Seasons at school ~

- New Year's Fve is quiet as usual on

sampus. In.a week, the children willbe
Yack, and 60 pairs of juvenile feet will be

“humping up and down these quiet steps
ind paths. It's still chilly at night, the stars
oright, clear pinpoint reminders that our
vorld is too restricted to mundane human
natters. In the daytime, especially under
he sun, it's already getting quite hot. We're
nwinter's wake now, and summer is only
1 few weeks away.
Summer at school means dry ground,
Iry leaves, dry rass. The children have to
Je careful about snakes leaving their dry
10les in search of water. Things don't look
0 lush and green any more, and you can
«ee the curious shapes of the trees, every
are branch outlined. The land.is beautiful
1 its brown sparseness. As.summer pro-
" resses, the air begins to smell hot, heat
ises from the grourid and radiates from
se rocks and envelopes you in a dry em-
irace. The younger ones seem not to have
oticed that the temperature has just gore
p 10 degrees in the sun. They run around
1 the blazing heat, mostly without caps,
etting a dusty tan. In the hostels, children
re beginning to drag their mattresses to

the terraces and roofs - it's much cooler

~outdoors at night. Little mango flies make
- their appearancé now, the kind that will fly- -

in and out your mouth as you speak. They
make math problem solving just that little
bit harder, especially when you're staring
open mouthed into space waiting for a so-
lution to strike you.

A few days before the term ends, in
late March, the honge trees start sprout-
ing new bright green leaves — then small
lavender coloured flowers — and these
start to fall in thick carpets on the ground
below. The little children gather the flow-
ers and shower théim on each other, and
anyone else they feel like. The neem trees
are giving out new feaves too, and already
the green is returning to campus. Red is
pravided by abundant, juicy watermelon
- surely a stroke of genius by the god of
seasonai fruits. Just when the juniors are
showing the first signs of wilting, and we
are beginning to think we can't take much
more heat, it's time for schocl to close.
The children and their bags are packed up,
everyone waves to everyone else, and the
vans take off in clouds of dry dust.

who knows what happens to the
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childran during therr vacatlom Before we

~know it they’re back in scheol talfe\r and -

broader and growrin many subtle ways
Perhaps they've traveled, spent time with
cousins, learned new things - but one
thing is certain. They did all their holiday
homework in the last weekend before
school reopened,

Very often, the first real monsoon rain
falls in that first week of school. This is the
morment we've all been waiting for. The
children run madly around getting soaked,

" water dripping from their hair and clothes;
This joy of getting completely wet through

in the rain is so-specially a child’s trait

- when we grow older we head for shelter,
but at this age they head:for the rain. As
the weeks pass, the ground turns to slushy
mud, and some paths become slippery.
Now the juniors’ pants have brown bot-
toms. With the rain the campus gets that
washed look, clean green. And the sky,

too, has never locked bluer than right after

a good rain chiased away by sunshine. Our
youngest students are having a discussion
on why the sky is blue, Actually it isn't a
discussion; there aren’t any competing the-
origs. It's blue, they're all agreed, because
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it reflects the biue of the sea. And why is
the sky above our school blue when there
isn't any sea around here, you ask? They
give you a withering iook — Puddies, of
course. How could you be so silly?

The rocks, which you might have-
thought are the only things that remain
pretty much the same through seasonal
changes, are transformed by this rain.
From a distance, their colour changes from
matte grey to ethereal silver. The huge
monofithic rock behind our campus begins
10 cry, white waterfalis of tears running
down its broad silvery back. Now the chil-
dren have to be careful of snakes leaving
their flooded holesfor safety! And-the rain
has brought mosquitoes in droves, as well
as those short lived fiying ants. One eve-
ning, we watched as a nest in the ground’
Opered up to release these rain insects,
one by one. Each wouild rise vertically into
thesair, its first flight into the waorld, joyous
ascendance, but SNAP! a clever pair of
mynahs criss-cross the air catching the
unsuspecting flies abouit fifteen feet up in

Our children

*and the real world

Is CFL an idealistic utopian bubble isoiated

from the values that the real world hoids

* dear? Are our children too protected from

harsh realities? This is not merely a rhetori-
cal question [asked by some hypothetical
“anxious parent”]; one of the key concerns
of the adults in the place, both parents and
teachers, is to question and challenge the
terms of our engagement with the world,
with social processes and with inditiduals. -
This quéstioning is one of the ways of as-
sessing our own sense of responsibility for
our environment and the social and politi-
cal events that go on around us.

The posing of the question itself con-
tains some problems. One of the prob- -
lems we encounter is of course the term.
the "real world.” which real warld do we
mean? Primarily, perhaps, the real world of
middie class Indian education, competition
and achievement, the professional world
that represents, to most of us, security,

v order, meaning. Or maybe it is the real

[some might say real-er] world of poverty,
deprivation, suffering that afflicts most of -
humanity today. Or we might mean the
real world of our own emotions and their
imperatives. Can we expect our children

the air as they emerge. Another night we

~ allwatched, fascinated, as a fucky frog sat

Dy a light outside the dining hall, and ate
and ate and ate the rain fiies il it iooked as
if it might burst. We had to leave before it
quit eating.

Mansoon means ather things too, fike
sore throats and runny noses and chest
congestion. Classes are punctuated by
sneezes and coughs, frequently inter-
rupted by nose blowing. Flu season is
upon us, and hardly anyone escapes. For

~ some, this one cold will accompany them

right through the season, for others it is a
quick and complete recovery. Monsoon
also means frustration for the students and
teachers who clean floors. Mary students
run around without any footwear, which
mearns of course that when they enter a
room, it's like they forgot to take off their
shoes. Muddy tracks on a frashly mopped
floor are the saddest sight, because youl
Know that you'll never get to keep that floor
clean till the rainy season is well and truly
over.

to engage deeply with all of these complex
and clashing realities? Or do we only want
them to cope, take care of themselves and
their interests while muddling through fife
the best they can?

Of course our chiidren are protected-—
from brutafity, from crushing judgement,
from the vagaries of arbitrarily exercised
power, from the extremes of the physi-
cal environment. Such & basic sense of
“protection” is obviously the starting point
of an education that has meaning for the

And then itis - over. It doesn't go out
as spectacularly as it came, there isn't g
day you can later point to as the ‘last rain’
because one forgets things like that, but
gradually it dawns on you that, ves, it's
over. The days are getting shorter, and
evening Quiet Times, when children would
watch the sunset, are suddenty being
spent in twilight or near darkness. In the
misty mornings, nearly everyone is get:
ting out of bed even before the. sun, which
can make you feel truly virtucus. The air
is colder, we all pull out our sweaters — it's
winter. Most indicative of all, classes and
meals and chatting and tea drinking all
gravitate toward every available patch of
sun.

At night, the crescent moon is now orj--

ented as a smile ~ the sky is an enormous
inky black eyeless smiling face. A kind of
benediction, when we stop long enough to
receive it.

child as well as ourselves as adults. This of
course is not to deny the efforts of those
who wish to secure the well-being of tHe ,
child at a much more basic level—that
of everyday sustenance and health. But
the scope of our visions and questions is
very different, and addresses the most
naked and powerful drives that the human
psyche throws up—the drives of pleasure,
pain, insecurity and fear. From these there
is Uitimately no protection.

With regard to the “real” world of pro-




fessional achievement, it is clear that this

represents a very small fraction of Human’
experience and expectation. To get caught

up infulfilling the dreams and visions of
this reality seerns, uitimately, somewhat
narcissistic and self-indulgent. Our children
1eed to acquire skills and an education
appropriate to their interests and abili-

ies, and no doubt these are conditioned
Jy social background and expectations.
However, we feel it is wise not to enter and
‘eed this loop of achievement and success.
Ne would like dur children to be skeptical
ibout the imperatives of this drive and the
llittering careers and security it seems to
omise—a glitter which is also tantaliz-
ngly out of reach and difficult to achieve.

It is perhaps more meaningful to en-
1age with the second tier of what [ had
lefined as possible "real” worlds; that of
he apparent physicat and socia! suffer-

#g around us. By no means do we want
ur community to be one of do-gooders.
:ather, we wollld fike our children to fearn
2 look at the nature of the human crisis
12 compassionate vet practical and clear
4y, while at the same time questioning
1eir fand our] own lifestyles, assumptions

ahout the material world, -about.con-

sumption, abbut social structures and the - -

environment. This kind of awareness and
involvement comes naturally when we ex-
perience different lifestyles and challenges
than the ones we are familiar with. This

is one of the purposes of the long excur-
sions that the children go on every year. It
has also been the drive behind the senior
school programme, with the view towards
a socially driven learning.

In the midst of the planning and struc-
turing, however, we do not lose sight of the
fact that the most basic learning that can
happen is regarding ourselves, our condi-
tioning, the conflicts in ouréninds and the
social expression they have, the nature of
our hopes, desires, ambitions and frus-
trations, and about what it means to live
a fundamentally deep and peaceful fife.
Learning, in other words, about our own

_ emotional imperatives.

In a recent dialogue ciass, a child
asked, with some frustration, what is this
learning and why shouid f do it? This of
course is the problem: learning about
oneself cannot be defined, for as subjects
of our own enquiry we are forever in flux,

and there is no end to ‘Ieafn‘i‘hg;._TH"&; b_tﬁer; 3
difficulty is that such learning, by its nature, -

cannot have a goal. The moment we point
ourselves towards a goal, we are no longer
interested in this mysterious self-enquiry,
but rather in what we can achieve and
become. '

it is important to recognize that if such
& process of what we call “learning” is initi-
ated, the question of protection from the
real world assumes a different significance.

. The guestion becomes: how can | respongd

to situations in an intelligent manner? The
situation may be one of intense hostility or
conflict, corruption or dilemma, but can |
respond to it with integrity while learning’

- about my own imperatives, the way | take

sides, the assumptions that | make, the ste-
reotypes and emotions that fill my brain?

If this kind of learning can take place, then
we are perhaps learning to meet the real
challenges of life rather than defining our
boundaries vis-a-vis “reat” and “protected””
environments.


















