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Paradise 
Now II 
The conclusion of 
our look at life 
on Rancho Rajneesh 

BY RICHARD FLEMING 

ACCORDING TO The Sound of Run-
ning Water, a history of Bhagwan 
Shree Rajneesh and his religion, 

Bhagwan was born in India on Dec. 11, 
1931, as Rajneesh Chandra Mohan. In the 
book, he says he struggled for many life-
times, working on himself, discipling, deny-
ing his ego, "doing whatever could be 
done." He continued this struggle in this 
lifetime until he was 21, when he became 
discouraged with the whole thing and be-
came a regular guy. 

"A moment comes when you see the 
whole futility of effort," he says. "In sheer 
helplessness, one drops all search, and the 
day the search stopped, the day I was not 
expecting something to happen, it started 
happening." 

A few days later, as he sat under a 
maulshree tree in the middle of the night, he 
experienced enlightenment: 

All questions fell away and a great 
void was c r e a t e d . . . . All matters on 
which questions could be asked be-
came n o n - e x i s t e n t . . . . That night I 
became empty and became f u l l . . . . 
The first thing I did was laugh. I 
laughed and laughed for days. I was 
laughing at myself, at my efforts to be-
come enlightened. It was so ridiculous. 
Because everyone, you see, is already 
enlightened. Everyone is already per-
fect. We don't have to achieve anything. 
We don't have to do anything. We just 
have to be. 

The thing is, modern man won't let him-
self be. That's where Rajneesh and 
Rajneeshism come in. But for Bhagwan to 
help you, say the books and sannyasins, you 
have to love him, surrender yourself, trust 
him. 

Please lurn to page 8 
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What are the 
downside risks of 
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rush into 

Portland? 

THEATER 

Robin 
the 

Mouth 

BY GARRET ROMAINE 

POSITIVE NEWS about economic devel-
opment is always welcome in Portland. 
The announcement two weeks ago that 

the New Orleans Breakers of the United States 
Football League would be moving here was no 
exception. This city fairly gushed with civic 
pride at the thought of having a professional 
football team in town. White-suited Royal Ro-
sarians greeted owner Joe Canizaro at the air-
port. City leaders proclaimed the Breakers' 
move to be Portland's entree into the Big 

League of metropolitan cities. And ABC-TV 
affiliate KATU broadcast a half-hour special 
on the Breakers. The station's sports announc-
ers just barely contained their cheerleading. 

Amidst all the smiles and good cheer, how-
ever, a number of concerns are being glossed 
over. Although nothing should deter Portlan-
ders from welcoming the Breakers with open 
arms, there are downside risks to having a 
USFL football team move to Portland. 

Please turn to page 5 
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ROSSI 



WILLAMETTE WEEK FOR THE WEEK OF NOV. 26-

R A J N E E S H P U R A M 

OPEN EVERYDAY 7 AM-9 PM • SUNDAY 8 AM-7 PM 

SPECIALIZING IN 

GIFT FRUIT BASKETS 
A N D MAILABLE 

GIFT FRUIT PAKS 
EACH FRUIT IS HAND SELECTED AND ARTISTICALLY PLACED IN A 

BEAUTIFUL WRAPPED FRUIT BASKET 

(Local Fruit Basket Delivery Available) 
WE FEATURE THE FRESHEST PRODUCE IN TOWN 

Full Service Meats, Bulk Foods 
AND 

DISCOUNT WINE DEPT. 
WE FEATURE CASE QUANTITY DISCOUNTS ON ALL MAJOR BRANDS OF 

D O M E S T I C & I M P O R T E D W I N E S A N D C H A M P A G N E S CASE PRICE 

Charles LeFranc btlm 49*25.00 
BLANC & ROUGE 

BONa 750 ML *3 99 * 4 i 0 » 0 0 

SOAVE. TREBBIANO, BARDOLINO, VALPOLICELLA 

Codorniu Brut Classlco ML M «> <49.50 
Martini & Rossi Astl 750 ml *8 99 $9! 

DISCOUNT DEPARTMENT LOCATED IN REAR OF STORE AT 

S.E. 3 & AIDER CONVENIENT PARKING. WE WILL LOAD 

CONTACT OUR WINE SPECIALIST A1 232-3157 
MONDAY THRU FRIDAY 9 AM • 5 PM 

NEW PARKING LOT 
FOR YOUR SHOPPING CONVENIENCE 

S.E. UNION A ALDER PHONE 232-31 57 

Paradise Now 
Continued from 1 

I wonder how to love someone who drives 
a Rolls-Royce around while I work on his 
ranch all day. I wonder how to surrender 
myself to a guy who tells me, " I am very 
unrel iable; you can never rely on me. I 
myself cannot rely on me." H o w can I trust 
a guy who says to ditch your m ind — you 
won' t be needing it for this ride; just do 
what I tell you? 

I talk to a w o m a n who was at the Poona 
c o m m u n e wi th Rajneesh back in the ochre-
robe days. I ask how you fall in love wi th 
this guy. 

"For me, it was instant," she says. " I saw 
something in his eyes and I knew. That is all 
it took for me to love Bhagwan. I looked in 
his eyes. For you it's different. Y o u might 
need a longer, more intel lectual approach. 
It's different wi th each person." 

The trouble wi th the intel lectual ap-
proach is that it's not wor th shit, according 
to Rajneesh. " T h e intellect always 
m i s u n d e r s t a n d s . . . . It always errs." H e 
says his best disciples are those who do not 
question when he tells them something ri-
diculous. That is to h im an indicat ion of 
their ability to proceed toward enl ighten-
ment. 

Bhagwan was shy about tel l ing people he 
had reached enl ightenment because Indians 
are even touchier than Amer icans when it 
comes to accepting someone who claims to 
be divine. Instead, he became a university 
philosophy professor and began traveling 
the country giving lectures in which he 
blasted institutions such as rel igion, 
M a h a t m a G a n d h i , democracy, and social-
ism. In a few years he had managed to of-
fend mil l ions of people. " I cause wounds," 
he said, " to keep you thinking." His icono-
clastic style had also begun to attract young 
followers. 

In the late 1960s he let some friends in on 
his enl ightenment . Soon after, they decided 
to establish a c o m m u n e where he could 
teach, and in the '70s a few more Raj-
neeshee communes were set up in Ind'a . 
But Rajneesh's health was frail. Diabetes, 
asthma and a heart condit ion bothered h im. 
N o t content to wait unt i l those problems 
took care of h im. an Ind ian religious fanatic 
tr ied to knife h im dur ing a lecture in the 
spring of 1981. Rajneesh decided to leave 
the increasingly hostile atmosphere of India 
and go to the U n i t e d States, where he could 
receive expert medical at tent ion and get his 
huge c o m m u n e in O r e g o n off the ground. 

O n e evening. I 'm wind ing vegetarian spa-
ghetti on my fork and mul l ing over my 
discontent. I tr ied dynamic medi tat ion and 
worship for three days, unt i l I got that cold. 
N o w I 'm much more disgusted than happy. 

Across from me is a wiry Chicano in his 
mid-30s. W e say nothing for a while. A talk-
ative sannyasin sets his d inner down at our 
table and introduces himself. H e says not to 
bother trying to get his name right, " lust call 
me P.K." — the initials of his sannyasin 
name. He's in his early 30s and wears a 
mustache and short hair. In a three-piece 
suit, he could pass for a young banking 
executive. 

The Chicano says he's f rom Grants Pass, 
N e w Mexico. K e r r - M c G e e has shut down 
the u r a n i u m mines and there's no work 
there. " I gotta make some money," he says. 
"You can't make any money here." 

I f you guys are worr ied about money, 
you ought to stick a round and see how we 
make money," P.K. says. "This is prosperity 
consciousness. Look at Bhagwan and his 
cars. See, mater ia l ism and spiritualism 
aren't opposed. Bhagwan says they're just 
the fl ip sides of the same coin — life. Mate -
rialism is the outer aspect of life and spiritu-
alism is the inner, f i e says not to become 
too caught up in ei ther one. Let them bal-
ance out. W i t h those cars of his, he's tel l ing 
you, 'You can get one of these if you want , 
but don't pursue it to the exclusion of your 
spiritual side. It's not something to get at-
tached to. It's not some goal to work toward. 
It's just a happening, a gift of ex is tence. ' " 

lie pauses for some spaghetti. "We're all 
Bhagwans, you know. You. you. you, me. 
We just haven't let ourselves be yet. We're 
all enlightened beings. He's helping us dis-
cover that. 

"See, this is an energy field here. 
Bhagwan's created an energy field for this 
c o m m u n e . W h e n you meditate or worship, 
you tap into it. Y o u can feel it. Everyone 

here is nourished f rom it and everyone adds 
to it, too. Bhagwan helps us so many 
ways — like, look at my name. It means 
'G lory of God. ' N o w , who w o u l d expect me 
to have a name l ike that? Bhagwan sees 
something in each of us that we don't show 
to people. H e brings it out in the name. It's 
l ike a reminder of what we really are and 
k ind of gives us a clue about how to let it 
happen. 

"Years ago I was at one of his talks. Af ter -
wards he's walk ing by and he turns to me 
and puts two fingers right here [ lower mid-
dle of forehead) and starts tapping real fast. 
W h e n my m i n d was totally concentrated on 
that, he shot a bolt of energy through my 
body that was; better than any sexual orgasm 
I've ever had. It just blew open some doors 
in me that needed to be opened. 

" Y o u guys ought to stick around. D o the 
worship; do the meditat ion. You ' l l find out 
what ' s going on ." 

That night I watch a videotape of M a 
A n a n d Sheela's appearance on ABC's 
"N igh tHne ." A background report includes 
.1 look at the cathartic stage of dynamic 
meditat ion: there is a cl ip showing a room-
ful of what appear to be twitching, f lai l ing, 
closed-eyc zombies. Amer ica must be eating 
it up. 

W a y n e Fawbush, a state legislator f rom 
Wasco County , is seated in the same studio 
wi th Sheela. In answering questions f rom 
T e d Koppel , he gives every appearance of 
being a mi ld -mannered , reasonable man. 

But wi th her first answer, Sheela comes 
after Fawbush like a Tar tar who wants his 
head for a game of polo. Twice she calls h im 
a fascist, and a few minutes later, a snake. 
Fawbush remains calm, ignoring Sheela as 
best he can and addressing himself to Kop-
pel's questions. A f te r a seemingly innocuous 
Fawbush statement, Sheela snarls in her 
heavy Ind ian accent, "You ' re full of sheet!" 

Koppel repr imands her for vulgarity and 
threatens to cut off her microphone. But 
Sheela, a cauldron boi l ing wi th mysterious 
fury, refuses to let Fawbush finish his com-
ments. Koppel finally cuts her mike . 

N o wonder people in Wasco County are 
acting fidgety and checking their a m m u n i -
t ion. 

I ' m amazed at the sannyasins' response to 
the tape. They app laud her. " I 've known 
Sheela for six years," a w o m a n at the recep-
t ion center tells me. " a n d she's a w a r m , lov-
ing person. I th ink she's courageous, pro-
tecting the communi ty the way she is." A n -
other w o m a n says, "She's only doing what's 
necessary to protect us. I admire her very 
much . " 

A sannyasin tells me, "Sheela meets wi th 
Bhagwan every evening. She's his personal 
secretary. They discuss everything happen-
ing wi th the communi ty . O n e night Sheela 
compla ined that she was t ired of being such 
a bitch wi th the press and politicians. A n d 
Bhagwan told her, 'You're not being enough 
of a b i t c h . ' " 

M y eyes bug ( t. 
Repeatedly, I've seen the sannyasins 

calmly and caringly defuse the explosive 
tempers of street people angry over lost 
laundry or bad heating in their cabins. W h y 
w o u l d Rajneesh cast a fire-breathing harpy 
as the representative of a communi ty that 
runs on understanding and compassion? 

I keep shaking my head over it. Then I 
remember how he once described the rea-
son for the Rajneeshees' clothes: " . . . It 
gives them something to think about. They 
can be ei ther for it or against it; they cannot 
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be indifferent to i t . . . . Wherever you go in 
your ochre robe, you create waves of think-
ing. waves of emotion, lust by passing by. 
you create a ripple, an atmosphere, a situa-
tion." 

He figures bad publicity is better than no 
publicity. He wants his religion on people's 
minds, even if they're thinking up ways to 
get rid of it. For the same reason he toured 
India stirring up trouble in the "60s, he's 
sending Sheela out with bared fangs today: 
the controversy brings in new followers; 
people who ordinarily wouldn't ever hear of 
Rajneeshism are discovering it because of 
the resultant publicity. 

If you accept diath, there is no fear. 
If you cling to life, then every fear is 
there. 

— Bhagwan Shree Rajneesh 

One consequence of this sic-'em-Sheela 
strategy is quite apparent in Rajneesh-
puram: the security is very tight. Approach-
ing the community from Rajneesh (An-
telope), one encounters four security booths 
in the last few miles before the city. Similar 
booths oversee every major intersection in 
the community. An observation helicopter 
makes several reconnaissance patrols of the 
area every day, and there is a nighttime 
spotlight run. 

Since I like to hike, I take several trips 
into the nearby hills, and each time run into 
the Rajneesh security system. Before I can 
even get to the hills I'm stopped by security-
booth personnel and questioned about my 
intended route. On two occasions I'm told 
to change it because it conflicts with "sensi-
tive" areas. 

RAJNEESHPURAM 

see people on the hills during drive-by." 
"This is so far from the road." I answer. "I 

didn't think there'd be a problem." 
"Weren't you told about these hills being 

restricted during drive-by?" 
"No. They said we could hike anywhere." 
"Well, you understand now, yeah?" 
"Yeah. Sorry if I caused a problem." 
"I just need your name." 
I show her my identification bracelet. 
"OK," she says. "It would be better if you 

didn't move around anymore up here until 
drive-by is over. You could just sit and wait 
here. OK?" 

"OK." 
She climbs back into the idling copter. I 

shoot several pictures of it as they lift off, the 
pilot giving me a wave and a thumbs-up 
sign. 

The next morning I decide to take a hike 
up some hills on the opposite end of the 
valley. As I enter the road leading in that 
direction I must pass by a security booth. 

The window slides open as I approach. 
"Excuse me, where are you going?" a 
woman asks. 

"The hills." 
"What?" 
"The hills." I gesture toward the ones 1 

mean. 
"Not a long hike then?" 
"No." 
"OK. Have a good walk." 
About an hour later, I reach the summit 

of a rock-topped butte, the highest thing for 
miles around. I can see most of the commu-
nity, including several residential areas I 
hadn't known were there. Suspended like 
drops of sweat between the hills' broad 
shoulder blades, the clustered cottages al-
most disappear against the land's brown 
hide. With one exception. 

There, about a mile below me. is a close-
set group of buildings couched in verdant 
lawns. Neat rows of deciduous trees grace 
the approaching drives, their leaves flashing 
the first glow of fall. Pines are scattered here 
and there around the grounds. The whole 
thing stands out against the dead grass of 
the adjacent hills like an emerald cupped in 
a bum's dirty hands. Has to be Bhagwan's 
simple home. 

I sit down on a small plywood meditation 
platform, eat some fruit and contemplate 
"gifts of existence." Were Rockefeller, Van-
derbilt and Getty prototype Rajneeshees? 

That song that goes "1 always feel like 
somebody's watching me" runs a few bars 
through my head. The familiar choppy throb 
of helicopter blades rises from the end of the 
valley. Below me the craft springs away from 
the airstrip like a dragonfly from a pond. 
Climbing to an altitude just above my van-
tage point, it drops down to a level spot 
about 40 yards away. The pilot gets out, 
lights a cigarette and makes his way awk-
wardly up to me. 

"Aren't you the same fellow we talked to 
yesterday on the other hill?" (Congenial 
British accent.) 

I admit it. 
'This is a sensitive area," the pilot says. 

"Weren't you told about it?" 
"No. The lady yesterday just said to stay 

Please turn to page 10 
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After I make it to the hills, there is the 
electric fence, a four-foot-high barrier 
meant "to keep out the deer." In fact, the 
security people always call it the "deer 
fence." This puzzles me, since the san-
nyasins at the farm told me they had to raise 
the fence there from six feet to 10 and finally 
to 12 to keep the bounding deer out of the 
vegetables. 

One day I decide to shoot some pictures 
of Bhagwan's usual drive-by. I want a shot 
showing the length of the line, so I hike up a 
nearby hill, following the electric fence until 
I reach a place where the slope levels out to 
make a shoulder below the hill's summit. As 
I shoot a few frames, the pulsing approach 
of a helicopter becomes noticeable above 
the noise of the drive-by line. The copter 
passes overhead, banks quickly and lands 
about 30 yards away. As I focus for another 
shot, I hear a woman's voice behind me. 

"You understand," she says with a Ger-
man accent, "we get very nervous when we 

to • % 

Security at the daily drive-by 
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Paradise Now 
Continued from 9 
off the hills during drive-by." 

"Well, Bhagwan's residence is in this part 
of the community. You'll have to come 
down. If you like, I'll give you a lift in the 
helicopter." 

The cockpit of the two-seater copter is 
compact, yet gives the impression of spa-
ciousness because of its Plexiglas windshield 
that curves from almost overhead down to 
toe-level. The pilot takes us up about 30 
yards above the butte, then sends the ma-
chine diving smoothly down the slope 
toward the center of the valley. The brown 
juniper-dotted hillsides rise and fall between 
my shoes like the ocean in the window of a 
sailing boat. The effect is exhilarating. We 
skim over the rooftop of Hotel Rajnecsh and 
flutter down the airstrip toward the termi-
nal. Above a small wooden platform, the 
copter bobs into landing position like a 
hummingbird selecting a branch. "That was 
beautiful," I gush, as the copter sets down. It 
is the closest I will come to a religious expe-
rience at Rajneeshpuram. 

I am trying in every possiMe way to 
create a great harmony, because only 
that harmony can save. 

— Bhagwan Shree Rajneesh 

On the cafeteria bulletin board is a news 
story from The Oregonian that puts the 
number of street people here at 2,300, more 
than double the figure given last week. 

The meal lines are twice as long, so 
maybe it's true. There is also a notice that a 
general meeting will take place this after-
noon for both sannyasins and street people. 
Everyone is to gather following the drive-by. 

For an hour people stream into the meet-
ing room and seat themselves on the floor 
until several thousand have assembled. 
Then a dark-skinned woman dressed in 
scarlet shirt and pants steps into the light. 
Her short black hair, trim clothes, erect pos-
ture and efficient movements mark her as 
one used to dealing in official business. The 
audience applauds loudly. It is Sheela. 

"Three years we have no crime in com-
munity," she says. "Then new friends come. 
Now there is fighting, stealing. This is 
shameful. This is shameful. 1 bring new 
friends to our home from the street and you 
try to make our home a street. 

"I try to show the world that the ones they 
call criminals can live beautifully with no 
crimes and you bring shame on me with 
your fighting and stealing . . . . 

"Now I tell the big macho ones, the tough 
ones with their fighting and stealing. I tell 
you now to stand up and come up if you are 
so big and tough. Admit what you did. Show 
how tough you are." Dead silence. "Where 
are the big machos? You are so tough fight-
ing but you cannot stand up? Where are 
you? Come forward with what you did." 
Dead silence. 

A solitary figure rises. Heads turn. Ap-
plause breaks out. He is a sizable white man 
in his late 30s. He steps through the crowd 
and reaches the carpeted area. The shifting 
of the crowd settles as a technician hands 
him the mike. His words come out haltingly; 
he sounds Oklahoman and naive. "Well, I 
was over at the drive-by today . . . . After it 
was over . . . I was walkin' on the road and 
there was this trinket, I guess you'd call 
i t . . . . It was kinda a t r i n k e t . . . . It was 
layin' there on the road. I just picked it up. I 
figured if I didn't somebody else would, you 
know? See. I collect trinkets and stuff like 
that. I have this hobby where I make things 
outta them. I use wire and stuff, and some of 
it comes out pretty good. I made some, like, 
balls and —" 

Sheela's voice rolls over his: "We don't 
need hobbies now. Just tell the wrong thing 
you did." 

" W e l l . . . I found this trinket over on the 
road. By the drive-by. It was just layin' there. 

It didn't look like anybody really wanted 
it — " 

"Things don't just lay around in this com-
munity. They belong to people." 

"Well. I brought it over here, and I had to 
go to the rest room, so I put it on the table 
right over there. But when I come out, it was 
gone." 

"Just say you took the thing. You stole it. 
Say that." 

He stares at the carpet, then looks blankly 
at the audience. He gives a nervous shrug 
and grins hollowly, his face a little red, like a 
grade schooler fidgeting before the princi-
pal. "That trinket was just layin' on the 
road," he says, "and I guess — See, I like 
trinkets — to collect 'em —" 

"Just say what you did," Sheela urges. 
"Say that you stole it. Then we will return it 
to the person who owns it." 

"I put it on the table over there. It's gone. 
I don't know —" 

"Say you stole it and you can sit down." 
He shakes his head, looking at the carpet, 

mouth open, trying to force something out. 
"Well . . . I . . . didn't think . . . It was 
layin' t h e r e . . . . Maybe I should've 
brought it to lost-and-found." 

"You stole it. Say that." 
"I . . . well . . . Maybe I did steal it. It 

didn't seem —" 
"OK. This is your warning. No more 

stealing. You can go over there. Sagun 
[Sheela summons an aide], talk to him about 
returning the thing." 

A white guy comes up to say he heard a 
black guy telling some other guys, "The Raj-
neeshees are kidnapping you. Diey got your 
clothes, and they're going to keep you here 
for three months to work like slaves." Then 
he points the black out — a 200-pounder 
wearing a lavender cowboy hat and black 
leather jacket. 

It happens that I sat next to this same 
black guy at lunch this afternoon. He was 
telling another man that he'd been out of 
Leavenworth prison a short time and didn't 
want to go back. He said he believed 
Rajneeshpuram was a good place and he 
wanted to stay. "I go back out there and I 
know I'll wind up behind them monkey bars 
again," he told his companion. 

Now, he strides grinning to the front of 
the audience. Staring at the accuser, he 
reaches for the hand mike and says, "You 
think I'm afraid? You think I'm afraid to 
come up here?" 

He turns to Sheela, towering over her. 
Two security men start toward him. "Would 
you not stand so close to me?" she says. He 
backs away. She demands an explanation 
for the kidnapping story. 

"I was playin'," he says. He looks at the 
white guy: "I was just playin' with you." 

She puts him on the next bus out. 

Laughter is tremendously healthy. 
Playfulness, laughing, singing, dancing 
will relax you. And the truth is possible 
only in a relaxed state of being.... 
The more serious you are, the more 
egoist you become, and the more se-
rious you are. the more closed . . . 
Don't take things seriously. 

— Bhagwan Shree Rajneesh 

Don't laugh. This is important busi-
ness. I will not have laughing. I will not 
have laughing. 

— Ma Anand Sheela at general 
meeting, addressing crowd 

The stream to the microphone shifts from 
accusation to public confession, swelling to 
a flood of mawkish contrition and guilt. I 
have to climb up on Sheela's ego to keep 
from getting wet. Most of the crowd is swept 
away. 

Weeping as if he had stolen Bhagwan's 
robes, a sannyasin blurts out that he took a 
piece of plywood, but returned it the next 
day. 
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SUNDAYS, WE PRESENT 
A VERY SPECIAL LION ACT 

BRUNCH 9am-2pm 
O u r S u n d a y B r u n c h is the K i n g o f Feasts . . . a spectacular 

presenta t ion i n c l u d i n g fresh fruits o f t he season, a garden of 

salads, eggs prepared in a variety o f ways, b acon , sausages, 

h a m , oven-fresh pastries, a n d m a n y u n i q ue dishes over f l ow ing 

w i t h f lavor. A r e n ' t you ready tor a really exc i t i ng L i o n act — 

this S unday? 

RED UOH moron inn 
P O R T L A N D C K N T K R 

310 S . W . Lincoln • 221-0450 

RAJNEESHPURAM 

Being followed by the Bhagwan's whirlybird 

A young woman sobs confession to buli-

mia, evidently counting herself among the 

thieves for eating too much food. 

Another weeping woman begs forgiveness 

for cursing under her breath the Rajneeshee 

in charge of her residential area. 

In all, Sheela banishes about 10 individu-

als from the community, sometimes refusing 

them any word in their own defense. At the 

end of the three-and-a-half-hour meeting, 

she tells a story whose apparent moral is 

that persons in authority who have the cour-

age and conviction of their cause will not go 

astray in wielding their power. "New 

friends," she says, "I know how to help you. 

You can ask. I will tell you and you will 

listen. I will straighten you." 

Later, the sannyasins talk of the meeting 

enthusiastically. They say Sheela brought 

out everyone's anger with the troublemakers 

into the open and used it to purge the com-

munity. 

Most of the "new friends" are happy she 

threw out some of the "bad apples." They 

hope the rest will get the idea. 

The next day I'm walking alone along a 

road. A car passes by, brakes, and the driver 

yells for me to hop in. I've never seen this 

sannyasin before but I get in. "Where we 

going?" I ask. 

"You'll find out." Dramatic pause. 

"You're going to see Samia." 

"Who's she?" 

"She's one of the people who run things 

around here." 

"How'd you know who I am?" 

"It's my job to find people." 

Samia, a woman in her mid-30s, is waiting 

in an office. She sits across a table from me 

with a clipboard and tries to smile. She says 

she wants to know about the pictures I've 

been shooting from the hilltops. 

I tell her, honestly, that I wanted some 

overall views of the community to give my 

friends a good idea of what the place looks | 

like. I mention that my friends live in Bend, 

about 100 miles to the south. 

In hindsight, I see it was not smart to be 

honest at this point, since my explanation 

no doubt hatched in Samia's head notions of 

commando reconnaissance for some local 

red-neck group — "Send the kid in; have 

him get some shots of the layout. We'll find 

their weak spot and hit 'em there — hard!" 

She says they need to see the film. They 

have a darkroom and will develop it for me. 

I refuse to hand it over since it is Koda-

chrome, which can only be commercially 

processed. The nearest Kodachrome ma-

chine is in Portland. She insists they can do 

it. I explain that I also have some valuable 

mountain-climbing pictures on the same 

roll. They still want the film. We go around 

a few more times, then they let me go. 

The stories on the bulletin board say that 

now there are an estimated 3,500 street peo-

ple in Rajneeshpuram, according to Ma 

Prem Isabel, a spokeswoman for the com-

mune. That puts the potential Rajneeshee 

voting strength at almost 7,000. assuming 

everyone is eligible and everyone registers. 

The registration tables are doing very little 

business lately though. 

The cafeteria lines have been moving 

much more quickly in recent days. The 

sannyasins experimented with several differ-

ent food serving setups over the past two 

weeks and finally devised a system that 

works remarkably well. 

I'm getting tired of any size lines, though. 

My repeated encounters with the security 

people are doing something to my disposi-

tion. So, for that matter, is the general ambi-

ence on our side of town. From dawn to 

dusk the trucks and heavy equipment labor 

at building this city. Living here is like living 

in the middle of a construction site: dust, 

noise, constant activity. Thank Bhagwan 

they don't worship 24 hours a day. 

Be alert and aware when somebody 
tells you that he wants to serve the 
poor; for sure, he is a dangerous man. 
He, too, is going to use the poor as a 
ladder. And the poor people are foolish 
otherwise they would not have been 
poor. They are poor because of their 
foolishness. So they will accept him as 
their new messiah. This is how they get 
their messiahs again and again, messi-
ahs who exploit them, enslave 
them.... 

— Bhagwan Shree Rajneesh 

Did he really say that? I read the words 

again. Closing the book, I decide I've got to 

get out of here. 

Unlike most of the people in the homeless 

program, I drove my own car here. That 

knowledge is of some comfort to me as I 

pack my things. I can leave when I want to, 

not when they tell me a bus is ready. One 

problem, though: they have my car keys. 

In order to be admitted as a resident of 

Rajneeshpuram, you have to turn over your 

keys. ("In case there's a fire in the lot or 

some other emergency," said the smiling re-

ceptionist in her German accent.) You're 

also required to sign a release allowing the 

search of your vehicle and belongings on 

arrival and departure. 

When I came in, they confiscated a knife, 

scissors and mirror from me. (1 don't know 

why the mirror. Toothpicks were taken from 

some guys.) Now I don't want to lose my 

film or the notes I've made. I hide both in 

my van, then go to the reception desk and 

announce my imminent departure. 

The receptionists are shocked. "Why do 

you want to go? You look so much better 

than when you arrived. How can you go 

now?" 

I explain galloping paranoia as graciously 

as I can. They smile slightly. One begins the 

checkout procedure while the other disap-

pears into a back office. 

Soon, a problem. All the cars, including 

mine, were moved to another lot and then 

back again during a paving project. In the 

process, my keys were lost. The reception-

ists are so apologetic that I decide to suspect 

nothing. 

But the minutes turn to hours, and the 

hours turn to suspicion. During the wait, I 

accompany a security man to my van for the 

usual departure search for stolen items. It 

turns up nothing. 

The receptionists keep apologizing and 

complimenting me on my patience, which 

has been tempered through days of endur-

Please turn to page 12 
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Limit One per customer Valid thru November 84 

Turn on. 
Noah lamps shed a warm 
and welcoming light in a 
variety of shapes and sizes. 
Like the natural bedding, 
furniture, lighting, clothing, 
and accessories we carry, 
they're a turn on. 

Northwest Futon 
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400 SW 2nd, Portland 
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12 WILLAMETTE WEEK FOR THE WEEK OF NOV. 2 6 - W H 1984 

RAJNEESHPURAM 

Paradise Now 
Continued from 11 
ing lines in Ra jneeshpuram. They ' re so sym-
pathetic. it's hard to work up a good rage. 
O n e of them, a G e r m a n who checked me in 
when I arrived in the communi ty , invites me 
for a drive over to see Bhagwan in his daily 
drive-by one last time. I think I've seen 
enough of Bhagwan. but she's a nice woman 
and I have nothing else to do. 

Along the way, she gently prods informa-
tion from me about my background, my im-
mediate plans, and my affection for hiking 
and photography. 

The drive-by is as boring as usual. 
Rajneesh still doesn ' t look at my face or 
anybody a round me. They've probably told 
him. 

When we get back to the recept ion cen te r 
I go to my van. It's been searched again. The 
German woman checks in at the cen te r and 
then comes outside. "We'd really like to see 
your pictures ," she says. "Couldn ' t you 
leave the film with us? We'll have it pro-
cessed and then send it to you if you'M give 
us your address ." 

I demur . 
We return to the recept ion center for 

more waiting. An hour crawls by The 

woman asks about the film again. It's been 
three-and-a-half hours since ! announced 
my imminent depar tu re . I agree to hand it 
over. 

Following me out to the van, she watches 
as I extract a roll of Kodachrome from the 
underside of a dresser top. She thanks me, 
then, pen and paper in hand, requests a 
name and address of a f r iend in Bend. I offer 
the general-delivery address . She persists. 
When I refuse, she requests my family's ad-
dress in Arizona, "in case we want to send 
you anything." I stick to my name, post of-
fice and ZIP code. 

Sitting outside the recept ion building, I 
try to read while the wait goes on. A half 
hour t rudges past. The G e r m a n woman 
comes out. "I feel bad about this waiting," 
she says, empathy lining her handsome 
brow. "It 's embarrassing. We ' re stll trying to 
find the guy who moved your car. Let me 
buy you some ice c ream to make up for it." 

I feel a little guilty about that roll of film. 
It's a blank. I agree to go for ice cream. I 
hate to disappoint her. 

We talk about my problems with security 
people, my "a t t i tude" a n d my reasons for 
going. I ask her why she stays. 

"I feel at home here ," she replies. "I have 
many good fr iends here. My husband is a 
doctor . We could have a big house, expen-
sive cars and all that. But what ' s the point, 
you know? What ' s the point? It doesn ' t 
mean anything. Here ' he re is something 
very good happening . So much love. It is a 
very beautiful place for me." 

"But not for everyone," I say. 
"Yes. Not for everyone." 
When we get back to the recept ion center . 

my keys are wait ing — five hours late, but I 
accept them gratefully. 

Driving by the last security booth guard-
ing the gravel road to Ra jneeshpuram, my 
paranoia slows to a walk. I start to yell, "I 
got away! I got away!" But a cur ious sense 
of loss comes over me. 

I recall an exercise we did dur ing one 
discussion group. We had to sit a few feet 
f rom another person and look into his eyes 
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for several minutes. 1 happened to be paired 

with a black. It was difficult, almost torture, 

to look directly into a stranger's eyes. At 

first the black man felt just as uncomfort-

able, his eyes constantly flitting away from 

mine. Slowly we drew out the number of 

seconds we could bear the contact. 

Then, as my eyes and his held the same 

gaze between us, I saw that this was a person 
opposite me, not a "black dude." It was like 

watching the sun rise and having somebody 

yank off the dark glasses you've always 
worn — "See, it's not that; it's not even close 
to that" — I could see his individuality. And 
the eyes of each of the other black men 1 
was paired with in the exercise showed me a 
different individuality, as separate and dis-
tinct as mine. 

Rajneeshpuram made me realize that, not 
the world I'm running back to. 

It's easy to snare a man in his own words. 
Even the slipperiest politician has been 

caught that way. But what are we lo make of 

a man who makes no attempt to disguise his 

contradictions — a man who says, 

1 am consistently inconsistent. It 
will not be possible to make a dogma 
from my w o r d s . . . . I live for the 
moment and whatsoever I am saying 
right now is true only for this 
m o m e n t . . . . I am not teaching you 
any doctrine; I am not giving you any 
principles, any ready-made answer to 

everything in l i f e . . . . 1 leave you 
o p e n . . . . 

Is he for real? Or has he jacked the Big 
Lie to cosmic heights? 

"I am simply sharing my vision, my joy," 
he says. "I'm enjoying it, and whosoever 
wants to enjoy it with me is welcome." 

A warm invitation. But the sun rolling 
down my windshield toward the long open 
hillsides of central Oregon feels warmer. • 
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choco la tes and beverage b rew ing accessories. 
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DON'T BUY FURS. 
If you would like to see more ads like this promoting the rights of animals, send your tax-deductible contribution to People for the 

Ethical Treatment of Animals (P.E.T.A.), Bo* 3582, Portland, Oregon 97208. 

GREAT GIFT IDEAS W l 
FROM OUR EXCELLENT SELECTION OF EDUCATION & ENTERTAINMENT 

SOFTWARE IBM PC & PC JR. • APPLE • MACINTOSH • COMMODORE 64 

It's like having a health club 
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