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Paradise Now 
WHAT LIFE IS REALLY LIKE 
AT RANCHO RAJNEESH 

BY RICHARD FLEMING 

I want to write Ma Sheela a letter and tell 
her how I feel about this place. I love it here. 
There are no hassles like when you're on the 
street. On the street you gotta be watching your-
self: you're scared: you gotta hustle for food and 
somewhere to sleep. Here it's great. It's like I'm 
totally free. It's so beautiful. The sannyasins 
(san - YA - sins) are so good to everyboay. It's 
hard to believe I'm here. I never want to leave. 

— Ex-steelworker from Pennsylvania 

Here you will not find enemies: here you will 
find yourself. 

— Bhagwan Shree Rajneesh 

Anybody who can't see through this Bhagwan 
baloney is an idiot. He gives you a shack and 
meals and you guys fall down and worship him. 
He thinks he's God — has his jerk disciples 
wear his picture. Hell, everywhere you look 
around here you see his ugly face. You sit down 
to take a crap and there he is on the damn door 
of the toilet. And comparing himself to Jesus 
Christ — it's sickening. It's blasphemy! And you 
guys fall for it. Sell him your souls for a shack 
and some food . . . . I'm leaving in a few days, 
you can be sure of that. I'd get out quicker but 
I'd just like to talk some sense into people — 
save some souls before I go. 

— White guy in mid-40s 
outside Hassid Cafeteria 
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EARLY IN the morning. The old school 
bus lurches over the gravel road toward 
the soft glow cast into the October dark-

ness by Rajneesh Mandir Temple, the main 
gathering place for the followers of Bhagwan 
Shree Rajneesh. Our bus is the first to arrive 
for dynamic meditation. Leaving shoes at the 
long row of glass doors at the entrance way, 
we walk quickly over the cold soft-tiled floor 
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| covering from wounds suffered in a knife 
I fight. He raises his head, pointing to a long 

scab beneath his jawbone. "Three Mexi-
cans," he explains. "They stabbed me in the 
side, too. They didn't get my money though. 
I got one of them good. Stabbed him three 
times in the chest. He almost died. I almost 
died, too. Would have bled to death there on 
the street if somebody hadn't seen it happen 
and called an ambulance." 

On my way out I notice a bulletin board 
covered with news clippings. A paper called 
The Dalles Weekly Reminder quotes a com-
mune spokeswoman. Ma Prem Sunshine, on 
statistics concerning Rajneeshpuram. About 
2,000 sannyasins live permanently here and 
in the nearby town of Rajneesh (formerly 
Antelope). The average age is 37. Fifty-two 
percent are female. One-fourth of the resi-
dents come from foreign countries. Females 
hold 80 percent of the supervisory positions 
in the community. Of the religion's esti-
mated 350,000 sannyasins throughout the 
world, 87 percent have college degrees and 
22 percent of those hold masters or doctor-
ates. 

Continued from I 
of the hangar-like building and group 
around an electric heater near the sign-in 
table. Steadily, a trickle of orange-and-red-
clad figures spreads color through the dimly 
lit interior. People talk softly in groups of 
three or four or sprawl on the floor to un-
limber for the session. 

As I stretch my sluggish limbs, I think 
back on the 10 days since I arrived in 
Rajneeshpuram as one of the homeless 
taken in by this religious community in the 
arid hill country of Central Oregon. The 
very act of remembering, I remember with a 
smile, shows I am a newcomer here. 
Rajneesh tells his disciples (called san-
nyasins) to live only in the now, in this very 
moment. The past and future are of no con-
sequence. Everything of importance is going 
on this moment. Simply respond to that, he 
says, and you will be truly alive. 

I haven't gotten the hang of that yet. so I 
let the worthless past rush out of the cold 
half-light of the morning's moment and re-
play for me its odd revelations. 

"ET-10, ET-10 — I know where that is — 
up close to where I live. Come on." The big 
black man strides away up the gravel road. I 
hustle to catch up. The streetlight near the 
information booth at Walt Whitman Grove 
dies into the late-night darkness. The Milky 
Way arches across the night. 

"How long you been here?" I ask him. 
"About a week. Come from the Bay 

Area." 
"What do you think of this place?" 
"It's cool. It's cool, lust some dudes want 

to fuck it up. Street niggers. Pissing off the 
porches of their cabins. Throwing garbage 
around. Fighting. Had some real trouble up 
here the other night. Some dudes tried to 
rape a woman. Mm-hmm. Mm-hmm. Bad 
newt. They're blowing it. This ain't the 
streets. This here's a fine place, lust 
fuck-king up." 

We find ET-10, the last plastic-shrouded 
plywood hut in its section. The spare inte-
rior of the tent-like shelter already holds 
three men — the maximum. 

The night's been long and is getting 
longer. I've been photographed, quizzed 
about education, job history, medical his-
tory. and the government benefits I'm re-
ceiving. I've been issued a white plastic 
bracelet that identifies me by name and 
shelter number. I've been showered, disin-
fected for skin parasites, and relieved of my 
clothes for "unitization '' I've been given an 
orange bead to wear around my neck for 
nine days to signify my quarantine from sex-
ual contact until I'm cerlified disease-free 
by the community's medical staff. I've been 

issued two turtleneck shirts — one pink, one 
maroon — a thermal undershirt, a pair of 
red athletic-looking pants, and a black-and-
red flannel shirt. They were out of jackets in 
my size, but I'll be getting one, they tell me. 

At the information booth I eat a peach 
from the sack lunch given to each new ar-
rival. An older sannyasin with a gray beard 
and German accent jumps into a van and 
drives off to locate a sleeping place for me. 
Twenty minutes later he returns and tskes 
me to a group of small A-frame cabins. 

He motions to a cabin whose door stands 
ajar. The interior, done in varnished pine, is 
just big enough for three single mattresses 
to lie side-by-side, a foot-wide aisle between 
them. Two sets of small closets, bookshelves, 
and cupboards flank the door. There is an 
electric heater, a wall-to-wall carpet, and a 
window opposite the door, which also has a 
window. It's obvious this A-frame is much 
better inside than the boxy shack I was as-
signed to initially. 

A man with a long gray beard and gray 
hair sits on one of the mattresses and smol-
ders with annoyance. With his glasses and 
wide girth, he looks like a street-hardened 
Santa Claus. I introduce myself as I unpack. 
He pulls on a battered orange jacket and 
says his name is Walt. He mumbles about 
people disturbing his sleep and pushes open 
the door to step outside for a cigarette. 

I crawl beneath the clean sheets and 
sleeping bag that cover my foam-rubber 
mattress. In a few minutes Walt returns, 
sheds his coat and black hightop sneakers 
and groans down to his mattress. 

"I haven't been able to sleep the past few 
nights," he says, his voice as resonant as a 
radio announcer's. "Got this damn cold. 
Then people keep coming in and bothering 
me." He gives me a sidelong glare, then 
continues undressing. "You'll like it here," 
he says. "Don't worry. The Rajneeshees 
treat you good. They have good food hrre -
oh, too much rice . . . ugh. that rice. Rice 
and lettuce and tomatoes. They serve that 
stuff all the t ime. . . ." Disgust swallows 
his words. 

'They don't make you work," he contin-
ues. "I've tried some picking and shoveling, 
carrying lumber, that kind of thing, just to 
try it. I've never done that before — manual 
labor. I mean. I'm better at some kind of 
desk job, an executive-type job. I asked 
them for something like that but they said 
they didn't have any." 

He rolls beneath his covers and turns out 
the light above him. "Pretty good people in 
this homeless program," he says. "Some of 
them are too 'street' though. They want to 
be gangsters or mafiosos — criminals, what-
ever you want to call them. They like to steal 

and fight. I've been here two weeks and 
we've had a few fights. But they [the Raj-
neeshees) get rid of those kind pretty fast. 
You'll like it here. Well, good-night." 

It is not a good night. Walt snores noisily. 
He also has a habit of getting up during the 
night to go out and smoke. Our third room-
mate arrives noisily about 4 am. Walt snores 
on like a tubercular walrus. 

I get up about 7:30. Walt, an early riser, is 
long gone. Our other roommate will sleep 
most of the day. Hungry, I follow the road 
down from the moderate ravine that holds 
Walt Whitman Grove. From some guys at 
the bus stop. I find out that people in the 
"Share-A-Home Program," as the Rajneesh-
ees call their project for the homeless, eat at 
Hassid Cafeteria. I can wait for one of the 
old school buses of the Rajneesh Buddha-
field Transport fleet or I can take the 15-
minute walk up the main road and across 
the arroyo that divides the small valley. I 
walk. 

Across the road stretches the nearly mile-
long airstrip of the city. Near the small ter-
minal, three old prop-driven twin-engine 
DC-3s stand clean and white and resur-
rected as "Air Rajneesh." A larger turbo-
prop Convair sits nearby, its engine shrouds 
thrown back for work. On the other side of 
the terminal rests a small helicopter, an air-
craft I'll become too familiar with over the 
next two weeks. 

The road I'm walking is County Road, the 
main artery through the community and 
Rancho Rajneesh. Though a good portion of 
the community's roads have been paved by 
the Rajneeshees. County Road remains 
mostly gravel. "It's up to the county to pave 
it," a female security person will tell me. 
"It's their responsibility, not ours." 

Crossing a footbridge over the creek that 
trickles through the valley, I round the end 
of the airstrip and approach Hassid. A line 
of 40 or 50 guys is moving steadily into the 
single-story building. Breakfast is fresh yo-
gurt, milk, grapefruit, apples, oatmeal, corn-
flakes, whole wheat or white bread, coffee or 
tea. Kggs from the commune's 2,800 chick-
ens are served every third or fourth morn-
ing. The menu for breakfast remains fairly 
standard; lunch and dinner will show more 
variety. 

I take a seat at a small table where a long-
haired. bearded guy in his mid-20s is eating. 
He got in from Los Angeles a couple days 
ago. he says. "They told us we could work if 
we wanted." he tells me. "It didn't matter to 
them — nobody was going to look down on 
us if we didn't. I want to work. I like it here. 
Great food, great people." 

He says he has to be selective about the 
kind of work he takes because he's still re-

Dynamic Meditation. First Stage: 
Rapid Breathing, 10 minutes. 

Breathe chaotically through the nose, 
concentrating always on the exhala-
tion. The body will take care of the 
inhalation. Do this as fast and as hard 
as you possibly can — and then a little 
harder, until you literally become the 
breathing. 

— Bhagwan Shree Rajneesh, 
The Orange Book 

The drumming music drives to a higher 
intensity. The chilly morning air burns 
through my nostrils. Around me, bodies 
pump with breath as if possessed by the 
music. Ten minutes is a long time to 
"breathe chaotically." My nose keeps run-
ning and I have to stop several times to wipe 
it. The woman leading the session says this 
is part of the meditation's cleansing process. 
"It cleans all the shit out of you," she tells 
us. 

Dynamic Meditation: Catharsis, 10 
minutes. 

Explode! Let go of everything that 
needs to be thrown out. Go totally 
mad. . . . Hold nothing back. . . . 
Never allow your mind to interfere with 
what is happening. Be total. 

Bhagwhan Shree Rajneesh, 
— The Orange Book 

The music dissolves in a deluge of gongs. 
"Let go!" the instructor commands from the 
huge speakers. A chorus of guttural screams 
erupts from hundreds of throats. Red and 
orange figures shake and lunge and struggle 
with their separate demons. The banks of 
loudspeakers pour waves of careening 
sound over the human frenzy. 

It's hard to be crazy when your whole life 
has been aimed at being sane. The barriers 
don't easily drop. I glance around and see 
the faces of other novices flashing nervous-
ness, amusement, disbelief. I jump around 
halfheartedly und yell a little. "Don't hold 
back," the instructor's voice orders. I wave 
my arms and shout some more. My voice is 
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barely audible in the roar of noise filling the 
building. What the hell — nobody can hear 
me anyway — I cut loose a howl that pulls 
all the breath from my lungs. That didn't 
feel bad. I close my eyes and jump some 
more, flinging my arms and legs in weird 
directions. This is kinda fun. 

"So why did you people antagonize those 
people in Antelope by grabbing their town 
and changing its name?" 

The tour guide, a tall, thin, bearded man 
of about 45, looks dismayed as he turns 
toward me. He tries to gauge my intentions. 
A few raindrops drizzle down as we stare at 
each other, surrounded by a loose circle of 
street people. Our tour bus is late. 

The tall man forces a grin. "You want to 
hear the story of Antelope? It's a long 
story." 

"We're just waiting around for the bus," I 
observe, as more guys crowd around to 
hear. "Well, let's adjourn to the tent and get 
out of this rain," he says. We make our way 
to an open-sided pavilion a short distance 
away. 

"This land was Grade VII before we got 
here," he begins, "meaning it was classified 
as land not suitable for farming. The state 
estimated it would take 250 acres of grazing 
on this land to sustain one sheep for a year. 
In the three years we've been here, we've 
brought it up to a level where it's feeding 
several thousand people. But that doesn't 
seem to matter to the state and county. They 
say it's Grade VII rangeland, and a city has 
no business being here. They say we can't 
incorporate as a city. They want us to tear 
down what we've built. We're fighting that 
out in the courts right now, but the outcome 
may go against us." 

The tour guide continues: "We went to 
Gov. Atiyeh and said, 'Look, we could go 
into Antelope and settle there and that 
could be our city — it's already incorpo-
rated. But we don't want to do that. If you'll 
just clear the way so we can stay here in 
Rajneeshpuram in peace, we won't bother 
Antelope. We won't bother anybody.' But he 
said, 'No, it doesn't work that way. You're 
trying to force my hand.' So we had some of 
our people move into Antelope and take 
seats on the City Council. Now, if we lose 
Rajneeshpuram, we'll still have Rajneesh 
[Antelope]." 

"How many Rolls-Royces does Bhagwan 
have?" The question is yelled out behind the 
crowd gathered closest to the tour guide, 
who laughs. "I see this group isn't wasting 
time getting to the nitty-gritty," he says. 
"How many do you think he has?" 

There are shouts of "40!" "50!" "60!" 
"Sold!" he says grinning. "No, I don't 

know how many there are. But if I could, I'd 
give him 365 — one for each day of the year. 
That's the way we feel about him. Bhagwan 
teaches that it's not the material thing that's 
important; it's the love that's behind it. He 
doesn't own those cars. People who love him 
wanted him to have them but he doesn't 

own them. He doesn't have money or a bank 
account. He doesn't even have pockets in 
his clothes. If he walked out of here today 
he'd walk away with nothing. He's not at-
tached to anything. He doesn't need any-
thing We take care of him. He lives very 
simply in the same kind of housing the other 
community members live in. He has nothing 
because he needs nothing, lust like )esus 
Christ had nothing but was taken care of by 
his disciples. If you believe in someone and 
follow him — whether it's jesus Christ or 
Confucius or Buddha or anyone — if you 
really believe in that person, would you let 
him go hungry or needy? We love him and 
we take care of him." 

"Do you worship him?" I ask. 
"No. We don't think of him as God. He's 

godly in the same way that you and I can 
become godly. He's a religious master who's 
showing us how to live together in happi-
ness. Rajneeshism is his way of teaching us. 
We think of him as a Jesus Christ or a Bud-
dha or any of the other great religious mas-
ters. But unlike them, he's alive now; he's 
guiding us here, now, and his teachings 
haven't been all twisted out of shape down 
through the centuries by his followers." 

The groan of the engine shudders as the 
bus pulls up. The guide waits a moment, 
glancing around for more questions. "I 
guess we can start the regular part of the 
tour now," he says. "But if you have any more 
questions be sure to let me know." 

Rancho Rajneesh is 64,000 acres, he tells 
us — about 100 square miles. The city of 
Rajneeshpuram occupies a small portion of 
the ranch. The community built a dam to 
form a water reservoir, Krishnamurti Lake, 
and to regulate the amount of water flow in 
the arroyo that bisects the city's main valley. 
He points out a number of rock and wood 
check dams installed along the creek to curb 
erosion, a big problem with the area's sandy 
soil. 

"This ranch was called the Big Muddy 
before we bought it," he says, "and when it 
rains, you'll see why. We've done a lot of 
paving but things still get real messy in the 
wintertime here." 

The city is largely self-sufficient. It has its 
own construction department, road building 
outfit, welding shop, garage, machine shop, 
and recycling center. There are also dairy, 
poultry, and vegetable farms. 

The Rajneeshees maintain a diet that al-
lows milk products and eggs, he tells us, but 
not meat, since they believe there are "more 
aesthetically pleasing alternatives than kill-
ing an animal for food." 

Several guys trot into the field to sample 
the ripening tomatoes. They scurry around 
like kids hunting Easter eggs, yelling out 
their finds and crowing about the fruit's 
taste as though they were the farmers. 

I walk over to our guide. "How long does 
the average work day last for a sannyasin?" I 
ask. 

"Well," he explains, "we don't call it 
work; we call it worship. Our worship usu-

ally goes 12 hours a day, seven days a 
week." 

"That's a lot of worship." 
"Well, it's what we enjoy; it's what makes 

us high." 
"Why do you call it worship? What are 

you worshipping?" 
"For me, I'm worshipping the act itself — 

I'm doing whatever it is the best I can. For 
its own sake, not for money or to please 
some boss or to try to get ahead of someone. 
I'm doing it the best 1 can because it's part 
of my life. I guess you could say I'm wor-
shipping life. When I do an act of 'work' it 
becomes like a meditation, if I'm going 
about it right. I become tuned into that act, 
whether it's shoveling manure or painting a 
door — whatever. I do it with as much care 
as 1 can. It feels good." He shrugs. 

I stare out at the tomato field, trying to 
see the pickers there as "worshippers." I 
nod and get back on the bus. Worship. Have 
to try that. 

Dynamic Meditation, Third Stage: 10 
minutes. 

With raised arms, jump up and down 
shouting the mantra "Hoo! Hoo! Hoo!" 
as deeply as possible . . . . Give all you 
have; exhaust yourself totally. 

Bhagwan Shree Rajneesh 
— The Orange Book 

Again the music changes, building to a 
wheeling, dizzying crescendo that finally 
collapses upon itself. A steady running beat 
drums itself from the debris and tracks a 
course through the center of our heads. The 
veteran meditators go with it immediately, 
raising their arms and chanting "Hoo! 
Hoo!" like a stadium full of football fans 
struggling to communicate something pri-
mal and vital to their team. The beginners 
lining the rear of the room raise their arms, 
look embarrassed and laugh, trying to 
mimic the intensity of the rest of the group. 

After a few minutes of this, my arms feel 
like lead, my knees like splintered bamboo. 
Several times I lower my arms and stop until 
my breath comes back. After what I'm sure 
is 20 minutes* I decide I can only go another 
30 seconds. Three times I decide that, then 
finally bring my wobbly knees to a standstill; 
but the beat goes on and I lamely chase after 
it. 

Dynamic Meditation, Fourth Stage: 
15 minutes. 

Stop! Freeze where you are in what-
ever position you find yourself. Don't 
arrange the body in any way. Be a wit-
ness to everything that is happening to 
you. 

Bhagwan Shree Rajneesh 
— The Orange Book 

The music stops. In the vacuum, a hail-
storm of hacking and wheezing erupts. The 
break catches me with arms raised. No way 
am I going to keep them frozen up there for 
15 minutes. I lower them and try to stand 
comfortably. Many beginners have fallen to 
the floor; their bodies heave with breathing. 
I witness the stiffening of my calf muscles 
and the ache of my knees. Sweat has soaked 
through my T-shirt in several places. I'm 
ready for a shower, not more meditation. 

No need to go on having your mind. 
Drop it, then you have the universal 
mind functioning in you.... Your 
mind means the cosmic mind is not al-
lowed to function unhindered. You are 
standing there, choosing, deciding, con-
cluding — according to your notions, 
ideologies, ideas, experience . . . . You 
are the barrier, the hindrance, the 
obstruction . . . . The obstruction has 
to be totally removed. 

— Bhagwan Shree Rajneesh 

The coughing subsides, then even the 
sniffing and nose-blowing. I stand in the si-
lence and my sweaty clothes and try to let it 
happen. But there I am wrong — trying is an 
action of the ego. The ego is manifested in 
the mind. Both must go, otherwise I'll never 
be able to get into the now. Let it happen, 
let it happen. |ust let go. Stop thinking these 
words. Words come from the mind; the 
mind must go. How will the now, the cos-
mic, the universal happen unless you get rid 
of the damn mind? Now just stand there, 
close your eyes, shut up, let it be, become 
one with the moment, be passive. Don't tell 
me, you goddamn ego. Dear Bhagwan, nei-
ther my mind nor ego will go away. Can you 
get me some kind of cosmic lobotomy? 

"They ripped me off, cleaned me out," he 
cries. His lanky body shakes as he takes a 
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short sobbing drag on his cigarette. Walt 
and I stand next to him on the gravel path in 
front of our A-frame in the early evening 
twilight. "When I was workin' they cleaned 
out my cabin," he explains, "all my clothes, 
my shoes, all my stuff. Then — then I'm at 
dinner and somebody rips off my jacket. 1 
just got it yesterday." His throat is so tight 
with sobs he can hardly talk. "So I — I 
report it," he says, "and they tell me. 'Well, 
maybe you shouldn't be here if you get so — 
so — upset.' " He shakes his head and looks 
up at the few stars, drags on his cigarette 
again. 

Walt says, "Just a minute," and goes into 
the cabin. He returns with two pairs of socks 
and hands them to the guy. "They're extras. 
I don't need them," Walt mutters. The guy 
mumbles thanks and trudges up the path to 
his empty hut. 

Bobbie's our other roommate. He's 
young, charged up. from Texas. He always 
talks loud and fast, laughing through a gap 
of missing front teeth, his hands circling his 
words in the air like flies buzzing around 
picnic food. 

He likes to go to the Bhagwan's drive-by 
because of the girls. "Let me tell ya," he 
says, sweeping the lit cigarette from his 
mouth, "today ah was standin' next ta these 
chicks in the drive-ba line an' they were rilly 
gittin' inta it. Sangin' an' dancin' an' smilin'. 
So that helps me git inta it too. So ah'm 
clappin' mah hands an' doin' a few moves, 
an ' we're havin' fun there, an' when his car 
gits close ever'body gits rilly excited ya know 
— rilly whoopin' it up an' so the Bagwan 
goes ba this one chick, an' she's so happy 
she grabs me an' starts huggin' and kissin'. 
Ah mean, ah was lak this [smiles like a 
drunk and staggers back a step]. Ah mean, 
that was a-l-l-l-raight! Ya guys oughta come 
'long next time." 

The drive-by is a culture shock to me. 
Every day from 1:45 to 2:30 pm several thou-
sand sannyasins and street people line up to 
"celebrate" Bhagwan Shrec Rajneesh as he 
idles by in one of his Rolls-Royces. From a 
distance, the line sounds like a gymnasium 

where a number of high schools arc holding 
pep rallies. Every 30 yards or so along the 
line, a group of singers or musicians are 
doing something loud to honor Rajneesh. 
Since everything is impromptu, some san-
nyasins may strike up "The Way of 
Bhagwan" or one of the other infectious lit-
tle Rajneesh tunes, while a short distance 
away, a group of celebrants wielding percus-
sion instruments are pounding out feverish 
stampedes of rhythm that overrun the brain 
of the casual bystander and drag his twitch-
ing body into the heat of festivity. 

Overseeing the event is a cadre of 
maroon-skirted security women who offer 
frequent suggestions on appropriate behav-
ior. "Stand in single file, please; Bhagwan 
wants to see everyone's face." "Please stay 
in line." "Don't dance behind others, 
please." "I 'm sorry, visitors must stand be-
hind the pink ribbon. Thank you." 

As the Rolls approaches, the sound from 
each knot of musicians and singers jumps 
up the decibel scale. The frenzy of affection 
rising from the people jars against the 
steely-eyed suspicion of the rifle-bearing 
bodyguard walking just behind the Rolls. 

From behind his closed window, Rajneesh 
lifts his dark, slender hands from the wheel 
and slightly chops the air to the music — 
Mitch Miller gone Zen. His lips are pressed 
into a subtle smile that seems to say, "I like 
you crazy people but you keep flinging 
sweat on my windshield." I never see him 
look at anyone's face; his gaze seems to fall 
somewhere between his hood ornament and 
eternity. After attending a few more drive-
bys and observing the same thing, I decide 
the single-Hie line is actually to allow the 
bodyguard to snappily punch the ticket of 
any National Rifle Association poster boy 
who infiltrates the line to show Bhagwan 
how common, ordinary American guns can 
repel red invaders. 

A woman photographer, escorted by a 
swami (male sannyasin) from the commu-
nity's press bureau, stalks the line, several 
Nikons hanging from her neck, looking for 
that c e r a in glint of religious fanaticism that 
spells "cover aliot." 

Street people worshipping in the fields 
The Rajneeshees are open to press cover-

age and allow reporters from all over the 
world to roam the community. But all are 
kept on discreet rein by press-bureau 
escorts who steer them around "security 
sensitive" areas, like Rajneesh's residence. 

The press is eager to talk to street people, 
who for the most part are eager to give their 
opinions of the place. In the dinner line at 
Hassid, a young black from Chicago says, 
"I'm gonna be on ABC. They interviewed 
me over at the mall. Askin' all these ques-
tions 'bout things here. I tol' 'em it's all 
right. I tol' 'em I liked it. Hope my friends 
back home catch me on TV. Now I been 
interviewed three times. Other day I talked 
at that press conference. They was all 
throwin' questions at me and flashes goin' 
o f f . . . ." His eyes shine with the dazzle of 
the moment. 

The dinner line is long. Every night it 
grows as more buses roll in. It takes a good 
half hour to get in the door. 

Dinner always includes a salad bar of 
fresh lettuce, sprouts, tomatoes, and a rotat-
ing selection of one or two other freshly 
harvested vegetables. The main dish is al-
ways interesting, mainly because of its un-
familiarity. Tonight it is a concoction of 
wheat, soybeans, and seasonings that tastes 

remarkably like beef stroganoff. Even the 
texture of meat is there. Everybody's wolfing 
it down. 

After dinner I head for the disco with 
Bobbie and his friend lack, lack is older — 
late 20s — and quieter than Bobbie. Not to 
say he isn't talkative. When we get to the 
outdoor disco, a wood-walled enclosure 
with planked floor and four stacks of speak-
ers, Jack tells me he's done time in Texas. "I 
won't work on that farm they got here," he 
says. His voice is plain and hard as the 
juniper trees scattered over the surrounding 
hills. His words come out in short, fast dec-
larations of fact, barely tinged by a Texas 
accent: "I done five-and-a-half years of that 
kind of work in prison. I'm real tired of it." 
He's medium-sized, like Bobbie; above his 
full beard, his eyes dart around the scene. 
"You notice all the fags around here?" Jack 
asks me. I allow I've seen a few. "Me and 
Bobbie used to roll 'em in San Diego," he 
tells me. 

"Man, whatar ' ya tellin' him that kinda 
shit for?" Bobbie locks an appalled look on 
his partner, but lack goes on: "See, we'd go 
into these gay bars and just hang out a while 
'til we spotted some guy who looked like he 
had some bucks. We'd talk tp him and 
maybe he'd buy us drinks. Then we'd say do 
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R A J N E E S H P U R A M 
I signed by Bhagwan to let us clear away the 

things that civilized living has imposed on 
us: the fears, the inhibitions, the repressed 
feelings, the anger, the guilt. All those 
things that get in our way and keep us from 
enjoying ourselves. We can't truly be our-
selves until we dispose of all that stuff we 
keep jammed in our guts. Sometimes you 
might feel nauseous during dynamic. Your 
body's reacting to all this repressed stuff 
that's been stored up in you and is ready to 
come out." The man, tall and gray-bearded, 
lets his quiet words dissolve. 

Hands in our circle rise. A number of 
guys tell how dynamic meditation is helping 
them. Most notice a change in their tem-
perament; they say they don't explode at 
slight provocations like they used to. 

A white guy in his mid-'30s swings the 
discussion in another direction. "I've been 
doing dynamic, but it can't seem to help me 
from getting into it with those thugs they 
keep busing into our ghetto — ah, into Walt 
Whitman (scattered laughter). A lot of those 
jerks are just looking for a new place to run 
their scams. That's why they want the beads 
[the mala, the symbol of a sannyasin). They 
want to get in with the people in charge. On 
my bus coming out here, I heard some guys 
going, 'First thing we gotta do is find out 
who's who and get them to give us the nod.' 
I'm tired of this stuff. I've taken all I'm going 
to take, and if ! #et jacked up or ripped off 
one more time on my way up the hill after I 
get back from worship, I'm going to take 
them to the nearest sannyasin in a lot worse 
shape than I found them." 

A few other guys make similar comments. 
Then another white guy about 29 raises his 
hand. "I hear complaining about things like 
this quite a bit around here," he says, "but I 
want to say I'm surprised at how well things 
are going. When I got on the bus in Phila-
delphia, I took a look around me. and I told 
myself, 'This isn't going to work. Don't these 
Rajneeshees know who they're bringing in? 
These street guys are just going to run over 
them; they're so mellow, they'll never be 
able to handle them.' But 1 got here, and I 
was really surprised. I've never seen a place 
with so much love. I usually don't say things 
like that. But I guess that's why things are 

Dynamic Meditation, Fifth Stage: 
Celebration, 15 minutes. 

Celebrate and rejoice with music and 
dance, expressing your gratitude to-
wards the whole. 

— Bhagwan Shree Rajneesh 

Out of the silence a delicate melody rises, 
floating in the air like a flower's scent. I shift 
my body and shake my arms a little. Around 
me people are swaying with the music, 
which slides into a beat like feet into danc-
ing shoes. After a few minutes of tentative 
shuffling, I get into the music enough to try 
a few leg kicks. I feel like Goofy trying to be 
Tinkerbell. 

The music dies away to scattered ap-
plause and a few cheers. I grab my jacket 
and head for the door, feeling like a spent 
survivor. But I notice I'm moving more eas-
ily than usual — there's a little grace to my 
steps and a trace of exhilaration in my 
breathing. I like it, but do I have to get up at 
5 am to get it? 

"Do dynamic. It's the most important 
thing for all of you right now." The discus-
sion group leader, a minister of Rajneesh-
ism, is answering a question from one of the 
30-odd street people seated on the floor 
around him. "Dynamic meditation is de-

"We don't call it work; 
we call it worship. Our 
worship usually goes 12 
hours a day, seven days 
a week." 

coming together here. I'm amazed at how 
well it's working." 

"That's because you haven't been robbed 
yet," says one of the other guys. 

Goateed and moderately long-haired, a 
hard-faced white man waves a heavily tat-
tooed arm. "I'm 42 years old," he tells us, 
"and I've done a lot of wrongs in my life. 
I've been married and divorced twice. I used 
to drink a lot, abuse my wife and kids and 
pick fights with everybody. I walked across 
this country from coast to coast, and it was 
like I was looking for something. I came 
here and it feels like home to me. The peo-
ple here treat me like I belong. I can tell 
they want to help me. In the short time I've 
been here I feel like I've already changed a 
lot from the way 1 was. My friends wouldn't 
believe it if they saw me now. I love it, but I 
keep getting this f e e l i n g . . . . See. every-
thing I ever had that was any good for me I 
lost through my own fault or just through 
circumstances. And I keep getting this feel-
ing that I'm going to lose this place. I'm 
afraid something's going to happen that's 
going to take it away from me." His voice 
falters. "It's like home to me, and . . . " 

The older sannyasin says gently, "It's OK. 
You have friends all around you here who 

Please turn to page 10 

you wanna go out with us for 50 bucks or 
100 bucks. Whatever it looked like he could 
afford. Then when we got outside we'd roll 
the son of a bitch." He leans away and chuc-
kles. "It wasn't great work but it was a 
livin'." His whole face jumps into his grin. 
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Continued from 9 
want to help you get over that feeling. We've 
all got our fears, and here we've got the 
friends who can help us past them. Don't 
worry. You are home." 

"I know that," the man replies. His words 
tremble in his throat. Tears wet his eyes. 

Angry middle-aged white guy on the Walt 
Whitman bus: "They told us before we came 
here, 'We'll feed you: we'll give you a place 
to stay, two packs of cigarettes a day and 
two beers a day. You don't have to do any-
thing if you don't want to.' Now they say, 
'Everybody's gotta work.' Now they say, 
'Just one beer and one pack of smokes.' 
What bullshit! I'm not taking it. I want outta 
here. But they keep fucking with my depar-
ture date. They set it back twice already. I 
don't believe anything they tell me anymore. 
I get nothing but lies from those people. 
They just want to keep you here long 
enough to turn you into some kinda noo-
dle." 

Every day the buses leave. Four or five 
some days. Most guys riding them are pissed 
off about being told to work. Walt knows 
three guys from Washington, D.C., who 
went back because of the work order. Some 
of them are very angry people. 

When a bus carrying about 40 guys breaks 
down at departure, and they're told another 
one won't be ready for three days, they al-
most riot. They go down to the mall, to city 
hall and confront the mayor. Nervous secu-
rity people call in several Wasco County 
deputies. A bus out the next day is promised 
and things calm down, though security is 
doubled at the drivc-by that day. 

I ask a sannyasin at the Walt Whitman 
information booth if it's true that everyone 
has to work now. He leans down, concern 
etched in his face. He wants me to under-

stand. "You see," he says, "there were a lot 
of guys just standing 'round with nothing to 
do and their minds going a hundred miles 
an hour. At the recreation hall it was getting 
to be a street-gang scene. For lack of any-
thing else to do, they were making trouble. 
We had to find something for them to use 
their energy on. We have six kinds of wor-
ship to choose from: construction, landscap-
ing, farm work, cafeteria, laundry, painting, 
and maybe some others, depending on the 
skills you have. The mom who's organizing 
it is right over there if you want to talk to 
her." 

I sign up for farm worship. Walt, lack and 
Bobbie don't sign up for anything, but no 
one bothers them about it. 

Most of the street people seem eager to 
work. It usually takes a new arrival about a 
week to get bored enough to work or leave. I 
meet no one who complains about working 
once he starts. 

" I don't mind doing this," one guy tells 
me as he sorts tomatoes in the field. "I want 
to grt into electronics work but there aren't 
any jobs open right now. So I'll do this. I like 
the feeling it gives me. You know, like I 
belong in the community, like I'm part of 
something. This place has been great for me. 
I was shooting speed before 1 came here. 1 
had to spend three days in the clinic right 
off the bus. I was so sick from withdrawals. 
Now I'm keeping busy with worship. I'm 
going to dynamic every morning. I can't do 
it too good yet but it's helping me. I'll 
work — no problem. I'm glad to be here." 

My first day I discover the secret of their 
12-hour work schedules — plenty of breaks. 
Though for some sannyasins the work starts 
at 7 am, many others, including the street 
people, don't begin until about 8:30. "Tea 
time" is at 10. For a half hour, or perhaps an 
hour, fruit, nut bread, fresh vegetables, cof-

fee, tea, and lemonade are served to the 
workers. Lunch comes at noon for us, I pm 
for the sannyasins. The drive-by lasts from 
about 2 to 2:45, so work doesn't resume un-
til about 3. Then another tea time pops up at 
4. The day ends at 7 or 7:30. So, for the 
hardiest sannyasin, the actual work day is 10 
hours: for the rest of us. as little as six and a 
half. Still, it is s°ven days a week. 

After three days in the fields, I'm laid low 
by a bad cold. I retire to devote my time to 
learning about Rajneeshism. Nobody ever 
comes after me to drag me back to work. 
Maybe they saw what a lousy farmer I made. 

The first question I have about the reli-
gion is "Why the red clothes?" 

I ask a young security woman in an obser-
vation booth near the mall (a block-long se-
ries of shops, eating places and city offices, 
the downtown of Rajneeshpuram). 

"It's not just red we wear." she says, rais-
ing her arms to draw my eyes to the shades 
of maroon that make up her uniform. 

"Well, why those certain colors?" 
"They're our colors," she shrugs. 
"But why?" 

A hint of distrust darkens her face. "Well, 
Bhagwan asks us to wear them." 

"So you do it. no questions asked?" 
The distrust deepens, " i want to be with 

Bhagwan so I do as he asks." An awkward 
pause. 

"And that's the way it is?" 
"That's right." Defiance flutters in her 

words. 
1 head for the clothing boutique for fur-

ther details. The young woman at the cash 
register says confidently, "They're the 
sunrise colors. They mean it's a new begin-
ning for each of us." 

"Well, what about yellow and white?" I 
ask, "They're in the sunrise too." 

She stares intently at the bow she's tying 
on a gift package. "I don't know," she re-
plies. 

Overhearing the conversation, another 
clerk approaches me. "Here are the colors 
we choose from," she says, handing me a 
card mounted with squares of fabric that 
range from red to brownish maroon. I count 
the shades: 31. "That's a lot of variety," I 
say. and she nods happily. 

Paradise Now 
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Next I try a woman at the bookstore. She 
suggests a book by Rajneesh called I Am the 
Gate. There, on page 40, I find it. A new 
sannyasin asks Rajneesh the reason for 
wearing ochre robes. (This was in the days 
of the Rajneesh's Poona, India, commune in 
the early 1970s. He hadn't yet allowed the 
sannyasins to get chic in their clothing se-
lection. They were stuck with one color — 
ochre, and one style — a long dress-like 
robe.) Rajneesh replies: "1 want sannyas 
[discipleshipj to become infectious. As far as 
you are concerned, it helps you to remem-
ber. For others, the change begins from a 
point where it gives them something that 
they can think about. They can be either for 
it or against it; they cannot be indifferent to 
i t . . . . And if your ochre robes go on con-
fronting [a person| continuously . . . it will 
become infectious. He will not be able to 
continue neglecting it. He will have to con-
sider it, to decide either for or against it." 

He also mentions it is an ancient tradition 
in India for disciples to wear ochre, a color 
that "vibrates with divinity." 

RAJNE E S HPURAM 
"Don't these Rajneeshees know who they're bringing in? These street guys are just going to run over them; they're so mellow, they'll never be able to handle them." 

Indeed. So what about the beads, the 
mala? 

On page 45, Rajneesh explains: "The mala 
with a picture on it has so many reasons 
behind it. First, the picture is not 
mine . . . .The picture only appears to be 
mine: it is not. No picture of me is possible, 
really. The moment one knows oneself, one 
knows something that cannot be depicted, 
described, framed. 1 exist as an emptiness 
that cannot be photographed . . . . 

"This picture is given to you for medita-
tion. The more you go into meditation, the 
more you will know the locket is empty. 
When you concentrate on the locket, you 
become attuned to me. And only in that 
moment when there is no picture — when 
you know that the locket is vacant, when 
nothingness is there — can you communi-
cate with me . . . ." 

For an emptiness that can't be photo-
graphed, Rajneesh is certainly a popular 
model. The bookstore, for instance, is wall-
to-wall with pictures of him — postcards, 
posters, book covers. Near the driver's seat 

on every bus are one, usually two. portraits 
of him. Every office and shop in the city has 
at least one Bhagwan photo. Even the toilet 
stalls sport his smile. Only the cabins pro-
vided for the Share-A-Home project come 
unadorned. 

When i go for my medical check — a 
physical meant principally to detect AIDS 
and VD — one of the guys in our group of 
four is a new sannyasin. Four days ago he 
was a street person. Friendly in a shy-puppy 
way, he comes out of the clinic after his 
exam and holds up a piece of paper. "Look 
what the doctor gave me," he says. It's an 8-
by- 10-inch photo of Bhagwan looking sol-
emn and holy with arms upraised. 

"Why'd he give you this?" 1 ask. 
"We just got to talking, and I told him 

how I love Bhagwan," he replies. 
I hand the picture back to him. He holds 

it before him with both hands, stares re-
verently at it, and repeats, "I love Bhagwan. 
1 love Bhagwan." • 

Part II will appear next week. 
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A selection or best-selng books and a variety 
of games and puzzles available to you during 
your stay. 

WRITE OR CALL FOR INFORMATION 

^OF THEW*, 
^ CROWD?? 

try the new 
HOLLYWOOD 42ND STREET STATION 

For relaxed holiday 
shopping 

Variety of quality shops 
with a personal touch 

THE UNIQUE SHOPPING DEPOT 

Nl Metolius 
River 
Lodges 

Street) 

FREE PARKING 10am-6pm Mon-Sat 
2000 N.E. 42nd 

I block N o r t h of Sandy Blvd . ) 

Byron ft lee Beach • Hosts 
Post Office Box 110 

Camp Sheiman, OR 97730 
503/595-6290 

CHRISTMAS SPECIAL 
HIGH END PERFORMANCE 
A T AFFORDABLE PRICES 

Argent MC 500H - a flat response 
cantilever mc cartridge ^ ^ m 

Regular 5200 Christmas Special SI75 

Thorens TD166 MK11 - the most 
cost effective belt drive turntable 
available. 

Regular S399 Christmas Special $240 

Sondex S230 - Sonic excellence in 
a 30 watt integrated amp. — w * 

Regular $399 Christmas Special $350 

Fried Beta - a dynamic mini-
monitor speaker system. 

Regular $290 Christmas Special $200 
Total $965 

For even greater savings, combine these fine 
components & get an excellent system for home, 
office or dorm at our very special Christmas system 
price of only $895. 

T H R O U G H O K C E M B C R 
Visa. MC Financing Available 

JUST FOR THE MUSIC THE 
C O I t N l i l l ? 
A 1 I I I I O 
X T I I K i : 

Jr*1 Floor • Taruubournr Malt 
labowt 10 minutes from Downtown| 

185th A Sunwt Highway 

629-5948 
M f 

holiday sale • up to 50% off • 11/23-12/2 
new market village* 54 SW 2nd • 228-1693 
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