A Letter on the Mission of the 80s
Dear Norma and Puchi,
Here it is--a personal account or, better still, a footnote to the experience with el
Mayor de los Poetas and the team during the Mission of the 80s in 1981. At
Uspallata and Punta de Vacas early this year, it was heartwarming to see genuine
interest in that event, and to see friends old and new in such great form in a place
that was a dream in 1981. ‘One day we will build a place with a certain form where
people go in and quite magically when they go out they transform,’ he said at a
breakfast table in Vico Equense, south of Naples, in the summer of 1981. ‘Are
you talking of something physical?’ I asked. He looked at me, smiled, and drank
his orange juice.
The Mission’s link to Punta de Vacas is quite direct. He said so explicitly in his
Bombay talk, ‘In a small rural village at the foot of the highest mountains of the West, in
faraway South America, we gave our first message.’ The global dimension of the Mission
of the 80s was also clear. And so, perhaps it can serve as an added inspiration to
your current project of retracing and reliving his historical transnational route in
South America, where he was denied La Arenga Prohibida. Concomitantly, at the
La Belle Idée park last year, our friends began to commemorate Silo’s Mission of
the 80s intervention at La Mutualité at the Latin Quarter in Paris on November 8,
1981, a week after the massive public act on the Chowpatty beach in Bombay.
Regarding the inside story of my participation in that mission, I think I covered
the essential points in those meetings with the group of messengers in Uspallata,
and the exchanges I did with Danny, Puchi and Federico. So in this letter, I’ll try
to give additional comments and appreciations. We did varied things, big and
small, in his constant presence, and with the copresence of contributing
something historical and important.
Looks like a wheel. The team’s main role was to accompany him in delivering
his message, 12 years after Punta de Vacas.
In the first public act in Madrid on September 21, 1981, he referred to it,
“Sometime ago I was asked, ‘Why don’t you explain your thinking?’ And so I explained.
Later, others said, ‘You don’t have the right to explain your thinking.’ So I kept silent. Twelve
years passed, and once again I was asked, ‘Why don’t you explain your thinking?’ So once more
I will speak, knowing beforehand that again I will be told, ‘You do not have the right to explain
your thinking.’”
In his talk in Bombay on November 1st, he repeated the link, ‘Twelve years of silence
have passed, and now we are speaking once again, and thousands upon thousands of people on
the different continents of the Earth are listening to what we say.’
And of course, as we all know, twelve years represented a wheel. “Put in visual
images, if we view it from above, the process is circular—it looks like a wheel; if we view it from
the side, we realize it is a spiral in motion that grows at every turn.” (Sri Lanka talk)

History’s path. It started in the south of Europe, south of Naples, ancient Greek
city (Magna Grecia), where he summoned some his friends from ‘different
continents of the Earth’: Asia (B. Aiyappa, S. Binudin), Europe (S. Pulleda, P.
Gudjonsson), America (N. Myers, D. Zuckerbrot). Actually, this team composed
of people with a certain experience and history in the Movement was a later
development. Before that, he had thought of training a Brahmin from the East to
deliver the message (we saw one in white kurta studying Canary I, Psychology II,
in 1978), because transcendental messages came from the East, from an Asian, an
Indian, a Brahmin—that was somehow embedded in the recesses of our collective
memory. Unfortunately, it didn’t work. So, entered the dragon, the team.
Before coming to Naples, we were given a bibliographic list to study, on
psychology and comparative religion, such as Trevor Ling’s History of Religions East
and West and Mueller’s Psychology. In his invitation, he also painted a mission of
great historical importance and consequence. So we expected it to be very tough,
and we wanted it, and approached the task, prepared to dive into the deep. “We
can’t fail,” said Salvatore repeatedly when we set off from Rome in July 1981,
after visiting Basilica San Clemente and visiting the underground Mithraic temple
on top of which the Christian cathedral was built and reflecting on the image at
the top of the altar that seemed to represent the union of light and darkness. ‘No,
we won’t fail,’ I said.
And so we were there, south of Naples, ancient Greek city state, near Cumae,
famous for its Sibyl, prophetess of Apollo, which we later visited, but we saw
different niches, showing that, contrary to the Roman State press (Virgil, Aeneid
VI), there were many prophetesses presiding over the Apollonian oracle at
Cumae. Further south of the hotel at Vico Equense where we trained was Velia
(ancient Greek name, Elea or Hyele), home of Parmenides, who, along with
Heraclitus of Ephesus, founded Western philosophy and laid the foundation of
Western civilization. On the eastern coast was Croton, home of the Pythagorean
School. And Naples itself was a centre for alchemy, as evinced by the Alchemical
Chapel of Sansevero, which we also visited. And nearby was Pompeii, where
frescoes depicting scenes from the Dionysian mysteries stood, next to a winepress. The region attracted Wagner, who stayed and completed his Parsifal, the
story of Percival and the Holy Grail.
It was a perfect environment for the preparation of the mission, and he planned
and designed all this. But on the first day, he came to us—we were seated in a
circle with our pen and paper, prepared to surpass our limits—and said, ‘With fear
nothing can be planned.’ And he left. D. Zuckerbrot thought that the first days
were the hardest part of our mission: to do nothing, to decompress, to relax, to be
empty.
And so we began to see, to see where we were. We were figures in a landscape, on
a steep mountain overlooking the Mediterranean sea which, on a clear cloudless
day, merges with the azure sky, without a trace of a horizon, so that the cliff, the
mountain might as well be suspended, in limbo. Surreal. We were in an old region
in Europe that flowered during the Hellenistic age. We were in a region which lies
at the root of Western civilization.

He explained how the current of great thoughts and movements moved. They
started from the south and then went northwards, and from the east to the west.
We followed that route: Madrid, Barcelona, Frankfurt (in a book fair where he
signed and later gave a talk to our friends in Europe), Milan, Copenhagen,
Reykjavik; Sri Lanka, India, Paris. We followed the paths paved by our spiritual
ancestors. We crossed the Earth.
The context: psychosocial crisis. On one of the days when he began talking
extensively, he opened the atlas and pointed at the region in the Near East and
Middle East where big movements erupted. We were asked to imagine and talk
about the kind of psychosocial crises the peoples were experiencing at the time, in
those crossroads of cultures and civilizations between East and West, in those
regions where spiritual movements rose.
And moving towards the present, he pointed out the element of guilt that ravaged
a continent that in the past had given so much in the fields of science and
technology, partly developed as responses against the invasions and blockages of
the routes towards Asia. ‘They ruled the waters of the oceans and flew faster than the wind,
and they crossed the mountains. And in voices of the storm and with light brighter than the sun,
they demonstrated their power.’
However, after the world wars and domestic wars, anticolonial revolutions,
internecine wars, dictatorships, invasions, suicides, drug addiction, alcoholism,
bombings, death reared its ugly head; guilt haunted civilizations. “For the first time in
history, let us stop looking for people to blame. Everyone is responsible for what they have done,
but no one is to blame for what has happened. If only with this universal judgment we could
declare, ‘No one is to blame,’ and with this establish a moral obligation that every human being
reconcile with their past.”
Who we were. Certainly we were ordinary people, but we were with Silo who had
also insisted on his ordinariness, for rhetorical reasons and to lay the mental
conditions for the message to be communicated. In 1969 in Punta de Vacas, he
said, ‘If you have come to listen to a man who it is thought transmits wisdom, you have
mistaken your way.... You are listening to man who does not know the laws governing the
Universe, who is not privy to the laws of History, who is ignorant of the relationships that govern
the peoples of the world.’ And in 1981 in Bombay he said, ‘And in the cynical West some
people ask: How can it be that people listen to you, since you do not promise anyone wealth or
happiness.... You are not a teacher or a great master, but simply a man like other men....’’
Our roles. In the public acts, with the team surrounding him, we were seen as a
group, albeit diverse, each member adopting easily identifiable roles in the
environment, according to their tendencies. In relation to him, we were
protectors; we surrounded him, so, for example, journalists had to pass through
us, different continents of the world, to gain access to el Mayor de los Poetas. That
made them even more eager to reach him.
The messages we delivered—on fear, violence, meaninglessness, nihilism, faith,
changing direction—led to the nucleus of his talk. Brief versions of these talks are
in the Indian archives of F. Garcia, but of course you were there in Bombay on
November 1, 1981, in that great public act amidst a tempest. (See annex)

Nothing new, the timeless and universal. This seemed to me a direct attack on
the cult of the new, related to consumerism, a particle spinning around the
nucleus of the myth of money. At the same time, it was an affirmation of the
timelessness and the universality of the message, the heart of which was the golden
rule, rescued from all cultures and civilizations, sacred and profane.
The engine of history is the rebellion against death. “What energy has moved all
this activity, what engine has propelled the human being through history, if not rebellion against
death?”
Although the central theme was clear, the copresence of other subjects was there.
There were other themes he talked about on different occasions and in different
places. As for the technical, practical themes, he gave a master class on rhetoric
and mnemonics, among others.
A master class on rhetoric. Introduce the theme through images, which, unlike
abstractions, mobilize: “In a small rural village at the foot of the highest mountains of the
West, in faraway South America, we gave our first message.” (Bombay talk). Identify the
person you are talking to: “Oh, brothers and sisters of Asia...” (Bombay) Identify
yourself: “I said nothing new on that first occasion; I’ll say nothing new today.” (Madrid)
Identify and counter resistances to your proposal: “So once more I will speak, knowing
beforehand that again I will be told: ‘You do not have the right to explain your thinking.’”
(Madrid) Present your proposal with images: “I will offer my answer in images that can
reach the heart of every individual. After an immense period of time had passed, human life
began to flower on this planet.... There was a time to be born, a time to laugh, a time to suffer,
and a time to die.” (Madrid) Call to action: “If the direction of your life has not changed, you
need to change it. If it has already changed, then you need to strengthen this new direction.” Call
for immediate action: “Accompany me in a free, courageous and profound act that is also a
commitment to reconciliation. Go to your parents, your loved ones, your companion; go to your
friends and your enemies alike, and tell them with an open heart, ‘Something great and new has
happened in me today,’ and explain to them this message of reconciliation.”
Mnemonics. If you must learn things by heart, e.g., your speech, use mnemonics
(memory techniques), which ironically the world has forgotten. That is, drink
from the river Mnemosyne, ancient Orphic goddess of memory with whom Zeus
slept for nine consecutive nights, birthing the nine Muses in art, poetry, literature,
among others.
Great mountain chain of the East. He always referred to himself as someone
from the East. “And what do we say today from India, the throbbing heart of the world, from
India whose spiritual reserves have been a teaching and an answer for a world whose mind is
sick? We say: ‘Treat others as you want them to treat you.’” And in the ceremony of the
Order, in our search for the Greatest of Poets, when the guardians of the
threshold demanded where we saw the Master, killed by a black bull, inebriated
women, a brother or a traitor, we referred to his location with a double circular
gesture, pointing to the great mountain chain of the East.
Myth. If we were to relate this to myths, in the sense evoked in his prefatory
lines...

This is what appeared as a sign fixed in eternal time, capable of disrupting laws and
order, and feeble reason. That which mortals desired, this the gods made—that which
the gods spoke through human beings.
...it would not be too hard to go deep into and see things from that frequency and
vantage point.
Certainly it would not be farfetched to talk about a time when there was a
gathering of inner gods, surrounded by and in communion not only with their
fellow inner gods but with the spirit of the age that is in their presence and the
ages that are in their copresence, guided by the Greatest of Poets, drawing
inspiration from a region where, for example, echoed the poetic voice of
Parmenides who talked of the rounded truth of Being in the 5th Century BC, the
same spherical form we use when we experience the Passage of the Force, mi
Fuerza que no es mia, according to the gnostic prayer in Minor Poetics.
That is not hard to feel because that was in the copresence for many months, and
many times it was present when together you came face to face with visual and
tactile reminders, las cosas, that conjured the presence of great humans, deified or
not: from the the prophetesses to the völva (seeress in the Voluspa of the Norse,
Petur’s ancestors).
And from the East, in the land of the Buddha, in a dialogue with his brother from
the Himalayas’ twin mountain chain, the Cordillera, he said,“There are the teachings
and we respect them as they are.” And later he said, “I also understand that when human
beings truly need to surpass mental suffering, they will have to appeal to understandings that rend
the veil of maya, that penetrate illusion. But the straight path is one that immediately begins
immediately before us—it is the one we walk in compassion, in helping others to overcome pain.”
(Sri Lanka talk)
A week later, on November 1st 1981, in the land of Gandhi, whose historical
presence could be felt as he led satyagrahis in 1930 to find salt on Chowpatty
beach, challenging the brutal might of an empire from the West that boasted of a
sun that would never set, amidst storm clouds and violent winds, in the land of
Shiva the storm god, the auspicious one, the destroyer and the transformer, whose
lingam lined the entrance to the bare stage on the shore, the Greatest of Poets
confided and lamented to India’s sons and daughters, “Oh, brothers and sisters of
Asia, they do not understand the voice that speaks from heart to heart!”
Un abrazo afectuoso,
Saki
Paris, March 3, 2013

