
Harbin Hot SpringsHarbin Hot Springs
    1975 - 2025

Heart Consciousness Church 
50 Years

Project1 version 3 redux jan9 2025_Layout 1  1/9/2025  10:58  A M  Page 1



Greetings
Geographically, the springs we call Harbin sits in a canyon of the Mayacamas mountains. Har-

bin is big as springs go, daily pumping out thousands of gallons of water, hot and cold, in a place held

sacred as far back as humans have lived in the here. Native tribes passed through this place yearly on

their way to the sea and honored it as a sanctuary of peace and healing — no permanent dwelling, a land

no human could own, a sacred place beloved by Nature herself. Natives were still welcome to enter for

free after Heart Consciousness Church was created at Harbin in 1975.

Harbin, as we knew it in those years before the fire, was a place of great natural beauty. The

building that occurred here was done piecemeal, first by Victorians “taking the waters,” then by hippies

who gave their love for “two bucks an hour and a meal.”  The dream was to create healing centers where

people could come to learn a new way of life called Heart Consciousness. Of course everyone had their

own unique vision and how to achieve it. 

Our founder Ishvara wisely flowed with the Dao. When T.Chris asked if he could build a 42 ft

sailboat at the cabinet shop, the answer was “OK.” When Katy Heflin asked to pasture her horses on the

mountain and offer horseback treks, the answer was “OK.” When a group asked if they could build a

macrobiotic center, the answer was “OK.” It later became the Mountain Lodge, and important workshop

venue. Management was by concentric circles and Ishvara said Harbin would be created by whoever

came. In an era of idealism and creative freedom, the people who came were extraoridinary.

This magazine in part has been put together from pdf’s and scans of the Harbin Quarterly which

was published from 1985 (as the Experi-

ence) till 2013. It reflects the progress in

printing — some is a bit rough.

Welcome as Heart Consciousness

Church celebrates our 50th year.

    Harbin’s founder, 
Ishvara, and friend
in the Meadow fol-

lowing a Fire Circle
event, circa 1975.
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Everyday miracles are what remnant saints talk about...

I am the Vine, She (Sidhe) said.

About ten years ago when I came back to Harbin, I noticed the orange tubular flowering vines were
almost dead. I stopped to pray many times that they would come back, as I loved them so when I

planted them twenty-some years before. The next spring both were noticeably stronger, one especially
on the Stonefront window seemed ravenous for love. The other, by the office garden, needed more tending and I was
sad about it. A few years later it too began to grow, and is happy and strong today. The invisible landscape is inhab-
ited by faeries, I am told; perhaps they heard me....

[Near the Conference Center parking lot, there is a small cluster of Harbin resident housing, fond-
ly called the 12-bi, the 16-bi, and Aurora House.  They seem unremarkable, but were actually part
of an innovative and ambitious joint project with Esalen Institute for a drug-free psychosis treat-
ment center at Harbin.  ~Editor]

Aurora, the dawn, was the name I would have chosen for my first daughter. Instead it became the title of a joint proj-
ect in which I worked with David Purseglove, a Gestalt therapist from New York, and Dick Price from Esalen
Institute. Aurora was David's 'baby', the kind of project he'd always wanted, so when Dick Price and Esalen made
such a project available, he jumped on it. Outlined were several objectives with a transpersonal orientation which grew
out of the Spiritual Emergency Network (SEN) protocol, created at Esalen by Stanislaus and Christina Grof. We
were attempting a merger of progressive minds, to create a treatment center for those undergoing breaks with reali-
ty without the use of drugs. We were all involved in Holotropic Breathwork, created by the Grofs: a transpersonal
developmental theory and breathwork process. What better place than Harbin, with its open space and warm heal-
ing waters?

[Dick Price co-founded Esalen Institute, opening the Big Sur grounds to course leaders and stu-
dents in October 1962… Dick Price had undergone an episode of psychosis, and he was commit-
ted to a mental hospital for a year and a half until released on Thanksgiving Day of 1957. Price
saw in Esalen an alternative to current mental health practice, especially the practices of mental hos-
pitals, a place where inner process could move forward safely and without interruption…
~ wikipedia]

Sometimes it takes years to understand the weave of how we have become intertwined in life's threads. The rainbow
ribbons of the entity we call Harbin, where invisible landscaping of ideas is continually reborn and evolving,
appeared in coherence in the early eighties through the SEN project. Several notable people were on the board of
directors, an impressive connection we'd hoped to bring to bear in a center for those undergoing 'breaks with reali-
ty', which might otherwise be classified as psychotic episodes. One man, a Jungian therapist, John Perry, had such a
center, very effective and approved by the state for many years, known as Diabasis House in San Francisco.

Another reknown person that set the dynamic for the staff was R. D. Laing: theorist, philosopher, teacher, and pro-

HARBIN ROOTS: Aurora House

Dick Price, 1982
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lific author, including The Politics of Experience. Laing was the founder of The New School of Psychology, set-
ting the trend in London during the sixties. As a staff member of the fledgling Aurora Project, I was sent to see
Laing speak before a group at Stanford University. It was quite a thrill - his teaching both enlightened and amused.
Both these outstanding minds, John Perry and R.D. Laing, have influenced many. Blessed be, as they are no longer
with us.

[Ronald David Laing (October 7, 1927 - August 23, 1989), was a Scottish psychiatrist who wrote
extensively on mental illness and particularly the experience of psychosis…It is notable that Laing
never denied the existence of mental illness, but simply viewed it in a radically different light from
his contemporaries. For Laing, madness could be a trans-formative episode whereby the process of
undergoing mental distress was compared to a shamanic journey. The traveler could return from the
journey with important insights, and may even have become a wiser and more grounded person as
a result. ~ wikipedia]

Another innovative guy is Jeff Ordover, then director of the Kundalini Research Society. Ordover was very instru-
mental in setting protocol with which to understand someone who is a having a break with reality, otherwise called
'kundalini arousal state'. As an initiate into a kundalini order with Harbin's founder, Ishvara, I found this informa-
tion valuable. I was pregnant at the time of initiation - my daughter was born with a large mole at the bottom of
her spine, clearly exhibiting signs of kundalini at a young age (as I write, she is in Canada running the Ironman
Triathalon). Holotropic Breathwork in its developmental conception evokes an awakened state of awareness, evolv-
ing through 'the matrix' process, often sparking a kundalini experience. My own special project, as part of the SEN
protocol we were establishing, was a garden project, as well as morning yoga for setting 'the Ground' (Michael
Murphy, Future of the Body), and collecting the spiritualized process during the psychic release and opening of the
client, establishing the 'body clock' through connections with the earth.

[Holotropic Breathwork is a psychotherapeutic approach developed by Stanislav Grof, M.D., Ph.D. and
Christina Grof, believed to allow access to nonordinary states of consciousness. Holotropic breathing
has some similarities to rebirthing, but was developed independently. Holotropic Breathwork is used by
practitioners as an approach to self-exploration and
healing that integrates insights from modern con-
sciousness research, anthropology, various depth psy-
chologies, transpersonal psychology, Eastern spiritual
practices, and mystical traditions of the world. The
name Holotropic means "moving toward wholeness"
(from the Greek "holos"=whole and "trepein"=mov-
ing in the direction of something). ~ wikipedia

Kundalini is envisioned as a serpent coiled at the base
of the spine… Kundalini is said to "rise" upward,
piercing the various centers until reaching the crown
of the head, resulting in union with the Divine. 
~ wikipedia]

& the Esalen Connection
By Elo Devi Heart (edited by Ann Prehn)

Aurora complex today
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One of our most supportive friends of the SEN was an older woman who organized the
first tool and equipment room at Harbin, Polly Horn.  She became my mentor and
friend for many years. Absolutely brilliant, as we held our resolve in a world struggling
with overwhelming health issues, we were part of an ongoing effort starting with the
SEN program, and later JFK University. Polly gave David and me support in the ongo-
ing work that created Aurora House, and nearby outbuildings, the physical center for
the Aurora Project.

[An anonymous donor gave Price $10,000 to help establish Aurora House at
Harbin, and a double-wide trailer was purchased to house the staff, initially a

psychiatrist and a director for the program.  Two structures were built - one 12
by 12 feet, the other 16 by 16 feet - to serve as therapy rooms.  The buildings

were leased from HCC, and Esalen began publicizing the project internationally.  
~ Ellen Klages, Harbin Hot Springs: Healing Waters, Sacred Land.]

Unfortunately, the insurance system did not back us up. There were several financial problems
that led to a near collapse in the project, with Ishvara and Heart Consciousness Church rescu-
ing. Aurora did actually open, with several referred clients and with a French clinical psycholo-
gist then coming through Esalen, René Abouaf. (René later became well-known to all as he joined
the 'red road' and led native sweats for years, becoming another Harbin grandfather.)

[…the licensing process was time-consuming and costly. Jane Hawes [co-founder of SEN] and
Ishvara brainstormed for several months and communicated with Dick Price to see what could be
done about the situation from Esalen's end, but nothing happened…In April of 1982, the project
was abandoned. ~ Ellen Klages, Harbin Hot Springs: Healing Waters, Sacred Land.]

Letting the water work weave its spell....we come to terms with our vulnerability, recovering in the dark calm spirit,
deepening a delicate dance. It's fascinating that the evolutionary collective mind at Harbin as an inner landscape
appears to be a manifestation of many metaphorical languages, but which grow from the seed thoughts we've plant-
ed and our mutually ethical exploration. The Harbinger of the New Age, the inner landscape reappears, reweaves,
and reorders microcosmic self-regenerative energies, transforming pain to rapture. Breath becomes therapy, rage
becomes bliss - kundalini, archaic revival. The many become 'the One' - infinitum.

In the early rainbow days was another brother, Jonathan Dameon, homeopathist, teacher, and community organizer,
who also worked with the same project in London, The New School of Psychology. He taught a number of us about
holistic healing and earth wisdom in the early 70's, connecting with the Merkabah of evolutionary counseling, and
planetary healing, which he named an Aesclepius School of healing, revealing angelic presences, imparting wisdom,

redeeming the sense of transparency - now part of everyday Harbin experience.

These people who came forward at this time, when evolution was considered a phenomenon,
pioneered a new consciousness - a psychology which grew into a movement beyond its singu-
larity, revivifying noesis.

Elo, 1976

Ishvara, Late 1970’s In love and light, Elo Ma Devi

René today

HARBIN ROOTS, continued
(Elo came with Ishvara in 1972 and was Heart
Consciousness Church’s first president.)
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The Early Days
Excerpts from 
The Big Bang and the Harbin Experience
by Sajjad Wyne [Mamoud]

I arrived at Harbin on September 1,1981 somewhere around 3 P.M.
in a 1972 green Chevy Malibu. At the time there was no gate house, no for-
mal security, and no parking cards. The idea of wheel locking devices
called “boots” had not then appeared in anyone’s mind. I walked arouund
and checked things out. After getting a sense of the scene I wanted to leave
within minutes of arrival. The place was just too damn rustic, dusty and
rundown. I stayed for three weeks, left for three months, and then returned
to stay for a while. ...

The original Fern dressing

                                                                    [I]n those days, you could practically just walk in and check your-
self into one of the rooms in Azalea or Walnut. No questions asked - not 

even how long have you been out of prison and what kind of drugs are you on? This open door policy where 
anyone could walk in and become a resident resulted exactly in that. Harbin became a Mecca which attracted all 
sorts: plain vanilla search for meaning people, people into some sort of food trip - macrobiotics, raw food eat-
ers, people who would drink water and people who wouldn’t, and people who wouldn’t drink water or eat food 
(breatharians).There were some religious nuts. There were people on the borderline and then there were the so-
ciopaths, alcoholics, druggies, maniacs, depressives, lunatics, raving lunatics and psychotics - everybody got a 
chance to come in through the door. If I am leaving someone out, it’s not out of disrespect of their affliction. 
God gave me just so many mega bytes of random access memory. No one was denied the chance - even though 
they might have been ‘outahere’ the next day. 

Harbin as it exists today wasn’t even an idea in anyone’s mind at that time. There was no filtration sys-
tem. Water entered through the Hot Pool came into the Warm Pool and out it went. By week’s end it would turn 
green from algae and other stuff till you could not see your feet. 

The large swimming pool 
was in a state of disrepair. It was 
also a flow through pool. It was fed 
by a spring, which entered the pool 
from the west side. There was no 
Heart Shaped Pool or the concrete 
work. It looked like a hippie land-
scaped area. The area where the 
Azalea lawn and walkway are was a 
parking area. Residents used to leave 
their vehicles there. There was the 
Stonefront building but no restau-
rant. The health food store used to be 
run out of a closet in Azalea three af-
ternoons a week. You could order 
stuff and then pick it up later. Walnut and Azalea
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room had curtains, There was only one hot shower at the Pools (and the rest of Mainside). You had to wait about
ten minutes before the hot water which was routed from the hot springs could make its way to the showers. The
original Fern kitchen was in no better shape. It was a cramped old place and very rustic. 

There was a very large construction department. There wasn’t much of a housekeeping department.
There was hardly a landscaping department. The office trailer was mostly resident housing. There was no roof
over the office entrance. Reception comprised of a chair and a desk with a clunker of a cash register.

The guests mostly camped. The ones who stayed in
the rooms brought their own bedding. Towels were
not provided. There was no Health Services Dept. and
no massage staff to speak of. Massage appointments
were made on a hit and miss basis - when the guests
ran into a massage practitioner. No one in particular
did security. Night time security was a cottage indus-
try. You could collect money and keep half of it.
People from Middletown and neighboring areas
would try to sneak in. On cold nights we would hang
out at the office. We would hear the cars come on

property and see things light up in the distance. The cars would stop. The engine and the headlights would be
turned off. The trick was to catch them as they came over the Magic Inn road, charge them, and so leave their
wallets somewhat lighter. Occasionally Middletown people, while drunk, would come on the property at night,
create some sort of ruckus and then leave. 

There was no Auto Shop nor was there any Cabinet Shop or Warehouse. The Village was barely livable.
We did not have any houses in town or the Shady Grove property. 

At the time there were only about forty residents. Most of us lived in Walnut and Azalea. Both Walnut
and Azalea had old yellow paint. There were no hot showers in the buildings. The rooms and bathrooms were
remodeled at a later date. The Walnut bathroom had large holes in the ceiling for several years.

When I returned in December ‘81, I moved into Walnut #23. Walnut kitchen at the time was the hub of
activity. It was truely a multi-use area. This is where residents cooked and hung out. There were activities that
cannot be put into writing for public consumption. And, yes, I found people in the kitchen sleeping sitting up. At
the time there were up to twenty-two residents using the kitchen. It was a much tighter community, perhaps be-
cause of its smallness. Nobody had a phone, and one or two people had TVs! 

The gods of smoking reigned supreme. It was still cool to smoke. People used their god given right to
smoke with abandon. The condemned deck in front of Azalea used to be the smoking deck and what a scene it
was. It became the site for a combination of activities in-
cluding socialization, therapy, Dharma combat, spiritual re-
vival, meeting chicks and setting dates for late night
rendezvous. People would appear and disappear at des-
ignated times to make the place a happen’n thing. It made
nonsmokers social outcasts and made them cry for not
smoking. ...

My room was 12x10. It had a flimsy brown carpet
and old paint. It was rather dull and drab. One of the refrig-
erators outside Walnut kitchen predated human history or
perhaps was the very first refrigerator sold commercially.
The rest of the appliances and Harbin owned devices were
not far behind. Someone had left a mattress in Walnut 23.
When I moved in I had very few possessions. I somehow
found a bed cover. I had brought a couple of pillows and a
sleeping bag. I was in hog heaven.

The Office
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As witnessed by Sajjad in 1983:“The gods of intoxication had
their throne above Cabin 6 in the Village. It was called Buckhorn
Gardens. Here the construction guys had made a horseshoe pit.
The altar and throne was made of empty Buckhorn beer cans -
hence the name Buckhorn Gardens.... These were rough and tum-
ble times.” 

Ann Prehn’s room in Azalea, 1987

There were six
cabins in the
Village where
families lived.

Mainside, 1987
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II ffiirrsstt mmeett GGrraannddppaa RRoobbeerrttss aatt HHaarrbbiinn oonn FFaatthheerr''ss DDaayy iinn
11998877.. IItt wwaass SSuunnddaayy aanndd GGrraannddppaa wwaass hhoollddiinngg hhiiss wweeeekkllyy
""SSppiirriittuuaall GGaatthheerriinngg"" iinn tthhee ggrraassss nneeaarr tthhee ggaazzeebboo.. II ssaatt
ddiirreeccttllyy aaccrroossss ffrroomm hhiimm iinn aa cciirrccllee ooff 3300 oorr ssoo ootthheerrss,,
mmaannyy ooff wwhhoomm ccaammee wweeeekkllyy ttoo hheeaarr hhiimm ssppeeaakk ooff
UUnnccoonnddiittiioonnaall LLoovvee.. OOuurr eeyyeess mmeett aanndd hhee ssmmiilleedd wwaarrmmllyy
aatt mmee aass iiff ttoo ssaayy,, ""WWeellccoommee hhoommee.. IItt''ss ggoooodd ttoo sseeee yyoouu
aaggaaiinn""..

AAtt 3311,, II hhaadd bbeeeenn oonn aa ssppiirriittuuaall ppaatthh ffoorr yyeeaarrss,, bbuutt hhaadd
nneevveerr ((kknnoowwiinnggllyy)) eennccoouunntteerreedd aa SShhaammaann.. II wwaassnn''tt aawwaarree
ooff tthhee uuppccoommiinngg HHaarrmmoonniicc CCoonnvveerrggeennccee oorr tthhaatt mmyy
""cchhaannccee"" mmeeeettiinngg wwiitthh GGrraannddffaatthheerr RRoobbeerrttss wwoouulldd ffoorreevv--
eerr aalltteerr tthhee ccoouurrssee ooff mmyy lliiffee.. BBuutt,, wwiitthhiinn ttwwoo wweeeekkss,, II
hhaadd rreettuurrnneedd ttoo mmyy hhoommee iinn LLaa JJoollllaa,, ssoolldd eevveerryytthhiinngg,,
qquuiitt mmyy jjoobb aanndd mmoovveedd ttoo HHaarrbbiinn.. MMyy ffrriieennddss aanndd ffaammiillyy
tthhoouugghhtt II wwaass ccrraazzyy,, bbuutt II kknneeww tthhaatt II wwaass aabboouutt ttoo eexxppee--
rriieennccee aa ffaarr mmoorree rriicchh lliiffee tthhaann II''dd eevveerr kknnoowwnn bbeeffoorree..

IInn tthhee 66--wweeeekkss bbeeffoorree tthhee HHaarrmmoonniicc CCoonnvveerrggeennccee,, II wwaass
aann aapppprreennttiiccee ttoo GGrraannddppaa RRoobbeerrttss.. HHee iinnvviitteedd mmee ttoo lliivvee
aanndd wwoorrkk wwiitthh hhiimm aass hhee wweellccoommeedd ppeeooppllee ffrroomm aarroouunndd
tthhee wwoorrlldd iinnttoo hhiiss hhoommee.. TThheeyy ccaammee aatt aallll ttiimmeess ooff eevveerryy
ddaayy ooff tthhee wweeeekk,, sseeeekkiinngg SShhaammaanniicc hheeaalliinngg aanndd tthhee wwiiss--
ddoomm ooff hhiiss 9955--yyeeaarrss.. WWiitthh ccrryyssttaallss,, hheerrbbss,, ffeeaatthheerrss aanndd
mmoorree,, hhee ppeerrffoorrmmeedd rriittuuaallss ttoo hheeaall tthheemm pphhyyssiiccaallllyy,, eemmoo--
ttiioonnaallllyy,, mmeennttaallllyy aanndd ssppiirriittuuaallllyy.. HHiiss mmeessssaaggee wwaass ssiimmppllee
aanndd pprrooffoouunndd ~~ UUnnccoonnddiittiioonnaall LLoovvee hheeaallss..

II wwiittnneesssseedd mmaannyy mmiirraacclleess dduurriinngg tthhoossee wweeeekkss wwiitthh
GGrraannddppaa RRoobbeerrttss.. II aassssiisstteedd hhiimm iinn rriittuuaallss iinncclluuddiinngg aa
HHaanndd FFaassttiinngg CCeerreemmoonnyy,, FFiirree CCiirrccllee CCeerreemmoonniieess aanndd dduurr--
iinngg tthhee eevveennttss ooff tthhee HHaarrmmoonniicc CCoonnvveerrggeennccee.. WWiissee,,
ggrraacceeffuull aanndd ccoonntteenntt,, GGrraannddppaa ssppookkee ooff tthhee iimmppoorrttaannccee
ooff tthhee HHaarrmmoonniicc CCoonnvveerrggeennccee ffoorr oouurr rreessppoonnssiibbiilliittyy ttoo
hheeaall oouurr sseellvveess,, oouurr ccoommmmuunniittiieess aanndd tthhee ppllaanneett.. HHee
oofftteenn ssaaiidd,, ""TThheessee aarree tthhee ddaayyss II''vvee lliivveedd ssoo lloonngg ttoo sseeee""..

[[bbyy MMiicchheellllee PPrriinnccee]]

old Quarterlies, I see that most of the articles are fresh, 
and would still be fresh today.  They ring with an ideal- 
ism and hopefulness which has perhaps become some-
what lost, our healing truths having become more com-
modities than message.  Or perhaps it seems that way to 
me, who was new to it then, and for whom it all has the 
slight ring of cliche now.  I’m admitedly jaded. It is import-
ant to see this place through guests’ eyes, through the 
eyes of someone like Sue Imperial who wrote the 
‘Welcome’ piece in this issue’s inside cover.  Some say 
Harbin has become too successful, too smooth, more of a 
resort than a spiritual experiment.  And yet I still hear the 
stories of serendipity and magic that have always defined 
what we call the “Harbin experience”.

              But all was not so perfect twenty years ago.  We 
were essentially a disperate group of anarchists and ideal-
ists trying to govern ourselves, and how much that has 
changed for the better!  Politically, Harbin in 1987 was in 
turmoil.  Anyone could become a resident by walking 
through the gate (I remember one guy who literally 
walked from Clearlake in his pointed cowboy boots) - it 
also felt like anyone could get thrown out (be “outa 
here!” as Managing Director Sajjad puts it).  At the time 
of the Harmonic Convergence, an undercurrent of fear 
had become palpable.  And, as if in response,  four days 
after the Convergence, Grandpa Roberts passed over.  I 
remember seeing the ambulance that morning and think-
ing it was Grandpa, feeling an other wordly surrealness 
to that day.  Folks who were there said that Grandpa was 
having another asthma attack, and he would not let the 
ambulance take him.  He made it clear that he was ready 
to die - so forceful was he in his conviction that the peo-
ple who were there acquiesed, including the ambulance 
driver who got in trouble for it - only letters from Harbin 
kept her from being fired.  He died in Michelle Prince’s 
arms amidst prayers, singing, and love.

  From the Fall, 1987 Quarterly by Libby 
Hillman, editor:

A sage once said that one never  
 sees the Day of the Yuga, but only knows 

  it when it is past.  For it dawns like any 
   other day and passes in the same wise, 

    recapitulating the history of the world.  
     I think this is true of the Harmonic 

      Convergence.

GRANDPA ROBERTS
1892-1987
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Living the Future
An Update
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 Dry Creek

Gathering of Sacred Song
with Lisa Thiel______

I worshipped God
and waited for you
I located the Goddess
and, finally, you arrived
a well made pot of soup
replaced puja
the rounded contours of my body
no longer excess
are redefined generosity
without the undertones of longing
my life takes on autmnal hues
of burnished golds and terra cotta

ah, love
without the struggle to find you
how will I motor my life?
                                      — Linda Miller

“Finally we learn the Mystery—that
unless we find the Goddess within
ourselves we will never find Her
without. She is both internal and ex-
ternal, as solid as a rock, as change-
able as our own internal image of
Her.” 
                           — Starhawk
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Harbin Becomes      
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    World Class

Near left: Peter cuts the cake in
the Restaurant as residents cele-
brate the 30th year of Heart Con-
sciousness Church.
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Jessica Sage, Theater Director
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rom Spiritual Gatherings to
plays, dances, parties, parades, art festivals
in the Garden, classes, yoga, hiking, health
treatments, shopping on the vendor lawn or
market, concerts, cooking in Fern kitchen,
dining or just hanging out, the guests felt
as much at home as the residents. 

F
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B y sharing ritual trad itions, w e keep community aliv e and celeb rate

30

A Tradition of Now ~
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 that it’s knock-you-to-your-knees amazing anything exists at all...

31

The Harbin MinistryThe Harbin Ministry
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Women’s Moon Lodge
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Partial Health Services Staff Summer 2002

Bhagavan Das

Beautiful
   Harbin
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!AFEH"H;GB?CH-G?GCF=H7@B:GEHGEH43$%8
hjm_kf eaicg_imTmmjdga]dm^a`dmh^YegUlcXmN

dlkemTm\eg^m_dkjmhjmdkcmZlliWmmCkb`gihlf

_lelmfjel_im_hjdm`bgjdlfbhilfmkicmbkaice[

_dhblmjdlmeljelkjmegg^fm_lelmchi][mkicmhbbTbhj

_hjdmaiafkZblm_ggcfjgUlfmg``aY[hi]m^a`d

g\mjdlmfYk`lWmmSm`gkjhi]mg\mcafjmhimfa^^lemge

^acmhim_hijlem_kfmkm`gifl<ali`lmg\mjdl

dlkUhb[meajjlcmchejmegkcfWmmIlmZega]djmgae

g_imZlcchi]m_hjdmafmjgm]gmgimjgYmg\mjdlmgil

Zgjjg^mfdlljmYegUhclcmkicm_khjlcmYkjhlijb[

EgemigjAmjgm]ljmhijgmjdlmfdkelcmZkjdegg^fW

PkeZhiRfmelfhclijfm_lelm^kVhi]melYkhefXmZaj

PkeZhimbk`VlcmkimgUlekbbmkejhfjh`mUhfhgiW

MdliXmfdgejb[mk\jlemNm^gUlcmdlelmhimO708X

JabhlmSck^fmfjlYYlcm\ge_kecmjgmcgmfg^lT

jdhi]mkZgajm@Clkajh\h`kjhgi?W

C[mchijmg\mh^^liflm]lgjdle^kbmlile][mkic

k_lfg^lmUhfakbm]ekiclaeXmPkeZhimdkfmbgi]

Zllim`gifhclelcmfk`elcXmgilmg\mjdlm_gebcRf

ikjaekbmYg_lemfYgjfWmmSi[jdhi]mjdkjmJabhlmchc

_gabcmdkUlmjgmigjmgib[mkccelffmjdlmlFhfjhi]

^lffmZajmkbfgmlFYelffmcalmelUleli`lWmmmSic

fhi`lmJabhlm_kfmVig_im^gelm\gemdlemheelUleT

li`lXmgilm`gabcmgib[mfdkVlmgilRfmdlkcmkic

dgYlWmmS\jlekbbXmhjmhfmhimjdlmPkeZhimjekchjhgimjg

\abb[mZk`VmaijehlcmjkblijXmlfYl`hkbb[mhimkm:gZ

igmgilmlbflm_kijfmjgmcgW

JabhlmlibhfjlcmjdlmdlbYmg\mgjdlemPkeZhimkejhfjf

kicm`ek\jf^lim>ljlem1ekiVlielhjlemkic

Kk::kcmGk^gacmEjdlm]a[fm_dgmk`jakbb[mcg

jdlm_geVAmkicm]gjmZaf[mgimjdlmeljelkjmegg^fX

jdlm`g^^gimfYk`lXmjdlmYggbfmkicm]egaicfW

1gem^a`dmg\mhjXmfdlmjlk^lcm_hjdmjdlmdkicT

fg^lmkicmjkblijlcm3limJliVhifm_dgm`aeelijT

b[mcglfmPkeZhiRfm_lZfhjlWmmMdlhemlF<ahfhjl

_geVhi]melbkjhgifdhYmfdg_fmhimjdlmfYl`jk`aT

bkem2][Yjhkimegg^Xm_gejd[mg\mNfhfmkicm5fhehfX

_dh`dm\lkjaelfmJabhlRfm^aekbfmkicm3liRfmfkeT

`gYdk]afmkfm_lbbmkfm3liRfm\aeihjaelmclfh]if

lF<ahfhjlb[meliclelcmZ[mcl`lkflcmelfhclij

ClimQehZZfWmmENm_giRjm:hiFm3limkic

+032/3(.)4"%&.4#,,,

THANK YOU, HARBIN ARTISTS...
J3VDRRV*OUMR
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*12/-2-4+032/3(.)

JabhlmZ[m`kbbhi]mjdl^mkm'`gaYblR+mNRbbm:afjmfk[

jdkjmjdl[RUlm@`blkUlcmaijgmlk`dmgjdle

\gefkVhi]mkbbmgjdlef?m\gemlblUlim[lkefmig_WA

1gemGki.kihjkmQkZhiXmjdlmgbclfjmZahbchi]mkj

PkeZhiXmJabhlm`dgflm*h`jgehkim:kclm\gemjdlm\helT

Ybk`lXmYehijfm\eg^mjdlm,gaUelmkicmkm`kjmYkfjlb

Z[melfhclijm>hlemIeh]djXmkfm_lbbmkfmkm]gcclff

elichjhgimZ[melfhclijXmQdkicehVkWmmIkbiajmLO

\lkjaelfm3liRfm^aekbmg\mkm_dhjlmjh]lemkicmdhf

jkijeh`Tjdl^lcmfjkhilcm]bkffXmkbgi]m_hjd

lF<ahfhjlmbkicf`kYlm^hihkjaelfmZ[m>hleW

PkeZhimfh]imYkhijlemYkemlF`lbbli`lmDlhb

Ma`dhim^kclmjdlmgeh]hikbm\aeihjaelmhimjdl

Kgajd_lfjmBgg^mkicmjdlmlF<ahfhjlmYkhijhi]

gUlemdhfmclfVm_kfmcgilmZ[mlFTelfhclijXmQkegb

5RKdlkW

Nm`gabcm]gmgimkicmgimkZgajmjdlmegg^fXmlfYlT

`hkbb[mjdlmbgUlb[mfjgilmZkjdegg^mhimS.kblkmOLX

_dh`dmJabhlmfk[fm_kfmhifYhelcmZ[mdlemjehYm_hjd

3limjgmjdlmGkcgiikmNiimhimKkijkmCkeZkek+

kicmg\m`gaeflXmYlk`l\abmJkf^hilmQkZhim_hjd

jdlm_kbbmg\m\eli`dmcggefmjdkjmbggVmgajmgUlemk

Zbhff\abb[mflelilm`g[mYgicWmmSicWWWmQlcke

QkZhimdkfmZllimjekif\ge^lcmmhijgm_dkjmJabhl

`kbbfmkm^hffhgiTfj[blm@jellmdgafl?m_hjdmki

geh]hikbmjhblmZ[mBajdmBh`dkecfXm^gfhk`m]bkff

jhblmfdg_lemZ[m3limkicm\aeihjaelmZ[mDlhb

Ma`dhiW

1gemjdlm]egaicfXmJabhlm`dgflm^kfjlem_ega]djT

hegim`ek\jf^kimGkeVmDh`dgbfmEkbfgmVig_imkf

CaZZbl^lhfjleAm\gemil_mekhbhi]fmkegaicmjdl

Pgjm>ggbmkicm\gemjdlmig_T\k^gafm=ek]gi

-kjlWmmSicmkfmdkfmg\jlimZllimjdlm`kflX

GkeVRfmflca`jhgimg\mPkeZhim_geVlcmZgjdm_k[f

kicmdlmZl`k^lmkmelfhclijXmig_mYb[hi]mdhf

jekclmhimGhccbljg_imkicmDkYkm*kbbl[W

BlfhclijmSdblkmchcmjdlmZlkajh\abm^heegem^kiT

ckbkmgimjdlmeahifmg\mjdlmgbcmdgjlbmkZgUl

CPRNSRIUKV?THUV44

.3"47 .4'/0

Ken & Julie
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I Was a   
@(+&+")&^#(RbW+^aba)A$b+L&bb+]&W]

Tr mpor nolkr9dqmr poer Lqiqor oqpmr lhqr Lpm[no
8p-q[kXrTr_pjrlqiinocrlhqdrp[kglrdbrnolqmYnq_
_nlhrlhqroq_rmqjneqolr^mkdr+qobp]rQqj_pinr1jqq
oq;lrapcq2]r_hqorLqiqorlkie gjrp[kglrprdkYnq
jhq6e jqqor fpiiqer D=k_hqmqr norW^mnfpDXr r Rhq
^nid _pjr p[kglr pr Fq_njh ^pdnib ^iqqnoc =p-n
8qmdpobr lkr +qobp]r _hqmqr lhqb inYqer nor p
mqdklqr mpofh hkgjqr poer lhqnmrepgchlqmr cmq_
ga aipbnoc _nlhr lhqrYniipcqrSnejrpoe jaqpSnoc
U_phninXrD9h]r Treq^nonlqib _polr lkrjqqr lhpl]DrT
jpnerlkrLqiqo]rDTrikYqrjlkmnqjrp[kglraqkaiqrinY`
nocrnorprjlmpocqrfgilgmqXDrDUkrekrT]Dr9dqmrjpneX
Lqiqoramkdnjqe jhq6e cqlrlhqr^nidrlkrgjX

Wj _qrapmlqe]rnlrjlmgfSrdqrlhplr9dqm]
por Tjmpqin]r poer Lqiqo]r ^mkd Hocipoe]r _qmq
lhqdjqiYqj ^pmr^mkd hkdqrpoe inYnocrnorporpinqo
fgilgmqXr rWjrTr_piSqe garlhqrmkperlk_pmejrlhq
hklrakkij]rTr_pjrlhnoSnoc hk_ enYqmjqrLpm[nornj
poe [qcporlkrmplliqrk^^r nordb hqpe hk_ dpob
oplnkopinlnqj]r qlhonfnlnqj]r mqincnkoj]r poe ipo`
cgpcqjr Tr hper qofkgolqmqer nor db jqYqolqqo
bqpmj hqmqr`rqYqmbrSnoerpoe fkikmrk^ Wdqmnfpo
poe =plnYqrWdqmnfpo]rWmcqolnonpo]r Imp-ninpo]
Vpbpo]r Okikd[npo]r Vq;nfpo]r Fpdpnfpo]
Ohnoqjq]r Fpapoqjq]r Opopenpo]r Qmqofh
Opopenpo]r Tmnjh]r qYqmbr Snoer k^r Imnl]r poe
Hgmkaqpor poe Vneeiqr Hpjlqmoqm]r Toenpo]
EpSnjlpon]r Ukglh W^mnfpo]r >gjjnpo]r Uqm[]
Igicpmnpo]r Igeehnjl]r Lnoeg]r Iphpn]rVgjind]
Fq_]r Ug^n]r Nnffpo]r Qpmjn]r qYqmbr Snoer k^
Ohmnjlnpo]r poer qYqmb iqYqir k^r qegfplnko]
^nopofqj]r poe jq;gpi aqmjgpjnkoXr Rhqmqr _qmq
dkmqren^^qmqofqjr lhporTrfkgie fkgolr`r 3gjlr lhq
enqlpmb amq^qmqofqjr pikoqr njr pr jkgmfqrk^ dgfh
hnipmnlbXr Tr mqdqd[qmqer kgmr ^kgoeqm]r TjhYpmp]
kofqrlqiinoc dq]rDTreko6lrhpYqrlkrckrkglrnolkrlhq
_kmier`rlhqr_kmie fkdqj hqmqXD

Wjr Tr lmnqer lkr ndpcnoqr hk_ ^pmr jkdq
aqkaiqrhpe fkdqrpoe hk_ jlmpocqrLpm[nordgjl
hpYqrjqqdqerlkrlhqd]rTrmqfpiiqe _nlhrprjlpmlrdb
k_or3kgmoqbr`rLpm[nornjroklrq;pflibrlhqrUqplliq
jg[gm[jrk^ db bkglh)r rTrlkk]rhpe fkdqrpr ikoc
_pbXrTor^pfl]rq;fqalr^kmrlhqrSnej _hkrpmqrmpnjqe
hqmq]rlhqmq6jrokrkoqr^kmr_hkdrLpm[norfpo6lr[q

*12/-2-4+032/3(.)4'10$4"%&.4#

JabhlRfmki`hlijmaih`gaefkbmbkZ[ehijdmE\hefjm\gaicmgi

QeljlAWmmIdh^fh`kbmjhblfmZ[mBajdmBh`dkecfmbggVmgaj

gUlemjdlmPlkejm>ggbmkicmjdlm_kbV_k[mZldhic

Blc_ggcW

Sbbmg\mjdhfmlidki`lfmjdlmZlkajh\abb[m^khijkhilcmkic

ikjaekbhfjh`mbkicf`kYhi]mg\mBajdXmClmSbbXmSiikmGkehk

kicmgjdlefWmmSicmjdlmeajjlcmchejmegkcmdkfmZlli

elYbk`lcmZ[m]ek`l\abmfj[bh.lcm`gZZblfjgilfXm`gaejlf[

g\mjdlm\kjdleTfgimjlk^mg\mJk`Vfgim(mJkfgiW

PkeZhimdkfm`blkeb[mZllimkmYbk`lm\gemkejhfjh`mhifYhekT

jhgiWmmSimh^YgejkijmUlialm\gemkejhfjfmhfmMdl

Blfjkaekijm_dlelmil_m_geVmdkfmZllimchfYbk[lcmZ[

Dh`VmCge]lfXmDhg^km=lkiXmSiikmGkehkm>dgjhigfX

Dh`VmCliiljjmkicm&YkckmSi]lbh`kWmm>dgjg]ekYdfmZ[

2bkhilmGkehlmkicmS^lbhkm1ellmg\jlim]ek`lmg\\h`l

_kbbfmkicmjdlmCbalmBgg^mQk\ mkfm_lbbmkfmjdlmYk]lf

g\mjdhfmYaZbh`kjhgiWm>gjjle[mZ[mGh`Vl[m-hfdmkicmBajd

fdg_maYmhimYle\l`jmYbk`lfmkfmcglfmSiVlmNdiVliRf

fl_hi]mkicmfjkhilcm]bkffWmmSicm>ljlemCekaimcglf

_giclefm_hjdmce[mlekflm^keVlefmckhb[mgimjdl

Blfjkaekijm^liaW

NmdkUlmg\jlimjdga]djmjdkjmkejmkicmelbh]hgimkelmhi

lffli`lmjdlmfk^lmTmlk`dmfllVhi]mjgm]bh^Yflmjdl

=hUhilXmjgmYegUgVlmk_kelilffmg\mjdlmaicleb[hi]mdkeT

^gi[mg\mQelkjhgiWmmMdlelmdkfmkb_k[fmZllimSejmhimjdhf

Ybk`lWmmMdlm^hek`blmjdkjmJabhlm_ega]djm_kfmjdkjmfdl

lidki`lcmhjmekjdlemjdkimchfjaeZlcmhjXmkicmjdaf

kbbg_lcmkmdke^gihgafmda^kimYelfli`lWmmSjmPkeZhiX

_lmkelmYkejmg\mjdlmchUhilmYbkimg\mDkjaelXmjdkiVfmhi

bke]lmYkejmjgmJabhlmSck^fmkicmjdlmgjdlemPkeZhi

kejhfjfW

NimjdlmDkjhUlmS^leh`kimlFYelffhgimg\m]ekjhjaclX

@G[mdlkejmhfmdkYY[W?

(POV@POU1VQUUVNMUV+TOJSRVGUJQSNUVTNVGGGEMTOJSREPOHE

Mark (Bubblemeister) Nichols

our
  new chef
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Stranger in a Strange Land
jpner lkr[qrporDpinqorfgilgmqDXr rNqrhpYqrq;amqjjnkojr norkgmr ipocgpcqr ^kmrlhqrq;aqmnqofqrk^rpinqorfgilgmpi
qofkgolqmjGrDfgilgmqrjhkfSDrpoerDfgilgmqrfipjhD]roqnlhqmrkoqrk^ _hnfh eqjfmn[qjrlhqrq;aqmnqofqrk^ fkdnoc
lkrLpm[noXrRhqr_kmerDpjjndniplnkoDrfqmlpnoib ekqjo6lreqjfmn[qr nl]r_nlhr nljrIkmcnporfkooklplnkojr k^ fko`
^kmdnlbX =kmrekqjrlhqr_kmerDlkiqmpofqDrjqqdrpaamkakrk^rlhqrfgilgmqrhqmqXrrUkr_hplrnjrnlrp[kglrLpm[no]rpj
pinqorpjrnlrnj]rlhplrdpSqj fkdnoc hqmqrjkrdgfh inSqrDfkdnoc hkdqDr^kmrjkrdpob aqkaiq&rrNhplrdpSqjrnlrpii
_kmS&

9^ fkgmjqrlhpl6jrlhqr[nc dbjlqmbr`rcmqplrgonYqmjnlnqjrnofigenoc Ulpo^kme hpYqrjqolrlhqnmrpolhmkaki`
kcb cmpe jlgeqolj hqmqrlkrjlgeb gjr`rkoqrpflgpiib jlpbqerkorpjrprmqjneqolX Eqmhpajrnl0jrlhplrLpm[noroqYqm
q;njlqe [q^kmq]rjkr_q6mqrpii jkmlrk^ fk`fmqplnocrnlrpj _qrckX Eqmhpaj [qnocrnor_nieqmoqjjrpiik_j gjrlkrmqdqd`
[qmrkgmramndpiroplgmq]r[q^kmqrhgdpoj enYneqernolkrjkrdpob enjlnoflrcmkgajX Eqmhpajrnl6j [qfpgjqr_qreko6l
mqpiibrSok_ _hkrqpfhrklhqmr_pj [q^kmq]r_hqlhqmr_qr_qmqrmnfhrkmrjgffqjj^gir `r lhqreq^nonlnkork^ _qpilhr nj
dgfh [mkpeqmrok_XrrEqmhpajrnl0j [qnocropSqernor^mkolrk^rqpfhrklhqmX

Anqlinoeq]r_hkrfpdqr^mkdr8qmdpob]rjhqe jkdqrinchlXrr,Trpd jkrjgaakmlqerlkr[qr_hplqYqmrTr_pol
lkr[qrhqmqXrrTrfpor[qrjanmnlgpirnordbrk_or_pbXrT^rTr_polrlkrfhpocqrdbropdqrpoe [qfkdqrpr8gmgr`rEqkaiq
eko0lripgch]rlhqbrpjSr_hplrlhqb fporekrlkrhqia dqX.rr4qj]rT0Yqr^qilrlhpl]rlkkXrrNhplqYqmrdbrmqpiib hgdpo
oqqejrpmqr`rqYqorn^rTroqqerlkrcmnqYqrkmr3gjlr[qriq^lrpikoqr^kmrp_hniqr`rTr^qqirpffqalqerpoe jgaakmlqeX

Eqmhpajrkgmrfkddgonlbrnjroklr3gjlrprfkddgonlb]raqmhpajrnlrnjrpr,cik[pirYniipcq.]rprhgdporjpoflg`
pmb _hqmqrlhqrckkeoqjjrk^ aqkaiqrnj jqi^`qYneqolrpoe]rpjrAqoonjr+gfnonfh jpbj]r,EqpfqrnjrnoqYnlp[iq.X

Treko6lrSok_XrrTr3gjlrSok_rlhplrhqmqrplrLpm[no]rTrfpor[qrdqr`rNhplqYqmrlhplrdqpojX

by Ann Prehn
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When I reached my tenta-
tive toe into the Harbin Warm Pool
and felt the inviting tickle of warm
bubbles, I forgot my nudity for a
moment and allowed myself to relax
and ease into the water.  That was a
stretch for me.  Today is my first
day here and I’m a large woman not
in the habit of exposing myself.    

What a spectacular place!  Silence, wilderness,
mountains catching the last golden rays of sun.  It was
easy to breathe in deeply, leaving behind the stress of
city life.  In a few short moments, I was so comfortable,
I felt like I’d been here forever.  

In the center of the pool, a woman was giving
another very large woman a Watsu® - a water shiatsu
massage, I’ve found out, developed here at Harbin by
the School of Shiatsu and Massage.  She rocked her
gently cradled in her arms, then floated and stretched
her.  Both women looked transported.

At length, I ventured into the Hot Pool, a small cov-
ered grotto lit by candles.  I made it in up to my waist,
not bad for day one.  I’m told the water is about 113o.

**66 66 11 55 44 (( 33

< .OPPO 8NJI *NFL $LSORK;;;

XSR GS RO@S ANF INBP
WEOFMS <:G HNQPH RN;;;

.QRK .OMMSLROP&SP= ANF ISDQPS RKS DQSJI=
MSPRQGSPROJ MBSSR= OM VNKP:M MRLOB?SLLQSM

NL ISSC IOL@ OPI MKOINBA QP AQSJI
ND RBQJQHKR MJSSC;

3JJ EOP KSOJ
PNRKQPH RN HSR RSPMS O?NFR
MNGSRKQPH DSSJM DNLS>SL;

$LSORKQPH QM SOMA BKSP GQPI DJNORM
QR:M NPSPSMM RKOR ANF:JJ LSOC;

7KOGS OPI DSOLU
<R OJJ CNFLM NFR

RKOR QM= < RKQP@ BS CLOPO9?S;

XSR GS RO@S ANF INBP
WEOFMS BS:LS HNQPH RN RKS 8OL?QP MBOA=

PNRKQPH QM LSOJ
PNRKQPH RN @SSJ KOFJ O?NFR
MNGSRKQPH DSSJM DNLS>SL;

9 3PRNPQO 3JJOBORR

1
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++22 44 22 // )) %% 44 33 55 FPMCSO@O?JS
GSMMOHS DLNG RKS ESPRSL

ND RKS FPQ>SLMS
EOJG MBSSR @PNBQPH

CFJMQPH SGCRA OBOLSPSMM
GAMRQEOJ PSEROL

NP NPJA
O JQDS= CSLKOCM JQDSRQGSM
ND DORSI FPDNJIQPH

OPI MRLFHHJS
PNB JSR HN
PNB LSMR

PNB QP ENNJ MQJSPES
@PNB

9 /LSOMFLS

Yikes!  Then I went up behind and stuck my toe in the
Cold Plunge.  I won’t lie - I didn’t even try to get into
that one.  Other people were going in and out without
hesitation, again and again.  I was in awe.  I’m going to
be here for ten days and already I’m surprising myself
with what I’m doing - so why rush myself?   

When I went back out to the Warm Pool, I was
greeted by the most incredible sight - the very large
woman was now being floated under the water.  I mean,
this was truly amazing - not only did she not need to
breathe, but she also had no bones, no mass - she
moved like a wet noodle, flowing as her hair flowed,
completely taken over by the water.   Was she out of
her body?  Where was she?  Finally she was brought
momentarily to the surface, where she simply
sighed and went back under.   I caught the eye
of a man nearby looking as dumbfounded as I
must have.   I looked away. 

Finally, as the Full Moon was coming up, a
woman jumped into the pool with a burning stick
of sweet-smelling sage, and quietly went around
asking if people wanted to be ”smudged” for the
Full Moon Ceremony.  Soon we were in a circle,
singing, chanting, sending love out to the world
and howling at the moon.  And as the minister
pointed out, we all felt perfectly safe even
though we were stark naked (most of us) holding
hands with a bunch of strangers.  The man
caught my eye and we laughed.

What an incredible day.  As I write this I’ve
just shared a spontaneous potluck in Fern
Kitchen and tonight I will be sleeping out on the
deck under the clearest sky I’ve ever seen.
Tomorrow, I’m going to get a Watsu® and try
again to get in the Hot Pool.  I found out the
underwater thing is called Wassertanzen or
WaterDance, but I’m definitely not ready for
that...   Am I?

- Shirley Rivers
0
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Manzanita, built in the late 1800’s, was the first
home of The School of Shiatsu and Massage.
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World Class Workshops
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This project
began three years
ago when my mother
was very sick and near

the end of her ten
year fight with cancer.

I needed money to take
a month off work and be

with her.

In the years that I’ve been here,
my mother had visited Harbin only three times.  Her first
visit was a shock to her system (nudity!) but in later years,
she came with new-found appreciation for the nature
and peacefulness.  On her first visit in early ‘91, she met
some residents, most of whom she was skeptical of, but
she was very happy to meet Dee - she felt this was some-
one she could relate to.  Over the years, Mom always
asked, “How’s Dee doing?” So when I shared with Dee
how sick my mother was and my financial needs, she vol-
unteered to help me out in trade for “a future artwork”.

After my mother passed, I asked Dee what kind of artwork she would like.  We discussed different
ideas and she said she wanted something for the Harbin Garden.  At the time she was dealing with her
own health issues and facing her own mortality.  She said that she would like “a bench where people can
come and visit with my spirit after I’m gone.”  

With her wish as my guide, I began to develop the project.  Neil and Madronna offered a site in
the Garden near the Resident Center in the old orchard.  Neil and the garden crew sculpted the site for

the bench and installed plumbing and landscape for a
fountain.  

Eighteen years earlier, while taking a Watsu Class, I
had been rock hopping in the creek near the
Conference Center and landed on a large green ser-
pentine boulder.  Its beauty inspired me, and I
thought, “Someday, I would love to use that in a
sculpture.”  Now, eighteen years later, I thought of it
for Dee’s fountain - and how could I ever get it out
of the creek?  I asked Davel (Harbin’s ace backhoe
operator) to have a look.  Macho guy that he is, he
said, “Piece of cake.”  We lassoed and slung both red
and green boulders and we were on our way - drilling

Dee’s Fountain

.
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“And all about, windows bring in light
Lifting high unto the spiralled rafters
And spilling down from the High Center.

“And the children of Harbin shall sing & dance
And perform all manner of performances,
And many shall there be, too,
Who do Satsang and Yoga.

“And in the Spring, the windows of the temple
will be thrown open

And the cooling breezes will blow round about.
And the temple of Harbin shall cleave unto 

the Garden
Even as a bridegroom cleaves unto his bride.”

And lo, when the children of Harbin 
awoke from their dream, behold, 

Much that the Angel spoke
had come to pass, and it was so.

~Annie

�!"$# &&&

vision came to the children of Harbin,
And they did dream a sweet dream.
For an Angel came unto them and said,

“Money will I give you for the 
building of a temple.

“And it shall be brought forth
of strawbale and cedar

On the eastern edge of the Garden
And covered round with earth and flowers
Where the frogs sing in the shadows
And the quail hide in the heath.

“And the diameter of the temple
shall be 60 feet

And the shape of the temple shall be round,
The floor of it shall be of rammed earth.
Warmth radiates in Winter from 

its sealed softness
And a large fire blaze upon a hearth.

Sun Ray Kelley,
Artist/Architect

�
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Summer
2005

Architech and Builder
Sun Ray Kelley
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Fall
2005

    Thank you Richard Bach for spear-heading this divine project.
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Roots of the New Age – 
By Ann Prehn

“The New Age is a religious beginning.  It can,
therefore, free from distorted scriptures, be based on
the whole universe as God.  As we embrace the univer-
sal spirituality of New Age thinking, we can use all scrip-
tures as sources of truth…

Spiritual feelings arise in various ways.  Some-
times they are induced by beautiful surroundings,
churches, art, music, and, most of all, nature.  When
we leave noisy, enclosed cities for the silence, majesty,
and openness of tall trees and mountains, or vast plains
or waters, we connect with the unlimited.”   Harbin’s
founder, Ishvara:  Oneness in Living.

To see God, ourselves, and the universe as one
unlimited whole does not seem political.  But, at the
dawn of civilization, hierarchical religions stressed our
separation from God, and from nature.  Because of
this, the philosophy we now call New Age was
counter-cultural and revolutionary. 

The earliest claim on the “New Age” label be-
longed to Madame Blavatsky and her occultist Theo-
sophical Society of the late 19th Century.  The
Theosophists were interested in replacing hierarchical
religion with the universalism of Eastern religions.  But
before the Civil War, there was already a group that
espoused the tenets of the New Age, a group called
the “Transcendentalists”.   Proponents included some
of this country’s greatest writers and thinkers, including
Ralph Waldo Emerson, Henry David Thoreau, Bronson
Alcott, and Margaret Fuller.  “Transcendentalism” was
first coined and discussed by philosophers in Germany,
but it was in New England in the 1840s that it became
a real social movement. 

When we think about New England, our first
thoughts may be of Puritans, scarlet letters, and witch
hunts.  How, we may ask, in a few short generations,
did the medieval-seeming Puritans become Transcen-
dentalists, the freedom-loving prophets of the New
Age?  To understand this, we must first grasp that the

Puritans came to New England’s shores for their own
religious freedom.  They were part of the Protestant
Reformation, whose main dispute with the Catholic
Church was its Papist hierarchy which acted as sole in-
terpreter of the Bible.  The Protestants believed every-
body should read and interpret the Bible for himself,
and sent their missionaries off to teach everybody to
read, even going so far as to create written languages
where none existed and translate the Bible into them.
They took along their strict customs and moral codes,
and, to understate it severely, were not welcomed
everywhere they went.  But this idea, that Christians
should be able to read and interpret the Bible for
themselves, soon led to the idea of reading other
things, including other religious books, and coming to
one’s own conclusions about those, too.  Once literacy
had been spread, the cat was out of the bag.

By the 1840’s, New Age-like texts from India,
China, and the Middle East were being translated and
read, by women as well as men.  Many were impressed
by Buddhism, the Bhagavad Gita, and Middle Eastern
mystery schools and from them adopted the idea that
God could be experienced directly.  Calling themselves
Transcendentalists, they saw God in all things, and were
horrified at what industrialized civilization was doing
to nature and individual freedom.  They experimented
with Utopian movements and spiritualism, even cre-
ating Harbin-like intentional communities such as
Brook Farm and Bronson Alcott’s Fruitlands where they
lived in harmony with nature, guided by each person’s
own intuition and conscience.  (A great account is in
Transcendental Wild Oats by Bronson Alcott’s daugh-
ter, Louisa May Alcott.)  The Transcendentalists prac-
ticed gender and racial equality, espoused and agitated
for the end of slavery and child labor; many were even
vegetarians and vegans.

Emerson said, "There is a correspondence be-
tween the human soul and everything that exists in the
world; more properly, everything that is known to
man.  Instead of studying things without, the principles
of them all may be penetrated into from within... The
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The Transcendentalists
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purpose of life seems to be to acquaint man with him-
self... The highest revelation is that God is in every
man."

The idea that man is a part of nature is ex-
pressed in this quote from Margaret Fuller: “It is not
meant that the soul should cultivate the earth, but
that the earth should educate and maintain the soul.”

Defining ‘Transcendentalism’ seemed then al-
most as hard as defining ‘New Age’ seems today.  It was
a topic of constant debate.  This was because the one
agreed principle was that each individual should ex-
perience the divine for himself.  A late 19th Century
history book called Transcendentalism in New England
notes:

“A remarkable feature of The Dial [Emerson’s
1840’s Transcendentalist magazine, edited by Margaret
Fuller] were the chapters of “Ethnical Scriptures,”
seven in all, containing texts from the Veeshnu Sarma,
the laws of Menu, Confucius, the Desatir, the Chinese
“Four Books,” Hermes Trismegistus, the Chaldean Or-
acles…  To read such things then showed an enlight-
ened and courageous mind; to print them in a
magazine under the sacred title of ‘Scriptures’ argued
a most extraordinary breadth of view.  In offering these
chapters to its readers, without apology and on their
intrinsic merits, Transcendentalism exhibited its power
to overpass the limits of all special religions, and do
perfect justice to all expressions of the religious senti-
ment.”

Accessing the divine directly, each in his own
way, without the intercession of church or govern-
ment, was and is a revolutionary act.  And just as with
the counter-culture movements of the 1960’s, the
Transcendentalists stood up for freedom.  They were
Abolitionists, Feminists, reformers in factories and
schools, proponents of Indian rights.  The Transcen-
dentalist Henry David Thoreau especially resonates
through the ages.  His book Walden, written in 1845,
advocates a simple life in nature and inspired modern

environmentalism.  His Civil Disobedience inspired
Gandhi and Martin Luther King.

Today, Harbin and the New Age are advan-
taged with years of experience and methods for aiding
the individual to a state of divine oneness.  There are
gurus and teachers for every predilection and person-
ality. Innovations in modalities of consciousness-raising,
especially from Esalen’s Human Potential Movement,
distinguish us from those early Transcendentalists.  

But without the Transcendentalists, there
would likely have been no Theosophists, no New Age,
no Esalen, and no Harbin.  Now it’s our turn to give
to the future.  "We're obviously hanging at a cusp,"
says George Wheeler, Esalen’s president, "and that
cusp is human evolution itself.  It's still all about the
evolution of consciousness and human potential.  But
yes, I'm hopeful." 

______________________
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  Fire!!!
I had heard stories, that because of the geography of the can-

yon, fire was a serious threat, that the springs had caught fire five
times previously in its long and varied incarnations, but hearing stories
and being in one are two different things. As I sat on the Harbin lawn
that day, in front of the beautiful Victorian/hippie renovated hotel build-
ings, surrounded by huge old cherished trees that cradled the lawn
tenderly, I saw a dark pillar of smoke rise in the north from behind Har-
bin. It was September 12, 2015, the birthday of a friend with whom I
sat. She had come all the way from Florida to celebrate because she, like
many others, loved Harbin so.

“I think we better go,” I said, casting an eye at the curiosity of
smoke.

By the time we got across the Village, the devil himself and all
the hounds of hell came blasting out of the canyon. Huge black clouds
loomed over a wall of flame taller than most of the buildings in Middle-
town, devouring anything in its wake.

With little or no warning, suddenly 20.000 people had to make it
down that skinny, winding mountain road, some with animals in tow, leav-
ing behind all of life’s possessions to the fate of wind and flames.

The Valley Fire was the fastest moving fire in the recorded his-
tory of fire in the state of California. It started shortly after 1pm on
Cobb Mountain and by 6:30pm had consumed more than 10,000 acres, in-
cluding our beloved Harbin. While firefighters fought to save what could
be saved of Middletown, Harbin Hot Springs burned to the ground.

We ran for our very lives with only the clothes on our backs, pray-
ing the car had enough gas to get down the mountain, and that no burn-
ing trees would fall across the road before we made it to safety. Twenty
thousand people from Cobb, Harbin, and Middletown, who on a good day
would probably struggle, curse, and compete to get to their goal, instead
hung together, helped each other to move faster than the raging mon-
ster in hot pursuit behind them.

If the story could end here, it would probably be a grace, but for
those of us who went through the Valley Fire, who were now homeless,
our transformation had just begun.

Carol Thompson
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A Shout-Out to the Heroes 
Who Came Back

by Aquiana

The Valley Fire caused the loss of 4 lives (a fifth has never been found), destroyed 1300 homes,
and another 666 structures in 79,000 acres. Seven to ten million trees were lost. Costs of rebuilding quad-
rupled. Most of us lost our jobs, pets, property all at once. I lost my home, 5 cats as well and both my pro-
fessions.

Harbin’s 10,000 acres burned to the ground, taking 95% of its
buildings, except for 3 school buildings (Domes), 2 cabins, 2 comfort sta-
tions, the garden barn, some housing in town, and the smoking deck (!) It
took years to clear the debris and land; the rebuild will take decades. A
great deal of money was lost trying to increase funding for the rebuild.
What had been a thriving town and family of its own largely disbanded to
all points of the globe. Many had no in- surance for home or health and had
to leave to find work or a place to live, as Harbin housing was largely de-
stroyed.

As we waited in our tents for word of the fire being out and if our
homes were still there, an amazing thing happened. A Harbin community
meeting (without managers) was held at the Calistoga Fairgrounds,
our evacuation center, within days of the Fire. Drawn together in a spirit
of family and unity, more than 150 Harbin Strong members were ready
to do whatever needed to reopen. Another meeting in Calistoga (with
our Managing Directors) showed the determination to rebuild and rise
from the ashes.

For the three years after the fire, Sajjad wrestled with the Lake County planning department who
had also been devastated. Their help came and went and each new face had a different set of criteria than
the previous. Two years after the rebuild plans were finally accepted, Harbin was hit by another major dis

-

aster: Covid. Harbin barely managed to stay open. It is with utter gratitude that this shout out is given.
Thank you, thank you, thank you. 

Some names of folks who helped have been missed. Sunheart, that blessed soul, has passed on. Many
including Sajjad and Julie, Eme, Elaine, Padma and Aquiana have left Harbin or retired. 

Harbin is now led primarily by Lia Findley Jennings, Chayo Mosqueda and a cast of new characters.
When asked if they felt like residents or employees, one said, “We feel like family.” Someday we hope to have
‘residents’ again, but for now ‘family’ is a beautiful place to be.

Liminal
That moment upon awakening

when it’s all the way it was
not the way it is

When you realize you’ve
been driving the clear road of

yesterday
not the scarred paths of today

The sharp intake of breath
knowing the past is only ashes
and so is the future if we don’t

learn
The only hope to make anything

better in the now
than the memory of how it was

— Aquiana  

ne
str

Sajjad

Julie
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          Sajjad came out of retirement to lead the effort. Julie Adams showed up, as well as Lia Findley 
Jennings, Chayo Mosqueda, Eric Richardson, Ken Gonzales, Michael Whalen, Padma, Will, Shah, Elaine, R.Lane, 
T.Chris, Alexa, Eme, Anke, Deirdre, Neil, Abel, Amir, and Ishvara. In three years Harbin reopened with 
temporary buildings and a new infrastructure. Others were showing up by the day to help including 
Dennis, Sunheart, Jon Streiter, Linda Miller, Leland, Jocelyn, Frankie, Harlan, and more. Body workers too 
were returning: Penny, Janelle, Aquiana, Caroline Arpita, Nico. Ace chef Feswali also returned, along with 
Crystal, Chris Deer, and Chia.



Rebuilding —Nov. 2024
Lia
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Reunited Souls at Harbin — 
The Story of Zeynep and Mahmut

The drive to Harbin Hot Springs felt like a journey through time. I glanced over at Zeynep, her profile
framed by the afternoon sunlight. She had said “let’s do a road trip, it will be intimate”. It had been twelve years
since we’d last seen each other, and now we were here, together, on a road winding through the California
hills. My heart was racing, not just because of the sharp turns, but because of the surreal reality of having her
beside me again.

We’d met in high school, two restless souls dreaming about the future. We shared everything back then—
hopes, fears, endless conversations about life. After graduation, our paths diverged. Zeynep’s architecture career
took her to New York, then Moscow, while I ventured to Switzerland and then California, pursuing my passion
for physics. Life happened, as it often does, and we drifted apart.

In 2020, I discovered Harbin Hot Springs. It became my refuge, a place to disconnect from the chaos of
the world and reconnect with myself. The hot springs, surrounded by lush hills and ancient trees, offered a tran-
quility I hadn’t known I needed. Every visit felt like a balm, healing old wounds I didn’t even realize I carried. It
was here, amidst the steam and silence, that I often found myself thinking about my life and what is missing.

And then, a few months ago, I reached out to Zeynep. A simple mes-
sage: “Hey Zeynep, long time. If you’ll ever be in California, I would
love to catch up.” Then we started to exchange messages, catching up
on the basics, but it was clear that neither of us wanted to stay on the
surface. When I suggested we visit Harbin together, I wasn’t sure what
she would say. But she agreed, and here we were, making our way up
the winding road, anticipation and a touch of nervousness hanging in
the air.

As we pulled into the parking lot, I turned to her. “Ready for this?”
She smiled, a hint of that old mischievous spark in her eyes. We stepped
out of the car and walked towards the entrance, the familiar scent of eu-
calyptus and the sound of rustling leaves greeting us. We checked in,
and as we made our way to the pools, I could feel the tension of the
past few years easing out of my body. There’s something about Harbin
that just does that—melts away the stress, leaving only the essentials
behind.

“I can see why you love this place,” Zeynep said, her eyes taking in
the surroundings. “It’s so peaceful.”

“It’s become a kind of home for me,” I admitted. “A place to reflect,
to heal. It’s helped me through a lot.”

We reached the main pool area, and I watched as Zeynep took it all
in—the steam rising from the water, the quiet conversations, the way
the sun filtered through the trees, casting dappled light on the surface.
I realized then just how much I wanted her to feel what I felt here, to
understand why this place had become so important to me.

We found a spot by the warm pool and slipped into the water. For a
while, we just sat there, side by side, letting the warmth soak into our   A wedding under the fig tree.
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bones. It was a silence filled with comfort and a sense of familiarity
that surprised me. Despite the years apart, it felt like no time had
passed at all.

“I’ve missed this,” she said finally, her voice soft. “Being
able to just... be with someone who knows me.”

I nodded, understanding exactly what she meant. “I’ve
missed you, Zeynep”.

She turned to me, her eyes searching mine. “Then why
didn’t you reach out?” It was a question I’d asked myself countless
times. A small smile played on her lips. Zeynep reached over and
took my hand, her touch sending a familiar warmth through me. 

“I’ve been searching for something, Mahmut. I lived in
these incredible cities, met amazing people, but there was always
this feeling that something was missing. I think it was you.” The
honesty in her voice, the openness—it took my breath away. We
had been through so much separately, yet here we were, finding
each other again in this place that had given me so much peace.

We spent the rest of the day exploring Harbin together. We
soaked in the different pools, strolled along the quiet paths, and
talked about everything and nothing. It felt like peeling back layers,
rediscovering who we were and how we had changed. The ease of
our old friendship was still there, but it was mixed with something
new, something deeper.

 The sun was setting as we made our way to a place I wanted
to show her, a quiet spot called “The Roots,” under a majestic fig
tree that had stood there for decades. It was my favorite place at
Harbin, a place where I often sat and reflected. As we stood there,
I took her hand and looked into her eyes.

“Zeynep, I’ve spent so much time here finding myself, but
I didn’t realize that what I was really searching for was you.” Her
eyes filled with tears, and she squeezed my hand. 

“Mahmut, I feel the same.” We hugged, holding each other
tightly, and I knew I didn’t want to let her go.

The next few days were a blur of joy and discovery. We
promised to return to Harbin together, and we did—just a few
months later. On our second visit, standing under that same fig tree
at The Roots, we exchanged vows right there with our spiritual
guide Ann Prehn, in the place that had brought us back together,
surrounded by the serenity and beauty of Harbin.

 As we stood under the canopy of the fig tree, I felt an over-
whelming sense of gratitude. Harbin wasn’t just a sanctuary any-
more; it was the place where we had found each other again, where
we had started a new chapter together. Now, every visit to Harbin
is a celebration of that moment, a reminder of the journey we’ve
taken—separately and together. As we look to the future, I know
that whatever comes, we’ll face it hand in hand, grounded in the
love and connection we rediscovered under that fig tree, in the heart
of Harbin.

Zeynep & Mahmut Continued
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John Sciarra (Waste and Recycle)
I can't imagine it being better.  It's incredible.  We have
an incredible opportunity.

Journey Dobbs-Marsh (guest)
I enjoy the pools a lot.  Construction is slightly annoying.
I heal here.  Get away from the computer.

Adam (security)
I like the vibe of everybody.  Relaxed guests.  Friendly
staff.  Different people from different parts of life.

Vonni Wyng (guest)
I love it.  I do garden design, and I love all these areas.
Good events whether you are solo or with a group.  Elec-
tronics free zone. The food is excellent, and I love the
history.  It is well run.
People are available.  Will be exciting to see what will
happen.

Amelie Cabrera (reception)
I like how adaptable it is here, because they are con-
stantly adapting and changing for the better, while still
keeping to their roots.  It's wonderful to see such a tightly
knit community and how they come together so well.

Tamary Cahill (reception)
This place is magical.  It's more
than what you see.  There are ac-
tually spirits here that do healing,
and I know this because I have ex-
perienced it.  I love that Harbin is
an intentional community.  We build
each other up .  We stand up for
each other, and love each other.
The employees are not just employ-
ees, and the guests are not just
guests.  We are the Harbin tribe.

Steven Chiu (guest)
I can't imagine before the fire.  It's
an amazing environment.  I love the
architecture of the Watsu Center.
Sad I'm leaving.  My dad's last wish
was to be in a hotsprings.  Now I
know where to bring my mom.

Kyleen Weerts (reception)  
I love it here.  You can be you and be comfortable.

Bryan VanDerhyden  (guest)
Close to paradise.  Very relaxing.  Tranquil and
peaceful.  Good to do a reset from the world.

Vicki Novelo (Blue Room & kitchen)  
I have the opportunity to come on my days off. It's
beautiful and charming.  Nice people, but
I'm still waiting for the wild factor to come back.
Needs more marketing to bring in your tribe.
I managed 850 rooms.  For me this is a candy
shop.  We need to bring the employees together.  I
like the rural location.  People come a long way
to get here.  They have all that time to think of
their expectations.

Maurice Randolph (guest)
One of the most pleasant vacation experiences I
ever had.  And I will definitely be back.  I like the
spaciousness, the chance to walk around.  The
Gardens are so beautiful.  And the place is so
clean.

Carol 2024:  How do you like Harbin?

59

Project1 version 3 redux jan9 2025_Layout 1  1/16/2025  2:18 PM  Page 59



Healing Waters
Sacred Land
“The Harbin History Book”

is still in print.

Buy it today on
Amazon

or at
The Harbin Bookstore

Minister Training  — H.C.C.               

by Ellen Klages

*

R.Lane

Come join us at Harbin   www.harbin.org
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