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OUR BELOVED MASTER,
DOGEN WROTE:
TO STUDY THE WAY IS TO STUDY THE SELF. TO STUDY THE SELF IS TO FORGET THE SELF.
TO FORGET THE SELF IS TO BE ENLIGHTENED BY ALL THINGS. TO BE ENLIGHTENED BY
ALL THINGS IS TO REMOVE THE BARRIERS BETWEEN ONE'S SELF AND OTHERS. THEN
THERE IS NO TRACE OF ENLIGHTENMENT, THOUGH ENLIGHTENMENT ITSELF CONTINUES
INTO ONE'S DAILY LIFE ENDLESSLY.
THE FIRST TIME WE SEEK THE LAW, WE ARE FAR AWAY FROM THE BORDER OF IT. BUT
SOON AFTER THE LAW HAS BEEN CORRECTLY TRANSMITTED TO US, WE ARE
ENLIGHTENED PERSONS.

Maneesha, this is the first day of a new series of talks, devoted to the full moons. The

moon is an ancient symbol of transforming the hot rays of the sun into cool, peaceful,

beautiful rays. It has nothing of its own. When you see the moon, you are seeing only a

mirror which is reflecting the rays of the sun. Those reflected rays are just like the ones you

can see when the sun is reflected in a river.

The moon is a mirror but not only a mirror, it is also a transforming agent. It changes the

heat rays into cool, peaceful rays. That is the reason why the moon has become the most

significant symbol in the East.



This series is dedicated to the full moons. In the series itself we are going to discuss one

of the most unique masters, Dogen.

Before I enter into the sutras, it will be good for you to know something about Dogen.

That background will help you to understand his very condensed sutras. Apparently they look

contradictory. Without the background of Dogen's life pattern they are like trees without

roots, they cannot bring flowers. So first I will talk about Dogen's life structure.
DOGEN WAS BORN INTO AN ARISTOCRATIC FAMILY IN KYOTO, EIGHT HUNDRED YEARS
AGO. HIS FATHER WAS A HIGH-RANKING GOVERNMENT MINISTER AND HE HIMSELF WAS
AN UNIQUELY INTELLIGENT CHILD. IT IS SAID THAT HE BEGAN TO READ CHINESE POETRY
AT THE AGE OF FOUR -- another Mozart.

Chinese is perhaps the most difficult language in the world, because it has no alphabet. It

is pictorial and to read it means years of hard work to memorize those symbols. To the born

Chinese it is not so difficult, because from the very birth it becomes ingrained into his mind,

but anybody who is studying Chinese from the outside world ... I have been told by friends

that it takes ten years at least, if one works strenuously; thirty years if one works the way any

ordinary student will work.

At the age of four, to understand Chinese -- and not only Chinese, but Chinese poetry;

that makes it even more difficult. Because to understand the prose of any language is simple,

but the poetry has wings, it flies to faraway places. Prose is very marketplace, very earthly; it

creeps on the earth. Poetry flies. What prose cannot say, poetry can manage to indicate. Prose

is connected with your mind, poetry is more connected with your heart; it is more like love

than like logic.

At the age of four, Dogen's understanding of Chinese poetry immediately showed that he

was not going to be an ordinary human being. From that very age his behavior was not that of

a mediocre child; he behaved like a buddha, so serene, so graceful, not interested in toys. All

children are interested in toys, teddy-bears ... who cares about poetry?

But, fortunately or unfortunately, his father died when he was only two years old and his

mother died when he was seven. Dogen used to say later on to his disciples, when he became

a fully-fledged master in his own right, that everybody thought it was a misfortune: "What

will happen to this beautiful, intelligent child?" But in his deepest heart he felt it was an

opportunity; now there was no barrier.

Modern psychologists will perhaps understand it: you may be grown up -- fifty, sixty,

seventy -- your father and mother may be dead ... still they dominate you in a very

psychological way. If you silently listen to the voices within you can work out that, "This

voice comes from my father, or from my mother, or from my uncle, or from my teacher, or

from the priest."

Dogen used to say, "It was a great opportunity that both the people who could have

distracted me, who loved me and I loved them ... and that was the danger. They died at the

right time. I am infinitely grateful to them just because they died at the right time without

destroying me."

It is something very strange for a seven-year-old child to understand this. It has been

discovered only now by the psychologists that man's greatest barriers are the father, the

mother. If you want to be a totally free consciousness you have to drop, somewhere on the

way, your teddy-bears, your toys, the teachings that have been forced upon you. They have

all been of good intent, there is no question about it, but as it is said in an ancient proverb,

"The path to hell is paved with good intentions."

Just good intentions are not enough; what is needed is a conscious intention, which is



very rare. To find a father and mother with a conscious meditative energy is just hoping for

the hopeless.

When his mother died Dogen was translating the most significant Buddhist scripture,

abhidharma -- "the essence of religion" -- from Chinese into Japanese. He showed every sign

of a tremendous future. And at the age of seven, when his father and mother had both died,

the first thing he did -- which is unbelievable -- was to become a sannyasin. Even the

neighbors, relatives, could not believe it. And Dogen said, "I will not miss this opportunity.

Perhaps if my father and mother were alive, I might not have left the world in search of

truth." He became a sannyasin and started searching for the master.

There are two kinds of seekers who become interested in truth. One starts looking for

scriptures: he may become a great intellectual, he may become a giant, but inside there will

be darkness. All his light is borrowed, and a borrowed light is not going to help in the real

crises of life.

I am reminded of a Christian priest who used to repeat in every sermon Christ's saying,

"If somebody slaps you on one cheek, give him the other, too." Everybody liked his sermons,

he was quoting such great statements. But in one place a man really stood up and slapped the

priest on one of his cheeks. The priest was shocked, because he had just been quoting Jesus.

But anyway, to save his face, he gave his other cheek. And that man must have been a real

rebellious type; he slapped the other one, too. Now this was too much!

The priest jumped at the man and started beating him. And the man said, "What are you

doing?"

He said, "The scripture stops with the second cheek. Now I am here and you are here: let

us decide this."

Borrowed scriptures won't help in actual encounters. In life there are everyday realities to

be faced. In death the ultimate reality has to be faced. And borrowed knowledge is not going

to help at all.

The second type of seeker does not go towards the scriptures, but starts searching for a

master. These are two different dimensions: one is looking for knowledge, the other is

looking for a source which is still alive. One is looking for dead scriptures, the other is

looking for a living scripture whose heart is still beating and dancing, in whose eyes you can

still see the depth, in whose presence you can see your own potential.

This second type is authentically the seeker for truth. The first type is only a seeker for

knowledge.

You can have tons of knowledge and still you will remain ignorant. The man who has

found the master may have to drop all his knowledge so that he can become open and

vulnerable to the master's presence, so that he can dance with the master's heart. In this dance

there happens a synchronicity, both the hearts slowly settle into the same rhythm. This

rhythm is called the transmission. Nothing visible is given -- no teaching, no doctrine -- but

invisibly two hearts have started dancing in the same tune. All that the master knows slowly

goes on this invisible track and pours into the hearts of the disciples to the point of

overflowing.

Dogen shows his intelligence, certainly, that he never turned to the scriptures. While his

mother was alive, he was translating abhidharma, one of the most important Buddhist

scriptures, from Chinese into Japanese. If his parents had lived, he might have become a great

scholar. After his parents had died, he burned all that he had translated with that scripture,

abhidharma.

It is so unbelievable. A seven-year-old child had the great insight that, "Words won't



quench my thirst. I have to go in search of a living source, of someone who has known not by

words, but by actual experience; one who is existentially a buddha."

The search for the master is the search for the buddha.

AT THE AGE OF THIRTEEN DOGEN WAS FORMALLY INITIATED. It was not

easy to be initiated, one had to prove one's capacity, potentiality, possibility. One had to

prove that one will not betray on the path, that one will not waste the time of the master, that

one will wait infinitely. So he had to wait until the age of thirteen, and then:
HE WAS FORMALLY INITIATED INTO THE MONKHOOD ON MOUNT HIEI, THE CENTER OF
TENDAI BUDDHIST LEARNING IN JAPAN. FOR THE NEXT SEVERAL YEARS HE STUDIED THE
SCHOOLS OF Mahayana AND Hinayana, VERSIONS OF BUDDHISM, UNDER THE GUIDANCE OF
HIS TEACHER, ABBOT KOEN.
BY THE TIME HE WAS FOURTEEN DOGEN HAD BECOME TROUBLED BY A DEEP DOUBT
CONCERNING ONE ASPECT OF THE BUDDHIST TEACHING.

This is the sutra that made him troubled to the very core of his being.
IF, AS THE SUTRAS SAY, "ALL HUMAN BEINGS ARE ENDOWED WITH THE BUDDHA-NATURE,"
WHY IS IT THAT ONE MUST TRAIN ONESELF SO STRENUOUSLY TO REALIZE THAT
BUDDHA-NATURE, TO ATTAIN ENLIGHTENMENT?

A very significant question. If everybody is a buddha, then to recognize it should be the

simplest thing in the world. If you are potentially a buddha, then the barriers cannot be much;

they cannot hinder you. Nothing can hinder you. A rose bush brings roses, a lotus seed brings

the lotus. If every man is a seed buddha, then why so much discipline? He was only fourteen

years of age, and just one year before he had been initiated, but this sutra disturbed him

immensely.

It is obvious that if to be a buddha is our nature, then it should be the simplest thing ...

without any discipline, without any effort -- just a natural phenomenon, as you breathe, as

your heart beats, as your blood runs in the body. There is no need of all the nonsense that has

been forced upon people to become buddhas, to achieve buddhahood.

At this point he left his teacher because the teacher could not answer him. The teacher

was just a teacher. He could teach the sutras, but he could not answer. He could realize the

great significance of the question. Either buddhahood is not everybody's nature ... it is some

faraway mountaintop, that you have to travel through all kinds of hardships to reach. But if it

is your very nature, then this very moment you can realize it -- there is no need even to wait

for a single moment. But the teacher could not say that, because he himself had not realized

buddhahood. He had been teaching Buddhist scriptures, and not a single student had ever

said, "This sutra is contradictory."
IN SEARCH OF SOMEONE WHO COULD HELP RID HIM OF HIS DOUBT, DOGEN FOUND
HIMSELF WITH ANOTHER TEACHER, MYOZEN.

Teachers are many. Just to graduate into a certain branch of knowledge is not anything

unique or special. But to find a master is really arduous, in that they both speak the same

language -- the teacher, the master. And sometimes it may be that the teacher speaks more

clearly, because he is not worried about his own experience. The master speaks hesitantly,

because he knows whatever he is saying is not perfectly appropriate, does not express the

experience itself ... that it is a little way off.

The teacher can speak with full confidence because he knows nothing. The master either

remains silent or, if he speaks, he speaks with a great responsibility, knowing that he is going

to make statements which appear to be contradictory, but which are not.

But every teacher wants to be known as a master. For the seeker this creates a problem.

Myozen also proclaimed himself a master, but time proved that he was not a master.



IN SPITE OF LONG YEARS OF TRAINING UNDER MYOZEN, DOGEN STILL FELT UNFULFILLED.
AT THE AGE OF TWENTY-THREE HE DECIDED TO MAKE THE JOURNEY TO CHINA WITH
MYOZEN, IN ORDER TO STUDY ZEN BUDDHISM FURTHER. LEAVING THE SHIP, DOGEN
FOUND HIS WAY TO T'IEN-T'UNG MONASTERY, WHERE HE TRAINED UNDER MASTER
WU-CHI.
STILL UNSATISFIED, FOR THE NEXT SEVERAL MONTHS HE VISITED NUMEROUS
MONASTERIES. JUST AS HE WAS ABOUT TO GIVE UP HIS SEARCH AND RETURN TO JAPAN,
HE HAPPENED TO HEAR THAT THE FORMER ABBOT OF T'IEN-T'UNG HAD DIED, AND THAT
HIS SUCCESSOR, JU-CHING, WAS SAID TO BE ONE OF CHINA'S FINEST ZEN MASTERS.

He changed his plan to go back to Japan and went again to the same monastery where he

had been.

The old master, who was just a teacher, was dead, and he had been succeeded by Ju-ching

-- a man who had soared high and touched the peaks of consciousness, who had dived deep

and touched the depths of his being, who had moved vertically upwards and downwards, who

had traveled through all his conscious territory. This man Ju-ching proved to be a man who

answered doubts, settled them, because Dogen was still carrying the same question: that if

buddhahood is your nature, then why is any discipline needed?

It was Ju-ching who said, "No discipline is needed. No discipline, nowhere to go, no way

to be traveled ... just be, silent, settled, at the very center of your being, and you are a buddha.

You are missing it because you are looking and trying everywhere else except within you.

You will never find your buddhahood by changing this monastery for another monastery, this

master for another master. Go in!"

Ju-ching is known as one of the finest masters, a very fine sword that cuts things

immediately. His presence, his fragrance, his grace ... Dogen remained with him, never

asking a question, just drinking the very presence of the master, the very atmosphere, the

very climate -- getting drowned.

And a moment always comes ... An ancient Tibetan proverb says, "If the disciple is ready,

the master appears." The whole question is of the disciple being ready. But the disciple can

be ready only if he comes across a man of consciousness -- not a man only of words, but a

man of the experience -- who has been to the highest peaks, to the lowest depths. And just

being close to him one can feel the vibe, the coolness.

He radiates the truth; and if you are ready, suddenly something clicks. All doubts

disappear, you know you have found the master. Now there is nothing to be asked. Whatever

is needed, the master will give it. In fact, it is only because of the poverty of language that we

say, "The master will give it." The truth is, when you are ready it simply showers on you --

the master cannot even prevent it. The master is already radiating, just the doors of your

being are closed. So those vibrations, and they are simply vibrations, return back. If the doors

are open, nothing is said and everything is understood.

When Dogen became a master in his own right, when Ju-ching declared to him, "Now, no

more play the role of being a disciple," at that moment he hit Dogen and said, "You have

come to understand; now be compassionate on the blind humanity. Now don't go on sitting

by my side. You are a buddha. Just because you were wandering here and there, you could

not understand. Then sitting by my side, silently ... I have not given you anything. You have

simply become centered, and in this centering is the inner revolution."

DOGEN WROTE:
TO STUDY THE WAY IS TO STUDY THE SELF.

Now these are tremendously valuable statements. He is saying, "Don't ask about the way



-- there is no way." TO STUDY THE WAY IS TO STUDY THE SELF. The way leads

away, and the further you go in search, the more you are lost. Drop all going and remain at

home, just doing nothing. As Basho has said:
ANCIENT POND.
A FROG JUMPS,
AND GREAT SILENCE.

And Basho was just sitting there, so he wrote a small poem, sitting silently, doing

nothing:

A frog jumps in the ancient pond.

A little sound and then great silence.

We are little sounds in a great silence. Between us and the universe there is not much

more difference than between a sound and silence.

In every temple in the East we have used different kinds of bells. Even today they are

used without any understanding. The reason is to give you a message -- you ring the bell, a

sound is created from nowhere. It echoes in the empty temple, it re-echoes, and every echo

becomes more silent, more silent, and finally it disappears. Our existence is nothing but a

sound in an immense ocean of silence.
TO STUDY THE WAY IS TO STUDY THE SELF.

Don't bother about the way, just study yourself.
TO STUDY THE SELF IS TO FORGET THE SELF.

Who is going to study the self? The one who is going to study the self has already

dropped the self. The one who is studying the self is the witness -- your real self.
TO STUDY THE SELF IS TO FORGET THE SELF. TO FORGET THE SELF IS TO BE
ENLIGHTENED BY ALL THINGS.

Then it does not matter in what situation you are -- any situation will make you

enlightened. People have become enlightened in every kind of situation you can imagine. The

question is, if the self is dropped -- then you may be chopping wood or carrying water from

the well, it does not matter. The moment there is no self -- only a witnessing, a silent

watchfulness -- you are enlightened by all things.
TO BE ENLIGHTENED BY ALL THINGS IS TO REMOVE THE BARRIERS BETWEEN ONE'S SELF
AND OTHERS.

To be enlightened simply means: neither I exist nor you exist. What exists is something

transcendental to I and thou, something more, something bigger and higher.

THEN THERE IS NO TRACE OF ENLIGHTENMENT .... In such a small passage he

has condensed so much. Each sentence could have become a scripture.
THEN THERE IS NO TRACE OF ENLIGHTENMENT, THOUGH ENLIGHTENMENT ITSELF
CONTINUES INTO ONE'S DAILY LIFE ENDLESSLY.

Once you have become enlightened, it is not that every day you have to remember that

you are enlightened; that every morning, shaving before the mirror, you have to remember

that you are enlightened; or going to the market, you have to remember not to behave against

enlightenment. Once you have become enlightened your every act is automatically of

awareness, of consciousness. Soon you forget all about enlightenment because it has become

your very body, your very bones, your very blood, your marrow -- it has become your very

being. Now there is no need to remember it.

There have been masters who have forgotten completely that they are enlightened

because there is no need to remember it. Their masters have hit them on their heads. The Zen



stick came into existence for very certain purposes. One of the purposes was that somebody

who has become enlightened and is still sitting silently has to be hit to be made aware, "Now

go away! Get on! Pick up your rented bicycle! What are you doing here?"

Enlightenment does not happen twice -- once is enough. The master hits as a reward, to

remind you, "Now there is no need to be near me."

There are beautiful stories ...

Mahakashyapa became enlightened, and he would not even come near Buddha. He used

to sit far away, under a tree; for years he had been meditating there. He became enlightened

... now he was afraid to come close to Buddha because he would recognize. Buddha himself

had to walk towards Mahakashyapa and say, "Mahakashyapa, don't try to deceive me. Now

there is no need to sit under this tree. Get on and move! There are millions of people who are

still groping in darkness, and you are sitting here enlightened. Take this fire of your

enlightenment and make as many people aflame as possible."

Mahakashyapa had tears in his eyes. He said, "I have been hiding, who told you? I know

that now this has happened a difficulty ... I am enlightened, and I cannot go near to you. I

want to touch your feet, but I touch your feet, make the gesture of touching your feet, just

from far away under the tree. Because I know, once one is enlightened he will be sent away."

Another disciple of Gautam Buddha, Sariputta, made it a condition. When he took

initiation he was already a very famous scholar of his time.

He made it a condition, "If by chance I become enlightened, please don't send me away. I

want to remain always by your side. If enlightenment means that I will have to go away, I

will not become enlightened, so it is up to you."

Buddha said, "Don't be worried. First become enlightened, then we will see."

He said, "No, I want it as a promise. Enlightenment is certain by your side. And if you

don't give me a promise, you will be the barrier to my enlightenment."

Buddha said, "You are putting me into difficulty. If everybody starts saying, `Don't send

us away,' how I am going to manage?" -- already ten thousand sannyasins were moving with

him from one village to another village.

He said, "Sariputta, you are such a great scholar, you should understand. Because

enlightenment is not only enlightenment, it is also a great responsibility. You have come to

realize the ultimate peace, the joy, the blissfulness." Now it is your responsibility to share it,

go as far away as possible. Now there is no point in sitting by the side of the master.
THEN THERE IS NO TRACE OF ENLIGHTENMENT, THOUGH ENLIGHTENMENT ITSELF
CONTINUES INTO ONE'S DAILY LIFE ENDLESSLY.

THE FIRST TIME WE SEEK THE LAW -- by law is meant the ultimate law of

existence -- WE ARE FAR AWAY FROM THE BORDER OF IT. BUT SOON AFTER

THE LAW HAS BEEN CORRECTLY TRANSMITTED TO US ...

I have explained to you what transmission is: it is not through words, it is through the

presence. It is through being close, in trust, in love, that something jumps from the master's

inner being and makes you aflame. It is a quantum leap of consciousness. It is almost like two

candles: one is lit, another is unlit. If you bring both the candles closer, there will come a

moment when the flame of the lit candle will take a jump -- you can see the jump -- and the

unlit candle also becomes lit. And the lit candle does not lose anything. The unlit candle was

carrying the possibility, the potentiality; it just needed an opportunity.

The master is the opportunity.
THE FIRST TIME WE SEEK THE LAW WE ARE FAR AWAY FROM THE BORDER OF IT. BUT
SOON AFTER THE LAW HAS BEEN CORRECTLY TRANSMITTED TO US, WE ARE



ENLIGHTENED PERSONS.

Everybody is a buddha, either awake or asleep. Only this small distinction exists;

otherwise there is no lower or higher. There is nothing wrong in being a sleeping buddha -- it

is your choice. A little more sleep is not going to harm anybody -- just don't snore, because

that will create a disturbance in other people's sleep.

A Catholic priest was in great difficulty. An old man, the richest man of his congregation,

used to sit in front of him, and he used to come with his small grandchild. And the old man,

as the sermon would start, would start snoring. It was such a disturbance to the priest, but the

man was rich and he was donating so much to the church that he could not be interfered with.

But somehow it had to be stopped; otherwise sooner or later everybody would be sleeping,

snoring, and he would be preaching to them. This disease had to be stopped.

He tried to find a way. He pulled the little child aside when they were leaving and asked

him, "Can you do something, for God's sake?"

He said, "I never do anything without money. I don't know God or God's sake -- just

money." A real businessman's son.

The Catholic priest said, "Okay. I will give you a quarter dollar if you keep the old man

awake. Whenever he snores wake him up -- just hit him with your knee."

He said, "In advance, because I don't do anything without the money in advance. And if

the old man comes to know, there is going to be trouble. So better give me the advance first, I

am taking a risky job." The priest had to give him a quarter dollar.

The next Sunday morning, when the old man started snoring, the little boy hit him again

and again to wake him up. The old man said, "What has happened to you? You used to sit

silently. You have been coming with me always."

He said, "It is a business matter."

The old man said, "What do you mean?"

He said, "I am getting a quarter dollar to keep you awake."

The old man said, "That's simple -- I will give you half a dollar to let me sleep."

He said, "Okay -- in advance."

The old man gave him half a dollar and the boy stopped waking him up. The preacher

made many signs to the boy, "Just do something!" But the boy closed his eyes, as if he was in

great meditation.

After the church, the priest caught hold of the boy saying, "You are very cunning. You

took the money in advance, and for half of the sermon you were doing perfectly well. Then

why did you start behaving in such a way -- as if you were meditating? For years I have been

seeing you; you have never closed your eyes."

He said, "You don't understand: business is business."

The priest said, "What do you mean?"

He said, "The old man has given me half a dollar. Naturally, I had to stop. Now, if you

are ready for one dollar next Sunday ... But it is always a risk; the old man may give me two

dollars."

The priest thought, "This is a difficult thing for a poor priest. The rise of the price will go

on, because that old man is rich, he can give anything."

He thought, "It is better to talk to the old man." He said to him, "I don't object to your

sleep because sleep is not -- according to the holy scriptures -- a sin. You can sleep. But

snoring ... that too is not sin according to any holy scripture, but it interferes with other

sleepers. And to interfere in somebody else's life is certainly immoral. There are many others



who are sleeping, I know. But who comes to the church? People who are utterly tired come to

the church to have at least a good morning sleep. You are disturbing them. And this boy is

going to prove a great businessman. He has already managed ... he asked for payment in

advance."

The old man said, "There is no point in getting into competition because, whatever price

has to be given, I will give. But for God's sake let me sleep -- and I am going to snore. It is

my birthright."

This much is the difference between your essential buddhahood and your snoring

buddhahood. Just give a good shake ...

You will be surprised to know that there used to be two groups of Christians: one was

called "Quakers" and the other was called "Shakers." In their church the Quakers quake just

to keep themselves awake, and the Shakers shake just to keep themselves awake. I think

those two groups, which have almost disappeared, represent the most essential part of any

religion. Christianity is poorer because of the decline of those two groups.

It is perfectly right if you can help to wake up your buddha by shaking. What is wrong

with it? What are you doing in the Dynamic Meditation? It is just a mix of shaking and

quaking.

Soon you will be entering into our every evening's meditation and you will see that

nobody ever has disturbed the sleep so much -- not only their own, but for miles around

nobody can sleep. We are determined to make everybody a buddha.

Maneesha has asked:

OUR BELOVED MASTER,

TO FORGET THE SELF -- TO REMEMBER THE SELF:

ARE THESE TWO DIFFERENT PATHS OR, IN SOME WAY, ARE THEY THE SAME?

They are the same, just different expressions. One can say something positively; one can

say the same thing negatively. But they both are saying the same. Remembering the self, the

self will disappear. The more you remember, the more you will find it is not there.

Forgetting the self is the same. You are beyond yourself; don't cling to your "I", to your

ego, to your personality. Just drop clinging to this cage, move out of the cage, and the whole

sky is yours. Open your wings and fly across the sun like an eagle.

In the inner sky, in the inner world, freedom is the highest value -- everything else is

secondary, even blissfulness, ecstasy. There are thousands of flowers, uncountable, but they

all become possible in the climate of freedom.

Before we enter into our meditation, I have to wake up all those who have fallen asleep

by now.

Dodoski and Nerdski are sitting in the local jail charged with disturbing the peace and

being drunk and disorderly.

That afternoon, Sergeant Crapski takes the boys to a big field to do some civic duty work

while they serve their time.

"Okay," says the cop. "Like I told you guys before, you can start digging that trench."

The officer gives a shovel to each of them, points vaguely out at the ten-acre lot, and then

walks away.



Nerdski looks around for a while, then turning to Dodoski says, "Dig what trench? I don't

see any trench."

      ... Do any of you see?

Nerdski is out of work so he goes up to Beverly Hills. He goes around from mansion to

mansion, offering to do odd jobs. Finally, at one huge estate, Nerdski knocks on the door.

"Got any work you need doing?" he asks.

"What can you do?" asks the owner.

"I'm a really good painter," replies Nerdski.

"Great!" says the man, handing him a can of green paint. "You can go round the back and

paint the porch green. It is pretty big, so it will probably take you all day."

But two hours later, Nerdski knocks again at the front door. "I've finished that porch," he

tells the owner.

"Wow," says the man. "That was really fast."

"No problem for me," says Nerdski proudly. "I'm a professional."

"Okay," says the man. "Here is your money."

"Thanks," says Nerdski and turns to leave. "By the way," he adds. "That's not a porch, it's

a Ferrari!"

Kowalski is on holiday in a small town in the Italian Alps. After a few lonely nights he

begins to feel the need for a woman. So he asks the local bartender how to find the ladies of

the town.

"We gotta no prostitutes," replies the bartender. "The priest-a would never allow it. But

the thing-a you want is-a kept out of sight."

"What have I got to do?" asks Kowalski.

The bartender explains that up in the mountains there are caves. "Go there after dark-a,"

he says. "And shout-a `Yoo-Hoo!' into the cave. And if the lady calls back, `Yoo-Hoo,' you

work out-a the price. If she is busy, you get no answer."

So that night, Kowalski "Yoo-Hoo's" his way from cave to cave, but with no luck. Finally

he decides to go back to town to get drunk, but at the bottom of the mountain he finds a cave

that he has not seen before.

"Yoo-Hoo, Yoo-Hoo!" he shouts.

"Yoo-Hoo, Yoo-Hoo!" comes back the clear reply.

So Kowalski rushes into the cave -- and is knocked flat by a train!

Jimmy is lost in the desert with two friends, Billy and Sammy. They wander around for

two days, almost dying of thirst, until they come to a nunnery.

They knock on the door and the Mother Superior answers.

"Water, water, please give us water!" they groan.

"Oh, no," says the nun. "We had a man in here before. If you want to come in here for

water, you have to let us cut off your pricks."

The three guys run back out into the desert. But two days later they figure that they will

die anyway, so what the hell. They go back to the nunnery and say that they accept the

condition.

They are brought in and the head nun takes Billy into another room. There is a short

scream and then the nun comes back for Sammy. She takes him into another room and there

is another, longer drawn-out, scream. But when she comes back for Jimmy, he is terrified.



"Just a minute!" he cries. "How did you cut their pricks off?"

"Simple," says the nun. "We ask them what their profession is. The first guy is a butcher,

so we cut it off with a knife. The second guy is a carpenter, so we sawed it off."

At this point, Jimmy starts laughing hysterically with tears rolling down his cheeks.

"What's so funny?" asks the nun.

"You're gonna have trouble with me," laughs Jimmy. "I work for Kwality Ice Cream!"

Now ... everybody is awake.

Nivedano ...

(Drumbeat)

(Gibberish)

Nivedano ...

(Drumbeat)

Be silent ...

close your eyes ...

Feel as if you are frozen.

Enter in.

The deeper you can,

the more you will experience

your buddha-nature.

At the deepest point,

you are the ultimate reality --

immortal, eternal,

with all the blessings

that you can ever conceive of.

Don't miss the opportunity.

It is the simplest thing in the world

to go in ... because it is your own home.

You need not even knock on the doors.

In fact there are no doors inside.

It is an open space, an open sky.

But to know this open sky

is to realize

the deathless principle of your existence.

Deeper, deeper, and deeper ...

Drink this life juice to your heart's content.

And remember this peace, this silence,

this blissfulness.

Around the day,

whatever you are doing, don't forget it.

Like an undercurrent,

let it remain there. And slowly, slowly



it will change your whole life structure.

To make it more clear -- sharply clear,

Nivedano ...

(Drumbeat)

You relax ...

let go ...

as if you have died.

One day you will.

This is just a rehearsal.

Leave the body,

forget the mind ...

and move as deep as you can,

like an arrow ... fast,

hitting the very center.

This is the buddha.

Nivedano ...

(Drumbeat)

Come back.

But come back as buddhas,

knowing perfectly your eternal being.

Just sit down for a few seconds

to recall the memory

of the territory that you have traveled,

of the center that you have touched.

Let it become your breathing,

let it become your heartbeat.

To be a buddha is so simple,

you don't have to go anywhere.

You have to just stop going anywhere,

and just be within yourself.

Okay, Maneesha?

Yes, Beloved Master.

Can we celebrate the ten thousand buddhas?

Yes, Beloved Master.
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OUR BELOVED MASTER,
DOGEN CONTINUES:
WHEN WE LOOK BACK AT THE SHORE FROM OUR BOAT, WE MISTAKENLY FEEL AS IF THE
SHORE WERE MOVING. BUT WHEN WE LOOK AT OUR BOAT WITH CARE, WE FIND THAT IT
IS OUR BOAT THAT IS ACTUALLY MOVING. SIMILARLY, WHEN WE SEE ALL THINGS WITH
THE DELUDED IDEA THAT OUR BODY AND MIND ARE SEPARATE FROM EACH OTHER, WE
MISTAKENLY THINK INNATE MIND AND NATURE ARE ETERNAL. BUT WHEN WE REALIZE
THAT OUR BODY AND MIND ARE INSEPARABLE, WE SEE CLEARLY THAT ALL THINGS ARE
NOT SUBSTANTIAL.
FIREWOOD, WHEN BURNED, BECOMES ASH; THE ASH NEVER AGAIN REVERTS TO BEING
FIREWOOD. STILL, WE SHOULD NOT REGARD FIREWOOD AS A BEFORE, AND ASH AS AN
AFTER. WE MUST REALIZE THAT FIREWOOD IS IN THE POSITION OF FIREWOOD WITH OR
WITHOUT BEFORE AND AFTER. ASH IS IN THE POSITION OF ASH WITH OR WITHOUT
BEFORE AND AFTER.
WE CAN NO MORE COME BACK TO LIFE AFTER OUR DEATH THAN FIREWOOD CAN BECOME
FIREWOOD AGAIN AFTER HAVING BECOME ASH. IN BUDDHISM, THEREFORE, IT IS SAID
THAT LIFE NEVER BECOMES DEATH; LIFE IS BEYOND THE CONCEPTION OF LIFE. IT SAYS
THAT DEATH DOES NOT BECOME LIFE; DEATH IS BEYOND THAT OF DEATH. LIFE AND
DEATH ARE BOTH ONLY ONE STAGE OF TIME, JUST LIKE WINTER AND SPRING.
LIKEWISE, WE MUST NOT THINK THAT WINTER BECOMES SPRING, OR SAY THAT SPRING
BECOMES SUMMER.

Maneesha, Dogen is basically concerned about the idea of reincarnation. Christianity does

not accept it, Mohammedanism does not accept it, nor does Judaism accept it; it is only

accepted by the religions that have been born in India. They may differ on every aspect of

life, but on one point they are absolutely in agreement. And it is not an agreement of one day

-- for thousands of years they have agreed on the idea of reincarnation.

In Christianity or Mohammedanism or Judaism your life span is very short, just between

the cradle and the grave -- maybe seventy years or eighty years. With death you are finished.

But in the Eastern experience, with death you only change your form. You are not finished,

you continue. Your continuity is eternal. You will take many forms ... many experiences,

many ways of being.

This whole universe is conceived of in the East as a teaching period. The trees are

learning to be trees, the birds are learning to be birds. This whole universe is exactly a great



university, an opportunity to learn one form and also to learn that behind the form is hidden

your formless being.

Thousands of times you have lived in different forms, experiencing different ways.

Certainly to be a tree is a totally different experience than to be a bird or to be a lion. But the

essential life is one. Out of this experience of essential life, the theory of reincarnation arose.

And if you go deeper into your interiority ... you can move so deeply that you will start

touching not only your birth, your nine months in the womb, but also the death of the

previous form.

It is a tremendous experience to know that you have been here before, because that gives

another dimension to your consciousness; if you have been here in the past, you will be here

in the future. The past and future both are in balance -- the present moment is just the

balancing moment. And if you can dig deep into the present moment, you can experience not

only your past lives; there is a possibility -- if your effort is really total -- that you may start

having glimpses of your future possibilities.

Gautam Buddha is reported to have said that we never begin our journey -- it is eternal.

You cannot reach to the point, exploring within yourself, where you started the journey. That

bus stop you cannot find. You have always been moving, traveling. So the beginning cannot

be found, it is not there. But the end can be found.

You will be surprised to think about it -- that the ordinary death is not a death because the

consciousness moves into another form. A bird becomes a tree, a tree becomes an animal, an

animal becomes a human being. But if your experience of all your past lives suddenly flashes

you to the idea that you are eternal, that very moment you are disidentified with the

body-mind structure. And this disidentification is the real death. Now you will not take

another form, you will enter into the formless. It is called the great death.

But to have a great death you need to have a great life. Ordinary living is so lukewarm

that ordinary death cannot change much; it can only change the outer garb, the paper bag in

which you have been living. To burst forth out of all form -- a tremendous awareness,

intensity, totality ... you pull all of yourself to a single point -- and suddenly all forms

disappear. Just like a breeze, invisible, you enter into the formless. This has to be

remembered before I talk about Dogen, because that is exactly the background of what he is

trying to say in the Zen way.

DOGEN CONTINUES:
WHEN WE LOOK BACK AT THE SHORE FROM OUR BOAT, WE MISTAKENLY FEEL AS IF THE
SHORE WERE MOVING. BUT WHEN WE LOOK AT OUR BOAT WITH CARE, WE FIND THAT IT
IS OUR BOAT THAT IS ACTUALLY MOVING.

Now very few people have the experience of boats. Dogen was talking to people who

were traveling in boats continuously, because Japan is not one island; it is many islands

together, and people are continuously moving in boats from one island to another.

But in your experience you may have ... sitting in a train, suddenly you see that another

train which was sitting on the side track has started moving. But your experience is so clear

that you are moving. Then you look to the other side -- the station is still there. Then

certainly, the other train is moving. But the station is gone, then the movement of that train

was an illusion; your train is moving. Movement is relative, just as in geometry two parallel

lines never meet.

Albert Einstein, the man who introduced the idea of relativity into the world of science,

says that if two rockets are moving in the sky at the same speed, none of the passengers in



either of the rockets will feel that there is any movement. Because to experience movement

you need something stationary by the side; it is a relative experience. Both the rockets are

moving in a silent, open sky at the same speed; naturally, you see there is no movement in the

other rocket. And how can there be movement in your rocket? If there were, you would have

passed the other rocket. None of the passengers in either of the rockets will even dream about

movement, because there is nothing stable around; on both the sides, just pure sky. They can

live in the illusion as long as they go on moving at the same speed.

According to Albert Einstein, a very strange conclusion ... of course, it has not yet been

tested, but it seems possible. If the passengers of both the rockets don't feel any movement,

they will become very still and very silent. Not only in their minds, but even in their body

cells the silence of no-movement will penetrate. It will be so enormous, so overwhelming,

that when they return -- you will be surprised -- all their friends, their old colleagues, will

have grown ten years older and they will not have aged at all. Those ten years they have

missed. They have not moved a single inch, either in their body or in their mind, because

movement has stopped being their experience.

Einstein was absolutely certain -- and I agree with him. It seems absurd that a traveler

will come back and find that his own generation is finished and a new generation has taken

over, because he has been long away, traveling in the sky. But when there is no movement

around you, slowly, slowly that non-movement stops everything moving within you: the

mind, the body -- everything.

Even he was shocked when he proposed the theory. It will still take a few years for us to

be absolutely certain of what he was saying, because even to reach to the nearest star takes

four years; and the return journey means eight years -- and this is the nearest star. We don't

have yet any vehicle to move -- without continuous fuel stations on the way -- for four years.

Secondly, the moment you are out of the grip of gravitation .... You don't feel gravitation

because you are born in gravitation. Otherwise the earth is pulling you down so forcibly ...

most of your aging is because of the pull of the earth. The area of gravitation is two hundred

miles around the earth. Once you are out of the gravitation area, there is nothing to pull you

down; you simply remain the same. The same gravitation that is killing you also keeps you

rooted, because without gravitation you will be simply gone -- just saying good-bye to each

other and moving into the eternal, never to meet again. It is so vast ... and the speed will be

such that you will be burned by the speed.

There are practical problems; that's why Albert Einstein could not persuade anybody to

take the risk. The speed has to be exactly the speed of light -- that is the ultimate speed. One

hundred and eighty-six thousand miles per second -- at that speed everything stops. You can

go around the universe for thousands of years and you will come back to the earth the same,

as young as you had left. But it is just theoretical and hypothetical; it is difficult, for the

simple, pragmatic reason that at the speed of light no metal can remain unmelted. The heat is

so much that the vehicle in which you are moving will melt down, burning you with it.

You look ... almost three thousand stones fall every day on the earth, all over the earth.

You think they are stars falling. Stars are very big, but these are just small stones which have

been caught in the gravitational area of the earth, and the earth has pulled them. But the force

of the pull is such that even the stones burn up. Most of these three thousand stones never

reach to the earth; they are burned before reaching it. A few stones have reached the earth

and they have become great sacred places. For example, the Kaaba -- the holy place of the

Mohammedans; the stone there is an asteroid, it is not of the earth. Just because people saw

that big stone coming from the sky ... the primitive mind thought it must be from God. And it



was coming, burning bright like a sun, so big that it reached to the earth. In many museums

you will find those stones, which are called meteorites.

These stones burn up because of the speed. So if we make a vehicle we have to find

something which will not burn up at the speed of light. Up to now, there is no indication that

we can create a vehicle or any material that can move with the speed of light. And unless we

move with the speed of light we cannot reach the nearest star. With that speed in mind, the

nearest star is four light years away. It is such a long distance, and our small boats and our

airplanes and our rockets are still, in terms of the future, just toys.

But consciousness needs no form to travel, hence it can move with the speed of light.

That is the Eastern way of looking at things: you have been around on many planets in many

different lives, not only on this earth. Scientists accept that there are at least five hundred

planets with life, but there is no communication. All kinds of efforts are being made to have

some kind of dialogue or to find some way to know exactly who is there. But that is a

limitation of the body.

For a man of consciousness, for a man who is a buddha, there is no limitation. No

gravitation prevents him, no heat can burn him. He can travel around in different forms,

taking birth on different planets.

The idea of reincarnation is a very great challenge. It is not a question of arguing; it is a

question of experiencing in yourself that which cannot be burned, that which remembers

having been in other bodies. And if it can move from one body to another body, there is no

difficulty for it to move from one planet to another planet. And ultimately it has to move

from all forms and disperse itself into the universal being. That is nirvana.

Nirvana is one of the most beautiful words; I don't think there is any other word in any

language which has so much significance and meaning. Ordinarily it simply means blowing

out the flame. You have a candle, and the flame is dancing, and you blow it out. Can you

answer where the flame has gone? It must have gone somewhere. Nirvana means: your life is

just like a flame -- when it becomes difficult to live in one body, one form, it simply moves

into another form. The other form is determined by its desires, its longings. Be very

conscious about your desires and your longings because they are creating the seed of a new

form already, without your knowing.

I have experienced, with many people, taking them back to their old forms. And I was

surprised -- because there is no mention of this fact in any Eastern scripture -- that somebody

who is a man, when he remembers, he remembers himself as a woman in his past life. If he

goes deeper he again remembers himself as a man.

At first I was puzzled, because it is not mentioned anywhere. But then I could see the

point that every woman is desiring to be a man. She thinks, "I am confined in the home, and

the man is enjoying everything." And every man thinks, once in a while, "The beauty, the

mystery of a woman ..." So it is very natural that you are creating your other form already

without doing it consciously. If you are man you will be born as woman. And this is a vicious

circle, because when you die, you die unconsciously; when you are born you are born

unconsciously. So you don't know from where you are coming, or what was the reason for

your taking this form.

The whole foundation of meditation is to make you so alert that you can see the forming

of seeds and desires and drop them. If you can die without a seed ...

If you die in a half-hearted way, not totally, with something incomplete, with something

you wanted to do and death has come in between -- then you cannot expect to disappear into

the universal. Then the flame will take another home, according to your desires, your



reincarnations.

Meditation simply means to drop, slowly slowly, all your desires. And when death comes,

celebrate it; celebrate it because everything is complete and you are ready. This readiness and

completeness will give you the ultimate freedom of formlessness. That formlessness is

nirvana.

All these buddhas, like Dogen, are pointing towards that formlessness. First, he is talking

about relativity:
WHEN WE LOOK BACK AT THE SHORE FROM OUR BOAT, WE MISTAKENLY FEEL AS IF THE
SHORE WERE MOVING. BUT WHEN WE LOOK AT OUR BOAT WITH CARE, WE FIND THAT IT
IS OUR BOAT THAT IS ACTUALLY MOVING. SIMILARLY, WHEN WE SEE ALL THINGS WITH
THE DELUDED IDEA THAT OUR BODY AND MIND ARE SEPARATE FROM EACH OTHER, WE
MISTAKENLY THINK INNATE MIND AND NATURE ARE ETERNAL. BUT WHEN WE REALIZE
THAT OUR BODY AND MIND ARE INSEPARABLE, WE SEE CLEARLY THAT ALL THINGS ARE
NOT SUBSTANTIAL.

The body has a substantiality. When someone dies all the elements of the body dissolve

into their sources: water into water and air into air and earth into earth. Only one invisible

bird, weightless .... There have been experiments where a man was weighed while he was

alive, and weighed again after he has died. The weight does not differ; he is the same weight

both times. To the objective mind, it means that nothing has moved out, because if there is a

soul which moves out of the body, then certainly it would have weight. Experiments have

even been done putting the dying man in a glass case, so that they can see if something

moves out .... It will have to break the glass somewhere. But the glass remains intact as the

man dies.

These things have supported the atheists, who say that there is no such thing as a soul.

These conclusions are absolutely rational but stupid. There is no contradiction in being both

stupid and rational. Of course the intellectual person will be more profoundly stupid than

ordinary idiots; ordinary idiots are simple people. But there are extraordinary idiots, and

because of their rationality they have turned almost the whole world's mind toward being

materialistic.

Half of the world is communist, which does not believe that there is anything in the body;

it is just a combination of materials. The remaining half of the world, which thinks it is

spiritual, only thinks; it never experiments.

The experiment is not to be done in a scientific lab.

It has to be done within yourself.

That's what we are doing here -- to find something immaterial, invisible to the eyes,

untouchable by the hands, but still the very heart of our being, the very throb of our being.

Once you have known it all fear of death disappears. And a new courage -- so fresh like a

morning rose, still with dewdrops shining on it in the sun -- a new courage to rebel against all

that is traditionally accepted, that may be rationally accepted but is not based on the actual

experience of meditation ...

Other than meditation, there is no way to decide whether you are just matter or there is

something immaterial. Without that immaterial part you lose all your splendor. Only that

immaterial part of your being gives you dignity; it makes you not only a man, but makes you

capable of touching the highest peak of being a buddha.

FIREWOOD, WHEN BURNED, BECOMES ASH; THE ASH NEVER REVERTS TO BEING
FIREWOOD. STILL, WE SHOULD NOT REGARD FIREWOOD AS A BEFORE, AND ASH AS AN
AFTER. WE MUST REALIZE THAT FIREWOOD IS IN THE POSITION OF FIREWOOD WITH OR
WITHOUT BEFORE AND AFTER. ASH IS IN THE POSITION OF ASH WITH OR WITHOUT



BEFORE AND AFTER.

What Dogen is trying to say is that when firewood disappears into a heap of ash you

should not think that something in existence has changed -- only the form has changed. The

ash was present in the firewood, unmanifest. The fire has helped the ash to become manifest

and visible.

These are ways of saying some things which are more difficult to say directly. But I can

say them directly to you; this is not an assembly of kindergarten seekers. What you are, you

have been the same before, whatever the form, and if you can discover yourself then it does

not matter in what form you will move. And if you can penetrate your self to its very center --

because your self has a circumference and a center .... If you remain at the circumference

then you will move into another form -- but if your arrow reaches to the very center you have

graduated from forms. Now you are capable of being one with the universe; now you can

sing with the birds, dance with the flowers, shine with the stars. From a small dewdrop, you

have become the very ocean.

In America, which has produced very few men who are worth quoting, one man is

certainly significant, but seems to be almost forgotten. He is William James. He introduced

this beautiful word `oceanic'. People have forgotten him and his word because very few

people reach to that experience. But here everybody has to reach to the experience ... from

the dewdrop to the ocean. Unless you experience `oceanic' yourself, spreading in all ten

directions, in absolute freedom, you have not used the great opportunity of life.

Dogen is saying, WE CAN NO MORE COME BACK TO LIFE AFTER OUR DEATH

THAN FIREWOOD CAN BECOME FIREWOOD AGAIN AFTER HAVING BECOME

ASH. IN BUDDHISM, THEREFORE, IT IS SAID THAT LIFE NEVER BECOMES

DEATH; LIFE IS BEYOND THE CONCEPTION OF LIFE. IT SAYS THAT DEATH

DOES NOT BECOME LIFE; DEATH IS BEYOND THAT OF DEATH. LIFE AND

DEATH ARE BOTH ONLY ONE STAGE OF TIME, JUST LIKE WINTER AND SPRING.

LIKEWISE, WE MUST NOT THINK THAT WINTER BECOMES SPRING, OR SAY

THAT SPRING BECOMES SUMMER.

Dogen is saying that forms don't change into other forms. Winter remains winter, summer

remains summer, but something inner moves on from one climate to another climate ... which

is beyond birth and beyond death, which is beyond life, which simply is. You can give it any

shape, any form, but you cannot take away its isness. This isness is the greatest discovery of

the East, the West has missed it completely.

A haiku by Hokushi runs:
THE MOON ON THE PINE;
I KEEP HANGING IT -- TAKING IT OFF
AND GAZING EACH TIME.

I have told you the moon is one of the great symbols in the mystery school of Zen ... you

will come across the moon many times from different aspects.
THE MOON ON THE PINE;
I KEEP HANGING IT ...
Just try to understand the poetry.
I KEEP HANGING IT -- TAKING IT OFF
AND GAZING EACH TIME.

Certainly you cannot hang the moon and take it off; but what you can do, you can open



your eyes and you can close your eyes. When you close your eyes you have taken the moon

away. When you open your eyes you bring the moon again. And gazing at it every time -- it

never fulfills the desire, the longing for beautitude.

Another haiku runs,
ONE FULL MOON;
STARS NUMBERLESS; THE SKY
DARK GREEN.

These are not ordinary poetries, these are expressions of deep meditation. Night, and

particularly moonlit nights, have been found to be very supportive to meditation. Now even

science suspects that the moon has a certain effect on the mind; because most of the people

who go mad, go mad on a full moon night, hence the word `lunatic'. It comes from luna, the

moon. Another word is `moonstruck' ....

More people commit suicide on the full moon than at any other time and more people

have become enlightened on the full moon than at any other time. Science has its own

reasons .... The moon is really a part of the earth. Some four billion years ago a great chunk

of the earth separated from the earth. All our great oceans are because of that chunk; deep

valleys were left for rain to fill and they became the oceans.

The moon has one sixth the gravitation of the earth, because it is one sixth the size. That

means that gazing at the moon, you slowly, slowly become more light, the gravitation is less

on your being. That is the scientist's explanation. And you can see the effect on the seas,

because they are holding the place of the moon ... where the moon used to be once. That's

why on the full moon there are great tides. In the human body there is eighty percent water,

ocean water with the same chemicals. Just as tides arise in the ocean, something arises in the

human being. If he is on the right track perhaps he may become enlightened.

And if he is on the wrong track he can commit suicide or commit a murder or go mad ...

there are thousands of ways. But there is only one way that reaches to your ultimate

sensitivity, the way of meditation, the way of closing all outgoing doors and being in.

And once in a while these Zen meditators have opened their eyes and they have seen the

moon or a sunset or a lotus, and out of their meditation a certain expression has arisen. Only

through meditation will you be able to understand it -- it is not poetry, it is not written with

the mind, it is a heartfelt feeling.
ONE FULL MOON;
STARS NUMBERLESS; THE SKY
DARK GREEN.

If you are in deep meditation and you see this dark sky with so many stars and one single

moon, immediately your silence will become immensely deeper.

These haikus are not meaningful for those who have not experienced anything of

meditation.

A haiku by Shiki:
EVENING MOON:
PLUM BLOSSOMS START TO FALL
UPON THE LUTE.

These are pictures seen by a deeply meditative consciousness. They don't mean anything,

they are not supposed to have any meaning, they are pictorial.



Once Picasso was asked .... A man was watching him painting continuously for hours;

finally he said, "I cannot resist asking, because I have been watching you paint for hours, but

I can't make any sense out of what you are painting. What is it? What is the meaning of it?"

Picasso looked at the man and said, "I don't know. You can ask the picture yourself."

The man said, "Are you insane or something?"

Picasso said, "Perhaps, but nobody asks the rose, `Why are you so beautiful? Why are

you here in the first place?' Nobody asks a sunset, nobody asks a full moon, but everybody

goes on harassing me, `What is the meaning of your painting?' There is no meaning, it is a

statement. I have enjoyed it tremendously, just the colors, flowing into each other, creating

strange patterns."

Meaning is no more relevant in the world of beauty. And what to say about the world of

meditation? -- no meaning, only significance. That's why those who have experienced have

remained silent, or have spoken only to indicate to you the path to be silent.

Maneesha has asked,

OUR BELOVED MASTER,

WHAT IS OUR INVESTMENT IN REPRESSING OUR MEMORY OF PREVIOUS

DEATHS?

IS IT NOT TRUE TO SAY THAT IF WE COULD RECALL OUR DEATHS WE MIGHT

LOSE OUR FEAR OF DEATH AND THUS BE ABLE TO LIVE A FEARLESS LIFE?

Maneesha, this is certainly one of our great investments in forgetting the past, the

previous life. Because if you remember it, you will not be able to be so foolish as to repeat

the same game again. You have done it so many times; you have fallen in love, you have

fallen out of love, so many times ... so many romances! Our great investment is that each

time we go to see the same film we forget that we have seen it before. Otherwise you will not

go to see the movie, only once is enough.

But in life you don't complete the work in one time, in one lifetime. Your real work

remains postponed and you go on playing games which are simply childish. The great

investment is that you should not remember your whole past, otherwise you will feel yourself

to be so much an idiot that enjoying life will become impossible. Only suicide will seem to

be the right thing to do. But suicide leads nowhere, it simply enters your consciousness into

another womb of a lower kind, because you could not manage to live on a higher level.

The investment also includes forgetting that you have ever died. It is always somebody

else who dies, you never die. Obviously -- you see every day, you hear every day that

somebody has died; but you never hear that you have died. Except in this Buddha Hall where

you hear every day, "Now die and don't hold anything back, die completely."

People from the outside will think, "This is a madhouse. People who are fully alive

suddenly die and then don't wait much ... as they are called back, immediately they are back,

sitting like buddhas!"

We are making it clear through our meditations that this is how it has been happening,

you have been dying many times and again coming back. Whether you come after nine

months ... an unnecessary wastage of time, of a woman's life ... then growing up and again

playing the same role which you have played before ....

In the East the world is called sansara. Sansara means the great wheel of life and death. It

goes on moving, the same wheel, and you are clinging to the wheel and you go on moving

with the wheel from one death to another, from one life to another. The investment is that



unless you learn the lesson, you cannot come out of this vicious circle of life and death. But

you can come out. Every night we try; you jump a little ... it is old habit; when you come

back you just try to find out where the wheel is. Soon you have forgotten about the center

which was beyond life and death -- suddenly you remember, "Where is the canteen?"

One naturally feels hungry after such a strenuous experience of dying and coming back,

becoming a buddha ... knowing perfectly well that anybody may be a buddha, "But I am not;

I have my wife, I have my children to look after. Just for a moment is okay, but twenty-four

hours a buddha will not only be boring, it will be also a torture to others."

From my very childhood I was interested just to sit and not to do anything. I have never

done any homework; my teachers were angry, "What do you go on doing at home?"

I said, "I simply sit and enjoy."

My family, and whoever would be passing by used to say, "What are you doing?"

I said, "There is no need to do anything -- to be is enough!"

And they would look at me and say, "You are crazy! Do something, otherwise you will

end up in being nothing."

And they were right, I have ended in being nothing. But I am immensely happy that I

started very early to see that the greatest joy is inside, nobody can give it to me. I have never

participated in any game, I have never bothered about any work the family needed. Slowly,

slowly my family started taking for granted that I was no more -- my being or not being made

no difference.

I have enjoyed the faces of my family when they looked at me as if they were looking at

an insane person; I still enjoy to remember it. Naturally if you are not doing something

people think you are wasting your life. The reality is that when you are not doing anything,

when you are just being, you are finding the path towards your ultimate destiny.

Before we die and become buddhas ... one time more, because one never knows about

tomorrow, so better become tonight ....

Just a few small laughs, because Sardar Gurudayal Singh is waiting very silently. And

Avirbhava ....

When Gozo the gorilla dies his female companion, Gertie, gets very horny. After a few

months she begins to get violent, as her need for sex increases. Finally the zookeepers decide

to get a man to make love to her.

They go downtown and pick up Jose, a big Mexican, and offer him twenty dollars to do

the job.

They put a muzzle on Gertie's mouth, tie her arms to the bars, and then let the Mexican

into the cage. When Gertie sees that Jose has an erection, she goes wild. She rips her arms

loose from the bars and begins crushing him in her embrace.

"Help!" shouts Jose. "For Christ's sake, help!"

"Don't worry," shouts the keeper. "We'll get the elephant gun and shoot her!"

"No! No!" cries Jose. "Don't shoot her! Just get her muzzle off -- I want to kiss her!"

Dodoski has fallen on hard times, so he turns to crime. He kidnaps the six-year-old son of

the richest man in Warsaw. Dodoski writes the ransom note, asks for half a million dollars,

and signs his name.

But he has forgotten the rich man's address. So he gives the note to the boy, and tells him

to take it to his dad.

The boy does, and when he comes back with the money, he is carrying a note from his



father.

It reads: "Here, take the filthy money, you rat. It's guys like you that give us Polacks a

bad name!"

After a wild Saturday night of partying, Swami Deva Coconut is hauled off to a Sunday

morning Mass by his Catholic girlfriend, Beverly. Since he is totally ignorant of the various

rituals involved, Beverly is constantly coaching him.

"Bless yourself," she whispers. "Now kneel down -- sit down -- stand up -- sit down again

-- cross yourself ..." -- and so on.

Perspiring from all this activity, Coconut takes out a handkerchief from his pocket to

wipe his face. Then he lays it on his lap to dry.

Seeing this, Beverly leans over and whispers, "Is your zipper open?"

"No," replies Coconut hastily, "should it be?"

Donald Dickstein walks into an optician's office, carrying a cardboard box. He hands it to

the optician who opens it and exclaims, "Wow! That's the biggest turd I've ever seen!"

"Isn't it a beauty?" says Donald. "I did it myself."

The optician is very impressed and says, "It must be at least two feet long."

"Twenty-five and a half inches, to be exact," boasts Donald. "And three inches in

diameter."

"Incredible," says the optician. "How much does it weigh?"

"Two and a half pounds," is the proud reply.

"That is simply amazing!" exclaims the optician, unable to take his eyes off the

magnificent specimen. "But why bring it to me? I'm an optician."

"Well, you see," says Donald, "I have this problem. Every time I do one of these

monsters, my eyes water!"

Now, Nivedano, do a real good job because skinhead Niskriya is back ....

Nivedano ...

(Drumbeat)

(Gibberish)

Nivedano ...

(Drumbeat)

Be silent ...

Close your eyes ...

No movement of the body.

Let your whole consciousness gather inwards.

Deeper and deeper ...

You are entering into your buddhahood.

Without any fear go in, it is your own home.

Except knowing this,



all knowledge is useless.

Except experiencing this

you have wasted your very life

in mundane things.

This is the sacred moment,

drink it as deeply as possible.

Be soaked through and through.

Buddhahood is not an achievement,

it is only a discovery,

it is only going within your paper bag.

You are not your bones,

you are not your head,

you are not even your heart,

you are this beyondness, this silence.

Even if for a single moment you can experience it

your whole life will have a transformation.

To make it more clear, Nivedano ...

(Drumbeat)

Relax..let go ... die.

Die to the world, die to the body,

die to the mind,

so that only the eternal remains in you.

This formless eternal brings you a new birth.

You have entered as a human being,

you can come out of this womb of the beyond

as a buddha.

This bliss, this silence,

these roses blossoming within you,

they are your birthright. One can remain ignorant,

but one cannot be anything else than a buddha ...

awakened, enlightened,

that is our very destiny.

Nivedano ....

(Drumbeat)

Come back

without forgetting the experience,

sit down for a while, just for a few moments

drop the doubt that you cannot be a buddha.

You are. In spite of yourself, you are.

If this becomes an undercurrent twenty-four hours,

waking or sleeping, your life will know



waking or sleeping, your life will know

what this existence is all about.

You will know the freedom, the ultimate freedom

which you have been longing for

for many, many lives.

Don't miss it this time.

Okay, Maneesha?

Yes, Beloved Master.

Can we celebrate ten thousand buddhas together?

Yes, Beloved Master.
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OUR BELOVED MASTER,
DOGEN CONTINUES:
WHEN WE LOOK AROUND OUR BOAT ON THE MOUNTAINLESS OCEAN, WE SEE NOTHING
BUT THE CIRCULAR SHAPE OF THE OCEAN. BUT THIS LARGE OCEAN IS NOT CIRCULAR OR
SQUARE; ITS OTHER SHAPES AND MOVEMENTS ARE INNUMERABLE. TO FISH IT IS LIKE A
PALACE. TO CELESTIAL BEINGS IT IS LIKE A NECKLACE. ONLY AS FAR AS THE EYE CAN
REACH, DOES IT TEMPORARILY APPEAR CIRCULAR.
THIS IS ALSO THE CASE WITH ALL THINGS. ALL THINGS WORLDLY AND UNWORLDLY HAVE
VARIOUS ASPECTS, BUT WE CAN SEE AND REALIZE THEM ONLY THROUGH PRACTICAL
UNDERSTANDING ....
HOWEVER FAR FISH SAIL IN THE WATER, THERE IS NO END TO THE WATER. HOWEVER
FAR BIRDS FLY IN THE SKY, THERE IS NO END TO THE SKY. BUT NEITHER OF THEM HAS
EVER LEFT THE WATER OR THE SKY.
WHEN THEIR NEED IS GREAT, THERE IS GREAT ACTIVITY; WHEN THEIR NEED IS SMALL,
THERE IS LITTLE ACTIVITY. THUS THEY NEVER FAIL TO EXPRESS THEIR FULL ABILITY IN
EACH THING, AND EXERT THEIR FREE ACTIVITY IN EACH PLACE.
BUT AS SOON AS A BIRD LEAVES THE SKY, IT DIES. THIS IS ALSO THE CASE WHEN A FISH
LEAVES THE WATER. WE CAN REALIZE THAT THE WATER IS LIFE TO THE FISH; THAT THE
SKY IS LIFE TO THE BIRD; THAT THE BIRD IS LIFE TO THE SKY; THE FISH IS LIFE TO THE
WATER; THAT LIFE IS A BIRD, OR THAT LIFE IS THE FISH. ABOUT THIS THERE MAY BE MANY
OTHER EXPRESSIONS.
IN THE HUMAN WORLD THERE ARE PRACTICE AND ENLIGHTENMENT, OR LONG LIFE AND
SHORT LIFE. THIS IS ALSO THE REAL STATE OF THINGS. NEVERTHELESS, IF A BIRD OR
FISH TRIES TO GO THROUGH THE SKY OR THE WATER AFTER KNOWING IT COMPLETELY,
IT WILL FIND NO WAY TO GO ALONG OR NO PLACE TO ATTAIN.

Maneesha, Eastern mysticism has accepted layers of reality. Western science knows only

one reality -- that of matter. It is poor, it lacks variety. The Eastern mysticism, of which Zen

is just the ultimate peak, accepts the reality of your inner self which you cannot see, cannot

understand, but which you are. You can be awakened to it or you can remain asleep, it makes

no difference to the inner quality of your being. That is your ultimate reality.

Then there is the body, which is only an appearance -- an appearance in the sense that it is

changing constantly. You see a beautiful woman or a beautiful man and they are already

becoming old. The moment you rejoice in the beauty of a rose, the time for it to disappear



back into the earth is not far away. This kind of reality has also its place in the Eastern vision.

They call it appearance, moment to moment changing. There is a time to be born and there is

a time to die. The seasons will come again, and the flowers will blossom again. It is the round

trip of existence in which -- except your being, your center -- everything goes on changing.

This changing world is a relative reality.

And then there are other realities -- like dreams. You know they are not, but still you see

them. Not only do you see them, they affect you. If you have a nightmare and you wake up,

you will see your heart is beating harder, your breath is changed by the nightmare. You may

be even perspiring out of fear. You cannot say that the nightmare is not there; otherwise from

where has this perspiration come, and this changed heartbeat and breathing?

Eastern mysticism accepts this third layer of reality: the dream, the horizon that you see

all around, which exists nowhere ... but you can see it from anywhere.

Before I explain Dogen to you, let this be the introduction, because this is what he is

trying to say: that everything passes and yet there is something that never passes; that

everything is born and dies and yet there is something that is never born and never dies. And

unless you get centered into that eternal source you will not find peace, you will not find

serenity, you will not find blissfulness, you will not find contentment. You will not feel at

home, at ease in the universe. You will remain just an accident, you will never become

essential.

And the whole effort of Zen, or any meditative method, is to bring you closer to that

which never changes, that which is always. It knows no time .... If there is no change, how

can there be past, future, present? The world that knows past, future and present can only be

relatively real -- today it is there, tomorrow it is gone. The body you had believed in so much

one day dies. The mind you had believed in so much does not follow you, it dies with the

body. It has been a part of the body mechanism.

That which flies out of the body in death is an invisible bird flying into an invisible sky.

But if you are aware you will be dancing, because for the first time you will have known

what freedom is. It is not a political freedom or an economic freedom; it is a more

fundamental, existential freedom. And anything that grows out of this freedom is beautiful,

graceful. Your eyes are the same, but their vision has changed. Your love is there but it is no

more lust, it is no more possessiveness. It transforms itself into compassion. You still share

your joy in your songs, in your dances, in your poetry, in your music -- but just for their sheer

joy.

It has been a centuries-long debate: What is art for? There have been pragmatic

utilitarians who say that art should serve some purpose, otherwise it is useless. But these

people don't know art. Art can only be for its own sake. It is the sheer joy of a solitary

cuckoo, of the bamboos standing in silence, of a bird flying into the sky. Just the very flight,

the very feel of freedom, is enough unto itself. It need not serve anything else.

But that is possible only if you have known your fundamental existence. You are

acquainted with the mind, which is borrowed, which is nurtured, educated. You are

acquainted with your body very superficially. You don't know how it functions, although it is

your body. You don't know how it turns food into blood, how it distributes oxygen to

different parts of the body.

The body has its own wisdom. Nature has not left it to you to remember breathing,

because you can forget. You are so sleepy, nature cannot take the risk. If you had to

remember breathing, I don't think you would have been here. You would have been forgotten

long before.



But whether you remember or not, whether you are awake or asleep, the breathing

continues on its own, the heart goes on working on its own, the stomach goes on digesting on

its own. It does not ask your advice, nor does it need any medical education, nor does it need

any advice. It has simply an intrinsic wisdom of its own.

But it is just your house -- you are not it. This house is going to become, one day, old.

One day its walls will start dropping away, its doors falling. One day there will not be even a

trace of the house -- all will be gone. But what happened to the man who used to live in the

house?

You have to understand that principle. You can call it awareness, enlightenment,

consciousness, buddhahood -- it doesn't matter what name you give to it. But it is the absolute

responsibility of every human being not to waste time in mundane affairs. First things first!

And the first thing is to be and to know what this being is. Don't go on running after

butterflies. Don't go on looking at the horizon which only appears to be but is not.

I am reminded ... Twenty-three centuries ago, Alexander the Great came to India. His

teacher was a great philosopher, the father of logic, Aristotle. And when he was coming

towards India, Aristotle asked him, "Can you bring something for me as a gift?"

Alexander said, "Anything -- just say it."

Aristotle said, "It is not so easy, but I will wait. Please bring me a sannyasin when you

come back, a man who has realized himself. Because we don't know what this means ... what

it means to be a buddha. Get hold of a buddha and bring him with you."

Alexander was not aware of what he was promising. He said, "Don't be worried. If

Alexander wants to move the Himalayas, they will have to move. And you are asking only

about a human being. Just wait -- within a few months I will be back."

And there was so much to do that he remembered only at the last moment that he had

forgotten to catch hold of a buddha, of one who knows the innermost reality. He inquired on

the borders of India as he was returning. People laughed at the very idea. They said, "In the

first place, it is very difficult to recognize that somebody is a buddha. In the second place, if

by chance you are open enough to receive the radiance of a buddha, you will fall down at his

feet. You will forget all about taking him with you. We hope that you don't find a buddha --

just go back home."

Alexander could not understand .... What kind of human being is a buddha, that he cannot

be taken away by force? Finally, he said: "Send messengers all over the place, find out if

there is somebody who proclaims that he has arrived home."

And people came, and they said, "Yes, one naked sannyasin standing by the side of the

river says, `Where else can I be? -- I am here. And who else I can be? -- I am the buddha.'"

Alexander went himself to meet the man. The dialogue was tremendously beautiful, but

very shocking to Alexander the Great. He had never come across such a man because before

he said a single word -- he was holding a naked sword in his hand -- the old man, naked,

poor, said, "Put your sword back into its sheath, it will not be needed here. A man of

intelligence carrying a sword? I will hit you! Just put the sword back into its sheath."

Alexander for the first time found somebody who could order him, and he had to follow.

In spite of himself he had to follow. And he said, "I have come with a prayer: Just come with

me, to my land. My teacher wants to see a buddha. In the West we don't know anything about

what this inner self means."

The old man laughed. He said, "This is hilarious. If your teacher does not know, he is not

even a teacher. And if he wants to see a buddha, he will have to come to a buddha; a buddha

cannot be carried to him. Just tell your teacher, `If you are thirsty, come to the well; the well



is not going to come to you.'"

"And as for you, Alexander," the old man said, "learn at least to be human. You

introduced yourself as Alexander the Great. This is the ego that is preventing you from

knowing your buddha. You are carrying it within yourself, but this `greatness', this desire to

conquer the world ... What will you do with conquering the world? Soon death will take

everything away. You will die naked, you will be buried in the earth. Nobody will bother not

to tread over you, and you will not be even able to object, `Keep away. I am Alexander the

Great.' Please drop this idea of greatness. And also remember that the word `Alexander' is not

your name."

Alexander said, "My God! It is my name -- how can I convince you?"

He said, "There is no question of convincing me. Nobody comes into the world with a

name. All kinds of names are given -- labels stuck, glued -- and you become the label. You

forget completely that you had come without any name, without any fame. And you will die

in the same way.

"Tell your teacher to come here to face the lion. If he has the capacity to move inwards,

only then can he know what it means to be a buddha; what it means to be enlightened. By

somebody else becoming enlightened you cannot understand it -- it is just like when

somebody else drinks water it cannot quench your thirst."

Alexander touched the feet of the old man and said, "I am sorry to disturb you. Perhaps

we don't understand each other's language at all."

And it is even today true: the Western mind and the Western educated mind -- it may

have been born in the East -- has forgotten the language which Dogen is going to use. You

have to be very conscious, very alert, that you don't misunderstand. A different world, a

different climate which used to be here, which had made this world a beautiful searching and

seeking pilgrimage .... Now it is only a marketplace for purchasing arms, and fighting and

killing and wars. Who bothers about meditation? It seems to be a very faraway echo. It does

not seem to be related with us in any way. But unless you are open to this faraway echo, you

will not understand what Dogen is saying.

Dogen says:
WHEN WE LOOK AROUND OUR BOAT ON THE MOUNTAINLESS OCEAN, WE SEE NOTHING
BUT THE CIRCULAR SHAPE OF THE OCEAN. BUT THIS LARGE OCEAN IS NOT CIRCULAR OR
SQUARE; ITS OTHER SHAPES AND MOVEMENTS ARE INNUMERABLE. TO FISH IT IS LIKE A
PALACE. TO CELESTIAL BEINGS IT IS LIKE A NECKLACE. ONLY AS FAR AS THE EYE CAN
REACH, DOES IT TEMPORARILY APPEAR CIRCULAR.

Its circularness is only an appearance. Although when you see it, it is there, you know

that it is not a reality. If you go towards it you will never reach it; it will go on receding ... it

is the horizon. But it has a certain reality of its own, although it is not the ultimate reality.

Our body is our circumference, our horizon. It appears, it lives, it breathes, yet it is not our

very self.
THIS IS ALSO THE CASE WITH ALL THINGS. ALL THINGS WORLDLY AND UNWORLDLY HAVE
VARIOUS ASPECTS, BUT WE CAN SEE AND REALIZE THEM ONLY THROUGH PRACTICAL
UNDERSTANDING.

For a blind man there is no light.

It happened ... A very learned scholar was blind, in the times of Gautam Buddha. And he

was so articulate in argumentation that the whole village was tortured by him, because

everybody tried, "You are blind, that's why light is not within your reach."

But he said, "Then make it available through other sources. I can hear -- beat it like a



drum. " You cannot beat light like a drum.

And the blind man said, "I can touch, at least let me touch light. My hand is open -- where

is your light? I can smell ..." But all these senses are not capable of sensing the reality of

light.

The whole village was tortured: "What to do with this man? He is so argumentative ... we

all know what light is, but he denies it. And he has valid reasons -- we cannot offer any

proof."

They heard that Gautam Buddha was coming to their village. They thought, "This is a

good opportunity to take this blind man to Gautam Buddha. If Gautam Buddha cannot

convince him then perhaps it is not possible. And either way it will be very crucial; we can

see how far Gautam Buddha can argue with this man."

But they were wrong. Gautam Buddha did not argue with the man. He simply said, "Don't

harass him, it is ugly of you to tell him there is light. If you were compassionate enough you

should have tried to find some physician to cure his eyes. Light is not an argument; you need

eyes to see it and then there is no question of any doubt."

Gautam Buddha had his own personal physician. He told his physician, "You remain in

this village until this man's eyes are cured. I will be moving with my caravan."

After six months the physician and the blind man came, but he was no more blind. He

came dancing! He fell to the feet of Gautam Buddha and he said, "I am so grateful to you that

you were not philosophical with me, that you did not humiliate me. That rather than making a

great argumentation, you simply made a simple point: that it is not a question of light, it is a

question of eyes."

The same is true about the inner self -- it is not a question of your intelligence, not a

question of your rationality, not a question of your logic, of your scientific knowledge, of

your scriptures. It is a question of direct penetration with closed eyes into your own being,

hidden behind your bones. Once that is known, a tremendous relaxation follows. Life for the

first time becomes a dance. Even death is no more a disturbance.
HOWEVER FAR FISH SAIL IN THE WATER, THERE IS NO END TO THE WATER. HOWEVER
FAR BIRDS FLY IN THE SKY, THERE IS NO END TO THE SKY. BUT NEITHER OF THEM HAS
EVER LEFT THE WATER OR THE SKY.

It is an ancient story ... about a very curious young fish inquiring, "I have heard so much

about the ocean but I don't see where it is."

An old fish said to the young philosopher, "Don't be an idiot -- we are in the ocean, and

we are the ocean. We come out of it and we disappear into it. We are nothing but waves in

the ocean."

The same is true about the birds. Do you think they can find the sky? Although they are

flying all the day -- faraway places -- they cannot find the sky. Because they are born out of

the sky and one day they will disappear into the sky.

These are symbolic statements. They are in fact saying that you are part of the universe.

You arise like a wave in the universe and you disappear one day back into the universe. This

universe is not something objective, it is something subjective. It is something that is

connected with your innermost core. If you have found yourself you have found the whole

ocean, the whole sky, with all its stars, with all its flowers, with all its birds. To find oneself

is to find everything. And to miss oneself ... you may have palaces and empires and great

riches -- all is futile.
WHEN THEIR NEED IS GREAT, THERE IS GREAT ACTIVITY; WHEN THEIR NEED IS SMALL,



THERE IS LITTLE ACTIVITY.

The fish and the birds are spontaneous beings. Except man, in this whole universe nobody

has gone insane. You go on working even though there is no need to work -- keep busy,

without any business, otherwise somebody will point out to you, "What are you doing?" And

you don't have the courage to say, "I am just being."

People will laugh and they will suggest, "Do something, just being will not help. Get a

job! Earn money." But a fish will not work more than is absolutely needed.

Henry Ford, before his death, was asked, "You have long before passed the line, broken

all records of richness. Now there is no competitor against you. Why do you go on working

continuously?"

And you will be surprised to know that he used to come to his office at seven o'clock

every morning. The peons used to come at ten o'clock, the clerks at eleven, the manager at

twelve. The manager would be gone by four, the clerks would be gone by five, the peons

would be gone by six, but Henry Ford was still working. And he was the richest man of his

times.

The questioner was right to ask him, "Why do you go on and on and on? It is unnecessary

activity. You have earned so much, you could do anything you wanted."

And his answer is that of a wise man; unenlightened, but certainly life had made him

wise. He said, "It just became a habit. I could not stop myself becoming more and more rich.

I knew it was not needed any more, but it is very difficult to drop an old habit, a

whole-life-long habit."

Except man ... no trees have any habits, nor birds, nor fish. The whole nature is

spontaneous. It simply functions when it is needed, it stops functioning and remains simply

silent when it is not needed. In fact, according to me this is sanity: to do only that much as is

needed. Even to go a single inch further and you have moved beyond sanity, you have

become insane. And there is no end to insanity.

WHEN THEIR NEED IS GREAT, THERE IS GREAT ACTIVITY. This can be

understood from many aspects. Except man, no animal is interested in sex all the year round.

There is a season, a mating season; once that season is gone ... for the remainder of the year

nobody bothers about sex. You will not find sex maniacs amongst birds, nor will you find

celibates. You will not find, even in their mating season, that they are greatly happy.

I have been watching birds, animals, and I am amazed that their sexual activity seems to

be a thing forced on them. They don't look happy. Just look at a dog making love. He is doing

it under some compulsion, some biological compulsion, otherwise he is not interested. And

once the season is gone there is no interest at all. That's why marriage has not appeared in the

animal world. What will you do with a marriage? Once the mating season ends -- good-bye to

each other!

But with man it is a habit. He has turned even a biological necessity into a habit. You will

be surprised to know that, according to psychologists and their surveys, every man is thinking

about women at least once every four minutes, and every woman is thinking of men at least

once every seven minutes. This disparity is the cause of tremendous misery.

That's why every night, when the husband comes home ... the wife was perfectly okay,

and suddenly she starts having a British face, she is suffering from a headache. Brilliant

husbands bring super-strong Greek aspirins home with them. But there are very rarely

brilliant husbands, because if you are brilliant you will never be a husband. That kind of thing

is for the retarded, the brilliant remain absolutely free.

If you watch humanity, you will not believe that it is not a madhouse. Somebody is



smoking a cigarette ... even though on the packet it is written it is dangerous to your life.

And just the other day, my ear was having a little ache. Anando was there. I asked her,

"Can you bring a cotton-tip?"

She said, "No."

Now even on cotton-tips the same statement has been written, "It is dangerous to your

health. Don't use them."

And Anando said to me, "Poor Hasya was saying that this was her only enjoyment, now

even that is gone." Sitting silently and enjoying ... It was not any harm to anybody.

There are people who are chewing gum. One cannot think of a more idiotic thing.

Chewing gum? Gum is made for chewing?

People are doing all kinds of things that, if they watch and note them down, they will find

.... "My God, these things I am doing, and people still think me sane." But everybody is

keeping a mask and trying to hide every insanity behind it. You will see soon, when we

meditate ... because in meditation you have to put your mask away and let all the insanity of

centuries come out. Don't hold it back, because it is a tremendous cleansing. And once you

are a clean, clear consciousness your realization of buddhahood is not far away -- perhaps

just one step more.

Dogen goes on:
THUS THEY NEVER FAIL TO EXPRESS THEIR FULL ABILITY IN EACH THING, AND EXERT
THEIR FREE ACTIVITY IN EACH PLACE.
BUT AS SOON AS A BIRD LEAVES THE SKY, IT DIES. THIS IS ALSO THE CASE WHEN A FISH
LEAVES THE WATER.

What about man? He has left his ocean long before. His oceanic relationship with

existence is completely broken, there is no bridge left. And this is what is making him do all

kinds of stupid things. In three thousand years, five thousand wars. One cannot believe that

we are here just to kill each other. Isn't there anything more important than nuclear weapons?

Seventy percent of the whole humanity's income goes into war efforts. Even the poor

countries, where they cannot afford food twice a day for their people, where they are living

under the poverty line, still they are wasting seventy percent of their income in creating

bombs, in purchasing weapons. Do you think anything can be more insane than war?

A country like Germany, one of the most cultured, fell into the hands of a madman, Adolf

Hitler. Nobody thinks about why it happened. Even a man like Martin Heidegger, perhaps the

greatest philosopher in Germany, was a follower of Adolf Hitler. And Adolf Hitler was

absolutely insane. He needed to be hospitalized.

But there must be something in every man to which he appealed. The whole Germany --

with all its intelligence -- became a victim. And you can see the stupidity. He said, "It is

because of the Jews that Germany is not rising as a world power, otherwise it is our birthright

to rule over the world. It is because of the Jews."

I have heard a small anecdote. The head rabbi of Berlin, on a morning walk, came across

Adolf Hitler. It was a strange meeting, accidental; both had gone for a morning walk. Adolf

Hitler recognized the head rabbi and he said, "Do you agree with me or not? What do you

think is the cause that the German Nordic Aryans are not ruling all over the world?"

The rabbi said, "It is the bicycles. Destroy all bicycles and you will rule all over the

world."

Adolf Hitler said, "Are you sane?"

He said, "As sane as you are. You have killed six million Jews on a pretext, without any

reason."



Why did people become convinced that he was right about such a stupid thing, that the

Jews were preventing Germany from becoming a great power? The Jews contributed wealth,

intelligence, everything to Germany. You will be surprised to know that forty percent of

Nobel Prizes go to the Jews.

But why did all the remaining Germans become convinced? It was out of jealousy. The

Jews were rich, the Jews were intelligent, the Jews were always on top in everything.

It is very dangerous to be successful in an insane world because everybody wants to kill

you -- on any grounds; right or wrong, it does not matter. The whole of Germany became

convinced, not because there was any argument or reason in Adolf Hitler's statements; but

because every German was jealous of the Jewish intelligence, their success, their wealth,

their lifestyle. Because of this jealousy, Adolf Hitler managed for even the most intelligent

Germans to act like animals.

Adolf Hitler alone killed thirty million people. And now the weapons Adolf Hitler used

are just toys for children. Within these last forty years war technology has grown so much ...

and it is still in the hands of people like Ronald Reagan. It is in the hands of all kinds of

politicians, and politicians are people who are psychologically sick. Just the very desire for

power is sickness.

A healthy man wants to love -- not to possess, not to dominate. A healthy man rejoices in

life -- does not go begging for votes. It is the people who are suffering from deep inferiority

who want to have some power, to prove to themselves and to others that they are superior.

The really superior person does not care a thing about power. He knows his superiority, he

lives his superiority. In his songs, in his dances, in his poetry, in his paintings, in his music he

lives his superiority. Only the inferior ones are left for politics.

What Dogen is saying is, "Don't leave your sky, don't leave your water, don't leave your

nature. Don't leave the existential. Because once you leave it you are just corpses moving

around."
IN THE HUMAN WORLD THERE ARE PRACTICE AND ENLIGHTENMENT, OR LONG LIFE AND
SHORT LIFE. THIS IS ALSO THE REAL STATE OF THINGS.

Don't be worried that you are not enlightened.

Dogen is a very unique genius. He is saying, "You may be aware of your buddhahood or not

aware of your buddhahood -- don't be worried. When the right time and the right season

come you will blossom into a buddha." Just wait ... wait intelligently, wait without desire;

enjoy waiting, make waiting itself a blissful silence, and whatever is your birthright is bound

to flower. Nobody can prevent a bird from flying, nobody can prevent a cuckoo from singing,

nobody can prevent a rose from blossoming. Who is preventing you from becoming

buddhas? Except you, nobody is responsible for it.
NEVERTHELESS, IF A BIRD OR FISH TRIES TO GO THROUGH THE SKY OR THE WATER
AFTER KNOWING IT COMPLETELY, IT WILL FIND NO WAY TO GO ALONG OR NO PLACE TO
ATTAIN.

If you go into your inner world and into your inner sky you will not find any way or any

end. You will find an eternal eternity, a pilgrimage without any beginning and without any

end ... an immortality, a deathlessness which suddenly transforms you totally without any

effort, without any austerity, without torturing yourself. You are already what you want to be,

just a small thing is missing -- very small. Wake up! In your waking you are a buddha. In

your sleep you remain a buddha, but you are not aware of it.

When one person becomes a buddha he knows that everybody else is a buddha.

Somebody is sleeping, somebody is snoring, somebody is running after a woman, somebody



is doing some other kind of stupidity -- but buddhas are buddhas. Even if you are smoking a

cigarette, it does not mean that you have lost your essentiality; it only shows your sleep and

nothing else.

A poet has written:
TAKING HOLD, ONE IS ASTRAY IN
NOTHINGNESS;
LETTING GO, THE ORIGIN IS REGAINED.

Letting go, relaxing, settling into yourself, the origin is regained.

SINCE THE MUSIC STOPPED, NO
SHADOW'S TOUCHED
MY DOOR: AGAIN THE VILLAGE MOON
IS ABOVE THE RIVER.

Even if you become enlightened, only your vision changes, otherwise everything remains

the same. Of course, the rose is more beautiful than it used to be. Just because all the dust

from your mirror is missing, the world becomes a paradise.      ... MY DOOR: AGAIN THE

VILLAGE MOON

IS ABOVE THE RIVER ... reflecting in the river.

The more you become clean of your thoughts which are just dust, the more you become

reflective. And the day you can reflect the whole existence in its purity you have arrived

home.

Another poem:
SCOOP UP THE WATER, AND THE
MOON IS IN YOUR HANDS;
HOLD THE FLOWERS, AND YOUR
CLOTHES ARE SCENTED WITH THEM.

This is something tremendously beautiful. Zen speaks the language of poetry. What the

poet is trying to say is that if you come across a buddha -- you may know it or not -- some

fragrance of the buddha and his presence will be caught by your being.

It was a usual practice in Zen that seekers continued moving from one master to another

master until the moment they found a man whose very presence fulfilled them; in whose

presence all their masks and defenses fell down; in whose presence they became suddenly

naked, just-born, innocent. Then this was the sign that you had found your master.

Basho wrote:
SKYLARK
SING ALL DAY,
AND DAY NOT LONG ENOUGH.

He is saying that you work the whole day, your whole life, never knowing the splendor of

your being because your work -- your so-called mundane activities -- takes all your time. Life

is so short, seventy years pass so quickly ... You don't know even when your childhood

becomes your youth, you don't know when your youth disappears and you become old, you

don't know that you are moving continuously towards the grave. Whatever you do, the grave

is coming closer.

Remember, life is short, but it has become too short because of your unnecessary activity.



I am surprised at people who are playing cards or chess, or going to the movie. And if you

ask them, "What are you doing?" they say they are killing time. As if too much time,

superfluous, has been given to them and they are killing it by playing cards. Just look at

people leaning on the chess board as if it is their life, standing in a line before a movie house

...

I used to know a man ... he was the father of one of my friends. In my village there was

only one movie hall. I saw that old man going every day, at exactly the same time, to the

movie hall. And a film was shown at least for five or seven days, or more than that. It was not

a big place. But he would see it every day for seven days.

Finally, I had to interrupt him. I said, "This is too much. Are you mad? You go on seeing

the same film every day."

He said, "How to kill time? I am retired, just waiting for death. I think it does not matter,

one day more ... just go to see the movie. What else is one supposed to do when one is

retired?"

"And anyway," he said, "everybody is doing the same thing again and again and again, so

don't think that I am crazy."

I said, "No, you are not crazy, you are just a specimen of this whole humanity."

I have heard about one man in California -- Avirbhava, take note -- who married ten

times. Because in California human craziness has come to its peak. All the surveys show that

everything in California lasts, at the most, three years. Everything is fashion: marriage, job,

city, house, car -- everything. Within three years one is bored, wants to change to something

else.

And this man married ten times. The tenth time, after two days, he realized, "This woman

seems to be one that I have married before."

In fact all women are just different brands of cars -- just the bonnet differs. Somebody has

a longer nose, somebody has a shorter nose ... But the strange thing is, people go on

exploring the same territory again and again and again. And still people think they are sane.

Another Zen poem:
WIND SUBSIDING,
THE FLOWERS STILL FALL;
BIRDS CRYING, THE MOUNTAIN
SILENCE
DEEPENS.

These are actual experiences of meditations, which have become condensed in haikus.
WIND SUBSIDING,
THE FLOWERS STILL FALL;
BIRDS CRYING, THE MOUNTAIN
SILENCE
DEEPENS.

This must be a man of meditation ... sitting silently by the side of the mountain, watching

whatever is happening. Meditation is, in essence, becoming a watcher on the hills.

Maneesha has asked:

OUR BELOVED MASTER,

IT'S EASY ENOUGH TO FEEL TOTALLY CONTENT IN YOUR PRESENCE AND

ENJOY YOUR ENLIGHTENMENT; IT'S ALSO EASY ENOUGH TO WORK ONESELF

UP INTO A STATE OF PANIC ABOUT WHAT WE MUST DO TO REALIZE OUR OWN



ENLIGHTENMENT.

ISN'T THE ART OF BEING WITH A MASTER HAVING THE CONTENTMENT AND

THIRST RUNNING LIKE AN UNDERCURRENT THROUGHOUT ONE

SIMULTANEOUSLY?

Maneesha, a single experience is enough, it lasts for eternity. I am not referring to

intellectual experiences. You can intellectually feel that you have relaxed. When I take you

inwards, certainly you close your eyes. But when I say to you, "Be silent," your mind still

goes on and on, weaving a thousand and one things. You feel a certain silence ... but it will be

lost. And when I say to you, "Let go," you try, but you try very carefully. You look on both

sides, on whom you are falling, whether it is worth falling. You take every care that no

fracture happens. But in this very care you miss the point of let-go.

Enlightenment is worth multiple fractures. When you let go, let go. When you laugh, then

become laughter. When you are silent, be silent. When I say, "Go in" -- search inwards.

Forget the body and forget the world.

I even tell you to die. You make every effort, but for dying no effort is needed. You just

lie down there waiting for Nivedano's beat so that you can wake up again. Not a single one

remains dead just a little while more, everybody immediately ... it is all intellectual. If it was

not intellectual, every day we would have to call an ambulance because this place would

become a graveyard. But nobody dies. In the whole world people are dying, except in this

Buddha Hall where we are trying to die every day. On the contrary, you come back healthier,

more robust.

Maneesha, what you feel is still intellectual. You are intelligent enough to feel it, but

intellect is not going to give you the right experience; it blocks. You need not try to use the

mind, in any way. Let it happen spontaneously. You simply risk yourself totally. Then even if

you die, what does it matter? One day you are going to die, and this day is perfectly good.

There are only seven days. You will have to die on Monday, on Tuesday, on Saturday, on

Sunday ... What does it matter?

But if you die really, leaving the mind and body aside, you will come to know your

immortality; you will see the fiction of death. Death has never happened, you have only

changed your form. And those few who have realized it have not even moved into another

form, they have moved into the eternal ocean, into the very existence itself, losing themselves

completely. That is the ultimate ecstasy.

Before somebody dies ... particularly Sardar Gurudayal Singh is getting ready. He has

been missing every day, perhaps today he is going to die. We promise him we will celebrate

... don't be worried.

Gorgeous Gloria is very excited as she plans her coming wedding, with her friend, Sherry

Cherry.

"Have you heard about the secret aphrodisiac from India?" asks Sherry.

"Why, no," says Gloria. "What is it?"

"It is called `Burnt bindhi,'" says Sherry. "And if you want an unforgettable wedding

night, get him to eat a dozen burnt bindhis after the ceremony."

A week later, Gloria meets Sherry in the supermarket.

"How did the wedding night go?" asks Sherry.

"Oh, okay I guess," says Gloria. "But only eight of the bindhis worked!"



In a little town in the Wild West of America, Polly Peekin, the pretty young tourist, is

intrigued by a big macho-looking Indian. She is watching him and has noticed that he says,

"Chance!" to every passing female.

Finally, Polly's curiosity gets the better of her and she walks up to him and says, "Hello."

To which he answers, "Chance!"

"That's interesting," says Polly. "I thought all Indians said, `How!'"

"I know how," he replies. "Just want chance!"

Swami Deva Coconut arrives in Bombay airport with his pet parrot on his shoulder. He is

intercepted by an Indian customs official who says, "Hey, stop! You have got to pay import

duty on that parrot!"

"How much?" asks Coconut.

"Let me see," says the official, paging through his imports book. "Here we are," he

continues. "Five hundred rupees for an alive parrot, one hundred rupees for a stuffed one."

"Hey, Coconut," screams the parrot. "Don't get any crazy ideas!"

Swami Bharti Barfi, one of Shree Rajneesh's Indian disciples, is sitting on an Air India

plane with the Shankaracharya of Puri and some of his aides. They are cruising at thirty-five

thousand feet over the Indian sub-continent, when the shankaracharya suddenly feels very

generous.

"If I throw this hundred-rupee note out the window," he says, "I will make one harijan

very happy."

One of his aides adds, "But if you throw out two fifty-rupee notes, you will make two

people happy."

And the other aide says, "Well, why not throw out one hundred one-rupee notes, and

make one hundred people happy?"

At this point Swami Bharti Barfi stands up and says, "Why don't you make nine hundred

million people happy and throw yourself out the window?"

Okay Nivedano ... give the first beat, and everybody goes crazy.

(Drumbeat)

(Gibberish)

Nivedano ...

(Drumbeat)

Be silent ...

close your eyes ...

no movement of the body -- feel frozen.

Go inwards, deeper ... and deeper,

just like an arrow.

Penetrate all the layers

and hit the center of your existence.

This silence ...



this peace ...

Start discovering the buddha within you.

You are just a rock ...

non-essential parts have to be taken away,

and the buddha statue will reveal itself.

Nivedano ...

(Drumbeat)

Relax ... let go ... die!

In this moment,

at the very center of your being,

you are the immortal buddha.

You don't have to pray.

You don't have to worship.

You don't have to go to any temple.

Because you are the temple of the buddha.

Realize it

and express it in every action --

the grace of it, the beauty of it,

the blissfulness of it,

the ecstasy of it.

And your whole life becomes a dancing flame

of immortal joy.

This is the dimension

the whole East has devoted itself to

for millions of years:

to discover the point which is unmovable,

which is the very center of the cyclone.

Rejoice in it,

and remember the path,

how you have reached to it,

so that whenever you want,

you close your eyes

and immediately the buddha is there.

Nivedano ...

(Drumbeat)

Come back from your death ...

to life eternal.

Sit down for a few moments

just like a buddha,

in all his glory and splendor.

These few moments make this place the most



These few moments make this place the most

precious in the whole world.

Ten thousand buddhas

melting and merging into each other,

just like waves of the ocean.

The world has forgotten this language ...

it has to be reminded.

Everyone has to become a message,

not a missionary.

Revealing your own buddhahood

is enough to wake up people around you.

Your joy,

your blissfulness,

your benediction has to be shared.

The more you share it,

the more you have it.

Okay, Maneesha?

Yes, Beloved Master.

Can we celebrate the gathering

of ten thousand buddhas?

Yes, Beloved Master.
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OUR BELOVED MASTER,
DOGEN SAID:
IN THE PRACTICE OF THE HIGHEST SUPREME WISDOM, IT IS MOST DIFFICULT TO MEET
PROMINENT MASTERS. WHETHER MEN OR WOMEN, THEY MUST BE THOSE WHO HAVE
REALIZED SOMETHING INDESCRIBABLE .... THIS IS THE REALIZATION OF THE ESSENCE OF
THE WAY. THEREFORE, THEY LEAD AND BENEFIT OTHERS, SETTING ASIDE NO CAUSALITY
OR MAKING NO DIFFERENCE BETWEEN THE SELF AND OTHERS.
ONCE WE HAVE MET A MASTER, WE MUST PRACTICE THE WAY, ALOOF FROM WORLDLY
RELATIONS AND GRUDGING A SPARE TIME, EVEN IN THINKING, NON-THINKING AND
NEUTRAL THINKING. THEREFORE, WE SHOULD TRAIN OURSELVES AS SINGLEHEARTEDLY
AS IF WE WERE SAVING OUR HEAD FROM A BURNING FIRE. A ZEN MASTER WHO HAS
DROPPED AWAY HIS BODY AND MIND IS NONE OTHER THAN OURSELVES.
IT IS INEVITABLY BY SINCERITY AND PIETY THAT WE REALIZE AND RECEIVE THE ESSENCE
OF OUR MASTER'S LAW. THESE QUALITIES NEITHER COME FROM OUTSIDE NOR RISE
FROM INSIDE, BUT FROM ATTACHING MORE IMPORTANCE TO THE LAW THAN TO OUR
BODY, OR FROM RENOUNCING THE WORLD AND ENTERING THE WAY. IF WE ATTACH A
LITTLE MORE IMPORTANCE TO OUR BODY THAN TO THE LAW, WE SHALL BE UNABLE TO
REALIZE AND RECEIVE THE WAY.      .... WHEN SOMEONE HAS REALIZED THE GREAT LAW
AND THE ESSENCE OF THE BUDDHAS AND PATRIARCHS, WE SERVE HIM, REVERENTLY
PROSTRATING OURSELVES ....
SAKYAMUNI-BUDDHA SAID: "WHEN YOU MEET A MASTER WHO EXPOUNDS THE SUPREME
WISDOM, DO NOT CONSIDER HIS BIRTH, LOOK AT HIS APPEARANCE, NOR DISLIKE HIS
FAULTS OR WORRY ABOUT HIS BEHAVIOR. RATHER, OUT OF RESPECT FOR HIS GREAT
WISDOM, TREAT HIM WITH A LARGE SUM OF MONEY OR CELESTIAL MEALS AND FLOWERS,
OR REVERENTLY PROSTRATE YOURSELF BEFORE HIM THREE TIMES A DAY, GIVING HIM
NO CAUSE FOR WORRY; AND YOU WILL SURELY FIND THE SUPREME BODHI-WISDOM."
DOGEN CONTINUED,  ... BOTH MEN AND WOMEN CAN REALIZE THE WAY. IN ANY CASE, THE
REALIZATION OF THE WAY SHOULD BE RESPECTED, REGARDLESS OF SEX. THIS IS AN
EXTREMELY EXCELLENT RULE IN THE WAY .... EVEN A LITTLE GIRL OF SEVEN CAN BECOME
THE TEACHER OF THE FOUR CLASSES OF BUDDHISTS ... IF SHE PRACTICES AND REALIZES
THE LAW ... WE SHOULD MAKE A VENERATIVE OFFERING TO HER AS IF TO THE BUDDHAS.
THIS IS A TRADITIONAL MANNER IN BUDDHISM. I FEEL SORRY FOR THOSE WHO HAVE
NEVER KNOWN OR RECEIVED IT PERSONALLY.

Maneesha, it is one of the most ancient problems -- how to recognize the master? Because

without the master there is almost no way. I say almost, because perhaps one person in a



million may reach to the truth without the master. But it is just accidental, it cannot be made a

rule, it is just an exception that simply proves the rule.

And the great concern of masters has been to explain to people the ways of recognizing

the master, because the master is the Way. Unless you have seen someone self-realized, you

will not trust yourself that you can be realized. Once you have seen a buddha, an enlightened

one, a tremendous flame suddenly starts blossoming in you, "If this beauty, this grace, this

wisdom, this blissfulness can happen to any man, then why can it not happen to me?"

As far as human beings are concerned, we have the same seeds and the same potentiality.

But a seed can remain a seed and may never become a flower, although there was every

possibility available. But rather than disappearing in the soil, the seed can remain safe, hiding

in a stone cave, thinking that it is too rainy outside, worrying that it is too sunny outside,

fearing the unknown. It feels cozy in the closed silence of the cave, but there it cannot grow,

there it will simply get rotten. There it will simply remain something ... it could have been a

beautiful manifestation, it simply remains unmanifested, a song unsung, a poetry unwritten, a

life unlived.

It is very essential to find a man who can provoke in you the challenge to attain to your

heights. The master is nothing but a challenge -- if it has happened to me, it can happen to

you. And the authentic master -- there are so many teachers propounding doctrines, beliefs,

philosophies -- the authentic master is not concerned with words; is not concerned with

beliefs, atheism or theism; is not concerned even with God, or heaven and hell. The authentic

master is concerned only with one single thing -- to provoke you to see your potentiality, to

see inwards. His presence makes you silent, his words deepen your silence, his very being

slowly starts melting your falseness, your mask, your personality.

What is the problem of the seed? It is the problem of you, too. The problem of the seed is

that the cover is protective. In losing the cover it becomes vulnerable. The seed is perfectly

happy covered, but it does not know that there are more skies beyond skies to be discovered,

that unless it goes to the beyond it has not lived; because it has not known the world of stars,

and it has not lived as a flower dancing in the rain and in the sun and in the wind, it has not

heard the music of existence. It remained closed in its safety and security.

And exactly the same is the problem with man. Every man is a bodhisattva. The word

`bodhisattva' means, in essence a buddha. The distance between a bodhisattva and a buddha

is the distance between the seed and the flower. It is not much, it just takes a little courage to

bridge the distance.

But hidden in the darkness of a cave, who is going to give you the encouragement? Who

is going to pull you out from your security? The master's function is to give you a taste of

insecurity, to give you a taste of openness. And once you know that openness, insecurity ....

They are basic ingredients of freedom, without them you cannot open your wings and fly in

the sky of infinity.

It is absolutely essential to avoid the teachers, they are fake masters. It is very difficult,

because they speak the same language. So you have not to listen to the words, you have to

listen to the heart; you have not to listen to their doctrines, their logic and arguments, you

have to listen to their grace, their beauty, their eyes; you have to listen to and feel the aura

that surrounds a master. Just like a cool breeze it touches you. Once you have found your

master, you have found the key to open the treasure of your potentialities.

Dogen is talking about this ancient and eternal problem. Dogen says:
IN THE PRACTICE OF THE HIGHEST SUPREME WISDOM, IT IS MOST DIFFICULT TO MEET
PROMINENT MASTERS.



It is difficult, and if it was difficult in Dogen's time it has become more difficult

nowadays. The world has become more worldly, education has become irreligious, science

predominates -- and science does not believe in the insight of your being. Our whole culture

for the first time in history is absolutely materialistic. It does not matter whether you are in

the East or in the West, the same educational pattern has spread all over the globe.

Although you may go traditionally, formally -- just as a social conformity -- to the

temple, to the mosque, deep down you don't have any trust, deep down there is only doubt.

Deep down you are going into the temple not because of any realization, not because you

have to show your gratitude to God. You are going there out of fear of the society in which

you live -- you don't want to be an outcast. It is simply a social conformity.

It became very clear when in 1917 the Soviet Union went through a revolution. Before

the revolution Russia was one of the most orthodox countries in the world. All kinds of

superstitions were believed, there were many saints, a great hierarchy in the church. It was

absolutely independent from the Vatican, it had its own church. But after the revolution, just

within five years, all those beliefs, cultivated for centuries, disappeared. Nobody bothered

any more about God.

That does not mean that everybody had understood that there is no God. That simply

means the society had changed and you have to change with society -- another social

conformity. I don't belive in Russian atheists, just as I don't believe in any theists, Hindu,

Christian or Mohammedan; for the simple reason that their religion is not their own

experience, is not their own love affair, it is just a conformity to remain respectable in the

crowd.

What is your religion except conformity?

By conformity nobody has found religion. Today it has become almost a universal

conformity, because science overrules the mind, logic prevails on our thinking, logic denies

anything irrational, science denies anything eternal. Obviously it has become more and more

difficult to find an authentic master. Even to find a teacher is difficult because that too has

become out of date. A teacher will be talking about the UPANISHADS, will be talking about

the BIBLE, will be talking about the TORAH, will be talking about the KORAN -- all are out

of date.

Do you think a newspaper twenty centuries afterwards will have any significance? Just

within one day its significance is finished. In the morning you were waiting so curiously for

the newspaper, by the evening it is thrown out. It has served its purpose: a curiosity to know

what is happening around, just a new and more technical way of gossiping.

Now it is no more possible to continue the old type of gossiping because people are living

so far away from each other. Newspapers, radio and television are the new forms of

gossiping. They spread all kind of nonsense and stupidity to people. This used to be the work

of the priest, of the teacher.

Even in the past, as Dogen says, it was very difficult to meet prominent masters. But they

have never ceased to be. Even today it is possible, although it has become more difficult to

find a master. Because the whole world and its climate, its mind, has turned away from the

inner search. One who goes into the inner search today goes alone, without any support from

the society. In fact the society creates all kinds of problems for the man who is going in

search of himself.

People simply laugh, "Don't be foolish, go in search of money, go in search of a beautiful

woman, go in search of becoming the richest man in the world, go in search of being the

prime minister of a country. Where are you going and what will you do even if you find



yourself? You will be simply stuck. Once you have found yourself then what are you going to

do? You cannot eat it. It is just useless." The whole endeavor of the centuries has suddenly

become completely useless, because so very few people have dared to cross the line, the

boundary that the society creates around you.

These few people have found the very source of life, they have found that we are not born

with our birth, and we are not going to die with our death. Neither birth nor death ... our

essence is eternal, beginningless, endless. Births and deaths have happened a

thousand-and-one times, they are just episodes, very small things compared to our eternity.

Whenever anybody finds this eternity, it starts transforming him. He becomes a new man

in the sense that his vision is clear. He does not belong to any crowd, he cannot be a Christian

or a Hindu or a Mohammedan; because he knows in his innermost core that we are all part of

one existence. All divisions are stupid. How can a man who has realized himself belong to a

crowd, be a member of a crowd? He becomes a peak of consciousness, standing alone like

the Everest. He is enough unto himself, and to find him is certainly difficult, but not

impossible. You can make it impossible if you go on your search with certain prejudices,

with certain criteria already decided by your mind.

For example, a Jaina, even if he comes across a buddha, will not be able to see him. His

eyes are covered with his so-called Jainism. He can respect only a man like Mahavira, that is

his criterion. And the trouble is, every realized soul is so unique you cannot make criteria.

You will have to be more subtle, more intelligent. The Jaina cannot accept Buddha as

self-realized because he still wears clothes. His idea of self-realization is that one renounces

everything, even clothes; one stands naked.

But please remember, even an actor can stand naked, don't make it a criterion. Mahavira

is unique -- he loves to be naked, in the open air, under the sky and the stars. It is beautiful

but it is not a criterion. Gautam Buddha eats once a day. Now that is not a criterion, that if

somebody eats twice a day he cannot be understood as a buddha. But even our so-called

intelligent and our so-called religious people like Mahatma Gandhi make such stupid criteria.

According to him a man of realization cannot drink tea. All the Buddhist masters have

been drinking tea, it has been their discovery. It was Bodhidharma who discovered tea. The

name `tea' comes from the mountain Tha in China, where Bodhidharma was meditating. And

the name has remained the same in different languages ... just slight changes. In Hindi it is

chai, in Marathi it is cha, in Chinese it is tha, in English it has become tea. But a thousand

masters have never denied tea as something unspiritual.

On the contrary, Zen has in its monasteries a special teahouse, and when they go for tea it

is called a tea ceremony. They have transformed the simple act of drinking tea into a

beautiful meditation. You have to leave your shoes outside as if you are entering into a

temple. And there is a master who is going to lead the ceremony. Then everybody sits down

in the silence of the monastery, the tea is prepared on the samovar and everybody listens to

the music of the samovar boiling the tea. It becomes a meditation. Watchfulness is

meditation, what you watch does not matter.

Then the master with great grace brings the tea to everybody; pours the tea with immense

awareness, consciousness, carefulness, respectfulness, and everybody receives the tea as if

something divine is being received. In that silence sipping the tea ... and this very ordinary

thing has become a spiritual experience. Nobody can speak in the teahouse, silence is the

rule. When you put down your cups and saucers you also bow down with gratitude to

existence. The tea was only a symbol.

But in Mahatma Gandhi's ashram you could not drink tea, you could not fall in love with



a woman. Every day you had to eat with your meal neem leaves, which are the bitterest

leaves in the world, just to destroy your taste; because scriptures say that tastelessness is a

criterion of spirituality. It can be a criterion of stupidity, it cannot be a criterion of

spirituality; otherwise all buffalos will be spiritual.

Have you watched buffalos? They always chew the same grass, showing in no way

whether they are happy or unhappy, remaining so content and aloof. And the whole day it

continues, chewing and chewing. It cannot be very delicious. You can try, once in a while it

is good to try what other species around the world are doing. But I will not say that

tastelessness has anything to do with religion. On the contrary, the more you become

meditative, the more your taste becomes deeper. Every sense becomes more sensitive, you

hear more, you see better, your touch starts becoming warmer.

Just touch a few people's hands and you will see the difference. Some people's hands are

warm. The warm hands show that they are ready to give, to share; the warmth is their energy

moving towards you, it is really a love symbol. But holding some people's hands will be just

like holding a dead branch of a tree, nothing moves in their hands. But these people in the

past have been called spiritual. The more dead you are the more spiritual. Don't eat for the

taste's sake!

You cannot believe that Buddhist scriptures have thirty-three thousand rules for a person

to be spiritual. At least I cannot become spiritual, just because I cannot count that many rules.

I cannot remember that much -- thirty-three thousand rules! Whenever I count, I count on my

fingers and after the third finger I always get lost. But that does not mean that I cannot be

spiritual, arithmetic has nothing to do with spirituality. And what are those rules?

One instance I will give to you. A young monk is going to spread Buddha's word to the

masses. Before taking his leave he touches Buddha's feet and asks him if he has something to

say to him, because he will not be able to see him again until the second monsoon comes.

Buddha said, "Yes, I have a few instructions for you. One thing is, never look more than

four feet ahead of you."

The man said, "But why?"

Buddha said, "It is to avoid women. At the most you can see their feet. Then just move

on, don't look at their face. Keep your eyes glued to the ground."

Now such a man cannot see the stars, such a man cannot see the sunset or the sunrise,

such a man is utterly cut off from existence, his sensitivity has been killed. He has eyes but

he is almost blind -- eyes that can see only four feet ahead. His tremendous capacity for

seeing is reduced to only four feet.

The young monk asked, "If once in a while I forget, or if there is some special situation in

which I have to see a woman, what should I do?"

Buddha said, "Close your eyes. I am especially concerned, because once you have seen a

beautiful woman you can close your eyes but you cannot forget the face." In fact with closed

eyes she becomes more beautiful.

If I were in the place of Gautam Buddha I would give everybody a magnifying glass!

Carry it! Whenever you come across a beautiful woman, just look and then her eyes will look

like monsters; her nose will become so big that no Jew could defeat it. But this is not

spirituality, carrying a magnifying glass ...

His restriction is nothing but repression, and a repressed person can never enter into his

own being. Those repressed feelings and thoughts become a hard shell dividing him from

himself, from his own origin. Only an unrepressed, thoughtless, silent being can break away

the barrier and reach to his living source. And the moment you reach your living source ...



you don't have to do anything, it does miracles. It starts changing your attitudes, your

approaches, it starts changing everything that you have known about yourself. It brings to

you a new beinghood.

To find a master is easy if you are available not only to words, but to silences too; not

only to words because the truth never comes through words, but between the words, between

the lines, in the silent spaces. If you are searching for a master don't carry any criterion, any

prejudice. Be absolutely available, so that when you come across a master you can feel his

energy. He carries a whole world of energy around him. His own experience radiates all

around him. If you are open and not afraid of experiencing a new thing, of tasting something

original, it is not very difficult to find a master. What difficulty there is, is on your side.

But Dogen's statement is right:      ... IT IS MOST DIFFICULT TO MEET PROMINENT

MASTERS. WHETHER MEN OR WOMEN, THEY MUST BE THOSE WHO HAVE

REALIZED SOMETHING INDESCRIBABLE.

That's what makes them masters: if they know something which cannot be described, if

they have some experience which cannot be explained. The master is a mystery. He knows it

but he cannot say it. He can share it if you are ready. He can invite you into his own very

being. If you are unafraid and fearless, courageous enough to explore the most unknown part

of existence, you can become a guest in the master's home. But remember, the moment you

enter into the master's home the master enters into you. Two consciousnesses cannot remain

separate. Once two consciousnesses come close they become one.

And this is the only thing that has to be remembered: if with someone you feel a deep

affinity, a deep synchronicity, as if one soul is in two bodies, then don't miss this man. He is

going to lead you to the same incredible, indescribable, inexpressible experience.
THIS IS THE REALIZATION OF THE ESSENCE OF THE WAY.

Finding the master is finding the Way.
THEREFORE, THEY LEAD AND BENEFIT OTHERS, SETTING ASIDE NO CAUSALITY OR
MAKING NO DIFFERENCE BETWEEN THE SELF AND OTHERS.

A very famous Sufi mystic used to come to a place where I lived for twenty years, and his

disciples always wanted me to meet their master. I said, "The only way is: next time your

master can stay with me."

So the next time the Sufi master came he stayed with me, and I asked him first thing,

"Are you still Mohammedan?"

He looked surprised and shocked. He said, "Of course."

I said, "Then you don't know the indescribable. These divisions between Mohammedans

and Hindus and Jainas and Buddhists are divisions of the mediocre and retarded."

But he said, "I realized God. I see him."

I said, "It is all nonsense."

Anando has just brought to me ... There is in America a new species of priests, television

priests, that has never existed before. A very famous television priest has become more

famous since he has declared that he sees God every night. God is nine hundred feet long! I

told Anando, "Write a letter to him from me, `Please tell me, do you carry a ladder and

something to measure with? or is it just guess work?'" Nine hundred feet, exactly!

We think we live in the twentieth century. Even in America people are not living in the

twentieth century, to say nothing of countries like India. Millions worship that man and

nobody even bothers that this is so stupid.

Seeing this, another missionary started declaring that he also sees God and he has a long

white beard. So I have sent him my picture, "You don't be deceived, it is me who visits you



in your dreams! In the first place, if God is eternal he cannot have white hair. He will always

be young. It is man who becomes old."

He has even published his picture, which is similar to mine, so I have told him, "Just look

at my picture. Just not to be recognized by everybody else I'm wearing the glasses. But it's

me you have been seeing in your dreams. Don't exploit people by saying that you are seeing

God."

God is not an object. You cannot see God. God is your very consciousness. It is the seer,

not the seen. It is you, not some object somewhere. It is your innermost center, which is the

only eternal point, unchangeable, immortal, divine in its beautitude, in its blessings.

When you come close to a master just remember one thing: withdraw all defenses. Be as

empty as possible, so that the master's energy can penetrate you, can penetrate your being,

can touch your heart. And it is an immediate realization. Just as when you fall in love, you

don't think about love, you don't consult librarians about love, you don't ask your elders how

to fall in love. There is no school that teaches how to fall in love. But people fall in love, it

suddenly happens.

Just as love suddenly happens on the lower level, on the physical and biological level ...

finding the master is a form of the highest love. The moment you come into the area of his

influence -- which is called the buddhafield, the field of the master -- you suddenly start

throbbing with a new energy, you suddenly feel a new freshness, a new breeze passing

through you, a new song which makes no sound. All that is left for you is to relax in deep

gratitude. Don't even utter the word `thank you', because that is separating. This is not the

time to utter a word ... just a gesture of gratitude.

ONCE WE HAVE MET A MASTER, WE MUST PRACTICE THE WAY. If the master

himself is the Way, how do you practice? You simply watch how the master moves, what

gestures he makes, how he responds to situations. Because he is every moment an absolute

awareness. His every action is an indication of his innermost being. Watch him! Watch him

when he is sleeping, watch him when he is waking, watch him when he is talking, watch him

when he is sitting silently, doing nothing.

Watching the master with deep gratitude and love, absorbing his energy silently .... It is

almost like drinking water when you are thirsty, a deep feeling of contentment comes to you.

... ALOOF FROM WORLDLY RELATIONS AND GRUDGING A SPARE TIME, EVEN

IN THINKING, NON-THINKING AND NEUTRAL THINKING. THEREFORE, WE

SHOULD TRAIN OURSELVES AS SINGLEHEARTEDLY AS IF WE WERE SAVING

OUR HEAD FROM A BURNING FIRE. A ZEN MASTER WHO HAS DROPPED AWAY

HIS BODY AND MIND IS NONE OTHER THAN OURSELVES.

The buddha and you in your deepest consciousness are one. The UPANISHADS declare:

aham brahmasmi -- I am God. It is not out of any egoistic attitude -- those people who wrote

the Upanishads have not even signed it. We don't know who wrote those Upanishads. Their

statements are so clear -- it is impossible to have an ego and make such clear-cut statements

about the truth. And when they declared, "Aham brahmasmi," they were not declaring it for

themselves only; they were declaring for everybody, "You are the God." Don't search for him

anywhere else. You will not find him in any holy place. If you cannot find him within

yourself, you cannot find him anywhere else. The moment you find him in you, he is

everywhere. Then you will see him in the song of a cuckoo or the chirping of the birds or in a

thunderbolt or in this silence. Then he is everywhere.

Once you know him within you, you know him all over. The whole existence becomes

one continent. The ego makes you small islands. And remember, no man is an island, because



even the small island deep down is joined with the continent. Just one has to go a little deep,

dive a little deep.
IT IS INEVITABLY BY SINCERITY AND PIETY THAT WE REALIZE AND RECEIVE THE ESSENCE
OF OUR MASTER'S LAW.

This word `Law' is a very difficult translation of the word dhamma. It gives a distorted

view; the moment you hear the word `law' you remember your courts and constitution, your

legal authorities; you don't remember the word `dhamma'.

Dhamma is a Pali translation of the Sanskrit dharma. And `dharma' means: fire is hot --

hot is the dhamma of fire; ice is cold, it is the dhamma of ice. And you are a buddha, it is the

dhamma of you. Better translated, law should not be used as a translation for dhamma, but

rather `nature'. It is your nature to be a buddha. It does not matter that sometimes you forget.

You can remain in forgetfulness for your whole life or many lives. Still, as an undercurrent

the same dhamma, the same buddha, the same consciousness continues.

Once it happened ... George Bernard Shaw was traveling to some place from London.

The ticket checker came and George Bernard Shaw looked into everything, searched his

whole suitcase, perspiring. The ticket was not found, although he knew perfectly well that he

had purchased a ticket. The ticket checker said, "Don't be worried. I know you, everybody

knows you. You must have put it somewhere. Don't be worried. I will take care that nobody

harasses you."

Bernard Shaw said, "That is not the problem, my boy. The ticket is not the problem. The

problem is how to know where I am going. Do you think I am searching for the ticket for

you?"

You can forget. Forgetfulness is part of our nature, just as remembrance is. Sometimes

you all must have come to a point where you were trying to remember some old

acquaintance's name. You say it is just on the tip of the tongue. What do you mean? If it is on

the tip of the tongue, spit it out! You know perfectly well that you know, but it is not coming

to expression. The harder you try the more difficult it will become, because the harder you

try, the more narrow the passage becomes. Mind becomes tense and old memories cannot get

through that tenseness. Finally you give up and just start smoking, and while smoking

suddenly it comes. You cannot believe, you had been trying so hard, you knew it was just on

the tip of the tongue, and still you could not express it. I say to you the buddha is just on the

tip of your tongue. It is only a question of smoking a little. A little relaxation, that's what the

smoking gives.

People smoke cigarettes and cigars not knowing that psychologically it is simply their

mother's breast. That's why it gives them so much relaxation. From the nipple of the mother's

breast lukewarm milk comes to the child; from the cigarette lukewarm smoke comes in -- and

you have forgotten everything, you have become again a child, innocent, relaxed. No

government can stop people from smoking, because smoking is not really the question. It has

a deep psychology behind it.

You can see the psychology without much erudition. Poets sing about the women's breast

more than anything else. Painters paint the woman's breast more than anything else. There are

a few painters who only paint women's breasts and nothing else. They go on improving ...

Why this obsession? Why this fixation? The reality is that more and more mothers are not

willing to breast feed the child, because to feed the child this way is to misshape the breast.

The child goes on pulling, it makes the breast longer, and every woman wants the breast to be

shapely, round, a full moon, and these young monsters won't allow it. They are interested in

their work, because a round breast, a sculptor's idea of a woman's breast, will kill the child. If



the breast is round the child cannot have his nourishment, his nose will be closed. Either he

can breathe or he can drink; both together he cannot do. So all those Khajuraho paintings and

statues, all those great painters, don't understand that the poor child's life is at stake!

Every woman becomes interested, and now it is even being discussed in parliaments

around the world, "Should women be forced to feed the child, or should they be given the

freedom to choose themselves?" No woman wants to distort her breasts. Unless they find

some technological device ... and it can be done. Just join the breast and the baby's mouth

with a small pipe. And the child is almost on a cigar from the very beginning!

I always see simple solutions to very great problems! Just a small plastic pipe ... the child

will enjoy it and he can continue to enjoy it later on also because he is going to be in

companionship with women.

Nobody can prevent by law something which has a psychological root. And nobody can

prevent you from becoming a buddha, because it is your very nature. It is another matter that

you get involved in the small things of the world -- power, prestige, respectability -- and you

forget to give some time to yourself. Just a little time to yourself, forgetting the whole world

... there is no need to renounce it. I am against renouncing anything.

All the religions of the world have been religions of renunciation. They wanted people to

meditate, to renounce the world, to go to the mountains, to the forests, to the deserts where

nobody comes along. But that did not work, it does not work. Even if you go to the mountain

a crowd will follow you there -- in your mind, not outside. Outside you will not see anybody,

but with your eyes closed you will think about so many things: your wife, your children, your

old parents, your friends and all kinds of stupid things -- Lions Club and Rotary Club. Things

that you have never thought of before will start coming to your mind, because having nothing

else to chew ... even chewing gum is not available, you have to chew something. People start

thinking of strange things.

But this is not realizing oneself. I am against renouncing the world, I want you to be in

the world as totally as possible. So just once in a while be on a holiday. Just in the early

morning for a few moments renounce everything, forget everything, and just be yourself. In

the dark night when everybody is asleep sit on your bed and just be yourself.

This is far more successful. The old renunciation was almost violent. Nobody has pointed

it out because nobody wants to be condemned, but I am so much condemned now that I don't

care. All the religions are responsible for millions of women who became widows even while

their husbands were alive; children who became orphans although their fathers were alive;

old parents who became beggars because their young son on whom they were dependent had

renounced the world. Nobody has counted how much harm the very idea of renunciation has

done, and what is the gain? Just measure both, there seems to be no gain. All those who have

renounced are simply dreaming about the same things, clinging in the same way, jealous in

the same way.

I was in the Himalayas and I was just going to sit under a tree, when from another tree a

monk, a Hindu monk, shouted, "Don't sit there. That belongs to my master."

I said, "My God, even here in this forest .... You have renounced the whole world, but

you have not yet renounced the tree. And the tree belongs to nobody."

He said, "I am warning you, he is a dangerous man."

I said, "He has to be dangerous, because renunciation of the world can be done only by

violent people."

How can you leave the world? This is your very sea, in which you are the fish. Leaving it

you will die. How can a bird leave the sky? It is his very world. If he leaves the sky he will



die. You cannot leave the world, but just on the margin you can take a few holidays, a few

moments for yourself ... and nobody will even know about it.

These small moments in which you drop the whole world as if it is a dream -- and your

own being remains the only reality -- are the greatest moments of joy, peace, silence,

blissfulness. These moments are divine. In these moments you are no more the ordinary

human being, you have suddenly transcended humanness, you have transcended all form, you

have entered into the formless existence. Your heart becomes the heartbeat of the whole

existence.

This is the only practice possible, everything else is non-essential and dangerous. Be

ordinary in every way, just keep a few small spaces here and there. The world goes on, you

don't interfere in it, neither do you escape from it. You participate in it, and with participation

you go on growing inside in these few moments. Remaining in the world and becoming a

buddha, that is my message.
WHEN SOMEONE HAS REALIZED THE GREAT LAW AND THE ESSENCE OF THE BUDDHAS
AND PATRIARCHS, WE SERVE HIM, REVERENTLY PROSTRATING OURSELVES.

What can we do when somebody radiates consciousness, radiates the dance of existence?

What do we have to offer? In the West people have always been concerned why people in the

East touched the feet of their masters. They don't know it has become a traditional thing.

Unfortunately everything becomes traditional; but basically, essentially, it has a great beauty.

It is not a question of feet. It is simply a question of a gratitude which cannot be said, but

only expressed by touching the feet of the master
SAKYAMUNI-BUDDHA SAID: "WHEN YOU MEET A MASTER WHO EXPOUNDS THE SUPREME
WISDOM, DO NOT CONSIDER HIS BIRTH."

Don't ask what caste he belongs to, don't ask about his appearance. He may not look

beautiful according to your ideas, he may not come from a high caste, from the Brahmins; he

may be a sudra like Kabir or Dadu. He may not have renounced a kingdom like Buddha and

Mahavira.

But everybody does not have a kingdom to renounce. I used to know a postmaster, a very

poor man. He lived just nearby my house, so we used to talk once in a while. When his wife

died -- he had no children -- he renounced the world. The same people who had never paid

any attention to the poor man started touching his feet, and soon he became very famous.

After twenty years I met him again through one of his disciples who said, "You should see

him."

I said, "I know him."

But they said, "He has changed, he is a transformed man. He has renounced millions."

I said, "I know that in his post office account he had kept thirty-six rupees only. From

where did he get millions?" But rumors ... and he was enjoying those rumors. I said, "I am

coming to put him in his right senses."

I asked him, "Please tell to your disciples how many rupees you had left in your post

office account."

He looked so sadly at me. He said, "It will be better if we meet separately, alone, not with

all these people."

I said, "I have to meet here in front of everybody, because these people think you have

renounced millions. Now say clearly how many rupees!"

He said, "Thirty-six."

The disciples said, "Thirty-six? And you never told us before?"

He said, "I enjoyed the idea that I had renounced millions. And I never said anything ... I



simply did not deny it. So you cannot blame me."

And I said, "Tell these people the real thing."

He said, "What real thing?"

The real thing was that before he decided to renounce he asked me to write three speeches

for him, one for ten minutes, one for twenty minutes, one for thirty minutes. He said, "I will

memorize them completely and for a ten minute occasion I will use one; if twenty minutes

are available I will use that one. I don't think more than thirty minutes will be available to me

at conferences."

I said, "I am asking about those three speeches. Are you using them still or not?"

He said, "My God, you have come here to kill me completely! These people think I am a

realized man!"

I said, "Tell these people that those three speeches were written by me."

He said, "I have to admit it." But he lost all his fame. Suddenly his disciples disappeared,

everybody started laughing about the whole thing. But for twenty years continuously he had

maintained his great learnedness with those three speeches.

I brought him back to my home. I said, "I need a gardener. You just do the garden and

meditate with the plants, with the roses." And India has so many beautiful flowers,

incomparable, because of the climate. The Indian rose has a fragrance that is not possible in a

cold country; the fragrance is not released, it needs the sun. India has so many beautiful

flowers, unknown to the world. I had a beautiful garden, so I put him to work.

He said, "I was enjoying being an enlightened one, and unfortunately somebody brought

you there. In this old age now I have to become a gardener again."

I said, "This is far more authentic. Just be a gardener. It is a simple job. You can meditate

and you can shower the water on the plants. The showering of water on the plants does not

disturb your meditation. The flowers are not disturbing, the trees are very loving and very

peaceful. I am giving you a really alive temple."

Dogen is saying that when you meet a master don't think about his birth, don't bother

about his appearance. All that is needed is a recognition that this is a man who has realized

himself; everything else is non-essential. All that is needed now is a deep gratitude. It is a

miracle to find such a man, and you have found him.

Your gratefulness will bring a spring to your being. The master's experience will start

flowing towards you just as rivers flow down from the mountains towards the ocean. Your

gratefulness becomes just like an ocean: vast, available. And the master's heights are like the

mountains, from where the Ganges and thousands of other rivers come running, rushing,

jumping from rock to rock, from valley to valley, reaching towards the ocean. If you are with

a master all that you need is a humbleness, a gratitude. And the master is bound to pour

himself into you.
DOGEN CONTINUED,  ... BOTH MEN AND WOMEN CAN REALIZE THE WAY. IN ANY CASE, THE
REALIZATION OF THE WAY SHOULD BE RESPECTED, REGARDLESS OF SEX. THIS IS AN
EXTREMELY EXCELLENT RULE IN THE WAY. EVEN A LITTLE GIRL OF SEVEN CAN BECOME
THE TEACHER OF THE FOUR CLASSES OF BUDDHISTS ... IF SHE PRACTICES AND REALIZES
THE DHAMMA ... WE SHOULD MAKE A VENERATIVE OFFERING TO HER AS IF TO THE
BUDDHAS.

Neither age matters nor birth matters, nor country nor race. What matters is your

awareness, and awareness is neither Hindu nor Christian nor Mohammedan. It is just a fire,

an eternal fire, invisible to the outside eye but visible when you close your eyes and go

inward.

A haiku:



MOUNTAINS OF GREEN
MOUNTAINS OF BLUE ARISE:
MY GRATITUDE WELLS UP
AND FILLS MY EYES.

Ryokan wrote:
THE THIEF
LEFT IT BEHIND --
THE MOON AT THE WINDOW.

This is just what Ryokan wrote after the thief had gone. The whole story is beautiful. One

night a thief entered into Ryokan's small hut. Ryokan had only one blanket which he used

day and night to cover his body. That was his only possession. He was lying down but he was

not asleep, so he opened his eyes and saw the thief entering. He felt great compassion for him

because he knew there was nothing in the house. "If the poor fellow had informed me before,

I could have begged something from the neighbors and kept it here for him to steal. But now

what can I do?"

Seeing that there was nothing, that he had entered into a monk's hut, the thief started to go

out. Ryokan could not resist. He gave his blanket to the thief. The thief said, "What are you

doing? You are standing naked. It is a very cold night!"

He said, "Don't be worried about me. But don't go empty-handed. I have enjoyed this

moment, you have made me feel like a rich man. Thieves usually enter the palaces of

emperors. By your entering here my hut has also become a palace, I have also become an

emperor. In my joy this is just a gift."

Even the thief felt sorry for him and he said, "No, I cannot receive this gift because you

don't have anything. How you are going to pass the night? It is so cold, and it is getting

colder!"

Ryokan said with tears in his eyes, "You remind me again and again of my poverty. If it

was in my power I would have taken hold of the full moon and given it to you."

When the thief left he wrote in his diary:
THE THIEF
LEFT IT BEHIND --
THE MOON AT THE WINDOW.

These haikus are not ordinary poems. These are statements of deep meditativeness.

Maneesha has asked:

OUR BELOVED MASTER,

WHAT IS THE ESSENCE OF OUR MASTER'S LAW?

Maneesha, here I am not -- just an empty space, a hollow bamboo. If you want to join

with me, nothing else is needed. Just be utterly empty and silent. This is your master's

dhamma. And in fact, this is all the masters' dhamma. Become a hollow bamboo so that you

can be turned into a flute and songs of immense beauty can pass through you. They will not

be your songs, they will be songs of existence.

Before we enter into today's meditation ... the bamboos are very silent and waiting for

your laughter. My gardeners have informed me that they have never seen bamboos growing

so fast. Particularly as the evening arrives they all start jumping up. They are participants,

they meditate with you. They cannot say anything, but saying does not matter. They



understand your laughter certainly.

Bruno Meatball, a truck driver, is trying to change a flat tire by the side of the road. He is

hammering away with all his might, cursing and swearing with each unsuccessful blow.

The village priest is passing by and decides to help him. He sits down by Bruno's side and

says to him, "I will pray to God; all miracles are possible." He then gives Bruno a little

lecture about offering a prayer instead of curses when confronted with trouble.

Finally "The Meatball" says that he is willing to try anything, just to get the tire off the

wheel. So they both kneel beside the truck and pray.

When Bruno goes back to work he gives the tire one blow, and it almost jumps off by

itself.

The priest looks on in amazement, and cries, "Well, I'll be fucked!"

Mr. and Mrs. Polite live in a nice big house in Propertown, U.S.A. And they are really

polite. When Mrs. Polite brings Mr. Polite his dinner, he says, "Thank you so much, darling."

And Mrs. Polite says, "Oh you are so welcome, sweetheart. Actually, I should thank you

for being such a lovely husband to serve."

Then Mr. Polite says, "No, I should doubly thank you for being such a lovely wife ...."

And so on.

Anyway, they are all so polite that one evening Mr. Polite sees a lonely middle-aged

fellow standing in the rain. Politely, he invites the stranger into the house for a nice, hearty

meal. Two hours later, Mr. Polite stumbles across the stranger making love in the hallway to

their lovely daughter, Pussy Polite.

Upon seeing this, Mr. Polite says, very politely, "Pussy, dear, where are your manners?

Arch your back and help the gentleman to get his balls off this cold marble floor!"

After many attempts, Gilbert Goldditch finally manages to get Gorgeous Gloria to go to

his apartment with him. After a few drinks, Gilbert puts on some soft music, and they settle

down on the sofa.

A few minutes later Gloria says, "You know, Gilbert, you are the first man I have met

whose kisses make me sit up and open my eyes."

"Really?" says Gilbert, happily.

"Yes," replies Gloria. "Usually they have the opposite effect!"

Mikhail Gorbachev gets up in the morning and goes out onto his balcony to get some

fresh air. The sun is rising. "Good morning, red sun!" he exclaims.

"Long live Mikhail Gorbachev!" the sun replies.

Very happy with this, Gorbachev goes about his business. After a busy morning he goes

out onto his balcony again, and sees the sun at its height.

"Good afternoon, sun!" he shouts out.

"Long live Comrade Gorbachev, General Secretary of the Communist Party of the Soviet

Union!" replies the sun.

Very pleased, Gorbachev returns to his work.

That evening, after a hard day, he comes out once again onto his favorite balcony. He

sees the sun setting, and with a smile cries out, "Good evening, my little sun!"

"I am in the West now," replies the sun, "so fuck you!"

Now, Nivedano, give the beat ...



(Drumbeat)

(Gibberish)

Nivedano ...

(Drumbeat)

Be silent.

Close your eyes.

Feel your body to be frozen,

and just go in ... deeper and deeper.

At the deepest is your immortal self.

Don't be afraid of the unknown,

rush towards the center like an arrow.

Just don't stop on the periphery,

because only at the center,

where nothing moves,

you are a buddha.

To make it more clear, Nivedano

(Drumbeat)

Relax,

let go, forget the body,

forget the mind,

just remember that you are

pure consciousness, just an awareness.

And without going a single step anywhere

you have arrived home.

Nivedano ...

(Drumbeat)

Come back,

but come back as buddhas

and sit down for a few moments ...

remembering, rejoicing, making a contact ...

that in your every activity

this consciousness

will always be like an undercurrent.

Once this experience of buddhahood

becomes a solid experience,

it expresses in all your activities --

in your words, in your silences,

in your days, in your nights.



It becomes your constant companion.

Ultimately

you deserve the final disappearance

and only the buddha remains.

A pure awareness

is the most beautiful lotus

that has ever blossomed.

Okay, Maneesha?

Yes, Beloved Master.

Can we celebrate the ten thousand buddhas?

Yes, Beloved Master.



Dogen, the Zen Master: A Search and a Fulfillment

Chapter #5
Chapter title: The moon never breaks the water

29 July 1988 pm in Gautam the Buddha Auditorium

Archive code: 8807295
      ShortTitle: DOGEN05
                  Audio: Yes
                  Video: Yes
          Length: 88 mins

OUR BELOVED MASTER,
DOGEN WROTE:
WHEN WE ACHIEVE ENLIGHTENMENT, IT IS JUST LIKE THE MOON REFLECTING ITSELF ON
THE WATER. THE MOON WILL NOT GET WET, NOR IS THE WATER BROKEN. THE
MOONLIGHT, HOWEVER VAST, REFLECTS ITSELF ON A SMALL QUANTITY OF WATER. THE
WHOLE MOON AND THE WHOLE SKY BOTH REFLECT THEMSELVES EVEN IN A DEWDROP
ON THE GRASS, OR IN A DROP OF WATER.
AS THE MOON NEVER BREAKS THE WATER, SO ENLIGHTENMENT NEVER DESTROYS THE
MAN. AS THE DEWDROP NEVER OBSTRUCTS THE REFLECTION OF THE MOON, SO A MAN
NEVER OBSTRUCTS THE COMING OF ENLIGHTENMENT. THE DEEPER THE MOON
REFLECTS ITSELF IN THE WATER, THE HIGHER THE MOON IS. WE SHOULD REALIZE THAT
THE LONG AND SHORT OF TIME ARE QUITE ONE WITH THE LARGE AND SMALL OF WATER,
AND THE BROAD AND NARROW OF THE MOON.

Maneesha, Dogen is making a very specific point. It deserves absolute attention and

concern, because he is saying nobody obstructs your enlightenment. Then why are you not

enlightened? Nobody in the whole existence is interested in becoming an obstacle to you. It is

something of major significance that has to be understood.

As we go along in the sutra, I would like to make it clear to you what it is that is

obstructing. Certainly you are not obstructing it. And existence loves it, rejoices in it. The

whole universe dances in every man's enlightenment. One part of it, which had been groping

in the dark, has come back home in its full glory. The whole existence receives him with a

showering of flowers. So there is no question of any obstruction from existence. And there is

no question about yourself. Then who is obstructing? There certainly are obstructions;

otherwise there would be no need to become enlightened -- you would be enlightened. There

would be no need for any master to tell you. It is a little bit complicated, but not so

complicated that you cannot understand and overcome it. Dogen says:
WHEN WE ACHIEVE ENLIGHTENMENT, IT IS JUST LIKE THE MOON REFLECTING ITSELF ON
THE WATER ...

So peaceful, so silent. The moon reflects on the surface of the water. In fact, nothing is

happening. The moon is in its own place, it has not moved even a little inch towards the

water; nor is the water disturbed even a little bit.



But in a silent lake the moon's reflection becomes even more beautiful than the moon

itself, because the lake also adds some beauty to it. It makes it more alive and more fragile.

ENLIGHTENMENT -- according to Dogen, and I agree with him absolutely -- IS JUST

LIKE THE MOON REFLECTING ITSELF ON THE WATER. There is no effort on the part

of the water, that the moon has to be reflected. There is no commandment that has to be

followed, no doctrines that have to be practiced, no yoga postures ... so that the moon can

reflect itself in the water. There is not even a desire, not even a longing ... not even a faint

longing. And the same is the situation on the part of the moon -- the moon has no desire to be

reflected. Both are desireless, but the reflection happens on its own accord. So does

enlightenment. Just in a silent, peaceful consciousness it suddenly reflects your buddhahood.

But the lake has to be silent. If there are too many ripples or too many waves on the lake

the reflection will be broken. The reflection may be broken in many parts and you will not be

able to see the moon, but only a silver line spread all over the lake. It will not be a true

reflection; it will not be representative of the moon. The lake, when silent and still, doing

nothing ... not even any waves ... and the moon reflects.

Your consciousness has its own way of making waves, ripples. What are your thoughts

except ripples on a lake? What are your emotions, your moods, your sentiments? What is

your whole mind? -- just a turmoil. And because of this turmoil you cannot see your own

nature. You go on missing yourself. You meet everybody in the world and you never meet

yourself.
THE MOON WILL NOT GET WET ...

Obviously, there is no question of the moon getting wet because it is reflected in the lake.

... NOR IS THE WATER BROKEN -- by the moon.

The moon is not like a stone that has been thrown in the water, it is just a reflection.

When you stand before a mirror you don't disturb the mirror. You come and go; the mirror

remains exactly in its position, undisturbed.
THE MOONLIGHT, HOWEVER VAST, REFLECTS ITSELF ON A SMALL QUANTITY OF WATER.
THE WHOLE MOON AND THE WHOLE SKY BOTH REFLECT THEMSELVES EVEN IN A
DEWDROP, ON THE GRASS, OR IN A DROP OF WATER.
AS THE MOON NEVER BREAKS THE WATER, SO ENLIGHTENMENT NEVER DESTROYS THE
MAN.

This is a very great statement. It does not destroy the man but it destroys the shadow of

the man, with which you are identified. It takes away all that is false and leaves behind only

the real, the authentic, the honest.
AS THE DEWDROP NEVER OBSTRUCTS THE REFLECTION OF THE MOON, SO A MAN NEVER
OBSTRUCTS THE COMING OF ENLIGHTENMENT. THE DEEPER THE MOON REFLECTS
ITSELF IN THE WATER, THE HIGHER THE MOON IS. WE SHOULD REALIZE THAT THE LONG
AND SHORT OF TIME ARE QUITE ONE WITH THE LARGE AND SMALL OF WATER, AND THE
BROAD AND NARROW OF THE MOON.

What is your shadow that is obstructing your reality? Your shadow has to be understood

perfectly well: it is your personality. It is what you have been proposed to be, it is what you

have been brought up to be. It is all those voices of your mothers and fathers, your teachers.

They make your personality; they create a pseudo-ness around you. Your knowledge ...

nobody ever asked whether it is yours.

I have been expelled from many colleges. The principals would call me in and tell me,

"You cannot harass my professor."

I said, "Your professor has made some statements, and I have simply asked him, `Is it

your own experience?' Do you call that harassing? Do you want to expel me, or should you



expel a man who is teaching something which is not his own experience?"

I would tell the principals, "Call that teacher who has reported against me. He has to

confront me. I don't care about any examination or any degree, and I don't care about your

college. But things have to be put right."

Even the principals would say to me, "You are right, but you don't understand our

problem. We are all carrying borrowed knowledge. We don't know exactly what the truth is,

but we are talking about it. You are a nuisance. Nobody else is asking such questions. Now

this professor -- who has even threatened to resign if you are not expelled immediately from

the college -- is an old, very senior man. He is almost near his retirement, and he has never

been violent or angry. There has been nothing against him during his twenty years' service in

the college. And suddenly you have made him almost insane. He has not come for three days,

he has closed his doors, he does not want to speak to anybody from the college, he does not

answer the phone. He has simply written a note, `Unless you expel that student, I am not

going to come to the college.'"

I said, "There is no problem. You can expel your whole college, you need not be worried

about that. But I will follow that man -- college or no college. I know his home. I may not be

a student in your college, that does not mean ... Where is he going to live? I will knock on his

doors. Either he has to recognize the fact that his knowledge is borrowed or he has to speak

honestly from his experience. I simply want to provoke him."

I was surprised to know that great professors ... because I have been in many colleges, it

was a great opportunity. Usually, one ends up with just one college. I was being expelled

from one college to another, and later from one university to another. The second university

accepted me with the condition that I would not trouble the professors.

I said, "What kind of poverty is this? If you don't know the answer you can simply say, `I

don't know.' But that hurts your ego."

They asked me to write down that they are accepting me on the condition that I will not

attend any classes. Strange! I don't think this has happened to anybody else in the whole

world. "If I am not to attend the classes, then why are you admitting me? And how am I

going to manage my percentage of attendance so I can appear for the examination?"

The vice-chancellor said, "I will take care of your percentage. You are present -- one

hundred percent! That is my promise to you. But please, don't go to any class, because I have

heard about you so much from other professors, principals. The other vice-chancellor who

has expelled you phoned me, `Beware of this boy.' I am accepting you because I can see the

point that you are not wrong; just our whole system is wrong. Your only fault is that you are

pointing to our wound. I can understand you; that's why I am giving you admission.

"But the professors will not be able to understand. You are so accurate in hitting at the

weakest point that these ordinary professors ... after all they are just working for money; there

is no question of truth or good or beauty. They are not concerned about these things; they are

concerned with their salaries, they are concerned with their position. It is politics: the lecturer

wants to be the reader, the reader wants to be the professor, the professor wants to be the

head of the department, the head of the department wants to be the dean of the faculty, the

dean wants to be the vice-chancellor -- nobody is interested in what you are asking. So your

presence has created a fear."

I had to accept this, but as I signed the agreement and he signed my admittance, I told

him, "I can at least meet the professors on the road, I can knock on their doors. The promise

is only for the classes. I can go to the library -- these things are not included."

He said, "This is difficult."



And I used to do that -- knock on professors' doors. And they would say, "Just leave us at

peace. We are tired. The questions that you ask are unanswerable. We don't know, we are not

seekers; we are just educators. We have learned from others who have learned from others.

We don't know what we are teaching, whether it is true or whether we are simply repeating

superstitions." I would catch hold of them in the library.

And the vice-chancellor told me, "Look, you stop professors on the road when they are

coming to their classes, and you ask them, `Please answer this question before you enter the

class, because I cannot enter the classroom.' It is not part of our agreement, so I cannot insist

on it, but don't harass."

I said, "But I can stand outside the classroom and from the window I will shout the

question. So it is better if we settle it here. I will never enter the classroom, but the rest is not

part of the agreement." The vice-chancellor had forgotten that every classroom had a

window. "I can stand outside in the fresh air rather than in the rotten inside air and I can ask

anything that I want.

"And you should understand it clearly, that if I ask a question and the professor doesn't

answer it, then the whole class will ask the same question. What you request is not part of the

agreement."

I used to distribute my question to all the class, "If he does not answer me, one by one

you stand up and ask the question ... until he is finished!"

But who is preventing all these people who are knowledgeable from seeing that their very

knowledge is the barrier?

Dogen is right that enlightenment is your natural being, as natural as the moon reflecting

on the silent lake. No effort on any side, no desire on any side ... it is a happening. But you

have not been left a clean, silent lake. So much rubbish -- in the name of religion, in the name

of politics, in the name of society -- has been imposed on you: that is what is making the

barrier. And the poor moon cannot reflect on you. You have to destroy this whole wall that is

preventing you from looking at things as they are -- not as you have been told. You have to

get rid of all ideology that has been implanted in you, all your conditioning.

Even very intelligent people I have seen behave so superstitiously -- you cannot believe.

There are countries where the number thirteen is thought to be a dangerous number. Perhaps

somebody died or committed suicide on the thirteenth some time back; perhaps somebody

jumped from the thirteenth floor of a hotel, and now people have become certain it is bad

luck. There are hotels which don't have a room number thirteen; after twelve it jumps to

fourteen. They don't have a thirteenth floor; after the twelfth just comes the fourteenth. It is

the thirteenth, but the hotel does not recognize it as the thirteenth.

People don't get married on the thirteenth, out of fear that life will be a misery; and they

don't look around to see that whether you marry on the thirteenth or the fourteenth or the

fifteenth, marriage is going to be a misery. Don't blame the dates, and don't blame the days.

Marriage itself is a desire to be miserable, a deep down desire ... a partnership in misery.

"You look so beautiful" means, "You look so miserable. I am also very miserable ... let's be

together" -- as if by being together the misery will disappear. But it will not disappear, it will

not only be doubled, it will be increased by much more than double.

The whole world knows it, but we go on with our conditioning. If you are unmarried

every married person you know is very sorry for you, "Poor fellow, he has remained a

bachelor; he does not know the happiness of misery."

When I came back from the university, naturally my parents were concerned that I should

get married. But they were afraid to even ask me because they knew that once I say no, then



it is forever. Then there is no way to drag me into saying yes. They knew me perfectly well,

that it was absolutely improbable that I would say yes. So how to ask? That was their

problem.

I told them, "It seems everybody wants to ask me something, and I am ready. So why you

don't ask it? You whisper with each other."

Finally my father found a friend, a supreme court advocate, a very successful man in his

profession. He asked him, "We are not in a position even to ask. Now you have to do

something."

He said, "Don't be worried. The whole country knows that when I take a case in my hand

..."

My father said, "This is not the supreme court, and this is no ordinary case. I warn you --

if any trouble arises for you, I will not be responsible."

He said, "What trouble? I am coming this weekend and I will talk to your son, and I will

take care of it. It is a question of argumentation."

My father said, "You don't know him, but come. We will all enjoy it."

So everybody was ready. He came. I touched his feet because he was my father's friend,

and I was as respectful as always. I said to him, "Before the debate starts ..."

He said, "What debate?"

I said, "You know it, I know it, and everybody else present here knows it. But before it

starts, I want you honestly to answer one question: Are you satisfied in your marriage? I have

informed your wife, and if you say anything wrong ... she is just sitting in the other room."

He said, "What? She is here? My God, I don't want to be entangled in this affair."

I said, "It has not even started."

He said, "I don't want to take the case."

I said, "This is not the court. You have come with such a wide chest, and now you have

suddenly become a rat. I will have to wash my hands ... I touched your feet."

It was only a fiction, I had not asked his wife. But I knew that she used to beat him.

He said, "Your father asked me."

I said, "I am perfectly ready. If you can convince me that marriage is the right way of

living, I will get married. But if you fail in convincing me you will have to divorce."

He said, "My God, your father was right that this would be a difficult case. I simply

withdraw! I don't want to say a single word. Let me think. Next week I will come."

He never came. But every week I would go to his home and his wife would ask me,

"What is the matter? Whenever you come he hides himself in the bathroom. I knock on the

bathroom door and he says, `No, I cannot come out right now. Tell him to leave me alone. I

have become so afraid of him I cannot go to the market, because -- who knows? -- he may

stop me in the street and start the debate. And I cannot afford ...'"

So the wife said to me, "But what is the matter? Why is he so afraid?"

I shouted to the lawyer, "Either you come out, or I am going to tell your wife."

He immediately came out. He said, "Just forgive me. For God's sake, just drop the matter.

I will never mention the subject to you or anybody ..."

The wife said, "But what is the matter that you are so much afraid? You perspire and it is

air conditioned. You hide and you tell me to lie that you are not at home. And he is such a

stubborn person, he keeps on coming."

I said, "This is the problem, you have to be the judge. This man, your husband, wants me

to get married. What is your opinion?"

She said, "Married? If you want to be miserable, get married. Just look at this man. I have



been reforming him since the day we married. I have almost finished him. He fights in the

supreme court like a lion, and in the house he is just a stray dog. Even the children

understand it. Even the children blackmail him, `You give us five rupees, otherwise we will

tell mother.' And he cannot even ask what it is that they will tell; but it's enough that he has

been talking to the neighbor's wife so sweetly." Because then the wife would be really

dangerous, she would beat him. Now the poor fellow is dead.

I told my parents and my family, "Don't bring others unnecessarily, because I am

fundamentally against marriage. There is no question of my marrying, it is something

fundamental to me that marriage is a wrong conception."

Two persons can be in love and live together and the moment their love disappears -- as

everything disappears in this world -- they should depart with gratitude to each other, with

friendship, with pleasant memories of the past days. Marriage is absolutely unnatural. That's

why you don't see any animals in the psychiatric hospitals. You don't see them lying on the

psychoanalyst's couch, they don't go mad.

Man has had so many layers imposed on him about everything; he thinks all these

thoughts are his own. As a seeker you have to discriminate very carefully between what is

yours and what has been given to you. And the moment you start sorting it out, you will be

amazed to know that you don't have anything of your own. You are just a silent lake. And in

that silent lake your buddhahood arises. Your nature is, in its purity, in its splendor, in its

blissfulness.

And nobody is trying to prevent you from becoming enlightened. Those people -- those

teachers, those parents -- they were not aware; they were as unconscious .... They were also

victims of their parents, of their teachers, of their rabbis and their pundits and their

shankaracharyas and their popes. They were victims, and they have given to you as your

heritage all their suffering and all their misery. Now you have to put all that load aside.

Buddhahood is your natural self. Just put aside everything that is not arising within you,

flowering within you.

In a way, in the beginning you will feel poor. All your knowledge is gone, all your

superstitions are gone, your religions are gone, your political ideologies are gone -- you will

feel very poor. But this poverty is of tremendous value, because only in this poverty arises

your natural richness, your natural flowers, your natural ecstasies. The natural man is not

destroyed by enlightenment. But you are not natural, you are polluted.

And everybody is harming everybody else by creating these conditions. In a better society

children will not be taught any religion, any politics. They will be taught how to think, how

to doubt; not how to believe. They will be taught to be more intelligent, to be more reflective.

And the whole world will be full of enlightened people.

Enlightenment is just your naturalness. This is the great contribution of Zen. All other

religions are belief systems, Zen is not. All other religions will ask you to believe in God, in

heaven, in hell. All other religions will have a thousand and one beliefs. Zen has no belief

system. Its whole effort is to discover your natural self, which is covered with the dust of all

kinds of good intentions, of beautiful thoughts, of great beliefs. All that dust has to be cleaned

off. And then you are left alone in your naturalness.

A haiku of Hoitsu:
BUDDHA:
CHERRY FLOWERS
IN MOONLIGHT.



Just so simple. Just so beautiful.
BUDDHA:
CHERRY FLOWERS
IN MOONLIGHT.

Ryota wrote:
SO BRILLIANT A MOONSHINE:
IF EVER I AM BORN AGAIN --
A HILLTOP PINE!

He is asking that if he is going to be born again, he would like to be a hilltop pine. Such a

beautiful moon, hanging over the hilltop pine ...

These people are not ordinary poets. They are expressing an authentic longing to be

natural, peaceful, silent ... A HILLTOP PINE! ... because man seems to be so insane.

Another Zen poet:
SEARCHING FOR HIM
TOOK MY STRENGTH
ONE NIGHT I BENT
MY POINTING FINGER --
NEVER SUCH A MOON!

These people are natural poets. They have dropped all ideologies. They have started

having relationships with pine trees and the clouds and the lightning; with the hills, with the

rivers, with the ocean. They have dropped out of the human world which is absolutely false

and they have regained again their roots in nature.

This is, in my vision, the only religion in the world worth calling religion. All other

religions are just exploitations of man and his search for himself. They are deviations,

distractions. They lead you away from yourself, they don't bring you home.

Maneesha has asked:

OUR BELOVED MASTER,

DOGEN SEEMS TO BE SAYING THAT THE MORE PROFOUNDLY

ENLIGHTENMENT TOUCHES ONE'S BEING, THE MORE POTENT IS THE

ENLIGHTENMENT. IS IT TRUE THAT THERE ARE NO GRADES OF

ENLIGHTENMENT -- THAT ONE IS EITHER ENLIGHTENED OR NOT -- BUT THAT

ENLIGHTENMENT, LIKE WINE, BECOMES MORE AND MORE MATURE?

Maneesha, your understanding is right. There are no grades of enlightenment -- either you

are enlightened or not enlightened. But certainly, as enlightenment deepens, matures, reaches

to your very roots ... It is just the right symbol: like wine, the older it is the better.

There are wine collectors ... You can find fifty-year-old wine, one-hundred-year-old wine

-- they are all wines. Fresh wine just produced from the garden is also wine. But a

hundred-year-old wine has attained a certain quality of intensity, a density, which is lacking

in the new arrivals. There are experts in the world who can tell exactly, just by taking a sip,

how old is the wine.

It happened in a pub that a man said to the bartender, "Here is one hundred dollars. If you

are ready to gamble with me, I will taste any wine you want me to taste and I will tell you its



exact year." It was unbelievable, because wine testing is a very fine art. The offer was

accepted. Each time he tells the right year when the wine was made, the bartender will pay

him one hundred dollars.

He went on tasting and telling the exact year. It was so amazing, all the drinkers and

drunkards who were there sitting on different benches gathered around; even those who were

completely drunk became awake, "What is happening?" And the man was amazing.

Then suddenly a man from the back said, "I also want to join in the contest because I

have got a wine. If you can tell me ..."

So he brought a full cup. The man tasted it, spat it out, and he said, "You idiot. This is

human urine!"

But the man said, "Whose? I know it is human urine -- but whose? Unless you can tell me

whose, you are not a great taster."

Enlightenment certainly has no grades, but as time passes it deepens, sharpens, matures,

becomes more and more rich.

Before we enter into our daily meditation ... The bamboos are so silent, just waiting for

your laughter. And remember one thing, when you laugh, don't just laugh for conformity.

Secondly, when you laugh, laugh totally, without any considerations. Don't hold anything

back. Learn to laugh from Sardar Gurudayal Singh, who is a laugh unto himself -- a real joke.

He is the only man in the whole world I have come across who laughs before the joke. There

are people who laugh in the middle of the joke because they suddenly realize what is going to

happen. But from the very beginning, when I have not even started ... that is the real and

authentic man of laughter. And I know ... he has his disciples. He is a very respected, old

sannyasin. People sit around him just to have a good laugh.

Joe Speak-Easy, the successful lawyer, is married to a woman who nags him constantly.

She nags him about his appearance, about how much he drinks, about how little he loves her

-- about almost everything. So Joe starts staying later at his office to avoid her.

One day, after weeks of defending a client called William Wright who is on trial for

murder, Joe comes home very depressed. He has lost the case, and Wright is to be executed

that night unless the governor pardons him.

As Joe enters the house, his wife begins, "Where have you been? It's after ten o'clock."

"Ah, nag, nag, nag," he says in disgust, and goes to pour himself a drink.

"The minute you come home," snaps his wife, "you start drinking. Not even a hello for

me!"

"Ah, nag, nag, nag," sighs Joe. Then he goes upstairs for a bath, telling his wife that he is

expecting a phone call from the governor.

While he is in the bath, the call comes -- Wright has been pardoned. Joe's wife decides to

tell him the good news herself. As she enters the bathroom Joe is standing naked, bending

over the tub.

"Hey, Joe," says his wife. "They are not hanging Wright tonight."

Joe snaps back, "Ah, nag, nag, nag!"

Old Zeb, the back-woods Virginia farmer, has been screwing one of his favorite pigs for

years. Suddenly, Zeb is hit by pangs of guilt and conscience that torture him so much he

decides to go and tell the priest about it in confession. Father Fungus is shocked and he really

does not know how to handle this one.

"Well," says the priest to old Zeb, "tell me, is the pig male or female?"



"She's female, of course," snorts Zeb. "What do you think I am -- some kind of a

pervert?"

Pope the Polack is sitting on the train next to Ronald Reagan on their way back to

Washington from Killjews, Alabama. The pope strikes up a conversation with two big black

guys, Rufus and Leroy, in the compartment.

"Hello, gentleman," says the pope. "Where are you going?"

"D.C." says Rufus.

"What did he say?" asks the slightly deaf president.

"He says they are going to Washington, D.C. -- just like us," says the pope. "Tell me," the

Polack continues, "what brings you all the way up to Washington?"

"We know a real far-out chick up there," smiles Leroy.

"What did he say?" asks the hard-of-hearing Ronnie.

"He says they have a girlfriend up there," shouts back the pope to the president. Then

turning to the black guys, Pope the Polack says, "She must be quite a girl for you to go all

this way to see her."

"Man, I'll say," smiles Rufus.

"Sure," says Leroy. "She's a real cool bitch. She wears black boots with spurs, carries a

whip and indulges in every delight known to man!"

"What did he say?" shouts the deaf president.

Pope the Polack turns to Ronnie and screams, "He says they know Nancy!"

Now ... Nivedano ...

(Drumbeat)

(Gibberish)

Nivedano ...

(Drumbeat)

Be silent ... close your eyes ...

no movement of the body.

Gather your consciousness inwards.

Deeper ... and deeper ...

just like an arrow

cutting all the layers of garbage.

Enter into your center.

In this moment of silence,

in this moment of innocence,

you are no more your shadow.

You are yourself.

This being yourself is called

"the arising of the moon,"

or "arising of the buddha."

Each one in his nature is the buddha ...



the enlightened one, the awakened one.

Every man is just a seed ...

he only needs to find the right soil

in which to disappear, disperse his personality,

his knowledge, his mind ...

And suddenly the moon

is reflected in the lake.

And suddenly the pine on the hilltop

touching the moon.

And suddenly out of nowhere

arises your buddhahood.

Remember this -- twenty-four hours --

not as a thought,

but as a heartache,

so that it becomes an undercurrent.

Whatever you are doing

becomes different because you are different.

Your touch has a grace now;

your smile has a sincerity;

your eyes become just silent lakes.

Your action reflects your heart,

your being, your joy, your dance.

There is no other god.

There is no other temple.

Except you -- awakened to your full glory,

to your full splendor --

there is no religion.

To make this point more clear, Nivedano ...

(Drumbeat)

Relax ... let go ...

just die ...

to the body, to the mind,

to everything of this world.

What remains is just a pure sky,

utterly blissful, immensely ecstatic.

This is your forgotten language.

Only this kind of silence,

a deepening into yourself,

can connect you with existence.

And being connected with the existence,

the whole life becomes a festival,

a ceremony.

Not only life,

but death also, because there is no death.



but death also, because there is no death.

There is only life

and life and life,

and higher peaks and deeper valleys.

From beginningless to endless existence,

you are spread.

Everything is somehow within you.

The sun rises within you

and the moon hangs within you,

and the stars are part of your inner sky.

Remember that the inner sky

is vaster than the outer.

Blessed are those

who have tasted this inner juice

of pure existence.

Nivedano ...

(Drumbeat)

Come back ...

but don't leave the experience behind.

Sit down and collect the experience --

the joy of it, the benediction of it.

And remember not to forget.

It has to become a constant breathing,

a heartbeat.

Only then you will feel fulfilled.

Only then you will feel you are not meaningless.

Only then your life is a grandeur.

This grandeur is already there,

just you have to discover it.

Just a few layers of dust --

remove them.

We meditate every evening

simply so that you go on deepening

more and more,

so that the wine becomes older and older.

So that your buddhahood

becomes an absolute certainty.

It is not an argument,

it is an experience.

Okay, Maneesha?

Yes, Beloved Master.

Can we celebrate the ten thousand buddhas and their gathering here?

Yes, Beloved Master.
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OUR BELOVED MASTER,
DOGEN SAID,
THE BUDDHA SAID, IF YOU WANT TO UNDERSTAND THE TRUE MEANING OF THE
BUDDHA-NATURE, YOU SHOULD CORRECTLY UNDERSTAND ITS MOMENTARY
MANIFESTATIONS.
WHEN THE RIGHT TIME COMES, THE BUDDHA-NATURE WILL MANIFEST ITSELF.
DOGEN CONTINUED:
MANY MONKS, BOTH PAST AND PRESENT, HAVE BELIEVED THAT THE PHRASE, "WHEN THE
RIGHT TIME COMES," MEANS TO WAIT FOR THE BUDDHA-NATURE TO MANIFEST ITSELF IN
THE FUTURE. THEY THINK THAT IF THEY CONTINUE TRAINING IN THE WAY, THE
BUDDHA-NATURE WILL NATURALLY MANIFEST ITSELF AT THE RIGHT TIME. UNTIL THAT
TIME COMES, THEY MISTAKENLY CONCLUDE THAT THE BUDDHA-NATURE WILL NOT
MANIFEST ITSELF, EVEN SHOULD THEY VISIT A MASTER IN SEARCH OF THE DHARMA OR
TRAIN DILIGENTLY.
BASED ON THIS FALSE CONCLUSION, THEY MEANINGLESSLY RETURN TO THE ORDINARY
WORLD AND VAINLY WAIT FOR THE RIGHT TIME TO COME.
THE WORDS, "WHEN THE RIGHT TIME COMES," MEANS THAT THE RIGHT TIME HAS
ALREADY COME. THERE CAN BE NO DOUBT ABOUT THIS. EVEN SHOULD DOUBTS ARISE,
THEY ARE NOTHING BUT THE MANIFESTATION OF THE BUDDHA-NATURE IN OURSELVES.
"THE RIGHT TIME" MEANS THAT WE SHOULD MAKE THE MOST OF EVERY DAY.
IF THE RIGHT TIME WERE SOMETHING WHICH CAME, THE BUDDHA-NATURE WOULD NOT
COME.
THIS IS BECAUSE THE RIGHT TIME HAS ALREADY COME; THE BUDDHA-NATURE HAS
ALREADY MANIFESTED ITSELF. THIS FACT IS QUITE CLEAR, FOR THERE HAS NEVER BEEN
A RIGHT TIME THAT HAS NOT COME, NOR A BUDDHA-NATURE WHICH HAS NOT
MANIFESTED ITSELF.

Maneesha, man is by birth a buddha -- every man, good or bad, right or wrong, sinner or

saint, it does not matter. As far as one's buddhahood is concerned, it remains untouched by

what you do, by what is your behavior. Because this is the case, the problem arises that if

everybody is a buddha then why this effort and endeavor, this seeking and searching for

buddhahood?

This question was asked not only to Dogen, it was also asked to Gautam Buddha himself,

who is only one buddha in the long line of buddhas who have passed before him and after

him; but perhaps the most prominent, perhaps the most recognized. To satisfy the ordinary



questioner Buddha said, "It will come in its own time," just as flowers come in their own time

and clouds come in their own time and the sun rises in its own time.

In existence there is a continuity of timing. It is not that today the moon will be a little

late or the sun will continue a little longer. There is absolute certainty that everything

happens in nature when the right time comes, so the right time simply means the right

opportunity, the right climate, the right readiness, receptivity. And then you need not be

worried about buddhahood, because as far as buddhahood is concerned you already have it.

What is missing is a recognition. You have forgotten your name, that is all that is missing.

Perhaps a certain situation is needed in which you can be reminded about your name.

Before I talk about Dogen's sutra I would love to share with you an incident in Edison's

life. He was such a prominent scientist, such a great teacher, that nobody ever referred to him

by name. His parents died early and he was so involved in his work that he had no friends.

All that he had were scientists who were studying under him. Obviously they could not call

him by his name, Edison. They all called him `Professor'.

Slowly slowly he himself forgot what his name was. If for fifty years nobody uses your

name and then suddenly somebody calls you by your name, it is possible you will get a

shock. You will feel that somehow you remember this fellow ... a memory, a faraway echo in

the mountains. But ordinarily this does not happen because every day you are reminded of

your name.

It was a special case with Edison. His parents died early, and he was a genius from his

very childhood. He alone was capable of inventing one thousand things which had never

existed in the world. You will not be able to find anything around you on which there is not

Edison's signature.

In the first world war the ration card was for the first time introduced, and everybody had

to go to the office to register. Obviously every office where names were registered was

crowded, people were standing in queues. Edison also stood in a queue. When the man

standing ahead of him gave all the information and got his ration card and went away, the

clerk looking at the list called the name loudly, "Will Mr. Edison come up now?" And Edison

looked here and there. He could not remember ... there was a certain memory that he used to

know a fellow of the name Edison, but not for fifty years had anybody called him by his

name.

A man in the queue recognized that the fellow standing in front was the famous Edison,

and he was looking here and there. The man said, "The one you are looking for, you are.

Have you forgotten your name, Professor?"

He said, "My God, it is good that you reminded me, otherwise I would have lost my

ration card. I was trying hard to remember; the name seems to be familiar, but I could not

connect it with myself. For fifty years people have been calling me `Professor', `Doctor', but

nobody has ... because I don't have any friends, I don't have my parents."

Buddhahood is nothing but another name of your basic nature, your essential nature. And

nobody has ever pointed it out to you. On the contrary, everybody has been sticking names,

degrees ... creating a personality around you, and slowly slowly you start accepting it. If

everybody is saying that you are intelligent, very intelligent, you start believing it.

We are all victims of a crowd. One of my professors, S.S. Roy, did not agree with me. He

said, "It is impossible to forget one's own name. This story of Edison must be your creation."

I said, "Please give me some time to prove it."

He said, "What can you prove?"



I said, "You just wait." And after two, three days, when things were forgotten, I went to

his house, told his wife ... Rajendra Anuragi here knows professor S.S. Roy -- he was also a

student in the same university at that time. I told his wife, "When Professor Roy wakes up in

the morning you just do a little kindness for me."

She said, "Whatever you want ... what do you want?"

I said, "It is very small. You just ask him, `Why are you looking so pale? Have you been

suffering from fever? Could you not sleep well? Is something bothering you? Are you having

a headache?' And whatever he says, just note it down exactly in his own words, and I will

collect that note later on."

She said, "I don't understand what you are doing."

I said, "It is just an experiment. Later on I will explain to you, but right now don't ask

more than that."

Then I told his gardener, "When he comes out, you ask him, `What happened to you?

You are looking so sick, and where are you going? Just go in and rest, and I will call the

doctor.'"

And the gardener said, "But what is the purpose of all this? He is perfectly healthy!"

I said, "That is not the point. I will explain the whole thing to you later. Whatever he says,

keep this card with you, write it down exactly in his own words."

And this I did from his house up to the philosophy department. The postmaster used to

live in between, and another professor -- I told them, "Just be kind enough to participate in an

experiment." And the final person was the peon of the philosophy department. I told him,

"You don't bother, you just ..." -- he was a strong and big man -- "you just take hold of

Professor Roy as he enters, and whether he struggles or not, you lie him down on the sofa."

He said, "What are you saying? I will be kicked out from my service!"

I said, "Nobody can kick you out. I make the guarantee."

But he said, "This is a strange kind of experiment. Is it an experiment on me or on

Professor Roy? I have children and a wife and old parents, and I am a poor man. Don't

disturb my job."

I said, "It is nothing to do with you. You simply do it."

He said, "Okay, if you say so." He knew that I was so much loved by Professor Roy. He

said, "If you are saying, I will do it, just because of you."

And I said, "Take this card. Whatever he says, write it down, and I will collect it just

within a few minutes."

I followed Roy from his house. As he was moving onwards I started collecting the notes.

To the wife he said, "What? I am perfectly healthy. I have slept well. Who said to you that

my face is looking pale?"

She said, "There is no need for anybody to say, I can see you are looking pale."

He said, "All nonsense. Just female rubbish!"

But a doubt arose in him. As he was getting ready to go to the university the gardener

took his hand and told him, "What are you doing? You cannot even walk rightly, you are

wobbly! Just go in and rest. I will go and call the doctor."

And to him he said, "Yes, I think I need some rest. The whole night it seems I have not

rested, and a little fever also seems to be there, but it is not too much. At least I can go up to

the university, tell the head of the department and come back."

And the postmaster who was his great friend, he looked so much afraid, and said, "No, I

will not let you go alone. I'm coming with you."

He said, "I'm really sick. I am feeling very weak. It is very kind of you to offer."



The postmaster said, "You can take my car."

He said, "No, there is no need to take your car, I will manage. But if I need your car I will

phone from the office. But I am feeling a kind of trembling, strange. In my whole life I have

never felt such a trembling."

All these notes I was collecting. And the peon did a great job. He jumped over professor

S.S. Roy and he was struggling and saying, "What are you doing? You idiot!" And he put

him down on the sofa, pressed him down, and he said, "You need to be in bed. You are so

sick. Do you want to commit suicide?"

Professor S.S. Roy's statement on the peon's note was, "Yes, it was wrong for me to come

out. You just phone the postmaster to bring his car to take me back home, and inform the

medical officer to come and check me. There seems to be something very wrong. Everybody

is able to recognize it."

And then I entered the office where he was resting on the sofa, almost ready to die. I said,

"Wait!" And I told the peon on the way, "Don't call anybody, for the car or for the doctor.

There is no need. I will take care."

I said, "There is no need to die right now. One day you will have to die, but just take a

few minutes' time. You just look at these notes ... what you said to your wife."

He said, "You are a strange student, you would have killed me. Just another two persons

more ... And if they had said, `You have died,' I would have believed it."

I said, "This is just in answer to our controversy."

If people go on saying something to you again and again you start believing it in spite of

yourself. You may doubt the first time, but when it goes on being said continuously a belief

arises in you, and you forget the doubt.

You have been told that you are sinners. You have been told that you are born in sin, and

strange arguments have been provided to you why you are born in sin: because Adam and

Eve disobeyed God. Now the Christian theologians say that although six thousand years have

passed since Adam and Eve were removed by God from their place in the Garden of Eden,

because they had disobeyed ... He had told them not to eat from two trees: one tree was the

Tree of Knowledge, and the other was the Tree of Eternal Life.

I think Adam and Eve did exactly what anybody with any intelligence would do. These

are the two things: wisdom and eternal life -- what else do you want? And God is providing

you with everything else, that means just chew like the buffalos, sit under trees. And the tree

he had prohibited was an apple tree.

In the very fact of God's prohibiting, God dies as love, God dies as compassion.

Otherwise, if God were the Father, he would have told the children, "These are the two trees

that you should not forget: wisdom and eternal life." But this was reminded to Eve by the

devil. The devil seems to be the first revolutionary in the world. He persuaded Eve.

I looked at this story from many angles. Why did he not persuade Adam? Because even if

Adam is persuaded he will be obstructed. If Eve insists on not eating it, poor Adam is after all

only the poor husband. Rather than persuading the husband he persuaded the wife. And since

that time every advertisement is for the wife. Every church functions because of the support

of the woman.

But his argument was right, and he had chosen the right person to persuade. He said,

"God has prohibited you. Do you know the reason why? If you eat these two fruits, wisdom

will make you enlightened, and eternal life .... And you will be just as powerful and as potent

as God himself. And God is jealous of that; he does not want you to become gods. He wants



you to remain worshippers -- saints, sinners, but never gods. But these two fruits can make

you real gods."

Strangely enough the religions which do not believe in God, their ultimate goal is

freedom. And the religions that believe in God, their ultimate goal is salvation. A savior will

come, you yourself are absolutely helpless. A messiah will come who will save you. They

have been waiting for six thousand years, and he does not come. And once in a while if

somebody gets insane enough and proclaims, "I am the one you are waiting for," they kill

him.

It is a strange humanity. You are waiting for the person and if somebody tries .... It was

not only Jesus. Jesus has become more prominent because a great religion arose behind him.

There were other people: John the Baptist was killed because he proclaimed not even, "I am

the prophet," but simply, "I am creating the right atmosphere for the prophet to come." He

was beheaded. He proclaimed Jesus as the prophet for whom he had been making the way.

And Jesus was crucified. The same has been the behavior all around the world.

Religions don't want you to be intelligent. The fruit of intelligence has been abandoned. If

you become wise it is going against God. That's why all religions which believe in order and

obedience don't preach meditation. These are very intricate matters. Why does Christianity

not preach meditation? Why is there no place in Mohammedanism for meditation? For the

simple reason that meditation is really both those trees together. It will bring you

enlightenment and it will bring you an absolute, indubitable certainty that you are God, that

everything is divine. In your godliness even the smallest grass leaf becomes divine, just as the

biggest star. The whole universe becomes just a vibration of divine dance. But you have to

feel it first in your heart, and all your so-called religions are driving you away from it: Pray to

God!

I have heard about Michelangelo .... He was painting the ceiling of a famous cathedral. It

was getting a little dark, and an old woman was praying to God, not knowing at all that above

her on the ceiling Michelangelo was doing some painting. And he was getting tired lying on

the long ladder. He listened to what this old woman was saying. She was asking God, "A

little money won't be bad. I need it, because I don't have anybody to support me. You have

taken everybody away." She was praying particularly to Mary, Jesus Christ's mother, because

being a woman she will understand the troubles of an old woman.

Michelangelo, tired of his work, just wanted to enjoy the moment. He said, "I am

listening to you. I am Jesus Christ."

The woman must have been a great woman. She said, "Shut up! I am talking to your

mother directly!"

Michelangelo has written, "I could not believe it. I had offered, but she simply refused.

She said, `Shut up!' In the darkness she could not even see."

All these religions are trying to humiliate humanity. Their whole business and

exploitation and oppression depend on you, your fear, your greed, your death, your disease. If

you start feeling yourself divine and can enjoy not only life but death too, with the same

dance, what will be the purpose of the priests? And there are millions of them all over the

world, just living like parasites. They may be Hindu, they may be Mohammedan, they may

be Christian, they may belong to any religion, but priesthood is the ancientmost profession of

parasites.

If you enter into yourself and find the truth, you will be surprised to see that what was

within you was ignored with every effort, so that the exploitation could continue.

Buddha's attitude is that you are a buddha, it is not a question of achieving buddhahood.



You are a buddha, all that you need is a mirror to see your face, your original face -- a

recognition, a remembrance. You have forgotten who you are.

This ignorance is being exploited by the churches, by the temples, by the priests, by the

rabbis, by the pundits, by all kinds of theologians. They are creating barriers which are

arbitrary, which if you want you can throw off in a single moment. But they have made you

so much afraid -- not believing in God means you will fall into hell.

I have come upon stories that in the Middle Ages priests used to be so emphatic about the

tortures of hell, that you will be burned in an eternal fire; and yet you will not die -- that

solace they cannot give. You will be pulled out and put in the oven again, this side burned

and that side burned ... there are cases on record that many women used to faint just listening

to these preachers. The whole idea was so ferocious, that you will never die and always in

and out of the oven, a little rest and then back ...

I have heard a story that Morarji Desai died. In a way it would be good. Since the

Supreme Court has made him homeless, that would be one way to find a home. And thinking

himself a great mahatma, he was convinced that he would reach to heaven, but what he saw

was that he was being dragged into hell. He shouted, he tried hard to convince them, "I am

the ex-prime minister of India, a great follower of Mahatma Gandhi. The whole day I have

been spinning on the wheel. What do you mean? Hell is for sinners, not for mahatmas."

But the devils wouldn't listen. They said, "Be silent. You will be given a choice because

you have been a prime minister. This much favor we can do. There are three layers of hell,

you can choose the one you want."

Seeing no possibility of escaping, Morarji agreed. They took him to the first section, and

what he saw he could not believe: people were being beaten, blood was flowing. Death is

impossible in hell, remember. That point you have always to remember: death is impossible,

only torture. You cannot commit suicide. In hell that is not possible. You cannot escape, there

is no exit.

Seeing that bloody place, people being tortured, beaten, he said, "I would rather like to

see the other two before I choose."

In the second place, the Christian oven ... People are being pulled in and out and cooked,

and they are still alive! He said, "This is not possible for me. I am a vegetarian. I cannot even

look at such a scene."

He was taken to the third. It looked a little better, not very much, but compared to the

other two .... People were standing up to their neck in all kinds of shit, and drinking coffee

and tea and Coca-Cola.

Everybody had to choose, whichever he wanted. He said, "This is not good, but what else

to do? Those other two ..." And he was a confirmed urine drinker for sixty years, so it was

not very bad. It was good that he was accustomed and had rehearsed well. He had done his

homework. He said, "I will choose this."

But he was not aware that it was only a coffee break. Just as he finished his coffee a bell

rang and a devil shouted, "Now everybody stand on your head!"

All kinds of fear ... if you don't believe in God. People think it is better to believe rather

than to get into trouble. Sardar is thinking to himself about which of the three he would

choose. Unfortunately there is no fourth, you have to choose between the three. And they

were all nasty.

Man has been told by all religions that he is not what he should be. So try hard to be

virtuous, try hard to be austere, try hard and pray continuously -- a Mohammedan prays five



times a day. And do all kinds of distortions of the body in the name of yoga, which is already

a section of hell. The difference is just that here you are doing it on your own, in hell the

devils do it for you -- distort you, somebody is pulling your leg, somebody is giving you a

neck stretch ...

And I know perfectly well what it means because my neck has been stretched. You have

to say that it is absolutely okay, just to get them to stop. Otherwise if they go on stretching,

soon your head will be off the body! You are suffering and you have to say that you are

cured. They have put my body in traction. Traction was used for the first time by Christian

missionaries and Christian churches in the Middle Ages for poor women who were declared

to be witches. And finally that strategy of traction .... By chance it happened that somebody

was suffering from a bad back when her body was stretched. For thirty years she had suffered

from a bad back, suddenly her back settled down and there was no pain, and she could not

believe it. From the church the traction machine has moved to the hospitals.

Here one of my very loving doctors, Dr. Hardikar -- his name in English means Dr. Hard

-- worked on me. He is nice, but the things that he does .... The whole body is pulled, legs are

pulled to one side, the head is pulled to the other side. Soon you start feeling that you are

going to break up somewhere in between. That's why I say it is absolutely certain that in hell

they have very primitive traction mechanisms -- you don't die there. And my feeling is that

the people who say they are cured are not really cured. It is my own experience. You have to

say it, otherwise they are ready to give you more traction. Either you die or you say that you

are cured -- you don't have any other alternative.

Religion has been living on fear. And it has been creating disciplines like fasting --

torture yourself in every possible way. The more you torture, the more God is happy with

you. It is a strange argument, why does my being tortured make God happy? Is he a sadist? Is

he mad, or what? My fasting makes him happy. I am suffering, I am hungry, my whole body

is asking for food, and God is feeling very happy. I don't see any relationship between this

and the idea that God is love -- what kind of love? -- that God is compassion. What kind of

compassion? To achieve to him you have to go through all kinds of torture unnecessarily.

And once you have been convinced that God is a difficult goal to achieve ... millions have

tortured themselves that way, and not a single one of them has ever reached to any realization

of bliss. Those who have reached are a different kind of people. They don't say God is a goal

-- God is your nature! Just be natural; and silently, without even making the noise of

footsteps, the buddha within you awakens.

Dogen says, quoting Buddha,
IF YOU WANT TO UNDERSTAND THE TRUE MEANING OF THE BUDDHA-NATURE, YOU
SHOULD CORRECTLY UNDERSTAND ITS MOMENTARY MANIFESTATIONS.

You are all its momentary manifestation. Everything in the world is its momentary

manifestation. Somewhere nature has blossomed into a rose, somewhere it has become a bird

flying in the sky, somewhere it is a pine tree reaching to the stars, and somewhere it is a

human being. These are all momentary manifestations of the same nature.

The word `buddha' comes from the Sanskrit root buddh. `Buddh' means awareness. In any

form you can become aware. But the human form is the easiest one from which to become

aware. If you miss this opportunity you are missing something that you may find only after

millions of years of search. Being a pine tree or a mountain rock -- these are all

manifestations. But no mountain has become a buddha, and no pine tree in its tremendous

beauty has ever become enlightened. No animal, no bird, no tree, no sun, no moon, in all their

beauty ... they are manifestations of the same nature, but only man is capable of becoming



aware of this self-nature. This double awareness -- awareness of awareness -- is man's

grandeur. It is his treasure.

In the whole existence only man is capable, and if you miss this you don't know what you

have missed. You have missed the greatest blissfulness that is possible, the greatest peace and

silence and understanding, the greatest fearlessness and freedom.

Buddha's statement is that everything correctly understood is only a momentary

manifestation of the same nature. A buddha is a recognition of this innermost life that throbs

in everything -- in the grass, in the water, in the clouds, in human beings. Wherever there is

life, it is God in some form. This is a great declaration.

Buddha says,
WHEN THE RIGHT TIME COMES, THE BUDDHA-NATURE WILL MANIFEST ITSELF.

It has been a long tradition and controversy amongst the followers of Buddha -- "What

does he mean by the right time?" It can be misunderstood, as Dogen says. It can be

misunderstood, that if it is going to happen at the right time then just enjoy your rented

bicycle, why waste your time unnecessarily? Find a girlfriend or a boyfriend or any kind of

friend, or just go to the movie. Do anything stupid, because at the right time buddhahood will

appear -- it does not matter, meanwhile, what you are doing.

People have used this statement to do anything they want -- gambling, accumulating

possessions, being rich, being powerful -- because there is no need for them to make any

special effort. At the right time the buddha-nature will manifest itself. This is one kind of

misunderstanding.

By `right time' Buddha does not mean that you have to postpone this moment, that when

the right time comes .... It never comes. It is always the same time. And it is not something

from outside that happens to you, it is something that blossoms within you.

So what is the meaning of `the right time'? One misunderstanding is that you just go on

doing the mundane activities. The other misunderstanding is to bring the right time close by

austerities, by fasting, by prayer, by going to the church or to the temple, by standing on your

head, by doing all kinds of contortions, by torturing yourself unnecessarily -- to bring the

right time close. That is another distortion, another misconception of Buddha's statement.

What is the right time? Dogen says,
MANY MONKS, BOTH PAST AND PRESENT, HAVE BELIEVED THAT THE PHRASE, "WHEN THE
RIGHT TIME COMES," MEANS TO WAIT FOR THE BUDDHA-NATURE TO MANIFEST ITSELF IN
THE FUTURE. THEY THINK THAT IF THEY CONTINUE TRAINING IN THE WAY, THE
BUDDHA-NATURE WILL NATURALLY MANIFEST ITSELF AT THE RIGHT TIME. UNTIL THAT
TIME COMES, THEY MISTAKENLY CONCLUDE THAT THE BUDDHA-NATURE WILL NOT
MANIFEST ITSELF, EVEN SHOULD THEY VISIT A MASTER IN SEARCH OF THE DHARMA OR
TRAIN DILIGENTLY.

There is no need, according to this misconception, to go to a master. But the whole

misunderstanding is about the right time, what is the right time. Every moment is the right

time. Just you need a little courage to risk your knowledgeability, to risk your ego, to put at

stake everything that you think is valuable. Search within yourself for the only thing that you

can neither borrow from anybody, nor give to anybody. That is your nature. And that nature

is always in the present. Hence the present is the right time. Neither yesterday nor tomorrow

-- today! This very moment you can become a buddha.
BASED ON THIS FALSE CONCLUSION, THEY MEANINGLESSLY RETURN TO THE ORDINARY
WORLD AND VAINLY WAIT FOR THE RIGHT TIME TO COME.

The right time is not to come. It has always been here. Dogen says,
THE WORDS, "WHEN THE RIGHT TIME COMES," MEANS THAT THE RIGHT TIME HAS



ALREADY COME.

In fact it never comes, never goes. It is always here. The ocean remains, the fish is born

and one day disappears. Just like a wave -- a little more solid, but just like a wave. The sky

remains; once in a while it is clouded, but those clouds come and go, leaving the sky

unscratched.

Talking about our buddha-nature is talking about our inner, interiormost being, our very

sky. Our thoughts are just clouds, they come and go. Our emotions are just smoke ...

momentary. Everything is momentary. Our childhood goes, our youth goes, our old age goes,

our life itself goes. In all this only one thing remains the same, and that is the present

awareness. On this account Dogen is saying that the right time has already been here. You

don't have to wait for it.
THERE CAN BE NO DOUBT ABOUT THIS. EVEN SHOULD DOUBTS ARISE, THEY ARE
NOTHING BUT THE MANIFESTATION OF THE BUDDHA-NATURE IN OURSELVES.

These are the beautiful contributions to the world of those who are seekers of the

mysteries. Even doubts are our nature, so they are nothing to be condemned. If a doubt arises

it is a cloud that has come into the sky, but the sky is not going to be scratched by the cloud.

The cloud will disappear; as it has arisen it will be gone.

And anyway, whatever happens in the world is part of the universe. It is immensely

significant to understand that even doubts are our buddha-nature.
IF THE RIGHT TIME WERE SOMETHING WHICH CAME, THE BUDDHA-NATURE WOULD NOT
COME.

Because if it is a question of coming and going, like seasons ... the rain comes and goes,

the winter comes and goes, the spring comes and goes. If buddha-nature is dependent on

time, then as it will come it will go. It cannot be dependent on any causality, it cannot be

dependent on any time. The fact is it is already there, only you have to be awake enough to

recognize it. The right time is this time, this moment! Zen's insistence on this moment is

immense. It does not allow any postponement.
THIS IS BECAUSE THE RIGHT TIME HAS ALREADY COME; THE BUDDHA-NATURE HAS
ALREADY MANIFESTED ITSELF. THIS FACT IS QUITE CLEAR, FOR THERE HAS NEVER BEEN
A RIGHT TIME THAT HAS NOT COME, NOR A BUDDHA-NATURE WHICH HAS NOT
MANIFESTED ITSELF.

It is really saying .... An ancient Zen story: A man was known as a master thief, because

he had never been caught in his life, and he had stolen from every palace, from every rich

house. In fact the situation had come to such a point that people bragged about it -- that the

master thief has entered in their house.

This master thief met Rinzai, who looked into his eyes and said, "Don't be worried.

Whatever you are doing, do it totally, and you are expressing buddha-nature."

But the man said, "You don't know what I am doing."

He said, "Don't bother. Whatever you are doing ... I know you -- you are a master thief. I

am really jealous of you. I am not such a great master as far as meditation is concerned. You

are a greater master as far as stealing is concerned. Just do it totally, and you will find your

buddhahood in your totality."

There have been butchers who have become masters, and their masters did not prevent

them from the profession of butchery because they were so perfect, they were so total in

whatever they were doing. This is the only religion in the whole world which allows you

everything. Do it totally, with absolute awareness, and all your activities become



buddha-activities. There is no need to change what you are doing. If you are painting, then be

a painter so deeply that you disappear and only the painting remains. If you are a musician,

drown yourself in your music, so that the music remains but you are not. And your

buddhahood will manifest in thousands of ways.

This is the only religious approach in the whole world and the whole of man's history that

accepts all man's activities without rejecting anything. You can make everything a prayer,

everything a meditation, everything your offering to the universe.

A Zen poet:
THE RAGING WIND'S COMPANION:
IN THE SKY,
THE SINGLE MOON.

These are pictorial haikus. Sitting silently, a meditator opens his eyes and sees the raging

wind's companion in the sky: the single moon. But the moon does not move, does not waver

because of the raging wind. If you can find yourself the center of the cyclone you have found

the moon -- no raging wind, no thought, no emotion, nothing can disturb it. It is

undisturbable.

A haiku by Issa:
LOST IN BAMBOO,
BUT WHEN MOON LIGHTS --
MY HOUSE.

Just fragments of experience. Nobody will call them great poetry; they are not of the

same category. They have their own category. What he is saying is,

"In silent meditation, I saw ... LOST IN BAMBOO, BUT WHEN MOON LIGHTS --

MY HOUSE."

Just a picture ... and one becomes a mirror. This haiku is just a mirror of a house, hidden

in the thick grove of bamboos; and the moon comes, and suddenly the house that was hidden

in the darkness becomes light.

A haiku by Basho:
A CLOUD,
TRYING TO ENWRAP THE MOONBEAMS,
A MONSOON SHOWER.

Enjoying everything -- the moon, the cloud, the monsoon shower -- because everything to

the meditator becomes so divine that it is an expression and manifestation of the same

original source.

Maneesha has asked:

OUR BELOVED MASTER,

IT DOES NOT SEEM SO DIFFICULT TO DROP THE NOTIONS OF RIGHT AND

WRONG AS FAR AS SOME SOCIETY'S MORALITY IS CONCERNED. MORE

TRICKY IS TO DROP THE FEELING THAT ENLIGHTENMENT IS "RIGHT," AND

THAT UNTIL I REALIZE IT, I AM SOMEHOW "WRONG."

BELOVED MASTER, COULD YOU PUT ME RIGHT?

Maneesha, you are right. Nobody can put you wrong! As you are, you are the buddha. It

does not matter that you are sitting in a different posture. It does not matter that you are a



woman and not a man. It does not matter that you don't walk like Buddha, you don't talk like

Buddha. Whatever you do, you cannot do anything that is not a manifestation of buddhahood.

To understand this point is to reach a great height of consciousness. The thief is fulfilling

his part, he just has to do it perfectly. And if you are not a buddha -- that is just an idea, a

cloud that has covered the moon; it will pass away. Clouds don't remain forever.

And I can understand, Maneesha. It will remain difficult until you become enlightened.

But every night you become enlightened, and again you forget. What to do with your

impossibility, your stubbornness, your insistence that "No, I am not a buddha"? It is up to

you. If you insist, that too is a manifestation of buddhahood. That is what Zen is all about --

to tell you that whatever you do, just do with full awareness. You are a buddha, you cannot

be otherwise. It is impossible not to be a buddha. You can doubt it, you can deny it, but the

doubt and the denial are all potentialities of your buddhahood.

No tree denies, no bird denies, no animal doubts. It is only man who has doubts, who

cannot accept, "Such a poor creature like me, and a buddha?" He is perfectly ready to

worship a buddha. He is perfectly ready to pray before man-made stone statues. But this

seems to be too much, to accept the fact that, "I am a buddha."

And I say unto you that it is simply a question of getting tired of not being a buddha --

that's how it happened to me. I tried and tried and tried, and then finally I said, "It is better to

be a buddha without effort." And since then I have been a buddha. Not for a single moment

have I been otherwise. Not for a single moment has any doubt arisen.

It just takes a little courage. Traditionally you have been discouraged, you have been

humiliated. All that is needed is to revolt against all humiliation, to revolt against all false

ideas imposed upon you, to express your dignity with joy. And to be a buddha is not a

comparison, so there is no question of ego. It is not that if Maneesha becomes a buddha, then

Chitten will become an ordinary human being sitting by the side of Maneesha, a buddha.

Chitten is a buddha from the very beginning. He is a senior buddha! If you become a buddha

today, there will be many who have become a buddha days ago. Yesterday a few became, the

day before yesterday a few became. There is still time to give recognition to yourself, and

express your dignity, and reject all ideas of humiliation and all ideas of destroying your

dignity.

My whole effort here is not to train you for being buddhas, but just to give you courage so

that you can accept your buddhahood without any fear.

And as the fear disappears, the clouds disappear, and the full moon in the night ....

Maneesha, I will try again today. Let us see whether I can put you right or not. I have

been trying for thirty years continuously. I put people right and the moment I am gone they

fall apart. In my presence they recognize that they are buddhas. In my absence a doubt arises.

Maneesha sitting in her room, "My God, I, a poor girl, and a buddha? I have not renounced a

kingdom, I have not done great austerities, I have not tortured myself, I have not disciplined

myself."

Just today Shunyo told me that Zareen wanted her to wear a sari. Now the sari fits

perfectly well with the Indian woman's curvature. It is very rare for a Western woman to look

graceful in a sari -- she looks a little weird. I cannot help it, it does not mean that I am

denying, just the buddha has gone a little weird. And I had told Shunyo long ago, because

once before she had tried a sari, and I had told her, "This is not for you. You are too long for

it, and too straight!" On Zareen it fits. In fact, Zareen cannot use a robe. In the commune she

had come to see me in a robe, and she looked like a balloon! I could not believe it -- what has

happened to her?



No Indian woman will look right in a robe, particularly a Zareen-type woman. The sari is

a very inventive art on the part of Zareen-type women. It hides all unnecessary growth and

keeps them tied together, otherwise they may fall and spread all over the place! And out of

love she insisted -- she told Shunyo, "It will take only five minutes." And Shunyo was telling

me, "It took one hour to put the sari on me." And Zareen afterwards said to me, "She is

exaggerating, it takes only five minutes!"

You are a buddha. It takes only five minutes! But you go on insisting every day, again

and again asking, "Do you think I am also a buddha?" Or, "Do you think I am still a

buddha?" You were a buddha yesterday, you are a buddha today, you will be a buddha

tomorrow. Whatever you do, it does not matter. Your buddhahood is your very life.

You can change your clothes, you can change your accents, you can change your

behavior, it does not matter. So many manifestations of buddhahood -- it is a beautiful

variety. If all looked like Buddha, just sitting under every tree, think of the boredom.

Wherever you go you meet the same Buddha; wherever you look, under every tree, Buddha is

sitting! You would commit suicide -- that it is better to die than to live in a city where

everybody is behaving like Buddha.

But still I insist that you are a buddha. I am not saying to you that you have to behave like

Buddha; you have to be spontaneously yourself. And honestly and totally being yourself is

what buddha-nature means.

Before we again enter into our buddha-nature, a little laughter will be alright. Before

risking, it is always good to laugh, because you may die when I say die. If you are really

total, you will die. Then Nivedano can go on hitting his drum ... you will not come back. But

you come back so quickly that I suspect you don't die. You try hard, that I know, and

everybody is managing to get in the right comfortable position. That is not allowed. When

you are dying, die! That does not mean, "Now what comfortable position ..." Others will take

care when you are finished. But you know perfectly well that it is only a rehearsal, the real

drama has not started yet, and there is no hurry. Anyway you can die tomorrow.

Zabriski takes Gorgeous Gloria out on a date. They are sitting in a quiet corner of the bar,

sipping martinis, when Zabriski leans over and whispers in Gloria's ear, "What would you

say if I asked you to marry me?"

"Nothing," replies Gloria. "I can't talk and laugh at the same time!"

It is monsoon in Poona, and Swami Deva Coconut meets Swami Veet Herschel on M.G.

Road.

"Hi, Coconut!" says Herschel. "I have been meaning to ask you, can I have back the

umbrella that you borrowed from me?"

"Oh, sorry," says Coconut. "I lent it to a friend of mine. Did you want it?"

"Not for myself," replies Herschel. "But the swami I borrowed it from says the owner

wants it back!"

A Polack is badly injured in a car crash and he has to have a brain transplant. A team of

surgeons put him to sleep, remove his brain, and go into the next room to get a new one. But

when they return to the operating room, the Polack is gone.

The police search everywhere for him but without success -- he has vanished. The doctors

contact the international police and they check throughout the world for a brainless Pole.



Finally, five years later, they find him. He is wearing silly robes and a big hat and is

living in the Vatican!

General Brahmachapatti has been in Ruby Hall Clinic for a couple of weeks for a minor

operation. The nurses are fed up with him. He is always complaining about the food and the

service, waking up the nurses in the middle of the night, demanding cups of hot chocolate,

and so on.

One morning a nurse comes into his room and says, "Good morning, general. Please take

down your pyjamas and turn over -- I need to take your temperature."

"But nurse," protests the general, "I always have the thermometer in my mouth, not my

ass. Why this change?"

"This morning," explains the nurse, "we need a really accurate temperature, so that the lab

can make an analysis."

The general grumpily agrees, takes down his pyjamas, turns over, and raises his bum in

the air.

"Now, general," says the nurse, making the insertion, "this is a special thermometer and it

needs to be left quite a long time to get an accurate result. So don't move until I come back."

In the next few hours many people come into the general's room, but all of them just gasp

and leave quickly in embarrassment. Finally, the general's wife comes to visit him.

She walks in and stares at him in amazement, not knowing what to say.

"What is the matter with you, woman?" thunders the general. "Haven't you ever seen

someone having their temperature taken before?"

"Yes, darling, I have," stammers his wife, "but not with a banana!"

Now, Nivedano ...

(Drumbeat)

(Gibberish)

Nivedano ...

(Drumbeat)

Be silent ...

Close your eyes ...

Feel the body frozen, no movement.

Collect your consciousness inward,

close to the very center.

The deeper you go,

the more you will find the realization,

the recognition of a buddha.

In this silent moment

there are only ten thousand buddhas

sitting here.

Make this experience as deep as possible.

And keep it alive in your ordinary activities

twenty-four hours. Every action



should be a reminder that you are a buddha ...

and your action is a manifestation of your nature.

Don't act unnaturally,

don't act artificially, don't be a hypocrite.

Just be natural and you are a buddha.

So gather your consciousness

more deeply,

to crystallize it.

Nivedano ...

(Drumbeat)

Rest ...

relax ...

really die.

Don't be worried what happens afterwards.

The world will continue ... you don't be worried,

just die.

As the body is lying dead,

you can enter into yourself more easily.

Unidentified with the body

you can see the open sky inside.

This is your eternity.

This is your reality.

This is it.

All else is commentary.

This experience is the only truth.

Such a beautiful silence ...

Such a blissful evening ...

You are the most fortunate beings

on the earth this moment.

Realize the dignity of it

and the honor of it.

Here my work is not for you to search

for the buddha,

so stop searching ...

and just look within.

He is sitting there inside you.

Nivedano ...

(Drumbeat)

Come back,

but not in a hurry.

Somebody may have died.



Somebody may have died.

Just don't disturb the dead.

Those who are still alive,

come back. And sit silently for a few minutes

to remind yourself of the experience

you have passed through.

You are a rare assembly.

It used to be in the past ...

those days were golden,

when there were hundreds of assemblies

like this ...

recognizing their nature

and remembering it

in their actions and manifestations.

That golden world has disappeared.

But at least for you

this moment opens up the whole glory of being.

Okay, Maneesha?

Yes, Beloved Master.

I have put you right?

Yes, Beloved Master.

Now can we celebrate this great gathering of buddhas?

Yes, Beloved Master.
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OUR BELOVED MASTER,
DOGEN WROTE:
PRACTICE IS IDENTICAL WITH EXPRESSION, AND VICE VERSA. TO EXPRESS THE WAY ALL
DAY IS TO PRACTICE THE WAY ALL DAY. IN OTHER WORDS, WE PRACTICE SOMETHING
IMPRACTICABLE AND EXPRESS SOMETHING INEXPRESSIBLE ....
EACH DAY'S LIFE SHOULD BE ESTEEMED; THE BODY SHOULD BE RESPECTED. SO IF WE
CAN REALLY GET THE BUDDHIST FUNCTION EVEN IN A DAY, SUCH A SINGLE DAY CAN BE
SAID TO BE MORE VALUABLE THAN COUNTLESS IDLE LIVES.
THEREFORE, BEFORE WE HAVE REALIZED THE WAY, WE MUST NOT IDLE AWAY EVEN A
SINGLE DAY. SUCH A SINGLE DAY IS TOO PRECIOUS A TREASURE TO BE COMPARED WITH
A FINE JEWEL. ANCIENT WISE PERSONS HELD IT DEARER THAN THEIR BODY AND LIFE.
WE MUST THINK QUIETLY THAT A FINE JEWEL AND A RARE GEM, THOUGH LOST, MAY BE
ACQUIRED AGAIN, BUT THAT A SINGLE DAY IN A HUNDRED YEARS OF LIFE, ONCE LOST,
NEVER RETURNS. NO MATTER HOW SKILLFUL WE MAY BE, IT IS IMPOSSIBLE TO BRING
BACK EVEN A SINGLE DAY OF THE PAST. NO HISTORY BOOK SAYS THAT IT IS POSSIBLE ....
WHY DOES TIME DEPRIVE US OF OUR TRAINING, DAILY AND LIFELONG? WHY HAS TIME A
GRUDGE AGAINST US? IT IS, UNFORTUNATELY, BECAUSE WE HAVE EVER NEGLECTED
OUR PRACTICE ....
WITHOUT LOOKING FORWARD TO TOMORROW EVERY MOMENT, YOU MUST THINK ONLY
OF THIS DAY AND THIS HOUR. BECAUSE TOMORROW IS DIFFICULT AND UNFIXED, AND
DIFFICULT TO KNOW, YOU MUST THINK OF FOLLOWING THE WAY WHILE YOU LIVE TODAY
.... YOU MUST CONCENTRATE ON ZEN PRACTICE WITHOUT WASTING TIME, THINKING THAT
THERE IS ONLY THIS DAY AND THIS HOUR. AFTER THAT, IT BECOMES TRULY EASY. YOU
MUST FORGET ABOUT THE GOOD AND THE BAD OF YOUR NATURE, THE STRENGTH OR
WEAKNESS OF YOUR POWER.

Maneesha, before I start talking about Dogen I have to make a few statements. One is

about Zen master Niskriya. He had fallen so low in the West that yesterday I called him

Skinhead, rather than Stonehead. And he had come perfectly dressed, like a Zen master.

Today he is not wearing his robe. It does not matter even if you become a skinhead, back

here you are again Sekito -- the Zen Master Stonehead. So cut your hair and put on your Zen

master's dress, with your staff -- it may be needed any time. I have been missing you for so

long, there was nobody here to hit people. And you should not do such a thing -- growing

hair on a stonehead. Be ashamed of yourself.



In Germany nobody may have noticed it, but here everybody will notice, "What happened

to Zen Master Sekito?" He got lost. Everybody gets lost, particularly back in Germany where

real idiots, very authentic idiots, live. He fell from the heights of being a Zen master into a

skinhead.

Just shave your head and be your own self with your Zen stick and Zen master's robe.

You are still a buddha. It does not matter that you traveled to Germany, your buddha-nature

is intact. That has been our whole discussion on Dogen's sutras. You can even go to

Germany, even become a member of the German parliament -- you cannot fall more than that

-- still you will be a buddha.

And second, to Zareen. She has been moving around the ashram the whole day in her

robe to prove the fact that, yes, she does look like a balloon. I was hoping that she would

have courage enough to come here like that, but she has come again here with a sari.

A balloon is beautiful. Just all you need is to make a few windows here and there to see

who is inside. She is a great woman, and that's why she was not afraid. The whole day

everybody was talking about the balloon. I was sitting in my room, listening to all kinds of

gossip about her coming in a balloon. And here I see she is sitting in her usual dress, looking

so beautiful.

The sari has a magic. The people who discovered the sari must have been very aesthetic.

They wanted their women to look like Khajuraho statues -- round, full.

The idea arose in the West, with women's liberation, that the woman has to look like a

man; she has to wear pants. It proves a strange psychological fact. Because of her dress, she

started losing the curves that she always had in the past, even in the West. She started

becoming a straight line, flat. Looking at a Western woman with pants and a shirt, with a

cigarette in her hand, you have to think for a moment whether she is a woman or a man. That

kind of confusion never arises in the East. A woman is a woman, a man is a man. And the

woman has not to imitate man; otherwise she will destroy herself. She has to be herself. She

is not inferior, she is simply different.

The liberation movement emphasizes the wrong point. There is no question of equality.

You don't ask for equality between two different things. A woman has her own uniqueness,

she has not to imitate man. And by imitation, remember, you will not even be a woman, you

will be only a second-rate man.

The sari gives a certain freedom to the Indian woman to grow curves. She is more

explorable. In the Western woman, what are you going to explore? She is just as she looks

with clothes. But the Indian woman is totally different. You are going to be surprised ... She

has something interesting hidden behind the sari. It is a great invention.

But don't imitate because then you look very weird. Just think of Zareen in pants and a

shirt; she would become the most weird animal around. Right now she is so beautiful.

But there is always a desire to be in other people's dresses, in other people's lifestyles.

And one does not know that this is the way that one becomes lost and forgets the way home.

Never, for a single moment, be imitative. Just be yourself. And not only be yourself; Dogen

says, "Respect yourself. Respect your body."

These are the beautiful things that Zen has brought into the history of mankind,

particularly in the history of consciousness.

DOGEN WROTE:
PRACTICE IS IDENTICAL WITH EXPRESSION, AND VICE VERSA.

He is talking about an authentic man; what in Zen language is called the original man. His



practice is identical with his expression. There are not two persons in him, there is only a

single individuality. Silent, it is the same. In expression, in manifestation -- in any possible

way -- it is the still the same. Raising my hand, I am as much a buddha as without raising it.

PRACTICE IS IDENTICAL WITH EXPRESSION, AND VICE VERSA. But this is not

true about the man that has come to exist in this contemporary world. He says something, he

thinks something, he desires something; he really wants something else. He is simply a

confusion. The modern man is a confused buddha. He does not know that to be one he has to

drop many masks. All those masks are to deceive people, to create a certain respectability, a

reputation.

But deep down you are dishonest. There is nothing wrong in being dishonest, but then

express it, and be clear: "But I am not an honest man, don't rely on me." And you will feel a

certain freedom that you have never known. When your expression and your being are one,

you have the whole sky as your freedom. Otherwise, one is tied down to his lies.

It is said about George Gurdjieff ... To explain to his disciples, he developed a certain

technique. He could laugh with half of his face, and at the same time he could be sad with the

other half. It is very difficult, I don't know how he managed it. But he had lived with very

ancient tribes in Turkestan, in the Soviet Union's very backward parts where people are still

as primitive as you can conceive. His father died early so he had to live with first one tribe,

then another tribe. He was only nine years old but he started learning -- because those tribes

steal, play music, do magic, heal people. They are moving people; they don't have houses,

stability. They enjoy traveling, they are vagabonds.

But he turned this into a great opportunity to learn all their tricks. One of their tricks was

that they could manage to divide their face in two. And while teaching his students, once in a

while he would do that trick. Somebody is sitting by his right side and somebody on his left

side; and on one side he will look very angry, and on the other side very loving and peaceful.

And they both report to each other what is going on. One says that he is very loving and very

peaceful. The other says, "Peaceful? He looks very dangerous, violent, murderous. He looked

at me with an eye that I am not going to forget for months."

When it was reported to him, Gurdjieff would say, "This is what I want you to

understand: modern man has many faces."

You should watch. When you meet your wife and you say, "Darling," do you really mean

it? "My sweetheart" -- do you really mean it? When you are saying those words, are you

remembering some other woman? Unfortunately, you have to say these words to the woman

whom you want to kill. But you are not that courageous either. When you see your servant,

have you the same face as when you see your boss? Just watch the changes in your face. You

are not a single unity, integrated.

Whether clouds come and go, whether clouds are white or black, does not matter. The

moon remains shining the same. The clouds come and go, they don't leave any scratches on

the moon. But every cloud -- that means every mask that you wear -- leaves its marks on you.

So I have seen people laughing, but I see that they are almost at the point of weeping.

They are hiding their tears behind a fake smile. And people are doing the opposite also.

I used to live with one of my relatives. A faraway relative of my relative had come for

treatment of his wife. The wife died, and naturally my relatives had to show all kinds of

mourning. They were really not at all concerned with it. In fact they were happy that she was



gone because, with her, the whole family was suffering unnecessarily. The moment she died

her husband went back to his city, but people used to come to the house. It was just a

conformity, a social pattern, to show your sympathy. So the woman of the house was in a

trouble, because when you don't have any tears ... it is very difficult. And each day it might

happen ten times.

I used to stay out in the garden. She told me, "Keep a bell here with you."

I said, "For what?"

She said, "Whenever somebody comes, you just ring the bell. Then I will pull down my

ghoonghat and start crying. It will be false, but what else to do?"

The sari has that great quality also. You can pull down your ghoonghat ... inside you may

not be crying but you can pretend to be in immense sadness and misery.

I said, "This is a great strategy. But beware of me."

She said, "What do you mean?"

I said, "I can ring the bell at the wrong person."

She said, "No, you should not do that. I have been harassed, tortured, for months taking

care of that woman, who was only a faraway relative." But in India, faraway relatives are still

relatives. Sometimes one does not know in what way a person is a relative, but you have to

take care of them if they proclaim they are. Some cousin of your cousins ...

I said, "Don't be worried."

She used to remain inside the house. Whenever somebody came, I simply gave her the

bell, and she would immediately pull down her ghoonghat. There is no word for ghoonghat in

English -- it is part of the sari. But you all understand what it is. It means pulling your tent

down a little so that your face is hidden, so nobody can see what actually is happening on

your face. And you can pretend anything.

So for a few days I managed it. One day her husband came and I rang the bell. That was

so hilarious that even today I cannot forget it. She pulled her tent down and started weeping

as if somebody had died. The husband said, "Has somebody died again?"

She looked through the ghoonghat, and seeing that it was her husband, she said, "No, it is

... I knew that sometime he was going to deceive me, but I never thought that he would shock

you. Where is he?"

They both came out and she said, "This is not good. My husband is not coming in the

house to sympathize or to mourn."

I said, "He looked so sad that I thought that somebody must have died. And it is better to

make you aware that your husband is looking very sad. This is not the moment to desire a

loving word; this is a moment to weep and cry with him."

The husband said, "What do you mean, I was looking sad?"

I said, "Now, don't provoke me. By nature, your face is such that it seems somebody has

died. I don't usually say it, because what is the point? You are not responsible. This is the

face you have got."

He said, "Really, I look so sad?"

I said, "You can ask anybody. I can bring a few witnesses from the neighborhood.

Everybody knows that you are very sad and very serious and worried."

He said, "No need to bring the neighbors" -- because he knew I would convince a few

people. "I will try to make my face better. I will try once in a while to laugh, smile."

I said to him, "It is not a question of trying. In the first place, you shave your moustache.

You have a strange moustache that makes you look like a clown."

He said, "You live in my house and you always create trouble. Now, I love my



moustache, I cannot shave it."

I said, "It is up to you. But this is what makes your face look so sad. Get some false

moustache. Glue it on whenever you want a moustache, but this moustache won't do." He

certainly had a moustache, drooping all over the face.

But everybody is having different kinds of faces, and it has become almost an

autonomous process; they don't have to change. Just you see a man walking with his wife and

you know with whom he is walking. You don't have to inquire, "Are you married?" And look

at him with his girlfriend and again you don't have to inquire. Just their faces, with so much

freedom, joy -- momentary, but even a momentary phenomenon makes them happy, changes

their faces.

A seeker, according to Dogen, has to remember his integrity. In every situation, his

practice and his expression should be identical.
TO EXPRESS THE WAY ALL DAY IS TO PRACTICE THE WAY ALL DAY.

TO EXPRESS THE WAY ALL DAY .... I have told you you are all buddhas.

Reluctantly, you accept it. Deep down, you know who you are. Somebody is a doctor,

somebody is an attorney, somebody is a rickshaw walla. "A buddha pulling a rickshaw? My

God, this has never happened."

But because I am saying it, and you love me, and you trust me, you say, "Okay." Right

now, at least inside Buddha Hall anyway, you will not be allowed to bring your rickshaw or

your rented bicycle. What is the harm in being a buddha? But once out of the hall you start

having second thoughts, "Where am I going? I am a buddha? Then what am I doing smoking

a cigarette?" Now just think -- a buddha smoking a cigarette? Inconceivable.

If you want to know your essential self you have to express it all the way, all the day, in

every smallest expression. It does not matter -- even if you are pulling a rickshaw, you can

pull the rickshaw with deep compassion, with love, with respect for the passenger, with care

about other people in the traffic.

I am making buddhahood simple and at the same time very complicated. It is very easy to

sit under a bodhi tree in the lotus posture and declare to the world, "I am a buddha." The real

thing is when you are sitting by the side of your wife, constantly afraid, "One never knows

when she will start nagging."

When I was telling you the story yesterday about "Nag, nag, nag," Miyah Farookh was

pulling Zareen's sari, with each nag reminding her, "Just know what you have been doing all

your life."

He is a very unique child. It is unfortunate that he is missing these two days otherwise he

would have enjoyed. When, in a story, the sun said to Mikhail Gorbachev, "Now I'm in the

West -- fuck you!" he rolled down on the ground. He understood that this is great. And when

I was telling a story about an advocate -- that he is a lion in the court -- even before I could

say it, I heard him saying silently, "In the home he is a rat." But every husband is in the same

situation.

We need a world ... a new man, a new woman, a new child, who has intelligence. Not to

imitate, not to deceive, but to stand on his own with power and integrity. Even if it means that

he will be condemned by the whole world, it does not matter. What ultimately matters is that

you have your own face.
IN OTHER WORDS, WE PRACTICE SOMETHING IMPRACTICABLE AND EXPRESS SOMETHING
INEXPRESSIBLE.

Remember it. When you are watering the rose bush, remember that its beauty, its flowers,



its greenness is so profound, but it is inexpressible. Never forget that this experience of

beauty is as inexpressible as the experience of your own self. If you just watch, you will find

in your life, in each moment, things which are inexpressible. You have just become

accustomed. Your becoming accustomed is just a forgetfulness.

Socrates remembered at the last moment of his life, "I don't know anything. Let it be

remembered by the coming generations that I didn't know."

He was proclaimed by the Oracle of Delphi as the wisest man in the whole world. The

people who had heard the oracle went to Socrates with great joy to tell him what the oracle

had said. Socrates said, "Just please go and tell the oracle that this time the oracle has been

wrong. As far as I know, I know nothing."

The people were sad. They went back to Delphi and told the oracle what Socrates had

said. "He says, `I don't know anything at all,' and you call him the wisest man in the world."

The oracle laughed and said, "Exactly because of this I call him the wisest man of the

world -- because he has come to the point where he knows that he knows nothing."

Only in this space your potentiality blossoms to its totality. It is not knowledge -- it is so

deep that you can call it a heartbeat, or, perhaps more deeply, you can call it the heartbeat of

the universe itself. But you cannot call it knowledge. And there is no way to express it.

If you can remember this in your everyday affairs ... Do you think you know your child?

Have you ever thought about it; that your child has come through you but he is a mystery

coming from the beyond? You cannot possess him. You can take care of this mysterious

expression of life, you can love him. But you should not condition him, you should not take

him to the church or to the synagogue or to the temple to start the conditioning process which

destroys his innocence and takes away his authenticity.

I have heard about a rabbi and a bishop. They lived next to each other and both were very

competitive. They had to be, to convince their congregations: "Who is greater?" One day the

rabbi looked over the fence, and could not believe what he saw. The bishop was pouring

water on a Cadillac.

He said, "What are you doing?"

The bishop said, "I am giving the Christian ceremony to my new Cadillac -- baptism. You

don't know about these things."

The rabbi was very humiliated. The next day he found a Rolls Royce. It was a question,

not only of himself but of his religion. When the bishop was in his garden he came out with

some garden shears and started cutting the exhaust pipe. The bishop was shocked. He said,

"What are you doing? A new Rolls Royce and you are destroying it."

The rabbi said, "You don't understand these things. This is called circumcision. From

now on this Rolls Royce is Jewish."

That's what we are doing even to human beings. We don't allow a child to be himself.

And that is causing all the misery in the world: that nobody is himself. Everybody is imitating

somebody else, everybody has become a carbon copy of somebody else, everybody is almost

like a broken record that has been used for centuries. Nobody has newness, freshness -- one's

own originality. Remember, when you see a child, that he is as inexpressible as you. When

you see a pine tree, don't forget it.

This is what Dogen means ... practicing real religion; remembering in every action,

thought, silence, always, that it is inexpressible, it is mysterious; that we are living in a

miracle world. All our explanations are just consolations. Nothing is explained, either by

science or by religion. For thousands of years religion has tried to befool people by giving



them explanations about the creation of the world, about God -- how he created the world in

six days, how he has taken away the paradise of man and woman. Unless you are very

torturous towards yourself you will never be allowed back into the garden. And people

believed it, people have lived according to it.

Different religions have been propagating different superstitions. Now slowly slowly

science has come to take the place of religion. But do you know that every scientific

explanation is momentary? What it says today it may not say tomorrow. Every research goes

on deeper, and old explanations become out of date. Old medicines which were thought to be

helping people are found to have been harming people. But as long as the superstitions

continued everybody believed, even the doctors believed.

This is true about what they believe even today, because tomorrow it may not be the

same. Now we are full of scientific superstitions. Science has not changed man's being. Just

as religion has failed, science has failed to remind him that everything is an immense

mystery. The very effort to find an explanation is wrong -- just love it, live it, dance it. Don't

waste your time in finding explanations. This is the Zen attitude.

EACH DAY'S LIFE SHOULD BE ESTEEMED; Do you ever esteem your life? ... THE

BODY SHOULD BE RESPECTED. Do you respect your body? It serves you for seventy

years without any salary, without going on a strike, without taking a morcha -- a protest

march -- against you. But you have not even thought that some respect is due, that your body

needs to be valued.
SO IF WE CAN REALLY GET THE BUDDHIST FUNCTION EVEN IN A DAY, SUCH A SINGLE DAY
CAN BE SAID TO BE MORE VALUABLE THAN COUNTLESS IDLE LIVES.

That's why I say, every night, these few moments are the most valuable moments in your

life. And every evening, when so many living buddhas gather here, this place becomes the

most important in the whole world -- the spiritual capital of the world. Because nowhere are

so many people meditating together. Nowhere are so many people digging so deep that they

can find the very life source, the eternity, the deathlessness.

Dogen is right. Even if we can live one day, just twenty-four hours, as a buddha --

reminding ourselves continuously that each of our actions should reflect a buddha -- that

single day becomes more precious than thousands of lives. And if you can do it for one day,

who is preventing you from doing it every day? If you can be a buddha here, why can you not

be a buddha anywhere else? It is simply a question of being alert, respectful of existence,

loving; of being utterly contented with the flowers, with the birds, with the trees, with the

stars. Such a tremendous universe is given to you and you never pay any attention to it. You

never give any gratitude. The whole beauty of existence is available to you, and you are

reading a third-rate yellow newspaper that you have been reading since the morning. And not

having anything else to do, you start reading it again.

It happened that a man used to live next to my house who was retired, senile, and

everybody thought him mad except me. He was very friendly towards me. His only love

affair was the newspaper, and because many newspapers used to come to me, he would come

every morning -- sometimes when I was not even awake he would knock. And I would give

him anything -- ten-year-old magazines -- and he would say, "Thank you."

I was amazed. I said to him, "You know perfectly well that this magazine is ten years

old."

He said, "What does it matter? To me it is new, I have not read it before. People think me

mad. Do you think I'm mad?"



I said, "Certainly not, your argument is absolutely right. For you it is not ten years old, it

is fresh, because you have not read it."

But he reminded me that his whole concern was newspapers. In a day he would come

two, three times to ask me, "Has anything new come? The evening newspaper?"

I asked him, "Is the newspaper the whole world?"

He said, "What else to do? I am retired from my work. People think I am mad, so I don't

have any social life. People avoid me. You are the only person who will talk with me, who

respects me, who accepts me as a human being. And what else is there? I am only waiting for

death."

The day he said to me, "I am only waiting for death," I started to think about everyone --

What are you doing? Somebody is running a business, somebody is accumulating money,

somebody is becoming more powerful in politics.

But do you understand that you are moving towards death? Each moment death is coming

closer and closer. And have you gathered anything that you will be able to take with you

when you die? Except meditation, you cannot take any of your possessions with you. All that

is outside of you will be left behind. Only the inner flame ... if you have found it, if you have

become conscious of it, then there is no death for you. But if you are not conscious of it you

will think also, as others are thinking, that you are dead.

It is simply a question of thinking. If you know yourself exactly, you are never dead. But

you never go inwards. You have simply forgotten that there is an immense space waiting for

you, and that is your real home. All our efforts here in this Buddha Hall are efforts to make

you acquainted again with your real home, which will not be burned on a funeral pyre, which

will remain until eternity, in different forms or in formlessness. That is your buddhahood.

But to make it a constant remembrance you have to work out a certain discipline. The

discipline is simple: remember always that everything is a miracle, everything is

inexpressible. This whole world is so mysterious that you don't have to read detective novels

and you don't have to go to see movies. If you can understand this silence, you will love to

find spaces where you can be silent again and again. If you can touch the waters of life within

you, you would love ... in your whole day, whenever you can find just a moment, sipping the

tea ... you would love to look in, to see whether those waters of life are still flowing. One

becomes accustomed, slowly slowly, to the eternity of oneself. But whether you know it or

not, it is there.
SUCH A SINGLE DAY IS TOO PRECIOUS A TREASURE TO BE COMPARED WITH A FINE
JEWEL. ANCIENT WISE PERSONS HELD IT DEARER THAN THEIR BODY AND LIFE.
WE MUST THINK QUIETLY THAT A FINE JEWEL AND A RARE GEM, THOUGH LOST, MAY BE
ACQUIRED AGAIN, BUT THAT A SINGLE DAY IN A HUNDRED YEARS OF LIFE, ONCE LOST,
NEVER RETURNS.

Remember that not a single moment will come back again into your hands. That which is

gone is gone forever.

Take out the whole juice of every moment. The moment will be gone; but the juice, the

experience, the mystery, the fragrance of it will surround you. And every day it will become

deeper and deeper, thicker and thicker. A day will come when you will not be afraid to

declare that you are a buddha. It will come on its own, spontaneously; a sudden lightning and

you will say, "My God -- what have I been doing up to now? I am a buddha and this whole

universe is my home. As much as I need it, it needs me too."

We are part of one tremendous mystery.
NO MATTER HOW SKILLFUL WE MAY BE, IT IS IMPOSSIBLE TO BRING BACK EVEN A SINGLE



DAY OF THE PAST. NO HISTORY BOOK SAYS THAT IT IS POSSIBLE.
WHY DOES TIME DEPRIVE US OF OUR TRAINING, DAILY AND LIFELONG? WHY HAS TIME A
GRUDGE AGAINST US? IT IS, UNFORTUNATELY, BECAUSE WE HAVE EVER NEGLECTED
OUR PRACTICE.
WITHOUT LOOKING FORWARD TO TOMORROW EVERY MOMENT, YOU MUST THINK ONLY
OF THIS DAY AND THIS HOUR. BECAUSE TOMORROW IS DIFFICULT AND UNFIXED, AND
DIFFICULT TO KNOW, YOU MUST THINK OF FOLLOWING THE WAY WHILE YOU LIVE TODAY.

In fact, the tomorrow is not certain: it may come, it may not come. Those who know have

even said that tomorrow never comes. What comes is always today. So do whatever you want

to do this moment. Catch hold of your life source because tomorrow it may be too late. It is

already late.
YOU MUST CONCENTRATE ON ZEN PRACTICE WITHOUT WASTING TIME, THINKING THAT
THERE IS ONLY THIS DAY AND THIS HOUR. AFTER THAT, IT BECOMES TRULY EASY. YOU
MUST FORGET ABOUT THE GOOD AND THE BAD OF YOUR NATURE, THE STRENGTH OR
WEAKNESS OF YOUR POWER.

Just accept as you are, and enjoy and relish and sing and dance as you are. Acceptance is

a gratitude towards existence. Anything that you don't accept means you are blaming

existence. In all your prayers, and in all your prayer houses, what are you doing? You are

asking God, just like a beggar, "Give me this, give me that." You don't trust existence, you

demand. Demanding is not a quality of religious consciousness. Hence the real religion has

no way of praying. It only lives, and lives in such a way that the very life becomes a

gratitude.

A haiku by Choshu:
THE MOON IN THE WATER;
BROKEN AND BROKEN AGAIN,
STILL IT IS THERE.

It is almost unbelievable how Zen poets have said things. No other language has been

able to rise to such heights. What Choshu is saying:
THE MOON IN THE WATER;

BROKEN AND BROKEN AGAIN ... because each time wind comes, a wave comes, the

moon is broken in a thousand pieces. But again the lake becomes silent and all the broken

pieces all over the lake start gathering again. Because it is a reflection the moon is never

broken, it is only the reflection that is broken. And because the moon is never broken, it does

not matter that its reflection is broken a thousand times.

All our bodies, all our minds, all our lives are nothing but reflections of the real moon ...

broken a thousand times. Still, in the innermost core of your being, the moon is as full and as

perfect as ever.

Issa wrote:
THE YOUNGEST NIGHTINGALE THAT
CAN REJOICE
CALLS TO ITS PARENTS IN A YELLOW
VOICE.

Now, you are not to be worried about what is said; these words are very indicative. Issa

must have been in deep meditation and he heard the nightingale rejoicing and calling to its

parents in a yellow voice. He is not saying anything about the nightingale, he is saying

something about his silence. When you are in silence and a cuckoo from the bamboos starts



singing, it deepens your silence.

And another poet:
WHATEVER WE WEAR,
WE LOOK BEAUTIFUL,
WHEN MOON-VIEWING.

The moon certainly makes everything beautiful. On a full-moon night you see beauty

spread all around, even to ordinary plants. Ordinary flowers are shining with joy. Small

puddles of water are reflecting the full moon with as much depth as the greatest ocean.

So it does not matter which body you have; whether man or woman, bird or animal;

whether you are poor or rich. In a silent space, just watching the moon and you are filled with

tremendous beauty. That beauty arises in your innermost world. The moon simply triggers it.

Maneesha has asked:

OUR BELOVED MASTER,

OFTEN IMAGES ARISE OF THEIR OWN ACCORD DURING DISCOURSE AND THE

DEATH PHASE OF THE MEDITATION, AND MAKE WHATEVER IS HAPPENING

STRONGER AND MORE VIVID. CAN VISUALIZATION HELP, OR BECAUSE IT IS

MERELY IMAGINATION, IS IT USELESS?

Maneesha, it is absolutely useless. No ripple has to be allowed. The silence has to be

absolutely pure. Any visualization will be a disturbance, any thought will distract you from

your being. So I am saying categorically: everything is useless while you are meditating.

Meditation is taking you in a different direction, not of utility but of existence. And all your

visualization will be of the world that you know, you cannot visualize something that you

don't know. And you don't know your own self, your don't know the inner sky, so you cannot

visualize it. And once you know it, there is no need to visualize, it is in your hands. You are

no longer poor, you have become the richest person in the world -- having nothing.

Meditation, perhaps, is the only alchemy that can transform a beggar into an emperor.

Before you become emperors, before you become buddhas again tonight, you must be

remembering a little bit of yesterday. You know the path. Every day you have to go a little

further, a little deeper.

A few laughs to make you light, to make you nonserious ....

I am being blamed all over the world, in articles, that I am a nonserious man. They think

they are condemning me -- it is a compliment. They don't understand that, to me, seriousness

is sickness. And to be nonserious, to be playful, to take everything as fun is, according to me,

the only authentic religiousness.

Millicent Money-Butt is an extremely rich and an extremely frustrated woman. She is

especially irritable today because it has been weeks since her husband or her chauffeur or her

stable boy or anybody has made love to her. Deciding that she needs to move her energy, she

calls her butler, James, upstairs to draw her a hot bath.

James knocks quietly and then enters her room. Millie turns to him slowly, and says,

"James, please take my dress off."

"Yes, madam," says the butler, looking a bit shy.

"Now, James," says Millie, "please take my bra off."

"Er, yes, madam," says the shocked butler.



"And now, James," she says with fire in her eyes, "please take my panties off."

Then stepping up close to him, she orders, "James, next time I catch you wearing my

clothes you will be fired!"

Jablonski gets married, but does not know what to do with his bride on the wedding night.

So the next day he goes to ask advice from Doctor Gas-Bag.

"It is easy," says Gas-Bag, and takes Jablonski to the window. He points to two dogs

screwing out in the street and says, "You do it just like that."

A week later, Jablonski comes back. "Well," asks the doctor, "how did it go?"

"Great, Doc," says Jablonski, proudly. "It was simple, no big deal at all. The only

problem was getting my wife out into the street!"

Olga and Kowalski are living in an L.A. apartment, when a young couple moves in

upstairs. Soon, every night, the Polacks hear the noise, "She-BOOM! She-BOOM!" coming

from the floor above.

Olga is intrigued by the noise, and one day asks the young woman what it is.

"Oh, that," replies the woman. "We have had a slide installed in our bedroom. I lie at the

bottom of it with my legs apart, and my husband slides down ... She-BOOM!"

A few days pass and the young woman does not see the Kowalskis around. She finds out

that Olga is in the hospital, so she goes to visit her.

"What happened to you?" she asks.

"It is a sad story," replies Olga. "My husband and I also had a slide installed in our

bedroom, but we only got to try it once. Now I have had three operations, and they still can't

find Kowalski."

Kronski is going to join the army, so he goes to visit his girlfriend, Dilda, to say goodbye.

"Oh, darling," cries Dilda. "I don't have a picture of you!"

So Kronski looks in his pockets, and all he has is a photo of himself standing naked. He

cuts the picture in two, and gives her the top half.

Next he goes to visit his old grandmother to say goodbye.

"Oh, dear boy," says his granny. "You can't leave without giving me a picture of you."

Kronski does not know what to do, but remembering that his granny is half-blind, he

gives her the bottom half of the picture. She looks at it with delight and says, "Just like your

grandfather, God rest his soul. A nice bushy beard, and his necktie always hanging to one

side."

Now ... Nivedano ...

(Drumbeat)

(Gibberish)

Nivedano ...

(Drumbeat)

Be silent,



close your eyes,

feel as if your body is frozen,

and gather all your consciousness inwards,

deeper and deeper.

At the deepest point you are the buddha.

And this buddha

has to become your whole life.

All expressions, actions,

have to arise from this center.

This center is the center of transformation.

Every seeker has been searching for it

down the ages.

This is the ancient path.

On this path

thousands have become awakened.

There is no barrier except fear --

the fear of the unknown.

Drop it.

Just rush towards it without any fear --

it is your own being.

You are not going to meet anybody else

on the way ...

there is no question of fear.

This moment, this evening,

is blessed by ten thousand buddhas

who have returned home.

Nivedano ...

(Drumbeat)

Relax ... let go ...

die to the body,

to the mind,

so only a throbbing consciousness

is left behind.

That is you.

That is me.

That is the very essence of existence.

Just a small taste of this silence,

a little experience of this beauty,

of this truth,

and slowly slowly your whole life

will be transformed

without your even knowing.

Your actions

will start expressing your buddhahood,



will start expressing your buddhahood,

your compassion,

your love, your beauty.

Nivedano ...

(Drumbeat)

Call all the buddhas back to life.

Sit down for a few moments ...

collecting the immense experience,

making yourself sure of it,

that you have got it.

Because you have to live it.

I am not a philosopher.

And I am not a priest.

I am a man in tremendous love

with life and existence.

All that I want to share with you

is just to make you aware

that if I can become a buddha,

there is no reason why you cannot.

We have only different bodies

but we all have the same soul.

If my soul has become aflame,

that has given me the authority to say to you

that you can also become aflame.

And this fire is eternal.

Remember it in every action,

in every expression.

Remember not to behave in any way

which will be disgraceful to a buddha.

This small discipline will bring you

to the best qualities of your being,

to their flowering.

Okay, Maneesha?

Yes, Beloved Master.

Can we celebrate ten thousand buddhas

and their evening?

Yes, Beloved Master.
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OUR BELOVED MASTER,
DOGEN SAID:
WHEN HSUAN-SHA BECAME ENLIGHTENED HE SAID TO OTHER MONKS, "THE WHOLE
UNIVERSE IS A BRILLIANT JEWEL OF THE BUDDHA-MIND ...."
DOGEN CONTINUED: THIS BRILLIANT JEWEL IS ORIGINALLY NAMELESS, BUT
PROVISIONALLY WE GAVE IT SUCH A NAME. THIS JEWEL IS ETERNALLY UNCHANGEABLE.
REALLY, OUR BODY AND MIND, GRASS AND TREES HERE AND THERE, OR MOUNTAINS AND
RIVERS BETWEEN HEAVEN AND EARTH -- ALL THIS IS NOTHING BUT A BRILLIANT JEWEL ....
IT IS BOUNDLESS FROM BEGINNING TO END. AFTER ALL, THE WHOLE UNIVERSE IS ONE
BRILLIANT JEWEL, NOT TWO OR THREE. THE WHOLE JEWEL IS THE BUDDHA'S EYE, TRUTH
ITSELF, ONE PHRASE OF TRUTH, THE LIGHT OF ENLIGHTENMENT. AT THIS TIME IT NEVER
HINDERS THE WHOLE ONE, AND IT IS ROUND AND ROLLS ABOUT. THE FUNCTION OF THIS
BRILLIANT JEWEL IS SO CLEAR THAT THE SENTIENT BEINGS ARE SAVED BY PRESENT-DAY
avalokitesvara OR MAITREYA, JUST BY SEEING THEIR LOOK OR HEARING THEIR VOICE; AND
ALSO THE BUDDHAS, ANCIENT AND MODERN, EXPOUND THE DHARMA WITH THEIR BODY.
A SUTRA SAYS THAT SOMEONE WAS LYING DRUNK, WHEN HIS GREAT FRIEND SEWED A
JEWEL IN HIS ROBE, SECRETLY. WE MUST NEVER FAIL TO GIVE THIS JEWEL TO OUR
INTIMATE FRIEND.
WE ARE NEVER DRUNK WITHOUT BEING GIVEN SUCH A JEWEL. SUCH A BRILLIANT JEWEL
IS IDENTICAL WITH THE WHOLE UNIVERSE.
THEREFORE, A BRILLIANT JEWEL IS A BRILLIANT JEWEL ITSELF WHETHER IT ROLLS OR
NOT. OUR REALIZATION THAT SUCH IS A JEWEL IS ALSO A JEWEL ITSELF; SO AUDIBLE AND
VISIBLE IS IT. THEREFORE, IT IS NO USE WONDERING IF WE are A BRILLIANT JEWEL.
WHETHER WE DOUBT OR DISCERN IT, IT IS ONLY A SMALL, PROVISIONAL VIEWPOINT. TO
SAY MORE PRECISELY: A BRILLIANT JEWEL ONLY PRETENDS A SMALL VIEWPOINT.
WE CANNOT HELP SETTING A GREAT VALUE ON THIS JEWEL -- SO BRILLIANT IS THE
COLOR AND LIGHT OF IT. WHO COULD SNATCH IT? WHO COULD CAST IT AWAY IN A
MARKET, REGARDING IT AS A TILE?
WE MUST NOT WORRY ABOUT WHETHER WE TRANSMIGRATE IN THE SIX REALMS OF
EXISTENCE ON THE LAW OF CAUSALITY. A BRILLIANT JEWEL NEVER SETS ASIDE THE LAW
OF CAUSALITY FROM BEGINNING TO END. THIS IS THE FACE OF A BRILLIANT JEWEL.

Maneesha, there is only one experience, but there can be a thousand and one expressions.

Still no expression expresses it. That is its beauty, that is its immense richness, that is its

infinity, eternity. No word can catch hold of it. But a man who comes home, who finds it, is

also compelled by its finding to share the joy, the song, the haiku -- to say something about



that which cannot be said. It is an absolute compulsion. You have to do something to make

the whole world aware of what you have found. Because what you have found everybody

else can find, just they have forgotten the way. And it is so close that just as you close your

eyes ... one more step inwards and you have arrived.

All these Zen anecdotes and dialogues say the same thing again and again. But they say it

very beautifully. From different standpoints, from different attitudes, they point to the same

moon ... hoping that perhaps, if last night you did not see it, today it may be possible from

some other aspect.

The master is nothing but a great hope for the disciple, simply waiting for you to

understand a simple thing which he cannot deliver to you as matter because it is immaterial.

But its pricelessness is such that he cannot ignore it either, he has to do something in order to

provoke you and challenge you to search inwards. All these anecdotes are nothing but

provocations, challenges. These statements have arisen out of deep love and compassion, not

out of mind.

This has to be remembered about every anecdote, every dialogue, every small Zen haiku:

that the master is trying in some way the impossible. And the impossible does happen once in

a while. So it cannot be denied, and it cannot be said that the whole thing is futile ... no need

to bother about others. Enlightenment brings with itself a tremendous love for all those who

are in darkness. Just because they are standing with closed eyes and they think they are blind,

somebody has to nag them to open their eyes. Perhaps their eyes have been closed for so

many lives. They have forgotten completely that they have eyes, so much dust has gathered.

The whole work of the master is to remove the dust and give you a challenging call so

that your innermost being wakes up. And once it is awakened, you will see that all the efforts

of the master were faulty; just his compassion was immense. His efforts were faulty because

there is no direct way to express the inexpressible. But he still tried, knowing perfectly well

that he is on an impossible journey.

When somebody awakes he can see all the faults of the master, but they don't matter. The

only thing that matters is a deep gratitude to this incredible man who went on saying again

and again, day after day, the same thing; hitting as hard as possible, perfectly aware that it is

very rare that a man recognizes his buddhahood. But because it is only a recognition, the

possibility is that everybody one day will recognize. Why not today? There is no need to

postpone it.

In a way it was easier in the past. Because there were so many buddhas around, it seemed

conceivable that you could also be a buddha. Unfortunately, that is not the case today. For the

contemporary man, the word `buddha' is just a word. It is very rare that you will come across

a buddha in your whole life. And even if you come across him, you will not be able to

recognize him because you have forgotten completely the language. You have learned the

ways of matter so much and so deeply, and they are standing as a block to your spiritual

flight to the moon, to the immense sky that is your right.

Whatever the masters say, always remember: you are not to analyze the words. These are

not treatises for Ph.D.'s and D. Litt.'s. These are not words spoken to spectators. Just a single

spectator in this buddhafield and I can recognize immediately a hole of energy.

The day you had a poets' gathering I felt so much wounded, because I could see that you

rise to your heights every day, but that day you could not rise. Just those few poets were

dragging down the whole energy of the field; they were like a drainage. I was trying hard but

it was impossible.

Those people will never understand that they have missed a tremendous experience



because they remained spectators. They looked here, they looked there, they could not

believe ... They whispered to each other, "What is happening?" They could not take a jump

and participate, and because of those few people the whole energy field was torn, broken.

I told Neelam that this should never happen again. I don't want a single spectator here in

this field. While I am speaking, you have to be a participant, otherwise this is not the place

for you. You can have your poets' gatherings and other social entertainments after I have left.

But don't allow those people. It is not their fault, just they don't know what is happening here.

They are curious, and their curiosity does not allow them to participate. And because they are

not participating, the chain of energy that joins you all together into one whole consciousness

is broken. You could not reach that day the place ... the height that is becoming more and

more.

Those poets tried to act as if they were participating, but it was only `as if'. They did the

gibberish, but I could see that it was just a very shallow thing for them. They were doing it

because everybody else was doing it, and not to do it would look a little awkward. They sat in

silence, but there was no silence. They were preparing for their poetries, thinking about what

they were going to recite.

When I said to relax they looked relaxed like everybody else, but there was a qualitative

difference. When you relax you know the purpose, the meaning, the significance. They were

relaxing just because everybody else was relaxing. But even relaxing, they would open their

eyes and look around: What kind of relaxation ...?

The whole effort is to forget the whole world. That's why I even say, "Leave the body,

leave the mind," so that you can discriminate clearly what is consciousness. And this

consciousness is the buddha. While you are in that consciousness you are at the highest peak

of life. Just the very freedom on those heights makes one dance, sing like the birds, blossom

like flowers. With no effort it happens -- spontaneously. That's why after the meditation I

want you always to sit for a few minutes to gather the experience, the heights, the fragrance

of those depths; so that you can go on slowly remaining a buddha all the year round.

And remember, once a buddha you are always a buddha. Nobody has fallen from that

point. It is just against nature.

DOGEN SAID:
WHEN HSUAN-SHA BECAME ENLIGHTENED HE SAID TO OTHER MONKS, "THE WHOLE
UNIVERSE IS A BRILLIANT JEWEL OF THE BUDDHA-MIND."

What he is saying -- what is being said by every buddha -- is that the moment one

becomes enlightened, he cannot see anything that is not enlightened. He sees trees standing

silently in enlightenment, and the moon, brilliant in enlightenment. Your enlightenment

makes you a universal consciousness -- you are no more separate. It is not that you have

become enlightened; for you the universe has become enlightened. And naturally, with an

enlightened universe you cannot misbehave. You can only be grateful to all that exists.

Even the darkest nights don't create a complaint in you, but just a deep peace and a

waiting, because soon there will be morning. The darker the night, the closer the sun. But

night itself is a joy. The day has its own joys. Every moment has its own flavor. For the

enlightened person, remember, it is not that he is enlightened. On the contrary, for him the

whole existence has become enlightened ... all light and all consciousness, all truth and all

beauty.

Hsuan-Sha's statement after his enlightenment ...
THE WHOLE UNIVERSE IS A BRILLIANT JEWEL OF THE BUDDHA-MIND.



Nothing is other than Buddha.
DOGEN CONTINUED: THIS BRILLIANT JEWEL IS ORIGINALLY NAMELESS, BUT
PROVISIONALLY WE GAVE IT SUCH A NAME.

Anything that we say about the ultimate experience is only provisional, arbitrary. So don't

argue about words and don't depend on words. No word is absolutely accurate. Language

simply falls far below. Those heights and those depths are beyond; words cannot reflect

them. Only the great compassion of the master and his brilliance express something of the

inexpressible. But that is so subtle that unless you are silent, utterly silent, you will not be

able to catch hold of it.
THIS JEWEL IS ETERNALLY UNCHANGEABLE. REALLY, OUR BODY AND MIND, GRASS AND
TREES HERE AND THERE, OR MOUNTAINS AND RIVERS BETWEEN HEAVEN AND EARTH --
ALL THIS IS NOTHING BUT A BRILLIANT JEWEL.

Everything is nothing but an expression of universal spirit. That universal spirit we call

`the buddha'. It is only a provisional name.
IT IS BOUNDLESS FROM BEGINNING TO END. AFTER ALL, THE WHOLE UNIVERSE IS ONE
BRILLIANT JEWEL, NOT TWO OR THREE. THE WHOLE JEWEL IS THE BUDDHA'S EYE, TRUTH
ITSELF, ONE PHRASE OF TRUTH, THE LIGHT OF ENLIGHTENMENT.

The light that radiates from the buddha is only one phase. The experience is

multidimensional; it has beauty in it, it has music in it, it has truth in it -- it has everything

that is valuable, imperishable. Light has been chosen provisionally to express it; it is only one

aspect. When we say "the enlightened one" we are just taking out one part, one aspect of the

whole experience, to represent it.

AT THIS TIME IT NEVER HINDERS THE WHOLE ONE, AND IT IS ROUND AND

ROLLS ABOUT. THE FUNCTION OF THIS BRILLIANT JEWEL IS SO CLEAR THAT

THE SENTIENT BEINGS ARE SAVED BY PRESENT-DAY avalokitesvara OR

MAITREYA, JUST BY SEEING THEIR LOOK OR HEARING THEIR VOICE; AND

ALSO THE BUDDHAS, ANCIENT AND MODERN, EXPOUND THE Dharma WITH

THEIR BODY.

Gautam Buddha himself has said, "This very body the buddha, and this very earth the

lotus paradise." Once you are enlightened your vision is so clear, and in that clarity

everything shows its spirit, its life, its source. And that source is one; it is not two, it is not

three.
A SUTRA SAYS THAT SOMEONE WAS LYING DRUNK, WHEN HIS GREAT FRIEND SEWED A
JEWEL IN HIS ROBE, SECRETLY. WE MUST NEVER FAIL TO GIVE THIS JEWEL TO OUR
INTIMATE FRIEND.

He is just saying that this experience is impossible to give even to an intimate friend. You

can provoke it but you cannot give it; it is not something in your hands. It is lying down in

your intimate friend's very heart. You can make devices ... just as tickling brings laughter,

although there is no reasonable connection, why tickling should bring laughter.

I have known one person who does not need to be tickled. Just from far away you make

the gesture, and that is enough. Here there is also one person, everybody knows her. She is

sitting so buddha-like, but just if I do this right now ...

(THE MASTER JIGGLES HIS FINGERS IN A TICKLING GESTURE TOWARDS

AVIRBHAVA. EACH TIME HE "TICKLES," EVERYONE ROARS WITH LAUGHTER,

AND THE MASTER HIMSELF IS CHUCKLING BEHIND HIS SUNGLASSES. HE

ALTERNATES HIS TICKLING GESTURES WITH A SERIES OF HAND MOVEMENTS



TO CALM US DOWN ... UNTIL THE NEXT OUTBREAK OF LAUGHTER.)

And where is Anando?

(THE MASTER, SPOTTING ANANDO, BEGINS TO JIGGLE HIS HAND IN HER

DIRECTION AND IS LAUGHING HIMSELF. MORE WAVES OF LAUGHTER.)

That is Anando, I could see.

This is the only way buddhahood arises: the master has to tickle. Now do you see the

effect? I have not even tickled Avirbhava, neither have I tickled Anando, and you are all

laughing!

(MORE "TICKLES" AND MORE LAUGHTER ENSUE.)

This tickling is called, in the sutras, THE GREAT TRANSMISSION. I have not even

touched ...

(HE "TICKLES" SEVERAL PEOPLE, LAUGHING, AND EVERYONE IS CARRIED

ALONG WITH HIM AGAIN.)

The master can only create a device. The device has no logical connection. Now do you

see why you are laughing? Of course Avirbhava, at least, is tickled from far away -- remote

control. But why are you laughing? I have a remote control ...

(THE MASTER DEMONSTRATES HIS REMOTE CONTROL ON AVIRBHAVA, AND

WE ALL LAUGH SOME MORE. HE LAUGHS, AND THEN MOTIONS TO HER TO BE

STILL.)

Calm down. Just sit like a buddha ... close your eyes (HE GIGGLES) ... look inside.

(ANOTHER BURST OF LAUGHTER.)

A Zen poet has written:
SEE HIS FACE
BUT ONCE,
REMEMBER HIS NAME
A THOUSAND YEARS.

He is talking about his master. Once you have seen the face of the master, you cannot

forget it for thousands of years, because in that small moment you have seen yourself. A

master is, at the most, a mirror. He can show you your face if you come closer. And all

disciplehood is nothing but coming closer and closer and closer, so that you can see into the

eyes of your master, into his gestures, your own buddhahood.
SEE HIS FACE
BUT ONCE,
REMEMBER HIS NAME
A THOUSAND YEARS.

Another Zen poet:
ONE CALL INVITES
ONE HUNDRED COMRADES;
ONE SMILE BECKONS
TEN THOUSAND ADMIRERS.



You have just seen it. Do you want to see it again?

(THE MASTER BEGINS TO "TICKLE" AGAIN PROVOKING WAVES OF

LAUGHTER, WITH A FEW CHUCKLES FROM HIM.) I have two remote controls -- one

for Avirbhava and the other for Anando. Wherever they are in the universe ... just tickle and

they will laugh. And with them, others will laugh for no reason at all.

I want you to understand: enlightenment is so light, so loving, so peaceful -- just like a

laughter. The theologians have made it so heavy, so burdensome, that people ignore it.

Enlightenment should also be entertainment at the same time.

It reminds me of J. Krishnamurti's last sentence before he died, just a few months ago. He

was a very serious person, and that was his only fault. He was enlightened, but he took

enlightenment as a serious matter. He saw that he was enlightened and nobody else was

enlightened. And he was trying hard to make people enlightened ... obviously.

For seventy years -- he died at the age of ninety -- for seventy years, from the age of

twenty, he had been working on people, and not a single person had become enlightened.

You can understand his sense of deep failure and his sadness ... becoming more and more

serious, almost a sickness.

And the reason is clear from his last statement, "People don't take enlightenment

seriously, they think it is entertainment." And that is where I differ. Enlightenment cannot be

anything else other than entertainment ... universal entertainment, a laughter that knows no

bounds, no limits. You laugh, and the trees laugh, and the cuckoos laugh, and the clouds

laugh, and the stars laugh, and the laughter goes on spreading because everybody is

triggering everybody else. You need not actually trigger, just your laughter will be enough

for somebody else to start laughing.

I love J. Krishnamurti, and I love his hard effort of seventy years continuously, but I am

absolutely against his attitude. He was making it a serious affair. That was the fault of all the

old prophets. That's why you will not find a statue of Mahavira laughing. What a miserable

world, you don't allow even Mahavira to laugh. You will not find a statue of Gautam Buddha

laughing. Even if Gautam Buddha laughed, people would not believe their eyes or ears:

"What is happening? Such a serious man ..."

But you don't understand that when the mind is gone you are just like a small child.

Laughter will arise without any effort on your part. At least I am a break from the whole past,

and in the future I want my people to be laughing buddhas. Serious ones we have seen

enough of, they have not been able to transform humanity. Let us try another direction -- of

nonseriousness.

ONE CALL INVITES ONE HUNDRED COMRADES .... One buddha -- just his

presence -- magnetically pulls a thousand buddhas, ten thousand buddhas. It is a question of

how great your enlightenment is, how great your compassion and love is, and how

nonseriously you have taken it. Nobody likes a serious person.

Have you ever thought about it, that all the saints are serious? It is perfectly good to go

and touch their feet ... and be finished. Nobody wants their company. These people will be

going to heaven -- remember it. Heaven is overcrowded with saints. If you want the right

kind of people go to the other place, where you will find poets, and you will find painters,

and you will find dancers and musicians.

I am going particularly to the other place. So remember, whoever is with me will have a

great journey and a meeting with great people. No saint has been of any value -- no creativity,

no poetry, no painting. All these people who were creators, who have made this world a little

beautiful, a little more livable, are gathered in the other place.



Friedrich Nietzsche said God is dead, but he did not say why he is dead. He has to be

dead, surrounded by all these idiots, eternally stinking ... because most of them don't take a

bath, don't wash their mouths. Laughter is absolutely unknown in paradise, poor God could

not survive.

So I warn you, beware! If by chance you reach to the gates of heaven -- refuse. Don't

enter in. Ask for the way to the other place. I will be waiting there for you. Ask for me and

that will do.

CRY
AFTER CRY
AFTER CRY OF JOY --
NOT MINDING
THE HAIR
TURNING WHITE

This Zen poet is saying that even crying is so beautiful, so lightening, so unburdening.
CRY
AFTER CRY
AFTER CRY OF JOY --
NOT MINDING
THE HAIR
TURNING WHITE

Don't be worried about time ... space ... age. Just learn to laugh and cry totally, because

these are the simplest ways to reach your innermost being.

Maneesha has asked:

OUR BELOVED MASTER,

OUR MOST BRILLIANT AND PRECIOUS JEWEL,

WHENEVER I HAVE ASKED ABOUT YOUR BEAUTY, YOU HAVE INSISTED THAT

IT IS THE EYES OF LOVE THAT PROJECT BEAUTY ON YOU. BUT YOU DO NOT

HAVE OUR EXPERIENCE OF SITTING IN FRONT OF YOU, FOLLOWING -- AS WE

DO -- YOUR EVERY MOVEMENT, TRACING EVERY BELOVED CURVE AND LINE

AND VALLEY IN YOUR FACE.

I KNOW OF NO ONE ELSE -- HOWEVER MUCH I LOVE THEM -- THAT I COULD

GAZE ON FOR YEARS, NEVER FEELING BORED, NEVER FEELING I HAVE

FATHOMED THEIR BEAUTY.

Maneesha, in that case I accept that I am unfortunate. You are blessed to have a master

who is not a burden on you. You are blessed to have a master who is not a masochist, a

sadist.

I was not so blessed. I had never come across a single man whom I could have called my

master. I had to work my way alone, on my own, going this way and that; falling and getting

up again, nobody to guide me, nobody to give me any instruction, nobody even to indicate a

finger to the moon. But it seems, just by chance, I happened to stumble upon the right place.

I am a master who had no master. So I cannot see and cannot say what you see in my

eyes, in my face. But whatever you are seeing is really a pure reflection of your love and your

trust. This body will wither away, but I have another body, of light. Before this body withers

away, you have to become acquainted with my light body, with my inner center. And your

center and my inner center are not two. In that area there is always one -- neither two nor



three.

Now, before we enter into our daily meditation ... just to drop all burdens, all the worries

of the world, and have a few good laughs. I have not found anything better to create a right

space to enter into yourself, because your mind cannot understand laughter. Laughter is very

illogical. A logical person cannot laugh, a logical person is confined to a very small area.

I have not heard that Kant ever laughed. He could not, he was too serious a person. Just

now I was talking to you about J. Krishnamurti .... He used to come to India at least once or

twice a year. He went to only three places: Varanasi, New Delhi and Bombay. I had

instructed all my sannyasins, "Wherever he is, either in India or outside India, just sit in the

front line wherever he is speaking. And don't forget the orange and the mala."

And that was enough. Then he would not speak on any other subject. That was enough to

make him so angry, "I have been telling my whole life ...!" And my people enjoyed it, they

loved it. Even a few people who were not sannyasins used to go in orange, borrowing a mala

from a friend.

Just a single sannyasin was enough. Then he would forget everything that he was going to

say. Then he just had to condemn me, condemn sannyas, condemn everything -- not

understanding a simple thing, that he was being easily distracted. What does it matter?

Somebody is wearing orange and having a mala ... it is none of his business.

But he was a serious man. He would hit his own head. He would become so angry ...

particularly in Bombay, because I was in Bombay. So hundreds of sannyasins would be

sitting in the front, and he would hit his head. I am so lazy that I cannot even hit my own

head, let alone anybody else's. I am keeping for that purpose Zen Master Sekito -- Stonehead.

(THE MASTER ADDRESSES NISKRIYA.) Where is your staff?

(NISKRIYA PICKS UP HIS STAFF AND SHOWS IT TO THE MASTER)

Yes, that's good, because any moment it may be needed. And I have chosen a German

Zen master ... because Japanese Zen masters will hit, but their hit will be just like a peacock

feather. A real hit only a German knows.

And just look at his stonehead. Have you shaved your hairs or not? Shave them

completely. (NISKRIYA RAISES HIS EYEBROWS IN A QUESTION, POINTING TO HIS

NEW BEARD -- THIS TOO?) Yes, let it go.

Proper Sagar has arrived. Many of you may not know him -- he is a very ancient

sannyasin -- but most of the old sannyasins will remember Proper Sagar. He is so proper in

everything.

Proper Sagar goes to visit Doctor Azima. He hangs up his umbrella and his hat. Then he

takes off his jacket, his shirt and tie, and his trousers -- folding them up very neatly and

putting them on the chair. Then he takes off his shoes and puts them under the chair, straight.

Then he takes off his underwear, folds them nicely, and also puts them on the chair.

Standing stiffly in front of Azima, Sagar calmly says, "As you can see, Doctor, my left

testicle hangs lower than my right one."

"Oh," smiles Azima, "but that-a is perfectly normal. You have-a nothing to worry about."

"I am not worrying," replies Proper Sagar. "But don't you think it is a bit untidy?"

Pope the Polack is on a pilgrimage in Calcutta where he makes an official visit to Mother



Teresa's orphanage.

Mother Teresa is showing him around, and the Polack is bending and kissing everything

in sight. Suddenly, as he bends over to kiss Mother Teresa's pride and joy, the new church

organ, the pope recoils in terror. There, stretched out across the top of the organ, is a big

black condom.

Purple with rage, Pope the Polack demands an explanation from Mother Teresa.

"Well," says Mother Teresa, "one of my orphans found it in a package on the street, and

when I read the label it said: `Place on organ and feel secure.'"

Harold, Bill and Gabby, three tired and hungry cowboys, are sitting around a campfire

about to eat dinner. Jose, the cook, a grimy, stubble-faced huge Mexican guy, throws down

the pot and holds up his gun.

"The first one of you jerks who makes a fuss about your supper gets trouble from me!"

says Jose.

There is careful silence as the purple and green slop is served up, and the eating begins.

"God!" shrieks Harold, gagging and turning blue. "This stuff tastes like shit."

Then, immediately eyeing the big Mexican, Harold adds enthusiastically, "But good shit,

real good shit."

Doctor Feelgood is visiting the insane asylum to see the latest condition of some of his

patients. He is led into the first room, opens the door, and meets Charlie Rosenkrantz. At that

moment Mr. Rosenkrantz is swinging an imaginary golf club in the air.

"Well, Charlie," says Feelgood. "When do you think you will be getting out?"

"No problem," replies Charlie, swinging away. "Just as soon as I hit a hole-in-one."

Feelgood shakes his head and goes on to the next room. There he finds Chester Cheese

swinging an imaginary baseball bat.

"Hello, Chester," says Feelgood. "And when do you think you will be getting out?"

"Oh, soon," replies Chester. "Just as soon as I hit this home-run."

Feelgood shakes his head again, and is led to the next room. He walks in and finds

Donald Dickstein rubbing a bag of peanuts up against his open zipper.

"Hello, Donald," says Feelgood. "And when do you think you will be getting out?"

"Out? Are you kidding?" says Donald excitedly. "I'm fucking nuts!"

Now, Nivedano ... give the beat.

(Drumbeat)

(Gibberish)

Nivedano ...

(Drumbeat)

Be silent ... close your eyes ...

feel frozen. Collect your life energy,

your consciousness, within.

This is the place



where you have roots in the universe.

This is the place

which makes one a buddha.

Go deeper, without any fear.

It is unknown, unfamiliar,

but don't be worried --

it is your own self.

Remember these heights ...

remember these depths ...

remember you are part of this universe.

Drop all separation.

Just slip like a dewdrop

from the lotus leaf into the ocean.

To disappear in this ocean

is to become the ocean.

To make it more clear, Nivedano ...

(Drumbeat)

Relax ... let go ...

The body is there, lying ...

it is not you.

The mind is there,

maybe a few clouds still hovering around ...

but it is not you.

You are the watcher on the hills.

This silent night,

and ten thousand buddhas

watching silently.

There cannot be anything greater,

or more significant.

The clouds have also joined,

the bamboos are making commentaries.

I hope there will be a day

when the whole humanity

will understand this buddhahood.

Spread this experience

to all those who are groping in darkness.

But never be a missionary;

just be a message ...

loving, compassionate.

Let your whole body, your actions,

make them aware

that something immensely valuable



that something immensely valuable

has happened within you;

that you are carrying a flame,

that you are carrying a fragrance,

that your eyes have become as blue

and as vast

and as deep

as the sky itself.

This I call "to be a message."

Except becoming a buddha,

there is no way

to convey what you are experiencing.

And remember:

once a buddha,

forever a buddha.

Nivedano ...

(Drumbeat)

Call all the buddhas back.

Slowly and silently ...

sit for a few moments ...

just reflecting ...

collecting ...

remembering what has happened to you ...

where you have been.

Remember the route so you can go,

anytime you want,

into the temple.

You are the temple,

and deep inside you is the buddha.

Okay, Maneesha?

Yes, Beloved Master.

Can we celebrate the ten thousand buddhas?

Yes, Beloved Master.
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