
Red With Passion 
1. 1979: Summer Holiday Hardships 

15:30 - The summer holidays started 2 weeks ago, but I can’t relax. It’s not like I miss school or 
anything, but knowing I’ll be in year 10 (double digits!) once I get back is stressing me out 
before it’s even started. Usually, whenever I bring it up with my parents, they’ll say something 
like “You can’t be stressed, you're just a child” but recently, it seems they’ve actually been trying 
to... understand me? Saying things like “Soon, we’ll never experience stress again” which I 
guess is meant to be comforting but very out of character :’)  
 
By the way, we’re going on holiday to India soon (slight brag). Much nicer than rainy, mundane 
Leeds. I don’t know much about the trip yet so I’ll ask my parents about it later. 
 
17:12 - Well… apparently we’re going to this place called ‘Osho Ashram’. It’s meant to be a 
meditation hotel where you ‘discover inner divinity’ (Absolute. Bogus.) but I was expecting 
somewhere cool like Mumbai or Jaipur but we’re going to PUNE! (how lame!). Didn’t even know 
it existed! Oh well, meditation is cool I guess - very hippy - but I hope there’s a pool to make up 
for the disappointment...  
 
06:04 (next day) - Somehow, I actually feel stressed about the trip. My brain isn’t functioning 
right: I’m meant to be excited no? I guess I really do need that meditation haha... (promise I’m 
not mental). No matter, we’re not setting off yet.. 
 

2. 1979: Setting Off 
07:18 - Getting on the plane now. It’s an 8 hour trip  so it’ll just be me, my walkman, and my 
beloved Fleetwood Mac albums (Tusk especially!). 
 
15:56 - I kid you not, but I think I’ve entered some kind of obnoxious utopia. Everywhere I turn, I 
see torrid greenery hugging every nook and cranny of the ashram: it’s not only the plants 
hugging one another, but the people too. They all seem so… euphoric. They’re all wearing red 
too and strangely, I am too. Not by choice though, mum ‘recommended’ it (real sneaky). 
I don’t feel at ease AT ALL (ironic, considering the setting).  
As usual, my parents are no help. It already feels like they’re assimilating with these so-called 
sannyasins. ‘Sannyasins’ are a part of Hinduism but there doesn’t seem to be any religion in this 
place… at least not a ‘normal’ one (heretics). The people here worship this man called Bhagwan 
which is unusual because religious figures are normally long dead when you’re worshipping 
them but he’s alive and delivering his teachings in this big hall. His ideologies aren’t the only 
thing he’s leading though. The whole reason we’ve come here is to try this ‘brill’ new meditation 
method called ‘dynamic meditation’ which is legit going absolutely ape but I hate hate HATE to 
admit that I actually enjoyed it. All the feelings I’ve been bottling up I could let out without saying 
a word. Maybe I can enjoy this experience after all!! 



 

3. 1979: Point of No Return 
11:34 - Did I say enjoy? That was a lie. It’s been 3 weeks and school starts soon. It’s odd we 
haven’t gone back home yet... Speaking of odd, mum and dad are acting strange again. 
Looking back, I should’ve noticed something was up when on the calendar, this month was 
completely crossed out - strange considering mum’s a doctor and dad’s an attorney. What could 
they be planning this early in the year? I’ll ask them later when they’re not not busy dancing with 
the other loonies -_- 
 
12:50 - I did it. I asked mum and dad. Breathe. Breathe. Breathe. And they’ve gone bonkers, 
absolutely bonkers: they’ve both quit their jobs. Me, being the only sane one left, exasperatingly 
questioned why they’d both throw their lives away because though money doesn’t buy 
happiness, it pays for the roof above our heads so why in the world would they willingly lose 
that?  
 
Their response? A hug.  
 
Before leaving, they muttered something about money being a social construct and the eventual 
downfall to modern civilisation which is a bit rich (no pun intended) coming from a couple who 
make over £300,000 a year but whatever, just hope we’ll be back home soon. 
 

4. 1985: Long Time No See 
08:12 - On a plane right now - a plane to the United States - to a little town called ‘Antelope’. 
Quite the detour from the UK but hey, I’ll get there someday and I say ‘I’ because my parents 
are a lost cause. I don’t regonise them anymore - and not just because of their monotonous red 
uniforms. They describe the move as “The trip to Eden'' but last time I checked they’re atheist... 
 
08:13 (6 weeks later) - Eerily, life is so synthetically normal here; everything is an imitation of 
the society ‘they’ hoped to escape. Here in Antelope, the heretics have made their very own 
town by colonising the pre-existing one (how the roles reverse) and I must admit, for a bunch of 
loonies, it’s pretty convincing. There’s a hospital, bank, school, military and even an airport, but 
not for taking people out, only for bringing them in because I forgot to mention -  we’re here 
illegally; and what could I do about it? Nothing.  
 

5. 1987: Semi-Open Mind 
It’s been 8 years now - the number of luck. I’m not a sane person, but the same person. Over 
these 8 years, I’ve learnt a lot living in Rajneeshpuram. I’m living with a god; My body is 
physically free but bound by the chains of total orthodoxy; I can’t so much as think of wandering 
out of the norm, which is sardonic considering where I’m living is anything but normal. I’m living 



in complete indoctrination - a typical part of any society. I’m living in a society alright, yet we’re 
segregated from the rest of the world. What’s the word for this? It’s no dictatorship but it 
certainly feels like one...    
 

6. 1988: Key 
1 year later, I’ve finally figured out that word - cult: we’re living in a cult. 
 
You know, people don’t consciously join a cult. They join a family, an elite membership; an 
escape from the harsh reality they’re living. Cults thrive off creating the illusion of a dream 
utopia which they succeed at because they’re never more than that; a pipe dream that could 
never happen in our universe. I’ve reached mental Elysium now (still not mental!), but I still feel 
a bit… overwhelmed.  
Well, I’m going for a walk now, I’m going to take a slight detour too. Wish me luck, I’m about to 
make a decision as irremediable as death. 
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