Au Revoir,
Anne Marie

This is the story of Anne Marie
and Radhakrishna Iyer—or more
precisely of Radha and Krishna.
She ditched her French lover
Francis when she met leper
Krishna. Anne Marie died,
Radha was born. Leprous sores
didn’t make her frigid. In a dark
and dingy room in Rames-
waram she lived to love him,
sharing his bed and food. They
had vowed to be together till the
ridge of eternity. But it was only
42 months to eternity.

Crpid  wws Geg curiots, ke camie frong i e )
iRt perfionses o fallin love withoa pear dnctan

feper. Anne Mayie,

AIGA| Liver giggled at the sght A French

Tass, o pesch of agir, making fove toan
Indian lepor. They hat leen thare allaven ng
whisparing sweel nothings o each other
foking, laughing. And as the sun went dawn,
Iwo shadows ihelted into ona

But the right haet ayes. Saon they carme,
the guardians of marality. W can't let this
happen in our place.” saida social WOk
The public agraed Realsidg tha discretion
I8 tha better partof love, the coiple decided
to regularise the praceedings, So. at a putitic
meeting of Sort, the leper tied a pece of
urmeric on & yellow thread worn by Anng
Marie Dompér round. her nack Thus,
Radhakrishna lysr, a Ssurashira Brabimin
weaver settlod at Paramakud) in Ramarathg.
puram tistrict of Tamil Nadu, and Anne Maria
became man and wile

Now i won't b d sin. the {irl; @ Roman
Cathalic born in Mantpellior, thn Franch eity
of wine and parfumas; was told. The sparse =
crowd chadred as:tho socal workers spoke
on the impentance of the oecasion. To Arine
Marie &Il that was jmmaterial—the agisy
Hraup, ‘the sermons. What matiered was
thé puzte of turmaric She was a wife now

[ L] .
Fin'saﬂmvears shi had shared bed with
Frangis, her Franch lover. All the fime she
witnted him o make her his lawfully weddad
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wife, He Sarsfind hér as n woman all righs.
Bt Bverylime she broached the guastion of
mArciage. tha answer was: Whiy do yau want
2 piece of paper 1o-bind us logether ! Wa are
happsy oW, 501 i encugh?

She had no-answer o that and w many
othar questions sha askod bersell, Siowly
s wias geiting disenchantad with France
and all thar it meant. Occasionally she took
Franigis pul lor a long journey acrass the
bardpr. It helped, but not mush, They wold
be returning to the samas vocuum, She WS
24 and hife’s scoreboard remained s mmiless
2810,

In 197918 couple came 1 India, To Arina
Marte |t was like @ pilgrimags, She was in
love ‘with lndia from har teenage davs The
search for Shemt had ted hir ta the libraries
of southern France andsheraar - *ha fina,
Upanishads, Ramayana Sho did b lews o
esus, She prayind o Him Jesus. | d ma s
guru in ndia; & Jesus in salfron

She found ong, on 3 Saturday nght in
March 1873, Hewas notsaliron-clad, There
were white patches of laprasy on his dark
skin. And sares on his witharad fingers

Anne Marie was with Francis and two
others sipping tea nnd smoking pol in one of
thoa ting ‘stalls in Rameswaram when the
man wenl up to them and ratted off n his
pidgin Enghsh: Ma Krishaa, know English

Guide hera, Know Gits, Upanishad Teach
vou yoga. WAL meditale foreignirs? Want
umaks?

White Francis and others looked askance
Al fem, Anne's eves caressed Bim, & wiaslls
built fellow, Through the veil of ganja the
lenrous sores did not look repulsive. What did
he say? Maditation, yoge, Gita? Yes, that was
what she had come for, all the way. Sha
could not resist the offer. As f under a
hypnotic spell, she dragged othars atang:
Let's go,

And in one of those dark rornsis of the _—
Romeswsrsm temple the weasver from
Fardamakud| indiated the toreigners into a
myshe werld of "mnaicang god” and
muditaton. As gania smalke fillad the air and
thassr lungs. Anne had visions. It wasn the
lsper but Krishna who stood before her—

Lord Krishna wiering wards of wisdom:, She LT
felt ke @ child trying 1o catch the meaning of :
euery word.

Lepur Krishng as he islocaily called,
riuhristaned her as Radha, He tatight her 1o
| L) T

Hero of the love storv. of the century,
Krishina of Paramakudi, Tamil Nadu, :
{ ;




meditate. answered the guestions that were
nagging her all these years

Fiancis was- dead so far as she was
concerned. She had diched him, burted hm
fathams deep i memary, Even after she Frantt
failen under the spall of this bizarre romance,
Feancis had stavad an in India for atewmore
days and tried 1o get back his lost lave No, it
was all over She had given him seven years
of her life; That was enough

Vedic discourses and yoga classes went
on One thing fed to the otheér In the yoega
lessans the guru had 1o.1each her the nght
posture, the nght  placement ot legs
Sametimes she needed tus halp The magic
touch dissolved all the barners

Iy was total surrender. Francis had won
her-body Krishnz conguered her bady ant
soual, She wrote gbaut him in her diary Yau
are my god You spedk ke Lord Krisfina

Triey el up @ loyve nest at Rameswaram
Just aroom. a part of someone s bhuse The
rent was As 208 montn It was a dark and
dingy prace Sull, she loved i She cooked
foad for him, washed his clathes, tannad the
fligs away from his sates, shared his bed.ate

the let-over fram fis plate liké a deveul

Hindu wife of oid

All the maoney. she had brought from
home, ower R 4000, she spent on Mim
When il was over, She wrote 1o her parents
and sister and gat more. Theugh he did not
betieve in modern medicing, she got drugs
fram France to treat him

She did the domestic chores when he
was aut, preaching and guiding TUTISs. She
went 1o the common tap on the roadside 1o
collect water, Once a week her fair Hands
would get dirtied wih cowdung The room
had to be purified with cowdung waier

There wis alsathe tusding factor of ganga
between them

Life went on like a song till the bank
balance touched the bottern. Then itstruck @
& cour note. There were titfs aver money and
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thig kired of medicine she wared for ngrself
He believed 0 nature cure

Though sha did Tiot ke 10 prouble hEr
people in France oo offen, she e
it for money. Shi. also did something
which she had never done belore shing
pot But sbhe soon got 1ef up wWitn the
baisiness and gave il up -

Back 1o poverty, Anrie was sich. She had
fever. For three months she was inihat
condition  After an inerminable debate on
mature cure, & local destar was called. She
wag treated lor malana It was nol maians
Shie hecame weak, pale and skinny, Bhewas
my longes the peadh of a git] who eame 1o
India

Mare than the starvation ard sickness

How ceould you fall in love
with a leper? How could you
marry *him, sleep- with him,
she was asked. “God made
me do this. God wanted it
this way. My husband is my
god on. earth. He knows
everything . Please don’t
call me Anne Marie, call me
Radha” she said, as if under
a hypnotic spell.

whiat hurt her was 3 sense of guilt, ot being a
burden on her god an earth. Instead of being
2 ministering ange! to him, she ngaded his
cara now, She did ot know what 1o do

One of tha French tourists who halted a1
Hameswaram, Elizsbeth, came to hers
rescue: She got her in touch with the French
consulate in Pandicherry

The ineviteble parting came. Anne was
convincad that she had to go. She told him
She would die I she did not go now. She
wotild find Same work in France, send fnm
money and come back after two years with
more money. Then they could Build an
ashram. Krishna always dreamt of an ashram
of hig pwn

Tne French consul in Pondichiarry got her
sdmitted in a nursing home She was
suffering from typhoid, the doctors said To
the man's tearful latters from Paramakud
shewrole back Don't make me sad

And September las1, after 42 months of
this srrange love fite, Anne Marle 100k Air
France's midnight flight 177 to Pans

She is now at Grasse, the city of flowars,
with her gister, From Grasse Anne Marie
writes 1o THE WEEK- | haven'tgot 3 job yet 1
might mave over ta Paris. It is easier Jo-fimd
jobs there And | 'want to get back 1o India
soon, | will bz more happy there |l get back
a5 soon as | make enough maney for return
ticket

For her dream-god, in faraway
Paramakudi, love now comes by air mail
Oecasonally Anne sénds im money. Inthe
avenings Krishna sits alone on the banks of
the Yaiga building ashiams In the air

Won't she come back? The sands of
Vaigai stit softly

—MAXWELL FERNANDEZ
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