s control, channeling and crystal-
lizing it into the personality of a pseudo
‘master’ as Dodd has done, a personal-
ity which can restrain his irrational out-
bursts and exercise their power? Is Quell
now a ‘master’ in the making? We are left
in uncertainty. In the end, we see him
lying on the beach asleep beside the sand
woman he violated. A song plays in the
background, his state put into words.

We were waltzing together,

To a dreamy melody

When they called out, “change

partners”

And you waltzed away from me

Now my arms feel so empty,

As [ gaze around the floor

And I'll keep on changing partners

Till T hold you once more

—Henry Korman

Notes

1. The Dark Sword. Russell Miller,
Bare-Faced Messiah: The True Story
of L. Ron Hubbard (Middlesex, U. K.:
Michael Joseph Ltd., 1987), 144.
Also online at http://www.religio.de/
books/bfm/bfmconte.html.

2. Book One. “contains all basic prin-
ciples on Dianetics in its original
form.” James R. Lewis, Scientology
(New York: Oxford University Press,
2009), 417.

3. Unlocked. In Scientology terminol-
ogy the word is “clear” of childhood
traumas.

4. Seductive singing and dancing. Dodd
sings “So, we'll go no more a rov-
ing,” a poem written by Lord Byron
derived from a version of a Scots
song known as “The Jolly Beggar.”
The poem describes the fatigue of age
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conquering the restlessness of youth.

. Attack. One of Hubbard’s main

beliefs was to attack all those who
attacked him. Critical former dis-
ciples, the medical profession, FBI
and the Internal Revenue Service—
all were attacked. The decades-long
attack on the IRS—every year thou-
sands of Scientologists claim reli-
gious deductions for the money
spent taking its courses and file law-
suits when not approved—finally
resulted in Scientology gaining reli-
gious status as a church.

. Processing. Initially, when Dianetics,
the processing was simply verbal, but
then Hubbard added Wheatstone
Bridges, lie detectors, he called
E-meter.

. Subjected himself to a master.
Hubbard initially worked with Jack
Parsons and his teacher, “the Great
Beast,” Aleister Crowley.

. Billion years. According to Hubbard,
some 70 million years ago the
Earth, known as Teegeeack, was one
of 6 large planets of the Galactic
Confederation. Its peoples oper-
ated on a super-human level, but the
planets were badly overpopulated
with hundreds of billions on each
planet. The Confederation’s pres-
ident, Xenu, or Xemu, had excess
population sent to Teegeeack where
they were put alongside volcanoes
and killed with nuclear devices.

The victim’s spirits, or Thetans,
were then “implanted” with reli-
gious and technological images

for 36 days, and then sent to either
Hawaii or Las Palmas to be stuck
together in clusters. Human beings,
according to Hubbard, are actually
a collection of Thetans, a cluster of
“Body Thetans.” See William Patrick
Patterson, Adi Da Samraj—Realized
or/and Deluded (Fairfax, CA: Arete
Communications, 2012), 17.

. Slow boat to China. “I'd like to get
you on a slow boat to China was a
well-known phrase among poker
players, referring to a person who
lost steadily and handsomely. My
father turned it into a romantic
song, placing the title in the main-
stream of catch-phrases in 1947.”
Susan Loesser, A Most Remarkable
Fella: Frank Loesser and the Guys and
Dolls in His Life: A Portrait by His
Daughter (New York: Donald L. Fine
Inc., 1993), 62. Such a trip was as
long and slow as one could imagine.

OUSPENSKY ON
KRISHNAMURTI & KATHERINE MANSFIELD

Left to right: Aldous

October 2, 1936. 38 Warwick
Gardens. Among those attending

Ouspensky’s lecture are the poet Gerald

Heard and his friend, writer Aldous
Huxley. Ouspensky is asked about
Krishnamurti.

“Krishnamurti is a strange and a
tragic figure,” says Ouspensky. “He is
not an ordinary man. He is the only

man [ know at present who is different.

But he does not know how he became
different.”

“Such a thing can happen to a per-
son?” asks Gerald Heard.

“It did not happen to him, only
partly [did it happen].”

“How does it fit,” asks Heard,
“with what you said that one cannot
attain a higher state of consciousness
unconsciously?”

“He knows about his state of con-
sciousness. His being is not ordinary,
but not his knowledge.”

“He is not conscious of the process

of change?” says Heard.

“I think of a part, not of all—
knowledge is necessary for that. He
says a system cannot awake a man.
Certainly it cannot. Mathematics can-
not build a bridge. But if bridge is built
without mathematics, it collapses. If
Krishnamurti keeps to this point of
view—nhe will not be alone. Many peo-
ple believe in spontaneous awakening,
just by realization, without system and
without following another man.”

Someone asks about Katherine
Mansfield dying at the Prieuré.

“About Katherine Mansfield what
you heard is certainly wrong. Gurdjieff
was very good to her. When she came
she knew she was dying, and every-
body knew it, and he let her die there.
So nothing can be said against him in

u Krishnamurti, Katherine Mansfield

relation to her. Many things, in general,
can be said against him, but not in rela-
tion to her.”

Clive Entwhistle, a young English
architect, asks about morality and moral
values.

“Right and wrong can be defined
only from the point of view of aim,”
Ouspensky answers. “If the aim is to
awake, all that helps to awake is good, all
that prevents it is bad. No other defini-
tion is possible.”

“What are the dangers of worldly
success?” Entwhistle wants to know.

“By itself,” Ouspensky replies,
“there should be no danger in it. But
there is one inclination in us—we are
inclined to be hypnotized by things.
Success is one of the most hypnotizing
things. So success may increase sleep.”

Entwhistle wants to know about
being permanently happy.

“Itis all relative,” Ouspensky tells
him, “How can one be happy if one is in
the power of every accidental emotion
and desire?”

Someone asks if sleep changes a
person and Ouspensky says he does not
think the state of man has changed.

“They say people have an increas-
ing sensitiveness to suffering,” says
Entwhistle.

“How can we tell?” answers
Ouspensky. “How can we measure it?”

Later Ouspensky invites Heard and
Huxley to Lyne Place. He enjoys meeting
them, saying, “For the first time I meet
what we in Russia called ‘intelligentsia.”
The two writers speak about the coming
Dark Age and advise Ouspensky to go to
America.

—Excerpt from the forthcoming
book Georgi Gurdjieff: The Man, The
Teaching, His Mission
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Kirstein, Loomis & Gurdjieff 11
Continued from page 8

Le Paradou. The grown-ups, of whom I
was youngest, did not, as one might have
imagined, serve the table. The informal
formality by which we progressed was
waited on by three or four local French
maids attached to the estate. There was
nothing ordinary about the food.

The center of the board was covered
over with a three-ring-circus parade of
cold and hot hors d’ocuvres, like those
that would be served in a first-class
Franco-Russian restaurant. While I rel-
ished their diversity and texture, | was
shy of helping myself. Martin Benson,
who sat some way from me, filled a
plate, got up, placed it before me. As far
as [ could tell, apart from freshly-cut
crudités, there were interspersed bits of
boiled tarpaulin, wax flowers, clippings
of sponge or rubber, and glazed knots
of rope, lightly varnished in blood. My
alarm amused Metz, who sat beside me.
As [ picked gingerly at a patch of cor-
rugated patent leather, he explained
benevolently: “Jerked bear’s meat.” Not
wishing to play the coward, I attacked
the barbaric provender with relish.

The Zakuski were provocatively deli-
cious. Some hotly spiced, others saline,

The salon of the Prieuré as it appeared in the 1940s

vinegary, or citron—so many, so much,
that each could be counted as a meal.
There were no tumblers for water, which
[ wanted. Wine poured, red and white;
there were small brandy glasses at every
place. Following the hors d’oeuvres,
three large platters arrived; then addi-
tional, smaller ones. On the first were
steamed carcasses, which I guessed must
be suckling pigs. But no: they were baby
lambs. Mr. Gurdjieff whetted a small
sabre and sliced the meat profession-
ally; full plates passed around. There was
no mint jelly to go with lamb, as at my
mother’s, Instead, we were given a soup
of thickened fresh mint. I was bothered
by the bare sheep’s skulls still attached

to the rest of the roast. They were split
down their centers, with the grey brains
glistening, the eyes withered to black
raisins. When everyone had been served,
but none started to eat, Mr. Gurdjieff
surveyed the company, and with a half-
mocking benediction of grace, mur-
mured: “Take. Eat.”

There were also broad beans, green
beans, mange-touts, stewed figs, rice,
celeriac, braised endive, and yoghurt.
Maids filled and refilled the goblets. A
squat, brown bottle stood at every other
seat. Mr. Gurdjieff was attentive only
to Madame de Salzmann, a handsome

woman of forty or more years, her hair
firmly drawn back like a character’s in a
Chekhov play. Indeed, the whole scene
might have been set under the direc-
tion of Stanislavsky for his Moscow Art
Theater, including the elder English
nannies and Martin Benson, his blue
work shirt changed into the belted
blouse of a muzhik. French was spoken,
also Russian and some English. Apart
from Benson, Loomis, and myself, there
were no Americans. Metz spoke with
an accent which had in it what I took as
a trace of Cockney. I made good head-
way with the baby lamb, which was gar-
licky and bloody. Abruptly, I heard Mr.
Gurdjieff say: “You, Little Father. Take.”

Eating Black “Raisins”

“Little Father”? He actually was
addressing me. [ was surprised but more
astonished, incredulous as to this partic-
ular salutation, when I saw a long, two-
pronged serving fork threatening me,
like twin rapiers, on the points of which
were black raisins. [ cautiously reached
for it, murmuring thanks. My hesitance
galvanized a silenced room. Was every-
one watching? Yes. My host, looking
hard at me, said with a trace of urgency:
“Now eat.” [ swallowed the sheep’s eyes,
blinked, and survived. Gurdjieff smiled,
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turned to his companion, and forgot
me. I looked around hoping for appro-
bation from Loomis, Metz or Benson.
The first two were blank; Martin raised
a thumb in an encouraging salute. To

a degree crushed, but also relieved, |
was emboldened by Metz's question:
“Nasty?” It wasn't so bad. “Oh, there’s
lots worse,” he said cheerfully. I asked
him, daring a bit; “Why did he call me
‘Little Father’?”

Metz said: “Ask Loomis; he knows
the lingo.”

Perhaps, I reasoned, the name
referred to the fact that I might have
been taken for an amateur seminarian.

I was a sedulous ape of Loomis’s taste

in clothes. My hair was short. I wore a
black silk shirt, a black turtle-neck pull-
over, and black pants. But “Little Father,”
which later became Mr. Gurdjieff’s greet-
ing to me whenever I was to be teased or
acknowledged, was simply a common
Russian diminutive, “Little” meant noth-
ing about size; I was a tall boy.

Armagnac & Idiots

The feast concluded with a stupen-
dous dessert, layers of crisp brown pas-
try saturated in honey and brandy, and
sprinkled with nuts and raisins, topped
with a whipped cream stiff as a hard
sauce, made from créme fraiche. Now
brandy—Armagnac—began its infiltra-
tion. Mr. Gurdjieff, introducing expect-
ant silence, proclaimed in English:
“To all ordinary idiots.” Everyone obe-
diently raised a glass. Metz drained
his; a woman seated nearby did not.
Mr. Gurdjieff noticed this; winked at
her. She bowed, smiled; took a sip. He
winked again. She smiled again, leaving
her glass firmly set down, and was not
further reproved; this I interpreted as
his passive courtesy. Armagnac burned
my lips and throat, although its taste was
delicious. I filled my mouth and swal-
lowed. There were still dregs left in the
bottom of the glass and Metz nudged
me. I drained it.

Then a voice, loud but not insis-
tent, announced: “To all zigzag idi-
ots.” This was loyally drunk and emp-
tied. I don’t remember how many toasts
were proposed, how far Gurdjieff pur-
sued his roster that night: round and
square idiots were starters. As the toasts
followed, glasses were re-filled. Metz
saw [ emptied my share, as indicated.
1 sipped with increasing ease. I'd been
drunk often enough in college, though
never on brandy. In fact, in my first year

at Harvard the boys I liked most were
heavy drinkers, and bootleg alcohol had
all the thrill and variety of uppers and
downers. It was more or less de rigueur
to prove that one could hold one’s liquor
with no unseemly show of looseness.
One made up tests for oneself; and one
of the worst falls I ever had off a horse
was when I lost a bet to my roommate as
to how much we could swallow and still
operate.

But that had been a volun-
tary experiment; the amount of
Armagnac consumed on this night
in Fontainebleau was an exercise that
had been commanded from the out-
side, I began to feel cosmic affection. It
was either the fifth or sixth toast when
Gurdjieff proclaimed: “To all compas-
sionate idiots,” and looking straight at
me, added, “and, incidentally, Monsieur,
to you.” I found I had drunk up my last
drop and was left nothing with which
I might respond. I lifted my glass, an
empty gesture, and felt approximately
adequate. In fact, I realized I felt abso-
lutely marvelous. Toasts continued.
From further acquaintance with this
rite, I fancy we, or rather I, got as far as
the seventh or eighth, maybe even up
to a ninth, to “all blazing idiots.” Now
drunk, [ was ready to be sick. Metz saved
the day. He stood me up and suggested
bed. I tried to navigate, but couldn’t. Mr.
Gurdjieff smiled at me kindly: “Sleep
well, Little Father.” Then Benson took
over, guided me upstairs, and in “The
Ritz” [ fell on the bed. He took off shoes
and socks, undid my belt. I was gone.

When I awoke, it was after dawn,
yet hardly light. There was a thin blan-
ket over me. I had a ferocious head-
ache, a trying sense of failure and inept-
ness. Since I had so dim a recollection of
the particulars of the night before, this
sense of failure soon welled up in guilt
at what I might have done or undone. I
felt deserted. Benson, Loomis, and Metz
must feel well rid of me. A weak impulse
was to get myself out of there as soon as
I could, but I didn’t have enough energy
to figure out how. I had left my wrist-
watch somewhere, but midsummer day-
light creeping through the windows
might have made it any time between
five-thirty and seven. What about break-
fast? I'd devoured a mass of food, rich
and strange, yet now I was hungry. This
focused my energy and, against all odds,
I began to feel a swarming euphoria, the
only release for which would have been
hysterical laughter. It became clear, in

one Jovian lightning burst, that every-
thing was absurd—the preposterousness
of this place, my being thrust in it, and
the entire unimportance of the circum-
stances which, from a colossal adven-
ture, had collapsed into meaningless
triviality. And yet ... perhaps... there
was more.

Loomis opened the door, glanced
down at me without a word, passed
into the adjoining bathroom. I heard
water running. [ couldn’t decide
whether this was remonstrance or pity.
“Compassion.” These three syllables had
stuck. Lying flat, I watched him pick
up my shirt, jacket, shoes, which had
distributed themselves over the floor.
Loomis said I'd best bathe fast because
breakfast was ready, and then he went.

I shaved, washed in a daze, and won-
dered if I could find my way to food.
My shirt was soiled; in spite of my tepid
bath (why hadn’t Loomis let it get hot?)
I hardly felt spick or span.

Breakfast & Idiots

In the half-filled salon, there was
hot coffee, croissants, fresh jellies, and
fruit. Metz was seated next to the two
English ladies. I sat down by them. It
was going to be a lovely day. Metz was
amused: “I bet you didn’t sleep a wink.”
He knew I'd been dead in bed. I felt
badinage was not suitable for my con-
dition. If there was anything to the idea
of logical accident, or significant coinci-
dence, why had I brought myself here?
There was, of course, the extreme pos-
sibility that the whole adventure was
no more than a picturesque fluke. On
the other hand, along with this grow-
ing revulsion there was a feeling that
the shock, my questionings, “stop!”, the
steam bath, the toasts, and the system-
atic assaults on habitual response, might
say something. Equating this sensation
with the rankling problems it evoked, I
felt free to ask Metz about idiots.

He laughed: “Oh, we're all idi-
ots. That’s his oldest joke. It takes peo-
ple down. You're an idiot to get drunk;
you're an idiot to be here. You're an idiot
to be alive. The whole kit-and-caboo-
dle is idiotic.” Was this a cure for my
naiveté, or a thrust for not figuring it
out for myself? He was refusing to tell
me secrets that I wouldn’t understand if
he did. Loomis appeared. While recently
I'd discovered Benson and Metz, it
was to Payson I owed a first allegiance,
although now I felt he'd rather deserted
me—or maybe I'd partially repudiated
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him. Metz withdrew. Loomis led me
out into the garden. It was Sunday, not
a working day. He was cool and dis-
tant as usual. Sooner or later [ would

be going back to Paris with a bundle of
unanswered riddles. Now, everything
seemed tied in a lurid, if undefined,
mystery, which was also perhaps a reply
to some unexpressed desire of mine. I
knew there must be mysteries and that
they were certainly too insistent to be
solved by being refused, wished away, or
submerged.

With a pause which seemed the
appropriate preface to something which
could not be coincidence (had he over-
heard my last question to Metz, I won-
dered), Loomis remarked: “As for the
idiots, there’s no problem.” Loomis
explained that idiot derived from
the Greek idios—a private individ-
ual, a common man, a plebeian, a per-
son without information or wisdom,

a householder; hence, one not well-
informed about great matters, unedu-
cated, underdeveloped, a simple fellow, a
clown, and so, by degrees of importance
or unimportance, a self; thus, by scales
which lexicons have developed, an idiot
might also be defined as a sleepwalker, a
psychopath, even a blathering idiot.

Sunday at the Prieuré

The day after Saturday night’s feast
was, for the Prieuré, a time for rest and
relaxation. Some of the Russians would
take an early train to Paris for service at
the Russian Orthodox Cathedral in rue
Daru. I told Loomis that before leav-
ing, I would very much like to thank my
host for letting me come to his house;
I'd greatly enjoyed myself. Loomis had
made a firm appointment that after-
noon for me to meet Ezra Pound, who
had just printed a long poem by Payson
in a small magazine which soon disap-
peared after its couple of issues.

[ was taken into Mr. Gurdjieff’s
study. He was seated at a very large desk,
which was piled with orderly papers. At
the side was a small table with its type-
writer—Loomis’s place during his sec-
retarial functions and his correction of
the dictated manuscript which would,
in time, be published as Meetings with
Remarkable Men. Loomis stood to one
side, permitting me to face Mr. Gurdjieff
directly. The following account is syn-
thetic, suggesting the tone of conversa-
tion rather than aspiring to verbatim
accuracy.

Gurdjieff. So, Little Father, you go.

Kirstein. Mr. Gurdjieff, I want to
thank you so very much for allowing me
to come to the Prieuré.

G. Very nice. What you want?

K. I just want to thank you.

G. Mister, I ask you what you want.

K. (nervously) I just want. ..

Loomis. (quietly) What do you want
todo,orbe...

K. (confused) Now I have to get
back to Paris ...

G. Ah—important appointment.

K. Well, yes; it's important to me.

G. Important? How?

K. Loomis has arranged for me to
meet a very great poet.

G. Oh—poet. Very important.

K. Well, at least, I think he is.

G. What kind poet??

K. Perhaps, actually, for the present
our greatest living poet.

G. What language?

K. English, of course ...

G. English, of course. Not
Hungarian?

K. Hungarian? [ can't read
Hungarian...

G. Not read Hungarian. Too bad.

K. I mean to say the greatest living
poet in the English language.

G. What kind poem he write?

K. He writes every kind.

G. Every kind. He write sex-poems?

K. Sex-poems?

G. No. I mean fuck-poems.

K. No, Mr. Gurdjieff. It is Ezra
Pound. He also writes wonderful trans-
lations. He has taught me alot.

G. Ah. Translation. Already
good. Maybe great. What language he
translated?

K. From the Anglo-Saxon, Chinese.
From the Greek. And Egyptian.

G. No Russian?

Loomis. I don’t think Mr. Pound
speaks Russian.

G. No speak, but read?

L. He must read it in translation .. .

G. But he speak Anglo-Saxon,
Chinese, Egyptian. Get him for me. I
need good translator. [ pay.

K. (to the rescue) His are poetic
translations. He takes original texts and
makes them more beautiful ...

G. Ah—translator also magician.
Takes text; make more beautiful ...

K. Mr. Gurdjieff, it’s very hard to
explain this in English.

G. But easy in Anglo-Saxon or

tian.

K. (Realizes G. is unfair, but holds his
tongue.)

L. Mr. Gurdjieff, he is talking about
Ezra Pound’s talent.

G. Yes, I know Ezra Pound very
well—for long time. He likes my soup.

K. (incredulous) He likes your soup?

G. Very much he like my soup.

K. What sort of soup?

G. When you grow up I give recipe.
Then you make soup.

K. (deeply hurt) Mr. Gurdjieff, I
am sorry if [ have offended you. [ just
wanted to thank you. I don’t want to
waste your time.

G. Little Father not offend. Not
waste my time. You waste your time.

L. Mr. Gurdjieff has known Ezra
Pound for many years.

K. (amazed, to Loomis) You mean,
he really does?

G. Really does. You know what Ezra
Pound call my soup?

K.Notreally...

G. You know painting?

K. (modestly) A little bit.

G. You know Rembrandt?

K. Of course.

G. Of course. You know Piero della
Francesca?

K. (back on his heels) Yes,
certainly...

G. Ezra Pound say my Persian-
melon soup, compared to borscht, has
tone of Piero della Francesca. You know
borscht?

K. (firmly) 1 like borscht.

G. You like borscht. Pound say
my melon soup is clean like Piero
della Francesca, compare to shit-color
Rembrandt. Now, what you want?

K. (silenced)

G. Mister. I tell you what you want.
You want pay me.

K. Pay—you—for what?

G. Three things. One thing: Turkish
bath. Two thing: Martin Benson. Three
thing: eyes-of-sheep.

K. Pay? How much do you charge?

G.I not charge. Pay what you think
worth.

K. I don’t happen to have much
money with me ... I've got to get back
to Paris, and it’s Sunday and the banks
are...

G. No need banks. Give me any-
thing in your pocket. Loomis lend your
ticket.

K. I've less than a hundred francs.

G. Oh. Less than hundred. Too bad.
Better than nothing.

L. I have plenty of money.

G. Loomis, lucky; he have money.
Loomis wash hand with ticket. Now,
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dear Little Father. You go.

K. (Dazed, hands over francs. Turns
to go.)

G. Wait.

K. (Looks pleadingly at Loomis.)

G. Mister. You wait. You come here.
You curious. Very interesting. You have
bath. You shock. You meet Benson. Nice
man. Benson. Honest workman. You get
good food. Very shock: food. Even you
see, maybe: dance. Stop! All this—worth
something?

K. I gave you all I have.

G. Not yet.

K. I will send you the rest, just tell
me how much.

G. You pay now. If you stay here—
you don’t need pay.

K. But Mr. Gurdjieff, I've got to . ...

L.I’ll phone Pound; you’ve missed
the train.

K. But Loomis made my appoint-
ment weeks ago. I need to, [ must see Mr.
Pound...

G. You need many thing, Mister.

G. I. Gurdjieff

You go now, you never come back here,
and Loomis, you too; Loomis never
speak to you again.

K. (to Loomis in utter confusion,
Loomis turns traitor by his silence.) |
don’t understand. You don’t understand.
I must see Mr. Pound ...

G. I understand very well. Now: you
go.
K. (Helpless, wordless, turns to go,

reaches door.)

G. Wait, Little Father; come here.

K. (idiotically) But I don’t know ...

G. That’s right. You don’t know.
Here: your ticket to Paris. Five hundred
francs. [ keep one hundred. Save rest for
ticket back to Prieuré. You like that?

K. Yes, Mr. Gurdjieff. Thank you
very much.

G. Not thank me. Thank Loomis.

K. (recovering) I thank Loomis for
many things.

G. I also thank Loomis; maybe not

many things.
K. (firmly) 1 thank Loomis for many |

things.

G. Very polite. Many thanks. Now
you go. On train you think many things.
You think bath. You think Benson. You
think sheep-eye. Maybe you think bal-
let. What?

K.T'll try to.

G. Already good. You try. You know
who you are?

K. You said I was a compassionate
idiot.

G. Already good: also square idiot,

' round idiot, zigzag idiot. You, some-

thing else.
K. (taking the game as a joke) also

| sheep to be shorn.

L. Come along now, or you'll miss
your train.

G. Goodbye Little Father: Do svi-
dan iya. Au revoir. Arrivederci. Hasta la
vista. Auf Wiedersehen. Maybe you learn
Hungarian.

Part II1 will appear in the next issue

—Lincoln Kirstein, Mosaic: Memoirs
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Caruso III

Continued from page 10

for a while, away from the heat of his flat
and the smell of heavy soup cooking. I
longed to breathe fresh air again, to see
fields and animals instead of people.
was tired of people and their inner lives,
and I was most tired of thinking about
my own. [ would go to Normandy with
Margaret, to a small hotel in the village
of Giverny. There we would walk along
country roads in sunshine, look through
a gate into Claude Monet’s garden—
scarlet poppies, marigolds, delphiniums,
daisies, under arches of bright roses. We
would sit beside his pool, where pale and
pointed water lilies lay and long willow
branches touched the water. We would
work again on our books—we hadn’t
thought of books since we left Sudbury.

In my room at the Hotel Baudy my
worktable faced a window. I saw peas-
ants mowing hay on a quiet hillside. The
smell of new-mown hay and the chirp
of sun-drenched birds came in at the
open window.

I began at once to write....

... Three days passed and a message
came from Paris late at night. Gurdjieff
had been injured in a motor accident.
His condition was critical; he was lying
unconscious in a hospital.

When we arrived in Paris he was
already at home. He had fractured ribs,
lacerations on his face and hands, and
many bruises. There was a danger of
internal injuries.

“Is he conscious now?”

“Oh yes,” they said, “and he wants
the readings and meals to continue as
usual. He came in for a little while after
lunch. He'll be at dinner—thirty are
coming.”

But the next day he was worse and
the doctors held out slight hope that he
would live,

We stayed that night in a small hotel
near his flat, waiting for the telephone
to ring. It never rang. On the third day
he was seated again at his dinner table.
His head was still a shining dome,
smooth and high, but his face was a dark
shadow. There were purple bruises on
his lips and he wore a piece of gauze
around his throat to hide a wound.

“I cannot eat,” he said, “my mouth
all cut inside.” Painfully, with his lacer-
ated fingers, he divided a trout, handed
me a piece across the table.

“You like?” he said. “Then take.”

i For the rest of the meal he satin

silence. In his eyes was the same blind look
he had when he played the prayer music.
As we rose to leave he got up too. He lifted
his hands against his ribs. “It hurts,” he
said, “great suffering I have.” I could only
stand there looking at him. Before I could
wish him well, he said, “I thank you. I wish
for you all that you wish for me.”

xxw

He cured himself, no one knew
how. He had refused X-rays and the
medicines prescribed by doctors; yet his
recovery was so complete that he looked
younger after the accident than before,
as if the shock had strengthened his
whole organism instead of weakening it.

In the late afternoon he sat, immac-
ulately dressed, outside a café near his
flat, with a panama hat shading his eyes
and his cane lying across the table in
front of him, talking with pupils, drink-
ing coffee, watching people pass. At
other times he sat alone, speaking with
no one, noticing no one until at last he
rose and, in the long dusk, through quiet
shuttered streets, walked slowly home.

There, after resting for a while, he
changed into a loose grey cashmere suit,
open white shirt and soft kid slippers,
gave instructions in the kitchen, then
came to sit with us and listen to the read-
ing of his book, looking from one face
to another, recognizing yet withhold-
ing recognition. At dinner he welcomed
us as he had always done, talked of the
same subjects in the same words; and, as
usual, halfway through the meal, placed
on his head his tasseled magenta fez. It
was good to know that he was recover-
ing, and it was good to see and hear inti-
mate small ceremonies repeated—the
ritual of the toasts, the offering of bread,
or fish, across the table in his hand. And
as I sat observing, absorbing, rejoicing,

I grew aware of a swelling sense of har-
mony that related everything within

the room to everything else—gestures,
faces, voices, food, my thoughts vibrated
in unison like a chord in music. I began
to understand something that I longed
to go on understanding. I wanted to
achieve the “I” he had told me about.

Long before his accident Gurdjieff
had said, “I cannot develop you; I can
create the conditions in which you can
develop yourself.” For weeks I had fought
against the conditions he created—I had
been angry, impatient, judicial. But I had
concealed these emotions; raging inside, |
had appeared outwardly calm . .. the habit
of a lifetime—good manners, instead of an

effort to act honestly. It would have been
better to burst forth in defense of what I
thought unjust, to ask him pointblank why
I should sit through endless meals, eating
food I neither liked nor wanted. That I had
felt compassion or anxiety or even deep
affection for him was beside the point. It
was good to be concerned about him; it
would have been better to have been con-
cerned about myself: to have begun to
change, to develop myself. Once he had
spoken to me about my great aim. “I
haven’t any aim,” I said, “what should my
aim be?” He said, “Do you want to perish
like a dog?” I answered, “Of course not.”
He didn’t explain, he simply repeated what
he had said before: “Remember your ‘I

Christmas, 1948. Back in America, [
told my children all that had happened
to me in Paris. Gloria listened, holding
her new son, Colin, in her arms. Before
his birth Gurdjieff had said, “Good that
mother should worry for her child—
he will be strong.” And Jackie listened,
with three-year-old Dolly sitting beside
her. I had asked Gurdjieff Jackie’s ques-
tion: “How shall I introduce God to my
baby?” His answer was, “All babies near
God. Later, bring to me and I will tell.”

Gurdjieff had arrived in New York
in time for Christmas. Instead of fifty
pupils, as in Paris, he now sometimes had
a hundred in his hotel apartment—often
as many as eighty for dinner. He worked
with them constantly, never resting, never
sparing himself. At the same time he was
arranging for the publication of his book,
All and Everything. Each night it was read
aloud; each night until two in the morn-
ing he played his music for us. After we
left he slept for three hours, then rose and
drove down to the big bright markets at
the end of the city, to choose fresh food
for the feasts of the coming day. He stayed
in New York for two months, and when
he went back to France we followed him.

* x x

It was May in Paris, but for us there
was no spring. There was no time to
notice horse-chestnut trees blossom-
ing in the Bois, or illuminated fountains
sparkling in the Place de la Concorde in
the soft sweet night. There was only time
to drive as fast as possible by the short-
est route to Gurdjieff’s flat in the rue
Colonel Renard—a street with as little
French distinction as a page in a diction-
ary; a flat without sunlight or a single
flower, where the motionless air reeked
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of Asiatic cooking and the heat was
almost unbearable.

The contrast between Gurdjieff’s
strong decisive bearing and the deep
hollows in his face alarmed me. “I am
very tired.” He said, “I work too hard.”
“You should take a vacation,” I said. "l
have no time—many people come from
England to see me in these days. There is
still much to do.” Later he said, “I would
like to go to Chamonix—to hear water
running; there [ could sleep.”

Another month of pupils, meals
and heat. Then one night he said, “We
go to Chamonix tomorrow.” He asked us
to go along.

Four motorcars were crowded with
pupils, with boxes of Russian croquettes,
bags of croissants, melons, apricots, choc-
olate bonbons and big thermos bottles
of black coffee. Gurdjieff drove his car all
the way, leading the caravan. He used no
maps, gave no directions; he simply said,
“Follow me,” and started off, stopping
only to nap for a half hour by the side of
the road when he could go no farther.

In Chamonix he wakened in the
mornings refreshed by the splashing icy

‘4..._ ‘a\* b W, o

J. G. Bennett sits across from Gurdjieff. Beside him sit Lo

stream beneath his window. But his days
were as active as in Paris—devoted to his
work, his business affairs and the respon-
sibility of new young pupils, At the week’s
end, in spite of the cold, thin air, the heal-
ing pines and fresh snow winds from the
mountains, he was still tired.

[ sat beside him on a bench out-
side the hotel the day we left Chamonix,
watching the porters arrange luggage
in the cars. At last [ said, “May [ tell you
something, Mr. Gurdjieff? I wish I had
met you twenty years ago. Today it’s too
late. [ realize now that I am nothing, and
it’s the loneliest feeling in the world.”

He turned and looked at me. “Ah,”
he said, “you are no longer blind. Your
eyes now open—you begin to see.”

He took some bonbons from his
pocket, handed them to a porter pass-
ing by. I had often seen him do this,
and always wondered why. “Why do
you offer candy to people?” I asked,
“and why does everyone look pleased—
policemen, waiters, strangers, and that
young mother last night sitting in the
salon with her baby—why?”

“I'do not know if I will ever see

TET—
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again that mother, but if I do she will
not forget me—she will remember

the surprise of bonbons for her baby.
Perhaps she will need help and I notbe a
stranger. You understand?”

“Yes, I understand about the
mother, but the policeman .. .?”

“The policeman stopped me. I did
not wish to wait—I gave bonbons and
he was very surprised. So he let me go.
That is being clever man.”

He was also an ill man—coughing,
in pain. Yet back in Paris at his table he
still had room for all who came—pupils
from England, Scotland, Switzerland,
Austria, as well as America,

To spare him we went less, but he
noticed our absence and bade us come
as usual, He had grown thinner and the
grey pallor had returned. One day at
lunch he said, “I have worked hard. My
book will soon be published for everyone
to read. After I will go away, far, where
I can rest.” “But you will come back?”
someone asked. He did not answer.
Another said, “We will follow you wher-
ever you go—will you go to California?”
It was the kind of question Gurdjieff
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never answered, but this time he looked
at the speaker and smiled. “Perhaps
California, perhaps farther,” he said.

[t was the middle of October—a
gold crimson country day when chip-
munks rush to gather nuts, and horses,
free in pale gold fields, race each other
and the wind. [ left Giverny to see
Gurdjieff in his café in Paris—to say
farewell until we should meet on the
boat that was to take us all to America
on the twentieth.

He was sitting alone. “You take cof-
fee?” he said. For a moment I didn’t
speak, then when the coffee came I said,
“You are not coming on the boat with us
after all.” “No. Perhaps later.”

We sat in silence. Finally I said, “Mr.
Gurdjieff . .. the T’ which I am trying to
develop—is this the soul that survives
after death?”

He waited so long that [ wondered
whether he had heard me. Then he said,
“How long you have been with me?”

“Almost two years,” I said.

“Too short the time. You not able
yet to understand. Use the present to
repair the past and prepare the future.
Go on well; remember all I say.”

[ did not press him—he looked so
ill. “You should take better care of your-
self;” [ said; “what are you doing for your
cough? Does something hurt you?” He
moved slightly in his chair and for the
first time [ heard from him a sound like
a groan. “I must take habit of pain,” he
said. Then he held out his hand and [
said goodbye, and left him sitting there,
alone, in the shrill sunlight.

Sea-Change

I never saw Gurdjieff again. He died
in Paris, two days after we landed in
New York. And so, scarcely before it had
begun, a great experience ended.

Whatever I may have learned about
his work, during the two years [ knew
him, might, as time passed, grow hazy
in my mind; but what I felt when I was
in his presence, whether he spoke or sat
in silence, [ would remember clearly
always. Those feelings live forever that
are born in the soul’s heart.

Gurdjieff was gentle with my soul.
It was a soul that had not grown up, as
[ grew up. It had been timid, but trust-
ing. Often it had been betrayed, but it
had not been murdered. Nanna had
found it first, and she too had been gen-
tle with it. Enrico had loved, moulded,

sustained and protected it. Brother had
fought for it.

Gurdjieff gave it courage. From
his mysterious and conscious world he
guided it with the kind of understand-
ing he called “objective love” —the “love
of everything that breathes”; and “it”
responded with unlimited trust—the
highest type of love there is, I think, in
this immediate and unconscious world.

Nothing is so great or so true as the
trusting love of a child. It doesn’t mat-
ter whether he has understood your
words or not—it is the way they are spo-
ken that matters. And the way they are
spoken creates in the child the love and
trust he returns to you. This is the emo-
tion that Gurdjieff, and the “conditions
he created,” created in me.

I can repeat our conversations,
interpret his silences, describe his
appearance, define his doctrine, yet [
can only give the slightest indication of
the change that took place in me after
knowing him.

I was aware, before he died, of this
process of active and increasing change.
His death, instead of ending the pro-
cess, accelerated it. And then, one day, |
understood what had been happening.
I had transformed something in myself:
the change was Me.

A mystery is something that cannot
be expressed, something beyond human
comprehension.

Man is a mystery.

The cosmos is a mystery.

Man in relation to the cosmos is a
mystery.

Everything is a mystery, and every-
thing is a paradox. To understand this
takes more than human comprehension,
and more than human comprehension
means: to know.

Gurdjieff knew.

He knew from his “being,” as he
called it. And he knew all the time.

[ know only for an instant ata
time. That instant is a spark of under-
standing—it belongs to the person of
my essence. During those instants [ am
aware of a division of identity—a sepa-
ration between my essence-person and
what [ have always called “myself”

When those moments are past
they do not become simply memo-
ries like other memories. Something
else raises and widens and deepens the
perceptions.

The substance of that “something”

I do not know—all I know is that itis a
substance; it is not merely an idea.

Thus far have I gone. What is to
come next is, for the present, another
mystery.

All my time is not spent in ponder-
ing these things, nor are my thoughts
always on eternity or death. But I am
actively aware of everything today,
instead of passively aware as in the past.
I can see each feather on a bird that flies
by—it doesn’t just fly by.

[ have been told that I am simply
using my five senses. [ am, as always;
but the knowledge that I am doing it
belongs to that second self. Therefore
[ can live in splendor in a little house
beside a walnut tree in Maryland where
everything I touch, or hear, or see, has
its reverberations in that world where
no one lives except those who have also
been as fortunate as I.

Early this morning I went out into
the flowering woods behind our house,
to think out an ending for this book. I
was alone. .. no one passed. The fra-
grance of uncurling violets, the nurs-
ery pink-and-white of dogwood blos-
soms, my rustling footsteps in the leaves
... all this young spring I felt, and more
than fifty other springs besides, with
gratitude to everyone I have known, and
an aspiration to love everything that
breathes.

Riderwood, Maryland

April, 1951

Dorothy Caruso in New York, 1951
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Rajneesh I1

Continued from page 6

treatment continued and within a short
time he was invited to live in Bhagwan’s
own house.

By 1976, the money-making at the
ashram increased in earnest. Admission
charges were collected for all activi-
ties at the ashram, and Laxmi was now
selling rooms at the ashram for US
$10,000 and higher. It wasn’t long before
she was “selling rooms” in neighbor-
ing houses that the ashram only rented
but didn’t own. “Buying a room” made
one an instant ashramite; it bought
their belonging. Longtime workers who
couldn’t afford ashram housing were
told to “point the finger” at themselves;
were they unsurrendered, holding back,
untrusting? Every part of the ashram
was a therapy group; they had some-
thing to learn through this, and money
meant surrender.

Sheela had a gift for business and
money schemes, and soon she helped
Laxmi set up saving facilities at the
ashram, convincing people that their
money would be safer there than at any
bank in India. Between “bank” depos-
its, donations, lecture tickets, group fees
and book sales, she soon opened the first
of many Swiss bank accounts, allegedly
worth several million dollars. Sheela’s
brother, Bipen—who “reeked of fast
money and sleazy deals”—came to India
to meet with her and Bhagwan, and

Clothing optional on a walk with Ma Anand Sheela

soon Sheela handed hundreds of thou-
sands of the ashram’s dollars over to
Bipen to invest. He became rich, turning
the ashram money into a fortune.

Bhagwan's enthusiasm for collect-
ing was now in full sway—he would
ask wealthy sannyasins to bring him
Rolexes, Omegas, Piagets, the latest and
the best, often only to give them away as
soon as he got them, invariably to some-
one the giver of the watch didn't like.
Wearing a $100,000 diamond encrusted
watch, Bhagwan luxuriated in challeng-
ing people with his ostentatious display
of wealth, “I am a materialist-spiritual-
ist,” said Bhagwan. “That is their trou-
ble. They cannot even conceive of it.
They have always thought that material-
ism is something diametrically against,
opposite, to spiritualism. And [ am try-
ing to bring them closer. In fact, that is
how it is.”

Shocking for long-time devotees,
in 1977 Vivek, who had been Bhagwan's
lover and constant companion for seven
years, took a new lover. She still had
her privileged position, but Bhagwan’s
attitude to her altered. For many years
Vivek had remained aloof, unapproach-
able, and doing only Bhagwan's bid-
ding. She continued to devotionally take
care of Bhagwan as before, supervising
the preparation of his meals and daily
needs, but now she began to appear at
the all-night parties, something she had
never done before.

The ashram was expanding so fast

that overcrowding became a serious
problem; Bhagwan's morning discourse
was often attended by three thousand
people, and in 1978 Laxmi reluctantly
allowed 25 part-time guards trained

in martial arts, called “angels,” to han-
dle lecture security, carrying out anyone
who had a “catharsis"—flailing about or
shrieking for more than 20 seconds.

There were always guards sta-
tioned at the front entrance, and every-
one entering the ashram was sniffed
to ensure that shampoos and cosmet-
ics were not detectable. If they were,
the offending individual would be
turned away. Bhagwan was becoming
more frail, and the list of substances he
was allergic to was growing. He could
no longer abide socks, pillow stuffing
or woolen clothing, so no matter how
cold or hard the floor might be, devo-
tees would sit in the morning discourses
without socks or padding to keep warm.
The guards would also stand at the
entrance to the evening darshans and
sniff behind the ears and under the arm-
pits of every entrant, however famous or
renowned they might be.

Many world leaders in the human
growth potential movement became
interested in Bhagwan. Richard
Price, co-founder of Esalen Institute
in California, had taken sannyas
through the mail after reading some of
Bhagwan's books, and in 1977 he came
to visit. During his encounter group
session, Price and Teertha had a bitter

Group Dynamic Meditation directed by Paul Lowe, “Teertha”
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argument, with one source claiming that
participants in the session were armed
with wooden weapons and that Price
emerged with a broken arm. Price was
so outraged by the sex and violence in
the group that he dropped sannyas and
wrote Bhagwan that he practiced “dan-
gerous, irresponsible therapy.” When
Time magazine later dubbed Poona
“The Esalen of the East,” Price pub-
lished an article disclaiming similarities
with Esalen, emphasizing the mistaken
incitement by Bhagwan’s “humanistic”
therapists to be violent rather than to
play at being violent. Bhagwan's derisive
response: “The expert always misses.”

The “Gateless Gate” at the ashram
entrance was completed in 1979, wel-
coming and mirroring the ever-increas-
ing progress of construction at the
densely packed commune. New depart-
ments were created, including a book-
shop and a thriving public relations
department, and workshops for carpen-
try, printing, weaving, clothing manu-
facture—orange robes were made on a
commercial scale, and a soap and sham-
poo factory was set up to manufacture
scentless soap. Dormitories were built as
Laxmi bought up land around the ash-
ram to expand the lodging for sannyas-
ins and guests, and for the new “Buddha
Hall,” an enormous auditorium with a
seating capacity of 6,000. By 1979, some
30,000 people were coming each year to
see and hear Bhagwan.

Alienating Cultures

There were numerous rules, includ-
ing a ban on smoking and drugs,

The “Krishna Guards” were given maroon judo robes and practiced Karate.

although they were widely indulged in
outside the gates and freely available in
Poona. It was difficult to earn money in
India to stay in the ashram, and with few
legal ways in which a Westerner could
earn money, many sannyasins turned
to drug runs and many of the women
turned to prostitution. Discreetly sanc-
tioned, whenever a disciple was about
to make a drug run, they would ask
Bhagwan whether it was a good time
to go to Thailand. “Wednesday would
be good,” he would say, or “Don’t go
until Friday,” knowing exactly what
they meant. Sannyasin women would
take the train to Bombay and make
good money as prostitutes working the
lobbies of the most expensive hotels.
Bhagwan certainly enjoyed the pro-
ceeds; by 1980 he had two Rolls Royces
in Poona, an unheard-of luxury in this
land of poverty.

In 1979, Laxmi allowed a West
German crew to film the encoun-
ter groups, and when the raw footage
appeared in Wolfgang Dobrowolny’s
movie Ashram, the blatant violence and
nudity were at first thought by ash-
ramites as having “recruitment value.”
However, the film came out while the
public was still reeling from the mass
suicide at Jonestown, and the publicized
activities at Shree Rajneesh Ashram
caused intense negative reactions in
India. Bhagwan quickly and officially
ended the controversial therapies, but
the leading political party in India,
which Bhagwan often harshly con-
demned, enforced new crippling restric-
tions in a campaign against Bhagwan

Laxmi

and the ashram.

Bhagwan'’s views on religion con-
tinued to infuriate Indian fundamen-
talists, and one morning in May 1980,
five Hindu conservatives planned an
attack during the daily talk—one stood
up about 60 feet from the stage, shouted
in Hindi, “You are insulting our reli-
gions,” then walked toward Bhagwan
while throwing a knife. The attacker was
grabbed by one of the “angel” guards,
and although the crowd was in an
uproar, Bhagwan was unharmed, calm-
ing the audience with “Shanti, shanti,"—
peace, peace. Immediately afterward,
there began martial arts training for an
army of guards, and within a week a
team of sannyasins was at the entrance
to Buddha Hall to frisk every lecture-
goer, and door-sized metal detectors
were ordered from the States.

After the attack the sniffing probes
before darshan sessions became ever
more complex and discriminatory, and
few people were granted a reserved
place at the private evening sessions.
With 6,000 sannyasins in Poona—
and 150 places—admission was highly
prized. One night in darshan, Bhagwan
announced that he was going to exper-
iment with a new kind of “energy dar-
shan,” beginning a new phase of work.
Ten or twelve chosen women would
come to darshan every night—they
would be known as “mediums,” and
would be able to transfer his energy to
the whole commune and eventually to
the world outside. Bhagwan no longer
spoke with disciples, instead he would
transmit energy to them by pressing on
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their “third eye” in the middle of the
forehead, while everyone ecstatically
danced to music amid flashing lights.
Bhagwan affirmed, “As far as [ know,
dancing and laughter are the best, most
natural, easily approachable doors” to
no-mind. “If you really dance, thinking
stops.” The atmosphere was infused with
sexual energy, with Bhagwan intimately
touching the mediums, sending every-
one into entranced regions of pure bliss.

When Werner Erhard, founder of
est, came to India in 1980 on a world
tour with singer Diana Ross, they
attended Bhagwan’s darshan one eve-
ning. Sitting barefoot on the cold floor,
“Erhart was very much the American
businessman, prosperous, tanned,
robust and forthright. He looked like an
ex-marine, tough and healthy.” Erhart
seemed disinterested, unimpressed with
the darshan. After a short exchange
Bhagwan said that he could ask anything
he wanted. Erhart simply said, “No, |
don’t have any questions.” Why had
Erhart not wanted to discuss anything?
Bhagwan postulated: “Some great fear
must have arisen in him. I would have
destroyed his whole ‘est’ first. Werner
Erhard is a businessman—he tries to be
respectable, and [ have been trying my
whole life to be notorious. Unless you
understand me, you will not be able to
see why I unnecessarily create hostility
in people.”

Bhagwan did not divide publicity
into “good” and “bad,” for him it was
all good, the more intense the bet-
ter. “I do not care whether people see
me as Buddha or as Rasputin. One
thing I am certainly interested in is that

Terence Stamp was on

. 3 -
NG

B se e .
e of the well-known actors taking sannyas from Bhagwan.

everybody should think something about
me.” Hundreds of carefully posed por-
traits were taken of Bhagwan by hand-
selected photographers, all emphasiz-
ing Bhagwan’s enormous, hypnotic eyes,
while omitting shots of his body and
minimizing his bald spot. When a few
shots were taken with a hat, Bhagwan
ordered several hats be brought to the
next session, and from then on he was
always photographed wearing a hat.
Thousands of pictures covered every
ashram wall, keeping his face visible to
every disciple.

Escaping Poona

With escalating anti-Bhagwan sen-
timents and the congestion of sann-
yasins in Poona, a new site was needed
for the ashram, and Laxmi was sent to
locate a property in India where the ash-
ram could expand indefinitely, while
Sheela made several trips to America to
look for suitable sites. The Indian gov-
ernment was obstructing any possibil-
ity for a move within the country, and
brought a case against the charitable sta-
tus of the ashram in the courts—ending
in a final ruling revoking the tax-exempt
status of the Rajneesh Foundation and
charging the ashram over $4 million in
back taxes. Through an informer, Sheela
found out that Bhagwan would soon be
put under house arrest for “inciting reli-
gious unrest,” as he had been publicly
criticizing Hinduism, a serious crime in
India. The atmosphere had become too
antagonistic, and a move was impera-
tive. With Laxmi rarely in Poona any-
more—constantly involved in fight-
ing the ashram’s legal battles in Delhi

and traveling on search trips—it was
announced that she would no longer be
Bhagwan'’s personal secretary and would
be replaced by Sheela.

In February 1981, Bhagwan badly
hurt his back, and the discourses and
darshan were cancelled. From child-
hood he had frequently suffered ill
health, and from his early thirties he
became increasingly debilitated by mul-
tiple symptoms, including fatigue,
strange allergies, recurrent fevers,
insomnia, and extreme sensitivity to
smells and chemicals, a condition doc-
tors now refer to as “multiple chemical
sensitivity.” Bhagwan also had Type II
diabetes, asthma, and severe back pain.
When he returned to the sessions, a
message went out that Bhagwan would
remain in silence in the morning dis-
course and that his followers could “sit
silently with the Master.”

Soon after, about 40 select sann-
yasins were called to a secret meet-
ing where Sheela announced to every-
one’s astonishment that they were going
to America with Bhagwan. Sheela told
them that anybody who was not ready
and willing to work 24 hours a day
from then on should leave the meet-
ing immediately, as they would be of
no use in America, and told them to cut
their hair and beards and to get travel
visas in order. She told the large pop-
ulation of sannyasins that the ashram
was moving “up north,” assuring peo-
ple that nobody would be left behind.
Soon rumors and speculation were
spreading throughout the ashram, with
a frenzy of people selling off their goods
and pulling their money from banks—
preparing for an unknown move that
was soon discovered to be an abandon-
ment. A secret departure date was set
for the elite 40, and Sheela obtained a
temporary visitor’s visa for Bhagwan
to the U.S. Early one morning, after
his final appearance at the silent med-
itation, Bhagwan was driven to the
Bombay airport, where a large advance
payment had been made to allow his
Rolls to draw right up to the 747, effec-
tively avoiding immigration and police
officials. Sheela had reserved the entire
40-seat first class section of the plane
just for herself, Bhagwan and Vivek,
smuggling the beloved Master from
India to America in grand style. A

—Jean Lauderdale
Part IIT will appear in the next issue.

Continued on page 28
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Gurdjieff & Mars. The Case Builds.

New findings published in the jour-

nal Geophysical Research Letters provide
evidence that early Mars was saturated
with water, and that its atmosphere was
at least 20 times thicker than it is now.
Early Mars had a climate similar to the
Earth’s climate now. Mars’ atmosphere

is currently less than 1 percent the den-
sity of Earth’s atmosphere, 2 main reason
why the Earth’s climate is wet and Mars’
is very dry. . .. Gore Come Back, Not Al.
“Today’s public figures,” sayeth the Vidal,
“can no longer write their own speeches
or books, and there is some evidence that
they can’t read them either.” On Reagan:
“He is not clear about the difference
between Medici and Gucci. He knows
Nancy wears one of them.” On Kennedy:
“He was one of the most charming men
I've ever known. He was also one of the
very worst presidents.” On America: “It is
rotting away at a funereal pace. We'll have
a military dictatorship pretty soon, on
the basis that nobody else can hold every-
thing together.” . .. Teen Moms, Cheating
Spouses & Sex Addicts. Don’t fret. Daytime
syndicated shows with Jerry Springer,
Steve Wilkos and Maury Povich got exten-
sions. . .. What You Watch Is Who You
Are. The new science thing, Interpersonal
Neurobiology, says the brain is constantly
rewiring itself. What we give attention to
defines us. ... Hiding the Handgun. For
the fashion-aware gun owner, Woolrich,
a 182-year-old clothing company, offers
new chino pants, $65, a second pocket
behind the traditional front pocket to
pack the heat. Or, if you're a holster

guy, tuck the Beretta inside the stretch-
able waistband (keep it locked). .. . Twins
Galore! More twins in the U.S. than ever
before. Between 1980 and 2009, according
to the National Center for Health Stats,
the rate of twin births rose 76 percent;
one in 30 babies born is a twin. ... Write
It, Don’t Talk It. With psychopharma-
cology pushing psychotherapy into yes-
terday’s dustbins, MFA writing pro-
grams once few, now number nearly 200
along with more than 600 undergradu-
ate and graduate degrees in creative writ-
ing. ... Shrink Less. If psychotherapy
works, it needs to work fast. A study in the
Journal of Counseling Psychology found
that patients improved most dramatically

between the seventh and tenth sessions.
The Journal of Consulting and Clinical
Psychology studied 2,000 shrink-led
people who ponied up for 1 to 12 ses-
sions, found 88 percent improved after
one session, but the rate fell to 62 per-
cent after 12. Yet the average number of
sessions is 22, the study finding many
therapists persist in leading patients on
open-ended, potentially endless ses-
sions (remember that, Woody). ... Where
Ya Comin’ From, Bro? Zen meister John
Cage in his “Lecture on Nothing” said,
“We really do need a structure, so we can
see we are nowhere.” . .. What’s Good for
the Goose. Couples who cohabit before
marriage are less likely to stay married,
but chances improve if they're already
engaged says a study from the National
Survey of Family Growth. “Figures sug-
gest,” says Prof. Pamela J. Smock of the
University of Michigan, “that cohabi-
tation is a pathway for college gradu-
ates but an end in itself for less edu-
cated.” . .. Stay-at-Home Dads. The num-
ber of men in the last decade leaving the
work force to raise children has more
than doubled to 176,000, according to
recent U.S. census data. If expanded to
those who maintain freelance or part-
time jobs but serve as primary dad-moms
for children under 15, the number is
626,000. . .. Futurized Question. Ridley
Scott, whose 1979 Alien, the most inge-
nious fright show of its era, shoots fur-
ther into the ozone with Prometheus put-
ting the question: Is a Christian believer
justified in aborting or taking life after
delivery of a predatory spawn of an alien
race with which the woman was unwit-
tingly impregnated? . . . Deaf, Dumb ¢
Blind. Despite more than 50 environmen-
tal groups from around the world sign-
ing an open letter calling for a morato-
rium on the release and commercial use
of synthetic organisms until the risks
are understood and regulations devel-
oped, the Presidential Commission on
Bioethical Issues has given a green light
to synthetic biology, which involves creat-
ing novel organisms through the synthe-
sis and manipulation of DNA. The idea?
Engineers to design biological machines
as they might design a bridge or computer
chip. Just what we need! What were those
jobless stats? ... Burgers With McLife.
McDonald’s diners will soon find it easier
10 not taste what they’re eating as the fast
food giant adds TV to it’s menu. Screens
playing McDonald’s own customized
McLife content along with local news,
and sports.

Letters
Continued from page 2

forth any real clues about the source of
my dissatisfaction. Through self-remem-
bering and self-observation I can see the
illusory nature of ordinary life. The trick,
however, is to develop the will to keep
coming back.

Freddy Armstrong

Denver, Colorado

Is there an observer? Sounds like
“Freddy” is still hanging on? Read the
Third Series.

Open to Grace

The words built to at the end of
“Probe: A Normal Being,” pierced
through the feeling of inadequacy rid-
ing along with the wish being awak-
ened, fed, strengthened—to be “a help for
God.” The necessity to work not just for
myself but for all humanity in this dan-
gerous world-time. In the days after-
ward, help was granted me to experience
a lower desire for forgetfulness, to let it all
g0, not work, and then a releasing into the
work of the moment and into the grace
of gratitude.

Carol Cole

Plainview, New York
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Bhagwan'’s first Rolls Royce arrives in Poona.
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