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GOA: THE END OF THE HASHISH TRAIL

Suzanne Labin

HEY are twenty years old and soon they will go
out, like their pipes. But they don’t know it.

Their hair is still long and healthy, if tangled; their
eyelids, unwrinkled, open up over expressionless,
washed-out eyes. Their cheeks have kept the roundness
of childhood, but their colour is deathly ashen. They
have all their teeth, but they no longer brush them.
They are twenty years old but the blood runs sluggishly
through their veins. In Goa, at the end of the hashish
trail, they will come to their end very soon, in smoke,
but they don’t know it.

I found myself in Goa, where several thousand
hippies have taken refuge, attracted by a beautiful
deserted beach. To find them you enter the forest and
look for the little palm-thatched huts, huts without
colour, without motion. Inside, a couple of mats or beds
of wood: no chairs, no tables, no psychedelic posters,
no records to break the monotony. They've sold their
record players en route to Goa, and the few who still
have them lost the desire to listen to the strident rock
they couldn’t live without in San Francisco.

The beach of Kalengute is so inaccessible that
there is not a single hotel with the simplest com-
forts according to Western standards. The Government
has built a lodge for tourists but the accommodations
are rudimentary and the food, in the great hall, is al-
ways the same, always exercrable.

There are huts scattered under the palm trees. Two-
thirds of them harbour native fishing families, the other
“families” of hippies, most of which don’t include any
women but usually four or five young men living in
chastity (drugs deaden the sexual drive). The hippies
rent their huts for $4 a month. Since there may be
from four to ten in a hut the price per person is seldom
more than a dollar.

In a hut I found a young French couple who were
eager to share their ideas. They were convinced that
they understood the eternal Verities and I must admit
that when I heard their thesis, it was unsettling. They
compared the day of a Parisian suburbanite with his

three hours of sardine-hood, travelling in the sweat-
box of the Metro, or at the wheel of a car in a traffic
jam with thousands of other cars as ugly as his own,
breathing gas fumes, with the blessed hours that they
savoured, by a warm beach, lulled by the cosmic lullaby
of waves throwing themselves against unseen, under-
water obstacles.

The man’s skin looked like an albino’s, devoid of
pigmentation. Only his long chestnut hair gave him
colour. I couldn’t help asking about his pallor.

His companion replied: “He has just gotten out of
the hospital. He has spent four months there, recover-
ing from dysentery.”

It must have been an atrocious attack of dysentery
for him to have spent four months in an Indian hospital,
when in Bombay so many of the critically ill die on
the sidewalks.

I suggested, to hearten them, that it wouldn’t take
long for the sun on the beach and the bracing ocean
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