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(My partner’s name, Ceyda, is pronounced [ jaida: ] which sounds like ‘Jaydar’.)






 1 
The moon and the mud


It is late summer and going dusk, the garden-party is dull and I am bored. The meditation group that I am a part 
of is being very proper, very polite, very politically correct and very irritating. It is like an English tea-party full of rich aunts, with everyone on their best behavior. There is no wine, no beer, no smoking, no swearing or thoughts or actions involving two sexes however platonic. It isn’t a proper group of people. They are going through the motions of being nice. Their faces are buttered with smiles and I want desperately to tell a rude joke.


A woman I haven’t met before decides to introduce us to Indian circle dancing and I am dragged in. We are arranged, on the lawn, in two circles around a small pond and in true Indian fashion - all the men in one circle, the women in another, shown the simple steps, practice them a few times and then she gives each of us two short, fat candles on small saucers and proceeds to light them.


‘What do I do with these?’


She smiles at me. ‘Hold them on the palms of your hands and don’t drop them as you dance.’


She starts a tape of slow Indian music, and we start the dance, holding the lighted candles on the palms of our hands as we rotate in the circle. The music is quiet, slow and rhythmic.


Then, something special happens. I don’t know if it is the reflection of our images in the pond or the growing shadows of dusk or the circle of people gradually fading and being replaced by the flickering light from forty candles moving round in circles but I feel a change. It is the change of energy when people are acting together, doing something creative, something beyond the physical, something that does not have to be done but is, for the joy it brings. Time ceases to exist. The outside world ceases to exist separate from the inner. Troubles and concerns fade away, replaced by the extended moment. There is only the quiet music, the flickering candles and the energies of the people.


We dance around the pond and I look at the reflection of the moon on the surface knowing that underneath is 
mud and dead things.


When the dance is finished we sit on the grass in silence and watch the last of the sunlight fade behind the hills and the stars come out.


Later, as I leave, I ask the woman where she learned the circle dance, thinking she will tell me about some exotic place in India. ‘Findhorn’ she replies. ‘It’s in Scotland.’


I walk home through the darkening city. I feel disillusioned with how I am living my life. For years I have been searching for something different and I am jaded with it. I feel empty. I want to be with like-minded people who value things beyond the mundane and help make a difference to how people live. I am not being idealistic, I am being selfish. I am tired of mixing with the walking dead.


In the cold light of day, I search through my information about alternative communities and find the letter from the Findhorn Foundation. They run ‘experience’ weeks. I telephone and book a place on the next course.
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I talk it over with Ceyda, my partner. She knows that I have tried to get teaching work where we live but it is hopeless. The government cuts in education make this impossible and the work that I am offered is mindless, soul destroying rubbish. I see no future for me here. A week or so later, I catch the early morning train through York, Newcastle, Edinburgh, Aberdeen. The journey takes a long time. Forres, the nearest town to Findhorn, feels like a different country, which it is.


Not knowing where the guest house is, where I am staying the night, I get a taxi. He also picks up two girls who sit in the back and sing a pleasant Scottish song. I turn round and say, ‘That is the nicest thing I have heard all day.’ and one of them puts her arm round my neck and kisses me. That was the second nicest thing. The taxi drops the girls off in town, I wish them good night, and he drops me at an attractive cottage a few miles away.


The woman welcomes me; she is from Germany and I wonder what a german woman is doing living here but she tells me that she worked at the Findhorn Foundation until recently and is now opening a retreat center on Iona, an island off the west coast. It has been a long long day and I need sleep. My room is on the top floor in the attic and I sleep very well. 


I wake feeling a strong light shining on my face. It is golden and shining through the Velux window in the roof. I bask in the light, soaking it up thinking it a very pleasant way to be woken up. When I open my eyes it is dark. My watch tells me that it is not even 05:00. Puzzled, I sleep for a while longer. The significance of ‘seeing’ this golden light only becomes obvious to me much later.


At breakfast I chat about my need to experience what it is like at the Findhorn Foundation and the german woman reassures me that I am here at exactly the right time in my life. That is reassuring; I feel somewhat unsure and a little afraid. The unknown is always frightening. She is going to Cluny to see a friend so we travel in her car along a narrow, winding lane and enter the grounds and she drops me in front of the attractive college building and wishes me a pleasant week.





 2 
Experience Week


I stand in front of Cluny College. It is a dry and mild Saturday morning and I am early. I put my bag down and look around. The air is clear and sweet with the scent of flowers and heather from the mountains. Birds sing in the gardens and a breeze soughs in the woods on the hills behind the building. I feel the peace of this place soaking into me like the warm September sun.


The building is old, rambling, built on different levels and the south face is filled with windows. Red and yellow leaves of Virginia creeper climb the walls and frame the windows and there is a tower over the front entrance with white-framed windows overlooking the gardens and the Grampian mountains to the south. It had once been a Victorian hotel where people took the water cure. I am here for a different cure – to remove the ills that shadow contemporary life.


I feel some trepidation on my new path but as soon as I walk into the entrance I feel relaxed and at 
home. There is a glazed conservatory, like a botanic plant house, full of temperate plants and this leads to a spacious hall, thickly carpeted and with double french-windows opening into a lounge. There is no-one in reception so I follow voices drifting through the french-windows. The lounge is comfortably furnished and spacious with a large ornate fireplace and several arm chairs. It still has the ambiance of an old, country hotel. The sole occupants, two women, one large and relaxed, the other slim and animated, are sitting, talking together in French.


The comfortable woman looks up and smiles. ‘Bonjour, welcome.’ she says.


‘Bonjour, hello.’


‘I am sorry we were having a long conversation. I am Françoise. Do you speak French?’


‘A little, I lived in Midi some time ago.’


‘Ah, then, we must talk sometime. You are?’


She ticks my name on a list, hands me a folder of information and gives directions to my room. ‘We will meet at midday.’ she says.


The house is a maze of passages and staircases. There is a covered bridge from the main building to the annexe where my room is located. On the bridge is a small door with a notice ‘Sanctuary - Quiet Please’.


I find my room along a long passage-way. It is quiet, away from the center and overlooks a courtyard where, years ago, horses and carriages would have passed. I place my bag on the faded rug and look around the annexe.


I always do this, take note of where doors and and rooms are, out of habit. I think it is because I like to know where I am all the time. I find not knowing troublesome.


There are some spa baths and a shower room at the end of the passage and nearby there is a wood-paneled sauna room. At the end of the corridor, around a corner and near a fire-door to the outside, is a door with a notice, ‘Experience Week’.


My room is sparsely but adequately furnished with bed, wardrobe, 
writing table and chair. I unpack my things, flick through the folder of information, then go to the lounge.


There are several people there and we start introducing ourselves. I talk with Ray who has black hair and beard. He tells me that he has a farm in England. This isn’t his first visit, like many people he comes back as much as he can.


The course starts at midday and our first experience is lunch. It promises to be a good week.


The dining room is amazingly opulent for a spiritual and personal development center. It still retains the feel and looks of a grand hotel. The chandeliers sparkle, the tables are spotless, everything gleams in the sun-light shining though the tall windows.


There is a tantalizing smell of food. People appear and form a large circle around the serving tables. Cooks bring out the dishes then we all hold hands as the chef blesses the food.


The chef looks around at everyone. ‘Welcome to our new guests.’ 
he says in a deep, Scottish accent. ‘I’m sure you’ll all enjoy your time with us.’ He blesses the food simply and quickly and also the helpers and everyone else who is going to share the meal. It is light and joyful and then we are helping ourselves in noisy chatter.


Françoise leads us to a table where our group is to sit and I hear a few more names. Paul, tall and fair-haired is from New York. Brian is also from America. Christine, a quiet girl, is from Switzerland and Grace is gray-haired and from Israel. Karl is well over two meters tall, as a lot of young people are from Holland, and he has hitch-hiked here from England. The food is plentiful and delicious and makes me feel relaxed. It is good to get to know people over a meal.


Our second event is a tour of Cluny. The kitchen is large and well equipped. It is also a work department where students work with experienced members.


There are several large meeting rooms and a maple floored, oak-wainscoted ballroom 
with crystal chandeliers and a small raised stage.


The library I find interesting as I like reading. It is well stocked and run on a trust system. The reading room is through a door and in the tower over the conservatory and has views over the lawned garden which contains a waterfall, pond and mature trees.


To the rear is a wood located on several small hills which surrounds what is called a ‘kettle-hole’ in Scotland and a ‘pingo’ in England – a large depression in the ground formed by an ice-boulder left as the ice sheet retreated.


Our first group meeting


After a midafternoon tea break, we go to our meeting room in the annexe. The room is spacious with a large cornice concealing lighting which produces a relaxing effect. Sunlight streams in through windows along the south wall.


We sit on chairs in a large circle. There are ten course members and 
Françoise and Vianne sit opposite each other. I guess everyone is a little apprehensive like me because no-one is talking. I am wondering what is in store and I don’t feel wholly at ease with the others yet. There is silence as Vianne lights the candle set amid the flowers on the small table in the centre.


Françoise appears to be the chief focalizer. She asks if we are comfortable then explains. ‘We are going to experience working here and also learn to develop as a group and as individuals. We will experience the richness of living at the Findhorn Foundation but first we have to get to know and trust each other.’


She looks around the room. ‘I would like you all to speak about yourselves for a few minutes – anything that comes to mind and which feels important at the moment but it has to be straight from the heart, not a rehearsed speech.’


She pauses to let the words flitter around the room like butterflies.


‘There are only a few simple 
rules: no-one should speak about anyone else unless that person is in the room; no-one should talk over anyone who is already talking until it is obvious that that person has finished; nothing of a personal nature said in the group is to be repeated outside the room or the group and nothing negative is to be said about anyone in the group. We are not to rush and we can each talk for around five minutes. There won’t be any order, speak when it feels appropriate.’


I like this, I don’t like regimentation.
‘I would like you all to attune to your inner selves.’ she says.


Attuning is to become aware of not only our immediate environment but of our body and mind. It is a heightened awareness of the present moment, much like the being in the here-and-now of many esoteric traditions and something I have practiced for years although I still feel a novice.


There is a silence in the room. It isn’t uncomfortable or threatening. People are relaxing and 
clearing their minds, looking at the flame of the candle or at the faces in the circle. I don’t want to think what to say. I relax my body and close my eyes.


‘I’ll start.’ The voice is Vianne’s and she tells us about how she came here and what she used to do before she came – about her work and meeting her partner in France and wanting to bring their children up in a safe, creative, spiritual environment. She says that she is somewhat apprehensive about her work with us this week. She had trained as a dancer and enjoys her life in the community. She moves her hands a lot and her eyes move around our faces as she speaks.


Brian speaks next and tells us that he is retired, likes boats and has traveled through India and Europe. He smiles a lot and appears to be comfortable and relaxed.


Although Christine lives and works in Switzerland she grew up in Scotland. She talks fast and seems aloof and I notice that there is something about her that I don’t like. She 
sounds aggressive, angry almost and my negative reaction is instant and mixed up with my prejudice, born of associating with angry people but as I listen to her I notice she is nervous and I realize the wrongness of my initial feelings. We are all struggling through the problems of life and I’d forgotten that some people react by appearing aloof when what they really want is a smile or a friendly gesture.


Ray has a deep voice and tells us about his farm and how he had a near-fatal accident and while recovering in hospital he reassessed his life and decided that there was more to life than work and now he is looking for something else.


Grace is a retired lecturer from Israel. She has the time now to do what she wants and that is to look for a better way of living.


Françoise is from Belgium where she worked with people with learning difficulties. She gave this up to travel through India and has lived here for the last seven years.


I like 
Françoise. I feel a connection with her and I feel right about speaking next and say that I’ve searched the belief systems and found them all wanting and inappropriate for me at this time. I am looking for a better way of life, a better way than just working for money and possessions.


I feel some frustration, finding it difficult to express what I really want – to put it into words and merely say that I am searching but I’m not sure what this means. I can’t put into words what I am feeling but this is important because what I am feeling drives my life. How can I let this happen? I resolve to look into this and I half-resolve to stop beating myself up about it.


Karl is talking while I am thinking about my feelings. He says he is from Holland where he started a commune to get away from mainstream society and to find himself. ‘To get a picture of myself.’ as he put it.


This is how I feel, I don’t have a clear picture or view of who or what I am.


Karl goes on to say that he also is looking for a better way.


There seems to be a common thread running through the group. A mild but troubling dissatisfaction with contemporary life. A feeling that there is a better way of living.


Paul is ‘from a good background’ as he puts it and went to a top university in America. He had a successful career but is questioning his way of living (there, another one). He is searching for something and he starts to say something then stops. He appears to be struggling and he looks as though he is working on something deep within himself. It is quiet in the room. Then he says that he has to say something that is bursting to come out. He makes a few false starts then blurts it out like a pent-up spring of water breaking through the surface.


‘All my life,’ he says, ‘I’ve bottled this up inside me where it’s festered for years, ruining any hopes of a normal life and draining most of my energy.’ He appears to be struggling still, fighting 
his much-practiced method of not talking about this ghost that haunts him.


Then it rushes out in sobs and anger. The physical abuse he suffered as a child comes as a shock to me. He doesn’t go into detail, he relates an overview of the events with a quiet voice that is full of suppressed rage until he breaks down and sobs. No-one speaks.


After a while he becomes apologetic but we don’t want him to apologize. I want to hug him and take some of his pain. It sounds ‘new-ageist’, but to dismiss the feeling I have is to ignore a part of me I have kept suppressed behind the ‘stiff upper lip’ mind-set that I have absorbed from society. I am making my own rules to suit my situation.


Paul’s painful revelation merges the group. I feel everyone wants to share his pain. It could have gone wrong and the group might have descended into a depression of pity but it isn’t like this. I have just experienced a heartfelt cry for openness and sharing from a person in distress and we all felt safe and open enough 
to offer our support without any outside peer-group pressure.


I have been involved with many groups but I’ve never seen one become a whole like this in such a short time. It is both awe inspiring and humbling. There is something special happening at Cluny, something priceless, and I want to experience more of it.


At the end of the meeting we get up to leave and I go and hug Paul. There is a group wanting to hug Paul, to express in gestures how we each support him in his pain. We leave in silence. Everything has been communicated.


The next day, I get up early, do my exercises, shower and go to the meditation sanctuary. The sanctuary was originally a chapel when the building functioned as a hotel. The timbered ceiling has thick, exposed beams, there is wainscoting around the walls and three, large, potted shrubs in the bay window, which feels like it might once have been the holy end, the floor being slightly raised like a miniature stage for someone important – should they wish to appear. A 
copy of Eileen Caddy’s book of thoughts for the day, a bell and Tibetan bowl are on the table near the door. There is the subtle aroma of incense. In the center is a small table with flowers and a candle. I light the candle. It becomes a ritual for me, bringing light into the room and I sit down, close my eyes, take a deep breathe, relax my body and my mind and enter the special space.
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Breakfast is brunch on Sunday and happens at 11 o’clock. For people like me who need an early morning snack there is always bread, butter, home-made jams and some much-used toasters near the kitchen. I toast some bread and make tea. The toaster area is a meeting place for early morning eaters and half the group is here.


We meet in our room at 9 o’clock and after settling down we tune in. The words ‘tuning-in’ or ‘attunement’ can sound strange to people who have not experienced this but it has practical value and I do it, sometimes unconsciously, in all situations. Tuning-in is an attunement or a 
focused awareness of the present moment, the here and now, and I have found it invaluable in coping with the stress of modern life. It is like a short meditation. First I become centered; I focus on my body, become aware of how it feels, become comfortable and relax. I don’t shut everything out, I give my self-perceptions second place. My primary attention is my body, to become aware of it and settle it. Then I focus on my mind, clear it of all extraneous thoughts. I don’t try to stop them. This is difficult and takes time. I allow them to move to a lower level of awareness. Then I ask myself, ‘How am I?’ and this focuses on my emotions, my feelings, worries etc. and I just acknowledge them and let them drift into the background. In short, I become centered, focused, aware of the present moment. It takes a few seconds to achieve, depending on my mental and emotional state, and takes far longer to explain than to do. I become tuned to the present moment and the present moments of the others in my environment. 
I become aware. ‘Tuning-in’ is losing its association with woolly-minded, new-ageism. Some of the more enlightened companies use this at high-level meetings.


There is a meditation next. This helps us to become aware of the group and focus it’s aim. Everyone in the group is at different places on the path so a meditation helps us to meet together. Thus attuned we start to act as one.


After the meditation, we walk along the Cluny corridors to the ballroom where Sean waits to show us circle dancing. Sean lives at the Park and is originally from Ireland. His voice is musical, rising and falling, his words tripping along with speed and ease. He is tall, has light hair, wears circular gold-rimmed eyeglasses and dancing shoes. We each get a rug and sit in a circle in the center of the ballroom.


Playing a few verbal games releases any stress and brings us together and then Sean shows us the steps. He moves his body with grace and balance and soon we are dancing. It isn’t difficult after 
we have loosened our bodies and freed our inhibitions and we dance in the space of our raised awareness. Some, older members of our group try to give up and sit down but I notice others encourage them to continue and help them. It is good to work like this in a group and to dance to music. Dancing is a form of expression and communication without words and I feel myself expanding.
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Brunch is quiet. There are fewer people here than on Saturday. Some have gone out for the day and others to the Park. I walk around the gardens while Françoise and some others sit on the smokers’ bench near the entrance. There are only two places where people are allowed to smoke at Cluny. One is in a special Smokers’ Bar near the ballroom and the other is the smokers’ bench. Then she herds us into the minibus and drives to the Park.


An Introduction to the Park


The Park is on the approach 
to the fishing village of Findhorn. Françoise advises us to differentiate between the Findhorn Foundation and Findhorn as a village and I guess there must have been some antagonism between the two communities at one time. I don’t feel concerned about this. After all, when we talk about Cambridge or Oxford in most contexts people know that we are taking about the colleges. I do, however, have a tendency to forget that Scotland is not England, where I spent a lot of my life and that this is a different country like France or Spain with it’s own customs, beliefs and traditions. Because the boundary is just a line on a map I forget and have to keep reminding myself that it is different here. Françoise tells us that most people in Forres hadn’t seen sweet peppers or aubergines until a few years ago when the people at the air-force base had pressurized the local supermarkets into getting some.


Françoise and Vianne disappear into the Community Centre and a moment later a man appears, finishing a piece of 
toast, smiling nervously and fiddling with his watch. Charles is to be our guide. He is tall, short-haired and surprised. He smiles and giggles as he thinks aloud about what to do with us. He takes his watch off, winds it, looks at it and puts it back. I suggest that he improvises as he takes his watch off again and I gently take it off him and tell him to take as long as it takes. Timeless, he makes a decision and leads us along Pine Ridge.


The Park feels different to Cluny. Cluny is a self-contained building while this is a sprawling collection of timber buildings, caravans, log houses, and a wide, straight road through the centre which was originally a runway. The Park is surrounded by dunes and sea. It feels like an island and a beach.


‘Pine Ridge was the top of the old beach hundreds of years ago.’ Charles says, pointing to our right, ‘and the field to the south was once Findhorn bay.’ 


It is a beach with a ‘sea’ of waving barley. ‘It’s where the 
ecovillage will be built.’ he continues.


Along our left is Pine Wood and at the end of the road is Bag End. I expect to see Bilbo Baggin’s house but I am amazed to see a collection of large, timber ecohouses.


‘Staff and students live here.’ Charles tells us. ‘Most of the houses are shared occupancy except one at the end where a son of Eileen and Peter Caddy lives with his wife and children.’ The houses are surrounded by woods and everything is quiet and peaceful.


To the south of Bag End is a group of small, circular houses made from whisky vats, set in trees and very picturesque. They symbolize, in many ways, what Findhorn is about – living naturally and simply with nature.


Charles wanders off with his brood but I stay and look at one of the barrel houses. It is one of the most beautiful houses I have seen. It has a stone base and the circular, oak-timbered vat sits on top and there is a conical roof and it blends in with the trees and 
plants, becoming one organic entity. The door opens and a woman looks out. I smile at her and am about to leave when she asks, ‘Would you like to look inside?’


Normally reticent, I am not this time. I remove my shoes and enter.


She tells me her name is Ruth. She is tall and has grey hair and looks very old although in many ways I feel she is still a young girl.


‘Whisky vats aren’t very high,’ she says, leading the way down a spiral staircase ‘so I had it lengthened to get another floor in.’


Downstairs is a room Ruth uses as an office and a small window looks out just above the flowers, through the trees into the garden. 


‘It’s warm in the winter and cool in summer.’ she says.


Upstairs is a kitchen, bathroom, a sitting room and above this a sleeping loft.


‘We favour sleeping lofts here to economize on space,’ she tells me, ‘but the local authorities have yet to be convinced.’


‘Does Findhorn get on well with them?’ I ask.


She smiles. There is something child-like about Ruth although, at the same time, she gives me the impression of having great wisdom. ‘It gets better all the time.’ she says, ‘Although it is always difficult to get a group of people to take a risk with anything new - especially one with a public face.’


She tells me that she had lived in South Africa until her political actions upset the government and she was given just a few hours to leave. She likes it here she tells me. It suits her.


I thank Ruth for showing me around her home and leave. I like her house and how it fits into the land. Although the barrel houses look small from outside they have everything needed for simple living with the benefit of a circular space. The curved walls give the space a comfortable feeling, there are no dark corners and the windows admit light from different directions, which is more suitable for our well-being I think, and the 
whole house is set in a garden. There is a small balcony to the east and this is shaded by a silver birch tree. It seems to me to be an ideal place in which to live close to nature and in peace and quiet.


I find some of the others and together we find Charles outside the Universal Hall.


‘The Universal Hall can hold 300 people.’ he tells us. ‘It’s pentagonal, it isn’t a true circle. That would have been too difficult to build. Most of the random stone work was done by volunteers.’ he says pointing to the honey-colored walls.


‘Initially, we employed professional stone-masons but they didn’t do a good job.’ He struggles into the shrubbery and points out some stone-work that has ugly joints hidden behind a bush. ‘We decided to teach ourselves how to do it and this is the result.’ He shows us another part of the wall which is well exposed. It reminds me of pictures I have seen of the Inca stone-work where irregularly shaped stones have very close-fitting joints. There is a pattern in the stone-work here which looks like a sun or a sun-flower. I have long thought that if we put our minds to it we can do anything and it is a shame that most people do not build their own houses. Of course not everyone wants to do this but a lot do and they are stopped by conditioning and a system that has taken our rights away from us. I am starting to feel at home here.


We don’t go in the hall as there is a meeting in progress but the foyer is spacious and there is a large stained-glass window which illuminates the air with beams of colored light.


We go to the caravan where Eileen, Peter and Dorothy and the children had lived when they first moved to the caravan park at Findhorn in the 1960s. It is tiny. I don’t know how they all managed to live in such a small space all the year round and with little heating. It must have been claustrophobic and difficult for Eileen. Charles leads us into a garden. ‘The original garden was developed 
on an old rubbish tip in the sand. It took a few years for them to improve the soil so they could grow enough to eat.’ The garden is full of healthy vegetables, colorful flowers and a plot of large cabbages.


The Community Center, a square, timber building can cater for a few hundred people. A few years ago a two story, circular, wooden extension was built using recycled telegraph poles and is modern and spacious. I like wood as a building material. It has a welcoming, friendly quality about it. It has texture and is pleasing to the eye.


There is a group of chalets in tree-covered gardens that Peter Caddy had built in the 1960s and these, Charles tells us, are used as guest spaces.


Near the village green is the guest lodge which is an ecological building designed to accommodate twelve people. It looks traditional but is connected to a computer in Cambridge and monitored to see if the new ‘breathing-wall’ technology works as predicted.


I see a large greenhouse structure at the far end of the caravan park. ‘That’s the living machine.’ Charles says. ‘It converts sewerage into water using plants alone and the water is pure enough to drink but I haven’t got the key.’ I say that I’d like to see it sometime as I am interested in such things and others want to see inside as well.


Charles leads us back to the Community Center and hands us over to Françoise and Vianne. I give him his watch and thank him for his time.


After midafternoon tea and biscuits, we go to the main sanctuary, a timber building near the original caravan, for a group meditation. Inside it is square, low-ceilinged and illuminated by windows around three walls and on the fourth is an abstract design in a frame. There are chairs around the walls and another square of similarly upholstered chairs inside this and meditation cushions surround a low table in the center with flowers and a candle. It feels intimate. We tune-in and have a short meditation then we each take an angel 
card from Françoise. Mine is ‘Gratitude’ and makes me feel privileged to be here searching my path. Vianne takes a card for the group and it is ‘Healing’. I think this is appropriate. Some people want healing, some want to heal and all are healed.


Vianne explains about working at Findhorn. ‘There are different work departments where people work physically and at the same time on their inner development. The work departments are where the two connected aspects meet. There are the Findhorn kitchen gardens where most of the food is grown for here and for Cluny. The Home-care department looks after all the guest spaces. Park Maintenance looks after the infrastructure and Park Gardens looks after all the flower gardens.’ She then asks us to attune to a work department.


We sit quietly, empty our minds and wait for a signal. After several minutes most people attune to the famous Findhorn gardens so there is a little fine-tuning required and some reattune to Home-care and I feel 
drawn to Park Maintenance.


There is some free time so we walk along the beach. The sand stretches for miles, east along a wide bay toward a promontory where the fishing village of Burghead stands around a Pictish hill fort and west toward Findhorn Bay and a wilderness area known as Culbin Sands. The view across the Moray Forth is spectacular with rows of mountains stretching into the Highlands. It feels spacious here, primitive almost.


Although there is a cooling wind from the north, Karl removes his clothes and runs into the sea. I say to Françoise that he wants to baptize himself, while I take off my shoes and socks and dip my toes in the waters. Is this how I meet life?


In the evening we meet in our room at Cluny where Françoise suggests that it will be good if each of us offers something to the group for a short time on Wednesday afternoon during our creative time. ‘Anything you like,’ she says, ‘but it has to be a gift from the person 
to the group.’


After the meeting I go to the library, think about something I can offer. I think a piece of writing or a poem might be good. I read for a while and watch the sun set and the stars come out and soak in the peace.


The next day is a working day and I am up early, eat breakfast with the others, catch the minibus from Cluny to the Park and hurry to the early-morning meditation in the sanctuary. The ambiance is different to Cluny. It feels ritualistic and there are older people here from the early days of the community.


It is my first morning shift in my work department, Park Maintenance. The workshop is near Pine Ridge and is a large timber building with a courtyard, store sheds and a fleet of bicycles. Inside it feels warm and there is the smell of wood and glue.


We sit on the work benches in a rough circle and Hermann welcomes me to the group. He looks to be in his early thirties, is slim with black receding hair. He 
has delicate hands. He says that we will introduce ourselves then tune in.


‘I am Hermann,’ he says in a German accent, rolling his ‘r’s  as if they taste nice. ‘I am the focalizer. I am originally from Bavaria, and I have been here for several years since leaving university and I can’t think of any other place I want to be.’ He seems formal and speaks in a precise way.


Nigel is in his early twenties, wears circular, Oxford-style, eye-glasses and taught English as a second language, so we have something in common, and is on the first-year, student course.


Alex is in his early twenties. He was a company manager but wants a change. He is from the English Midlands area so I want to talk with him. He has a subtle sense of humor.


Lol speaks slowly and weighs his words. He says that he has tried other paths but this is the one for him.


Jorgen is from Scandinavian where he had a farm, sold it and is passing through on a trip around 
the world on his bicycle. He has been here for several weeks and is getting ready to move on. He shares a caravan, Oasis, with Alex.


I explain that I too am on a journey of discovery, looking for a better way of living than seems to be normal in this society.


We tune in and go round and say how we feel bodily, mentally, spiritually, emotionally and what our major feeling or emotions are at that moment. It is a way of opening up to our work-mates, of becoming aware of ourselves and others. It feels strange at first, in a working environment, being open and honest but it is a good way of being present. It is also different to tuning in at Cluny. It is more basic, more pragmatic, more suitable to the work environment.


We tell the group what jobs we are going to do or say we have nothing to do and accept jobs that need to be done. However, it is ‘half term’, a quiet week when each work department can catch-up on it’s own maintenance.


Hermann looks at me. ‘Would you like to make a stockade for materials waiting to be recycled?’


‘Of course,’ I say, ‘what materials shall I use?’


‘Anything you find that doesn’t have a notice on it for a particular job.’ he says.


I search for materials in the store sheds. Of course, it all feels strange, mainly because everybody knows everybody and they all know where everything is and they know the routine. I don’t know where anything is or what materials there are and have to ask all the time but everyone has patience and takes time to explain. This is so refreshing after being in the outside world. That felt odd, ‘outside world’ as if I have been at Findhorn for years. It feels strange yet safe.


I scavenge a pile of fence panels and timber and stakes from the yard and the store sheds and it is time for a break. I grab a bicycle and pedal after the others. It is a long time since I’d ridden a bike but it is fun and we form a flight of bikers 
flying along Pine Ridge.


We have a fifteen minute tea break in the Community Center where there is a table full of bread, jams and biscuits. The maintenance crew sit at a central table and chat about day-to-day running of the department. It is shop talk and everyone is involved. They are engaged with their work. There are other people from different work departments and in many ways the CC, as it is called, resembles a works canteen.


Back in the work department I ask Jorgen to help and together we peg out the outline of a stockade and start fitting the posts into the sandy ground. Jorgen is strong and used to hard work and he is well-focused on the job.


‘What motivated you to travel around the world?’ I ask.


He stops pounding his spade into the hole. ‘I had a farm and worked hard every day.’ he says, ‘It was a good life but I felt isolated so I decided to sell up and see the world.’


‘A bicycle’s a bit extreme isn’t it?’


‘It’s ecological and I’ll meet the right sort of people on a bicycle. I don’t want to meet people trapped in the car-owning rat-race.’


That is true. He is signaling his interests. Years ago I rode a motorcycle and found it easy to meet people outside the mainstream ideal of work, car, house, money, mortgage. Many bikers are surprisingly knowledgeable, totally opposite to the fear-producing media image of them as lawless yobs but that is what the media is good at – dividing people into small groups, then setting them up against each other.


There is a mid-day community meditation for half an hour. It is good, quick, powerful and refreshing. I think if people in a community come together for a meditation it helps to glue them together.
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We meet in our Cluny ‘Experience Week’ room at two o’clock and after tuning-in we each discuss our experiences of the morning. I relate how it all felt strange but it was good that I had to ask 
people where things were and was surprised at how helpful and patient people here are.


We do an exercise in appreciation where we write about the qualities of someone in the group without naming them and read them out and the rest of the group has to guess who this person is. This is interesting and humorous as we try to guess the owner of the qualities. We know each other better now and it encourages me to focus on people’s positive qualities.


Françoise has arranged for Bernd to give us a guided tour of the Living Machine and the next day we meet outside the green-house after lunch. Bernd is from Germany. There appear to be more people from Germany here than England. He coughs nervously and explains how the ‘output’ from the sewerage pipes (he is being spiritual and polite) is collected in underground tanks nearby and this ‘output’ is pumped into the first pair of containers, which are just huge plant-pots except that only the top meter of them is visible 
above ground. There are two rows of plant-pots along the length of the green-house separated by a meter of gravel. Each massive plant-pot is full of vigorous  plants. The ‘output’ enters the plant-pot and is filtered by the roots of the plant and the nutritious part of the ‘output’ turns into plant. The remaining filtered ‘output’ from the first two pots is fed into the next two pots and so on down the line of giant plant-pots. The ‘output’ gets clearer and clearer until, at the far end of the living machine, is a pond of clear output water with gold-fish swimming in it.


‘At this point, the water is pure enough to drink.’ Bernd says, looking around at our faces.


Although much impressed, there are no volunteers.


I now understand why it is called a living machine. There is no noise, no obvious machinery and no smell. I find this amazing. Of course there are problems to overcome. The living machine is new and the ‘machines’, the plants, thrive on the ‘output’ 
so well they outgrow their pots and some are pressing against the roof of the greenhouse and need regular pruning. If anything, the system is too successful, or the ‘output’ is too rich.


‘It isn’t very spiritual though is it?’ Ray suggests.


‘Of course it is.’ I say. ‘It’s the most spiritual thing I’ve seen so far.’ There is silence. I continue, ‘Taking care of our own shit is helping to stop the planet becoming polluted and looking after our planet is about as spiritual as you can get.’


This provokes some discussion but part of me stands back and watches the discussion and the involvement of the people in the group. Here we are surrounded by ‘output’ and we are behaving as one organism. Wonderful.
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Tuesday afternoon we are in the ballroom. Vianne explains that this is to be a trust-building session and first we will do mirrored movement. She asks me to stand opposite her and move my arms and body slowly and she mirrors my 
actions. The idea is for one partner to move and the other partner mirrors the movements, then they change roles. I find it easy to be the mover but difficult to be the follower. Mainly because I am thinking what to do and this gets between what I am seeing and what I want my body to do. My self gets in the way of what I perceive and as soon as I stop thinking about how to do it - I do it. I have to short-cut my conscious thinking. It’s like the words we use to describe something, we often concentrate on the words and forget the thing they signify.


Vianne guides us through another exercise with a partner. Françoise chooses me. One partner lies on a mat and the other has to rearrange the prone person’s body with no participation from the recumbent person. This feels strange because the person doing the arranging has to touch the other with an intimacy a parent has when holding a newly born baby. I have to overcome my reticence to touching Françoise, who is totally passive, and also when being 
maneuvered myself. I have to overcome my defensive attitudes when the hands of another person move my limbs. It is both alarming and comforting. I notice that Françoise becomes withdrawn for a short while and I am surprise to see a group ‘leader’ to be emotionally affected by what is happening here. It is refreshing after experiencing hierarchical relationships most of my life.


We walk around the ballroom with a blindfolded partner giving them verbal instructions to avoid other people and chairs. After a few minutes we steer our partner around by placing our hands on their shoulders. I feel myself freeing up. My defensive boundaries are dissolving away.


Vianne asks us to form two concentric circles in the center of the room, the people in the inner face outwards and those in the outer circle face inwards. There is less than an arm’s length between the two circles. I am in the outer circle and Françoise gives us blindfolds and I put mine on. Vianne asks people in the outer 
circle to hold hands and rotate our circle anticlockwise. After a while she says, ‘Stop.’ I have no idea where I am or what is going to happen next.


‘I want you to let go your hands and just center yourselves.’ Vianne is guiding us. ‘People in the inner circle, I want you to be ready to accept whatever comes to you. Those in the outer circle, I want you to develop a feeling of love inside yourselves.’


It is quiet while we do this.


‘I want you all to slowly raise your hands and find the hands of the person opposite you.’
I do this slowly. I raise my hands and touch the fingers of someone.


‘Now, I want the people in the outer circle to express love for the person in the inner circle using only their hands on the other person’s hands.’


Initially, I am stumped. I don’t know what to do. I hold someone’s hands in mine and I try to guess who’s hands I am holding. Is the person male or female? Is the person someone 
I am friendly with or someone I have reservations about? I have no answers. Then I realize there should be no question. Why do I want to know? I am expressing conditions before I express love. I move my thumbs on the backs of the hands I am holding. I feel warmth, soft skin over hard knuckles. I tighten my grip slightly as if waiting for a response but there is none. There is no threat, no movement, no response. Nothing. There is nothing else I can do. I can’t communicate verbally so I start feeling the hands in mine. I feel the softness and roughness, the texture of the skin, how the flesh moves as I push it, how the bones beneath hold the hand together, how the hands I am holding are just like I expect my hands to feel and I feel the feeling of love flow into my hands and it feels good and I help it to flow into the hands I am holding and I caress the hands and hold them and love them until the flow of love is rushing through and it feels good.


‘I want you to stop now and rest.’ Vianne whispers.


I don’t want to stop.


‘When you are ready you can remove your blindfolds.’


I wait a while then I remove my blindfold and look at the hands that were once in mine and I look at the face opposite me. There is such a look of love in Grace’s face. It is shining.


Nothing is said. Some of the group sit in the window seats around the edges of the room in silence with their thoughts.


After a while, Vianne calls us into the center of the room and asks us all to close our eyes and keep them closed and walk slowly around the room with our hands by our sides to music and guided only by her voice. She asks us to come together slowly into the center like an imploding solar system over a period of several minutes. Françoise is in the center acting as a focus for us and we gradually gravitate toward here like planets to a sun.


It might seem banal, but in our heightened state it is profound. I have my eyes closed 
and I am raising my awareness of other people who are in a similarly heightened state of awareness and I am not just me, a tiny, skin-encapsulated ego, I am using other senses I rarely use. I feel a growing power of egoless awareness in the room as we rotate slowly, closer and closer together until we meet in the centre and hug around Françoise. The feeling is powerful, blissful and emotional as all the tension of being an isolated ego melts away and we are one.


Later, I realize there is no way to rationalize these events. It may all  sound strange. I do not have words to express what I feel. Language is deficient. We need words for this but we won’t get them until we are more developed.


I think it is possible to be aware of the conscious aspect of beings and in a similar way to meditating in a group which feels much more powerful than meditating alone. When we had all rotated together the feeling was sublime. We were not only connecting physically but mentally as well. I 
felt my consciousness changing – it was expanding and uplifting, spiritual and emotional.


Of course I could be wrong about the consciousness expanding but how can the feeling be put into words? There are no words for this exploration of consciousness, that’s why it all seems so woolly. I make a mental note to meditate on this and see if I can come up with a better description of what I am feeling.
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I go for a walk in the Peace Garden and see Ray. We sit on the bench in the sun and talk. He wants to show people how to dowse for his presentation but needs some dowsing rods. I want to talk with him so I go into Cluny and obtain raw material and we sit with a pile of wire coat-hangers borrowed from unoccupied bedrooms (sorry home-care) and some pliers from the potting shed and together we make twelve sets of dowsing rods.


End of the free sample version
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The Author’s Books


Travels in Turkey


Travel writing. Independent journeys around Turkey, with my Turkish partner, during the 1990s – 2000, before mass tourism really started along the south coast.


The Future is You


Engaged-philosophy. A long-perspective look at current world events that, if we just sit and watch, will destroy our lives and those of our children. The book then explores and explains a simple way of repairing the damage and putting things right that is achievable by every person who reads the book – if they want to do it. Everything in this book is provable and attainable. This book will change everyone who reads it if they simply sit and think about it. If enough people are changed by it then our world will be changed.


If you have enjoyed my ebooks


Please write a short review to let other readers know.


You can email me at my blog or my website www.yoruk.co.uk.


Of course, you can write a review on your own blog, social network or website.


Many thanks for your kindness.


Free Sample Copies


Free sample copies of the ebooks are available from the author’s website.


For a full, up-to-date list of the author’s books see his website.



Website and Blog


Keith Gascoigne’s website: www.yoruk.co.uk has more information about his books and ebooks and where to purchase full copies. There are images of his travels, writings about future book projects, personal interests that fire him up to write - and his contentious Blog mainly about something that makes our lives more irritating when it should make it much better.


Cover image (2014)  Copyright © Keith Gascoigne, UK.







Legal Notice


This free ebook sample is offered in its entirety and must not be edited in any way whatsoever without the agreement and written, express permission of the author.


This free ebook sample is not to be edited in any way or offered for sale, in any form or in any way, by any person or company other than the ones expressly authorized and named by the author.


However, (human) readers can, if they so wish, give a copy of this free sample to their family and friends to read. I write books for people to read. Many thanks.


 © Copyright Keith Gascoigne, UK, 2014. All rights reserved. This free ebook sample or any portion thereof may not be reproduced or used in any manner whatsoever without the express written permission of the publisher except for the use of brief quotations in a book review or scholarly journal.


This edition modified 2015-01-01.







time-passes.png





Yoruk-Books_logo_58x50.png





cover.jpeg
YorukVBooks

On the Beach
at Findhorn

Life at the World-Famous
Spiritual Community in Scotland

Keith Gascoigne









