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Introduction
by Elizabeth Kamundia

Your enthusiasm and love for the forest for
nature, shines through from the first page.
It's a beautiful love story (with nature,
family, volunteers and yourself!)

I love your attitude, your positive spirit — it
is not that you claim that things are always
easy, it is the way you meet challenges.

You make parenting sound like the best
adventure one could ever take!

You express so clearly what it means to live
one’s life in accordance with one’s values,
and to try to do that not just when it's
convenient, but all the time, as a way of life.

Elizabeth Kamundia is a disability rights scholar and lawyer
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From my Little hut b the forest

From my Little hut in the forest’ s a collection

of storles about my Life in Sadhana Forest.

My name Ls Yorlt. | grew up ln a small city tn
the center of Israel. My parents vatsed me tn an
urban Lifestyle very far from nature.

But whenever the first autumn rain showers came,
L was joyously dancing in the rain.

In May 2002 ,my husband, our daughter and |
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settled in Auroville, an international township in
southern ndia. We were following our hearts,
trying to explore different ways of Living.

Own December 19th, 2003 - we slept the flrst night
ow the Land that would become Sadhana Forest.

[ will never forget that night. [ was so excited |
couldnt fall asleep. We were Living tn a serap
bullock cart with a voof made from coconut leaves.
[t was pure magic.

Sadhana ls o word tn Sanskrit, an anclent indian
language, that means a discipline undertaken in
the pursuit of a goal or a spiritual practice.

We nwaned the forest Sadhana Forest’ to indicate
that living in and creating the forest is our form
of spiritunl practice.

This book contains short stories from our flrst 12
years in Sadhana Forest. [ want very much to share
these storles with you because many people know a
Lot about Sadhana Forest, but not everyone knows
that theve is a Little family behind it all, stmply
Living thelr Lives.

Thank You



Squatting on the tollet early morning...

Squatting on the toilet early morning... This is
one of my favorite moments of the day. Most of
the wniverse Ls still tn silence. Blrds are talking
to each-other.... bright and shining Leaves are
moving gently, spraying drops of morning dew...
the lizards ave chasing bugs tn the grass...
and | can feel the freshness of the air...

My heart fills with peace and beauty...

Looking to my left, the sun is peeping through
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the trees. Looking tn front of mee, there is a
beautiful pleture of a thick forest....

Magieal moment.....

L close my eyes and t open them, and then | close
my eyes and open them again, and again, and
again. L can't belleve the sight in front of my

This is a veal plece of forest!!!

And | always was afrald that the trees would

Wever @mw! I
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Doors

Shalev was a small girl, maybe 2 years old,
when we came back homee after spending few days
resting at Park Guest House tn Pondicherry.

She had a request:

“lma (imama Ln Hebrew), can You make us a door

to our hute”
‘M. nteresting, why do You want a door?”

“l want to open the door and shut the door when |
come homee...l want to hear the sound of the door:
‘Boom!” [ want the mosquitoes to stay out...( want
a door! Please, please ma make we a door!”

[ paused. [ needed to think about it. What should |
answer this little one who stmply wants a door to
open. and close?

“A door... mwme...a door....”

[ think [ never gave her an answer. | didn't have a

goott one ot that time. | thought she would slowly
flgure it out by herself.
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In the end, Struggling Lifting up and dowwn the
mosquito net of our bed ... Running like a rabbit
tn and out from the hut twenty times a day...
turned out to be enough for her. She gave up on
the idea of opening and closing a door and never
mentioned Lt again.

Now whewn | think about it, | vealize that one of
the matn features of our structures in Sachana
Forest Ls having no doors. We stmply opened our
house and never shut the door behind us.

“'I ~' ‘E"‘;h N

SERIESONE
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05 clone Thawe

We recetved some warnings - a cyclone was on tts
way. So many times we had gotten these warnings
and wothing had happened!! Aviram had to Leave
that evenling. There was a conference tn Kerala that
he was invited to many months before. | told him
not to worry, that it would be fine and he could go
one with his plans. But still, preparations needed

to be done, just in case it woulol come — Thane the
cyclone. Aviram gave us some last instructions

to follow, and we felt safe!
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we decloed that we would all wove tnto the Training
Dorv. The “traitning dorm” Ls our biggest hut after
the Mabn Hut. It got its name because when groups
of students are coming to stay and Learn in
Sadhana Forest they sleep on the ground tloor and
study up on the first floor. The hall upstairs is Like
a huoe charming attic with a wooden floor made
from something like banboo. The Lower part of the
hut has 32 strong granite pillars and an earthen
floor, and in between the pillars we have traditional
village vope beds for volunteers to sleep on. it's a very
sturdy structure. (£ would be the safest place in
Sadhana Forest for 100 people.

Actunlly 104 volunteers were staying with us that
day. At around midnight NiRL came to our hut to
call us. she satd that the wind was getting stronger.
wWe declded it was time to go to the Training Dorme.

| wanted to stay bn owr hut where | felt safe. | didn't
want to wake up Shalev from her sleep, but Osher
preferved to be with everybody else. So | woke Shalev
up. She was a bit confused... | grabbed two sleeping

bags, an umbrella and started walking towards the
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Training Dorm. It was a struggle walking from
our hut to the dorm that night. what usually takes
Us two milnutes, took us m&%be fifteen minutes.
Shalev tn one hand, the umbrella in the other hand
and me pushing against the wind and the rain.
The path was completely muday and slippery. The
rain was doing a good job of soaking everything
around us. Trying to stay balanced, | was dancing
like a ballering on the muddy earth ...

At one polnt [ coulol not walk further. [ was just
standing in the same place, trying to go forwardl
fighting against the wind and the rain... finally
we reached the dorm. Bverybody was already there,
lying on the beds and on the earthen floov.

The beds

were all full,

so we had no
chotee but to
fino a spot

on the floov.

we found

o place next =




to a nice mother and her two boys Lior and Shahar,
who were staying with us at that time n sadhana.
Shalev went lmumediately back to sleep with no
difficulty at all. she was a three-year-old who
wanted to contlinue her night’s sleep peacefully.
Osher couldn't fall asleep at all, she was really
excited. She was roaming around all night,
helping out whoever needed help. The wind got
stronger and stronger. It didn't stop for a moment.
The rain got stronger as well and didn't stop either.
Our hut was very strong but very open, really open!
We got rained on, a lot. It was Like beling under the
shower!

L was lying inside the sleeping bag with Shalev
holding it up so the rain would slip off and we
would not get wet. suddenly, shalev woke up and
asked to pee. | tolod her it was better not to go out of
her sleeping bag now because it would be completely
wet after. Not to mention that to go out to the toilets
which are only 100 m distance from the dorm was
out of the question! Too far away tn a wmiddle of a
cyclone. But she tnsisted, she cried that she had to
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peell!

Knowing the result of this move, feeling helpless,

| took Shalev out of the sleeping bag to pee in the
corner of the hut.

Of course we couldn't go back to our sleeping bag.
It was completely wet!!! wWe got wet as well, so wet
and cold....Shalev started crying. The other mother,
Yally, made a space for us on their bed and tnvited
us to joln them. Belng very thankful for this
Lnvitation we squished tnto the bed (2 mothers with
a 13—WW—0L0{ bog, 0 10—5ear—ow{ bog ano Shalev).
Wwe were not on the wet floor any wore, but still we
were quite wet because of our peelng adventure. Anol
on top of belng wet the wind wmade us shiver... [ took
off one of my shirts that was half dry and dressed
Shalev with it... She was still cold and wnhoppy.
She was crying, wanting to go home!...suddenly
from nowhere Osher came with a dry blanket:

“Hey ma, Look what | found, do You need it2”

| wrapped Shalev with the blanket and tn two
minutes she went back to sleep. After that [ didnt

move an bneh for many hours. There were maybe
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three or four more hours of rain and wind. The wind
became Like a violin sololst, veaching higher and
higher pltches.. the conductor had Left and it was
playing by itself. It sounded Like the symphony
would never end, it got stuck on repeat ...

Shalev was sleeping on my Lap, my back was
hurting, my legs as well, twas cold and tirved.
AlL these hours [ was sitting tn silence,
survendering to the situation, waiting for the
morning to come.

While sitting with shalev on my lap, some
nformation started coming to my ears.

“We lost a hut! And another hut!”

My heart had stopped for a moment! Wow! Damage!
[ didwn't think tn those terms until that moment.
After an hour it continued,

“we Lost one more hut, and one more hut....”
“what are they doing there outsioe?”

“It Ls dangerous!i!

“Don't roam around! We will see the damage in
the morning! it will not run away!”

“We lost 11 long-term volunteers” hiuts”
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My heart was dropping. My goodness so much
damage! Up until a few days ago, there had
been twenty of them. (20 private huts of the
managment team of Sachana Forest).

Now only nine were Left standing.

owne of the boys who was with us on the bed was
nervous as well. He was a bit afraid of this
unexpected situation he had gotten tnto. He was
Just traveling with his wother, not really Looking
for ‘adtventures’.

Suddenly, Like tn the {a’wg tales, someone came
and distributed hot tea to all... They were
ineredible, our team, they were making tea tn the
middle of this storm... They were supporting each
other so beawcéfuug (104 people...) !

After a while tn the wioldle of this storm, between
the driumming of the ratn drops and whistling
of the wind a sweet sound came to my ears... The
sound of people ‘Om-tng’. The Om sounded Louder
and softer, Lowder and softer...It continued for

some hours.... [ was meditating on the relaxing

19



sound, watting for the storm to be over!

At £:00am the wind became quiet. It had stopped!!!
Finally after six hours or more it had stopped!
Everybody Left the dorm except for me and Shalev.
Shalev was still sleeping, not really noticing that
something had happened the night before.

L had to move and streteh for a bit, my body was
pavalyzed and aching... | really weeded to pee...

[ tried not to wake her wp... | was gently moving
my arms and Legs, until (couldn't sit without
moving anywore and with a heavy heavt | decided
to grab Shalev and wmove us to the Maln Hut. it was
not easy to go back to the Main Hut. The same path
[ was struggling on the night before was again a
challenge. We had to hop over some trees that had
fallen down and jump over Little puddles.

The sun was very bright. [ opened my eyes wider
and wider... and Looked around myself tnto the
new reality of Sadhana Forest.

We found a dry spot tn the old part of the Main
Hut and rested for awhile. Then, | was Looking for
Osher... found her, she was completely O.K.!
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Shalev woke up with her usual smile.

we called Aviram and talked to him quietly on
the phone.

| tried to stay calm, to show the girls some
confidence ... Bverything was good!
But...actually everything was different!

There was a Lot of mess... a Lot of mess...

my GOOPNESS LT

Theve was a Lot of MESSIII

It was very quiet, so so quiet...one could hear the
sound of a snail. Some people were sleeping, some
were cooking breakfast... it was 2 days before the
end of 2011.

| took my accordion and starvted playing.

| was pencefully sinking into the sounds of my
accovdlon... The sun was shining, the trees were
bright and clean, fresh air entered the tip of my
nose... [t was a beautiful new day. | decided to
make a journey to my hut and get some dry
clothes for me and for the girls. Shalev insisted
on jolning me for this trip. The walk to our hut

was so much fun for Shalev. Climbing up on the
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brokewn trees, falling tnto water holes, removing,
branches which blocked our path...

Flnally we reached the hut. ( was shocked!

[t wasw't a pleasant sceme at all! [t was quite a
disaster! Wow! There was not even one thing that
had stayed in its place. Nol Actually this is not
true, luckily our books, on the side shelves, were
completely protected. | couldn't believe it. (was so
happy to find my photo albuums and my favorite
books sofe and dry. L was Looking for dry clothes.
Many of them were scattered on the grownd,
outside of the hut {MLL% wet and wuwidg, but |
mannged to find a few dry pleces. [ put the stuff
tn a big bag and returned to the main hut. The
sound of the gong came to my ears. (£ was
breaiefast time... n a strange way it didn't
sound Like the everyday breakfast gong. (£ was
different this time. We knew that we all had the
same secret to shave. Bverybody entered the Main
Hut and sat quietly. It was a special moment. \wWe
felt Like a big big family, a family of 104 people,
caring for each other tn a very beautiful way.
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No one was selfish, people weve thinking all the time
how to help and support each other. We counted the
dry bed sheets that were found in the dry cupboard.
we had only 75 dry sheets! But we were 100 people.
what should we do? (4 volunteers Left for
Pondicherry, the nearby city. They wneeded a hot
shower. But thew it turned out that they couldn't
have hot showers stince there was no electrictty in
Pondicherry for many days after the cgctowe)‘
Everybody wanted a dry spot to vest after the hectic
night. With a Lot of collaboration many people
doubled up and slept two Ln one bed with one sheet,
adjusting happily to the situation.

suddenly Osher asked tnnocently:

‘It ls a Friday night today, Eco Film Club.

Should we screen the movie?”

Actually we were tn quite a good situntion
compared to our neighbors. We had electricity from
our solar system, we had water to drink, water for
cooking... we were very very lucky, we felt super
Leky.

Adfterwaros we found out that there were places in
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Auroville which didn’t have water and electricity
for almost a wmonth. Later on we realized that all
the ronds were completely blocked.

Adfter the morning breakfast, we scattered around
the community taking rest. Most of the people were
sleeping, dreaming... processing the events

of the past 24 hours.

In the evening the phone rang:

“Yorit, how are You dotng? \We were trying to get a
hold of You the whole day... The phones didn't work
unktl now... Are You ok there? 1s anybody hurt?”

It was our friend Kaarthilkeyan on the other side.
owce | hao met hime whew he was hiking tn our
forest. The next day he came and volunteered

with us for a week. Thew | found out that he is a
nelghbour from the other side of the big road.

“\We ave ok Nabodg Ls hurt!!ll 104 people are all

fine. Some damage to the huts, actually a lot of
davwage to the structures and a big big mess.”
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“Please come over!!l At Least you and the famdily...”

“How? It Ls not possible... The voaol tn the forest is
completely blocked!

‘Ok, walt 'm coming!

Click!...He hung up the phone.

Some pillars tn our hut moved, and [ decided to
spend the night tn the Main Hut with some other
people. The girls were very excited about this
decision! It was just a big slumber party!

Adfter two hours, arouno 21:00 pim, (ma olrls were
already sleeping, but the others were still tossing
and tuwrning tn thelr beds) | heard somebody
catling my name. | got up to see who was there .
[t was dark outside. [ came closer to the steps anal
[ saw Kaarthik with another guy standing at the
foot of the steps. Thelr arms were open and they
were Looking at me with a smile:

“That's it, the road is clear now!!l Come home!!!”

[ had tears tn my eyes....
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“l will not come because the girls are alveady
sleeping peacefully, but take the other families,
they absolutely need some comfort tonight.”

| sent a bunch of people with Kaarthik - a French
family with two daughters, an elderly couple on
thelr second honeymoon, a delicate Parisian lady
and the two sraelis boys with thelr mother.

The Matn Hut was silent now...1 closed my eyes
anol went to sleep. The next morniing, we got a
phone call from the people that stayed the night
ln Kaarthtk ‘s House. They were all super happy...
They enjoyed the beautiful welcome and hospitality
they had recetved. The phone was ringing again.
[t was again Kaarthilk on the Line:

“Tonlght s New Year's Eve, 31/12/2011, [ would
like to lnvite you and all the volunteers to come

and celebrate the New Year with us and sleep over”.
“Are You sure???? Do You have space for everybody?”

“Yes, Yes!!!l You just come! ALl of You, come, we
will have a peaceful celebration together for the
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New Year.”

| passed the invitation on to the rest of the group.
They were all surprised and happy. They were not
expecting to be able to celebrate this particular New
Year.

There was chaos everywhere. We were cleaning all
day... It felt good to clean... preparing for a new
beginning, understanding that a new phase was
starting and that we were very fortunate to take
part tn it

[ was sure we would continue cleaning for a long
time... tk would not be a one day process. It would
be done, slowly but surely.

At noown tlme... . Aba came home. . 11T (Aviram) we
covered him with big hugs and kisses...we were all
so happy. Now we could cry, we could Loosen the
belt... He would take charge... [ could go to sleep
for sovne time...

In the evenling, after we all rested, we packed a
small bag and made our way towards Kavadt,
Kaarthik's house.

It was a magical evening, very peaceful and
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NarmonLous. ...
we were all together waiting for
the New Year to come,

wondering what this

New Year had

to offer...




Gift economy

Noam Ls suggesting: “Let’s do o massage circle.
We will stt in a clrele and give a massage to the
person in fromt of us and recelve a massage from
the person behind us”.

Amital makes his comment: “This Ls exactly Gift
Economy! You give to one, and receive from
another!”

[ comment as well: “Yes! You are right! You got the
Ldea of Gift Bconomy!”

Awmdtat: “You see?! We ave fast to learn!”

* (Noam, Amitl anol 1shal came with thelr parents to stay for a
year n Sadhana Forest as volunteers.)
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After Ldentifying a good spot for a new dam...

Aviram and | were taking a rest bn our hut.
Aviram was sttting on his ved sitting hammock
and | was tn my usual spot on the long hammock.
Aviram:

“The Lden of the dam s excellent 11! it is exactly
what we are wissing in that part of the forest.”

Me:

“Yes | agree, but how are we golng to pay for thate
It is a huge project! You know that our accownt will
be empty next week...? No budget, forget about this
for a while...or forever?”

A moneent of silence, no ong spoke. The atmosphere
was a bit heavy... we were Looking at this nice den
slowly vanishing...

Aviram:

‘Don't think Like this. With your pessimistic
thoughts it will never happen... think positive!”
Silence again...

Aviram:

“We should trust the wniverse....”
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Just as Aviram satd those words, a woman's voice
came from behind the curtatins.
The womaw:
“Hello...guess who Ls here...?”
We both weve Looking at each other trying to guess.
No Ldea!
Aoain the volce came...
The womaw:
“'w heve... 111"
The woman jumped from behind the curtatn with
a big swile on her face...
The womaw:
“Tadal.... Heve L am .11
We were completely shocked and surprised:
“Wow, we don't believe it... what are You doing here
Teresa? How are You dear? Whew did You arvive?
was it a long trip from Canadae”
Tevesa pulled out an envelope from behina her back
and put it bn Aviram’s hands.
“This is for you guys! 1 have collected this money
for you tn one night at this restaurant where |

used to work. ltls a very popular place. | tolol my
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customers that today they are donating money
for o forest in South ndia without asking any
questions! They had no other chotee!

Andl here it is... $3000 for you... for the forest.”

wWe were Looking at each other Like we were golng
to falnt...Is this veal??? what a colneldence that
Teresa appeared exactly in this moment of despatr.
It Looked like part of a wmovie.

No one will believe this!

we gave a loving hug to Teresa with tears bn our
eyes, feeling Like such lucky guys...

AVLran:

“You coulodn't have come bn a better moment than
Just now!”

Me:

“Thanlk, You Teresa, welcome baclke.”

The gong for lunch was heard...

The three of us walkeo towards the Matn Hut
hugglng each other with huge smiles all over our

faces.
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Me:
“How can anyone believe our stories whew our Life

sounds Like a legend?”

we were all laughing strongly... Kinowing that
legends oo exist.
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ALl my friends are always in my heart

They are with me where ever [ go
When 'm away | always miss them
But (will always come back,

that | know

The biggest &

P |
w

Shalev Anay
) =



Who am 1?

[ am A creature
one With nature

[ v a belng
that exists and does not

[ exlst Lin my energy
but You NUMLANS CANNDE SEe AL

L blend in with the sky
And fly up really high

My hatr flows
My hatr glows

The light of the moon
The light of the sun

Brings the energy of peace
to every stngle one

Who am 2
[ avn the creature after man!

Osher Shantl Rozin
April 2015, at the age of 14
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% 5 5
“You didn't erase thelr sionatures.”
This is what Anandl my friend told us about

the way we are raising our daughters.

P22 2 B0 ]

b2 B2 B °9 ]

Osher Ls complaining that she doesn't have
enough hours to sleep. Busy lady, my beautiful
teenaoger....

So Shalev answers: “no problem we just need to
make a phone call to the moon and ask him to
make the night Longer.”

2O N9 B °0 |
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%chct@ vioe

Shalev and [ were going on our weekly bicycle ride.
while crossing the forest, Shalev starvted n
conversation.

Shalev:

“You Rnow tma, whew [ am older, [ want to cycle
every day, do Yoga, dance and eat good food!!!”
(ma:

“Wow! This Ls great!”

“Are You happy now Shaleve”

Shalev shouted:

“Yessss! And [ Love everybody - even the thieves
and the one who does bad things... | Love everyone!”
(ma:

“You know Shalev, if You never stop doing
whatever Lt Ls that makes You happy today, You
will always stay happy... Remember that, it is
very stmple.”

L was smiling to myself thinking about my
daughter...
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wWe continued our ride through Morattandl village

(the village close to the main voad)....

The kids were calling towards us:
“Today function tn Sadhana Forest?”
\We answer:

”Yeg! Please come”

They were talking about the open stage we have
every Wwedwnesday after dinner. [ thought that it
would be nice to have our friends from the village

29



with us tonight.

e

‘Shalev, where are we golng now?”
Shalev:

“To Koot Road, we will make a round...
Mavea, can we go to the Pink Temple?”
e

”\/\/1/15 not?”

we crossed the blue tollbooth, and rode on the big
rondl. We cycled carvefully concentrating on the
traffic; each one was tn her own world. The people
were Looking at us - giving smiles or expressions
of surprise at this picture of the small barefoot
Shalev on the bicycle. On the way, Shalev was
greeting everyone:

“woanakam.... wWanakam” (Hello tn Tamtl, the
Local Language)

Some were answerlng; some were smiling.

Two Lladies were giggling and polnting with their
fingers towards Shalev.

At the Plnke Temple the priest welcomed us, giving
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us some flowers and blessing us with a small puja
(ceremony) . He put two colors of powder on our face
between our eyes, one was white and one was red.
Enmbracing the blessing, putting our hands on our
hearts we satd: “Wwanakam” and went to grab our
cycles.

“Soow Lt will be dark... we wneed to be back home on

thme for dinner.”

Agoin hopping on the cycles, the mother with the
barefoot child, we crossed the Last village before
homee, Chinna Patawnicr.

The kRids were shouting at us:

“Hi... Yoritl wanakam ... Hello...Yorit ...”

It always makes me happy to hear the children
call my nome. [ feel they are my friends.

Owne more sandy pateh and.....

Bursting through the gate... Parking the cycles ...
Taking a deep breath...\we are home at Sadhana
Forest.
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’O‘pew Stage’

Max was playing a nice song at ‘Open Stage’
evening,....
it was a ratny day... Bverybody was singing

along... A big cockroach Landed in front of Max...

Max was really surprised; he smiled at the
cockroach... And continued singing... we all
Lawghed a gentle lLaugh.. Together with the vain.
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Sharing

wWhile washing our Lunch plates at the washing
station, Shira, a beautiful girl, was shaving her
story with me.

‘ALl wmy Life 1 had this allergy - my nose was
always dripplng.

And guess what? - for the first thme stnce | can
reveenoer -Lt’s not!l!

Cawn You believe 22?2 [ don't Rnow what has
changed? But no dripping anymore. Stnce |
entered the gate of Sadhana Forest, it stopped!”
She continued:

“You Rmnow, | don't know if this story is related;
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one month back [ twisted my foot. (t was tn
Rishikesh. | had enormous pain. Bven now | have
this pain. But what you don't kinow is that 'm a
dancer!

Nobody here kinows! Nobody can recognize it,

because | canmnot show L. | cannot dance now.”

We reflected o moment and thew | offered her my
pbservation:

“ think that your nose ts not dripplng anymore
because of Your foot. You can be yourself now.

No shows for the moment! The mask is gone, and
with this... the stress of being on stage all the thme.

No stress....no dripping nose!”

But [ want my foot back... And | want to dance
again... But | don't want my drippiw@ nose.”

“ believe you will flnd a new way of dancing,.
A dawnce that comes from within, a dance that
WELL help You to be Your true self, the beautiful
Shira, without the dripping nose.”
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She told wmee: “Don't push!!l”

She tolo mee:

‘Don't push!!l Don't push!! (t's not there yet”
But tt was pushing strongly ... And ploop...
n one push tt was out!!!

ltwas a girl..a baby girl.... we already knew
what her name would be: Shalev Anandl.

The hut was full of jasmine and roses that Nadav
had brought eavlier tn the day. | knew already in
the morning that the baby would come that day.
Seven Years ago it stavted exactly the same way
with Osher...even the same timing of delivery, two
weeks earlier thaw the expected date. [ was Looking
at Shalev, | was looking at Aviram, | was Looking
arowndt me. Theve were vany more people L the
hut. [ was crying. Osher came and gave me a hug.
After o minute all the volunteers coame. They were
standing behind the curtain and around the hut,

singing to us:
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“Deep Lnstoe my heart
I've got this everlasting light
It’s shining Like the sun
It vadiates on every one
Awnd the more that [ give,
the more 've got to give
It’s the way that ( live

[t's what Uma Living for”
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Stepping out of Sadhana Forest

It is always a challenge to step out of Sadhana
Forest. We kinow that we are stepping out of our

comfort zone and challenging owr values.

The first challenge is: Garbage. After betng used

to separating our waste, it is very difficult to look
at others mixing all thelr garbage together. Once |
had decloed to collect all the garbage during a long
trip to the Himalayas. Al the plastic bottles, all the
plastic bags...l wanted to collect whatever had been
used on the way, even the newspapers of the diiver.
Lmade everybody crazy; | didn't Let anybody
throw anything out of the van.

The car Looked Like a recyceling center.

The garbage was all over us, till we almost didn't
have space to sit.

After collecting Lots of matertal, | started to

create these plastic creatures out of our garbage,
and hung them L the car.

Still today we have some of them hung tn our hut.
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They are Looking at us smiling, reminding us of
the Himalayan journey.

The second challenge Ls: Tollets. n (ndin we have
Learned a completely different way of handling
ourselves Ln the toilet. Fivst of all, we don't have a
seat, we have a hole. Actually, in Sadhana Forest,
we have two holes: one for pee anol one for poo.

This destgwn is called a ‘dry compost tollet’. we call
it “ory” because tnstead of flushing our waste away
with water, we mix Lt with sawdust so that it will
decompost into fertile food for our trees.

This method ennbles us to use all our human waste
as fertile food for our trees. The second component
n our toilets, which we copled from the mdian
culture, s not usting tollet paper. Instead of using
paper, we wash our bums with water. This water
and the urine from the toilets ave treated natweally
bn a veed bed and used for Lrrigation.

Of course this matches well with growing a forest.
My girls were more or Less born bnto this habit of
squatting on the toilet and using water tnstead
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of toilet paper.

Whewnever we used to visit some other countries
with different toilets, it was always an issue!
First of all, we would always find them squatting
with thelr feet on the tollet seat ttself. Now... it Ls
not sbple at all to pee in this position. So often
they used to miss and wet the seat and the floor.
Secondly, what are You supposed to do with the
tollet paper?

Ownce, when Shalev was arvound two years old, she
helol the tollet paper and took Lt for a tour around
my mother’s house.

If You wanted to find Shalev, you could follow the
tollet paper to its end.

Today, these happy days with the toilet are finished.
The children are bigger now, and they know how

to adapt themselves to vartous cultures around the
world.

But... they arve always happy to go back home to
thelr familiar compost tollet! And so are wel
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Shantht

Today an ndian girl come back to Sadhana
Forest, a very sweet girl.

‘Do You remember me?”

| was asking myself for & moment to remenber.
She was giving a few more details and my
mevmory cane back to me:

“Yes, Yes of course! How are You?

“Good?! And Your”

“Yeah, good.”

‘Can | talk to you for ten minutes?”

‘Surel Let’'s go to my hut...”

While walking to my hut ( had already figured
out what story t was golng to heav.

“Please come, have a seat....ges 'mt here to Listen,
ptease tell me...”
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“t have run away from home! [ can't believe myself
that | have dowe it, but heve 1 am! | had a big fight
with my parents and | couldn’t stand tt anymore.
My father wanted me to stay tn my room and not
to get out... [ decided that | am fighting for my
freedom today. He was really upset!”

“Is It conmnected to Your boyfriend? is he tn New
Zealano now?”

“Yes, he Ls. Yes, Lt is. He told something to his
mother and the information went the wrong way.
It got to my father’s ears and sparked this fight.
You kinow the same thing happened before with
my @x-bog{riewd. He was Muslim, and my father
didn't approve of the relationship. But now we are
even frome the same caste... And | checked seven
generations back to see if there Ls any relation
between the families and if any problems can
oceur, and there Ls nothing! But still the soctety
Ls the one to declde about our Life. My parents
cannot detach from the soclety! Why?22? They are

51



good people, but why do they behave Like this?”

“You know, there is nothing and nobody to blame,
not them, wot you... This ts what they know. They
are doing the best for You.... They have semt you to
England to get a good education but didnt think
about its cultural influence on Your personality.
They have to understand that yow are thetr
creation. They cannot blame You for who you are.
The way they have raised yow, the way they have
talked to You... Or shouted at you... The places they
have sent You to... This s You. You cannot take
responstbility for thelr behavior. (£ belongs

to themt.”

Shanthi:

“There Ls always this thing with the photo...
Whewn [ was 10 years old, | found a photo of

my parents and | had torn Lt completely. 1 made
maybe 100 Little pleces out of this photo. | don't
really know why. Maybe becaunse my sister was

born at that timee and | was upset?”
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“‘Of course! And You turned Your anger toward
Your parents and wot to Your sister, which was
great because she was only an tnnocent baby. It is
very understandable that you were upset with your
parents, who were completely Yours until your
sister was born and then You suddenly had to
share them with her. You were missing them and

Upset wilth them, and this was Your way to say lt.”

“Yeah! But they never understood it that way.
They became obsessed with this torn plcture.
Yesterday my father took every card that ( have
given them in the last 10 years and did the same.
tHe broke them tnto small pleces and threw it tn
my room. | was shocked!!l Who Ls the child?

[ decloledl it can't continue! 'm getting free! | have
no friends, o money... | took only the necessary
things to survive and [ came heve. This is the only
place [ couldl think of that [ would be recelved with

no Judgment.”

“You made the right decision!”
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“‘l want to stay here Uf it Ls possible until ( will find
a job, andl [ will pay you back for my food...”

“What are You talking about? First velax, don't
think about anything! Are you hungry? Do You
neeo wove clothes?”

“I'toolke the minlmumt. | didnt want to take

anything bought with my father's money!”

‘Come, | Will get you some of Osher’s clothes, Let's
find a place for you to sleep... We will take it day
by day. Don't think about tomorrow....”

‘L can't believe that my life is Like a Bollywood

movie.. 11"

“l dow't believe it either. Now 'ma part of Your movie

tOO[”

Later that evening, [ told Osher about Shantht, the
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girl from Bangalore, who hao been here with her
boyfriend vishnu just a month ago:
“She Ls here. She ran away from home.”

Osher:

“Wwhat??? Really? 1s she ok? Dl You give her
Rescue R@m@dg?” (Rescue R@medg Ls a blend

of five Bach Flower Remedies especially beneficial
when you find yourself in travmatic and
stressful situations)

“No, You are right! ( should go now and give her
some.”

| took some Rescue Remedy and | was Looking for
Shanthi. | found her tallking on the phone...

“Who s that?”

“I'm talking to my father.”
“Ave you serlous?” | wmsper to hev.

She wmgpers back....”lt's olk.”
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“‘l want to give You some drops. Open Your mouth....
it will velax you and take out all the shock from
Your body and your mind.”

She opened her mouth Like a little givl. ( put the
drops tn.... satd goodnight and went to sleep.

We met the next day at lunchtime. | sat next to her
ow the bench and asked her how was she dolng,.
‘MY father s on his way to Sadhana Forest.”

“Whate!”

“Yeah we had a veally good conversation,
espectally after Yyou gave me these drops...

what are these drops? (t was Like magic!

[ was relaxed and the whole conversation took a
great divection. He apologized for everything and
was very soft and Rind towards wee. [ called today
and he told me that he s on his way to sadhana.

L asked him why and he sata that he was worried
that  had nwo wmoney.... So he dectded to come and

give me some money.”
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At Llunch thmee [ saw awn elder ndian mawn sitting,
next to Shantl, looking at her with warm eyes. It
was her father. Shantl seemed velieved and happy.

After a few hours, Shanthi came to see me. She
had o smile and Looked very pleased. ( already
understood that she was golng back home.

The runaway eplsode had come to tts end.

“He promised to go to therapy.... And we will take
it easy, step by step... will never in my Life, as
long as [ live, forget this place. You were there for
me bn the most diffieult moment of my Life...

[ was not alowne!”

“We wtll remenber You as well ... Sadhana Forest

ts always a second home for you.”

we hugged each other, feeling very safe...
Shantht entered the cav... and as the car drove
slowly and disappeared in the forest,

24 dramatic hours have ended.
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Stlent Meal

Today we had a silent wmeal. No talking during the
meal. It was Shalev's request. | found it wonderful,
but  have Learned that it was a challenge for many
of the volunteers. Some people were really reluctant,
some people Liked it

[ wonder what it brings up?

Maylbe some childhood memories of seary parents
who want thetr children to eat quietly not saying

a word around the table?

For me it is a very powerful moment to be silent as
a group while eating. Eating becomes more present
Ln more aspects. [t Leads to many places which were
unkmnown before...

The ones who really enjoyed this silent moment
were Mushia and Shalev. Mushika was a two-
year-old volunteer, who stayed with her mother tn
Sadhana Forest. She came back after two years.
She was the second baby after Shalev to be born

n Sadhana Forest.

This silence was her stage. There was nobody to
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interrupt her or bother her. She had her solo on the
stage. Shalev joined her happily and together they
were playing without words for almost an hour...
ownly body movements and faces full of
expressions. From time to thme Mushiea was
calling her mama: “wmamal... mamal”

to make sure that she was paying attention to
her. They were dancing, jumping and running
around and bnto other people’s arms.

Everybody's eyes were on them... People enjoyed
the lively flow in the silence...

| hope that this silence helped us to hear more!
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How do my daughters pee?

There used to be moments in the day that caught
all the volunteers” attention....

It was when our daughters needed to pee.

Both were always naked all day long. They didn't
like the feeling of having any clothes covering
thelr bodies. They liked to be without clothes all
day (actuaLLg we would dress them upjust before
golng to sleep at night to not be cold).

while playing, they were too lazy to go all the way
outside of the Maln Hut whew they needed to pee,
not to mention gotng all the way to the toilets!
So... they would hang Like monkeys off the edge
of the Main Hut roof and pee outside tn an are,
enjoying the freedom of Life.

it was always a very funny moment that made
people smile while watehing them.

L abways asked myself:

“Why? (s it because each one of us secretly wishes
to pee like this?”
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sounds of the night haol starvted to be A~ L,"'i
heard. \We were sitting behind the main hut on

compound. It was early evening and the ;,i L2

alog.... looking up to the sky. The color was purple...
we gazed silently around us, becoming one with
nature.

[t was a peaceful moment whew nature was
penetrating our hearts. Our eyes Landed on a tree.

It was the Neewn tree...the auspiclous healing tree of
ndia, and there tn front of our eyes...there was...

not one, not two, not three ... but four!!!

ol



Four beautiful owls sitting next to each other on

a branch.

it was a family! Mother, father and two Rids....
Shalev and | Looked at each other with big open eyes
without a word, not believing our good fortune. \We
sat with themt tn silence until it got davk....

| was sitting with a friend on the pool steps talking
bla bla... while two-year old Shalev was playing
around us. Suddenly we heard Shalev tn a deep
volce stnging Om.

Following the volce, we found Shalev sitting in the
small empty pool with closed eyes “Om-ing” with a

smLle.

Today we had a visit ... Many children and
parents from Auroville came to speno some hours
in Sadhana Forest. At the end of the visit, one of
the boys told his mother:

“This was the hopplest day of my Life!”

We felt ... Wow....And very happy...
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when Shalev and [ went for swinuming tn the
pool, we used to watch the birds. we had woticed
one spectal one, a Prongo, a beautiful black bird
that was always sitting on the same branch of
the dead tree opposite the pool. Bvery day while
playing in the water we would stop for a moment
to Look for our Drongo. It became our friend. It
didn't disappoint us ever. It was there every day
Looking at us from its high spot on the tree,

greeting each one of us i silence....
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one of the places Osher Loved the most tn Sadhana
was the mud pool. When we used to come back home
on our moped, she always asieed to stop at the mud
pool at the entrance.

She took off her clothes and van into the water,
without stopplng or hesitating for a minute. She
Llleed so muceh to ptag and swine Ln the water, but
what she Liked the most was to cover herself all over
with mud. she used to put the mud on every part
of her body, including tnside her mouth, and thew
come out of the water, making a monster face.
With the monster Look, all covered with mud,

she would walk Linto the

commuwﬁcg and roam

aroundt the whole day...
Only her big brown
eyjes weve peeplng |
out from the
muo masik
with lots of

JoLLLwesgl



sSwaml’s phowne call

Owe week ago, whew | was already tn my bed,
whewn the girls were falling asleep and Aviram was
olving a talk tn the Main Hut about Sadhanna
Forest values, my shiny yellow phone rang....
Br...... Brv..... | answered ... Own the other end was
Swamdl.

swaml was our flrst watchman. He came with us
to the land when the land was completely empty.
His real name Ls Kupusammi, but everybody calls
him Swanl.

“Yo..rit, good evening... emmm.”
‘Swami? s tt you?”

“Yes! swami! Night watchman wot coming.

Balu calling. Aviram answer no.”

“One minute, | didn't get it...”
Then swamt trying to speak more slowly...

“‘Night..watchmawn...coming...nol Aviram...
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calling... answer no! Balu calling... answer no...

swoaml calling Yorit!”

“Oh, | have got ikl 7
You tried to call
Balu or Aviram to
Let themt Rmnow that
the night watchman

Ls not coming today?”

”Y@S, M@S-”

‘Do You Rnow why?”
4 / ﬂ
“watchman eating Sadhana food... He Like too
much!ll Eatlng eating wo stop eating... After
stomach problem.. After hospital golng!”

While telling me the story about the watchman
over eating, swami started laughing so strongly
that ( couldn't stay calbm and joined his laugh,
trying not to wake up the girls...
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lt was so funiny... And Swaml was repeating
himself again and again...

“watchmawn eating...eating too much...Like
Sadhana Forest foool too much!”

(And just for Your knowledge, most typical

Local people will not always be so enthusiastic
about broww vice and dal?!)

[ tried to finish the conversation... but couldn't
stop Laughing, while Swamdi on the other side of
the phone couldn’t stop Laughing either!

‘Ok swamt...no problene. UL see You tomorrow
morning, good night.”

sSwaml was trying to say “goodnight” with his
mouth full of Laughter. The next morning, on the
stde entrance of the Matn Hut, Swaml's eyes met
my eyes... And... we coulon’t hold Lt!

wWe started Laughing...Looking at each other made
our Laughter even stronger... While writing this
story for you 'm also Laughing remembering
swaml’s description of the new watchman
overeating... And tt's not only about having a
good joke! It's about a moment of unity and joy!!!
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Oloa was gmm@ WLEM e o moment that
‘mappmed Wstem{a@...

Oloa went to the toilet and asked a friend to look
after Mushka. Somehow after two minutes Mushika
walked out of the Main Hut Looking for her mother
without anybody noticing she had disappeared.
Olga came back from the totlet and Looked for
Mushia... But no Mushka...

Olga was a bit uncomfortable. She called for
Mushika again and again, Looking for her
everywhere around the Main Hut...no Mushika!
Trying to follow Mushlea’s steps, a bit anxious,
olga roamed around Sacdhana... She founo
herself walking to the hut next to the toilet. At

the entrance of the hut tn front of the curtaing she
found two Little pink shoes with flowers standing
next to each other w’wetg (LLLM’S shoes, Mushlkea’s
fowr-year-old friend’s shoes that Mushka was

very fond of!)..... And Lnside the hut, behind the
curtaing, olga found Mushka standing and

cryting: “Mama, Mama” she was turning around
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in all dirvections Looking for her Mama...

This was the hut where Mushka was born. It
was her first exploration by herself of Sadhana
Forest. The two-year-old Mushika brought her
mother to the spot where they had met for the
flrst thme tn thelr Lives.




More Ben m{u Movrents. ..

Osher Loved having her bath tn a bucket.
[ used to fill the bucket with water from the hand
pump, and ask somebody to carry it out of the
litchen, sometlmes with Osher Ln the buclkeet.
Adfter finding a good spot for a bath, theve
between the plants, there was another unigque
plant growing, playing tn the water.
It was always a joy to wateh this moment....

o o o
wWhewn | used to walk with Shalev to the muad pool,
for such a small child, it was always a long
Journey. what would usually take adults five
minutes took Shalev and [ half an howr at least.
wWe would stop next to every tree and stone... sit
with them, talk to the plants and to the ants. Then
Just before reaching the mud pool, there was a nice
sandy area where she Liked to sit agatn and play
with the sand. Our trip was supposed to end with
swimming tn the mud pool, but it didnt always

happen. The journey was a big part of the muwol pool
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experience. Shalev taught wme to give significance
to every step (take...not to ignore the way itself,
thinking only about swimming at the end of our
Jowrney... She taught me to Look to the sides, to
OpEN MY eyes, perhaps something somewhere was
happening just wnder our nose that had a wmessage

for us.




How long have You been here?

one of the things | Like to do is to pretend that

'm a new Volunteer.

Whew | meet a new person and starvt a conversation,
usually it is near the dishwashing station...

“Hi how are you? What Ls Your name? Where

are You coming from? Nice! Do You like ndin?
what do you do back home?

The new volunteer Ls happily answertng all these
questions...

Awnd thew the conversation Ls turning towards mee.
He wants to know more about who | am, the one who
Ls bothering him with so many questions.

So he starts asking:

“What Ls your name? Where are You from?”

And [ answer:

”Mtd nWamLe Ls YOV'L
I/O‘K'”
“I'me from herel”
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“oh... what do You mean? No, no, where Ls your

native place, where are You coming from originally?”
“Ah, lsrael....”

“How long have you beew here?”

‘Mmmm....soom 11 pears...."

“what do You menn? 11 Yearse??”

They make their surprised question mark face...
and continie:

‘So..11 Yyears? Wow! That ts a long thme.

How Llong has this place existeo?”

[ ANSWer:

“11 56&W$...”

“So.... (fast they are making a caleulation...)
walt, are you...? Oh... Sorry sorry for not
realizing that you are one of the founders...
Are You one of the founders of this place?”

[ smlle and answer:
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“Yes Lo IE's O.K. there s nothing to know.....”

“Oh... You have crented a beautiful place, thank
You for hosting me tn your home... Thank you!”

“Youw are most welcome!” | answer and smlle. ..

It is nice to feel like a fresh volunteer from time to
time...
It keeps me Young, and Lets me get close to the new

volunteers.
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Awital performing on ‘Open Stage’

Yesterday Amital came back to Sadhana after
two weeks bn Thivuvanamalat, a holy city wot far
away from Sadhana Forest.

He wmissed Sadhana too mueh. Shalev asked hin:
“Who did you miss the most?”

He answered:

“The mud pool and you!

lmissed calling You Cutie...”

Last night he was eager to perform on ‘Open
Stage’. He couldn't wait for his turn. Shalev was
the flrst to perform. She put on her shiny dress,
makeup and decorations, chose a wice piece of
music for Bharatanatyam dance and danced

her own styjle.

It was a spectacular performance. She was dancing
with the Wl@thm, smiling to the audience and
giving us a magical moment of divine presence.
Whew the performance was over, Shalev ran to
my arms tn a very shy way, and hid tnsiode my

clothes, wot to be seewn.
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Adter shalev, finally it was Amital’s tun,

He took two guitars and Looked at the audience
with wo fear at alllll He smiled his mischevious
smile, bowed to the audience and said:

“Thank You thank You....”

He took a pillow, sat ow it with a great pose,

Looked at the two gulitars, trying to decide with
which one to start with.

He took one, wanted to tune it...

But thew everybody was shouting at him:

“No no... Already tuned!”

Convinced by the public, he took the blue one and
stavted to play random sounds with so much
passion. We were all Listening carefully, enjoying
the flow of the sounds and the presence of Amital
ow the stage. He was Llooking Like a big stay!

He gave the show ano we were all veally enjoying
the muste and the play of 2 young spirit showing
us that Life Ls belng on the stage at every moment...
Awnd we are all stars!!l
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Sowetimes in the middle of the night, or at the
beglnning of the morning whew [ wake up,
[ need to kRnow what the time Ls, so | can

caleulate how meueh more time | stLll

have to sleep until the alarm on
S Yy phone will nvite me to

-' start my dag...awd...

W today the thme was...4:44

N\ lontit maoie?

[ felt it was!

§ \\ WA decided to wake up before
\ & | * the phone had the usual
9 ;\ q{% \ dialogue with me
and stavted my day
writing about this
moment followed
by the sound of the
birds having o

peaceful discussion.



Tomm

Shalev loved Tom. He was her best friend. Shalev
was two years old and Tom 20 years old.

Owe day Tom asked to talk to me privately. He was
very shy and quiet. He needed to tell me something,
that hoppened:

“Yesterday sShalev came and asked me to take

her to the totlet. | was so proud of myself! Shalev
trusted we enough to take her to the toilet. Feeling
very happy [ followed Shalev. She was running so
fast... thad to vush to keep track of her. She opened
the doov of the toilet and disappeared. | went after
her, opened the door of the compost tollet and....

[ found Shalev hanging tnside the poo barvel...
barely supporting herself with her two Llittle arms.
mmedintely [ pulled her out, washed her....

Awnd she did her “business’.

| felt so embarvassed and stupld, my first trip with
Shalev to the toilet and [ messed Lt up big time!

v afratd she will never trust me again to take

her to the tollet.”
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L was Laughing while hearing the story,
bmagining the pieture of Shalev holding herself
wp with her two Little arms. | wish | could have had
my camera tn that moment.

| trusted Tom completely, and [ told him that |
was sure that Shalev would continue to trust him
as well.

“But.... pay attention next time in the toilet!!!”




Today | went to give the rest of the saris we
distrtbuted yesterday in the Tamil New Year to
the widows of the neighboring villages. Own the way
back, | saw Naga Raj, Elaykin’s brother...[ came
back home and wrote this story:

The story about ELMUM&!

BanU, Saraswatht, sudha and Sangita came
recently to visit Osher. They are all now fully
orown up...beaut’u{w Young women, around 20
years old. They brought the young children of
China Pattnur, the nearby village. The children
were so happy to play in the Main Hut, to jump
ow the trampoline, to swing ow the sarls which are

hung from the roof beams all the way to the floov,
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to Laugh and have lots of fun. (A sarl is a plece

of clothing worn especially by (ndian women.

It consists of a long plece of thin material that is
wrapped around the booig.) Osher was having a
chat with the big girls. The girls were talking in
broken English and Osher answered in broken
Tamil. Overcoming the language barvier, You could
see the love and the flow ln the communication

between these girls, how close they are to each other.

A chtldren, they used to spend endless hours
ptag’mg together, making food, putting flowers in
Osher’s hair...Bvery holiday, as the day started at
six o'clock bn the morning, they entered the gote
of Sadhana Forest and at six o'clock in the
evening they went back home. They have spent the
whole day with us unless thelr mothers would call
them to help find a wissing cow or for some other
help that was needed.

When [ Lookedl at the girls vecently, | felt lots of joy
and happiness. | understood the Lolea of human
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unity... But thew [ had a moment of grief.

[ was missing ong!

Elaykia was one of the girls... Blg black eyes full
of wisdom, always kind, always smiling, helping,
playing peacefully....She was the group judge,
saying what was right and what was wrong,
defending the small children! She was always
Leading and gulding all the children Ln a guiet
respectful way...She was beautiful!!!

We were not there whew Lt happened. At that time
we were Visiting our family in israel. wWe came
boack home ... and Elaykia was no more. No more
beautiful Little girl who smiled, danced, sang,
and cooked the dosa...no wmore the Little girl who,
when [ would say: “Thank you Elaykial”,

would answer: “No thank you!? We are friends!!”

It was summmer time. The Rids were playing in
an open water tank. Etagmajmmped n, and her

head hit a pre Ln the water.
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She lost her consclousness and drowned.
We were missing her a Lot!
We are missing her a Lot!

Elaykia’s death changed Osher, Banu,
Saraswathi, sudha and Sangita.

Some lnnocence was gone forever. On the other
hawnd, a strong bond between these six Little girvls
was created. Bach one of them will carry a plece
frome this chilohood for the rest of thelr Lives.
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More about Emg RLO

Adter writing the story about Elayklia, | realized
that [ wanted to give a sari to Elaykia’s mother for
the Tamil New Year.

| went to Koot Road, the nearby town, with the kids
and bought a new sari. On the way back we stoppedt
at Elaykia’s house. They have a small ‘paka’ house
now. PaRa’ means proper, strong. £ means no more
traditional nwatural house from mud and coconut
Leaves, but a house built from bricks and cement,
the dream of every family in the village.

The wother come mmediately. She was surprised
and very happy. She was alone tn the house. She
went to the other room, brought a plastic chatr and
made me stt on It as an honored guest. After a
minute she brought a bunch of recently picked
peanuts, still covered with wmud, and offered them
to us. [ stood up and handed her the new sart.

She was smiling, moving her head from right to
left saying thank you. [ was smiling too doing
the same with my hend. [ veturned to the chatr and
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have continued feeding the children the peanuts.
My eyes were traveling around the small room.

| saw a picture on the wall, above one of the doors.
Hev face was covered with flowers. [ showed the kids
the pleture of Elaykia and told thew the story
about her death.

suddenly the wmother disappeared again to the
other room. After few secondls she camme back
holding in her two hands a picture of Elaykia
that we had given her after the lncloent. We had
framed a picture of Elaykia and wrote some words
n her memory n Tamil. The mother showed e
the pleture and started crying. | stayed frozen in
my chatr and started crying as well. ( held the
pleture bn my hands....[ couldn't remove my eyes
from Elaykin. She was so beautiful! we took this
pleture in Sadhana, on one of her many visits

Ln the summer holiday, the same year she passedt
away, just before we left for the visit to lsrael.
Noam, the blg, sensitive, beautiful boy, got up
and hugged Elaykia’s mother. He hugged her Like
he was her own son... Amital and Shalev were a bit
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uncomfortable and asked to leave...

Finally ( got up from the chatr with the pleture in
my hand, and hugged Elaykia’s mother. We were
crying together for a while, wntil we felt peace in
our heart... Looking at her eyes ...

[ satd “wanakam” (the greeting word tn Tamil)....
steppeol out of the house, jumpeot on the bike and
drove back to Sadhana Forest.
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A Visit from (srael

Two months before my due date, my meother came
to visit me in ndia. [ was so so pregnant ...my blg
belly was protruding before me and to satisfy my
cravings | gave my wmother a List of my favorite

foods from Israel to bring over. Osher was so

Osher Loved grandma visiting her tn (ndia.

[ asked Arunmugam, our best friend and the taxi
dviver who glves his services to sSadhana Forest,
to bring my mother from the atrport. Osher and |
prepared a wice board in Hebrew: v

.
T
i 1 #
§

In Hebrew grandma Ls Savta. Savia was so happy

“Welcome Grandma”

(t Looked Like this: nkan NdMAa

to be back in ndia. savta loves everything about
India, espectally the people, the streets, the trains,
the ashrams and the food! (And of course Sadhana
Forest. She Ls tn Love with Sadhana Forest) She
even dreams about one day moving to sadhana
Forest in ndlia for a part of the year.

1294



Golng back to food - whatever we ate L the
restaurants she ate as well and thew asked for
the recipes:

“Wow | must make it for Your papa at home.
Get me the recipe please.”

we declded to go on a small trip to Ananda
Ashram in Kevala. Aviram and | had wanted to
go there for maybe & years, ever since we Landed
in tnolia. we felt it was the tdeal place for us,
because Osher in Sanskrit means Ananoda

(bliss in Bnglish). Flnally it was going to happen.

We started our\jourweg ow the train. It was the flrst
train journey for my mother in ndia. She was so
excited! We wanted the real experience, so we bought
secondl class sleeper tickets. The journey was a Lot
of fun. [t was lovely to spend some time together,
and not tn anybody’s house. There was nice
harmony most of the thme, except for maybe one
small clash between Aviram and vy wmother.

(You must have a Little bit of action, no?

Especmt% between a son and a mother Lin Law?!).
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In Ananda Ashrom we were singing all day:

“Om Syl Ram Jal Rawm )at jal Ram”

It was a very unique experience for all of us.
Looking at Osher walking round and round all
day with savta, singing Om Sri Ram was quite o
scene!! if my father would have seew that, he would
have beew sure we had all gone crazy!!!

owe afternoon between singing and more
singing, we played a pantomiime gane.

Everyone, at thelr turn, acted in pantomime and
the rest needed to guess what the other person was
dolng.

It was Aviram's turn. He sat on the bed opposite to
us and started making funny noises...

we all Looked at each other asking ourselves what
was he dolng??? He contlnued... more moans and
shouting ... more strange faces...after some time
we got Lk, my wother and |, but Osher not yet.

wWe let him continue... Osher was shocked. She was
staring at him, asking herself what happened to
her dad? Belng with Aviram already for 15 years,
at that moment | understood him very well.
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Aviram wanted to prepare Osher for the home
delivery that was about to come. She was golng
to be part of the whole scene. It was better for her to
have an Lden of how deliveries usually Look, what
was going to happen more or Less.

Finally ( shouted:

“You are having a baby!il”

Aviram answereol with a shout, Like he had just
had the baby:

“Yesi”

we weve all Laughing... Osher was confused:

“Is ttreally Like this?”

“Yes it is.”

we all answered sertously together.

The Ashram trip was wonderful. But Like every
good thing, it ended and it was thme to go home.
Adfter a few days, my mother went back to (srael.
We were crying as we saito goodbye....

Adfter two months, the baby came with a surprise ...
Two weeRs early..... [ guess we were all well
prepaved and veady to receive her.
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W oter

we had just finisheo building the big dam inside
the forest. We were very lucky. Just one day before
the rain came, we completed the work. Bverybody
was so prowd. The dam Looked strong and sturdy!
The blggest dam we had built so far in Sadhana
Forest. [ was so proud of this daw because | was the
one who spotted this location in the forest.
one afternoon we were wallking alone in the forest,
Avicam and (. 1t was so Lovely to walk between the
small trees trying to magine the big forest that
would grow Lin 20 years ... While walking around,
| had woticed that there was a space to build a dam
between two Little tiny hills in the forest:
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“This will be a great spot for a dam.”

“Yes!” Aviram said, thinking it was a brilliant Ldea.
L was very satisfied with myself for observing this
potential. (usm% Lt was Aviram observing such
things).

wWe askeo Balu to organize the JCB (a bulldozer)
and it came true... A few days in the hot sun,
moving earth from here to there, Osher at 5 years
oldl, sitting with the JC® driver Balu giving
Lnstructions to go right, go left and...our new

oo was downe.

Nice work!!l The dam Looked great. (t was a nicely
built daw. After a day, the rains came, just on
time!!!

The mud pool we had created, starvted to fill wp.
Move ratn came ... and more raln came...

Awno wore raln cane...

We were observing the rain filling up the pool
slowly. tt was a big pool but apparently it filled very
quickly. The anmount of rain was unpredictable,
and it was a Llot. We didin't expect so much water tn

such a shovt time. We kenew that we would have to
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follow the rain and do sowme studies on our new
dam, to learn how Lt behaves and how we shoula go
forward, but this was running too fast. The vain
didn't stop and the pool was too full. we started

to be stressed about it. The day passed by, and the
rabn was Rinocking on the door... “Let me tn”...
Aviram understood that we must do something
fast. He called all the volunteers to come and help
to dig another overflow... Otherwise we were afrald
that the water would break the dam and sSadhana
Forest would be flooded. Everyone with a pickaxe
tn thelr hands was running tn the vain to dig

and open an overflow. They were all digging so
strongly, digging and digging without taking a
break for a moment, working against thime. It was
a long way to run... the volunteers were working so
hard that the salty water of thelr sweat was mixed
with the fresh sweet water of rain drops...the sun
went doww. It was dark already ..

“one more effort, we will oo it...”

We encouragied each other to keep on digging.
People were very tired but full of lntentlons to open
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the overflow. | coula hear the sound of the pickaxe
hitting the soll:

“one two three, one two three.”

We were dancing the rain waltz...

we opened the overflow!!l Water was gushing
through the newly dug trench and the Level of
water Ln the dam started golng down.

The risk was gowne.

A big sigh of relief was heardl, a scream of joy
anol appliness.

[t was an important lesson that night...

Mother earth was divecting us, showing us the
way...

we had Learned to Listen, to obey and to surrender

to the volce of nature.
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The Eabg s Coming

It was three weeks before the baby was supposed to
come. There was a nice lady tn the communtty).
She had come from Australia the week before.

| came to know she was a midwife. As with every
midwife, she was attracted to my big belly. we
became friends and we shaved many things about
babies, deliveries, motherhood ... [t was really wice.
Adter a few days, she approached wme and offered

to malke for me an anclent American ndian
ceremony bn the next few days, before the expected
baby was supposed to come, a blessing for the
mother andl for the family that is going to receive
a new baby. was very touched and accepted this
offering. our role was only to set up a thme and to
follow... so we did. She organized all the vest. The
day of the ceremony arvived. | knew nothing about
how it was golng to belll tt was all a surprise for us.
we had dinner tn the Main Hut, which was just

a plece of shade net held by a few posts, and
Lmmediately afterwards she called everyone to

follow her.
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| was the first to be Led by her, and following

me were Aviram and Osher. We starvted walking,
towards the entrance...betng led by a candle Light
path.

Behind us was a big snake wmade of human betngs,
maylbe 70 people, making their way quicetly in the
dark forest.

we went along the road towards the front of the
mud pool. When we arvived, there was a flre
watting for us and a comfortable place for me to
sit with my huge belly. The rest of the group made
a big circle avound the fire and everybody sat
quietly. The midwife greeted us all and explained
how this evening was going to be performed and
what the meaning of the ceremony was.

we started the clrele with each one of us
introducing hime/herself, and the names of all

the mothers she/he can vecall tn her/his family,

as many generdtions back as one could remenmber.
The Loea was to connect ourselves with the
wuniversal wmother, the mother who gave birth to all
of us. Thew we got a tea kettle to pass among us,
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except for me. The group had to pour very hot
water bn the pabms of thelr hanos, with the
intentlon of sharing the delivery pain that is
supposed to be there during delivery. Each one who
was taking a bit of the pain would wake it easier
for the mother. After a while, she asked Osher to
comh my hatr ano Aviram to massage my feet,
as a symbol of thelr dedication and commitment
during delivery time.

L enjoyed every moment of that evening.

[t was magic!!!!

[ felt so special. There was so much Love towards
me, the babg anol my famitg...

[ got a gift... a mobile made out of branches. on
the mobile, many Little things were hung that
each person made by himself. (£ was the most
beautiful gift | have ever vecelved. £ hung in the
main hut for many years after, until slowly it
decayed completely.

In the Last part of the ceremony, everybody was
called to come closer and malke a tight clrele

around us. Aviram, Osher and | were sitting tn
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the middle of this small warm circle, feeling
very peaceful.

We closed our eyes, and many hands were
touching us all over and whispering tn our ears
beautiful words. It sounded Like one big om.
Wishing us blessings... sending us energy of
Love and light.

It Lasted for some Long mlnutes...

We all felt so blessed with the Divine presence
and with the power of the community.
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Again Doors

[t s an lssue now...

wWe have a teenaoer who wants to 0o to her room
and shut the door!

How can we do that?

we need to be creative now!

To final a solution... She wants her space,
without her annoying parents, without her
annoying sister. She s dreaming about rooms

with doors...Shutting doors one after another.

we Live in a hut... Beautifully open to nature.

No walls, no doors! The Life tn the hut used to

be flowing Like the wind that went through.

| vemeember the flrst night sleeping tn our hut.

[ thought | was tn a dream... | was so excited and
in Love with the space we had created. | felt Like o
princess tn a forest palace. Throughout the years,
our hut got different shapes according to the
orowling needs. After one or two SUMErs, we

vealtzed that the space dowwnstalrs was too hot...
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So we moved to sleep up in the Loft. wWe enjoyed
more wind... Then we vealized that the volunteer
community was growing and we needed another
space Just for belng apart from the Main Hut that
served everybody... So we extended the balcony...
then Osher needed her own playroom. Her playroom
was n the main hut, and she was always sharing
everything with everyone... That was her flrst
request for privacy! Then | was pregnant.

| needed a totlet and a shower n iy hut. Until
then we had to run gquite far to the tollets.. . Then
Shalev was born, we had to extend our family bed...
Then Osher grew up and was asking for her own

space... Now she was asking for a doov!

e B Tw
IR X}
Our family ts growing... with the trees...
And our needs keep changing. Osher hasn't gotten
her door Yet. | think the next step, whenever she

is veaoly, woulodl be o small separate hut just for her,

not far from our hut.
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Hopefully we will continue to observe the forest
orowling with our Life within it and be creative tn

flnding solutions...

| was thinking more about the meaning of seeurity.

Awnd this Ls what cante to my mlind. ..

Security is the ability to feel the joy of Life.

To see the beauty in every moment, in all moments,
espectally the difficult ones!

To embrace Life as it is.
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Nice afternoon

Nice afternoon. | am washing some dishes,
listening to one of my favorite singers- Matl Caspl.
He sings in Hebrew, my native lLanguage, a song
called “Ow the Hot Suwmmer Nights”.

It sounds Like this:

Under the strawberry tree tn the village
we stt and talk,

we read a book with an old siell

we close our eyes in silence

Nothing else happens

ln these hot suummer nights,

under the strawberry tree tn the village
we sit and talk.

0922 NIND Y7 AnnAn
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As | am listening to the words of the song,
[ understand some facts about Life and nature.
L would Like to share them with Yyou...

we Live tn cyjeles: moon cyeles, woman cycles, Life
cgctes, Season cgctes- autumn - wiintey - spl/wu@

- swmmer. Bvery tme of the year has a different
energy. We ave different in our energy in the
different seasons...

Today | realized what is the role of every seasow.
Autumn and spring are the production seasons.

The weather Ls the best to be active, to think

sSwaml and Osher
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properly, to sweat and to work!

Cold winter and hot summeer ave the slow seasons.
The slow seasons are the thme to stop. To sit next
to the five...To sit and talk wnder the tree....

To do nothing... To regenerate our body and soul...
To tune in with nature... Just to be!

We, the sophisticated human beings, manipulated
nature for our ‘benefit’. Now Lt is not cold
anymore Ln winter, because we are heating our
bums... Now Lt Ls not hot anymore Ln summer...
because we ave cooling our brains...\We vade o

p@r{ect world that we can Live Ln and {uwc’ciow

A few days of vacation...Flying around the world...
Shopping... Running from here to there...
Exhausting our souls...

If we would Let ourselves go through a colo

winter or a hot sumumer and stop as nature
requires us, we would have the chawnce to regenerate
our bodies, minds and souls, Like any other Living
being n nature. Looking forward to the hot

summer, whieh Ls coming soon....
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Swpvlge

Night out, we don't have a community dinner
tonlght. The Main Hut is quite empty. Shalev,
Noam and Amlital are swinging on the saris very
wLLdLg (t)neg had a chocolate dessert tonight...)
They are laughing, shouting, giggling ...
Having lots of fun.

Yasmin and [ ave sitting in the other corner of the
nice, empty hut, evﬂogmg watching the kids
playing.

sSuddenly a little ‘man’ with a big torch comes in...
We asi: “what are You dotng here (shat?”

Ishal answers with his super serious volce:

“l put papa to sleep. [ took the torch

and | cane to pLagl”

| don't Rinow many four-year-
olols that will take a toreh tn a
dark night full of scorplons and
snakes, and easily make thetr
way b the forest... | kinow many

adults who would never do Lt!
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Avirame hao a dream

Stlence. we were all deep asleep tn our big
glogantic bed, protected under the big romantic
mosquito net.

The woon was peepling through the opening of the
roof. The rats were playing around and the owls
were calling to each other softly.

Suddenly Aviram woke me up.

He was very excited...!!!

“I had a dream!”

“Yeah?” | opened half an eye trying to smile.
“l must tell You my dream, so [ will not forget it!”

“oR,” | Wwweo{ and tried to OpEN my secondl eye...

“I'm Listening...”

‘L was Llearning how to fly an alrplane at the flight
school in Pondicherry.”

My eyes became bigger and | changed my lying
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dowwn position to a sitting position.

“Yeah! 'm listening...”

‘A teacher come, dressed tn full pilot’s gear, and
a helmeet covered his head. we entered a small
abrplane. [ was sitting beside the teacher and we
went on a flight. He explained to we what he was
dolng.

The next day the teacher came again dressed in
his pilot gear with the helmet covering his head
and asked me to fly the plane alone while he was
sitting besiode me. And off we went flying in the
atr.

The third day...the same story....[ came to the
class. The teacher appeared with his pilot gear and
a helmeet on his hend... But this tiwme he asked me
to fly alone. [ felt so scaved; [ tried to vesist...No!
lcan't do LE... (E's too early...

BUL no suceess. | couldn’t change his decision.

| stavted the engine and off to the sky. | flew and
flew up high, Looked around e there was only
sky... suddenly tdidnt know where [ was.
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| couldn't see Pondicherry or anything familiar.

[ was confused; | didnt know where to Land and
the fuel was runniing out. [ was confuseo and
stressed. [ tried to concentrate. it was long,
moments of fear that Lasted for what felt Like a
Lifetime! [ decideat to just go through the Low clowds
and Lland on whatever was there. [ Lowered the plane
and once | was out of the clouds, | was perfectly
positioned above the runway... Wow... [ took a deep
breath...and Landed sofely. [ stepped out of the
atrplane feeling completely overwhelmed.

The teacher approached me slowly, stood in front
of me, and said:

“You see? | told you, don't be afiatd, you now
kinow how to fly!ll”

Thew the teacher took

off his helmet,

and | could see

lt was

Syl Aurblndo*”.

* sl Awrobindo was one of the greatest philosophers,
poets anot spiritual Leaders tn Tndia.
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That's it for now!

[ had wever lmagined that ( coulo write a book!
Not to mention in Bnglish?! Not even n my
biggest dream!!! But one day my friend Kaarthil
had some tolea for a project. He asked me to write
for hime about Life in Sadhana Forest. This is how
[ found out that [ can share some stories through
wiriting. And | found out that people were really
getting the picture of Life tn Sadhana Forest.
And you know what, [ found out that [ even
enjoy it. Getting up early morning, Listening to
the bivds’ conversation (M/LU deavest friends),
Opening my Little phone and Letting my flngers
riun over the Little Letters.

Wrriting took me again to these moments of
magice...

To feel the excitement of the first day on the land,
whewn it was completely empty and barren. Not a
single sound of my little friends the birds. There
were no birds in sadhana Forest. A few years ago
a Young volunteer made a bivd survey, she could
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find something like 53 different species! wWow!l!
Those magic moments....

Whewn the first volunteer came, one Lady who was
helping us to build a children’s play slide went out
Lnto the streets to collect people to come joln us.

A beautiful strong young man came and offered
his help.

‘Con | stay here with You?”

“Wow, but we are not readg, wheve witll You sleep?”

“Here, on top of the tool shed, ( can climb and make
a bed”
He was the first. Byal.

Today we are hosting over 1000 volunteers a year.
The power of the volunteer community made
Sadhana Forest grow so beautiful and powerful.
Bvery volunteer became part of the family.

Adter the big cyclone this family helped us to
recover and rebullod Sadhana Forest.

It Ls a good tlme to say again:
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Thank You sSadhana Forest Family’

Those magic moments....

of watehing our children growing between the

Little trees.

Todag my kids ave still growing, running on thelr
way through the thick forest, pleking some frudts
from the trees and sitting under thelr shade.

Those magic moments....

Of sharing moments with beautiful people, who
every day are playing a bigger role tn helping
Sadhana Forest to make the world a better place.

L enjoyed every moment in this journey, the
moments that | laughed, the moments that ( cried,

the moments that opewed my heart.

o Shantl
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Many Thanks....

[ would Like to thank many people who took part and
supported me all these yenrs helping me tn shartng my
storles and making this Little book...

Thank Yyou my mother Bsther and father Amos for
raising me the way | am.

Thank you my grandfather Moshe and grandmother
Hana for exposing e to and teaching me the love of
nature.

Thank Yyou my ststers Hila and Hadar, and my brother
Elior for belng who You are and for accepting me the way
[ am.

Thank you my artistic aunt lana for insplring me to
hold the pen and create my drawings.

Thank yow all my teachers...

Thank you Kaarthikeyan Kirubakaraw for insplring
me to write.

Thank you Aviram Rozin, Barbara Linde, Larke Natall
Rodwmawn, Harsh valechha, Mike RoyY, Deanna Evenrud
and Marlenka Gray for editing my Little book.

Thank you Galit Yardenl for putting it all together
and for creating this wonderful design.

Thank you all the people who
have been part of my Life
and became the storles.
Thank you for the beauty
that exists all around mee.

Thank you

Mother and Syl Aurobindo.
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