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BELOVED OSHO,
WHEN TENJIKU WAS ASKED ABOUT THE INCIDENT OF TANKA BURNING THE STATUE, HE
REPLIED, "WHEN IT IS COLD WE GATHER AROUND THE HEARTH BY THE FIRE."
"WAS HE WRONG OR NOT?" PERSISTED THE MONK.
"WHEN IT IS HOT WE SIT IN A BAMBOO FOREST IN THE VALLEY," SAID TENJIKU.
THE DAY AFTER THE BURNING OF THE STATUE, TANKA TENNEN WENT TO SEE NAN-YO,
WHO HAD ONCE BEEN A DISCIPLE OF ENO AND WAS THE EMPEROR'S ZEN MASTER. WHEN
TANKA UNROLLED HIS ZAZEN RUG, NAN-YO SAID, "THERE'S NO NEED."
TANKA TOOK A FEW STEPS BACKWARD.
NAN-YO SAID, "THAT'S RIGHT."
AT THIS, TANKA TOOK A FEW STEPS FORWARD.
NAN-YO SAID, "THAT'S NOT RIGHT."
TANKA WALKED AROUND NAN-YO ONE TIME AND LEFT.
NAN-YO COMMENTED, "THE OLD, GOLDEN DAYS ARE FAR AWAY, AND PEOPLE ARE NOW
SO LAZY. THIRTY YEARS FROM NOW, IT WILL BE DIFFICULT TO GET HOLD OF THIS
FELLOW."

Friends,

It is time, ripe time for a Zen manifesto.

The Western intelligentsia have become acquainted with Zen, have also fallen in love

with Zen, but they are still trying to approach Zen from the mind. They have not yet come to



the understanding that Zen has nothing to do with mind.

Its tremendous job is to get you out of the prison of mind. It is not an intellectual

philosophy; it is not a philosophy at all. Nor is it a religion, because it has no fictions and no

lies, no consolations. It is a lion's roar. And the greatest thing that Zen has brought into the

world is freedom from oneself.

All the religions have been talking about dropping your ego -- but it is a very weird

phenomenon: they want you to drop your ego, and the ego is just a shadow of God. God is

the ego of the universe, and the ego is your personality. Just as God is the very center of

existence according to religions, your ego is the center of your mind, of your personality.

They have all been talking about dropping the ego, but it cannot be dropped unless God is

dropped. You cannot drop a shadow or a reflection unless the source of its manifestation is

destroyed.

So religions have been saying continuously, for centuries, that you should get rid of the

ego -- but for wrong reasons. They have been asking you to drop your ego so you can

surrender to God, so you can surrender to the priests, so you can surrender to any kind of

nonsense, any kind of theology, superstition, belief system.

But you cannot drop the ego if it is a reflection of God. God is a lie, out there in the

universe, and ego is a lie within your mind. Your mind is simply reflecting a bigger lie

according to its size.

Religions put humanity in a great dilemma: they went on praising God, and they went on

condemning the ego. So people were in a very split state, in a schizophrenic space. They tried

hard to drop the ego, but the harder they tried, the harder it became to drop it -- because who

was going to drop it? The ego was trying to drop itself. That's an impossibility. So even in the

humblest so-called religious people, the ego becomes very subtle, but it is not dropped. You

can see it in the eyes of your saints.

One of my sannyasins went to see U.G. Krishnamurti, and because he argued with him,

U.G. Krishnamurti immediately became angry. And these people like U.G. Krishnamurti are

telling people to drop anger, to drop greed, to drop the ego. But if you provoke them... Their

whole religion is just skindeep. Inside is hiding a very pious ego, and when ego becomes

pious it becomes poisonous. It is more dangerous because you become absolutely unaware of

it, it goes so deep down in the unconscious.

U.G. Krishnamurti lived with J. Krishnamurti for twelve years, and he never mentions his

name. If somebody brings up J. Krishnamurti's name, he immediately condemns J.

Krishnamurti -- and whatever he is saying is just an imitation of J. Krishnamurti,

paraphrasing. The reason he cannot accept the fact that he has been with J. Krishnamurti for

twelve years is very simple. The moment he accepts it, then you can compare his statements

with J. Krishnamurti's, and you will find they are simply paraphrasing. He is repeating,

imitating, he knows nothing.

These people have been around in the world all the time. They have tried whatever the

religions have been telling them, but their effort cannot remove the shadow. If there is a

shadow of the bamboos, you cannot remove the bamboo shadows unless you remove the

bamboos. You cannot directly remove the shadows; they are a by-product. If the bamboos

remain there, the shadows are going to remain there. They can become very subtle.

I have heard a story about a fox coming out of the cave where she used to live....

Early in the morning, as the sun was rising behind her, her shadow was very long. She

said, "My God! I am this big? I will need almost a camel for my breakfast!" And she started

searching for a camel for her breakfast.



But the fox could not manage to find a camel. It was just the middle of the day and the

sun was over the head of the fox. The fox was feeling very hungry. She had another look at

the shadow, and the shadow had disappeared.

It had not disappeared, it had just gone underneath the fox. As long as the fox was there,

the shadow was going to be there -- but now it was absolutely invisible to the fox. Everybody

else could see it, but the fox could not see it; it had just gone underneath the fox.

That's what happens to so-called religious people. They force their shadows, their egos,

their anger, their greed, their ambitions, into the unconscious. But in the unconscious these

things are still there, and far more dangerous because you are not aware of them. You think

they have disappeared.

Before my sannyasin started arguing with U.G. Krishnamurti, he was just a great saint, so

silent, so peaceful. As the argument began, he was afraid to be caught, he could not answer

the questions, and anger suddenly arose. He may not have been aware of that anger, but my

sannyasin helped him! He wanted to get rid of the sannyasin.

It is U.G. Krishnamurti who is not an authentic or sincere man -- but you can fall into the

trap because he is repeating beautiful phrases. His memory is good, and his intellect is good,

but this is the shadow.

Even the original man, J. Krishnamurti, used to become very angry just seeing my

sannyasins. I had told my sannyasins everywhere that wherever J. Krishnamurti speaks, you

just sit in the front row. At that time sannyasins were wearing red clothes, they had the mala

with my photo in the locket, so they were absolutely recognizable.

The moment J. Krishnamurti would see my sannyasins all around, he would forget on

what subject he was going to speak. He would start condemning me, and condemning

sannyas. This man was talking for his whole life about awareness, and he had forgotten the

subject completely. And it was not only once... because my sannyasins were everywhere.

Wherever he was going to speak -- in London, in San Francisco, in Bombay, in New Delhi, in

Madras -- wherever he was going to speak, my sannyasins were there just in the front rows.

He was so allergic to me that the moment he would see the sannyasins he would lose all

control. At some times he even started beating his head saying, "Why do you come here? I

am against sannyas." And I had told my people, "Laugh joyously! Make him as angry as

possible! That will bring out the original man which is hiding behind." He could not even

understand why this was happening everywhere, that he was being distracted. He would start

condemning me, condemning sannyas, and become almost neurotic.

Seeing my sannyasins laughing was almost like putting more fuel on the fire, and he

would become more and more angry. He could not understand why these people didn't feel

offended, but on the contrary, they were laughing. His whole time would be taken up by the

sannyasins.

It is very easy to talk about beautiful things, to have an intellectual grasp. Krishnamurti

had been forced by the theologians of a particular brand, the Theosophical Society. It was a

worldwide organization in the beginning of this century, and it was preparing J. Krishnamurti

to be a world teacher.

Nobody can prepare anybody to be a world teacher; anything that has been prepared is

going to be false. They almost tortured him in the name of discipline. They got hold of him at

the age of nine, and from that moment he was not allowed to move in the world, he was not

allowed to go into society. He was continuously hammered with scriptures. Early in the

morning at three o'clock, he had to get up, take a cold bath, and be ready for the theosophists,



the leaders of the movement, who would recite Sanskrit scriptures, Tibetan scriptures, Zen

scriptures. And he was almost asleep -- a nine-year-old child... And this went on up to his

twenty-fifth year.

They managed to create a certain personality -- you can only create a personality -- and

they had the hope that they had succeeded in creating a world teacher. Now he was writing

beautiful poems, beautiful articles which were published by a section of the Theosophical

Society which had been created especially for J. Krishnamurti. The organization was called

the Star of the East, and they used to publish magazines, periodicals, literature, all about

Krishnamurti, creating the atmosphere around the world to receive him as a world teacher.

But it was all forced from the outside. J. Krishnamurti had no realization, but he was

intelligent enough to grasp slowly all the scriptures. He was honest also; U.G. Krishnamurti

is not even honest.

Finally, when they thought that he was ready, they called a world conference in Holland

-- which used to be their great world center. Six thousand leaders of the theosophical

movement from all the countries gathered to receive J. Krishnamurti and declare that he was

the world teacher.

He came onto the stage.... And it was in a very historical moment of honesty that he said,

"I am not a world teacher." It was a shock to the whole theosophical movement. It shattered

the whole movement. But he had become completely familiar with all the great literature of

mysticism. He dissolved the organization, the Star of the East, which had been specially

created for him, and he left the Theosophical Society, and lived his whole life in reaction.

He was a giant in intelligence. The reaction was against all those people who had forced

him to do things which were not coming naturally to him. He was not allowed to be natural at

all. He was not allowed to meet any girls, he was not allowed to mix with ordinary people.

He was not allowed to enter into any ordinary school or college, but had only private tutors,

so that he could be proved to the world a superior being, as if he were coming directly as a

messiah from God.

And obviously, if he had been dishonest, he could have told the world, "I am a world

teacher." He was ready for it; intellectually his memory was completely programmed. But

because everything was imposed, it also created deep down in him a rebellion. He knew

nothing of what he was talking about, of what he was writing. He knew nothing.

One of his best books is AT THE FEET OF THE MASTER. That was published when he

was just thirteen or fourteen years old, just to prove that even at the age of fourteen he could

produce such a great book. It was not written by him; it was written by a man called

Leadbeater. Leadbeater was one of his tutors, and a very profound scholar of Eastern

religions.

I have looked into all the Theosophical Society's literature of that time to find out the

style, to whose style that book fits. Leadbeater had already written many books, showing

great intelligence and scholarship. The book that was published in J. Krishnamurti's name

was written by him, and perhaps polished by others. J. Krishnamurti did not even remember

when he had written that book.

When he left the theosophical movement, he was asked, "What about the book, AT THE

FEET OF THE MASTER, which has become a worldwide bestseller?" It is a beautiful book.

But he said, "I don't know. I don't remember having written it."

He was honest, but because all these things were imposed on him, there was a constant

reaction, rebellion, and he lived in that reaction his whole life. The theosophical movement

destroyed the man. He might have become a Gautam Buddha -- he had every possibility --



but because of this reaction, he fought those dead tutors, those dead Theosophical Society

leaders, Annie Besant, Leadbeater, and others, his whole life. He was fighting with those

shadows his whole life -- against masters, against mystics, against scriptures -- but it was not

coming as a revelation, it was coming as a reaction.

His whole life was wasted by the theosophical movement. If they had allowed him to

grow naturally, there would have been a possibility; the man had the potential of being a

Gautam Buddha. But they destroyed him, and he could not get rid of them. Those shadows he

lived with in his early childhood became so ingrained that he was fighting against them. He

lived in a negativity, and one cannot live in a negativity and be nourished and blossom into a

lotus flower.

So even J. Krishnamurti was not enlightened, and U.G. Krishnamurti is a shadow of an

unenlightened intellectual giant. U.G. Krishnamurti is not even an intellectual giant, but he

goes on preaching the same words, the same language, and tries to hide the fact.

Just the other day I saw an article about him in a newspaper. He was asked by the

interviewer, "When and where did you become enlightened?" And his answer was, "I don't

know when and where."

Enlightenment does not happen in time or in space. "When" and "where" are time and

space. It happens when you are nowhere, no one. It happens when there is eternity, no time.

But his answer may impress many people -- people are very gullible.

I am taking his case for a particular reason -- because the whole of the Western

intelligentsia has become immensely interested in Zen, but their interest remains intellectual.

They have written great books, and we will be discussing in this manifesto almost everyone

who has written books on Zen.

My effort is to make you really clear that all these intellectuals may have written very

beautiful books... I appreciate their scholarship, I appreciate their articulateness of

expression, but they are not men of Zen, to say nothing of masters of Zen. Hence this

manifesto is absolutely needed to make the whole world clear that Zen is not a mind affair. It

is a no-mind space.

I told you that all the religions are saying, "Drop the ego." Zen goes beyond the ego and

beyond the self. Except Zen, no religion has come to the point of going beyond the self,

beyond the atman, beyond your spirit, beyond your individuality. It is absolutely a single

man's contribution to human consciousness -- Gautam the Buddha's.

Zen is the ultimate flowering. Slowly, slowly improving the image of Gautam the

Buddha, each master has contributed something, a new dimension to it. Gautam Buddha is

the only person in the whole history of mankind who said, "Just dropping the ego will not

help. It can be easily dropped if you drop God." He dropped God, the ego disappeared. The

moon disappeared. The reflection disappeared. He went away from the mirror, the mirror was

empty. His reflection in the mirror disappeared. He had been fighting with the reflection.

I have heard about an ugly woman....

She was so neurotic about mirrors -- because only mirrors made her aware that she was

ugly. Otherwise, without mirrors, as far as she was concerned, she was beautiful. Wherever

she would see a mirror -- even in somebody else's house -- she would immediately break it.

The reason was that mirrors made her look ugly.

Those poor mirrors had nothing to do with her ugliness. She was ugly, but she was

forcing the responsibility on the mirrors, fighting with the mirrors.

That is the essence of all your religions: fighting with the mirrors, with the shadows,

trying to drop the ego without dropping God. The ego is just a reflection of a lie in the small



pond of your mind.

Gautam Buddha dropped the idea of God, and was amazed that as God disappeared, the

ego disappeared. It was just a reflection of God. Hence my effort to remove God. Without

removing God you cannot remove the ego. It is the shadow, in the small pond of your mind,

of the ultimate lie. Then, as the ego disappeared with God, Buddha came to understand that

even self has to disappear.

There are religions who have God, ego, and the self: Judaism, Christianity,

Mohammedanism, Hinduism. And there are religions which don't have God -- Taoism,

Buddhism, Jainism -- but they have the self. Because they don't have God, the ego disappears

on its own. Now their whole effort is how to make their self pure, pious. Now a different kind

of effort starts.

Buddha is the only man who said, "If there is no God and there is no ego, the self is also

arbitrary, artificial. As you go deeper in your interiority, you suddenly find yourself

disappearing into the oceanic consciousness. There is no self as such. You are no more, only

existence is.

Hence, I call Zen essentially freedom from oneself. You have heard about other

freedoms, but freedom from oneself is the ultimate freedom -- not to be, and allow the

existence to express itself in all its spontaneity and grandeur. But it is existence, not you, not

me. It is life itself dancing, not you, not me.

That is the Zen Manifesto: freedom from oneself.

And only Zen has refined, in these twenty-five centuries, methods, devices to make you

aware that you are not, that you are only arbitrary, just an idea.

As you go beyond the mind, even the idea of "I am" disappears. When the "I" also

disappears and you start feeling a deep involvement in existence, with no boundaries, then

only has Zen blossomed in you. In fact, that is the state, the space of the awakened

consciousness. But it has no "I" at the center, no atman, no self.

To make it clear to you... Socrates says, "Know thyself." Gautam Buddha says, "Know --

just know, and you will not find thyself." Enter deeper into your awareness, and the deeper

you go, your self starts melting. Perhaps that is the reason why none of the religions except

Zen have tried meditation -- because meditation will destroy God, will destroy the ego, will

destroy the self. It will leave you in absolute nothingness. It is just the mind which makes you

afraid about nothingness.

I receive questions almost every day, "Why are we afraid of nothingness?"

You are afraid because you don't know nothingness. And you are afraid only because you

figure out intellectually, "What is the point? If in meditation you have to disappear, then it is

better to remain in the mind." At least you are -- maybe illusory, maybe just an idea, but at

least you are. What is the point of making all this effortless effort just to disappear into

nothingness?

The mind simply makes you beware of going beyond the boundaries of the mind, because

beyond the boundaries of the mind you will be no more. That will be the ultimate death.

A Gautam Buddha dies ultimately, you die only temporarily. Just maybe a few minutes, a

few seconds, and you enter into another womb. Some idiots are always making love around

the world, twenty-four hours, and you don't have to travel far away, just in the neighborhood.

Around the clock millions of couples are making love, so whichever is the closest couple,

here you die and there you are born. The gap is very small.

But an enlightened man, a man who has come to know his nothingness, his no-selfness,

his anatta, simply disappears into the cosmos.



Mind is afraid, and it seems logical, obvious: What is the point? Why should one do such

a thing in which he disappears?

Gautam Buddha was asked again and again, "You are a strange fellow. We came here to

realize our self, and your meditation is to UNrealize our self."

Socrates was just a great genius, but confined to the mind: "Know thyself." There is no

self to be known. That is the Zen Manifesto to the world. There is nothing to know. You have

just to be one with the whole. And there is no need to be afraid....

Just think for a moment: When you were not born, was there any anxiety, any worry, any

angst? You were not there, there was no problem. You are the problem, the beginning of the

problem, and then as you grow, more and more problems.... But before your birth, was there

any problem?

Zen masters continuously ask the newcomers, "Where have you been before your father

was born?" An absurd question, but of immense significance. They are asking you, "If you

were not, there was no problem. So what is the worry?" If your death becomes the ultimate

death and all boundaries disappear, you will not be there, but the existence will be there. The

dance will be there, the dancer will not be there. The song will be there, but the singer will

not be there.

This is only possible to experience by falling deeper, beyond the mind, to the very depth

of your being, to the very source of life from where your life is flowing. Suddenly you realize

the image of yourself was arbitrary. You are imageless, you are infinite. You were living in a

cage. The moment you realize your sources are infinite, suddenly the cage disappears and

you can open your wings into the blue sky and disappear. This disappearance is anatta, this

disappearance is freedom from oneself. But this is possible not through intellect, it is possible

only through meditation. Zen is another name for meditation.

Hundreds of beautiful books have appeared in the West since a very strange man, D.T.

Suzuki, introduced Zen to the West. He did a pioneer job, but he was not a Zen master, or

even a man of Zen. He was a great scholar, and his impact spread through all the countries to

the intelligentsia. He immediately had a great appeal.

As the old religions are crumbling, particularly in the West... Christianity is just a name,

the empire is crumbling. They are trying to hold onto it, but it is not possible. It is falling

apart and a vacuum is growing every day, bigger and bigger, like an abysmal depth which

creates nausea.

Jean-Paul Sartre's book, NAUSEA, is very significant. Once you see the bottomless pit,

this meaningless life -- that you are utterly arbitrary, unnecessary, accidental -- you lose all

dignity. And for what are you waiting? -- there is nothing to wait for, only death. This creates

a great anxiety: "We are worthless... nobody needs us... existence is care-less."

At that very moment D.T. Suzuki appeared on the horizon in the West. He was the first

man to talk about Zen in the Western universities, colleges, and he attracted immensely the

intelligent people, because they had lost faith in God, they had lost faith in the Holy Bible,

they had lost faith in the pope.

Just today, almost a dozen German bishops have come together to make a declaration that

the pope is going beyond his limits, that his continuous preaching against birth control is

bringing humanity to a point where half of the world is going to die from starvation; the pope

should not be listened to anymore.

Now, this is pure rebellion. These one dozen bishops in Germany have formed a

committee, and they are collecting more and more bishops to rebel against the pope, and they

are declaring that he is not infallible. The whole of history shows that the popes and



archbishops are fallible. So this whole idea of the pope being infallible was making him an

absolute dictator. Now it is intolerable.

The beginning of this century was the start of a boiling up of energy against all old

religions, particularly in the rich countries of the West. Poor countries don't have time; they

don't have even food enough, no nourishment. Their whole time is involved in getting food,

clothing, in getting a shelter. They can't discuss the great problems of life, they can't even

conceive of them. The question is food, not God!

That's why it is so easy to convert poor people to Christianity -- just by providing food,

just by providing shelter, service. But they are not converted to Christianity. They are simply

not concerned about God. They are not concerned about any system of belief, their basic

thing is that they are hungry and starving!

When you are hungry and starving you don't think of God, you don't think of hell and

heaven. The first thing you think about is where to get some bread and butter. And if anybody

gives you bread and butter with the condition that you have to be a Catholic, you will agree,

rather than die of starvation.

So poor countries are becoming more and more Catholic, more and more Christian. But

in the West itself, Christianity is losing its hold. Not more than twenty-five percent of people

attend the churches. Seventy-five percent of people are completely disappointed. Those

twenty-five percent are mostly women, and they go for a particular reason: that is the only

place where you can gossip and meet all the other women, and see who has got better clothes,

better fur coats, better jewelry, a better car. The church is the only club where the women are

accepted. All other clubs are boys' clubs, where old boys talk about women but don't allow

women in.

Even at parties, as the dinner is complete, the women retire to a separate room and leave

the boys alone. The boys will be drinking and shouting and fighting, and talking all kinds of

nonsense which they cannot say in front of women because they feel a little embarrassed. So

the women retire. And this is good, because the women have their own gossiping: who is

falling in love with whom. Let the boys do their work, the old girls are doing their work.

The church is the only place in which all the religions have allowed women to gather;

otherwise they are boycotted from every other social congregation. They cannot be members

of many organizations, many clubs; they are all male-oriented. The woman's area, her

territory, is the home. She has to be confined in that territory. So the church has been the only

outlet; they wait for Sunday.

So these twenty-five percent are women. A few men may be there who cannot leave their

wives alone out of fear, and a few men may be there to find a new girlfriend. But this has

nothing to do with religion.

D.T. Suzuki appeared in the West with a new approach to existence. He appealed to

people because he was a man of great scholarship, profound scholarship, and he brought to

the Western mind a totally new concept of religion. But it remained a concept, it remained an

argument in the mind; it never went deeper than that.

A parallel exists in China. Before Bodhidharma appeared in China, China was already

converted to Buddhism. Bodhidharma went there fourteen hundred years ago, but Gautam

Buddha's philosophy and religion had reached China two thousand years ago, six hundred

years before Bodhidharma went there. In those six hundred years scholars had converted the

whole of China to Buddhism.

In those days it was very easy to convert the whole country. You simply converted the

emperor, and then his whole court got converted, then his whole army got converted, then his



whole bureaucracy got converted. And when the emperor and the whole bureaucracy and the

army, and all the so-called wise people of the emperor's court were converted, the masses

simply followed.

The masses have never decided anything for themselves. They simply look at the people

who proclaim themselves great, in power, in intelligence, in riches. If these people are

converted, the masses simply follow.

So in those six hundred years, thousands of Buddhist scholars reached to China, and they

converted China -- the emperors, the governors. But it was not the true message of Gautam

Buddha yet. Although China had become Buddhist, Buddha had not yet appeared.

Bodhidharma was sent by his master, who was a woman. She said, "Scholars have

prepared the way, now you go. You are immensely needed there." Bodhidharma was the first

buddha to enter China, and he brought a totally different vision, not of the mind but of

no-mind.

The West is absolutely ready for a Zen manifesto. Intellectually, D.T. Suzuki, Alan

Watts, and many others -- we will be discussing each one -- have prepared the road. Now

only a Bodhidharma is needed, a Gautam Buddha is needed, or a Mahakashyapa -- someone

whose Zen is not just a philosophy but an actual experience of no-self, an actual experience

of entering into nothingness.

And once you enter into nothingness, you will be surprised that it is nothing to be afraid

of. This is your real home. Now you can celebrate, because there is nothing more than this

mystery. That nothingness opens all the doors. As long as you are confined by the self, the

very idea of separation from existence keeps you miserable.

You have to find ways -- and these ways can be found easily only when you have

somebody who has already traveled the path, who knows that nothingness is not something

empty. By disappearing, you are not really disappearing, you are becoming the whole. From

this side, it looks like you are disappearing; from that side, it looks like you are becoming the

whole. Just ask a dewdrop.

I have told you about Kabir....

When he first entered into this nothingness, he immediately wrote a beautiful poem, in

which comes the sentence, "The dewdrop has fallen into the ocean." His own sentences are

very beautiful:

HERAT HERAT HEY SAKHI, RAHYA KABIR HERAYI -- "O, my friend, my

beloved, I had gone to search, to seek myself, but something strange has happened. Rather

than finding myself, I have disappeared just like a dewdrop disappearing in the ocean."

BUNDA SAMANI SAMUNDA MEN SO KAT HERI JAYI -- "The dewdrop has

disappeared in the ocean. Now how can you find the dewdrop again?"

That was his first experience. Then he became more and more aware of the ocean, and

forgot all about the dewdrop. Before dying he called his son, Kamal. He was certainly rightly

named by Kabir. Kamal means a miracle -- and the son of Kabir was certainly a miracle. He

called Kamal and said to him, "I am going to leave my body soon. Before I leave, you have to

correct one of my poems. Just a little change...

"I have written, BUNDA SAMANI SAMUNDA MEN -- the dewdrop has entered into

the ocean. You have to change it. Just reverse it. SAMUNDA SAMANA BUNDA MEN --

the ocean has disappeared into the dewdrop -- because now I know from the other side.

"My first experience was from this shore; now I am talking from the further shore, the

beyond. Now I know the dewdrop has not fallen into the ocean, it is the ocean that has fallen

into the dewdrop."



Kamal said to him, "I have always suspected that line. I can show you my copy." And he

showed Kabir. He had crossed out that line.

Kabir said, "You are really a kamal. You are a miracle. You came to know it before me."

The line was crossed out.

Kamal said, "I was suspicious from the very beginning, that this is the statement of a

beginner, the first statement when he comes to see the nothingness. But when he becomes

nothingness, this statement will be absolutely wrong. So now that you have come to your

senses, just before dying, I can rejoice that you are no longer just a beginner, you have

become part of the whole." Then he wrote the new line: the ocean has fallen into the

dewdrop.

I said to you that Kabir had named his only son "Kamal," a miracle, because the young

man was certainly not an ordinary man. At one point, even Kabir was angry with him,

because he used to raise questions which even Kabir could not answer. And this was always

happening when thousands of Kabir's followers would be there. His own son would stand up

and make him feel very embarrassed because he was not able to answer the question.

One day he was very angry -- it must have happened before his enlightenment -- and he

said to Kamal, "BUDA VANSH KABIR KA -- my family ends with me, Kamal!"

He means the same by "my family" as what Zen people call their heritage, their family,

their masters. They are not talking about their parents.

Kabir said, "My family ends with me. I cannot trust you."

Kamal said, "If you cannot trust me, you cannot trust yourself. But because you have

disowned me by making this statement, I will not be staying in your cottage. I am going to

make a small hut just next to you, so when gullible people come to you and they are going

back home, I can deprogram them." And he remained just in front of Kabir's house, and

because everybody knew he was Kabir's son, before leaving Kabir they would go to pay

tribute to his son also.

Even the emperor of Varanasi was a devotee of Kabir. Kabir was a poor man, a weaver.

The emperor of Varanasi asked one day, when he had not seen Kamal for a few days -- he

was coming almost every day to listen to Kabir, and he saw that Kamal was missing -- he

asked Kabir, "Where is Kamal?"

Kabir said, "It is a sad story. I was just angry, and I told him that my family ends with me,

and he immediately left, saying, `If your family ends with you, I no longer belong to your

family.' He remains outside, just in front, disturbing my disciples. He is a pain in the neck!

Now he has gone outside, so I cannot even say anything. He just sits there."

The emperor of Kashi said -- Kashi is the older name of Varanasi -- "I would go and see

him, but what is your problem with him?"

Kabir said, "Thousands of problems. People come with money, diamonds, emeralds, and

all kinds of valuable things, and I don't need them, so I refuse them. And he is just sitting by

my side, and he tells those people, `Okay, if he is refusing, bring them to me. Anyway it

doesn't look good that you have come to offer and you are going rejected. Offer them to me.'

"So I reject, and he goes on collecting. And I told him that this is not right, but he said,

`You think about yourself. I know on my own accord what is right and what is wrong. Don't

tell me! I am not your disciple, I am your son.'"

So the emperor said, "Don't be worried, I will go and see and check." So he brought with

him a very big diamond, and he told Kamal, "I have brought this most valuable diamond in

the country as an offering to you."

He said, "You can put it into the bamboos of the roof of my hut. If somebody does not



take it away, it will remain there. Once in a while I can see that I have got the most valuable

stone in my hut. I don't have much decoration here."

The emperor thought, "Kabir seems to be right, he is very clever and cunning. He is not

taking it, but he is telling me, `Just put it there. If somebody does not take it away, I will

enjoy seeing it.' And as I go out he will take it, that is certain." So the emperor stayed away

for one week, did not come.

After one week he came, and he asked Kamal, "Where is that diamond?"

Kamal said, "If somebody has taken it, then it will not be in the roof; otherwise it is

bound to be in the roof. You have put it there yourself, so you can find it easily. I had no

opportunity to look at it. I am looking inwards and your diamond is outside."

The emperor said, "Great!" And he looked and found the diamond exactly where he had

put it in the roof.

He told Kabir, "You are in a misunderstanding. Your son is really a miracle. I was

thinking that he was cheating me, deceiving me, but he has not even looked at the diamond,

to say nothing of touching it. He said to me, `If anybody has taken it, then I don't know,

because I am looking inwards. Anybody can take it. There is no guard on the hut, there is no

door. And sometimes I have to go to the Ganges to take a bath, and anybody can take it. So if

it is still there, you will find it.' And I have found it; it was there. He has not even looked at it.

So your whole idea is wrong. Your idea that he is interested in wealth is absolutely wrong."

Finally, Kabir had to go to the hut and ask Kamal, "Forgive me, come back. I was wrong.

You were just trying to test me, whether I get angry or not -- and I certainly got angry. I

thought it was your greed."

Kamal said, "I am your blood, your bones, your very marrow. How could you ever think

that I should be greedy? You became angry, and you exposed yourself, that all your teaching

not to be angry, not to be greedy, is just superficial.

"It is not your concern. If I am taking things, why are you interested? There must be some

greed in you. Just as anger came up, your greed may come up any moment. If there was no

greed in you, you would have simply witnessed that Kamal is taking things, that's all. It is

Kamal's business to take care of his own being, it is not your business. I'm not your disciple. I

am a master on my own authority."

And Kabir looked into himself and agreed with Kamal: "Perhaps you are right. My being

interested and being angry that you are gathering money shows my greed, not your greed,

shows my anger, not your anger. And you left so joyously, touching my feet, saying, `If you

say your family ends with yourself, then a new family starts with me, just after you.'"

So Kamal was persuaded back into the family. He was the successor of Kabir, a far

greater man, far more aware, alert, far more conscious. But strangely, it is Kabir who is

remembered. He has an organized religion following him -- KABIR PANTH, "Path of

Kabir." Kamal has nothing. He never created any following. Although hundreds of people

listened to him, he remained only a friend. He helped them, shared his light with them, but

never gave any discipline, any commandments, any principles to be followed.

Once you know meditation, you don't have to follow anybody. You have your own eyes

open, and you have your light just ahead of you showing the path, and all that is right and all

that is good happens choicelessly. It is not that you are doing it, you cannot do otherwise.

For six hundred years in China, Buddhism was only an intellectual exercise, good

gymnastics. But as Bodhidharma entered China, he changed the whole idea about Zen.

People were talking about Zen as if it was another philosophy, which it is not; as if it is



another religion, which it is not. It is a rebellion against mind, and all your religions and

philosophies are part of the mind.

This is the only rebellion against mind, against self, the only rebellion of withdrawing all

the limits that imprison you and taking a quantum leap into nothingness. But this nothingness

is very alive. It is life, it is existence. It is not a hypothesis. And when you take the jump, the

first experience is that you are disappearing. The last experience is, you have become the

whole.

A few questions.

The first question:

WHY HAVE SO MANY WESTERN INTELLECTUALS BEEN DRAWN TO AN

EXAMINATION OF ZEN?

They are feeling a great vacuum, and they want to fill the vacuum. You cannot live with a

vacuum. The vacuum is empty, and out of that emptiness, life becomes sad, serious.

All the religions have been filling your vacuum with lies. Now those lies are exposed.

Science has done much in exposing those lies, and great meditators, mystics, have done

tremendous work around the world in exposing all the lies of religions.

The contemporary man stands in a strange position: the old has fallen, it was a deception,

and the new has not yet arrived. So there is a gap, an interval, and the Western intelligentsia

is trying to find something which will not be again a lie, which will not just give you

consolation, but which will transform you, which will be a deep revolution in your very

being.

Zen certainly is the right approach towards existence, the ultimate truth. Without

believing in anything, without being a follower or a believer, you simply enter into your own

interiority, and you are entering into the immense nothingness of the whole. But it is the same

nothingness from where you had come and to where you are going again.

When the source and the goal become one, you will have a great celebration. In that

celebration you will not be, but the whole existence will be participating. The trees will be

showering flowers, and the birds will be singing songs, and the oceans and the rivers will all

be rejoicing.

The whole existence becomes your home the moment your heart melts into the universal

heart. That is where Zen is happening. In that melting into the universe you are back to the

original source, fresh, eternal, timeless, spacious. The only thing needed is freedom from the

self. That is the very essence of Zen.

You have heard about many freedoms: political freedom, psychological freedom,

economic freedom -- there are many kinds of freedom. But the ultimate freedom is Zen,

freedom from yourself. That is not to be accepted as a belief, that has to be experienced. Only

then you know. It is a taste. Anybody can describe that sugar is sweet, but if you have not

tasted sugar, you hear the word `sweet' but you don't understand what it is. The only way is

for somebody to force some sweetness into your mouth.

The master's function in Zen is to force nothingness into your experience, or in other

words, to bring you to your own nothingness. The master devises methods, and when they

become old and routine he drops them, finds new methods, new ways.

But it has been twenty-five centuries since Gautam Buddha gave a lotus flower to

Mahakashyapa, without a single word, and told his congregation, "What I could say I have



told you. What I cannot say -- although I want to, but it is simply not possible -- I am

transferring to Mahakashyapa." That lotus flower was just a symbol: unless you open up like

a lotus flower in the early morning sun when the dewdrops are shining like pearls on the lotus

leaves... It is a silent transmission of the lamp. Nothing is said.

Mahakashyapa came for the first time close to Buddha, took the lotus flower, touched his

feet, went back and sat silently under his tree. Mahakashyapa is the first patriarch of Zen. So

the lineage of Zen, the family of Zen, is a branch, a very silent branch of Buddhism. They

love Gautam Buddha, because Zen really originated in his disappearance. He transferred it to

Mahakashyapa, and then it was the responsibility of Mahakashyapa to go on finding people

to whom he could transfer it.

So since that moment, twenty-five centuries ago, it has been transferred without any

arbitrary means, without any language, from master to disciple; from one who has come

home to one who is just wandering around but cannot find the way.

The master functions as a friend. He holds your hand and takes you on the right path,

helps you to open your eyes, helps you to be capable of transcending the mind. That's when

your third eye opens, when you start looking inwards. Once you are looking inwards, the

master's work is finished. Now it is up to you.

You can travel that small gap between your mind and no-mind in a single moment of

tremendous intensity and urgency. Or you can travel slowly, hesitantly, stopping, being afraid

that you are losing grip of your mind, you are losing grip of your individuality, that all

boundaries are disappearing. What are you doing? You may think for a moment, "This may

bring a breakdown, you may not be able to come back to the mind again. And who knows

what is going to happen ahead? Things are disappearing..."

If you pay too much attention to the things that are disappearing you may stop out of fear.

The master goes on focusing your mind on things that are happening, not on things that are

disappearing. He goes on forcing you to look at the blissfulness, look at the silence that is

descending on you. Look at the peace, look at the joy, look at the ecstasy. He is continuously

emphasizing that which is happening, not that which is going away -- the anxiety, the despair,

the angst, the anguish, he is not allowing you even to take note of them. What is disappearing

is not worth keeping. Just go on looking at what is appearing out of nothingness.

So you gather courage, you become more daring. You know that nothing is going to be

wrong. With every single inch of movement, something greater is happening. And finally, as

you enter the very source of your being, the center of your being, the whole universe falls

upon you, just as Kabir said before he died: "The whole ocean has fallen into the dewdrop."

Once you have experienced this beautitude, this ecstasy, this divine drunkenness, who

cares about individuality? Who cares about the self? What has the self given to you except

anxiety, except hell? And this nothingness is so pure, without boundaries. For the first time

you find the infinity, the eternity, and all the mysteries of existence are suddenly opening

their doors to you. And they go on opening... door after door....

There is no end to this journey, it is an endless pilgrimage. You are always arriving and

arriving and arriving, but you never arrive. But each moment you are going deeper into bliss,

deeper into ecstasy, deeper into truth, and there is no full stop.

The Zen Manifesto is absolutely needed, because all old religions are falling apart, and

before they fall apart and humanity goes completely bananas, Zen has to be spread wide

around the whole earth. Before the old house falls down, you have to create a new house.

And this time don't commit the same mistake. You have been living in a house which was

not there; hence you were suffering rain, winter, sun, because the house was only an



imagination. This time really enter into your original home, not into any man-made temple,

any man-made religion. Enter into your own existence. Why be continuously a carbon copy?

This time is very valuable. You are born in a very fortunate moment, when the old has

lost its validity, its proof, when the old is simply hanging around you because you are not

courageous enough to get out of the prison. Otherwise the doors are open -- in fact, there

have never been any doors, because the house you are living in is completely imaginary.

Your gods are imaginary, your priests are imaginary, your holy scriptures are imaginary.

This time don't commit the same mistake. This time humanity has to take a quantum leap

from the old rotten lies to the fresh, eternally fresh truth.

This is the Manifesto of Zen.

The second question:

D.T. SUZUKI, THE MAN WHO INTRODUCED ZEN TO THE WESTERN

INTELLIGENTSIA, SAID: "ZEN MUST BE SEIZED WITH BARE HANDS, WITH NO

GLOVES ON."

WOULD YOU LIKE TO COMMENT?

His statement is rationally beautiful. You should seize Zen with your bare, naked hands,

with no gloves on. He means by that that you should enter into the world of Zen without any

beliefs, without any security, without any safety, without any gloves. You should enter into

Zen with naked hands, with nudity.

But his statement is still intellectual. He was neither a master of Zen nor even a man of

Zen. If he had been a master of Zen, he could not have said it. A master of Zen cannot say

that Zen must be seized. It is not a question of seizing Zen. This is the old language of the

mind, of "conquering nature." Now it becomes conquering Zen.

Zen is your reality. Whom are you going to seize? Whom are you going to conquer? You

ARE Zen.

And what does he mean by "with bare hands"? Hands will not reach there, bare or with

gloves on. Hands symbolize the movement outwards, they always point towards the outside.

All your senses open to the outside, they are all extrovert. Your ears hear the sound that is

coming from the outside, your eyes see colors, light that is coming from the outside, your

hand goes on grabbing -- that is outside you. None of your senses can reach to the inside. For

the inside there is a different sensitivity, the third eye. There are no hands.

Just between your two eyebrows, exactly in the middle, is the place which can look

inwards. When you are with closed eyes, trying to look inwards, rushing towards your center,

you are hitting on the third eye continuously. Because it has not been opened for centuries, it

has forgotten how to open. Hence, every day meditation... and one day suddenly you will find

the eye has opened, and the whole path is clean and clear. You have simply to walk to the

center.

Now there are no hands, and there is no question of conquering. It is your nature. The

very idea that Zen must be seized creates a duality: you are the person who is going to seize

Zen, and Zen is something other than you. It creates a duality. That's what gives me a

clear-cut idea whether the man is just intellectual or has the experience. I have my clear-cut

criteria how to know that a man is talking only from the mind. Howsoever clever D.T. Suzuki

may be, I say unto you that he is not a master, he is still living in duality.

Mind is dual, it always divides things into polar opposites: the conqueror and the



conquered, the observer and the observed, the object and the subject, the day and the night. It

goes on dividing things which are not divided. Neither is the day divided from the night, nor

is birth divided from death. They are one energy. But mind goes on dividing everything into

polarities, opposites. Nothing is opposite in existence; every contradiction is only apparent.

Deep down all contradictions are meeting together.

So when somebody says, "Seize, conquer," he is still talking in the language of the mind

and is still being violent. His words show it.

Zen has to be neither the object nor the subject. It is a transcendental experience. Duality

of all kinds is transcended: the observer and the observed become one, the knower and the

known become one. So it is not a question of conquering or seizing, it is a question of

relaxing into yourself.

It is not a fight or a war, it is pure resting, sinking into your rest deeply. And as you sink

deeper and deeper you find you are melting. The moment you come to oneness with

existence, you have arrived to your nature. It can be possible only through relaxation, through

rest.

Suzuki's statement is rational, but not existential, and Zen is the only existential approach

in the whole world.

A little biographical note:
ONCE, WHEN HE WAS TRAVELING, TANKA TENNEN STOPPED OVERNIGHT IN A TEMPLE.

You know the meaning of Tennen; it means "absolutely natural."

Zen is your nature; whether you know it or not does not make any difference. If you

know you will not stumble unnecessarily, you will not go on falling into the same ditches

again and again. If you know, you will walk like a man with eyes. If you don't know, you will

walk with eyes, but closed. Your whole life you will suffer unnecessary misery, tension,

anxiety. But there is no difference as far as your inner nature is concerned. You are a buddha

all the time -- sleeping, waking, whether you know it or not. If you know, life becomes a

bliss. If you don't know, life becomes a misery.

So it is simply you. If you are ready to sink deep within yourself, being in deep rest... It is

not a victory, it is just remembering that buddhahood is your nature, it is your dhamma.

TANKA TENNEN STOPPED OVERNIGHT IN A TEMPLE. IT WAS SO COLD THAT

HE MADE A FIRE OF ONE OF THE WOODEN BUDDHA STATUES. WHEN HE WAS

CHASTISED THE FOLLOWING MORNING BY THE TEMPLE MONKS, TANKA

EXPLAINED THAT HE HAD BURNED THE STATUE SO HE COULD TAKE

BUDDHA'S BONES.

"HOW COULD A WOODEN STATUE HAVE BONES?" A MONK ASKED TANKA

TENNEN.

"THEN WHY HAVE YOU CHASTISED ME?" REPLIED TANKA.

Only a man of immense insight, only a man who knows his buddhahood, can burn a

statue of Buddha in the night. The night was so cold, the real buddha was suffering from

cold, and the unreal buddha was enthroned, so he took one of the statues -- it was a wooden

statue -- and he burned it and was quite happy.

In the morning, when the monks of the temple found that he had burned a statue of

Buddha, obviously they were very angry. "What kind of man are you? We thought you were

a Zen master, and you have destroyed one of our most valuable Buddhas. What was the



purpose?"

He said, "The night was very cold." He was simply showing those monks, "You have

forgotten your buddha nature and you are worshipping statues made by man. Buddhas are

worshipping statues of wood or stone or marble -- this is absurd! What kind of spiritual sleep

are you suffering from? Have you completely forgotten who you are?"

So he said, "It was a cold night, and the buddha was feeling the cold very much. A false

buddha was just sitting there. I burned the statue; it was just wood." To make it completely

clear, he said, "I was trying to find Buddha's bones."

In the world of the Buddha, the bones of a buddha are called flowers. When a buddha has

awakened, even his bones are no longer bones, so they are not referred to as bones, they are

referred to as flowers. Slowly, slowly it has become widespread in India that now

everybody's bones, when somebody dies...

In India the body has to be burned on a funeral pyre, and on the third day, when the fire

has completely cooled down and the body is completely burned, the relatives and the friends

go to the burning place to collect the "flowers." That is the expression. They are going to

collect the bones. Those bones have to be dissolved either into a river or into the ocean for

eternal rest -- but they are not referred to as bones.

The first time it was Gautam Buddha's bones which were referred to as flowers. How can

you say Gautam Buddha's bones are just bones? In that body lived the foremost awakened

man; in that body radiated the splendor, the bliss arising from nowhere. It is because of this

that Buddha has said, "This very body the buddha, and this very earth the lotus paradise."

When you know your nothingness, it radiates. Even from your bones, your eyes, your

skin, everything takes a new grace, a new grandeur, a new majesty. Your words become

golden, your silence becomes so precious -- a song without sounds. Even when the buddha

walks, his body is expressing his buddhahood. If the buddha looks into your eyes, his eyes

are expressing the ultimate truth. Whether he says anything or not, he is continuously

diffusing a certain energy all around him. He is a radiator, a radiation of the ultimate bliss.

So naturally, if a man like Gautam Buddha became enlightened when he was forty-two

years old, and lived for forty years afterwards -- for forty years continuously the Buddha was

inside these bones and the flesh and the skin -- how is it possible that all these bones and skin

will not be affected by this tremendous metamorphosis? Hence came the expression,

"flowers."

The man who translated it has forgotten. He simply says that Tanka Tennen said, "I had

to burn the statue so I could take Gautam Buddha's BONES" -- not flowers. But everything

changes with your change of consciousness. Everything becomes tremendously beautiful.

This was just to provoke those monks so they were cornered. Immediately, the high priest

of the temple must have said, "HOW COULD A WOODEN STATUE HAVE BONES?"

How could a wooden statue have flowers?

Tanka had made his point. He is saying that a wooden statue is not a buddha; it has not

even the bones, it has not even the flowers of Buddha. It is simply wood, cut in a certain

shape. You have given the shape to the wood, but you cannot make it a buddha.

Once the monks were cornered, Tanka said, "THEN WHY HAVE YOU CHASTISED

ME?" Then why are you angry at me?

There are many versions of this story. The version that I love -- and I don't know whether

it is in the scriptures or not -- I don't know from where I got it, but I am absolutely certain

that is the right version.

It was not in the morning that Tanka Tennen was found, it was in the middle of the night



when the priests saw a fire burning in the temple, because they were sleeping in the temple.

The high priest came running: "Are you mad or something? What are you doing? You have

burned one of my most valuable Buddhas!"

Then Tanka took his staff -- and the Buddha was almost burned -- and he started looking

for flowers with his staff in the ashes of the Buddha. The high priest said, "What are you

doing?"

He said, "I am looking for Buddha's flowers. I have heard that Buddha has bones, and

those bones turn into flowers. I am looking for those flowers."

The high priest laughed. He said, "You are certainly insane. It was just a wooden statue, it

was not a buddha!"

And Tanka Tennen said, "Aha! So it was not the Buddha! And the night is still long and

very cold, and you have so many wooden statues; just bring one or two more."

The high priest said, "You are a very dangerous fellow! I cannot allow you to stay in the

temple." And he forced Tanka Tennen outside the temple in the middle of the night.

It was cold winter, icy cold, and Tanka Tennen said, "What are you doing? You are my

high priest, and you are throwing me out. Just to keep your wooden statues safe, you are

throwing the buddha out!"

But the high priest did not listen, he just pushed him out and closed the doors.

And in the morning when he opened the doors, Tanka Tennen was sitting by the side of

the road by a milestone. He had collected a few wildflowers, and he had put those

wildflowers on the milestone, and he was sitting there reciting a beautiful mantra that the

disciples of Buddha used to recite before him: Buddham sharanam gachchhami -- I go to the

feet of the buddha; Sangham sharanam gachchhami -- I go to the feet of those who are the

commune of the awakened one; Dhammam sharanam gachchhami -- I go to the feet of the

ultimate truth.

The priest said, "Listen, you burned my Buddha -- that was an insane act. Now you are

doing even more mad behavior. This is a milestone, not a Buddha, and you have put flowers

on it, and you are going to the feet of this milestone!"

Tanka Tennen said, "It is the same, just an excuse. You have wooden statues as an

excuse, I have this stone. Hidden in it there is a stone Buddha. If some sculptor takes out all

the unnecessary pieces, a Buddha will appear. Any excuse will do. I burned one of your

excuses and you were so angry. This is just the same as your wooden statue; and neither does

this stone have Buddha's bones.

"I was simply wanting, in the early morning sun, with this beautiful breeze, and flowers

fragrant all around, and the birds chirping and making their joyful sounds... I have to show

my gratitude to the man who is the source of my family. Without him, perhaps, there would

not have been so many enlightened people.

"Gautam Buddha started a new chapter in the consciousness of humanity. Obviously, I go

to his feet, and I go to the truth that he revealed, and I go to the feet of those who became

enlightened because of his sharing the enlightenment. I would not have been the light that I

am right now if Buddha had not transferred to Mahakashyapa that which cannot be said in a

lotus flower. I am showing my gratitude to the greatest man in the history of mankind who

has risen above mind."

This, I know, is the right story. If you don't find it in the scriptures, correct them.

Wherever you find those scriptures, correct them, because they do not show exactly Tanka

Tennen's approach; they are very poor. I love riches -- and the real richness comes from your

awareness, your consciousness.



In this way, Tanka Tennen was trying to make all those priests and monks aware: "What

are you doing? You have forgotten the real thing, and you are worshipping statues. Any stone

will do, because in every stone the Buddha is hidden."

I remember one story about Michelangelo....

He was passing by the market where marble was sold, and he saw a big piece of marble in

front of a shop. He asked the owner, "How much will it cost?"

The owner said, "Nothing, because it has been there for ten years and nobody has even

asked about it. I don't have space in my shop, so I have thrown it out on the other side of the

road. You can take it, it will give me space to put a few other rocks. This rock seems to be

absolutely absurd, of no use."

So Michelangelo took that rock, and after a year he invited the owner of the shop, "Now

you can come and see. Your rock has blossomed." And it was Michelangelo's greatest work

of art -- which has been destroyed just a few years ago by a madman. It was a statue of Jesus

Christ. His mother, Mary, has taken the body of Jesus Christ from the cross. Jesus is lying

almost naked in her lap, and she is looking at his face. It was one of the most beautiful statues

in the world.

The shop owner could not believe his eyes. He said, "How did you manage it?"

He said, "It was not me. When I passed by the side of the rock, Jesus called to me, `I am

lying down in this rock. Just remove the unnecessary parts and I will be revealed.'

"And as I looked at the rock, I could see Jesus in the lap of his mother by the side of the

cross. It looked strange, because this statue was hidden inside it -- the cross, Jesus lying in the

lap of his mother, and Mariam. So it looked a very strange type of rock. But I have just done

a little work of chipping away unnecessary parts, and you can see the miracle that has

happened."

That statue was in the Vatican, and just a few years ago -- perhaps ten years ago -- a

madman with a hammer just went in and broke the heads of Jesus and Mariam, and destroyed

that beautiful statue, the like of which may not be made again, because Michelangelos don't

happen that often.

That man was caught, but it was too late. And in the court he said, "I am not a

Michelangelo so I cannot create, but I can destroy. And I wanted my name to become history,

I wanted to see my picture in all the newspapers on the front page. I have succeeded in it, and

I am ready for any punishment."

The judge was at a loss what to say to this man. He had destroyed one of the most

precious things, one of the most beautiful works of art, just to have his photograph in the

newspapers on the front page, and his name in history: "Michelangelo created it, and this man

destroyed it." He was ready... he said, "I am ready even to go to the gallows. It doesn't

matter."

If you have eyes like Michelangelo, then every stone becomes something that ordinary

people cannot see. Only a Michelangelo can penetrate just like an X-ray deep into the stone,

and it can become a Jesus, it can become a Buddha.

Tanka Tennen was saying, "What is the need of all those statues when the real buddha

was feeling the immense cold of the night? You pushed me out. And this has been the story

of all the religions. They push the buddha out and they worship Buddha's statues."

The sutra:
BELOVED OSHO,
WHEN TENJIKU WAS ASKED ABOUT THE INCIDENT OF TANKA BURNING THE STATUE, HE



REPLIED, "WHEN IT IS COLD WE GATHER AROUND THE HEARTH BY THE FIRE."

Tenjiku is another master. When he was asked about the burning of the statue of Buddha

by Tanka Tennen, he replied, "There is nothing wrong." He didn't say it directly, he simply

said,
"WHEN IT IS COLD WE GATHER AROUND THE HEARTH BY THE FIRE."
"WAS HE WRONG OR NOT?" PERSISTED THE MONK.
"WHEN IT IS HOT WE SIT IN A BAMBOO FOREST IN THE VALLEY," SAID TENJIKU.

He is not saying it is right or wrong -- that is the way of Zen, not to decide right or wrong

-- he is simply saying, "Every Zen master behaves spontaneously. When it is hot he goes into

the shade of a bamboo forest; when it is cold he burns wood." He is not mentioning at all

whether Tanka Tennen has done anything wrong. He is simply saying, "Everybody who is

aware functions spontaneously. Finding no other wood, Tanka Tennen found the wooden

statue of Buddha. There is nothing wrong in it. When it is cold one needs fire, and when it is

hot one needs shade."

Zen is absolutely natural. You should function according to your nature, and out of your

spontaneity should come your response.

THE DAY AFTER THE BURNING OF THE STATUE, TANKA TENNEN WENT TO SEE NAN-YO,
WHO HAD ONCE BEEN A DISCIPLE OF ENO AND WAS THE EMPEROR'S ZEN MASTER. WHEN
TANKA UNROLLED HIS ZAZEN RUG, NAN-YO SAID, "THERE'S NO NEED."

That reminds me.... Perhaps little Siddhartha is still here, or maybe he has gone. When he

first came, many many years ago, he was a small child, very small, maybe three years old or

four years old. I can see exactly the moment he came to me.

He had brought a small rug, and he came as if he was a grown-up. Perhaps Maneesha will

remember, she was present. He unrolled the rug like the Zen disciples do, and he touched my

feet. All those who were present started laughing. This little boy was doing a real thing,

which is not expected from such a little boy. He touched my feet with great gratefulness, with

grace, and then sat down on his rug.

That's why I gave him the name Siddhartha. Siddhartha was Gautam Buddha's name

given by his father. It is as beautiful as Buddha. It means one who has arrived: Siddhartha,

one who has found the meaning, one who has found the significance of existence.

Just now he has been here for almost one month. I don't know whether he is still here or

not. Now he has come with a girlfriend, has become very grown-up. It was reported to me by

Anando that when he entered the gate after so many years, he had tears in his eyes. He must

have remembered the first day he had come to me, almost twenty years ago.

He was such a lovely child.... His mother reported to me, "It is very difficult to find where

he is, because he goes with everybody. He has such a great friendship with all the

sannyasins" -- and he was a little child.

He used to ask anybody, "Just give me ten rupees. I am going to see the movie." And it

was not only one-sided; if somebody was in need of money, he would bring the money from

others and give it to the person, saying, "Keep it, but remember, whenever I need it... Pay

whenever you can."

So people used to ask Siddhartha, "Can you manage twenty rupees?" He would

immediately go. He had the whole commune as his friends, and nobody could refuse him, he



was so lovely, so innocent. With those tears he must have remembered the first day he had

come.

Still he is innocent, and he is growing well on his own. His father has died. He is in a very

good art school, learning acting. I was happy when he informed me that he is learning acting.

Actors can be meditators very easily, because they are always acting somebody else's role, so

they can witness also that it is not their identity. They may become Jesus Christ in a film, but

they know they are not Jesus Christ. So to recognize that their performance is not their being,

is very easy.

To me, acting is one of the best professions for meditators, because it will teach you that

your identity can change every day. An actor is moving from one film to another. In one film

he is one thing, in another film he is something else, in a third film he is somebody else. So

slowly, slowly he can become aware -- if he knows the art of becoming aware -- that all these

identities come and go. And finally, he can recognize that his own personality is nothing but

an act taught by his parents, and the priests, and the politicians, and the professors.

All these people are creating a certain personality around you which is not your real

being; it is just for convenience's sake. They are creating a social being out of a spiritual

being. A social being is an ordinary thing. Your spiritual being is vast and immense.

THE DAY AFTER THE BURNING OF THE STATUE, TANKA TENNEN WENT TO SEE NAN-YO,
WHO HAD ONCE BEEN A DISCIPLE OF ENO AND WAS THE EMPEROR'S ZEN MASTER.

Certainly he was a very important man, the emperor's Zen master.

WHEN TANKA UNROLLED HIS ZAZEN RUG, NAN-YO SAID, "THERE'S NO

NEED, because that rug is spread only by disciples, and you are already a master. You don't

have to do it."

Tanka Tennen was doing it just out of respect, because this man Nan-yo was very old, the

emperor's master, and Tanka Tennen was a young man, although he had become enlightened.

This is the Eastern way of always being respectful to the elders... because it used to be a part

of natural growth. If a man lives naturally, then just as he becomes sexually mature at the age

of fourteen, he will become capable of going out of sexual, biological bondage by the age

forty-two -- if he lives very naturally. And by the time he gets out of the control of biology, it

is very easy for him to get out of the mind.

The ancient calculation is that by the age of forty-nine, a man can meditate easily, without

any effort. The only condition is that he has lived without repressive religions, gods and

priests. If he has lived just like a simple, natural human being, without any inhibition, without

any guilt, then at the age of forty-two he gets out of the biological control.

Your sex is your bondage; it is a biological bondage. Don't fight against it. If you fight

against it, you will not be out even at the age of eighty, or ninety. You will not be out of it at

any point. Even when you are dying, your last thought will be about sex.

It has been calculated that every man thinks at least once about sex in three minutes, and

every woman thinks about sex once every seven minutes. That is a disparity. That is why

men look more sex-oriented than women. The difference is not much -- three minutes or

seven minutes is not much of a thing. The man has to wait only for four minutes. In that four

minutes the woman can have the headache and take two aspirins, and she will be ready!

Your religions are responsible for keeping you in the bondage of sex by teaching you

celibacy. Celibacy is a perversion of your nature. I want you to be absolutely natural: when it

is time for sex, it is time for sex. Then you will be out of it by the age of forty-two, just



simply out, with no question of making any effort to be celibate. Whenever you make any

effort it is against nature. Nature does not allow any effort; it wants you to be utterly relaxed

with it, and then it goes on doing things to you. By the time you are forty-nine you are really

mature, and you have passed seven years without the bondage of sex.

One of the best novelists of this century, Kazantzakis, who wrote ZORBA THE GREEK,

also wrote a book about Jesus, THE LAST TEMPTATION. Jesus was only thirty-three... and

I agree with Kazantzakis that on the cross came the last temptation.

On that hot summer day, he was hanging on the cross. Do you think he was thinking

about God? He started having a dream about Mary Magdalena, a fantasy that, "Perhaps if I

had lived differently, and I had loved Mary Magdalena, and I had not got into this trip, I

would not be hanging on this cross..."

In THE LAST TEMPTATION, Kazantzakis depicts this whole dream. Because of this

dream he was expelled from the Greek Orthodox church. His book was banned all around the

world, because everywhere Christians were protesting against it: "This is too much!" When

the film was made into a movie, everywhere there were great demonstrations against the

movie. And Kazantzakis, one of the best novelists of this century, lived in utter misery and

trouble, because the church had condemned him, expelled him.

He is dead, but just now my sannyasin, Amrito, who knows his wife in Greece, has been

to see her. She asked her, "Would you like to become part of this sannyas movement?"

She said, "I would love to, but I am afraid. I have suffered so much because of my

husband's suffering, the utter condemnation everywhere -- and he had not done anything

wrong."

I absolutely support him; his insight is clear. It's absolutely natural that a man of

thirty-three hanged on the cross is bound to think, "My God! What have I done? If I had lived

a different life with a beautiful woman who always wanted to live with me... I was trying to

tell her, `Get away! You are a temptation, get away!'" At the last moment the temptation must

have come to him.

I can say with absolute authority that Kazantzakis is right. It is absolutely natural to

remember Mary Magdalena, one of the most beautiful women, whom he had been denying.

That was unnatural. And when God failed to do any miracle, he certainly would have

thought, "It would have been right for me to have a wife, children, and live naturally. I

unnecessarily went onto this number of being the only begotten son of God, and there seems

to be no God at all!" Six hours on the cross are enough to bring anybody to his senses.

Now there is a movement amongst the intelligentsia of Europe that Kazantzakis should be

accepted by the church again, posthumously. But the church is absolutely adamant: that man

cannot be accepted back as a Christian, he has done immense harm to the image of Jesus

Christ.

To me, he has done immense good to the image of Jesus Christ. He is saying that Jesus

Christ was not a pervert, he was a natural human being. He has given more respect to Jesus

Christ than anyone else, because of this dream.

His wife said, "I am simply afraid. Your master is continuously in trouble, is going to be

in trouble, and I have suffered too much and I am old, too old. I would have loved to, but my

whole life I suffered because my husband wrote ZORBA THE GREEK and the church was

angry. Then he wrote THE LAST TEMPTATION, and the whole world was protesting,

burning his books -- and now they are banning the film."

Religions have done such harm that it is almost unbelievable -- and they are still doing it.



In the East, particularly when religions were not organized, when religion was a freedom,

an individual affair, people were very natural, and they came to celibacy naturally. When

celibacy comes naturally it has a totally different flavor. There is no suppression, there are no

sexual dreams, there is no question. And by the time you come to the age of fifty...

In India, the age of fifty is called "getting ready for the forest" -- vanprastha. By the time

you are fifty your children will be coming back from their schools, colleges, universities;

now they will take care of your business. You can look now towards the forest.

Perhaps you will have to wait for a few days to teach your children the practical aspects

of life. They have been in the universities, and they don't know anything about practical life.

They have been meditating, they have been learning, they have been with great seers, and

they are coming utterly innocent about the practical aspects of the world. So perhaps for

twenty-five years... That was the Indian calculation: twenty-five years for education,

twenty-five years for living as a householder, twenty-five years preparing to go to the

Himalayas or to go to the forests, twenty-five years -- the last twenty-five years -- absolutely

devoted to meditation. If life is one hundred years, then it was divided absolutely naturally

into four parts.

By the time one is seventy-five he should retire into the forest. Now it is time to prepare

for death, for another journey, for another experience. Life has passed away. Because of this,

more respect was shown to the older man -- and he was worthy of it. If he had lived naturally,

he was worthy of it.

So WHEN TANKA TENNEN UNROLLED HIS ZAZEN RUG, NAN-YO SAID,

"THERE'S NO NEED." He was an old man. He could recognize Tanka Tennen immediately.

Only the enlightened person can recognize another enlightened being. There is no other

way. The unenlightened cannot recognize the enlightened. The enlightened can recognize

both the unenlightened and the enlightened. The higher can recognize the lower, but the

lower cannot recognize the higher, because the higher has both the experience of the lower

and of the higher. The lower has only the experience of the lower; he does not know anything

beyond it.

But the difficulty is that the lower, the masses who have never known anything of the

higher -- they decide things. They decide who is enlightened, who is not enlightened. It is so

hilarious....

One newspaper from Indore has written an editorial, and asked its readers to vote whether

I am enlightened or not. So I have informed Chaitanya Keerti to write to them, "How many

of your readers are enlightened? And first you should think about yourself: Are you

enlightened? Can you recognize an enlightened person without being enlightened?" But this

kind of stupidity goes on and on.

The people who had the experience were naturally respected by the younger generation,

because they knew all the parts of life; they had been through all the stages, and they had

passed beyond. Now they have become again innocent like a child; they are getting ready to

enter again into existence.

But Nan-yo immediately said, "THERE IS NO NEED. You are as enlightened as I am.

You are as much a master as I am. Here, age does not matter. Here, time is of no account."

TANKA TOOK A FEW STEPS BACKWARD.

These are the ways of Zen. Unless you understand their symbology, their whole

metaphoric language, you will miss the point.



TANKA TOOK A FEW STEPS BACKWARD. What does it show? He is saying, "I have

gone deep into myself. You are right." Taking a few steps backward means going inwards.

NAN-YO SAID, "THAT'S RIGHT. You have gone really deep."

AT THIS, TANKA TOOK A FEW STEPS FORWARD -- just to check on the master,

what he says.

NAN-YO SAID, "THAT'S NOT RIGHT." Taking a few steps forward is going outward;

taking a few steps backward is going inward. Backward and inward are equivalent, forward

and outward are equivalent.

NAN-YO SAID, "THAT'S NOT RIGHT."
At this, TANKA WALKED AROUND NAN-YO ONE TIME AND LEFT.

He has paid the tribute: "I had come to see whether you are really as great as everyone

says, and I have found you are simply the right man to be the master of the emperor himself."

On each point, Nan-yo proved right. When he was trying to unroll his rug, he stopped

him, "There is no need." Then he took a few steps backward, and Nan-yo immediately said,

"That is right."

AT THIS, TANKA TOOK A FEW STEPS FORWARD.
NAN-YO SAID, "THAT'S NOT RIGHT."

TANKA WALKED AROUND NAN-YO.... Walking around Nan-yo is a symbol of great

respect -- making the circle complete: going from the source, and coming back again to the

source as a goal. By making this circle complete, he expressed, "You are entirely enlightened,

completely enlightened. I have nothing to ask, nothing to say." He simply left, with no word,

no question. Those symbols were enough.

NAN-YO COMMENTED, when Tanka left, "THE OLD, GOLDEN DAYS ARE FAR

AWAY."

It used to be very common -- enlightenment. It used to be very common to find such a

man as Tanka Tennen, but those golden days are far away, and people are now so lazy that

they will not even take a few steps backward, inward.
"THIRTY YEARS FROM NOW" -- he made a prophecy -- "IT WILL BE DIFFICULT TO GET HOLD OF
THIS FELLOW."

He was so young, and he had already expressed his immense clarity and his

enlightenment. After thirty years, when he becomes a ripened being and his circle is complete

-- it has already begun to move towards completion -- he said, "Thirty years from now, this

man will be one of the greatest masters ever known. It will be very difficult to get hold of this

fellow."

It is in deep respect and love that old Nan-yo recognized, not only his enlightenment, but

also recognized that it is not far away... only thirty years and he will be a perfect buddha.

Then it will be very difficult to get hold of this fellow.

Hyakusai wrote:
FIRST FROST.
MY WAY LIES NORTHEAST
FACING THE STARS.



That is the way for everyone who is going deeper into meditation. It seems you are going

deeper into meditation, but simultaneously something in you is going higher towards the

stars. It is happening simultaneously. The roots go deeper and the tree goes higher.

In your meditation you are creating roots deep into your sources. When the nourishment

is available your consciousness will start moving towards the stars -- a pillar of light going

towards the beyond. "First frost. My way lies northeast facing the stars."

A man of meditation, wherever he goes, is always moving towards the stars, because he is

always moving towards the very source of nourishment. Once he gets his roots fixed into the

earth, then there is no problem. Wherever he is, he is moving higher and higher like a Cedar

of Lebanon. Those ancient trees -- hundreds, thousands of years old, are standing, still

growing towards the stars. The beauty of those trees is simply a reminder that the same is the

way for human consciousness: deeper into the earth, higher into the sky.

Maneesha's question:

BELOVED OSHO,

D.T. SUZUKI DESCRIBES TWO DIFFERENT KINDS OF "SEEING" AS DENOTED BY

TWO DIFFERENT CHINESE CHARACTERS.

I have just told you, D.T. Suzuki is still in the mind; hence the division. Even seeing

becomes of two kinds.

D.T. SUZUKI DESCRIBES TWO DIFFERENT KINDS OF "SEEING" AS DENOTED BY TWO
DIFFERENT CHINESE CHARACTERS.
"K'AN" CONSISTS OF A HAND AND AN EYE AND MEANS "TO WATCH AN OBJECT AS
INDEPENDENT OF THE SPECTATOR" -- objective knowledge.

You are watching a tree. The tree is different from you, this is one kind of seeing.

"THE SEEN AND THE SEEING ARE TWO SEPARATE ENTITIES."
ON THE OTHER HAND, THE CHARACTER "CHIEN" IS COMPOSED OF AN EYE ALONE ON TWO
OUTSTRETCHED LEGS, AND SIGNIFIES THE PURE ACT OF SEEING.
SUZUKI CONSIDERS THE DIFFERENCE BETWEEN THESE TWO KINDS OF SEEING AS
"REVOLUTIONARY IN THE HISTORY OF ZEN THOUGHT."

In the first place, Zen is not a thought. In the second place, the act of pure seeing cannot

be called at all an "act of pure seeing." What are you seeing? For seeing to be seeing, you

need an object.

The meditator goes beyond the object and beyond the subject, beyond the first Chinese

character, "k'an," which signifies duality -- the seer and the seen, the knower and the known

-- and the second character, "chien," which signifies the pure act of seeing. But the very word

`seeing' means something is there, otherwise how can you see? What can you see? If there is

nothing, seeing disappears, being appears.

Hence I will not agree with D.T. Suzuki at all. These two kinds of seeing are just mind,

logic, rationality, but not meditation, not Zen. Zen is going beyond the seeing and beyond the

seen. It is going into being -- just being, utterly silent, at ease with existence.

There is no duality, and there is no oneness either -- you have to understand it -- because

if there is no duality, you cannot call it oneness. "One" suggests immediately the two; hence



Gautam Buddha does not use the word `oneness'. He uses the word advaita, not twoness. It

makes a great difference.

When you say one, immediately you are reminded of two. How can one exist without two

and three and four and five and six and seven...? One is a digit; it is just below two. If one

exists, then thousands of numbers will follow, or millions, or trillions. There is no end to it. If

you have started on one, you are on a long journey without end.

To avoid this, a roundabout way has been found: not to say "oneness with existence" but

to say "not twoness." It exactly means oneness, but to say that in language creates the

difficulty. Without two, how can there be one? So don't say "one," just say, "not two." The

one is understood, it has not to be said. It is the inexpressible. But by saying "not two," you

have indicated towards it. A simple gesture -- without making any noise about it, you have

hinted at it. It is a pure hint.

Suzuki misses the point. The revolutionary step is not Zen thought, but Zen experience.

That experience is of "not twoness." There is no seer and no seen, but just being.

It is time for Sardar Gurudayal Singh.

Put the lights on! I love to see my people laughing. I am absolutely against seriousness,

but unfortunately I have to discuss serious things. But it is good to make you first serious,

then laughter comes more easily. Then it gives a great relaxation.

Little Albert comes running into the village store and races up to the counter. "Hey,

mister," he cries to old Jock, the owner. "My dad was fixing the roof when the ladder slipped

from under him! Now he is hanging by his fingers from an upstairs window ledge!"

"Well, son," says old Jock, "you have come to the wrong place! You want the police

station across the road -- and hurry!"

"No," says Albert, "you don't understand. I want some more film for my camera!"

One Sunday morning at the Loony Tunes Funny Farm, old Father Fungus is the guest

preacher in the lunatic asylum's small chapel. He is ranting and raving in the pulpit,

screaming all about damnation and hellfire, God's sweet love and the nocturnal emissions of

the Holy Ghost, when suddenly, Mad Melvin jumps up out of his seat, raises both arms high

in the air and shouts, "Bullshit! Do we have to listen to this idiot?" Then Mad Melvin smiles

and sits back down.

There is pindrop silence. Father Fungus is extremely embarrassed, and turns to the

hospital director Doctor Dumshit.

"Oh dear!" stammers the priest. "Shall I stop speaking?"

"No need for that, Father," sighs Dumshit, yawning. "It won't happen again. Mad Melvin

only makes a true statement once every seven years."

Two famous music lovers, Cardinal Catsass and Pope the Polack, are sipping wine and

having an intimate chat in the pope's private Vatican chambers. "Did you know," says

Catsass, confiding in the old papal fruitcake, "that I have a very special musical friend?"

"Really?" says the pope.

"Yes," continues Catsass. "I treat her just like a guitar -- I finger the top and play the

bottom and get beautiful music!"

"Well," says Pope the Polack, "I must confess that I have a very special musical friend,

too."



"Really?" exclaims Catsass.

"Yes," continues the Polack pope. "I treat mine more like a pop record. I place her on the

deck and we make beautiful music. And then three minutes later, I turn her over!"

Nivedano...

(Drumbeat)

(Gibberish)

Nivedano...

(Drumbeat)

Be silent...

Close your eyes... and feel your body to be completely frozen.

This is the right moment to look inwards.

Gather your energies and your total consciousness, and rush towards your very center of

being. It is just below the navel, exactly two inches below, inside you.

But only those will succeed who rush with an urgency and intensity, as if this is the last

moment of life. You have to make it now or never.

Faster and faster... Deeper and deeper...

You are coming closer to the center of your being.

A great silence is descending over you like soft rain. You can feel the coolness. With you,

the whole night has become silent.

A little closer to your center, and a great peace surrounds you, engulfs you. You are

drowned in it. It is the peace that mystics have called "the peace that passeth understanding."

A little closer... and blossoms, flowers start showering over you, of bliss, of ecstasy. You

are starting to feel like a drunk -- but this is not an ordinary drunkenness, it is divine

drunkenness. And only in this divine drunkenness can you take the last step. Enter into your

center.

This is the opening into the beyond, this is the place where you are joined with the

cosmos. You will meet here your original face. The face of Gautam the Buddha has been

accepted in the East as a symbol of everybody's original face.

Meeting the buddha is a very strange experience, because you start disappearing, fading

away. And as you fade away, the buddha becomes more and more solid and strong. It is your

very essential being.

The only quality the buddha has is witnessing. You have to get more and more attuned

with this quality, because only this quality can bring your buddha from the center to the

circumference. He can become your whole life. He is the ultimate dance.

Gautam the Buddha is the Zen Manifesto.

Witnessing, you start disappearing.

That's what I have called freedom from the self.

Witness that you are not the body.

Witness that you are not the mind.

Witness that you are only a witness, and everything starts settling.



To make this witnessing more clear and deeper,

Nivedano...

(Drumbeat)

Relax...

It is only a question of relaxing, it is not an effort. It is just falling deep into your own

depth, resting at the very center of your life source.

This life source, this juice that is flowing all around you, will start a tremendous

metamorphosis within you. You will feel you are melting, melting, melting...

Gautama the Buddha Auditorium is becoming an ocean of consciousness. Ten thousand

buddhas have disappeared into one oceanic experience.

This is the Zen Manifesto: freedom from oneself.

Gather all these experiences, the grace, the beauty, the truth, the blissfulness. You have to

bring them with you. They have to become your day-to-day life. I don't teach any other

morality. I teach spontaneity, and the morality follows like a shadow. And because it comes

from your very sources you never feel you are being commanded, you never feel you are

being dominated, you never feel you are being a slave, you never feel you are being a sheep.

You start being a lion.

Your morality, your response to existence becomes a lion's roar.

The beauty and the power -- and the power that is harmless...

The love that simply overflows you, unconditional, just a gift, a blessing to the whole

existence... And a grace that changes not only your consciousness but even your body.

Your gestures become so meaningful, so significant, so beautiful -- like roses.

Your eyes become like stars.

Your heart starts beating in tune with the universal heart.

This synchronicity is the Zen Manifesto.

And don't forget to persuade Gautam Buddha to come with you.

These are the three steps of enlightenment....

The first, Gautam Buddha comes behind you just as a shadow -- but the shadow is not

dark, it is luminous. There is no person in it but only presence, a tremendous presence. It is

warm, you feel for the first time loved by existence itself. It is calm and cool at the same

time. That's the miracle of Zen.

On the second step, you become the shadow. Your shadow is certainly dark; it is false, it

has been your prison. Gautam Buddha comes in front. It is a great revolution, because your

shadow immediately starts disappearing.

And the third step comes spontaneously in: freedom from oneself. You are no more, only

existence is, life is, awareness is.

All these are represented by the presence of Gautam the Buddha. He was the first man in

history to bring this breakthrough, to turn the horizontal consciousness into a vertical

consciousness. Your roots go deep into the earth, and your branches and your flowers

blossom into the sky.

This is meeting with the universe, merging into existence. A great celebration arises, and

not only in you, the whole existence participates.

Nivedano...



(Drumbeat)

Come back... but come back as Gautam the Buddha, with the same grace, the same

beauty, the same silence, the same divine drunkenness, and sit for a few moments to remind

yourself of the golden path you have traveled, the beautiful, the blissful, the ecstatic

experience of reaching to the center of your being, which opens into the cosmos.

Zen is nothing but an opening into the cosmos.

You disappear, only existence remains.

This is the ultimate freedom: freedom from oneself.

This freedom becomes a great celebration. You dance with the stars, you dance with the

ocean, you dance with the trees, you dance under the sky, under the stars. Suddenly the whole

cosmos has become your home. You are not a foreigner, you are not a stranger, you are not

an outsider. You belong to this existence. This existence belongs to you.

This is the revolution that Zen brings to humanity. This is Zen's great contribution to the

world.

It is the right time for you to start celebrating life, dancing in deep synchronicity with

existence -- and spread this fire of Zen around the world. This is the only possibility to save

humanity from committing suicide.

Okay, Maneesha?

Yes, Osho.
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BELOVED OSHO,
ONE DAY, ON HIS WAY TO SEE MA TZU, TANKA TENNEN MET AN OLD MAN WITH A BOY, AND
ASKED THEM WHERE THEY LIVED. THE OLD MAN ANSWERED, "ABOVE IS THE SKY; BELOW
IS THE EARTH!"
TANKA SAID, "HOW ABOUT IF THE SKY CRUMBLED AWAY AND THE EARTH FELL TO
PIECES?"
THE OLD MAN SAID, "AH! AH!"
THE BOY DREW A DEEP BREATH, AND TANKA SAID, "IF THERE WERE NO FATHER, NO CHILD
WOULD BE BORN."
THE OLD MAN AND THE CHILD ENTERED THE MOUNTAINS AND WERE SEEN NO MORE.
ONCE, TANKA TENNEN WAS LYING ON THE TENSHIN BRIDGE. LORD TEIKO, WHO WAS IN
CHARGE OF THE BRIDGE, CAME OUT AND WARNED TANKA THAT HE HAD BETTER MOVE,
BUT TANKA DIDN'T GET UP.
TEIKO ASKED WHY HE DIDN'T LISTEN TO HIM. AFTER A FEW MOMENTS, TANKA SAID, "I AM
A MONK OF NOTHING."
TEIKO WAS TAKEN ABACK BY TANKA TENNEN'S RESPONSE, AND FROM THEN ON
PROVIDED HIM WITH CLOTHING AND A DAILY MEAL.
AFTER THE INCIDENT, TANKA TENNEN WAS VENERATED BY THE WHOLE CITY.

Friends,

The first question:

IN THOMAS MERTON'S VIEW:

"ZEN IS NOT A SYSTEMATIC EXPLANATION OF LIFE, IT IS NOT AN IDEOLOGY,

IT IS NOT A WORLD VIEW, IT IS NOT A THEOLOGY OF REVELATION AND

SALVATION, IT IS NOT A MYSTIQUE, IT IS NOT A WAY OF ASCETIC

PERFECTION, IT IS NOT MYSTICISM AS IT IS UNDERSTOOD IN THE WEST; IN

FACT IT FITS NO CONVENIENT CATEGORY OF OURS. HENCE ALL OUR

ATTEMPTS TO TAG IT AND DISPOSE OF IT WITH LABELS LIKE PANTHEISM,

QUIETISM, ILLUMINISM, PELAGIANISM, MUST BE COMPLETELY

INCONGRUOUS.

"BUT THE CHIEF CHARACTERISTIC OF ZEN IS THAT IT REJECTS ALL



SYSTEMATIC ELABORATIONS IN ORDER TO GET BACK AS FAR AS POSSIBLE

TO THE PURE, UNARTICULATED AND UNEXPLAINED GROUND OF DIRECT

EXPERIENCE. THE DIRECT EXPERIENCE OF WHAT? LIFE ITSELF."

BELOVED MASTER,

HAS THOMAS MERTON GOT IT?

It is a very sad story about Thomas Merton. Perhaps he was one of the persons in the

West who has come closest to Zen. He had the sensibility of a poet; the others are

approaching Zen from their intellect, their mind.

Thomas Merton is approaching Zen through his heart. He feels it, but he could not live

the direct experience he is talking about. He would have been the first Zen master in the

West, but he was prevented by the Catholic church.

Thomas Merton was a Trappist monk under the control of the Vatican. The Trappist

monks are the most self-torturing ascetics in Christianity. Perhaps that's why they are called

Trappist -- trapped forever.

Thomas Merton wrote beautiful poetry, and he asked again and again to go to Japan and

to live in a Zen monastery to have the direct experience of Zen. But permission was refused

half a dozen times; again and again he was refused.

If he had really understood Zen he would not have bothered even to ask for permission.

Who is the Vatican? Who is the pope? A Zen master asking permission from unenlightened

people is simply not heard of. And he followed the orders from the Vatican and from the

abbot of his own monastery.

He had been reading as much as was available in English about Zen. Finally, he had a

chance to go, but he did not understand the way the organized religions work. There was

going to be a Catholic conference of missionaries in Bangkok, Thailand, and he asked

permission to attend the conference. Deep in his heart he was going to Bangkok to attend the

conference just so that from there he could enter Japan without asking anybody's permission.

But the pope and the Vatican leaders and his abbot -- they were all aware of his

continuously asking for permission to go to a Zen monastery.

On the last day of the conference in Bangkok, Thomas Merton spoke about Zen. And he

also mentioned that he would love to go to Japan from Bangkok. That very night he was

found dead. And without anybody being informed, his body was embalmed immediately,

without any autopsy, without knowing the cause of his death. After you have embalmed a

body there is no possibility of autopsy. There is every reason to suspect that he was poisoned

to prevent him from going to a Zen monastery.

Murder has been the argument of the so-called religions. This is not a religious attitude at

all. If he wanted to experience Zen, any religious man would have allowed him to go. That's

what happens in Zen. No master ever rejects any disciple's interest in some other Zen monk,

in some other monastery -- maybe belonging to a different branch, Soto or Rinzai...

Permission is gracefully given, and not only to those who are inquiring about going

somewhere else. Even the master himself, if he feels that some other master will be more

appropriate, some other path leading to the direct experience will be more fitting to the

disciple, will send his own disciples to other monasteries. This is a totally different world, the

world of Zen, with no competitiveness, no question of conversion.

Thomas Merton's murder shows the poverty of Catholicism and Christianity. Why were

they so afraid? The fear was that Thomas Merton had already praised Zen, and although he

was living in the monastery, it seemed he was wavering between Zen and Christianity. To



give him a chance to go to Japan and have a direct experience under a master might have

been dangerous. He might have become involved in Zen for his whole life. These so-called

religions are so jealous; they don't have any compassion for individual growth, freedom.

Thomas Merton's murder is not only Thomas Merton's murder, it should make every

Christian aware that Christianity is not a religion. Deep down it is more interested in

gathering numbers. Numbers have their own politics. The greater the number of followers

you have, the greater the power to dominate. And they are always afraid that anybody who

leaves their fold is betraying.

But it is absolutely certain that Thomas Merton had already felt in his heart the immense

need for Zen. Christianity was no longer satisfying. His whole life he had been a monk in the

monastery, but slowly slowly, as he became aware of Zen, he could see that Christianity was

not at all a religion; fictions, lies, beliefs, but not a direct experience. The very idea of Zen as

a non-systematic, individualist approach to truth in a direct way -- not through theology, not

through any belief, not through any philosophy, but through meditation -- was attracting him

immensely, but it was not yet an experience.

Thomas Merton is far better than Suzuki, than Alan Watts, than Paul Reps, than Hubert

Benoit, and than many others who have written about Zen. He comes the closest, because he

is not speaking through the head, he is speaking through the heart of a poet.

But the heart is only just in the middle, between the head and the being. Unless you reach

to the being, you don't have the experience yourself. But he was a sensitive man; he managed

to state things which he had not experienced.

His statement is beautiful, but it shows clearly that he had not experienced it himself. This

is his understanding -- of course, far deeper than any other Western scholar of Zen. If it had

really been a direct experience for him, the way he was saying, he would not have cared

about anybody's permission, he would not have cared about Christianity. He would have

come out of that fold -- which was just a slavery and nothing else.

Because he never came out of the fold, that shows he was hanging in the middle, he was

not yet certain. He had not tasted the truth. He had only heard about it, read about it, and felt

that there seems to be a different approach, altogether different, from that of Christianity. But

Christianity was still keeping its hold over him. He could not be a rebel, and that's where he

failed, completely failed.

A man of Zen is basically rebellious. Thomas Merton was not rebellious, he was a very

obedient person. Obedience is another name for slavery, a beautiful name that does not hurt

you, but it is spiritual slavery. His asking six times and being refused, and still remaining in

the fold, shows clearly that he was spiritually a slave. Although he was showing a deep

interest in Zen, it was at the most, deeper than the mind, but not deep enough to reach to the

being. He remained hanging in the middle. Perhaps now in his new life, he may either be

here, or in Japan -- most probably he is here amongst you -- because that was his last wish

before he died.

As the conference ended and he went to his bed, immediately he was poisoned. While he

was dying, thinking about Zen, his last wish must have been to go to Japan, to be with a

master. He had lived under Christianity his whole life, but it had not fulfilled him, it had not

made him enlightened. It had only been a consolation.

Only fools can be deceived by consolations and lies and fictions. A man of such intense

sensitivity as Thomas Merton could not be befooled. But a lifelong obedience turned into a

spiritual slavery. He tried to sneak out from Bangkok -- because there was no need to ask the

abbot of the monastery, there was no need to ask the pope. He could have simply gone from



Bangkok.

But these so-called religions are murderous. They must have been ready. If he showed

any interest in Japan and not going back to his monastery directly from Bangkok as the

conference ended... the murderers must have been already there. And because he mentioned

in his last speech to the conference that he was immensely interested in Zen, and he would

like to go to Japan from there, this statement became his death.

So it is not only Ayatollah Khomeini. There have been murders and murders, century

after century, of people who wanted to get out of the slavery and seek and search the truth on

their own; who wanted to get rid of all systems, who wanted to have a direct experience of

life.

Thomas Merton's words are beautiful, but they are empty words because there is no

supporting experience behind them. I will read those words again.

"Zen is not a systematic explanation of life" -- but this can be said very easily by anybody

reading books about Zen. It is not a systematic explanation of life; in fact, it is not an

explanation at all. That makes the difference. He is denying: "Zen is not a systematic

explanation of life."

I say unto you, Zen is not an explanation at all about life or existence. It is an experience,

not an explanation. It is not an ideology.

This can be said by anyone who is reading a book on Zen. But it is stated with such

certainty by so many people who have only an intellectual understanding, that it is not a great

indication of whether Thomas Merton had had any experience. Zen certainly is not an

ideology, it is not a world view. All these are different words for the same thing: "a

systematic explanation, an ideology, a world view, a theology of revelation and salvation."

He is simply being tautological, he is saying the same thing again and again in different

words.

"It is not a mystique" -- there he is wrong. It is, although it is not stated. That's why he

thought it is not a mystique. It is the greatest mystique, but it is not said because it cannot be

said. Because it is never said, he thought that it is not a mystique. These small things indicate

that he's just read about it -- because nowhere is it said that it is a mystique. Because no

master ever indicated in words that it is a mystique, he thinks it is not a mystique. It is. It is

the greatest mystique, the greatest mystery, the greatest miracle.

But to say it in words has not been the way of Zen. It attracts people, takes away their

ideologies, their theologies, their religions. It leaves you absolutely fresh at the very center of

your being. Without saying anything, you experience the mystique, you experience the

mystery of existence and life. But because it is an experience...

In Zen they don't even use the word `experience', they use the word `experiencing',

because the experience is not something dead and complete. It is a river flowing, flowing,

alive, moving. The word `experience' indicates that it has become complete. Anything that

becomes complete becomes dead, and Zen is the most alive thing in the world; hence it

cannot be said that it is an experience. We have to invent a word, `experiencing'; instead of

river, `rivering'... That gives the clear-cut idea that a river is not static, it is moving. On the

way, always on the way, moving eternally, falling into the ocean, rising into the clouds,

falling in the rain on the mountains, and again into the river... moving in a circle of

tremendous aliveness, never stopping anywhere.

There is no full stop in Zen, and all our words -- `experience', `knowledge',

`understanding'... give the illusion of a full stop. We have to change our nouns into verbs --

verbs come closer to life. We use the word `life', but we should use the word `living' -- that



comes closer. Moment to moment, living. `Life' seems to be something dead; it has already

completed its course, has come to an end, to the graveyard.

Zen is certainly a mystique. In fact, it is the only mystique there is. But it is not being

said, it is kept a secret so that you don't go inside your being with a certain idea. You go

absolutely clean and fresh. You will find the mystery, the immense mystery of life, but Zen's

absolute approach is not to give you any idea what you are going to find. The reason is very

scientific.

If you have any idea what you are going to find -- which all the religions give you... The

mind has the capacity to create an hallucination of the idea. Then the idea becomes a reality

to you. Christians experience Christ, Buddhists experience Buddha, Hindus experience

Krishna. It never happens to a Hindu that Christ comes, it never happens to a Christian that

Mohammed comes. Strange... Mohammed comes only to those who believe in Mohammed.

Once in a while it would be good for these people to enter into somebody else's

experience. In fact, it would be absolutely right to convert.... If Christ appears to a Hindu, the

Hindu will become Christian; if Krishna appears to a Christian, the Christian will turn to the

Hare Krishna, Hare Rama movement. But it never happens! It cannot happen because you are

carrying a certain idea, so fixed that your whole mind starts creating a dream.

The mind has the capacity of dreaming, hallucinating, imagining. If you are constantly

working on one single idea, sooner or later it becomes such a fixed program that when you

look in silence you find suddenly Christ arising. That fulfills your idea. It is a vicious circle.

Because you experience Christ arising in your mind, your belief in Christ becomes stronger.

Now it is no longer just a belief, you have experienced it also. Because it becomes

stronger, there is more possibility of Christ coming closer to you. Every time Christ appears

to you, he will be more solid, more alive, closer. And every time he appears, you are getting

feedback for your belief system, it is becoming stronger and more fanatical. Soon you will be

almost insane. You will start talking to Christ -- and not only will you start talking, but he

will answer.

Anybody watching you will see that you are doing both the things: you are asking the

question and you are answering the question. Anybody watching you will be able to see that

you are just behaving in an insane way. You are not talking to anybody but yourself. But you

have gone so deep in the hallucination, with such strength and continuous feedback, that you

believe it is Christ who is talking.

You can find such mad people sitting and talking in every madhouse, and you know that

there is nobody. And the strangest phenomenon which the mind is capable of, is that when

the person asks a question, his voice will be different. When he answers the question, his

voice will be different again -- booming, coming from the beyond. This whole game he is

playing alone; there is nobody to answer.

In a madhouse, a madman was keeping his ear close to a wall. He was keeping his eyes

down and his ear touching the wall. The superintendent came many times, but the man was

completely fixed in his posture. Finally, he could not resist the temptation: "What is the

matter?" he asked the fellow.

The madman said, "Shhh!"

But the superintendent said, "What are you doing?"

He said, "I am trying to listen. You can give it a try."

So the superintendent came and listened to the wall, and there was nothing to hear. He

said, "I can't hear a thing."

The madman said, "Neither can I -- but one never knows. I will continue till I start



hearing."

If you continue till you start hearing, you are going to be completely insane. All the

religions have been driving their saints, their monks, into insanity. This world is not in a mess

without any reason; the religions are absolutely responsible for it.

Thomas Merton says, "It is not a way of ascetic perfection." Because he was following an

ascetic way of perfection, he could see that Zen is different; it gives no discipline. The

Trappist monk lives under such a strict discipline, it is unbelievable.

I have told you the story....

A man entered into one of the most prominent Trappist monasteries, and the abbot said,

"Do you know our rule? For seven years you have not to say a single word. Only after seven

years can you state anything you want, anything you need, anything you want to inquire

about -- just a small talk. Then for seven years again you have to be silent."

The man was determined to follow the discipline, so he accepted and he was shown his

cell. He went into the cell and he saw that the glass was broken. So for seven years he was

suffering from cold, suffering from rain -- because the rain was coming directly through the

window -- and he could not say a single word, he had to wait for seven years.

He waited, and after seven years he went to the abbot and said, "My window is broken."

The abbot said, "That's enough. You go back. For seven years no more words. The

window will be repaired."

The window was repaired, but in seven years the mattress had gone completely rotten

because rain was continuously coming in, and even snowflakes were coming in. Suddenly he

saw that he had not mentioned about the mattress. "My God! now seven years again..." And

the mattress had gathered all kinds of cockroaches, spiders... because the window was

broken, and this was a good shelter for cockroaches.

After seven years of continuous suffering with cockroaches... he again went to the abbot

and said, "You repaired the window, but the mattress is absolutely rotten."

The abbot said, "Go back to your cell, a new mattress will be sent." And the people who

brought the new mattress pulled out the old one and cleaned the cell, but the new mattress

was bigger than the cell. They somehow forced it, and because they were forcing it, the glass

of the window broke. Now again begins the same story....

Fourteen years have passed -- again he is back to zero. The first day he entered, this was

the situation. Seven years he has to wait again. Again the rain -- and he is getting old and

sick, and continuously has fever, but he cannot speak.

After seven years when he went to the abbot, the abbot said, "Shut up!" before he even

spoke. "For twenty-one years I have never heard anything from you except complaints,

complaints, complaints! Get out of the monastery!"

The poor fellow, after wasting twenty-one years in a Trappist monastery, was thrown out,

sick, old, exhausted. Twenty-one years of continuous torture...!

Thomas Merton was living in a Trappist monastery. Obviously, he could see that Zen

does not give you any discipline, it is not ascetic, and he could see what he had been doing to

himself and what other Trappists were doing to themselves. It is sheer masochism --

self-torture in the name of an ascetic way of life. It is not a way of life, it is a way of death! It

is slow suicide, slow poisoning.

But his statement will be detected by any man who has a direct experience of Zen. He

says, "It is not a way of ascetic perfection." The implication is that it is a way of perfection

without asceticism. It is not a way of perfection at all.



Zen is evolution, endless evolution. Perfection is the dead end of the road, there is no

more to go. In Zen there is always the infinite and the eternal available. You cannot exhaust

it. In fact, as you go on the way, the way is not exhausted, slowly slowly you start dispersing

and disappearing. Suddenly you find one day you are no more, only existence is.

It is not perfection at all, it is not salvation. It is dissolution, it is disappearance, it is

melting like ice into the ocean.

Thomas Merton goes on, "It is not mysticism as it is understood in the West."

In the West it is understood as mysticism; that does not mean it is not mysticism.

Certainly it is not the mysticism that arises out of the mind as a philosophical point of view. It

is pure mysticism, not originating in the mind, but arising from your very sources of life. It

blossoms into mysterious flowers releasing mysterious, absolutely unknown fragrances into

existence. It is mysticism -- but it is not an "ism." It is not a philosophy, it is not a creed or

cult. Again and again you have to fall back towards direct experience.

He says, "In fact, it fits no convenient category of ours."

All his statements are beautiful, but something is missing. That missing link you will find

only if you have the experience. Then you can compare. Otherwise Thomas Merton will look

absolutely right, a man of Zen. He is not. He wanted to be, but if he had been, there would

have been no need to go to Japan. I have never been to Japan.

In fact, in Japanese Zen monasteries my books are being read, prescribed in Zen

universities -- but I have never been to Japan. I don't need to. Buddha himself never went to

Japan, Mahakashyapa was not born in Japan.

His desire to go to Japan shows that he had seen one thing clearly: that Christianity does

not work. And he was searching for some new approach that worked. His statement, "In fact

it fits no convenient category of ours," is true. But it is not only categories of ours -- it does

not fit into any kind of category. It is beyond categories. Neither Christian categories, nor

Hindu, nor Mohammedan, nor Jaina, it does not fit into any category. It is so original, you

cannot make it fit into any category. The original is always individual; it is not a category.

Do you think I fit in any category? All categories are against me! And the reason they are

against me is that I don't fit with them. I have no desire to fit with anybody. I am sufficient

unto myself. I don't need any religion, I don't need any philosophy, I don't need any category.

In other words: I am a category in myself.

Zen will not fit into any category because it is a category in itself. And it is such a

rebellious category, such an unsystematic category, that in Zen all kinds of wildflowers are

accepted as equal with the roses and with the lotuses. It does not matter whether it is a lotus

or a rose or just a wildflower, the only thing that matters is flowering. All have flowered to

their potential. That's where they are all equal. Otherwise their colors are different, their

beauties are different, their fragrances are different -- a few may not have any fragrance at all.

So they don't fit in one category, but as far as flowering is concerned, they have all

flowered, blossomed, to their totality. Whatever was hidden has become a reality. What was a

dream in the plant has blossomed as a reality.

Zen is a blossoming of your potential. And everybody has a different potential, so when

you blossom as a Zen man you have a unique individuality. You don't fit with any category --

and not only Christian categories. That's what Thomas Merton means: "In fact, it fits no

convenient category of ours."

But I have to say to you, it does not fit any category at all, yours or ours or anybody

else's. It is beyond the mind. All categories belong to the mind. This is the only rebellion

against mind: going beyond it. This is the only revolution against the self: going into no-self,



into anatta. This is ultimate freedom from all kinds of bondages: prisons and categories and

isms and ideologies and world views and philosophies. It is an absolute freedom from all that

mind can create and mind can understand. It is also free from the heart.

The heart can understand something deeper than the mind, but Zen is far deeper than the

heart. The heart can be just an overnight stay. While you are going towards your being, your

heart, your art, your music, your dance, your poetry, your painting, your sculpture, can be just

one night's halt. But you have to go deeper. You have to reach to the very roots of your life,

from where you are getting nourishment every moment, to the point where you are joined

with existence, you are no longer separate.

"Hence all our attempts," says Thomas Merton, "to tag it and dispose of it with labels like

pantheism, quietism, illuminism, Pelagianism, must be completely incongruous."

This is a very simple understanding which need not have any direct experience. And he

comes to the point. He says, "But the chief characteristic of Zen is that it rejects all

systematic elaborations in order to get back as far as possible to the pure, unarticulated and

unexplained ground of direct experience. The direct experience of what? Life itself."

A beautiful statement, but empty -- a plastic flower with no fragrance and with no life in

it. Otherwise, why did he want to go to Japan? If he had had this direct experience he is

talking about, there was no need to go to Japan, and there was no need to remain in a Trappist

monastery. He should have been a man of freedom.

But he could never attain that freedom. He was longing for it, he was desiring it -- and

you desire only because you don't have it. If you have it, you don't desire it.

And you have asked, "Beloved Master, has Thomas Merton got it?"

Not yet -- but perhaps in this life. After being murdered by the Christians...

It is a well-known fact to the people who have known the direct experience, that your last

thought before you die is going to be your first thought when you are born and you grow up.

As you start having intelligence, your last thought of the past life is going to suddenly pop up.

It has been hiding itself inside you.

It is just like the last thought when you go to bed. Just watch what is the last thought... or

perhaps it is better to create the last thought so you are clearly aware of it. For example, you

simply think of zero. Go on watching the zero, so it is visual also, and the thought is inside:

zero, zero, zero, zero... and sleep starts coming. And when sleep is coming, still a faraway

echo, zero, zero, zero... goes on. Once the sleep settles, you forget about the word `zero'.

Then remember in the early morning when you are feeling awake -- don't open your eyes,

just wait a little. Within moments, the first thought in the morning will be "zero." That will

give you the idea that although you had forgotten about zero, the whole night, eight hours, it

was continuously moving as an undercurrent. Otherwise, how do you find exactly that

thought in the morning as the first thought?

The same happens with death, because death is nothing but a deeper sleep. The last

thought, the last desire, is going to be your first thought, your first desire as you become

mature enough to have thoughts. It will immediately come to your mind.

In Tibet they have a special ceremony for dying people called bardo. The person is dying,

and the masters of Bardo recite certain experiences that are going to happen to you: that you

will be born in a certain womb of a special kind, that you will be born as an intelligent being,

that your first thought will be how to find the truth, how to become a buddha... They go on

repeating....

The man is dying, he is going deeper and deeper into sleep, and they go on repeating it till

they feel the man is dead. They have given him the last thought. Perhaps he would not have



been able to have this last thought by himself, because his last thought may be money, his last

thought may be sex, his last thought may be anything that he has been desiring and has not

been able to get: power, prestige, respectability.

One never knows what the last thought will be. It will be the one that you have not been

able to materialize in your life and in which you have been disappointed. That will bubble up,

pop up in your head, and that will drive you into a new life. That will be the determining

factor for your new phase, your new journey.

The Tibetan enlightened people found that it is better not to depend on the person. It is

better to create the aroma, the atmosphere in which he forgets all about money and sex,

power and prestige, fame and name, and they go on repeating the Bardo in such a singing

voice that it is impossible for him not to hear it.

I had one famous doctor in Jabalpur, Dr. Bharat, a Bengali doctor, but the most famous

physician in that part of the country. He was the president of the Rotary Club; that's how I

came to know him -- because he requested me to address the Rotary Club.

So he had come to my house and taken me in his car, and had listened to me for the first

time in the Rotary Club, and became very deeply interested in me. He used to come to see me

once in a while. He was reading books I had suggested to him because he wanted to read

something about Zen, something about Tibetan mysticism, something about Sufism,

something about Hassidism -- the things that I had been talking about to him.

So he came to the point of knowing about Bardo. He said, "What is Bardo?"

I said, "I will come to your clinic and give you a try."

He said, "What do you mean, you will give me a try?"

I said, "In fact, it is just the opposite. But let me come to your clinic."

So I went to his clinic and I told him, "Give me the chloroform."

He said, "What?"

I said, "You just give me the chloroform, and I will go on repeating: one, two, three, four,

five... and you just listen at what number I stop. And when I come back, when you remove

the chloroform mask, just listen to me. I will start counting at the same number where I had

stopped, in reverse order."

He was a little worried. First he said, "Now we have stopped using chloroform."

I said, "You will have to do it if you want to understand Bardo."

He said, "But it is dangerous."

I said, "Don't be worried, it is not dangerous."

So I persuaded him. He put me under the mask and I started repeating the numbers: one,

two, three... And I was watching inside that my voice was becoming slower and slower and

slower, and that he was putting his ear close to my mouth to hear the last -- it was nine. After

that I could not speak, the body was completely paralyzed, my lips wouldn't move.

After ten minutes he removed the mask and he waited. As I became capable of moving

my lips, he heard: "Nine, eight, seven, six, five, four, three, two, one." And as I was coming

in the reverse order, my voice was becoming clearer and clearer. By the time I reached one, I

was back.

I said, "This is Bardo. When you are dying, if you can manage by yourself, good;

otherwise call me. Then I will give you the idea where to go, what kind of womb to find,

what kind of parents will give you freedom, what kind of atmosphere to look for where soon

you will become intelligent and will not remain retarded -- the idea of becoming a Gautam

Buddha, the idea of becoming enlightened."



But he was still alive when I left Jabalpur in 1970, so I don't know what happened to the

fellow. He was old, most probably he is dead and is born somewhere. And I don't think he

was capable of creating the whole program for the new journey. Bardo is programming your

whole journey.

Thomas Merton must have been born in Japan or in a place where he can experience Zen

without any hindrance from Christianity, without any obedience to any pope. But in the past

life, when he was Thomas Merton, he was having a good contemplation about Zen that may

have created the atmosphere of Bardo. And because this was his last statement in the

conference... and he must have been planning it while he was being poisoned. The next

morning he was to leave for Japan, he had booked for Japan -- but he was not aware that

Christianity will not allow you to get out of their prison so easily.

I am against all these religions for the simple reason that they have been criminals,

murderers. They have been talking about peace, love, God; they have been talking great

words -- but they don't mean it. What they mean can be found only in their actions, not in

their words.

The second question:

THOMAS MERTON WROTE: "ZEN IS ONE OF THE MOST MYSTERIOUS OF ALL

SPIRITUALITIES..."

Do you see the contradiction? Just in the first statement he was saying it is not a

mystique, it is not mysticism, and now he is saying:

"ZEN IS ONE OF THE MOST MYSTERIOUS OF ALL SPIRITUALITIES, BEING SO FULL OF
IMPUDENT PARADOX THAT IT IS AT FIRST A REAL SCANDAL TO THE RATIONAL SPIRIT OF
THE WEST."
BELOVED MASTER,
BUT, IN FACT, IS NOT ZEN MORE RATIONAL IN ITS IRRATIONALITY -- BEING THE
ACKNOWLEDGEMENT THAT RATIONALITY HAS LIMITS AND WE ARE AFTER THE UNLIMITED
-- THAN CHRISTIANITY WITH ITS MIRACLES, IMMACULATE CONCEPTION AND
RESURRECTION?

The first thing is that Thomas Merton was not a very conscious being; he knew nothing of

meditation. Without knowing meditation, you cannot be more conscious than ordinary

people; everybody has a thin layer of consciousness. Hence, he forgets immediately that he

has denied that Zen is a mystique, and immediately he comes to the point: "Zen is one of the

most mysterious of all spiritualities."

In fact, it is simply mysterious; it has nothing to do with spiritualities. It is far beyond

so-called spirituality -- because what else is your spirit than your self? Hence, all spiritualities

are centered on self realization.

Zen is not a spiritual phenomenon at all, because it is moving beyond the spirit and

beyond the self. It is going into nothingness. It is melting into the blue sky.

For example, Jainism is a great spirituality. It stops at the realization of the self. Once you

have realized your individuality, it stops. You become a frozen iceberg, not melting. Gautam

Buddha goes beyond Mahavira. The iceberg has to melt, and once the iceberg melts, you are

no more.

It is not even spirituality. Certainly that makes it more mysterious, but not a more



mysterious spirituality. The basic approach of Gautam Buddha is that you are not, and you

have to look into this nothingness. This nothingness is the beginning of your universal

synchronicity with the very heart of existence. This dissolving into the ocean of life has never

been taught by anyone other than Gautam Buddha. And since Gautam Buddha, Zen masters

have taken the task in their hands.

It is not a spirituality, because it has no self. It is utterly mysterious, because you are

expected to dissolve yourself -- which will look to the mind the hardest thing, but it is not.

Once you are out of the mind, not to be is the easiest thing.

Shakespeare's statement, "To be or not to be..." All religions are in favor of the first: to

be. Zen alone is there, rising high into the blue sky, declaring the phenomenon, the great

mystery of not to be. To be is just an extension of your ego. Your self is just a polished ego

and nothing else. Your self can be said to be your spiritual ego -- a pious ego, very refined,

very subtle, but it is nothing but ego.

Your personality is given by society, your individuality is given by your very birth. But

before the birth you were not an individual, you were one with the womb of the mother. You

never thought about being separate -- you were not separate. You were nourished by the

mother's blood, by the mother's oxygen; you were part of the mother's body. You were joined

from your navel to the mother's body, and that was your very source of life. The mother was

giving you life; you did not have any individuality.

So when you reach to the ultimate womb of the universe, again you will not have any

individuality. Personality has to be dropped very quickly. That is only clothes given by the

society to cover you, to keep you unaware of your individuality, which is more natural.

Hence, all civilized cultures are against nudity. It is not just a social question; it is that they

don't want you to know your individuality, they want you to think of yourself as a

personality. Your clothes, your language, your education, your morality, your religion, your

church-going, your prayer... they all constitute your personality. They are the clothes with

which the society goes on covering you, and you forget completely about your individuality.

The first thing Zen has to do is to take away all the clothes. The second thing it has to do

is to take away even the individuality and leave you in the cosmic womb, utterly one with

existence. It is not spirituality, it is pure life, pure existence. But don't talk about spirituality

or self-realization or salvation -- they are all ego-bound.

Thomas Merton was aware of the fact that "being so full of impudent paradox..." Those

paradoxes appear only to those who are trying to understand Zen from books. Zen is a direct

transmission of the lamp. Without a master it is a very very rare phenomenon that somebody

can become enlightened. With the master you are already moving into an energy field. You

are nothing but energy, condensed energy, and the master is in tune with existence. If you get

in tune with the master, indirectly you are getting in tune with existence. The moment the

master sees that you are getting in tune with him, he simply moves out of the way.

That's why Buddha is reported to have said a very strange thing: "If I come on your path,

immediately cut off my head." What he is saying is that the master at a certain point has to

move out of the way. If he does not move out, it is the duty of the disciple to push him away

and go directly into the cosmos. But no master worth his salt will ever become a hindrance.

Teachers can become hindrances -- and Thomas Merton's teachers were hindrances. His

abbot was prohibiting him, the pope was prohibiting him, all the senior monks in the

monastery were prohibiting him. They were saying, "What is the need? You have Christ, you

have Christianity, you have the greatest religion of the world. Why do you want to go to

Japan, and particularly to the Zen people, who are just a small stream?"



If you are reading through books you will find they are full of paradox, but if you are

studying under a master, he will dissolve the paradox. That's what I have been doing

continuously. You bring the sutras which are almost without any explanation, very

paradoxical, very strange, almost absurd.

My whole effort is to take that absurdity away, to take that paradox away and make things

clean and clear for you, so that you can at least understand Zen not as a paradoxical system,

self-contradictory, irrational, but as absolutely relevant to existence. Certainly it does not

follow Aristotle's logic upon which the whole of Christianity depends.

The West finds in Aristotle the father of their whole logical mind. Aristotle is certainly a

genius as far as mind is concerned, but beyond the mind he has no idea. Just as Thomas

Merton was seeking to go to Japan, to have some direct experience...

Aristotle was Alexander the Great's teacher. And when Alexander was coming to conquer

India, he asked his teacher, Aristotle, "Would you like me to bring some special thing for

you? I can bring anything you want from India."

And what Aristotle wanted, was for Alexander to bring a sannyasin. He said, "I have

heard so much about the sannyasins and their enlightenment. If you can bring an enlightened

sannyasin, that will be a real gift for me. And secondly, I have heard much about the Vedas

of the Hindus, their scriptures. If you can bring a set of the four Vedas with an enlightened

sannyasin, that will be the greatest gift to me."

That shows that he does not understand what enlightenment is, he does not understand

what sannyas is. He is asking for a contradictory thing. A sannyasin, an enlightened being, is

against all scriptures -- and he is asking for the Hindu scriptures also. He does not know that

these are two contradictory things. But one thing is certain, that he has no experience of the

inner world, otherwise he would not have asked for a sannyasin. He cannot understand what

this phenomenon of enlightenment is.

Your greatest logician is absolutely unaware of his own being -- to say nothing about the

great being of existence -- and he is still trying to figure it out through his mind. Hence his

request to bring the four Vedas, so that by reading the Vedas he can understand

enlightenment. The Vedas are not needed for enlightenment. You cannot understand

enlightenment by reading any scripture. All that you will get will be a misunderstanding.

Thomas Merton says, "Being so full of impudent paradox" -- it is not impudent paradox --

"that it is at first a real scandal to the rational spirit of the West." Rational spirit? He is using

the word `spirit' in place of `mind'. Rational mind seems to be relevant; rational spirit nobody

has heard of. Either you have your rationality or you have your spirit. Both cannot exist

together.

Once you have dropped your rationality, only the spirit remains, the self remains. That is

the last barrier. When the last barrier also is dropped, you are no more, and existence is and

life is -- and this is Zen.

You are asking, "Beloved Master, but, in fact, is not Zen more rational in its

irrationality...?"

No. Zen is neither rational nor irrational, because both belong to the mind. Zen is simply

beyond any duality. Rational and irrational are just another duality like day and night, birth

and death, darkness and light. Zen is simply beyond any dual conceptions.

Once you are beyond mind, you cannot have any duality, any trace of duality in you. You

are neither rational nor irrational; you are simply here and now, without any label. All labels



are gathered by the mind. You are no longer a man or a woman; you have never been born

and you have never died. All that was the same stuff that dreams are made of.

You are saying that, "being the acknowledgement that rationality has limits and we are

after the unlimited..." No, we are not after anything. The unlimited also becomes to the mind

just the opposite of the limited -- again, another duality. We are not after anything, we are

just relaxing into ourselves. To go after anything is always going outward. To go after

anything means to go after something which is outside you. We are not after anything; we are

dropping all those processes -- after this and after that, after money, after power, after

prestige, after self-realization, after God. All those things are dropped. We are simply

relaxing and resting into our very source.

You are also asking, "Is not Zen more rational -- and we are after the unlimited -- than

Christianity with its miracles, immaculate conception and resurrection?"

Christianity lives on all kinds of lies. All religions live on lies, but Christianity's lies are

very apparent.

Other religions have tried hard to hide their irrationalities, and sometimes you may not be

able to discover where the irrationality is. For example, Jainism has no God, so the greatest

lie is dissolved, and with it many other things are dissolved. There is no question of creation,

and there is no question of the last judgment day; there is no question of prophets coming

from God, there is no question of messiahs, messengers sent by God, and there is no question

of a Jesus Christ being the only begotten of God. When there is no God, all these things

disappear automatically. Jainism seems to be more solidly rooted.

Mahavira creates no miracles, does not give eyes to the blind, does not give health to sick

people, does not revive the dead again into life. There are no miracles which can create doubt

in your mind: "How are these things possible? These are absolutely unscientific." So

Mahavira stands on firmer ground, and it will be very difficult to find where he is hiding his

irrationality.

Most of the followers of Mahavira have never thought that there can be anything

irrational in Mahavira. He seems to be very rational, far more rational than Aristotle.

Aristotle's logic is simply two steps: yes-no, day-night, positive-negative. Just two polarities

have been taken into account. But what about the middle ground? There are many positions

between two extremes -- at least there is a middle. And when there is a middle, again there is

another middle -- on this side, on that side. As you go on creating middles...

You see within these five fingers, one space, a second space, a third space, a fourth space

-- so there are nine points. But this is not exhaustive. Once you put one point between two

fingers, on both sides of the middle there will be two gaps again. So it is an infinite process of

dividing and dividing into smaller pieces.

Mahavira divides his logic into seven pieces. That seems to be more rational than

Aristotle, because Aristotle has only two alternatives -- a very poor logic. So when you study

Mahavira you will be overwhelmed with his subtlety, and you will not find where to look for

the loopholes.

The loopholes are there. No religion can live without loopholes -- but it is far superior to

Christianity. Christianity's loopholes are just there in front of everybody. Only utterly blind

people can be Christians, those who cannot even see just in front of themselves.

Immaculate conception, virgin birth... and how can an intelligent person go on believing

in a virgin birth? Creation of the world -- and nobody asks what God had been doing before

that. Was he completely unemployed... for eternity? just living with the Holy Ghost?

A strange kind of God... And suddenly, for no reason at all, six thousand years ago, he



created the whole world within six days. Do you think anybody can create this whole

universe within six days? And if he was so creative, then why did he remain absolutely

impotent for eternity?

And if there is a beginning to existence there is bound to be an end. Things are very clear.

Jesus Christ's miracles -- walking on water, raising the dead -- are apparently clear, but are

not scientific. Resurrection... and after resurrection going directly, alive, without any vehicle,

not even a horse...?

Mohammed at least had his horse going up. They just stopped in the middle for a rest at

Jerusalem. Jerusalem seems to be above the clouds, a holy city. Tired after a long journey, he

rested there on a rock, and then took another jump -- but at least he had the horse! Jesus had

not even a horse, but went directly... like a balloon, and without any gas! And after reaching

paradise, he must have thrown a rope or something for his mother to hold onto, and pulled the

mother also to paradise!

And people go on believing in these things! And if you remove all these things,

Christianity has nothing to offer. So they go on insisting that these are real factual

experiences. But the time has come when they cannot insist anymore.

Jainism is far superior, but I will tell you where its loopholes are. Its loopholes are very

well hidden. It does not believe in creation. Then the question arises: the population of the

world goes on growing, so from where are all these people coming? There is no sign of any

life on any planet, on any star, so from where do all these people keep on coming?

At the time of Mahavira, India had only two million people. Now there are, in India

alone, nine hundred million people. From where have they come? -- not to say anything about

the mosquitoes, because they also have souls according to Mahavira. And bedbugs, and

cockroaches, and rats -- just look around the world -- all these have souls! From where are

they coming?

Mahavira had his loophole too, so he fabricated an idea that there is a place called nigod

-- somewhere far away, just as God is far away -- and this nigod is a place like a freezer,

where souls are frozen from eternity, infinite souls. It cannot be a small freezer. Howsoever

frozen the souls are, they will take some space, so the freezer has to be big enough to contain

millions and millions and millions and trillions of souls. Then those souls start coming, one

by one. Why one by one?

This nigod is an absolutely imaginary place just to answer the question: "From where are

the souls coming... their number goes on growing?" If the world is uncreated, and if the same

number of people had remained, there would have been no question. But every day the

number of people is growing; every moment, every second, thousands of people are coming.

And these are only men... what about all the other animals, all the insects...? They also have

souls. According to Mahavira every living being has a soul, even a tree.

So finally he had to invent a lie -- that there is some faraway place where souls are

dormant. The top layer is released, then another layer is released. But who is doing all this

work? Who is running the shop? And why have some people come first, and some are still in

the freezer? Mahavira has no explanation for it.

In every religion -- it does not matter what religion it is -- you will find, if you search

deep enough, howsoever sophisticated it is, that there will be a loophole. All religions depend

on lies.

Zen is not a religion, hence it need not be dependent on lies. It is a pure search. It does not

go with any prejudice or any belief in the search. It does not even say that you will find it.

One never knows: you just go and see on your own whether there is something inside or not.



Although anybody who has gone deep inside has always found, still Zen continues to be the

only approach without any lies. Knowing perfectly well there is a hidden buddha in you, it

does not tell you that you have to believe in it.

Search for yourself.

Zen gives such total freedom to you, because it does not impose any belief. Hence you

cannot find any loophole in Zen. That is its beauty, that is its greatness.

The sutra:
BELOVED OSHO,
ONE DAY, ON HIS WAY TO SEE MA TZU, TANKA TENNEN MET AN OLD MAN WITH A BOY, AND
ASKED THEM WHERE THEY LIVED. THE OLD MAN ANSWERED, "ABOVE IS THE SKY; BELOW
IS THE EARTH!"

A man of Zen, certainly. He does not answer the question, "Where do you live?" He

simply says, "ABOVE IS THE SKY; BELOW IS THE EARTH!"

What is the point of living anywhere else? Everywhere the sky is above, and underneath

is the earth. So wherever you live, you live between these two things: the sky and the earth.

What is the point of making labels: "I live here," and "I live there"? Life exists on the earth,

below the sky.

The old man certainly has an insight -- but Tanka Tennen cannot accept it so easily.

TANKA SAID, "HOW ABOUT IF THE SKY CRUMBLED AWAY AND THE EARTH FELL TO
PIECES?"
THE OLD MAN SIMPLY SAID, "AH! AH!"

The sky crumbling and the earth falling into pieces -- what to say except the last "Ah!"?

But he has proved himself to be really a man of Zen -- he did not argue the point. He did not

ask, "How can the sky crumble? How can the earth fall into pieces?"

No, Zen is not an argument. Zen is a response, spontaneous. It does not quarrel, it simply

states. He accepts what Tanka is saying, "Maybe, who knows, the sky one day crumbles, the

earth falls into pieces..."

The old man says, "AH! AH! -- if it happens, then this will be my response."

THE BOY DREW A DEEP BREATH, AND TANKA SAID, "IF THERE WERE NO FATHER, NO CHILD
WOULD BE BORN."
THE OLD MAN AND THE CHILD ENTERED THE MOUNTAINS AND WERE SEEN NO MORE.

Both proved to be very extraordinary people, the old man certainly, and even the boy.

When the old man said, "AH! AH!" the boy drew a deep breath. If it is going to happen, then

the last breath, the last feel of life, the last dance... One breath more is not asking much.

And when TANKA SAID, "IF THERE WERE NO FATHER, NO CHILD WOULD BE

BORN," they did not say anything. They simply disappeared into the mountains and were

seen no more.

This is what I am calling freedom from oneself, the Zen Manifesto. It is a disappearance

into the mountains, it is a disappearance into the ocean, it is a disappearance into the sky.

Fundamentally it is a disappearance of the self. Then you are no more seen again. That old

man and that young boy both proved correct.



ONCE, TANKA TENNEN WAS LYING ON THE TENSHIN BRIDGE. LORD TEIKO, WHO WAS IN
CHARGE OF THE BRIDGE, CAME OUT AND WARNED TANKA THAT HE HAD BETTER MOVE,
BUT TANKA DIDN'T GET UP.

Nobody can order a man of Zen. You can kill him, but you cannot order him. You can

murder him, but you cannot command him.

The man of Zen does not bother about death, because he knows his deathlessness. He

does not care about who you are; lord or governor or emperor, it does not matter. You are just

made of five elements: earth, water, fire, air, sky. You are made of five elements just as any

beggar is: "Don't bother me."

So Tanka did not even reply, and he was lying on the bridge, which is not a place to lie

down.

The lord said to him that he had better move, but Tanka Tennen did not get up and did not

answer either.

TEIKO ASKED WHY HE DIDN'T LISTEN TO HIM. AFTER A FEW MOMENTS, TANKA SAID, "I AM
A MONK OF NOTHING."

"Who is there to listen? I have searched enough, I don't find anybody to listen to. I have

found only nothingness. I am a man of nothingness, don't bother me. There is nobody inside

me to listen to you or to follow your commandment. I have looked enough, searched enough,

in every nook and corner. It is pure nothingness. I am nowhere to be found, so to whom are

you talking?

"And what do you mean by saying, `Why do you not listen to me?' Neither I am nor you

are. Nobody has spoken, nobody has listened. I am a monk of nothing."

He is saying, "I am a man of Zen."

Lord Teiko was taken aback. This was a very strange man. But it was not a philosophical

statement; Tennen was radiant. Because he has found, he is no more; only existence

expresses itself. He is no more, so existence has taken possession of him. His peace, his

silence, his grandeur, his grace, come from existence, because he has allowed. Finding that

there is nobody inside, he has opened all the doors. Fresh breezes and sunrays... and

sometimes the moon looks through the windows. The house is utterly absent of any ego, any

self.

But a man of such nothingness has a tremendous presence. He has no personality, he has

no person, he has no self, but he radiates light, he radiates joy, he radiates a dance around him

of subtle energies.

LORD TEIKO WAS TAKEN ABACK BY TANKA TENNEN'S RESPONSE, AND FROM THEN ON
PROVIDED HIM WITH CLOTHING AND A DAILY MEAL, AND DID NOT ASK HIM TO MOVE FROM
THE BRIDGE.

Tanka Tennen lived his whole life on that bridge. Finally Lord Teiko had to make a hut

for him, because there was rain, there was too much sun, and he was just lying there naked.

He had to arrange for clothes, arrange for his food. Finally, he dropped the idea of having a

bridge, and made a hut in the middle of the bridge. The man made such an impact on Teiko

that because of him, the whole city where he was the ruler started venerating Tanka.

He became famous as a very strange man, but a man of truth, honesty, of immense

blissfulness. There was a very fine grace pouring to anybody who was receptive. That is the



meaning of veneration. It should not be formal, otherwise you will not be able to understand

the man of Zen.

Your veneration should be actual. That means you should be receptive to all that he is

offering -- not asking for anything, but simply offering. You should allow him your inner

being, your inner space, to fill with his light, to fill with his dance and song. That's real

veneration.

And not only in the capital... soon Tanka was known all over Japan. He was very natural,

that's why Ma Tzu gave him the name Tennen. In fact, he did not give him the name, but

Tanka was sitting on the statue of Manjushri, who was known as one of the most natural

beings in the history of the buddhas.

Seeing Tanka sitting on the statue of Manjushri, all the monks could not believe their

eyes: "What kind of monk is he? He is being disrespectful to one of the great buddhas." They

asked their master, Ma Tzu, to come and see: "One stranger is sitting on top of the statue of

Manjushri."

Ma Tzu came, saw Tanka, and said, "My son, Tennen. My son is very natural."

He was sitting there with such natural grace. Tanka immediately came down from the

statue and said, "This is my initiation name. Now I will be called Tanka Tennen." So

childlike, so natural.

He had no teachings.... People used to come to him, sit around him. Sometimes he would

laugh, sometimes he would weep. And people asked, "What is the matter? Sometimes you

laugh, sometimes you weep." And he always gave the same answer: "I weep for you, I laugh

for myself."

And he was right, absolutely right.

Do you know my tears? I never weep in front of you, I have to weep under my blanket. I

enjoy your laughter, but I know it is still not natural. It is caused by a joke.

I would love you to laugh without any cause, just out of sheer laughter. Why do you need

any cause? Why do you need any excuse? Laughter is simply an expression of your health, of

your nothingness. Laughter is simply coming from the very sources of existence.

The whole existence is full of laughter, but you don't hear it. In different ways it laughs,

in different ways it dances, in different ways it sings songs of ecstasy.

But I feel exactly like Tanka Tennen: a sadness for you, because you have not yet become

nothingnesses. So his tears were for others, his laughter was coming from his nothingness.

And don't see any contradiction -- there is no contradiction. The tears are for others,

because they are capable of becoming buddhas and they are delaying it. The laughter is for

himself -- "How strange! In this world of insanity, I have become a buddha. Can you find a

greater joke?"

In this madhouse called the earth, somebody becomes a Gautam Buddha, somebody

becomes a Tanka Tennen or a Ma Tzu... is it not absolutely absurd? There is no reason why.

So he is laughing at the strangeness, at the mysterious existence that to some, the

blossoming comes, and to some only sadness and misery.

So his tears were actual -- out of his compassion. And his laughter was also actual -- out

of his sheer joy, seeing that he has arrived while others are simply going in circles.

There is a special caterpillar in South Africa. It is very manlike, its behavior is very

human. It always follows the leader. You will find thousands of caterpillars in a line; just as if

somebody ahead of them is moving, and so they are moving.

One scientist was researching this strange behavior of leadership and followers. He had a



round glass table with a raised edge like a plate, on which he put the leader. And he went on

putting other caterpillars behind and behind and behind till the circle was complete. They

started moving round and round -- because now there was nowhere to go. And there was no

way to stop, because the person ahead was moving -- until they all died, just utterly

exhausted. But they did not stop till they had drawn the last breath. They went on and on and

on, and finally they all died, one by one. The older ones died first, then the younger ones

became old, and they died, and the children became old, and they died.

After seven days that whole table was full of dead caterpillars. And the scientist who was

working on them said that it is very human -- that's how human beings are behaving.

Somebody is following Jesus Christ -- not knowing who this fellow is. Is he sane? Have

you ever wondered? All his behavior looks eccentric, his declarations fanatical. Only an

insane man can make those statements -- but millions and millions of people have been

following him through the centuries. Twenty centuries have passed; how many millions of

people have died following him? They don't know where he is going, who he is. This is the

way of believers.

Zen is not for believers, it is for discoverers. It is not for retarded people who won't even

take the risk of thinking whom they are following and why. Why are you a Hindu? -- just

because accidentally you were born in a Hindu family. That accident is deciding your

destiny. Why are you a Christian?

But nobody ever wonders.

Thinking seems to be a difficult task, because it gives you a great disappointment. It takes

away your lies, and suddenly you feel you are naked. It takes away your consolations, and

suddenly you fall into insecurity. So it is better to keep your eyes closed, tightly closed, in

case they open themselves in some moment when you are not alert enough to keep them

tightly closed. This way one blind man follows another blind man, not knowing where the

first one is going -- and the first one is almost dead. Two thousand years have passed, and

people are still following the blind -- and not only the blind, but the blind who have been

dead for two thousand years or five thousand years.

Zen brings you to question that to be accidental is not your destiny. To be existential is

your destiny. So drop following, just stand on your own feet and look inwards. Following is

always looking outwards. Look inwards and you will find eternal peace. Of course, in that

eternal peace you have to disappear, but it is a sheer joy to disappear.

To be is a tension.

Not to be is a relaxation.

A haiku:
AN OLD PINE TREE PREACHES WISDOM,
AND A WILD BIRD
IS CRYING OUT TRUTH.

You just have to be alert enough and you will find the whole nature is full of wisdom, and

the whole existence is crying out truth from different sources.

"An old pine tree preaches wisdom, and a wild bird is crying out truth" -- a very

significant haiku. You just need open eyes, receptivity, sensitivity, awareness, and this whole

existence becomes your home.

Zen is concerned absolutely with your relaxedness, because only in relaxedness has one



sunk deep enough into the original sources of life. There one finds such joy that who cares

whether one is or is not? Joy is, life is, existence is, enlightenment is.

It is the poverty of language that we have to call a man enlightened -- because when

enlightenment happens, the man disappears. Then there is only enlightenment.

You cannot call Gautam Buddha an enlightened person, because the person is no longer

there. Only when the person is no longer there, is there enlightenment -- a completely

luminous existence. From every nook and corner wisdom is flowing towards you, from every

bird truth is proclaimed, from every flower beauty is proclaimed, from every mountain, from

every river... thousands and thousands of glories.

The whole existence becomes a totally different phenomenon the moment you disappear.

Hence, you are the only problem. If you can dissolve your problem... it means you have to

dissolve yourself.

So there is no salvation for you, there is only dissolving yourself into the ultimate. And

there is nothing greater, nothing more majestic, nothing more miraculous.

This dissolving is the Manifesto of Zen.

Maneesha's question:

BELOVED OSHO,

THOMAS MERTON WROTE: "IF A CHRISTIAN MYSTIC HAS AN EXPERIENCE

WHICH CAN BE PHENOMENOLOGICALLY COMPARED WITH A ZEN

EXPERIENCE, DOES IT MATTER THAT THE CHRISTIAN IN FACT BELIEVES HE IS

PERSONALLY UNITED WITH GOD, AND THE ZEN MAN INTERPRETS HIS

EXPERIENCE AS `SHUNYATA', NOTHINGNESS, OR THE VOID BEING AWARE OF

ITSELF? IN WHAT SENSE CAN THESE TWO EXPERIENCES BE CALLED

MYSTICAL?"

BELOVED MASTER,

WHY DO SO MANY CHRISTIANS AND ADMIRERS OF ZEN TRY TO MAKE THE

TWO FIT TOGETHER?

Because they cannot drop their old prison, they have become so accustomed to it. These

two experiences cannot be compared. These two experiences are as far away from each other

as a lie and a truth.

The God-oriented religions... Thomas Merton mentions Christianity because he is a

Christian, but you can see his statement begins with an "if." Whenever there is an "if" there is

no direct experience.

"If a Christian mystic" -- in the first place, it is an "if." "If a Christian mystic has an

experience" -- no Christian mystic can have such an experience -- "which can be

phenomenologically compared with a Zen experience..." No, absolutely no. No Christian can

ever experience phenomenologically something equal to the Zen experience, because the

foundations of their search are totally different.

"Does it matter that the Christian in fact believes he is personally united...?" Yes, it does

matter. To be personally united with God is a fiction. The man is living in an hallucination. It

is not the experience of truth, it is the experience projected by a belief system in a particular

god. There are thousands of "gods" around, not only the Christian god. So everybody can

choose -- they come in all sizes and all shapes. It is a commodity you can purchase from the

marketplace -- a Buddha, a Jesus on the cross, a Krishna playing on his flute -- and you can



worship them. And if you go on worshipping them you are really programming your memory

continuously. Soon you will start having delusions.

A Christian or a Hindu or a Mohammedan cannot have any experience equivalent to the

Zen experience; it is not a question of language only. That's what Merton is trying to do. He

is saying that it is only linguistically different. They are using different language, but the

experience is the same. If it was the same, why was Merton trying to go to Japan? What was

the need?

A Zen master has never been known to have gone to a Christian monastery. There is no

need. Merton is consoling himself and other Christians: "Don't be worried,

phenomenologically your experience can be compared to the Zen experience of nothingness."

No, it cannot be compared, because your experience is not of nothingness. Your experience is

of a God which is filling your nothingness, which is a barrier against nothingness. Your God

has to be removed. And rather than removing him, you are feeling an identity with God, you

are becoming one with the God. You are hallucinating, you are dreaming with open eyes.

The Zen experience of shunyata, of nothingness, is not a mind projection. Only one thing

can the mind not project, and that is nothingness. This has to be understood. Mind can project

everything; only one thing it cannot project, nothingness, because in trying to project

nothingness, the mind will have to empty itself completely. In the emptying of the mind

completely, mind will disappear. Mind is nothing but thoughts put together.

We call five persons living in a house, a family. Just take those five persons out, and

where is the family? `Family' was only a collective name. We call a certain group of people a

Rotary Club. Take the members out one by one, and then see whether the Rotary Club is still

inside the house. There is no one.

Mind is a collective name for all your thoughts. If you go on emptying the mind to create

something equal to nothingness, then God will have to be dropped; it is a thought. Then

heaven and hell will be dropped; they are thoughts. Once you create a mind which has no

thoughts, you have transcended mind, there is no mind anymore. You have entered into

nothingness -- but you will not find a God waiting there and hugging you.

And remember always, if any God hugs you it is dangerous, because that fellow, who has

created this whole universe, must not be of your size. He will be huge! You will be simply

killed like a mosquito! Avoid any such experience.

Nothingness is good. You will disappear in both the cases. In one you will be murdered,

in the other you will simply disperse. But dispersing yourself is a beautiful experience; being

murdered is a very ugly, torturous experience. These two experiences cannot be compared,

there is no question of it at all. But it is not only Thomas Merton, many other Christians are

trying to do the same.

Christianity is feeling that its moment to disappear has come; it has no reason now to

remain in existence. It has lost its roots. It was perfectly okay for the uneducated, uncultured,

uncivilized slaves. Now man is coming of age. Christianity was good for children to play

with, a good toy. God was a toy. But when man comes of age, he does not need a toy, he

needs something real.

Zen is for those who are intelligent, mature, who are no longer childish, but grown-ups. It

needs daring, it needs throwing away all kinds of slaveries. And all the religions are nothing

but very cunning ways to reduce humanity to indignity, humiliation and slavery. Now

Christianity is trying hard somehow to survive.

Thomas Merton's statement is simply a desire somehow to keep God and God-oriented

religion alive in the future also. He sees a way: if both these experiences -- the experience of



Zen and the experience of a Christian mystic -- can be compared, they are just the same, only

their language differs, then there is a possibility for Christianity and God to dominate still.

But they cannot be compared. They are not only different, they are opposite to each other.

One is a lie, another is a truth.

God is a fiction. Shunyata is the ultimate experience.

There is no way for Christianity to survive.

It shows certainly that Christians are aware of their death which is coming closer and

closer every moment. They know their God is dead and they are keeping that God on an

artificial breathing system. They are looking all over the world to see if some props can be

found so that God can look as if he is still alive.

Hindus are not in such a search, because they are not so sophisticated and they are not so

alert. Neither are Jainas in such a frantic search, because they are not so sophisticated and

they are not so much interested. Their interest is much more in money.

One Japanese newspaper just wrote an article about me and wondered what is the matter:

why are Indians coming to Japan to learn technology, particularly the latest discoveries in

electronics? Japan has become now the most sophisticated technological country, the richest

country in the world; even America is poorer now. Japan is four times richer than America,

and it is four times smaller than America. So what Japan has done is a miracle. After the

destruction of the second world war, suddenly a tremendous outburst of energy.

So Indians are going to Tokyo, and the article mentions that the Japanese are going to

Poona. You are all coming from Western countries or from Eastern countries which have

become rich enough. From Japan, Taiwan... soon people from Korea will be here.

Indians are rushing all over the world -- to America, to Britain, to Germany, to learn new

technology, to be more scientific. And India still goes on claiming that it is one of the most

spiritual countries. My foot! It is the most unspiritual country in the world. Gone are those

days when it used to be spiritual -- twenty-five centuries have passed -- but the old fog

remains around the mind. India is more attached to things, attached to money, attached to

power, is more ambitious to have domination, prestige, respectability, than any other country.

You are the proof.

Whenever I say anything, I have the proof. You are here because you know money is not

going to help, it is not going to bring your ultimate blossoming. It can buy everything, but it

cannot buy buddhahood. It can buy everything, human beings included, but it cannot buy

meditation.

You have to go alone on the path.

Richer countries are frustrated, utterly frustrated, because they have found money and

they have found respectability. They are educated, they are sophisticated, they are

intellectually far more advanced than the backward countries.

Naturally, Christianity is the only religion in the world which is becoming aware that

their congregation is disappearing -- they are all going to Poona!

You don't see many Indians here -- very few. Very few are intelligent enough. But it is

really sad. The country of Gautam Buddha is no longer interested in meditation; it is

interested in bringing more technology, more riches. And most of the people who go outside

to learn technology, never return -- just as you would not like to return -- because there they

get more money.

A doctor can earn more in Germany or Japan. In America a professor can earn more, a

scientist is needed more in those countries. In India he will be at the most middle class, he

cannot think of being super-rich. But in Japan or Germany or America he can fulfill the



ambition to become super-rich. So those who go, go forever.

There was another article a few months ago in a German magazine, asking, "What is

happening? German young people simply go to Poona and then they are never seen again." It

is only because of the difficulties created by the barriers of nations that you cannot stay more

than three months, more than six months at the most, so you have to go and come back again.

If these barriers disappear, Poona is going to become a country in itself. But it will be a

foreign country to India; it will in itself be one of the most cosmopolitan worlds.

It is because of this that Christianity is more alert and is trying to survive. Hindus are

perfectly asleep; although they are going to drown, they are in the same boat in which

Christianity is. In the same boat Hindus are sleeping, in the same boat Jainas are sleeping, in

the same boat Mohammedans are sleeping -- but they are all sleeping. At least the Christian is

looking all around. The boat is sinking -- and he is trying somehow to save the God-oriented

theology.

But it cannot be saved, it has already outlived its time. It should be more graceful in

allowing itself to disappear. It is now ugly, and becoming more and more ugly. It is trying to

enforce itself and pretend, "We are alive." If your God is dead you cannot be alive. You have

died with your God.

I offer you resurrection.

But in resurrection you will not be Christians, you will not be Hindus, you will not be

Mohammedans.

In resurrection you will be men of Zen.

Hence the Zen Manifesto. The world needs it immediately, urgently.

Now, put on the lights!

It is time for Sardar Gurudayal Singh.

Let the Christian ship drown.

You have found something alive; you can laugh and you can dance and you can celebrate.

One afternoon, Miss Pinkey Dickey, the librarian, comes into Doctor Chopoff's office

with a small growth on her cheek. Doctor Chopoff examines the little blemish carefully, and

then prescribes some green pills.

"There you are, Miss Dickey," says Chopoff. "If it is what I think it is, that should take

care of it."

But two weeks later, Pinkey is back in the doctor's office. This time, a small wooden twig

has sprouted out of the growth on her cheek.

"Hmmmm, interesting," says Doctor Chopoff. "If it is what I think it is, these should take

care of it!" And he gives her a bottle of blue pills.

But two weeks later, Pinkey is back. This time the twig has grown into a branch with

leaves and flowers on it. The doctor examines it very carefully and then says, "Hmmmm,

interesting. If it is what I think it is, then these should take care of it, for sure!" And he gives

Pinkey a bottle of red pills.

But one month later, Miss Pinkey Dickey is back in Doctor Chopoff's office. "Doctor!"

she cries. "Look at me now!"

The doctor is shocked to see Pinkey barely able to get through the door because she now

has a small tree growing out of her head.

"Hmmmm," says Chopoff. "A rare and interesting case. If it is what I think it is, these

should certainly take care of it!" -- and he hands her some green and purple spotted pills.



For six months, Doctor Chopoff does not hear anything from Miss Dickey. Then one day

the door of his office bursts off its hinges and Pinkey Dickey comes staggering in. The doctor

cannot believe his eyes. He can hardly see Pinkey underneath the huge apple tree, flowering

bushes, large rocks and a bubbling waterfall coming out of her head.

"Help me, doctor!" she cries. "What is it?"

"Aha!" exclaims Doctor Chopoff. "Now I know what it is! It is a beauty spot!"

At ten o'clock in the morning, the phone rings in the office of Doctor Floss, the dentist.

"Hello!" says Floss.

"Hello!" says Wu, the Chinaman. "What time you fixee teeth for me?"

"Two-thirty," replies Floss. "Alright?"

"Yes," says Wu. "Tooth hurtee, alright! But what time you fixee?"

There is a huge explosion at the scientific laboratory, and Professor Teddy Testube, the

scientist, is blown through the window and knocked unconscious. When Teddy wakes up, he

is dazed and confused, but he has a sudden flash of inspiration. He decides to devote the rest

of his life to the alchemy of turning regular house bricks into gold bricks.

For ten years Teddy works hard on his project until one day he gets stuck.

"Ah!" cries Teddy to Igor, his lab assistant. "Just one little answer to one last question,

Igor, and we will be rich!"

But night after night Teddy's experiments are fruitless. Finally, utterly exhausted and

nearly burnt out, Teddy is slumped across his workbench when Igor comes in.

"Don't give up, Professor Testube," exclaims Igor, "I have an idea! Why don't you go and

see Madam Weird, the wise woman of Tibet? She will be able to answer your burning

question!"

"Great idea!" shouts Teddy, jumping up. And he goes and packs his bags and leaves for

Tibet the next morning.

After a long camel ride from Kathmandu, Teddy finally arrives, tired and exhausted, on

the doorstep of Madam Weird's mountain retreat. The question is still burning in his mind.

But Teddy is told he must purify himself before he is granted an audience with the wise

woman, so for three days, he is forced to live on a diet of Aqua-guard water and raw tofu.

Finally, he is admitted into Madam Weird's private bedchamber.

"Welcome, stranger," greets Madam Weird, sprawled across the huge bed in her

see-through negligee.

Teddy is shocked and a little nervous, seeing such a beautiful woman way out here in the

middle of nowhere.

"I can receive you today," smiles Madam Weird, "because your energy is sufficiently

pure, and besides that, my husband has gone to the village for some monkey business. But I

can answer one question only, and no more!"

Perspiring, Teddy loosens his collar as he stares at her beautiful, bulging breasts bursting

through her see-through negligee. There is much moving of eyeballs and raising of eyebrows,

as Madam Weird beckons Teddy to come closer.

"Go ahead," she says in a throaty voice, "ask your burning question."

"Okay!" blurts out Teddy. "Tell me one thing: when will your husband be back?"

Nivedano...



(Drumbeat)

(Gibberish)

Nivedano...

(Drumbeat)

Be silent.

Close your eyes... and feel your body to be completely frozen. This is the right moment to

enter into your inner world. Gather all your energy, your total consciousness, and rush

towards the center of your being. It is exactly two inches below your navel, inside.

A great urgency is needed, as if it is going to be your last moment.

Faster, with great intensity...

Rush faster and faster... deeper and deeper.

As you are coming closer to the center of your being, a great silence descends over you,

just like soft rain falling. You can feel the coolness. The whole night is becoming silent with

you.

A little closer to the center, and you are surrounded in a cloud of peace -- peace that

passeth understanding.

Move a little closer, and you feel a great blissfulness you have not known before, a

tremendous power which is harmless, a light that is filling your very being.

You are luminous.

In this luminosity you can see the center perfectly well. Step into the center, and you will

start feeling a divine drunkenness, a great ecstasy. You have heard these words -- this is a

direct experience.

Here you will find your original face. The face of Gautam the Buddha has been accepted

in the East as a symbol of everybody's original face. Everybody is born with the potential of

becoming a buddha. As you step into the center, you disappear. Only the buddha remains,

only your awareness, alertness, consciousness.

Buddha has only one quality; that is the very meaning of the name "Buddha" --

witnessing. Witness that you are not the body, witness that you are not the mind, and finally,

witness that you are only a witness.

Suddenly a door opens into the cosmos.

You see from where your life has been coming.

You see you are no more, only existence is.

This pure nothingness, this shunyata is the only religious experience there is.

To make your witnessing deeper,

Nivedano...

(Drumbeat)

Relax.

Sink into your very sources of life.

Dissolve yourself in this ocean of consciousness.

Gautama the Buddha Auditorium is turning into an ocean of consciousness. Ten thousand



buddhas are disappearing into one oceanic feeling, into one oceanic experience.

This is pure Zen.

This is the beginning of an endless journey. Gautam Buddha is reported to have said,

"Ignorance has no beginning but an end. Enlightenment has a beginning but no end." You are

taking the first step into enlightenment.

These are the three steps. The first step is: you will find Gautam Buddha as your shadow,

but very luminous, very solid, almost tangible. You will feel a tremendous compassion

surrounding you.

In the second step, Buddha will come in front of you and you will become his shadow.

Your shadow of course is dark; it is only a false entity. As the buddha becomes more and

more radiant in front of you, your shadow starts dissolving.

The second step is followed by the third. Your shadow has dissolved into the buddha. Only a

pure witnessing buddha remains, utterly transparent, so he cannot make any shadow.

This is your pure life eternal. This life is cosmic. You have entered into the womb of

existence. You are no more on the one hand; on the other hand you are all that is alive. And

the whole existence is alive, throbbing. You can hear existence's heartbeat, you are so close

to it.

Now gather all these experiences, the bliss, the ecstasy, the peace, the silence, the

serenity, and persuade the buddha to come behind you. He has to become a constant

companion to you in your acts, in your gestures, in your day-to-day affairs.

This is the first step. The second and third will follow in their own time. You have just to

wait in deep trust. If the first has happened, the second is bound to happen. It is really the

growth of the first. The third is the growth of the second, and the third is the final step. Once

you have become enlightened, you are free from birth and death, you are free from all

bondages, you are even free from yourself.

This is the ultimate freedom: freedom from oneself. And only a man who has attained the

ultimate freedom can dance, and there will be no dancer but only dance; can celebrate, but

now celebration will be arising from the very depths of existence itself; can laugh, but now it

will be a totally different laughter -- it will be existence laughing through you.

All your actions will become existential; they will have a great grace and beauty and truth

and authenticity.

Nivedano...

(Drumbeat)

Now come back, and bring all these experiences and the buddha following you.

With great grace, with silence, sit down for a few moments, just to remember the golden

path that you have followed, and the opening into ultimate space, into nothingness, into

shunyata and the great moment when you had disappeared and only existence was there.

Soon it will become your twenty-four-hour experience. Inch by inch you will be

transformed into a Gautam Buddha. That is everybody's birthright.

Okay, Maneesha?

Yes, Osho.
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BELOVED OSHO,
TANKA ASKED CHORO, "WHAT IS THE SELF BEFORE THE EMPTY EON?"
AS CHORO WAS ABOUT TO ANSWER, TANKA SAID, "YOU'RE STILL NOISY -- GO AWAY FOR
NOW."
ONE DAY, AS CHORO WAS CLIMBING BOL PEAK, HIS MIND OPENED UP INTO
ENLIGHTENMENT. HE TOOK A SHORTCUT DOWN AND WENT BACK TO STAND BY TANKA,
WHO SLAPPED HIM AND SAID, "I THOUGHT YOU KNEW IT EXISTS." CHORO BOWED
JOYFULLY.
THE NEXT DAY TANKA WENT INTO THE HALL AND SAID, "THE SUN ILLUMINES THE GREEN
OF THE SOLITARY PEAK; THE MOON SHINES IN THE COLD OF THE VALLEY STREAM. DON'T
PUT THE WONDROUS SECRET OF THE ANCESTRAL TEACHERS IN YOUR LITTLE HEART."
THEN HE GOT UP OFF THE SEAT.
CHORO CAME DIRECTLY FORWARD AND SAID, "YOUR ADDRESS TODAY CAN'T FOOL ME
ANYMORE."
TANKA SAID, "TRY TO RECITE MY ADDRESS."
CHORO REMAINED SILENT.
TANKA SAID, "I THOUGHT YOU HAD A GLIMPSE."
CHORO THEN LEFT.

Friends,

It has been a long awaiting, but that is the very essence of Zen -- to wait, to wait for

nothing.

There is no God, there is no ultimate meaning.

Life is all there is.

Those who have found, have found nothing but that there is nothing to be found.

Zen is the ultimate manifesto of non-finding, of rejoicing without any reason, of laughing

and loving and dancing without any cause.

There are believers in the world, many types of them. There are non-believers in the

world; they are not in any way different, just their beliefs are negative. Somebody believes in

a God, and somebody believes in a no-God, and both are as fanatic as each other.

Just the other day I was reading the manifesto of the Humanist group of intellectuals, a

small, very elite group of American intellectuals. But their manifesto made me laugh. Every

statement begins, "We believe..." And a belief is always ignorance. Somebody believes in



God -- he is ignorant. Somebody believes in no God -- he is as much ignorant as the one who

believes.

Each sentence of the whole manifesto begins, "We believe that there is no God." But on

what grounds? Finally they give their grounds: "We believe our faith is reason. Because God

is not reasonable, we will not believe in God." These are the most intellectual people of

America, and it is a very prestigious thing to be accepted by the group as a member.

I am making this statement just before some of my friends in the group are going to

propose my name as an honorary member in their coming meeting. It is good for me to make

my situation clear to them.

In the first place, I don't become a member of any party, any organization, because every

membership is a subtle slavery.

Truth can live and blossom only in freedom.

Love can blossom and be fragrant only in freedom.

Every membership is a concession and a compromise.

Sannyas is not a movement and not an organization. On the contrary, it is a declaration of

independence from all organizations and all parties and all churches.

I laughed at the Humanist manifesto because finally they say, "Our faith is in reason." But

if you have a faith, every faith is unreasonable. And it is so simple to see. To have faith in

reason means you will not allow anything unreasonable in life.

Love is unreasonable. What is the reason of love? What is the reason of existence itself?

What is the reason of reason itself? If there were no reason, would you complain to

somebody? If there were no life, would there be any way to complain to some court, to some

higher authority? If there is nothing, there is nothing; if there is everything, there is

everything. Reason itself is unreasonable. And if one has to be vast enough, one has to

include contradictions. Reason on the one side, and irreason on the other side -- both have to

be accepted.

The Zen Manifesto is not for anything special. It is simply for this life, this existence, this

moment. It does not ask for any source, and it does not ask for any goal. Every source will

make a limitation, and every goal will make another limitation, and existence is unlimited. It

is not limited by reason.

So if the Humanist group wants me to accept their membership, they will have to change

their manifesto. I don't believe in anything, and I don't ask for anything to have a reason. It is

perfectly okay as it is. If it were not, that too is perfectly okay.

Hence, I said to you that you have to wait long for me, but it is part of the game.

Zen accepts both the presence and the absence, life and death -- all the contradictions.

Zen is vast enough to contain all contradictions.

Perhaps Zen is the only way that contains contradictions, and that does not disallow

anything. It rejoices in everything without any conditions. It accepts everything as it is

without making any demands on it. It has no commandments, "Thou shalt," or "Thou shalt

not..."

Zen knows nothing about commandments.

Zen knows only a vast life which contains all kinds of contradictions in a deep harmony.

The night is in harmony with the day, and life is in harmony with death, and the earth is

harmony with the sky. The presence is in harmony with the absence. This immense harmony,

this synchronicity is the essential Manifesto of Zen. This is the only way of life which

respects and loves, and denies nothing, condemns nothing.

Every other religion, every other philosophy depends on choosing -- "Condemn this, deny



that, accept this, respect this..." But there is always choice. And a man who has chosen has

always chosen a part, and a part is never alive, only the whole is alive. Your hand is not alive

separated from you, and your eyes will not be able to see separated from you. You are an

organic unity.

Zen is a declaration of the organic unity of all contradictions of life. And because

existence accepts everything, who are you to choose? Who are you to judge? Zen knows no

judgment. Nobody is a sinner and nobody is a saint. Both are playing a game of their choice,

and both will receive their rewards accordingly.

If you have done something wrong, something wrong will happen to you. If you have

been blissful to others, existence will be blissful to you... a simple arithmetic. Zen does not

believe in complexities, it is a very simple acceptance of the totality that surrounds us.

These days I have been away from you, but I was aware of you, as you were aware of me.

I heard your sound of joy, I heard your songs... and I was waiting for the right day to come. I

was going to come yesterday, but yesterday was Sardar Gurudayal Singh's day, so I had to

remain in my room just for poor Sardar's sake.

Before the sutras, a few questions.

One sannyasin has asked:

ON COMMENTING ON TEN ZEN BULLS, NYOGEN SENZAKI AND PAUL REPS

WRITE IN THE BOOK, `ZEN FLESH, ZEN BONES,' "MAY THE READER, LIKE THE

CHINESE PATRIARCH, DISCOVER THE FOOTPRINTS OF HIS POTENTIAL SELF,

AND CARRYING THE STAFF OF HIS PURPOSE AND THE WINE JUG OF HIS TRUE

DESIRE, FREQUENT THE MARKETPLACE AND THERE ENLIGHTEN OTHERS."

BELOVED OSHO, WHAT IS THE PURPOSE AND TRUE DESIRE THEY ARE

INDICATING?

THEIR COMMENT SEEMS TO BE CONTRADICTORY TO YOUR EXPLANATION.

I don't know what Nyogen Senzaki's and Paul Reps' inner meaning is, because their hearts

are not available to me. I have also read their words and wondered that without explanation

they are using words which are meaningless in themselves.

What purpose? Life has no purpose. The very use of the word `purpose' shows that both

these people, Senzaki and Paul Reps, have not understood the meaning of Zen.

Zen is rejoicing in purposelessness. What purpose is in a flower? What purpose is in the

sun rising? For what purpose are you here? There seems to be no purpose to me.

I have looked deep enough in every corner of my being -- there seems to be no purpose at

all, and I consider it a great freedom. If there were a purpose, then you would be in bondage,

then there would be a destiny you have to fulfill. Then you could be a failure.

Every purpose creates failures and successes. But if there is no purpose, nobody is a

failure. Wherever you end up, that is the place you were destined to end. Wherever your boat

leads you, and wherever the river moves, that is the direction. If you have any direction, you

are going to be in conflict with many directions.

Don't have any direction, and don't have any desire. That does not mean repress desire.

That simply means, rejoice in every desire, rejoice in every moment. Whatever is available,

whatever has come across your path, love, be friendly.

Don't make any demands on existence, otherwise you will be in suffering. All those who

live in misery, live in misery for the simple reason they are thinking that a certain purpose



has to be fulfilled, a certain success has to be achieved, a certain ambition. And when it is not

achieved -- and there are more possibilities of not achieving it -- you will be in misery. And

even if you achieve it, it makes no difference, you will be in misery. You will be in misery

because when you achieve it you will find nothing is achieved.

You have become the world's richest man, and suddenly you find you are surrounded by

all kinds of junk. You cannot live if you are trying to be richer. You will be richer if you live.

Live each moment in as much intensity as possible, and you will be richer. But if you are

living for riches, then it is always tomorrow, the day after tomorrow... and you are wasting all

these valuable moments, you are becoming poorer every moment.

You are forgetting the language of living the present, and that is the only poverty.

I know of no other richness than to live each moment without bothering about the past

which is no more, and without desiring of the future which is not yet. Live it! When it will

come you will be able to live it too. You will be more efficient in living tomorrow if you are

intensely living life today.

So I don't know what Paul Reps and Senzaki mean by "purpose." As far as Zen is

concerned, there is no purpose. And I don't know what they mean by "the wine jug of his true

desire."

Zen knows about the wine, but it is not of desire, it is of a silence.

It is of a desireless deepening of your life.

It is a silent song without sounds.

It is a music without instruments.

It is pure being.

At such a moment where being and non-being become equivalent, their presence and

absence are synonymous. You are so present that you are almost absent, or the other way

round -- you are so absent that you are totally present.

Rather than Senzaki and Paul Reps, listen to your own heart. When you are no more, you

are. When you are no more, you are the whole vastness of existence. When there is no desire,

you are fulfilled. It is not that any desire has to be fulfilled. When there is no desire, when

you have learned the art of remaining in a non-desiring moment, you are fulfilled.

When you are not doing anything, your action is perfect. Only non-doing can be perfect.

Any doing is bound to be imperfect. No man is capable of doing anything perfectly.

Perfection is of the imagination.

Life consists of all kinds of imperfections. You have to love the imperfect, and you have

to respect the imperfect -- not only in others, but in yourself too.

What Paul Reps and Senzaki are thinking of -- the wine of desire -- has nothing to do

with Zen. Zen knows about one wine, and you have all tasted it. It is the wine that comes

through the silent, meditative ecstasy of your being. It has nothing to do with desire. It has

nothing to do with purpose.

Every day, whenever you reach to the point of your innermost being where everything is

silent, where you cannot even say you are, a pure isness, unbounded, a tremendous

drunkenness arises. I have called it divine drunkenness. That is the only wine I am acquainted

with. And I don't think either Paul Reps or Senzaki understand the essence of Zen, otherwise

they would not have used such wrong words.

The second question:

MANY YEARS AGO I ENJOYED READING PAUL REPS' BOOK, `ZEN FLESH, ZEN



BONES,' ALTHOUGH IT ONLY GAVE ME AN INTELLECTUAL UNDERSTANDING

OF ZEN. SINCE YOU HAVE BEEN TALKING ON ZEN, I FEEL THAT NOT ONLY

HAVE YOU CONVEYED TO US THE FLESH AND BONES OF ZEN, BUT IN YOUR

SILENCE YOU IMPART TO US THE VERY HEART OF ZEN. IS IT THE ZEN HEART

WHICH WESTERN INTELLECTUALS ARE MISSING, AND IF SO, WHY ARE THEY

MISSING IT?

The Western intelligence has taken a certain direction; there is no reason why. The

Eastern intelligence has taken a totally different direction; there also, there is no reason why.

Such is the case.

The Western intellect has remained logical, rational, and has tried in every way to confine

existence to reasonable terms, terms which mind can understand.

The East has taken a totally different approach. What mind can understand is a very small

part, and because it is only a small part, it is going to be dead, it is going to be material. That

which is beyond mind has to be understood. The East has moved into the irrational, into the

mystical, into the miraculous. And certainly, the Eastern approach is far wider, far bigger. It

can contain the Western approach in it, but the Western approach cannot contain the Eastern.

No-mind can contain mind, but mind cannot contain no-mind. That's where the Eastern

approach has reached to higher peaks.

Even a Socrates or an Aristotle has not been able to comprehend the experience of a

Gautam Buddha, or the taste of a Bodhidharma, or the meaning of the gesture of a Rinzai.

They have chosen a very small part -- that which is available to intellect. And it is very small,

hence the Western mind has been able to go into details. Because it has chosen a very small

part, it can go into details. It goes on knowing more and more about less and less. Drawn to

its logical conclusion, it can be said that the Western mind will finally reach to knowing more

and more about nothing, because that will be the smallest part: nothing.

Albert Einstein and the Neo-Physicists almost reached to that nothing. And they are

puzzled because their minds cannot understand nothing, and they are confronting nothing.

Their instruments have led them to nothing. Their analysis, their experiments have revealed

to them nothing, but their minds are not ready to accept nothing. Nothing seems to be full of

fear.

The Eastern mind has also reached nothing, but it reached nothing in a very different way.

It reached nothing, dancing -- not through analysis, not through logic, but through meditation.

It has reached to nothingness through music, through song, through dance, through

meditation. It has been a joyous experience. The nothing in the East does not create fear. It

creates freedom, opens doors, destroys all boundaries. But the Western mind -- it simply

freaks out.

Nothing? No purpose? No God? No meaning? No destiny? Then the Western mind can

only conclude suicide. But that too is meaningless. Why commit it?

So the Western intellectual lives in a very strange tragedy. All his mind can conclude is

suicide, and that is what he is afraid of. So he lives halfway, wishy-washy... neither loves

totally, nor dances totally, nor meditates totally. Totality is unknown, only partiality -- only

parts the mind can deal with easily.

The Eastern mind recognized quickly that mind is part of the body on the one hand, and

on the other hand, mind is part of the education of the society. The brain is the natural part,

and the mind is the part that the society has given you -- the conditionings, the philosophies,

the religions, the whole nurture. This small mind, which consists only of biology and



sociology, cannot know the vast truth, the mysterious expanse of the ultimate.

It is absolutely needed to transcend the mind. And in a strange way, the moment you

transcend the mind, you for the first time understand the mind also. Because to understand

anything you have to stand apart, a little distance is needed.

A meditator can understand mind, and can understand no-mind, because he is standing

apart, aloof, as a witness. He can see thoughts, and he can see the absence of thoughts, and he

can understand that both are essential. Thought is for the limited, and the no-thought is for

the unlimited.

Your question, that reading Paul Reps' ZEN FLESH, ZEN BONES gave you an

intellectual understanding of Zen...

There is no intellectual understanding of Zen.

Zen has to be understood non-intellectually.

Zen is an experience.

It has nothing to do with reason, explanations, analytical processes. If you know what is

sweet, you know you may not be able to say what it is. And if somebody asks you, "What is

sweet?" you know it but you will be in trouble, you cannot say it. It is just on the tip of the

tongue.

The East has not tried to approach reality philosophically, it has tried in a very different,

non-intellectual, meditative way. That is the way of tasting it.

Don't ask what reality is, taste it. It is available to you; it is your very essence. Why do

you go on looking in the Bibles, in the Korans, in the Gitas? Why don't you look within

yourself? -- it is there. And if it is not there, it is nowhere. And if it is there, it is everywhere.

It is a simple experience.

One of the greatest philosophical geniuses, G.E. Moore, has written a book upon a very

small, simple subject: What is good? Although he gives his book a very intellectual name,

PRINCIPIA ETHICA, the meaning is the search for good: What is good, what is ethical?

After two hundred and fifty pages of thick discussion, he concludes... the last sentence is that

the good is indefinable. So what was all this nonsense?

One of my teachers was a student of G.E. Moore, and because he had been G.E. Moore's

student, he was thought to be the authority in the university.

I had read the book before I entered his class. He opened the book...

I said, "Please, first read the last sentence."

He looked at me, puzzled. He said, "Why?"

I said, "That will decide everything. You read the last sentence, otherwise, I have the

book, I can read it."

But he said, "Why are you asking that?"

I said to him, "I am not asking it for any intellectual reason, I am asking it so that you can

throw the book out of the window, because the last sentence is: `Good is indefinable.' Then

why bother? Then let us do something significant. Why waste time?"

He looked at me. He told all the students to go out, and he said, "We have to come to a

settlement. If you insist on reading the last sentence first, you are right, the book has to be

thrown. But my whole purpose here is to teach the book."

I said, "There is nothing in it to teach."

He said, "You are right that way also, because finally, I have to come to that conclusion."

I said, "You know it, and I know it, so why waste time?"

He said, "What do you suggest? What should we do?"

I said, "What will you do after the book is finished?"



He said, "I have never thought about it."

I said, "You have been G.E. Moore's own student, and you did not ask the fellow that if

you know that it is indefinable, then why waste time, why not do something significant? Then

why not approach it in the Eastern way?"

The East never says anything is indefinable. It only says things are either definable or

experienceable. That is the distinction the East makes clearly. If something is indefinable, it

means it is experienceable.

Sweet is indefinable. How are you going to define it? The yellowness of a flower is

indefinable. What are you going to say? What is yellow? Yellow is yellow -- but that is

tautology, that is not definition.

There are things -- and those are the most valuable things -- which have to be

experienced. Good has to be experienced, not defined.

He said, "You are a tough student, but have mercy on me."

I said, "On one condition: if you give me one hundred percent attendance. I will never

come to your class. You can go on with your indefinables; I can do something else."

He said, "I have to agree. I will give you the attendance mark whether you come or not."

I said, "That is not the question, whether I come or not. I will not come, and I will make it

clean and clear to everybody in the class. Only idiots will come, because if something is

indefinable... and you know it, and you have agreed with me.

"Nobody is going to come. You go on sitting here, reading your book, finding finally

something which you knew already -- that good is indefinable. Meanwhile, we could do

many things which are worth doing. Even growing a rose plant, even planting a lawn, may

create a little good, a little beauty, a little experience in existence. Or not doing anything, just

sitting..."

I told him... just behind my university campus there was a small hillock, and there were

three trees. I told him, "If you want me anytime, you can come to the hillock. In the middle

tree, I sit there on top of the tree. That is when I want to experience good."

He said, "You experience good there?"

I said, "You experience good in this book which says it is indefinable; I experience it

there. There, clouds are so close, and the flowers of that tree are so fragrant. And day and

night nobody goes there -- no traffic, no disturbance, utter silence. In that silence, perhaps

someday you may know the experience of good."

What is the experience of good?

Just a feeling of well-being, a feeling of great rejoicing. Just because you are breathing,

just because the blood is circulating, just because the heart is beating, just because the wind is

blowing and the tree is fragrant, and the sky is clean, and a bird is on the wing.

The man was certainly intelligent. He said, "One day I am going to come with you."

I said, "Remember, the middle tree belongs to me. You can sit on the first tree or the third

tree. And as far as good is concerned, it is available on all the trees. Just sit silently, and don't

bring any book, and don't ask any question."

One day he came, and from the very beginning I showed him, "Go up!" So he sat on the

tree. After an hour he came down. I asked him, "Did you experience something?"

He said, "Really, it is so silent here. It seems almost out of the world. And I unnecessarily

wasted my time in Oxford studying with G.E. Moore what is beauty, what is good, what is

silence. These trees can experience."

I said, "These trees can experience much more than is contained in any book on

aesthetics, ethics, philosophy, religion."



You just have to be utterly in tune with the surroundings -- when just the bamboos are

giving you the definition of good, and a roseflower is defining for you what is beauty....

There is no intellectual understanding of Zen. There is an experiential understanding of

Zen, that is through meditation -- a taste. Something opens within you, something that has not

been available to you because you were keeping your back towards it. Something, just

because you look for it, suddenly comes in the mirror of your eyes, fills your very being. A

tremendous dance... in small things, a beauty, a joy. But if you start defining, you start

missing.

You are asking why the Western mind has been missing it. It went on a wrong track, and

it is still on the wrong track.

I have told you about the Humanist manifesto. These are America's most famous

intellectuals. Everything has to be defined clearly. If it is not defined, it is not acceptable. But

these great intellectuals have not questioned that reason itself is undefined -- what is reason?

what is the purpose of it? why should it be there?

And it is a very simple thing to see, that in life there is always the opposite. If there is

reason, there must be something irrational, otherwise there is no point in calling anything

rational. If there is beauty, there is something that is bound to be ugly. If there is something

good, then something is bound to be evil.

The moment you say, "Reason... our faith is reason," you have defined your territory.

Beyond that territory, whatever exists you will not accept it -- but existence accepts it.

Whether you accept it or not does not matter.

There was a time when only Aristotle's logic was available -- for two thousand years. Just

now, this century, non-Aristotelian logic has come into existence because Aristotle's logic is

very confined.

For two thousand years Euclidean geometry was the only geometry. Just within fifty

years, non-Euclidean geometry has come into existence. And if you know non-Euclidean

geometry, all the points of Euclidean geometry are completely erased.

All the definitions of Euclid, and all the definitions of Aristotle, are denied by modern

physics, because if you listen to their definitions you cannot move into existence. Existence

does not bother about Aristotle or Euclid. Existence has its own ways; it is vast enough, it is

bigger than Aristotle's skull.

How much can you contain in your mind? Something will always remain beyond, and

that beyond does not disappear from existence, it is there whether you accept it or not.

The East has taken a far more sane view, to accept both: the rational for the material, and

the irrational for the immaterial; the rational for the outside, and the irrational for the inside.

This is a saner and more balanced view, and sooner or later the West has to agree to the

Eastern viewpoint.

The third question:

YOU HAVE RECENTLY REFERRED TO THE "NONCOMPETITIVE SPIRIT" OF THE

ZEN MASTERS.

IS COMPETITIVENESS LACKING IN ZEN BECAUSE THERE IS NO SENSE OF

HIERARCHY -- BECAUSE THE IDEA OF HIERARCHY IS ESSENTIALLY

CONNECTED WITH THE CONCEPT OF A SUPREME BEING, APART FROM AND



ABOVE MAN?

There is no competitive spirit. That means, no master is thought to be greater, and no

master is thought to be lesser. Even the enlightened one is not thought to be higher than the

unenlightened one. One is asleep, one is awake -- that does not mean that the awake one is

more superior than the one who is asleep. They are different states, but there is no question of

superiority or inferiority. In this sense, no competitive spirit exists in Zen.

No master is trying to gather more people, more followers. On the contrary, there are

cases on record where the master will look into the eyes of the disciple who has come to be

with him, will shake his head and will say, "It will be better if you go to the other monastery

on the other hill. Although the teaching there is different and the opposite to mine, it will be

more suitable to you. And the real thing is what is more suitable for you. It is not a question

that I should have more disciples and the other should have less."

Once it happened...

A disciple was thrown out by the master because for many years he had been meditating,

and bringing answers, and getting beaten... and he had become habituated, and nothing was

happening.

One day as he was coming in, the master closed the door. The disciple said, "I have not

said anything at all."

The master said, "You should not come here at all. Go anywhere...!"

Naturally, the disciple thought, "The best place will be the master who is opposite; he

teaches different things."

He went to that master. The master looked into his eyes and said, "It is better you go back

to your old master; he has great mercy for you. Eighteen years he has wasted on you; I don't

have that much compassion. You just go back! If he closes the door, that does not mean that

he is not answering you -- that is his answer. Sit down at the door, don't open your eyes, and

don't move from the door. Just go back."

And the disciple went back, sat at the master's door, and closed his eyes. The whole night

went by. Early in the morning the master opened the door, and the disciple was sitting there

so beautifully, so peacefully, that the master who had brought a few flowers for Buddha's

statue showered those flowers on the disciple's head.

The disciple opened his eyes. He said, "What are you doing? These flowers you brought

for Buddha."

The master said, "That Buddha can manage without flowers today. A living buddha I

have found just sitting at my door. Come in. Where have you been this long time?"

He said, "Where? I have been here eighteen years. Have you forgotten? Just yesterday

you threw me out!"

He said, "I had to, because I knew immediately you would go to the opposite monastery.

And I knew that the master opposite would not accept you. You are such a dodo, and only I

accept dodos and make them buddhas! So there was no fear. Wherever you would have gone

they would have sent you back."

There is no competitiveness, there is no condemnation. Disciples move from one teacher

to another teacher with their permission -- and there is no hierarchy. Gautam Buddha is not

higher than Mahakashyapa, and Mahakashyapa is not higher than Bodhidharma. The very

word `hierarchy' comes from the idea of the inferior and the superior.

The world according to the buddhas is divided into two kinds of buddhas: a few are

sleeping, and a few are awake -- not much of a difference. One who is asleep today may



wake up tomorrow. And one never knows -- one who is awake today may fall asleep

tomorrow. In this miraculous existence everything is possible.

It will be difficult for your reason to accept that a buddha can become again

unenlightened, but I know many buddhas who are sitting here unenlightened. And many

times they come to the very verge of becoming enlightened, and immediately turn away,

being afraid that, "Who knows? If you go one step more, you may never come back" -- and

your girlfriend is waiting outside...!

Sarjano has gone somewhere for a few days. I asked Neelam, "I don't see Sarjano...?" She

informed me that she had asked Sarjano, and Sarjano said, "If I am not missing him, why is

he missing me?"

Sarjano, you may not miss me -- I miss you. I am my kind of a buddha. I miss people --

and even people like Sarjano! Everybody was happy when he was gone....

The sutra:
BELOVED OSHO,
TANKA ASKED CHORO, "WHAT IS THE SELF BEFORE THE EMPTY EON?"

`Eon' means before the beginning of existence. Tanka is asking, "Before existence began,

there was eon...?" That is only a word: `age'; it means simply age. It would be better

translated to say, `time' -- pure time existed.

TANKA ASKED CHORO, "WHAT IS THE SELF BEFORE THE EMPTY EON?"

Before that empty timelessness, what is the self... where have you been? You must have been

somewhere -- a relevant question. Existence may not have been here, you may not have been

in a body, but somewhere, hiding in some corner, you must have been somewhere.

AS CHORO WAS ABOUT TO ANSWER, TANKA SAID, "YOU ARE STILL NOISY -- GO AWAY FOR
NOW."

Tanka was the master who asked the disciple, Choro, "WHAT IS THE SELF BEFORE

THE EMPTY EON?" -- before everything begins, what is the self?

And as Choro was about to answer -- because this is not a question that can be

answered... To answer is to answer wrongly. There is no right answer to it -- perhaps some

right action. If Choro had been a man of understanding he may have hit, slapped the master,

and the master would have been happy. But it is not a question to be answered intellectually,

verbally.

AS CHORO WAS ABOUT TO ANSWER, TANKA SAID, "YOU ARE STILL NOISY

-- GO AWAY FOR NOW. When you are silent, and there are no words in you, come back."

Only a man who has no words knows that the self can exist without boundaries. It is an

experience; there is no way of proving it by argumentation. You can go into yourself and be

utterly silent -- no boundaries, no words, a pure isness... still, you know you are. Without

knowing, without verbalizing, you experience you are.

This amness was there before the beginning, if there was any beginning. It is now, and it

will remain forever. Even if there is an end, this amness is not going to end. And this amness

has nothing to do with you. This amness is not your possession; hence, it is not the self.

Buddha is very accurate in his explanations. Perhaps no man has ever been so accurate.

He describes it as no self, not as self, because to call it self will give it a line, a boundary, a

territory. To destroy the territory, Buddha calls it no self. This was one of the reasons for his



being misunderstood for centuries. Because who wants to attain to no self, who wants to

become nothing...?

And that's exactly what you become when you reach to the very center of your being --

nothing, no self. But that no-selfness is immortal, that no-selfness is pure joy, uncaused bliss.

ONE DAY, AS CHORO WAS CLIMBING BOL PEAK, HIS MIND OPENED UP INTO
ENLIGHTENMENT. HE TOOK A SHORTCUT DOWN AND WENT BACK TO STAND BY TANKA,
WHO SLAPPED HIM AND SAID, "I THOUGHT YOU KNEW IT EXISTS." CHORO BOWED
JOYFULLY.

He didn't say anything. On this second occasion, Choro suddenly felt a silence as he was

coming up the mountain. It happens more easily in the world of Zen, because everybody is

looking for silence. As he was climbing up, suddenly a moment of silence, and he found why

the master had rejected him. He took a shortcut to reach the master.

Tanka looked at him, slapped him, and said, "I knew you would know it exists. It is not

the self, it is not the no self; it is simply isness, and you will find it one day. I knew it, and I

am happy that you have found it."

Choro had not said a single word, but he showed his understanding: CHORO BOWED

JOYFULLY.

Now, in any situation anywhere, this type of incident is impossible. The master slaps the

disciple, and he has not said anything right or wrong. But the master does not depend on your

words, he depends on your grace, on your eyes, on your face, on your very vibe. The master

saw that Choro was walking in a different way, with a different vibe, as only a buddha can

walk. He did not miss the point, he immediately slapped him.

This slapping was just to check whether he was right or wrong. If Choro had asked, "Why

are you slapping me?" Tanka would have been wrong. But rather than asking anything,

Choro bowed joyfully. Not only has Tanka understood the vibe, but Choro has also

understand that slapping is not out of anger, it is out of joy.

THE NEXT DAY TANKA WENT INTO THE HALL AND SAID, "THE SUN ILLUMINES THE GREEN
OF THE SOLITARY PEAK; THE MOON SHINES IN THE COLD OF THE VALLEY STREAM. DON'T
PUT THE WONDROUS SECRET OF THE ANCESTRAL TEACHERS IN YOUR LITTLE HEART."
THEN HE GOT UP OFF THE SEAT.
CHORO CAME DIRECTLY FORWARD AND SAID, "YOUR ADDRESS TODAY CAN'T FOOL ME
ANYMORE."
TANKA SAID, "TRY TO RECITE MY ADDRESS."
CHORO REMAINED SILENT.
TANKA SAID, "I THOUGHT YOU HAD A GLIMPSE."
CHORO THEN LEFT.

What had transpired?

The next day Tanka spoke before the assembly and said, "THE SUN ILLUMINES THE

GREEN OF THE SOLITARY PEAK; THE MOON SHINES IN THE COLD OF THE

VALLEY STREAM. DON'T PUT THE WONDROUS SECRET OF THE ANCESTRAL

TEACHERS IN YOUR HEART." THEN HE GOT UP OFF THE SEAT....

What he meant was: whenever you have found the truth, spread it, don't keep it in your

heart. If you keep it, it will die. Spread it wide, sow it in as many fields as possible. The more

you spread it, the more it grows, the more you have it.

Choro has become a little proud of yesterday's experience, that the master has slapped



him joyfully.

CHORO CAME DIRECTLY FORWARD AND SAID, "YOUR ADDRESS TODAY CAN'T FOOL ME
ANYMORE."

He thought that he had gone beyond the understanding that is contained in the sermon of

the master.

TANKA SAID, "TRY TO RECITE MY ADDRESS. If you cannot be befooled by it,

please try to recite it. Let me see whether you have even heard it or not."

CHORO REMAINED SILENT.
TANKA SAID, "I THOUGHT YOU HAD A GLIMPSE."

Those slappings were of joy; this statement: "I THOUGHT YOU HAD A GLIMPSE," is

of sadness.

The master is saying that in the first place this is impudent -- "coming before the

assembly and making the statement..." Secondly, "When asked to recite, if you cannot recite

it, you can at least ask for forgiveness. But you remained silent like a dead lamppost."

Tanka said, "I was wrong. I thought you had a glimpse. Yesterday you had a different

vibe. Today that vibe has changed."

This makes me aware of you -- that whenever any recognition from the master is given to

you, don't make it part of your ego. Otherwise, rather than helping, it becomes a hindrance.

The master's looking into your eyes, or his hand pointing to you, is a recognition. In his

love there is a recognition. Every moment he is recognizing you with great reverence, as

possible, potential buddhas. But don't become proud of it, otherwise that proudness will delay

your enlightenment.

Issa wrote:
HEEDLESS OF THE DEW
THAT MARKS OUR CLOSING DAY,
WE BIND OURSELVES TO OTHERS.

There are few haiku poets of the caliber of Issa and Basho. This haiku says: "Heedless of

the dew that marks our closing day..." Every day so much dust is created around -- so much

anger, so much sadness, so much misery, so much misunderstanding.

Heedless of all this that marks our closing day, we bind ourselves to others. Our love

remains unmarked, unscratched. Our hearts are just like mirrors which don't gather any dust.

That is the way of a man of Zen. Go on removing the dust, and remember your unity,

your union with the whole existence. Nothing allows you to separate yourself -- no anger, no

desire, no failure. Nothing divides you from existence.

Every evening remove all the dust.

Go to your bed with a clean mirror, in a silent song, harmonious with existence.

Maneesha's question:

BELOVED OSHO,

PAUL REPS IN THE FOREWORD TO HIS BOOK, `ZEN FLESH, ZEN BONES,'

WRITES, "... THAT THE ONE HUNDRED AND TWELVE TECHNIQUES OF `VIGYAN



BHAIRAVA TANTRA' MAY WELL BE THE ROOTS OF ZEN."

BELOVED OSHO, DO YOU AGREE WITH PAUL REPS?

There is a possibility... the one hundred and twelve techniques of VIGYAN BHAIRAVA

TANTRA are basically one technique in different combinations. That one technique is

witnessing. In different situations use witnessing, and you have created a new technique. In

all those one hundred and twelve techniques, that simple witnessing is used.

And there is a possibility that it may not be joined directly with Shiva's book. VIGYAN

BHAIRAVA TANTRA is five thousand years old, and Gautam Buddha is only twenty-five

centuries old. The gap between Shiva and Buddha is long -- twenty-five centuries -- and there

seems to be no connecting link.

So it may not be that he has directly taken the technique of witnessing from VIGYAN

BHAIRAVA TANTRA. But whether he has taken it directly or not, there is a possibility that

somehow, from somebody, he may have heard. He had moved with many masters before he

became a buddha. Before he himself found the technique of witnessing, he had moved with

many masters. Somewhere he may have heard mention of VIGYAN BHAIRAVA TANTRA,

but it does not seem to have a very direct connection, because he was still searching. In fact,

it was not witnessing that he was practicing when he became a buddha.

The situation is just the reverse: he became a buddha first. Then he found, "My God! It is

witnessing that has made me a buddha." It was not that he was practicing witnessing, he had

dropped everything. Tired of all kinds of yogas and mantras and tantras, one evening he

simply dropped... He had renounced the kingdom, he had renounced everything. For six years

he had been torturing himself with all kinds of methods.

That evening, he dropped all those methods, and under a tree which became known by his

name, the bodhi tree, he slept silently. And in the morning when he opened his eyes, the last

star was disappearing. And as the star disappeared -- a sudden silence all around, and he

became a witness. He was not doing anything special, he was just lying down underneath the

tree, resting, watching the disappearing star. And as the star disappeared there was nothing to

watch -- only watching remained. Suddenly he found, "Whoever I have been seeking, I am

it."

So it was Buddha himself who discovered that witnessing had been his path without his

awareness.

But since Buddha, witnessing, or the method of sakshin, became a specific method of

Zen.

Paul Reps' guess has a possibility, but it cannot be proved historically. And according to

me, Buddha was not practicing witnessing. He found witnessing after he found that he was a

buddha. So certainly it has nothing to do with VIGYAN BHAIRAVA TANTRA, but the

method is the same.

Because the method is the same, in the mind of Paul Reps, a scholarly mind, the idea may

have arisen easily that Buddha's method, the Zen method, is connected with VIGYAN

BHAIRAVA TANTRA. But this connection seems to be only his guesswork. It has a

possibility, but no validity.

The bamboos are asking for Sardar Gurudayal Singh's time. Put on the lights!

It is midnight at the Rotting Saint's Graveyard in Cologne. All is quiet, when suddenly,



there is a rattling noise under one of the gravestones, marked Himlish Humper. Slowly, the

stone begins to lift up, and the earth begins to crumble, and a bony hand reaches out into the

air.

Slowly but surely, the skeleton of Himlish Humper creeps out of the ground. Himlish

brushes the dust off his bones, and then knocks on the next stone marked Hector Herpes.

"Come on, Hector!" cackles Himlish. "It is time!"

Then, from under the stone marked Hector Herpes comes the sound of bones rattling, and

slowly the stone lifts up and out slides the skeleton of Hector.

The two skeletons clatter and rattle as they stand up and shake hands.

"We are free!" rasps Himlish. "Let us go!"

The two guys start running and rattling down the streets of Cologne. Suddenly, Hector

Herpes stops dead in his tracks. He spins around and starts rattling back towards his grave.

When he gets there he picks up the huge gravestone and carries it back to where Himlish

is standing.

"What the hell are you bringing that thing for?" screeches Himlish.

"Hey!" replies Hector. "You cannot travel in Germany without your papers!"

Young Father Feever finishes his training at the Bleeding Cross Jesuit Monastery, and

moves to New York as the priest of the Immaculate Conception and Miraculous Resurrection

Church.

Feever soon discovers that one member of the congregation, Lucy Legs, is a prostitute,

and decides to try and put her right.

Feever invites Lucy to the back of the church for an informal discussion. But when the

young priest arrives, he finds Lucy sitting naked on an old tombstone, with her legs stretched

wide apart.

"Ah, My God!" moans Feever, beginning to perspire. "I prayed for you last night...!"

"You idiot! There is no need for that," snaps Lucy, "I am on the telephone. But don't

worry! You can have me now -- just fifty dollars!"

"No! No!" cries Feever, loosening his dog collar. "You misunderstand me. I expected to

find you on your knees. In fact, I think we should both start by getting down on our knees

right away! Okay?"

"If that is how you want it!" smiles Lucy. "But it is a hundred dollars for doggie-style!"

In an effort to try and show the world that all Catholic cardinals are not homosexuals,

Pope the Polack throws a huge ball at the Vatican. All the priests are given dancing lessons,

and many glamorous women are invited to attend.

On the great night, the Vatican chapel, which has been converted for the event, is soon

full of dancing couples.

At one point in the evening, Gorgeous Gloria finds herself in the arms of Cardinal

Catsass, being swirled around the dance floor. Gorgeous Gloria is dressed in a skintight,

off-the-shoulder dress, which highlights her figure perfectly, but many of the cardinals find

the dress too revealing.

"Do you know," says Cardinal Catsass, "that I have always been a great admirer of yours,

and I have always wanted to be in the same joke as you?"

"Thank you," replies Gloria.

"Yes," says Catsass. "You are also very beautiful!"

"That is very nice of you to say so," replies Gloria, wondering how she is going to get



away from the old idiot.

"But I ought to tell you something," says Catsass, frowning at her strapless dress, "that I

have just one thing against you."

"I know," says Gloria. "I can feel it!"

Nivedano...

(Drumbeat)

(Gibberish)

Nivedano...

(Drumbeat)

Be silent...

Close your eyes, and feel your body to be completely frozen. This is the right moment to

enter inwards.

Gather your energies, your total consciousness. And with an intensity, rush towards the

center of your being. A deep urgency is needed, as if this is going to be your last moment of

life.

Deeper and deeper...

As you are coming closer to your center, a great silence descends over you. Your heart

opens up just as a lotus opens. Fragrance from the beyond surrounds you.

One step more, and you are at the very center of your being. This is the point where you

are absent and present both: absent, as you have known yourself, and present, as a buddha

knows himself.

This is your pure sky, your freedom, your eternity, your ecstasy.

Witness that you are not the body.

Witness that you are not the mind.

Witness that you are only the witness -- a pure witness, just a mirror.

This witnessing is the only revolution that has ever happened to any man, the only

revolution that has produced a line of buddhas.

Make it deeper...

Nivedano...

(Drumbeat)

Relax, but remain a witness....

Gautama the Buddha Auditorium becomes an ocean of consciousness. You have just

disappeared into this ocean, without boundaries.

Flowers of silence, flowers of peace, flowers of joy, have sprung up all over the place.

At this moment you are the most blessed person on the earth, because everybody is lost

somewhere in the marketplace.

You are one of those chosen few who are searching the truth of your being. And it is

always found, because it is always there waiting for you. It is your authenticity, it is your



existence.

Zen is an existential path.

Experience your buddhahood before Nivedano calls you back.

Collect all these experiences. You have to bring them with yourself, you have to make

them part of your daily life.

And remember these three things, these three steps....

First, Gautam Buddha follows you like a shadow.

Second, you become a shadow of Gautam Buddha.

And third, you disappear even as a shadow and become one with Gautam Buddha....

A pure consciousness...

A white cloud floating in the sky of ultimate freedom...

As you come back, persuade the buddha to come along with you.

Nivedano...

(Drumbeat)

Come back... but slowly, peacefully, gracefully, showing your buddha nature.

Sit down for a few moments just to remember where you have been, where you are.

Has there been an experience? Can that experience remain twenty-four hours with you

like a shadow?

It is your very nature, hence there is no question. It can become your very breathing, your

very heartbeat.

And look... feel the presence of Buddha behind you.

If the first step is taken, the second is not far away, and the third is the easiest.

Okay, Maneesha?

Yes, Osho.
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BELOVED OSHO,
ONE DAY, TANKA SAID TO THE MONKS WHO WERE WITH HIM, "YOU SHOULD ALL PROTECT
YOUR ESSENTIAL THING, WHICH IS NOT MADE OR FORMED BY YOU. SO HOW CAN I TEACH
YOU TO DO THIS OR NOT TO DO THIS?
"ONCE, WHEN I SAW SEKITO OSHO, HE TAUGHT ME THAT I SHOULD JUST PROTECT IT BY
MYSELF. THIS THING CANNOT BE TALKED ABOUT. YOU ALL HAVE YOUR OWN ZAZEN MAT;
OTHER THAN THAT, WHAT ZEN DO YOU TALK ABOUT?
"YOU SHOULD UNDERSTAND THIS. THERE IS NOTHING WHICH IS TO BECOME BUDDHA.
DON'T JUST GO ON HEARING THE NAME OF BUDDHA; YOU, YOURSELVES, MUST SEE THAT
THE GOOD DEVICES AND FOUR INFINITE VIRTUES ARE NOT FROM OUTSIDE; DON'T CARRY
THEM IN YOUR MIND.
"WHAT DO YOU INTEND TO FOLLOW? DON'T USE SUTRAS. LEAVE THE EMPTINESS
WITHOUT FALLING INTO IT.
"THE SEEKERS OF THE PRESENT DAY SEARCH FOR THE TAO CHAOTICALLY. HERE IN THIS
PLACE, THERE IS NO WAY TO LEARN, NOR ANY DHARMA TO SHOW. EVEN A SINGLE SIP OR
A SINGLE BITE HAS ITS OWN TRUTH.
"DON'T ENTERTAIN THOUGHTS AND SUSPICIONS. IN ANY PLACE, THE THING IS PRESENT.
IF YOU RECOGNIZE GAUTAM BUDDHA, AN ORDINARY OLD MAN IS THAT. YOU SHOULD ALL
SEE, AND GET IT, BY YOURSELVES. DON'T LET A BLIND MAN LEAD A MASS OF BLIND
PEOPLE INTO A FIRE CAVE.
"IF YOU PLAY A DICE GAME IN THE DARK NIGHT, HOW CAN YOU SEE THE NUMBERS ON THE
DICE?"

Friends,

Before I answer your questions, I have to talk about a letter by Sarjano.

The other night I talked about him. He has written a very beautiful and loving letter, but

as you know Sarjano, he is lying. I have no objection to it -- if you are lying, lie beautifully

and totally. A life without lies will be very boring.

When I told you the remark Sarjano made to Neelam: "If I don't miss him, why does he

miss me?" -- he was not right, he was not true. He has been missing -- he may not be aware

of it.

Many of you are not aware of what you are missing. Many of you are not aware of what

you have forgotten. But his case can be taken as an example.

He told Neelam, "I am not coming to the discourses because they are too long. I am



watching the sky, sitting on my balcony."

Do you think the sky is smaller than my discourses?

And Sarjano was not on the balcony either. He was not even in Poona. I keep myself

perfectly aware of where you are. Looking at Sarjano's eyes the other day, I saw that he has

been with U.G. Krishnamurti. And not only has he been with U.G. Krishnamurti, he has been

taking other people there too.

There is nothing wrong in it; only one thing has to be remembered: when you are fragile

in your growth, people like U.G. Krishnamurti can destroy you. These people have missed

their life, and now they are living in frustration. And in frustration people start behaving like

women. They start breaking things, throwing things. That's what U.G. Krishnamurti is doing.

But let him do what he wants to do. It is none of the business of anybody else to come in

the way when he is throwing a disk. It is his disk. Why should you get unnecessary wounds?

They are not your own.

It is a misery to say to you that many of you are carrying wounds of others, miseries of

others, tragedies of others.

Have you ever looked at a simple fact -- that you don't have to be miserable, it is by

choice?

And if you, Sarjano, were going to U.G. Krishnamurti, you should have told Neelam

without lying that you "are watching the sky." Now what has happened to the sky? The sky is

still there, the balcony is still there, and what are you doing here? And particularly for you, I

am going to make the discourse long. I care for my people.

Today he has written a letter in which he feels afraid that "perhaps the ghost of

Rajneeshpuram will take possession of this commune also." Sarjano, it is not you speaking, it

is U.G. Krishnamurti. He has never lived in a commune.

A commune gives certain responsibilities and certain freedoms. A commune is not

necessarily destructive of the individual. In fact, that is the very purpose of the commune: to

preserve the individual, his integrity.

A commune is not an organization, but when thousands of people are involved, somebody

has to cook, and somebody has to watch on the door, and somebody has to do small things.

There are people who start thinking that even doing these things is destroying their freedom.

This is sheer nonsense.

A certain responsibility is not against freedom; in fact, freedom can only exist with

responsible people. Somebody has to take care of the gardens, otherwise there will be no

flowers.

Sarjano's trouble may be the trouble of a few other sannyasins. It has to be made clear

that a commune is not dictatorial, but it is not democratic either. It gives respect to the

individual. With the respect it gives the responsibility also, that you have to be aware not to

trespass on anybody, and that you have to contribute to the commune.

If you are taking from the well of the commune, you have to contribute something --

whatever you can do.

When you are working with friends there should be no discussion about anything, only

dialogues. There should be no need to impose anything on anybody. When intelligent people

are there, they can see the reason themselves. They are not to be forced.

But there are a few people who think licentiousness is freedom. Sarjano, that is your

attitude.

Licentiousness is not freedom.

We are sitting here -- nobody is forcing you to be silent. It is according to your



intelligence that you are silent, and this gives your individuality a tremendous grace.

One of my attorneys in America was puzzled. He was not a sannyasin, and he was

employed just because he was an authority of law, a dean of the faculty of law in a California

university. He must have seen students his whole life, but he had never seen a master.

So he took me aside one day, and asked, "I am puzzled. Even when the magistrate comes

in, it has to be announced that `the magistrate is coming, you all stand up.' But when you

come, nobody announces it. Your people are there -- we can understand why they stand up.

But my puzzle is, that I myself feel like standing. And when I look at the people standing,

only fifty percent are sannyasins, fifty percent are other people."

As sannyasins started standing, others were too, unknowingly, without any awareness --

they found themselves also standing. They may not have been in favor of me -- their

agreement or disagreement is not the question.

Your silence is not democratic -- you have not been asked to vote to be silent. It is not

dictatorial -- you have not been told that you have to be silent. This is the beauty and dignity

of your silence: it is arising out of you. It is not imposed from outside; it is coming from

within. And when something comes from within, it has a beauty and a grace, and a

tremendous aliveness. This is not the silence of a graveyard; this is the silence of a garden. It

is not dead; it is throbbing with life.

Sarjano, Zen teaches revolution in a graceful way. In the name of revolution much

ugliness has happened in the world. Zen wants you to understand the implications of the

inner revolution, and you have to go on your own way. Zen simply makes it clear that there is

nothing to be found, that there is no truth which is hidden -- it is only your eyes which are

closed.

Do you see the shift? All other mystery schools in the world have been teaching that the

truth is hidden. If it is only a way of saying it, it can be forgiven. But the reality is, truth is not

hidden. Truth is all over the place, only our eyes are closed.

And when you are going through an operation, you have to behave. Don't think that

asking a certain behavior of you is necessarily slavery. Freedom can exist only according to a

certain behavior pattern which you have accepted consciously, knowing all its implications.

When "yes" comes from your own being, then only is it true. If it comes out of fear, it is

untrue. If it comes out of greed, it is not true. When it comes only out of understanding,

without fear, without greed, without punishment, then you act according to your inner truth.

It is a miracle that thousands of people can live here without any conflict, without any

fight, without any violence. The whole world can live with such peace and silence if freedom

is not misunderstood as licentiousness.

Freedom is a greater responsibility, it gives you dignity and pride. It makes you aware

that you are living in a meaningful way. There is no other meaning to be found.

When I said to you yesterday there is no meaning in life, there is no ultimate goal, you

can misunderstand me. What I was really saying is that there is no meaning in life; hence you

are free to create it. There is no goal in life, no fixed fatality; then your hands are free to

paint, to sculpt, to love, to live. But now you have to depend only on one thing, and that is

your own inner light.

Zen is the awakening of the inner light. And in that awakening, all moralities follow on

their own accord.

People have asked me, "Zen looks beautiful, but where is the morality?" Because all the



religions of the world teach you morality, they have created an idea that unless a morality is

taught, forced, disciplined, you are going to be immoral. Your immorality is taken for

granted.

The truth is different. If you simply awaken into your consciousness and act according to

that awareness, your life is going to be moral, virtuous. Without being dragged by religions,

forced by people, without creating any guilt, Zen gives you a tremendous freedom. But the

freedom is as great as is your responsibility -- if you drop responsibility you also drop your

freedom.

Most of the people in the world have lived in slavery because of a simple psychological

fact: slavery is cozy, freedom is an open sky. Slavery is the security of the cage. The bird in

the cage need not worry about food, need not worry about enemies, need not worry about

changes of seasons, but he has sold his freedom for all this security.

Zen's effort is to take you out of your cages. Those cages have beautiful names:

Christianity, Hinduism, Jainism, Buddhism. The effort of Zen is -- it does not matter what

kind and what shape of cage you are living in, but don't live in a cage. And the whole

universe is available to you. It has not to be searched for, it is already there throbbing in your

heart. Just be more conscious of your interiority, and you will start growing up.

Very few people grow up, most people only grow old. Growing up makes one a buddha.

And the lowest has the potential to become the buddha. But never become a Buddhist -- that

is a cage. Never belong to any organization. Never belong to any system of belief or morality.

Just belong only to your own freedom, and freedom certainly brings immense responsibility.

For everything you do you are responsible. There is nobody else to take the responsibility.

That's why people have agreed to believe in all kinds of lies.

God is a lie, but it helps people to make him responsible. He made the world -- if he has

made us the way we are, he is responsible. They have believed in prophets, in messiahs, just

to give them their responsibility. And all your messiahs, your Christs, your Krishnas, ask you

only one thing: "Believe in me and I will take care of your spiritual life."

There are millions of Christians, and they believe in Jesus and they believe in God, but

their spirituality has not blossomed. Nor has it blossomed in other religions. Something is

fundamentally wrong. Zen makes it a point to make you aware of that wrong. Giving up

responsibility felt good -- the burden is gone. But with the responsibility gone, your freedom

has also disappeared. And a man who doesn't know freedom, knows nothing of life, knows

nothing of love, knows nothing of creativity, knows nothing of this immense universe.

When I say there is no meaning, I mean you have to create meaning. It is not there

ready-made, on sale. When I say there is no goal, I simply mean you have to learn to live

without goals. A man lives only to the point, to the depth... who has no goals, no sources,

who is alone in this vast universe, without any guidance.

All scriptures are unholy, because they all pretend to be your guidance, your guides. But

you don't need guides. You need awareness, and every guide will want you to be blind. It is

easier for the guide if people are blind, because they don't ask questions, they don't create

doubt. They are ready to be slaves if security is given to them, and that's what all religions are

giving you: security in afterlife, security in heaven.

Just the other day I was watching a film about Jesus, and I love the man. Unless I love

anybody, I don't criticize him, I don't feel he is worth criticizing. Watching the film, there

were a few points....

In one part, a rich man, a young man who had just inherited almost an empire, came to

Jesus and asked him, "I would love to follow you, but what are the conditions?"



Jesus said to him, "The first thing to do is, go and distribute all that you possess to the

poor."

The man said, "All?"

Jesus said, "Yes. Give everything and come to me."

The man was standing, he hesitated, and a giggle went through the crowd. And as the rich

man disappeared into the crowd to hide his face, Jesus made his famous statement: "A camel

may pass through the eye of the needle, but a rich man cannot pass through the gates of God."

In this way, poverty has been praised. And when you praise poverty you destroy the art of

creating wealth, the art of creating more comforts, and you console the poor in his misery and

in his poverty. And the man, the young man who has come, you ask too much of him too

early. A master should not be in a hurry. He has just inherited an empire, and you ask him to

distribute all...!

And he asked, "All? Do you mean all?"

If Jesus had said to him, "Distribute a part of it," and as he would have come closer,

"Distribute a little more," as he would have become more intimate and more understanding,

his whole empire would have been distributed. It is Jesus who is preventing him. He has

come and he is ready, but asking too much when the time is not ripe shows a hurriedness.

I would not have asked him for anything. If he had come, he would have been welcome,

and by and by, you would have helped him to disperse his empire.

In fact, before a person becomes alert and aware, you should not ask such impossible

things. But all the religions have been asking impossible, unnatural things. That man must

have gone with a guilt, with a feeling of inferiority that he did not have the guts. Now you

have created a wound in him. Who is going to heal him?

People have looked at Jesus as if he is a healer. I say unto you, he has created more

wounds in humanity than any other man. But those wounds are very psychological; they are

not on your body, they are on your mind. And all the religions have done that.

All the religions have condemned women because they have the body of a woman.

Nobody has bothered that without a woman's body there would be no possibility of

procreation. Even the so-called God had to use a woman. Strange! Why did he have to make

poor Mary pregnant? And both were condemned: the husband, the wife. The name of Jesus'

father is not mentioned much at all. But as I was watching the whole story, he seems to have

been far more human, far more understanding than even your God. God at least could have

managed nine months; there was no need to create this scandal of Jesus not being the son of

his own father. The same God gives the commandment: "You should not commit adultery" --

and he himself commits it. Jesus is the proof of God's adultery.

But these fictions are consoling -- a God who comes when it is needed. Strange... that he

was needed in Judea, in Israel, and he was not needed anywhere else. And Judea is a small

place... nothing beautiful about it. God chooses a poor carpenter's wife -- and he is thought to

be omnipotent... he knows all. So he must have known that this boy was going to be crucified

at the age of thirty-three.

Knowing all this, still all the religions have been condemning women. And all their

tirthankaras, and all their avataras, incarnations... all are born of women. And still, the

mother of all your godmen is condemned. In the trinity of Christianity there is no place for

the woman. In fact, around the world the woman has been treated as if she is just a

commodity to be used.

But why have women accepted it? For the same reason you have accepted other kinds of

slaveries: security; the husband will take care. Ancient Indian scriptures say, "When a woman



is a child, the father should take care; when a woman is young, the husband should take care;

when a woman is old, the son should take care." But because of this security and care, you

are destroying the woman's freedom. And the woman has agreed -- just as other people have

agreed -- to all kinds of slavery. The reason simply is, their consciousness is missing.

The whole effort of Zen is to bring you to your own consciousness, and then there is no

need of any scripture, and there is no need of any guide. You have your own light and you

can live accordingly, intensely, joyfully, dancingly. But people go on trying to find some

guide.

For what has Sarjano been going to U.G. Krishnamurti? Perhaps he may give him the

truth.

Nobody can give you the truth.

Truth is already enshrined in you.

You have to discover it.

The first question one of the sannyasins has asked:

IN HIS BOOK, `THE WAY OF ZEN,' ALAN WATTS WRITES, "ONE MUST NOT

FORGET THE SOCIAL CONTEXT OF ZEN. IT IS PRIMARILY A WAY OF

LIBERATION FOR THOSE WHO HAVE MASTERED THE DISCIPLINE OF SOCIAL

CONVENTION, OF THE CONDITIONING OF THE INDIVIDUAL BY THE GROUP.

ZEN IS A MEDICINE FOR THE ILL EFFECTS OF THIS CONDITIONING, FOR THE

MENTAL PARALYSIS AND ANXIETY WHICH COME FROM EXTENSIVE

SELF-CONSCIOUSNESS."

BELOVED MASTER, FIRST, I DON'T SEE ANY NEED TO MASTER SOCIAL

CONVENTIONS TO BE READY FOR THE WAY OF ZEN. ON THE CONTRARY,

TRYING TO MASTER DEAD, OLD RULES SHOWS STUPIDITY. WHY NOT DROP

THEM IMMEDIATELY?

SECOND, DO YOU SEE ZEN AS A MEDICINE FOR THE ILL EFFECT OF

CONDITIONING?

Whenever you are reading a book, remember the man who is writing it, because those

words are not coming from the sky, they are coming from an individual mind.

Alan Watts was a trained Christian missionary. That training continues to affect his effort

to understand Zen. And finally, when he came a little closer to Zen, the Christian church

expelled him. That brought a crisis in that man's life. He was not yet a man of Zen, and he

had lost his credibility as a Christian. Under this stress he started drinking wine, became an

alcoholic and died because of alcoholism. If you know this man you will understand why he

is saying what he is saying.

His statement that "One must not forget the social context of Zen," is simply saying

something about himself -- that if he had not forgotten the social context and remained a

docile Christian, things would have been better. His interest in Zen, rather than bringing him

freedom, brought him catastrophe. But Zen is not responsible for it; he could not go the

whole way.

He tried somehow to make a Christian context for Zen. Neither did Christians like it, nor

the men of Zen. They don't need any Christian context, they don't need any social context. It

is an individual rebellion. Whether you are a Hindu or a Mohammedan or a Christian does

not matter. Whatever load you are carrying, drop it. Whatever the name of the load, just drop



it.

Zen is a deprogramming.

You are all programmed -- as a Christian, as a Catholic, as a Hindu, as a Mohammedan...

everybody is programmed. Zen is a deprogramming. So it does not matter what kind of

program you bring; what kind of cage you have lived in does not matter. The cage has to be

broken and the bird has to be released. There is no social context of Zen. Zen is the most

intimate and the most individualistic rebellion against the collective mass and its pressure.

Alan Watts is not right. His understanding of Zen is absolutely intellectual. He says, "It is

primarily a way of liberation for those who have mastered the discipline of social

convention." All nonsense. It has nothing to do with social convention. There is no need to

master something which you have to drop finally. There is no point in wasting time. In other

words, he is saying, "First, get into a cage, become a slave of a certain conventionality, a

certain religion, a certain belief system, and then try to be free of it."

He is simply showing his mind, unconsciously. He was encaged, and for years trained as

a Christian priest. You can expel a Christian, but it is very difficult for the Christian to expel

the Christianity that has gone deep into his bones, into his blood. He could not expel it, hence

his advice for others who may follow: "It is primarily a way of liberation for those who have

mastered the discipline of social convention, of the conditioning of the individual by the

group." Absolutely no.

It does not matter whether you are conditioned this way or that way. Conditioned fifty

percent, sixty percent, or one hundred percent -- it does not matter. From any point freedom

is available. And you will have to drop it, so the less you are conditioned the better, because

you will be dropping a small load. It is better if your cage is very small. But if you have a

palace and an empire, then it is very difficult to drop it.

When Jesus asked the fishermen to drop their jobs and "come follow me," they really

dropped. There was nothing much to be dropped -- just a fisherman's net, a rotten net. A good

bargain: dropping this net and following this man, you will enter into the kingdom of God.

But when he asked the rich young man to drop everything and "come and follow me," the

rich man hesitated and disappeared into the crowd. The less you have, as far as conditioning

is concerned, the easier it is to drop it.

And he is asking that first you should be conditioned by the group, and master the

discipline of social convention. Strange... Do you have to become first a soldier just to get

retired from the army? If you don't want to fight, you don't have to become a soldier. Why

not be fresh? But he was not fresh.

He was contaminated by Christianity, and he hopes -- according to his programming --

that everybody first should be conditioned, chained, handcuffed, put into a jail, so that he can

enjoy freedom one day. A strange way of experiencing freedom!

When you are free there is no need of being conditioned by any group, by any belief.

There is no need. As you are, you are already too conditioned. Society does not allow their

children to grow like the lilies in the field, pure, uncontaminated. They pollute them with all

their conditionings, centuries old. The older the conditioning, the more precious it is thought

to be.

And contradictorily... the second statement he makes: "Zen is a medicine for the ill

effects of this conditioning."

Zen is not a medicine. Zen is the explosion of health. Medicine is needed only by sick

people, but health is needed by everyone -- more health, a more juicy life. Zen is not a

medicine, Zen is the inner explosion of your wholeness, your health, your ultimate



immortality.

The questioner has said, "Beloved Master, first, I don't see any need to master social

conventions to be ready for the way of Zen" -- you are right. "On the contrary, trying to

master dead, old rules shows stupidity" -- you are again right. "Why not drop them

immediately?" That's what Zen is asking you: "Why not drop it immediately? Why go part by

part?"

I have told you a story in Ramakrishna's life....

A man had gathered ten thousand golden rupees. And at that time, the rupee was really

gold; the word `rupee' simply means gold. And this was his desire -- that one day when they

were ten thousand, he would offer them to Ramakrishna, of course, to gain virtue in the other

life. When small donations are given and people are getting great virtues... for ten thousand

gold pieces you can purchase even God's own house!

He went, dropped his bags of golden coins, and told Ramakrishna, "I want to offer them

to you. Please accept them."

Ramakrishna was a strange man. Ordinarily, a traditional sannyasin would not have

accepted. He would have said, "I have renounced the world, I cannot accept." But

Ramakrishna was not a conventional type. He said, "Okay, I accept. Now do me a favor."

The man said, "I am at your feet. Whatever you want."

"Take all these coins to the Ganges" -- which was just behind the temple where

Ramakrishna lived -- "and drop all the coins into the Ganges."

The man could not believe it. "What kind of... ten thousand gold pieces?" But now he

cannot say that this is not right, he has already lost possession of them. Now they belong to

Ramakrishna, and Ramakrishna is saying, "Go and drop them. Just do me a favor."

Hesitantly, reluctantly, the man went. Hours passed. Ramakrishna said, "What happened

to that man? He should have come back within five minutes."

So Ramakrishna sent a sannyasin to look for him....

The man had gathered a big crowd. He was first checking each golden coin on a stone,

and then he would throw them one by one. And people were jumping into the Ganges and

collecting, and it had become a great show, and the man was enjoying.

When informed, Ramakrishna said, "That man is an idiot. Just tell him: when you are

collecting something you can count them, but when you are throwing, what is the point of

wasting time? Just drop the whole load."

Ramakrishna was, in a simple way, indicating that when you are dropping your

conditioning, your mental conceptions, your beliefs, don't drop by and by. They are all

interconnected; drop them all. If you cannot drop them all in a single moment, you will not be

able to drop them at all. Either now, or never.

Secondly, the questioner has asked, "Do you see Zen as a medicine for the ill effect of

conditioning?"

I don't see Zen as a medicine, because a medicine sooner or later becomes useless. When

your cold is over, you don't go carrying on with the Greek aspirin!

Mukta keeps them for everybody; she has taken the responsibility. By being Greek she

has to carry Greek aspirins. And everybody knows, so whenever somebody needs one, they

look for Mukta.

If Zen is a medicine, when you are cured, what will you do with Zen? You will have to

throw it away, or give it to the Lions Club. But Zen cannot be thrown away, nor can it be

given to the Lions Club. In the first place, there is not a single lion.



Zen is your very nature; there is no way of throwing it away. All that you can do with Zen

is two things: you can remember, or you can forget. This is the only possibility. If you forget

your nature, your buddhahood... this is the only sin in the world of Zen: forgetfulness.

Gautam Buddha's last words on the earth have to be remembered: sammasati. Sammasati

means right remembrance. His whole life is condensed into a single word, remembrance, as if

on dying, he is condensing all his teachings, all his scriptures into a single word. Nobody has

uttered a more significant word when dying. His last message, his whole message:

sammasati, remember. And when you remember, there is no way to throw your

consciousness away.

Zen is not a meditation. Zen is exactly sammasati -- remembrance of your ultimateness,

remembrance of your immortality, remembrance of your divineness, of your sacredness.

Remembering it, and rejoicing it, and dancing out of joy that you are rooted, so deeply rooted

in existence that there is no way for you to be worried, to be concerned.

Existence is within you and without you -- it is one whole.

The second question:

IN THE WHOLE HISTORY OF HUMAN CONSCIOUSNESS, YOU ARE THE FIRST TO

GIVE THE UTMOST RESPECT TO WOMEN AND TO MAKE AVAILABLE ALL THE

OPPORTUNITIES TO GROW INTO ENLIGHTENMENT. BUT WHY WERE ZEN

MASTERS CONSCIOUSLY IGNORING WOMEN FOR CENTURIES? THERE ARE

ONLY A FEW INSTANCES OF WOMEN BEING ENLIGHTENED, BUT NOT BEING

ZEN MASTERS!

IS IT TRUE THAT WOMAN BY NATURE IS NOT MUCH INTERESTED IN THE

GROWTH OF HER CONSCIOUSNESS? COULD YOU PLEASE INCLUDE THIS

GREAT MATTER OF THE BETTER HALF IN YOUR ZEN MANIFESTO?

It is just unfortunate that all the religions found a simple way of enslaving people, and

that was celibacy. Either you become a celibate and go into the monastery or if you don't

become celibate, guilt is created in you. You know that you are not doing what is expected of

you. And it is not much different inside the monastery either; they are suffering from the

same trouble.

Sexuality is a natural phenomenon. If religions had accepted sexuality as a natural

phenomenon as you accept breathing, the world would have been totally different; the

woman would have been respected just as the man is. Because of this question of celibacy, all

the religions have created a thick background against women. First, the celibate has to be

afraid of the woman. That does not change his sexuality, he simply becomes homosexual.

Just now, one of the bishops of England who is third in the hierarchy... There is a

possibility he may become the archbishop soon; there is only one man in between him and

the archbishop. He has come with a declaration that celibacy only means that you should not

make love to women, it does not include homosexuality. A great idea. But it is not that he is

the pioneer founder of a new truth -- homosexuality was born in the monasteries of all the

religions. It was bound to happen if you keep men and women apart. Then women become

lesbians, and men become homosexuals.

Now even a few countries allow homosexual marriages, lesbian marriages. They think it

is a very progressive step. There are thousands of lesbian couples married by the church, but

only in America. This year there is going to be a new kind of man born in America: through



artificial insemination, because those women couples, howsoever they love each other,

howsoever they eat each other, they cannot produce a child. But hospitals are available -- and

a man is nothing but an injection...!

There are idiots, also, who are trying to find some way to have a child born through a

man. Because if this goes on, and lesbian couples go on and they can have children, what

about homosexuals? Those poor fellows...! Some artificial womb has to be invented -- it is

already invented -- then homosexuals can also have children. Then the heterosexuals will

look very traditional, out of date. Progressive people...!

All this nonsense happened because of a single ill idea, sick idea: celibacy. So religions

became afraid of women, and the monks who followed, they became afraid. Even a man of

the courage of Gautam Buddha, for twenty years continuously, did not allow any woman to

be initiated. And when finally he allowed -- he had to allow, because the woman who came to

ask him to be initiated was no ordinary woman.

Gautam Buddha's mother died immediately after giving birth to him. This woman was

Gautam Buddha's mother's younger sister. She did not get married, just to be able to take care

of this small child. Now that woman was standing in front of him, asking him to be initiated.

He had rejected her for twenty years continuously. That day he hesitated. This woman had

sacrificed her whole life... without her he would not have been alive. She was more than a

mother to him and he could not refuse.

So under such compulsion, he initiated the first woman, but with a very sad

announcement. He said to the ten thousand monks who always moved with him, "My religion

was going to last five thousand years. Now that I have started initiating women, it will last

only five hundred years."

Such fear -- that the woman is going to destroy, that the women and the men together are

going to forget all about meditation. Once in a while... and it is very natural....

Meditation is not natural. Meditation is something which only a very evolved

consciousness can manage. But reproduction, all kinds of animals are doing perfectly well

without any guidance. Only man needs guidance. Now there are great discussions all over the

world about how to teach children sex. Strange, no bird teaches sex, no animals have any

classes, guidelines.

I have heard about a small boy who found a book, HOW TO MAKE LOVE. He was

standing on the head of a small girl and reading the instructions, because it said, "You should

be on top of the girl" -- so he stood on the head of the girl. And he said, "Now it does not say

anything, and I don't enjoy it very much."

And the girl said, "Neither do I enjoy it. Get down, I'm getting a headache!"

Only man needs to be taught sex. This is what religions have done -- they have made sex

something sinister. They have created a China Wall against knowing it. And even a man like

Gautam Buddha or Mahavira or other Zen masters remained content with the cultural

programming. The cultural programming was: celibacy is a must.

Nobody is celibate; nobody has ever been. Because to be celibate you need to change

your whole biology, your whole physiology. How can you change? You don't even know that

sex does not exist in your genitals, it exists in your head. The triggering point is in your brain.

Unless that point is operated on, you cannot be celibate. However long you stand on your

head, that is not going to change. It simply makes it stronger. So the fear that the woman may

attract people and may distract them from their meditation, from their discipline, condemned



the woman.

And why was she not accepted? Because she could not manage. Her sexuality is more

open than man's sexuality. Every month she has to go through a certain period, the menstrual

period. Now she cannot hide it. That shows that she cannot be celibate.

Only recently, scientists have come to the conclusion that just as women have their

monthly periods, men also have them. If you want to check it, you should make a diary, and

just go on writing. Whenever you feel sexual, make a note, a dot. And you will be surprised

that there are a few days in every month when you are more sexual than other days. And they

are the same days every month -- that is your menstrual period. But your menstrual period is

not so visible, it is just cerebral; the mind gives more signals.

If you take note you can find it yourself. There are a few days you are not interested in

sex at all, in fact, you are disgusted with it. And if every man and woman keeps a diary, it

will be very helpful.

Don't approach a woman on certain days. Don't approach your husband on certain days --

those days he is disgusted. Those days you can send him free to any holiday spot... don't be

worried! Those days he is not going to be interested in any woman. In fact, these disgusting

days have created all your religions. All your religious philosophers must have had more

menstrual periods in a month than ordinary, normal people have. They seem to be so much

concerned with sex. Ordinary people are not so much concerned.

And as one grows up, my own understanding is, just as at the age of fourteen one

becomes interested in sex, if he is allowed -- without guilt, without inhibition -- to live his sex

intensely, he will be spent out by the age of forty-two. But it does not happen. People are not

spent out even in their grave. They are still thinking about women.

Do you think about what people do in the graves? If you are compassionate, make holes

in graves and always put a PLAYBOY magazine, or a PLAYGIRL magazine, and the dead

will be so happy. That is what they are doing all the time.

It has been counted that in every three minutes a man thinks once about sex. In every

three minutes? You can make a diary... and you may be surprised that you are not the

average. You may think four times, five times -- but this is the average. Every woman thinks

one time in seven minutes. That disparity creates all the trouble. When you are thinking of

sex, she is not thinking of sex.

In an intelligent society people simply should make a mark on the board -- "I am ready."

If the other is ready, he will come. If he is not ready, he makes a cross -- "This is not the right

time for me." There is no need for any fight, there is no need for pretending that you have a

headache, that you are too tired, that the office is too much. Just be plain -- that there are

moments you are interested, and there are moments you are not interested. Nothing can be

done about it; there is no way to change this process.

But these people found a clue. In condemning sex you can make the whole of humanity

enslaved. Everybody becomes a sinner, everybody becomes guilty. Everybody thinks that he

is not the right person. And according to me, I have not come across any wrong person;

everybody is right. Maybe in that moment that is his right to be miserable, to throw things, to

shout. And you know... every day in gibberish... From where does that gibberish come? Do

you think it comes from outside? Suddenly you burst, you allow it. It has been roaming inside

you; you allow it freedom. Just remember one thing: throw out your gibberish and keep your

hands up so nobody else's gibberish falls on you.

The woman has not been accepted because she cannot pretend to be celibate. Unless sex

is accepted as natural, women will never be liberated. Liberation of womankind is the



acceptance of sex as a natural phenomenon. Man is not superior in any way, nor is the

woman inferior; both are natural beings. Both are different, and they should be different.

They should assert their own individuality. They should not imitate man. But you see, the

man allows himself to imitate women, but he does not allow women to imitate him.

Would you like your wife to grow a beard? a mustache? Just think... your wife with a

mustache, My God...! Without a mustache she is so beautiful. With a mustache, you will not

be able to stand her anymore.

But why are you shaving your mustache? You are imitating women. A man without a

mustache is just like a man without a nose. I cannot conceive how you go on imitating.

Now women are trying to imitate. They dress in the same clothes as men -- in blue jeans

-- and they smoke the cigarette in the same way, and make spirals of smoke. And they think

this is liberation! This is not liberation; this is stupidity.

The right point has not been discussed by the intelligentsia, whether they are men or

women. The right thing to discuss is: treat sex as a natural phenomenon; accept it. Don't

make much fuss about celibacy. All celibacy is fraud. And don't make celibacy a

stepping-stone to meditation; it is not.

In fact, love can be a stepping-stone to meditation. And that is where I differ from the

whole human past.

I want love and meditation to merge.

I want men and women both to be enlightened, to be awakened. There is no difference in

the consciousness. All the differences are in the skin, in the bones, not in your awareness.

There is no feminine awareness, and there is no masculine awareness. And it is awareness

that makes a man or a woman enlightened.

I am opening the doors which have been closed for centuries.

The sutra:
BELOVED OSHO,
ONE DAY, TANKA SAID TO THE MONKS WHO WERE WITH HIM, "YOU SHOULD ALL PROTECT
YOUR ESSENTIAL THING, WHICH IS NOT MADE OR FORMED BY YOU. SO HOW CAN I TEACH
YOU TO DO THIS OR NOT TO DO THIS?"

Zen takes tremendous leaps into the unknown. Now this statement means: "How can

anybody decide what is right and what is wrong? How can anybody decide what is moral and

what is immoral?"

It is all social convenience.

It is moral for everybody in the world to eat in the night -- it is immoral for the Jainas. It

is all social convenience.

What Tanka is saying is, "I would not say anything non-essential, and all that is made by

you or decided by you is non-essential. Only one thing in you is essential which is not made

by you or formed by you -- that is your very being. You should all protect your essential

being." Protect from whom? -- from all those who are forcing non-essential things on you.

"You are a Christian, you are a Hindu, you have to do this, you have to do that."

Protect your essential being. And the definition of the essential being is: that part of you

which is not made by you. Just go inside and look at the center of your being from where

radiates all your life. It is not made by you, and it is not made by anyone else. It exists in its

own right. This essence is Zen. Everything else is commentary.

He must have been asked about what is real, what is unreal, what is right, what is wrong.

And he must have been answering, "How can I teach you to do this or not to do this? Only



remember one thing: the essential being is not manufactured by anyone. And if you can

remember it, and you can live in the light of it, then whatever you do is right. There is no

need to decide what is right and what is wrong. No morality is needed at all."

Zen is absolutely amoral. It leaves you absolutely free to live according to your own

awareness. Whatever your insight feels is right, do it -- even if the whole world says it is

wrong, it is not wrong. Live according to your own light, not according to the lights of others.

There are many who would like to sell you a lamp. They are all around. All kinds of

lamps are being sold, but nobody bothers that you are blind, the lamp is not of much use. The

only real thing is to bring your light from its dormancy into activity. Only that light will

decide your life, your actions. And once you have found that light you are not worried about

anything. You don't feel guilty about anything. You don't think about choosing to do this, or

not to do this; you simply do whatever seems right. The right response comes out of a right

awareness; hence Zen has no morality, but it has a far higher sense of consciousness. It does

not need morality.

A blind man needs a staff to find his way. But if your eyes are right, you don't need a

staff, it will be an unnecessary burden.

Zen gives you eyes and takes away all staffs. It gives you your inner awakening and takes

away all moral concepts. Hence, I call it the greatest rebellion in the world. It makes you for

the first time free from the society, from the collective, from the masses, from the religions;

you simply are.

And existence looks far more green when your eyes are open; looks more light, looks

more miraculous, more majestic, when your inner light starts spreading around the cosmos.

"ONCE, WHEN I SAW SEKITO OSHO, HE TAUGHT ME THAT I SHOULD JUST PROTECT IT BY
MYSELF."

Tanka is remembering the moment when Sekito threw him from the window of a

two-story house, and jumped upon him. He had many many fractures, but Tanka was not

concerned. He was sitting on his chest and asking, "Have you got it?" And it seems Tanka got

it, because since then he never asked any question. Since then he himself started a small

monastery, teaching the same as Sekito.

He says, "ONCE, WHEN I SAW SEKITO OSHO, HE TAUGHT ME THAT I SHOULD

JUST PROTECT IT BY MYSELF." There is no need for anybody to protect it, there is no

need for anybody to guide it, to indicate it. You are enough unto yourself.

Let this be the declaration of the Zen Manifesto:

You are enough unto yourself.

You are the whole universe.

"THIS THING CANNOT BE TALKED ABOUT. YOU ALL HAVE YOUR ZAZEN MAT; OTHER THAN
THAT, WHAT ZEN DO YOU TALK ABOUT?"

The Zazen mat is the mat given to every Zen disciple to sit upon. And Zazen simply

means sitting and doing nothing. Just sitting and doing nothing, slowly slowly, the traffic in

the mind disappears. Slowly slowly, all turmoil within you settles down. At that moment the

disciple gives the mat back to the master, bows down. Nothing is said.

When you go to a Zen master, he simply gives you a mat to sit on, and -- "Don't bother

me because there is nothing to say. Just sitting silently you will find it. And when you have



found, please don't forget to return the mat, because other disciples will be coming."

Once it happened when Rinzai became enlightened.... And rather than returning the mat,

he folded it and started to sneak out of the door. The master said, "Hey! Rinzai! Bring that

mat back. It does not look right for an enlightened man to steal a mat from a poor master."

Rinzai said, "I thought now that I have become enlightened, somebody will come to me

and I would have to supply a mat. So to begin with... but you are such a particular guy, you

will not leave me even the mat..."

Rinzai had to give the mat back and touch the feet of the master. And then the master

gave him many mats.

He said, "Don't be worried, but don't steal. That does not look right. When you have

become a buddha then stealing is not right. Before you have become a buddha you can do

anything."

So I want you to be aware. Whatever you want to do, do it quickly, because soon you will

become buddhas. And then don't harass me -- "I forgot to do this, now what to do?" I don't

take any responsibility.

I don't even have mats. You have to bring your own mat. So even if you take it away,

there is no problem.

"THIS THING CANNOT BE TALKED ABOUT. YOU ALL HAVE YOUR OWN ZAZEN MAT; OTHER
THAN THAT, WHAT ZEN DO YOU TALK ABOUT?"

Zazen is Zen. Sitting silently, doing nothing, an explosion comes to you. Your own nature

blossoms, your buddhahood comes to its ultimate peak.

"YOU SHOULD UNDERSTAND THIS. THERE IS NOTHING WHICH IS TO BECOME BUDDHA.
DON'T JUST GO ON HEARING THE NAME OF BUDDHA; YOU, YOURSELVES, MUST SEE THAT
THE GOOD DEVICES AND FOUR INFINITE VIRTUES ARE NOT FROM OUTSIDE; DON'T CARRY
THEM IN YOUR MIND.
"WHAT DO YOU INTEND TO FOLLOW? DON'T USE SUTRAS. LEAVE THE EMPTINESS
WITHOUT FALLING INTO IT.
"THE SEEKERS OF THE PRESENT DAY SEARCH FOR THE TAO CHAOTICALLY. HERE IN THIS
PLACE, THERE IS NO WAY TO LEARN, NOR ANY DHARMA TO SHOW."

Tanka is one of the most significant Zen masters. He will not bother about any essentials

-- what to say about the non-essentials. No sutras, no philosophies, just the Zazen mat. In that

Zazen mat everything is contained. Just sit down and look inside. You don't have to follow

anybody, you don't have to recite any sutra. You don't even have to remember anything

outside you. Just be a pillar of remembrance: sammasati.

You are not going to become buddhas; you are buddhas, you simply don't accept it... once

in a while you accept.

People write me letters, "When in front of you, it seems to be that really I am a buddha.

But when I go out and see the rickshaw wallahs, I forget all about the buddha, and I start

haggling about the price."

"In your presence," people have been writing to me, "we feel perfect." You are perfect.

Just in my presence you become aware of it. Because I go on beating on your head that you

are a buddha, finally, just being tired, you accept -- "Okay, I am a buddha." But outside the

gate you think it is still time, you can go to a movie.

Buddhas don't go to a movie.



It happened once....

One friend was driving me in Bombay, and just as a joke he stopped his car and he asked

me, "Would you like to come into the bistro?"

I said, "Perfectly right."

He was not really expecting that... he became afraid. He said, "No, no, I was just..."

I said, "No. Just come on behind me." The poor fellow had to come. And when they saw

me, many people recognized me. The naked girl who was dancing, touched my feet. I said,

"Don't stop the dance."

The manager came with a special seat for me to sit. He said, "What can I do?"

I said, "Why make so much fuss about it? I am just an ordinary buddha. Just bring ice

cream."

My friend was perspiring in the air-conditioned place. When we went out, he said, "I am

never going to drive you anywhere."

I said, "I did not start the joke. You asked me, and when I do anything I do it completely."

Later on he said to me that everybody condemned him for taking me into such places. I

said, "Are there more such places? Once in a while take me to such places, because buddhas

have not been visiting... so it has become conventional. We have to drop the convention."

My buddhas are going to visit bistros, and discos, and they are going to do every kind of

thing. And you need not be worried. That is your worry: that you cannot do both things, you

cannot dance in a disco and be a buddha.

I tell you, whether you dance or not, you are a buddha. You can dance joyfully in a disco,

and still you don't lose your buddhahood. You cannot lose it; there is no way of losing it.

Tanka is right. To a man of awareness the whole existence is dharma, the whole existence

-- "EVEN A SINGLE SIP OR A SINGLE BITE HAS ITS OWN TRUTH."

The man who has come home is not to be a beggar. This has been the past. I want to

change it completely.

Zen has taken a few steps, but hesitantly. I tell you, whether you want it or not, you are a

buddha, you are not going to become a buddha. It is your very essentiality. And once this is

recognized, the whole life becomes sacred, nothing is denied. This is the new man I want to

introduce into the world -- the new buddha. This manifesto is for the new buddhas.

Uko wrote a small haiku, but let it sink deep in you.
SILENCING THE GLITTER
OF THE STARS --
NIGHT RAIN.

He must have been sitting in his small hut looking at the night stars glittering, and then

suddenly... the night rain silencing all the glitter of the stars. Why has he written this?

In this is contained the whole manifesto.

The stars are there, they are shining; the rain comes, the clouds come, and the stars

disappear, but they are still there. The clouds or the rain cannot take them away.

Your buddhahood is just your inner glitter, your inner luminosity. Rain comes, and clouds

come, but they all pass away. Your interiority remains untouched. Your glitter is not the

glitter of the stars that can be taken away, or that can be erased even for a moment. Your

glitter and your silence is so deeply rooted in you that there is no way to avoid it.

You have been avoiding. Everybody has been trying to avoid the buddha, but you will not



succeed, I promise you. Sooner or later you will get tired of hiding, of running away from

yourself. Sooner or later you will sit down -- a Zazen mat or no mat -- silently, peacefully,

and suddenly the explosion. And this is what you have been looking for all your many lives.

Maneesha's question:

BELOVED OSHO,

IS THERE ANY TRUTH TO WHAT ALAN WATTS STATES WHEN HE WRITES:

"ONE MUST NOT FORGET THE SOCIAL CONTEXT OF ZEN. IT IS PRIMARILY A

WAY OF LIBERATION FOR THOSE WHO HAVE MASTERED THE DISCIPLINES OF

SOCIAL CONVENTION, OF THE CONDITIONING OF THE INDIVIDUAL BY THE

GROUP."

Maneesha, there is no truth in it. Alan Watts is one of the important people who have

introduced Zen to the West. But they carried it intellectually, they themselves were not men

of Zen.

HE GOES ON TO SAY THAT ZEN MUST SPECIFICALLY BE SET AGAINST THE CONTEXT OF
CONFUCIANISM, WITH ITS ACCENT ON WHAT IS PROPER, ON RITUAL.

It is absurd. Zen is a revolt against Confucianism. There is no need to think of it in the

context of Confucianism.

Confucianism is an intellectual approach towards the world, a logical approach.

Confucius is the same to the East as Aristotle is to the West, but Zen is against logic. Zen

contains contradictions.

Zen has to be experienced on its own. No context is needed.

CONVERSELY, ALAN WATTS SAYS AGAIN, "ZEN MIGHT BE VERY DANGEROUS MEDICINE IN
A SOCIAL CONTEXT WHERE CONVENTION IS WEAK, OR, AT THE OTHER EXTREME, WHERE
THERE IS A SPIRIT OF OPEN REVOLT AGAINST CONVENTION READY TO EXPLOIT ZEN FOR
DESTRUCTIVE PURPOSES."

As I have told you already, Alan Watts remains a Christian. And from the Christian point

of view he goes on thinking about Zen: "What will be the consequences of it if the social

order is very fragile in some place? Zen can be destructive."

He is afraid. First the social order should be consolidated. Zen is, according to him, for

very mature people, otherwise it may lead to licentiousness. But his fear is his own; he

himself became a licentious person.

It is not true. If Zen reveals your liberation, you cannot fall into irresponsibility; that is

impossible, even if your social order is fragile, not strong enough. He is worried that it may

be a "dangerous medicine in a social context where convention is weak." No, it is not a

medicine at all. And secondly, where convention is weak, it is easier for Zen to blossom. It is

the solid convention which prevents Zen, like a rock.

He is also afraid -- "at the other extreme, where there is a spirit of open revolt against

convention ready to exploit Zen for destructive purposes."

There is no possibility of exploiting Zen, because Zen is not only revolt, basically it is

silence, basically it is stillness. Essentially it is opening of your consciousness. In this

opening of your hidden, dormant buddhahood, there is no danger that you will become



dangerous to the society, that you may become a curse to the society. It is not possible,

simply because Zen stills you, calms you down.

It is a very different revolution. Alan Watts cannot think about it. He is worried that a

communist who is against society may use Zen, but it is not easy to use Zen. The communist,

by learning Zen, will become silent; his revolution will become responsible, it will have more

dimensions and more integrity, and will add more blissfulness to the society. Zen cannot be

exploited in any possible way.

But the fear is that of a Christian. All the religions will be afraid in the same way. But

Zen, wherever it has existed, has always brought peace, love, joy. That cannot be said about

Christianity, although Jesus talks about love.

I told Anando, who was sitting by my side watching a film on Jesus where he says, "Don't

think that I bring peace to the world, I bring the sword." That sword has been used by

Christianity. More people have been killed by Christians than by any other religion. And

Alan Watts does not seem to be aware of the crimes of Christianity. Zen, in not a single

situation, has been a curse to man. It has always been a blessing because it is coming out of

your blissfulness, it is coming out of your laughter.

It brings me to Sardar Gurudayal Singh's moment....

At two o'clock on a Sunday morning, on the little Greek island of Crete, the phone rings

at the bedside of Doctor Siffolis.

"Ah, Doctor!" croaks the voice of old Mrs. Helluvamess. "I am sick! And I have to go to

Bishop Kretin's church service today. Can you give me something for a headache?" Doctor

Siffolis clambers out of his bed and walks over to the house nextdoor to give the old lady an

aspirin.

"Now, shut up and go to sleep -- you old hypochondriac!" shouts Doctor Siffolis, and he

goes back to bed.

An hour later, the phone rings again. "Ah! Doctor!" wheezes Mrs. Helluvamess. "Can you

give me something for stomachache?"

Siffolis drags himself out of bed and takes the old lady a bottle of prune juice. "Now go to

sleep!" says the doctor -- "and leave me alone!"

But half an hour later, there is a pounding on his very helpful. Don't approach from a

lady. "Can you give me something for my bladder?"

"Go away -- you pest!" shouts Siffolis. "Just let me get some peace!"

There is a muffled groan at the door, a loud thump, and then silence. Worried by the

silence, Doctor Siffolis gets up and goes to investigate. Sure enough, there on the doorstep, as

dead as a dodo, lies the body of old Mrs. Helluvamess. But as the doctor reaches down to

drag her body inside, he has a heart attack and collapses, dead as a dodo.

Two days later, Bishop Kretin leads a double funeral at the little cemetery of the Holy

Orthodox Church of the Blessed Bleeding Virgin. With old Mrs. Metaxa, the last remaining

member of his faithful flock, Kretin buries the bodies of old Mrs. Helluvamess and Doctor

Siffolis, side by side.

That night, six feet beneath the ground in the churchyard, there is a sudden knock on the

side of Doctor Siffolis's coffin. "Ah, Doctor!" comes a ghastly voice. "Holy shit!" cries the

doctor. "What is it now?"

"Ah, Doctor!" croaks the old woman. "Can you give me something for worms?"



Little Albert is cruising around the house in his pajamas looking for some excitement, so

he decides to go to his six-year-old sister's room.

"Hey, Susie!" shouts Albert, knocking on her bedroom door, "what is happening, Baby?"

"You cannot come in!" cries Susie. "I am in my nightgown, and Mommie says it is

naughty for boys to see girls in their nighties."

"Okay," says Little Albert, as he walks away. "Have it your way."

A few seconds later, Susie calls out, "You can come in now. I have taken it off."

Father Famine, the Christian Catholic, is making a missionary tour of all his stations in

Africa. He arrives at the small outpost at Ogaboga where Chief Bonga, the village leader very

proudly shows the old missionary around.

"Tell me," asks Father Famine, "do you think that our Catholic Christian religion has

made any progress here in your village?"

"I am completely certain it has," replies Chief Bonga enthusiastically. "These days we eat

only fishermen on Fridays."

Nivedano...

(Drumbeat)

(Gibberish)

Nivedano...

(Drumbeat)

Be silent...

Close your eyes... and feel your bodies to be completely frozen.

This is the right moment to enter inwards.

Gather all your energies, your total consciousness, and rush towards your center of being,

which is exactly two inches below the navel, inside you.

A deep urgency is needed to reach -- as if this is your last moment.

Faster and faster...

Deeper and deeper...

As you start coming closer to the center of your being, a great silence descends over you,

and a great light fills your whole being -- a light without source. You are this light. Another

name for this light is buddha.

Relax into this light, witnessing three things: first, you are not the body; second, you are

not the mind; third, you are only this witnessing consciousness.

Nivedano...

(Drumbeat)

Relax... Let go... Melt, just as ice melts into the ocean.

A pure consciousness fills Gautama the Buddha Auditorium.

All separations are lost. You are at ease with existence.

This at-easeness with existence goes on growing to the moment when it becomes a



constant awareness twenty-four hours, waking or asleep.

Flowers are showering on you, blessings from the whole existence.

Existence always rejoices in the meditator, because the meditator brings existence to its

ultimate expression, and to its ultimate beauty.

At this moment you are the buddha -- you have always been. These are the three steps

that will help you to remember.

The first step is: the buddha comes as a shadow to you, following you.

The second step: you become the shadow following the buddha.

And the third step: even as a shadow you disappear into the buddha. You become just a

pure light, an awareness, infinite and eternal.

You have always been this, just you had forgotten. Remember -- sammasati.

Nivedano...

(Drumbeat)

Come back, but come back with the awareness.

Come back followed by the buddha.

Sit for a few moments, silently, just to remember to what space you have been, what

beauty you have experienced, what silence, what splendor, because this is your essential

being.

Except this, everything will be taken away from you. But your essential being cannot be

taken away even by death.

And we are here only to learn that which cannot be destroyed even by death -- the

immortal, the eternal.

It is only a question of remembrance, a forgotten language remembered again.

And keep on remembering all the day along. Act the way a conscious person acts. Doing

ordinary things: chopping wood or carrying water from the well, do it as if the buddha is

doing it himself.

And what I am saying to you is not a philosophical statement, it is the experience of

thousands of buddhas.

To find the essential in you is the Manifesto of Zen.

Okay, Maneesha?

Yes, Osho.
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BELOVED OSHO,
ONCE, HOTETSU -- A DISCIPLE OF MA TZU -- AND TANKA TENNEN, WERE ON A ZEN TOUR
VISITING VARIOUS ZEN MASTERS TO ASK QUESTIONS. ONE DAY, HOTETSU SAW FISH IN A
POND AND MOTIONED TO THEM WITH HIS HAND.
TANKA SAID, "TENNEN."
THE FOLLOWING DAY, HOTETSU ASKED TANKA, "WHAT IS THE MEANING OF WHAT YOU
SAID YESTERDAY?"
TANKA THREW HIS BODY TO THE GROUND AND LAY THERE, FACE DOWN.
ON HIS LAST DAY, TANKA SAID TO HIS DISCIPLES, "PREPARE A BATH FOR ME -- I AM NOW
GOING."
THEN HE PUT ON HIS STRAW HAT, HELD A STICK IN HIS HAND, PUT ON HIS SANDALS AND
TOOK A STEP FORWARD. BUT BEFORE HIS FOOT TOUCHED THE GROUND, HE HAD DIED.

Friends,

First, a few questions. Somebody has asked:

I HEARD YOU SAY THAT WE SOMETIMES CARRY OTHER PEOPLE'S WOUNDS.

WHAT DOES THIS MEAN?

IS ANOTHER PERSON'S WOUND SIMPLY THEIR THOUGHT PATTERN THAT WE

ADOPT? IF WE CAN SO EASILY ACCEPT SOMEONE ELSE'S WOUND THEN WHY

IS IT SO DIFFICULT TO ACCEPT OUR OWN BUDDHAHOOD?

It is a very complicated question, but if you are ready to understand I am willing to

answer. Everybody is carrying other people's wounds. In the first place, you are living in a

sick society where people are angry, full of hate, enjoy to hurt -- that is the superficial level

which can be understood easily. But there are subtle levels, there are so-called religious saints

who are creating feelings of guilt in you, who are condemning you to be a sinner. They are

giving you an idea which will create misery around you.

And the older the idea is, people accept it more easily. Everybody around the world is

saying, "We are living in sin... all these people cannot be wrong." I am alone in declaring to

you that you have chosen to live in misery; it is your choice. You can drop it immediately and



dance in joy, in blissfulness.

But the wound is deep. And one becomes very much familiar with one's misery. One

clings to it as if it gives you a certain coziness, but it only gives you a life of hell. But your

hell is supported by everybody. If you are miserable everybody is sympathetic to you. Have

you ever gone into the matter? When you are miserable, those who are sympathetic to you are

nursing your misery. Have you ever seen anybody sympathetic to you when you are dancing

with joy? When you are blissful, people are jealous, not sympathetic.

According to me, the whole foundation of life has to be changed. People should be

sympathetic only when there is pleasure and joy and rejoicing, because by your sympathy

you are nourishing. Nourish people's joy, don't nourish their sadness and their misery. Be

compassionate when they are miserable. Make it clear that this misery is chosen by yourself.

On a deeper level... perhaps the questioner has not asked me to go that deep, but the

answer will remain incomplete if I don't go deep enough.

The very idea of reincarnation, which has arisen in all the Eastern religions, is that the

self goes on moving from one body to another body, from one life to another life. This idea

does not exist in the religions that have arisen out of Judaism, Christianity and

Mohammedanism. But now even psychiatrists are finding that it seems to be true. People can

remember their past lives; the idea of reincarnation is gaining ground.

But I want to say one thing to you: the whole idea of reincarnation is a misconception. It

is true that when a person dies his being becomes part of the whole. Whether he was a sinner

or a saint does not matter, but he had also something called the mind, the memory. In the past

the information was not available to explain memory as a bundle of thoughts and thought

waves, but now it is easier.

And that's where, on many points, I find Gautam Buddha far ahead of his time. He is the

only man who would have agreed with my explanation. He has given hints, but he could not

provide any evidence for it; there was nothing available to say. He has said that when a

person dies, his memory travels into a new womb -- not the self. And we now can understand

it, that when you are dying, you will leave memories all around in the air. And if you have

been miserable, all your miseries will find some location; they will enter into some other

memory system. Either they will enter totally into a single womb -- that's how somebody

remembers one's past. It is not your past; it was somebody else's mind that you have

inherited.

Most people don't remember because they have not got the whole lump, the whole

heritage of a single individual's memory system. They may have got fragments from here and

there, and those fragments create your misery system. All those people who have died on the

earth have died in misery. Very few people have died in joy. Very few people have died with

the realization of no-mind. They don't leave a trace behind. They don't burden anybody else

with their memory. They simply disperse into the universe. They don't have any mind and

they don't have any memory system. They have already dissolved it in their meditations.

That's why the enlightened person is never born.

But the unenlightened people go on throwing out, with every death, all kinds of misery

patterns. Just as riches attract more riches, misery attracts more misery. If you are miserable,

then from miles, misery will travel to you -- you are the right vehicle. And this is a very

invisible phenomenon, like radio waves. They are traveling around you; you don't hear them.

Once you have the right instrument to receive them, immediately they become available.

Even before the radio was there, they were traveling by your side.

There is no incarnation, but misery incarnates. Wounds of millions of people are moving



around you, just in search of somebody who is willing to be miserable. Of course, the blissful

does not leave any trace. The man of awakening dies the way a bird moves into the sky,

without making a track or a path. The sky remains empty. Blissfulness moves without

making any trace. That's why you don't get any inheritance from the buddhas; they simply

disappear. And all kinds of idiots and retarded people go on reincarnating in their memories

and it becomes every day thicker and thicker.

Today, perhaps, it has come to the point to be understood and to be dissolved; otherwise

it is too thick to allow you to live, to allow you to laugh.

Your own consciousness has no wounds.

Your own consciousness knows nothing of misery.

Your own consciousness is innocent, utterly blissful. To bring you in touch with your

own consciousness, every effort is being made to detract you from the mind. The mind

contains all your misery, all your wounds. And it goes on creating wounds in such a way that,

unless you are aware, you will not even find how it creates them.

Just today, Anando told me Zareen used to be very happy when she came to the ashram

from her house. Seeing the beauty and the freedom and the joy of the commune, she finally

moved, took a revolutionary step in her life -- left the home and became part of the commune.

But since then, she has not been seen so joyous.

I said, "Anando, tell Zareen clearly what has happened: If you are aware, you will

understand very clearly."

She used to come to the commune from her house which was dark and dismal and

miserable. In a free open sky it was a joy. But since she moved to the commune... deep

inside, the mind made the commune her house. And all the misery of her house has started

erupting, and now she has nowhere to go. Once she understands it -- that the misery is created

by a concept that she has carried, and although she has moved spaces, she has not moved the

concept... Once in a while the idea must come to her -- "It is better to go home." But it won't

make any change. In the first place the home will be more dark, more miserable, and the

husband will look more of a stranger than he has ever been. But one thing will be good: then

she can come to the commune and be happy.

But why not simply understand the point, and be happy wherever you are? And going

back to the home is not just in your hands. As far as I know, your husband is not going to

accept you back. He has told it to a sannyasin.

Don't keep the past burning you. You have come into an open space, now learn the ways

of freedom and love and friendliness. And you all have the capacity; there is no question of

being miserable for any reason. No reason is valid to make anyone miserable. In fact, we

have to search for a valid reason to be miserable. Otherwise people will ask, "Are you mad?

Without any reason and you are miserable?" So somehow you go on inventing reasons. But

remember, those are only invented reasons. Nobody asks you when you are happy, "Why are

you happy?" There is no reason to be happy. Happiness is our nature. To be joyful needs no

reason, no cause.

This commune has to be a commune of understanding, awareness, looking into one's own

mind patterns and remembering that they are not yours. You are simply the watcher, and the

watcher is outside the mind.

I teach you the watcher.

The only way to get out of misery patterns, whether ancient or new, is witnessing. I say it

is the only way, because nobody has escaped from the mind without becoming a witness. Just

witness, and suddenly you will start laughing at your own misery. All our miseries are so



superficial -- and most fundamentally, they are all borrowed.

And everybody is giving his misery to everybody else he comes in contact with. People

are talking continuously about their miseries, about their troubles, about their conflicts. Have

you ever heard anybody talking about his joyous moments? About his dances and songs?

About his silences and blissfulness? No, nobody talks about these things. People go on

sharing all their wounds, and whenever you are talking about your misery to somebody,

without your knowing, you are transferring a miserable pattern. The person may be thinking

that he is only listening to you, but he is also catching the vibe of misery, the wounds.

When I said that you carry other people's wounds, my statement meant that your own

consciousness has no wounds. If everybody becomes alert, meditative, there will be no

wounds in the world. They will simply disappear. They will not find any house, any shelter.

This is possible. If it is possible for me, it is possible for everybody.

And in your question you also ask why "we can so easily accept someone else's wound,"

and why it is "so difficult to accept our own buddhahood."

You can accept somebody's wounds because you also have wounds. You understand the

language of wounds, miseries, sufferings.

And you ask why we cannot accept the idea of being a buddha.

In the first place, you rarely come across a buddha. Very rarely does a buddha exist in the

world, so even if you meet him you will not understand his language. Most probably you will

misunderstand him. You know misery, and he is talking about bliss. You know wounds, and

he is talking about eternal health. You know only death, and he is talking about eternity.

In the first place, it is difficult to find a buddha. In the second place, it is difficult to

understand his language because it is not your language. Otherwise, this must be the simplest

thing in the world -- to understand one's buddhahood. It is so obvious. Your very being is

already a buddha, but you have forgotten the path to your inner being. You have traveled

long on many paths, but they all lead outside. And slowly, slowly you have forgotten that

there is a small space within you which you have not explored.

Meditation is nothing but an exploration of your ignored inner space. That small space

will suddenly remind you that you are a buddha. And unless it becomes a mindfulness in you

that you are a buddha... It is not a concept; nobody can convince you that you are a buddha...

you cannot be otherwise.

If you simply go in, the very experience of the interior space explodes in the recognition

and remembrance of your buddhahood. It is not a philosophy, it is an existential experience.

The second question:

WHAT IS THE RELATIONSHIP BETWEEN ZORBA AND ZEN?

The whole past of humanity has tried to keep them separate, and this has been an

unfortunate experiment. The Zorba has remained incomplete, just superficial. And Zen has

remained incomplete; it has only the inner world, and the outer is missing.

My Manifesto of Zen is that Zorba and Zen are not antagonistic to each other. The Zorba

can melt into Zen, and only then will both be complete.

The man who has lived outside has lived very superficially, and the man who does not

know anything about the inner, knows nothing about the existential, about the eternal. And on

the other hand, the man who knows something of the inner starts thinking that the outer is

illusory.



Nothing is illusory.

The outer and the inner are part of one existence.

I want Zorbas to be buddhas and vice versa. And unless this becomes possible, there will

not be many buddhas, and there will not be many Zorbas either. In the completion of Zorba

and Zen, a tremendous quality comes to your life: you relish every moment of the outside

world, every flower of the outside world. And you relish simultaneously the inner freedom,

the inner joy, the inner drunkenness. There is no question of any division. But humanity has

lived in a divided way, and that has been a catastrophe.

It is time for Zorba to start meditating, and it is time for the people who are meditators not

to allow themselves to escape from the world. They have to come to the world with all their

juice, with all their ecstasy... to share.

It seems very difficult to understand, because the whole tradition of the world goes

against it. But I don't see any difficulty.

In myself I have joined Zorba and Zen together; hence I don't see any difficulty. I am in

the world, and yet I am not of the world.

I rejoice in the birds, the flowers, the trees.

I rejoice in myself, in my silence, and I don't see there is any difference. The inner and

the outer slowly have become melted into one whole. And unless your inner and outer

become one whole, you will remain incomplete -- and incompletion is misery.

Only in completion is there bliss.

Only in completion have you come home.

You have come to existence without any conflict, in tremendous ease, relaxed.

The Zorba in the past has been tense and worried that perhaps he is not the right person.

And the man of Zen has been with the tension that he has to avoid this, he has to avoid that --

that he has to become a recluse far away in the mountains. But the very fear of the world

shows your misunderstanding.

The world has not to be feared, it has to be loved.

We are the world.

There is no question of escaping from anything. Every moment everything has to be

enjoyed without any guilt, without any inhibition. But all the religions have been against it.

I proclaim with this manifesto a totally new sky for religious consciousness: the sky of

completion, the joining of the inner and the outer, of the material and the spiritual, of Zorba

and the buddha.

The third question:

I UNDERSTAND FROM LISTENING TO YOU THAT ALTHOUGH MAHAVIRA AND

BUDDHA WERE ENLIGHTENED, THEY STILL RETAINED SOMETHING OF THEIR

FORMER HINDU CONDITIONING WHICH COLORED THEIR EXPRESSION OF

TRUTH.

IN THE THERAPIES HERE, THROUGH YOUR DISCOURSES, ARE YOU CLEANSING

OUR MINDS FROM ALL CONDITIONING SO THAT WE EMERGE AS BUDDHAS

WHO ARE ABSOLUTELY FREE OF CONDITIONINGS?

It is unfortunate, but it is true that even a Buddha or a Mahavira remained within the

conditioning of their social structure. That is a flaw in their enlightenment. It is not as high as

it can be; some weights go on dragging them down.



My effort here is to destroy all conditioning -- Hindu, Mohammedan, Christian, Jewish...

It does not matter what kind of conditioning you are carrying, I want you to drop it. It is a

weight.

And through all the therapies, I am trying to do something else which the West has not

understood yet. Through therapies they try to bring you to normal humanity. Their

psychoanalysis brings people to what they call sanity.

My therapies here, and all the psychoanalytic methods used, have a different purpose. It is

not to make you into normal, average, so-called sane people, it is to cleanse you of all traps,

all theories, all religions, all kinds of conditionings. All these therapies here are

deprogramming you, and leaving you free without any program.

The negative part is being done by the therapies -- they destroy your programming. And

the positive part is done by meditation. As your minds are deprogrammed there is a danger,

because you have become accustomed to live according to a pattern, a life-style. If it is taken

away you will immediately jump into another life-style, into another prison. You cannot live

alone.

Therapies are doing the negative part, and meditation is giving you the joy of living in

freedom, the joy of living in awareness -- not according to any scripture, and not according to

anybody, but according to your own light.

The day you start living according to your own light, your buddhahood is far more

complete than even Gautam Buddha's. He is a good pioneer. He started a process, but in the

beginning perhaps it was impossible to do it completely. After twenty-five centuries it is

possible now to complete the process of Gautam Buddha, and not to create buddhas as

against Zorbas, but to transform the Zorba into a buddha, make the Zorba the foundation of

the temple of the buddha.

Man is not to be divided, and man has to be given the total freedom of being himself. But

this is possible only when, first, therapies cleanse you of all the garbage that society has

forced upon you, and when meditation takes you inwards so you don't have to look into any

scripture for guidance.

The scripture is within you.

And you don't have to borrow light, the light is burning always inside you, the inner

flame. Once you have found your inner flame, you have found the whole universe in its

completion.

You are the complete man.

The new man has to be the complete man.

A little biographical note:

WHEN TANKA WAS EIGHTY, HE WENT TO MOUNT TANKA AND MADE A HUT WHICH
ATTRACTED HUNDREDS OF SEEKERS. WITHIN THREE YEARS A BIG MONASTERY HAD
GROWN.

The sutra:
BELOVED OSHO,
ONCE HOTETSU -- A DISCIPLE OF MA TZU -- AND TANKA TENNEN, WERE ON A ZEN TOUR
VISITING VARIOUS ZEN MASTERS TO ASK QUESTIONS.

It is part of the Zen world that even masters go on traveling to different monasteries to

ask questions. Questions are asked all over the world, but not the way it is being done in Zen.



Masters who have arrived, who know the answer, just playfully go on traveling from

monastery to monastery to ask questions to see whether this master is just a pretender. And

out of their questions, a whole beautiful tradition has arisen: masters pulling each other's legs,

and after finding that both know it, rejoicing in it like children dancing on the beach.

Hotetsu -- a disciple of Ma Tzu -- and Tanka Tennen, were on such a tour to ask Zen

masters questions, and both were already enlightened.

ONE DAY, HOTETSU SAW FISH IN A POND AND MOTIONED TO THEM WITH HIS HAND. TANKA
SAID, "TENNEN."

The word tennen has been given to Tanka because he was one of the most natural, simple,

innocent persons.

When Hotetsu saw fish in a pond and motioned to them with his hand, Tanka simply said,

"Tennen" -- it is natural; don't feel embarrassed. A great buddha playing with the fish... don't

be worried. Tanka said. "It is natural."

THE FOLLOWING DAY, HOTETSU ASKED TANKA, "WHAT IS THE MEANING OF WHAT YOU
SAID YESTERDAY?"
TANKA THREW HIS BODY TO THE GROUND AND LAY THERE, FACE DOWN.

What is he saying? "A fish is born out of the water, lives in the water, disappears in the

water -- it is natural. And now if you ask me again, `What is the meaning of what you said

yesterday?'..."

Zen masters are not recorded to repeat their answers, they respond: TANKA THREW

HIS BODY TO THE GROUND AND LAY THERE, FACE DOWN. He is saying, "I am

also a fish made of the earth, and one day I will disappear into the earth. I am not anything

more special than a fish."

ON HIS LAST DAY, TANKA SAID TO HIS DISCIPLES, "PREPARE A BATH FOR ME -- I AM NOW
GOING."
THEN HE PUT ON HIS STRAW HAT, HELD A STICK IN HIS HAND, PUT ON HIS SANDALS AND
TOOK A STEP FORWARD. BUT BEFORE HIS FOOT TOUCHED THE GROUND, HE HAD DIED.

What a way of dying! -- with such clarity. Death is coming -- be prepared for a journey.

And the people who saw him standing with one foot up, could not see that that foot was

indicating towards the invisible. He had left the body, and the consciousness had become part

of the cosmos.

But a man of meditation becomes aware to leave the body when the time is ripe, or when

the body is trying to get rid of his consciousness. A Zen man dies consciously, hence his

death is not a death but an entry into immortality.

And Tanka Tennen would be the right figure -- with his straw hat on, holding his stick in

his hand, putting on his sandals, and taking a step forward... But before his foot touched the

ground, he died, standing, ready for the eternal journey. This shows an intense awareness of

one's being. And it also shows that the man is free of the mind.

Only a man free of mind has the clarity to see things as they are going to happen. And he

is always ready, even for death. Most of the people are not found ready for death. If you ask

them, "Are you ready for death?" they will say, "Wait, there are so many things to do." Only

a man of meditation is always ready. He has done everything in each moment with such



totality, with such completion, that he will not ask death to wait.

Tanka ordered his disciples to prepare a bath. They had no idea why he was asking for a

bath. They had no idea why he was putting on his straw hat. Where was he going? He did not

say anything. The only thing he said was, "Prepare a bath for me -- I am now going." Going

where? Going into nowhere, going into the cosmos: "Enough I have lived in the body. Now I

am going to dissolve like ice dissolves in the ocean" -- a beautiful way of dying.

Zen is both a beautiful way of living, and a beautiful way of dying.

A haiku:
AUTUMN WIND.
THE STRENGTH OF THE LOTUS IN A SINGLE
FLOWER.

There is a strong autumn wind, but that does not make the lotus flower freak out,

although it is very fragile. The strength of the lotus in a single flower... a small stem.

Such is life. Any moment the strong autumn wind -- and the lotus flower is gone. But go

the way the lotus flower goes, without any misery, without any fear, without any concern.

Existence is our home. Whether we are in the body or not in the body, it does not matter; in

fact, not to be in the body gives you a tremendous space. You are everywhere. Once you used

to be somewhere.

Now if you ask about Tennen's address, it will be "care of nowhere," or "care of

everywhere" -- both mean the same thing. But he died so naturally, just as he lived.

A question from Maneesha:

BELOVED OSHO,

IF I UNDERSTAND HIM RIGHTLY, HUBERT BENOIT SEEMS TO THINK THAT ONE

DOES NOT NEED A MASTER TO LEARN HOW TO LET GO. HE WRITES, "I HAVE

NEED OF A MASTER TO LEARN SOME MOVEMENTS THAT I WISH TO MAKE

WITH MY LIMBS, BUT I HAVE NO NEED TO LEARN HOW TO DECONTRACT MY

MUSCLES. I HAVE NEED OF A PROFESSOR OF PHILOSOPHY, OR OF POETRY, IN

ORDER TO LEARN HOW TO THINK IN THE TRUEST OR MOST BEAUTIFUL WAY;

I HAVE NO NEED OF SUCH A PERSON IF I WISH TO LEARN NOT TO THINK."

WOULD YOU PLEASE COMMENT?

Maneesha, the content of Hubert Benoit's statement is absolutely true, but in practice it

does not happen so. It is true that if you want to learn philosophy you need a professor, but if

you don't want to learn you don't need a professor. He has forgotten one thing, and that is:

you have already learned a philosophy; now what to do with that philosophy? You will need

a professor to help you to get rid of that philosophy. In practice, nobody is unconditioned,

hence, somebody is needed to indicate that your mind is conditioned, and a conditioned mind

cannot know the truth.

So in content, he is right, but in practice, he is just philosophizing. He understands Zen

intellectually, and perhaps he has written the most complete treatise on Zen, but what he is

writing, he himself has not practiced.

Practice is a totally different phenomenon from learning. You will have to be told how to

relax, although you don't need to be told. But if you don't need -- according to this man who

has written extensively on Zen... If nobody needs to relax, if nobody needs to be told to relax,



why are people tense? If nobody needs to be told to unlearn, then why are there not innocent

people? In practice, things take a totally different standpoint.

I will agree with him philosophically, but I know practically -- you have to be told how to

relax. You have to be told how to unlearn. You need a master. In reality, there is no need,

because you are the buddha. But who is going to remind you? You have forgotten it for so

long that you have become accustomed to the idea that you are not the buddha.

Maneesha, even beautiful things can be said, but only with intellectual understanding. It

is not Hubert Benoit's experience. His intellectual grasp is clear, but his existential experience

is missing.

Now, it is time for Sardar Gurudayal Singh.

After so much philosophy, one needs to laugh....

It is a bright Monday morning in downtown Santa Banana, California. Getting ready for

his first patients to arrive, is the neo-specialist in super-surgery, Doctor Decapitate. Doctor

Decapitate looks around at his modern, high-tech, computerized, chromium-plated office,

pushes a button, and in walks his first patient, Porky Poke.

"Doc!" cries Porky, his head wrapped in bandages.

"Ah! Don't tell me!" shouts Doctor Decapitate. "It is your head!"

"That is fantastic!" cries Porky. "How did you know?"

"I could tell immediately," replies Doctor Decapitate. "I have been in this business for

thirty years!" Then the doctor fiddles with some switches and buttons on his computer, and

cries, "There is no doubt about it -- you have a splitting migraine headache."

"That is incredible!" says Porky. "I have had it all my life. Can you cure me?"

"Okay," says Decapitate, consulting his computer screen, "this may sound a little drastic,

but there is only one way I can help. I will have to remove your left testicle."

"My God! My left ball?" cries Porky. "Well, okay. I will do anything to stop this

headache!"

So one week later, Porky Poke waddles out of Decapitate's private surgery, missing his

left nut, but feeling like a new man.

"It is gone!" cries Porky, trying to dance, but finding his movements painfully restricted.

"My migraine is gone!"

To celebrate the occasion, Porky goes directly to Moishe Finkelstein's Tailoring Boutique

to get a whole new wardrobe of clothes.

Moishe takes one look at Porky and says, "You must be a size forty-two jacket."

"That's right!" exclaims Porky. "How did you know?"

"I could tell immediately," replied Moishe, "I have been in this business for thirty years.

And you wear a size thirty-six pants -- with a thirty-four inch leg."

"Amazing!" shouts Porky. "That is incredible. You are absolutely right!"

"Of course I am right," replies Moishe. "I have been doing this all my life. And you take a

size nine and a half shoe."

"Unbelievable!" cries Porky. "That is exactly right."

"And," says Moishe, "you wear a size four underwear."

"No!" replies Porky. "You are wrong. I wear a size three."

"That is not possible," snaps Moishe, taking a closer look. "You wear a size four

underwear."

"Ah no, I don't!" says Porky. "All my life I have worn size three!"



"Okay," says Moishe, "you can wear a size three -- but it is going to give you a terrible

migraine!"

One afternoon, on the little Greek island of Crete, Bishop Kretin is visiting old Mrs.

Metaxa, his last remaining church member.

"Oh, dear," cries old lady Metaxa, fanning herself and feeling faint. "I am so worried,

Your Holiness. All our congregation are gone. There is only me and you left -- what are we

going to do?"

"Don't worry, my child," replies Kretin, pouring the old lady a cup of tea. "Nothing can

happen to us. God is taking care."

Just then there is the smell of smoke in the room, and a voice from downstairs cries --

"Fire! Fire! Everyone run for your lives!"

Freaked out, the bishop and old Mrs. Metaxa get up and run for the window as huge

flames suddenly engulf the apartment. They get out on the window ledge ten stories up, and

hang there by their fingertips, calling for help.

At that moment, Old Saint Plato, the Greek Orthodox angel, appears before the two good

Christians dangling in the air, as the flames burn closer.

"I can help you out of your trouble," announces the ancient angel. "I can grant you one

wish each -- you can choose wherever you would like to be!"

Immediately Mrs. Metaxa cries out, "Ah! I wish I was relaxing peacefully at the church

of the Blessed Bleeding Virgin!"

"Okay," says Old Saint Plato, shaking his head. "If that is what you want!" And, POOF!

-- a new gravestone appears in the churchyard, inscribed: "Rest in Peace -- Mrs. Metaxa."

Then, Saint Plato turns to Bishop Kretin. "And what about you, bishop? Where would

you like to be?"

Just at that moment, a bird flies over and shits right in Bishop Kretin's eye. "Ah!" cries

Kretin, "bloody hell!"

One afternoon in the Solly Saperstein Salesroom of Salami Sandwiches, the phone rings.

"This is Solly," says Solly, as he picks up the phone.

"Hello," says the voice on the other end. "Is that you, Solly?"

"Yes," says Solly, "this is Solly."

"It does not sound like Solly," says the other voice.

"Well," replies Solly, "this is me, alright -- Solly Saperstein here!"

"Are you sure you are Solly?" says the voice.

"Sure I am sure!" replies Solly, looking in the mirror. "It is me -- this is Solly!"

"Hm," says the voice, "I want to speak to Solly -- Solly Saperstein, please."

"Hey!" cries Solly. "It is me, you idiot! This is Solly!"

"Really?" asks the voice. "Is this really Solly?"

"Yes! Christ!" cries Solly. "This is Solly!"

"Well, listen Solly," says the other voice, "this is Moishe. Lend me one hundred dollars,

will you?"

"Okay," says Solly, "I will tell Solly when he comes in!"

Nivedano...

(Drumbeat)



(Gibberish)

Nivedano...

(Drumbeat)

Be silent...

Close your eyes... and feel your bodies to be completely frozen. This is the right moment

to enter inwards.

Gather all your energies... gather all your consciousness. And rush towards the center of

your being, which is just two inches below your navel inside your body, with an urgency as if

this may be the last moment of your life.

Deeper and deeper... Faster and faster...

As you are coming closer to the center of your being, a great silence will descend over

you, and a great light, just like a flame, will arise from the very center of your being. This

flame, this fire, is your eternal nature. This is your original face.

The only thing that needs to go deeper and deeper into the center is witnessing.

Witness, you are not the body.

Witness, you are not the mind.

Witness, you are only a witness, a pure awareness, symbolized by Gautam Buddha.

This moment you are the buddha. Next moment, it depends on your remembrance. You

can remember and never forget it. It is up to you to live a miserable life of the mind, or to live

a blissful, peaceful, rejoicing of no-mind.

Witnessing is the secret.

Make it deeper...

Nivedano...

(Drumbeat)

Relax... and just disappear.

This moment you are melting, and Gautama the Buddha Auditorium is becoming an

ocean of pure consciousness....

This is the art of both life and death. If you can live with this consciousness, your whole

life will become a path of roses, and your death will be the crescendo of your dance.

Sadness, misery, are man manufactured.

Bliss, joy, are your natural potentialities.

Meditation is just to know your potential.

Before Nivedano calls you back, gather all the light, all the joy, all the peace, all the

silence -- the whole truth of this moment.

And persuade the buddha, the flame, to follow you. It will come along, it has to come; it

is your very nature.

These are the three steps: first, the buddha, the flame of light, follows you like a shadow;

second step, the flame is ahead of you, you become a shadow; and the third step, even your

shadow disappears, only the flame, the flame of awareness remains. Gautam Buddha is

simply a symbol, a metaphor.



Nivedano...

(Drumbeat)

Come back... but come with grace and peace and silence.

And for a few seconds sit just to remember where you have been, what space you have

entered in. And feel the flame behind you, the warmth, the love, the compassion. The buddha

is standing behind you.

The day is not far away when you will be standing behind the buddha. And once you are

behind the buddha, just a shadow, it does not take much time for the shadow to disappear and

become part of the buddha.

The buddha is only a symbol of pure awareness. Don't take it literally.

This awareness, this silence, this peace, makes you the most blessed people on the earth

at this moment.

You can remain twenty-four hours in this blissfulness. It is up to you. Don't get into old

patterns of misery. It takes a little while to get rid of them, but once you have some inner

light within you, they start disappearing on their own.

Except meditation, there is no other religion.

Okay, Maneesha?

Yes, Osho.
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BELOVED OSHO,
SEKISHITSU WAS A DISCIPLE OF CHOSHI. ON A VISIT TO SEKITO, THE MONK, SEKISHITSU,
BECAME ENLIGHTENED. AFTER HIS ENLIGHTENMENT, SEKISHITSU WENT BACK TO HIS
MASTER, CHOSHI. CHOSHI HAD ALSO BEEN A DISCIPLE OF SEKITO.
CHOSHI SAID, "DID YOU REACH SEKITO?"
SEKISHITSU REPLIED, "YES, I DID, BUT WAS NOT INTRODUCED."
CHOSHI SAID, "WHO DID YOU RECEIVE PRECEPTS FROM?"
SEKISHITSU REPLIED, "NOT FROM HIM."
CHOSHI THEN SAID, "IF YOU WERE LIKE THAT THERE, WHAT WILL YOU BE HERE?"
SEKISHITSU SAID, "NOT MUCH DIFFERENCE."
CHOSHI SAID, "THAT IS TOO MUCH."
SEKISHITSU SAID, "MY TONGUE HAS NO COLOR YET."
CHOSHI REPLIED, "YOU NOISY NOVICE -- GO AWAY!" AND SEKISHITSU IMMEDIATELY WENT
AWAY.

Friends,

First the questions from sannyasins.

The first question:

FROM WHAT I HEARD YOU SAY LAST NIGHT ABOUT REINCARNATION, I

UNDERSTAND THAT EVEN INDIVIDUALITY IS SUPERFICIAL.

REINCARNATION WAS A CONSOLATION FOR ME, THAT "MY ESSENCE" OR

"SOUL" WOULD CONTINUE. BUT NOW I UNDERSTAND THAT NOTHING OF ME

WILL CONTINUE.

IN WITNESSING, DO WE ALL "PLUG IN" TO THE SAME WITNESSING ENERGY?

DON'T I EVEN HAVE MY OWN WITNESS?

The ultimate truth hurts very much.

Finally, everything is gone, including me and you. What remains is a pure consciousness.

It is not that you are plugged into it, you are no more.

The dispersion is so intimate and so ultimate that first your personality has to disappear,



then your individuality has to disappear, then what remains is pure existence. It makes one

feel a little worried and concerned, because you don't know the experience of not being.

Just think for a moment.... Before this life you were not. Was there any trouble? Any

anxiety?

After this life you will not be again. What is the fear? There will be silence and peace, in

the same space where anxiety, tensions and anguishes flourished. They all will have melted

just the way a dewdrop disappears into the ocean.

Hence, Zen does not teach you self-realization. Self-realization is a much lower goal. Zen

teaches you the ultimate: no-self realization, or realizing that disappearing into the whole is

the final peace.

Your very being is an anxiety. At whatever level you are, some anxiety will remain. You

are anxiety, and if you want anxiety to disappear, you have to be ready to disappear yourself.

The second question:

IN MY WITNESSING I HAVE EXPERIENCED NOTHING -- BY THAT, I MEAN THAT

THERE WAS NOTHING DISCERNABLE OTHER THAN THE SIMPLE STATE OF

CONSCIOUS WAITING. I HAVE WITNESSED EVENTS OF THE MIND, BODY AND

EMOTIONS, AND I HAVE OBSERVED OUT-OF-THE-BODY EXPERIENCES, BUT I

DON'T HAVE THE CLARITY TO UNDERSTAND THE NATURE OF THESE THINGS.

WHAT IS THE NATURE OF NO-MIND APART FROM MIND? IS IT A RECEPTIVE,

PASSIVE MIND AS OPPOSED TO AN ACTIVE MIND? OR IS IT TRULY NON-MIND?

AND HOW DOES CONSCIOUSNESS RECEIVE AND RECOGNIZE INFORMATION IF

IT HAS NO MIND-BRAIN TO PERCEIVE IT?

You have asked too many questions in one question.

The first thing to remember is that when I say witness, in the beginning you witness

things of the body, of the mind, of the heart, emotions, thoughts... layer upon layer you go on

witnessing. And finally, you find just a pure mirror, the witness itself. I call it a pure mirror

because it is witnessing nothing. This nothingness is your very nature.

Out of this nothingness arises everything, and into this nothingness dissolves everything.

And if you are ready to be nothing -- even while you are alive -- your life will have a flavor

of peace, silence, and grace.

All your educational systems and all your cultural beliefs, force you to be ambitious, to be

somebody. But to be somebody means creating anxieties in a silent pool, ripples and waves.

The greater the ambition, the more tidal is the wave of anxiety. You can become almost

insane desiring. Trying to be somebody, you are trying the impossible, because basically you

are nobody.

Zen has an absolutely unique perception into the nothingness of everyone. It does not

teach you any ambition, it does not teach you to be someone else. It simply wants you to

know that in the deepest part of your being you are still nothing, you are still carrying the

original purity which is not even contaminated by an idea of "I."

So while you are witnessing, you say, "I have experienced nothing." If you have

experienced nothing, you should not be there. Experiencing nothing means you are not,

nothing is -- simply waves in the water, coming and going.

It is not that you witness nothing. You are creating another small "I," but it contains the

whole world of ambitions. Experiencing nothing simply means you are not. And there comes



a tremendous joy, because the whole energy that was involved in anxieties and desires and

tensions, is released in a dance, in a blissfulness, in a silence, in a tremendous insight, but it

does not belong to any "I" -- a pure white cloud without any roots, floating in freedom,

without any reason and without any direction. The whole existence has become its home. It

no longer separates itself. This inseparation is the ultimate blossoming of buddhahood. To

know that you are not is the greatest knowing.

You ask in your question if there is no one who perceives all this. That no one is not yet

no one if it perceives anything. When there is nothing left, there is no perceiver, everything is

dissolved into existence.

Zen is the only existential religion in the world. Every religion thrives on your desire to

be separate, to be individual, to be special, to be self-realized, to be a saint. Those are all

cowardly desires.

Zen is a brave step.

It cannot be transcended by anything more courageous.

A quantum leap into nothing and silence....

If you start asking who is silent, you are not silent. If you start asking who is perceiving

all this, who is witnessing, you have not yet come to the nothingness I am indicating to you.

And it is such a small thing to understand what you have gained by being -- troubles. Zen

shows you the way of non-being, the way out of all troubles, the way of silence.

Meditation comes to its flowering when there is nobody. This flower of nobodiness, of

nothingness, is the ultimate expression of existential heights. Otherwise, you remain a small

someone, somebody, confined. Why not be the whole? When it is possible to drop into the

ocean, why remain a dewdrop and be afraid of many kinds of death, of the sun which will

evaporate you...?

Why not take a small jump into the ocean and disappear? Why not be the ocean itself? It

is another way of saying it. When I say, "Be nothing," I am simply saying, "Why not be

everything?"

Disappear into the existence. You will blossom into flowers, you will fly with the birds;

you will become clouds, you will be oceans, you will be rivers, but you will not be somebody

special with an "I." The "I" is the trouble, the only trouble, and then it creates many troubles

around it.

The whole experience of Zen is the experience of getting into a state of no-I, no-self, and

then there is no question -- nobody is to ask, and nobody is to answer.

The third question:

IT HAS BEEN SAID THAT DUALITY IS THE NATURE OF MIND. BUT BY SAYING

"MIND" DOES THAT MEAN ONLY THE ANALYTICAL PROCESSES WHICH OCCUR

MAINLY IN THE LEFT BRAIN? DOES THAT MEAN THAT ACTIVITY SUCH AS

MUSIC, BEAUTY, WHOLENESS AND SYNTHESIS ALSO ARISE FROM AN

INEVITABLE INTRINSIC DUALISM OF THE MIND ITSELF?

Everything that arises out of the mind is bound to be dual. It may be arising from the right

side of the mind or the left side of the mind, it does not matter.

There is a music which does not rise from the mind. That music is absolutely soundless,

and is heard only by those who have come to be nothing. There is a beauty known, there is a

dance experienced only by those who have gone beyond the duality of the mind. Meditation



can be defined as going beyond the duality of the mind.

Whatever comes out of the mind is going to be ordinary; it may be music, it may be

mathematics. One arises from the right side, one arises from the left side -- that does not

matter. Your music and your mathematics, your philosophy and your poetry, all are very

superficial.

But there is something in you which is never heard, never can be said, never can be

conveyed, but can only be lived. This nothingness I am talking about is a living experience of

being no one. Out of that nothingness, a life arises full of music, but the music is soundless;

full of beauty, but the beauty is formless; full of joy, but the joy is indefinable; full of dance,

but there is no movement.

A meditator knows something that mind is not capable of knowing about. The mind only

knows the superficial, and the superficial is always dual; it is divided for and against.

Nothingness is non-dual, it is not divided. It is just pure silence, but a very alive silence.

And if out of that silence anything happens, that has a beauty and a truth which anything

created by the mind cannot be compared with.

A man of silence -- he may not even do anything, but just his silence is a blessing to the

whole existence. His silence is a music only heard by those who have gone deeper and

beyond the mind.

The sutra:
BELOVED OSHO,
SEKISHITSU WAS A DISCIPLE OF CHOSHI. ON A VISIT TO SEKITO, THE MONK, SEKISHITSU,
BECAME ENLIGHTENED. AFTER HIS ENLIGHTENMENT, SEKISHITSU WENT BACK TO HIS
MASTER, CHOSHI. CHOSHI HAD ALSO BEEN A DISCIPLE OF SEKITO.
CHOSHI SAID, "DID YOU REACH SEKITO?"
SEKISHITSU REPLIED, "YES, I DID, BUT WAS NOT INTRODUCED."
CHOSHI SAID, "WHO DID YOU RECEIVE PRECEPTS FROM?"
SEKISHITSU REPLIED, "NOT FROM HIM."

Do you see the mysterious way Sekishitsu is replying? When asked, "DID YOU REACH

SEKITO?" he said, "YES, I DID, BUT WAS NOT INTRODUCED, because neither has he a

form nor have I a form. Neither has he a name nor have I a name. There is no possibility of

introduction."

Choshi said, "WHO DID YOU RECEIVE PRECEPTS FROM?" -- then from whom have

you received the teachings?

Sekishitsu replied, "NOT FROM HIM -- I have received, but I have received from a

nothingness. To me, my master was not a man of words. We met beyond the words. We

looked into each other's eyes and something transpired. But he has not said a single word;

that is why I cannot say that I have received any teachings from him. Of course, being with

him I have become enlightened."

Sekishitsu became enlightened just by seeing Sekito. Nothing was verbally said to him;

neither did he become a disciple, nor did he become initiated. Just watching Sekito... just

seeing that pillar of silence, that nothingness -- and he simply disappeared as a being,

himself; he became a nothing. And without saying a word, he left Sekito and went back to his

master, Choshi.

Choshi became enlightened also in the company of Sekito. That is why he is interested in

asking what has happened: "DID YOU REACH SEKITO? -- because you look as if you have

not only reached him, but you have found him. You have penetrated his being; you are



carrying his fragrance. What is the matter? DID YOU REACH SEKITO?"

SEKISHITSU REPLIED, "YES, I DID, BUT WAS NOT INTRODUCED. Nothing was

said by him, and nothing was said by me."

Choshi said, "Then from whom did you receive the precepts? You seem to have realized

the purity of consciousness. You cannot deceive me; I can see you are no more. How did it

happen? Who told you the precepts -- the techniques, the methods, the disciplines?"

Sekishitsu replied, again in a roundabout way, "NOT FROM HIM."

CHOSHI THEN SAID, "IF YOU WERE LIKE THAT THERE, WHAT WILL YOU BE

HERE? If you have not received the teachings, the disciplines, the precepts from a great

master, Sekito, what kind of person are you going to be here? IF YOU WERE LIKE THAT

THERE, WHAT WILL YOU BE HERE?"

SEKISHITSU SAID, "NOT MUCH DIFFERENCE. I will be the same. Neither time

makes any difference, nor space makes any difference. I was no one there, I will be no one

here."
SEKISHITSU SAID, "NOT MUCH DIFFERENCE."

Choshi could not understand this roundabout way of talking; he was a simple man of Zen.

He said, "THAT IS TOO MUCH if you are going to be the same here too. Here you have to

follow the precepts; here you have to meditate. Here you have to enter into the world of Zen."

But Choshi was not a great master of Zen, he was a man of Zen. He has understood

nothingness, but he was not capable of conveying it. He said, "THAT IS TOO MUCH if you

are not going to be any different here."

SEKISHITSU SAID, "MY TONGUE HAS NO COLOR YET." He is saying, "Don't be

worried. I am as pure as a child. I have not been programmed by anyone. I am a tabula rasa, a

clean slate. My tongue has no color yet."

CHOSHI REPLIED, "YOU NOISY NOVICE" -- because according to Choshi, this

young man was just a novice. He could not penetrate and see in this novice the

transformation that had happened in the companionship of Sekito.

He was an ordinary man of Zen who had followed precepts, principles, step by step. He

could not understand this quantum leap -- a pure jump. That was too much. He thought, "This

man is too noisy. I am asking simple questions; he goes on in a roundabout way. GO

AWAY!" AND SEKISHITSU IMMEDIATELY WENT AWAY.

This anecdote is very strange. Its strangeness is that it is not necessary that a man of Zen

will be able to understand another man of Zen. Of course, a master will be able to understand

all kinds of Zen people, but a master is multidimensional, and a man of Zen is only

one-dimensional. He has followed a certain path, and he thinks only by following that path

does one reach to the nothingness he has reached.

If one has to reach nothingness, any path will do. There are as many paths as there are

people to travel. But to understand that, a great master is needed.

There have been enlightened people, but still they could not understand other enlightened

people for the simple reason that they have followed a certain path and the other fellow has

not followed that particular path. They have become too conditioned by the path. They

cannot see that when you are going into nothingness, every path is the right path.

When you are going somewhere, every path is not the right path, but when you are going

nowhere, every path is the right path. But to understand that every path finally leads into

nothingness, needs a multidimensional consciousness.

There are masters, and there are mystics, and this is the difference: the mystic can



understand only one-dimensionally; the master has a wider view, a bird's-eye view. He can

look from above and see that all paths are leading to nowhere.

Choshi could not understand Sekishitsu. Sekishitsu left him immediately; this was not the

right place for him. He had already gone beyond the paths and the precepts and the scriptures.

Kyorai wrote:
IMMOBILE HAZE.
MOON, SPRING, SLEEP.

He is saying this is what life is: "Immobile haze. Moon, spring, sleep" -- simple, no

complication.

A sannyasin lives a life of such simplicity: the moon, the spring, the sleep -- and he is

fulfilled. A little immobile haze, and then arises the moon, then comes the spring -- there are

flowers -- and then the sleep.

If you can conceive life in such simple terms -- a little dance, a little love, a little

playfulness, a little laughter, a little music, and then comes the eternal sleep, life becomes just

a small drama. Soon the drama will be over. The acceptance that the drama will be over, that

we are just players in a game which is not going to last forever -- we will have to vacate the

place for other players -- then life becomes very simple, without any complexity and without

any competition. One lives silently, peacefully, and prepares himself for the eternal peace, the

eternal silence, the eternal sleep.

Maneesha's question:

BELOVED OSHO,

FRITJOF CAPRA CONTENDS THAT, "MODERN PHYSICS GOES FAR BEYOND

TECHNOLOGY. THE WAY -- OR TAO -- OF PHYSICS CAN BE A PATH WITH A

HEART, A WAY TO SPIRITUAL REALIZATION."

DO YOU AGREE?

Maneesha, the question is not of agreeing or not agreeing, because all agreements and

disagreements are of the mind. I know that Capra is simply guessing. He is a man who knows

modern physics and a little bit of the philosophy of Tao. And it is a very small thing to create

a physics of Tao, or a Tao of physics, because the word tao simply means the way, and

modern physics certainly has gone beyond technology. It has moved beyond the boundaries

of mind, and is in a tremendous chaos. As far as mind was concerned, things were clear. But

now, modern physics has come to a point where mind cannot make any sense. Capra himself,

being a physicist, started learning about Tao in the effort to understand the chaos that modern

physics has entered into, and that perhaps Tao may help.

But he is not a man of Tao, he is still an intellectual trying to make some definitions,

trying to make something out of the chaos. He is still thinking of spiritual realization, and

there is no spiritual realization because there is no spirit as such.

There is a dispersion into nothingness. You cannot call it realization. It can be called

DErealization, but it cannot be called realization. Nothing is realized. Even that which was

there is no more -- only silence prevails.

I know the chaos of existence is ultimate. Every effort to bring it into a system is bound to

fail. Philosophies have failed, science has failed. More efforts will be made, but I can predict



with absolute authority that no system is going to explain this vast existence. It is bound to

remain a mystery.

Religions have tried in their own way, but failed. Philosophies have failed. Science came

with great systematic logic, and in the beginning of this century science was absolutely

certain that it was going to succeed and explain away the whole mystery of existence, bring it

down to rationalization. But on the contrary, the opposite has happened.

As science has approached deeper into reality, all its old concepts have become invalid.

Now Aristotelian logic is no longer logic, and Euclidean geometry is no longer geometry.

Now, science is at a point where everything again has become mysterious -- no explanation,

and no reason. But the effort continues.

My approach is totally different. I want you to know that chaos is the very nature of

existence, you cannot make it a cosmos. You cannot make it a system, either by Tao or by

Zen. You cannot make it an explained system where everything is knowable.

I have always divided existence into three segments: the known, the unknown, and the

unknowable.

That which is unknown will become known tomorrow.

That which is known today was unknown yesterday. But the known and the unknown are

a very superficial part. Beyond both is the unknowable. That unknowable is a chaos; it is

irrational, illogical. There is no way to bring it into explanations, no way to make a science of

it, or a philosophy of it. This chaos I have called nothingness. You can enter into it, you can

be one with it, you can rejoice in it, but don't try to conceptualize it.

So it is not a question, Maneesha, of my agreement or disagreement with Fritjof Capra. I

know existence is a chaos, and will remain always a chaos. All efforts of man are bound to

fail in systematizing it. It is not a system; it is not mechanics. Hence, I always have loved

Gautam Buddha's statement. Asked, "What is truth?" he replied in a very strange way. He

said, "Whatever works." He did not define truth, he simply said, "Whatever works is true."

And more than that, even today we don't know. We don't know what electricity is, we

only know how it works; we don't know what it is. There is no way to know it, and there is

no need.

Let existence function.

Use it, love it, rejoice in it. There is no need to systematize it; all systems are bound to

fail.

Zen is not a system, it is a path towards the chaos.

Go dancingly in without bothering and worrying what it is.

Rejoice in it!

What is the point in thinking what is music?

Love it, listen to it, create it.

What is the point of finding the definition of dance?

Dance!

But still very few people are of the age, mature enough to recognize this immense chaos

without fear, and to use it as much as you can. Love it, live it, and drop the childish idea that

you have to understand it. What are you going to do by understanding it? And in the first

place, understanding is not possible.

Mind is too small, and existence is too vast -- without any boundaries. There is no

possibility that there will ever be a system which explains everything. And that will be a very

fatal day if some system explains everything -- life will lose all joy.

People are trying to explain everything. Then love becomes just chemistry, biology,



hormones. Do you ever think about love as hormones, as biology, as chemistry? And the

moment you think about chemistry, biology, hormones, love loses all mystery. And certainly

love is more than chemistry, biology, or hormones can explain. They may explain sex, but

they cannot explain love.

Love need not be sexual. In fact, at the highest point even sexuality transforms into love...

love unexplained, irrational, a chaos. You can experience it, but you cannot explain it.

It is time for Sardar Gurudayal Singh....

It is a sunny afternoon in the rose garden of the Vatican in Rome. Pope the Polack is deep

in discussion with a smart-looking gentleman in a three-piece suit, carrying a black briefcase.

"I am prepared to offer you one million dollars!" exclaims Herman Hoover, the

businessman.

"No way," says the papal fruitcake. "One billion dollars, and no less!"

"Okay," says Herman, "our last offer -- five hundred million dollars!"

"No way!" cries the Polack, stomping his foot. "Six hundred million! One dollar for every

Catholic or the deal is off!"

"Holy shit! Let us forget the whole thing," shouts Herman. And the businessman walks

off in frustration.

Meanwhile, old Mario the gardener, pops his head over the rosebushes and calls out to the

pope. "Hey-a, Your Holiness!" says Mario. "That-a guy wanted to give you so much-a

money. Why did-a you refuse?"

"You don't understand," says the Polack. "You don't know what that guy wanted me to

do."

"So?" asks Mario. "What-a did he want?"

"Well," says the pope, "he wants us to change the end of the Lord's Prayer."

"Really?" asks Mario. "But-a, at the end-a we always say-a, amen."

"I know," snaps the Polack pope. "But this guy wants us all to say, Coca-Cola!"

It is that fateful night in old Jerusalem town. Upstairs at the downtown MacDonald's

burger house, Jesus is host at his famous farewell dinner party.

Ronald MacDonald, the clown, is running around giving everyone party hats and

whistles, trying to get the serious saints to laugh.

But Jesus has been looking moody all night when suddenly, he puts down his wineglass

and shouts across the smoke-filled room, "Peter!" he cries, pointing his finger. "Peter!

Tonight, you are going to betray me!"

"Ah no, Lord!" calls back Peter, turning pale, "I would never betray you!"

"Okay, Peter," says Jesus, "I was just checking up on you. Come over here and eat some

bread and drink some wine with me."

So they eat bread and drink some wine. And then Jesus says, "Okay, Peter, you can go."

Then Jesus looks around the room again, and calls John, his beloved disciple.

"John!" shouts Jesus. "John! Tonight you are going to betray me!"

"Ah no, Lord!" replies John, falling off his seat in shock. "I would never betray you. It is

just not possible!"

"Okay, John," replies Jesus. "Don't get excited! I was just checking. Come over here and

drink wine and eat some bread with me!"

As the evening progresses, one by one, Jesus calls his apostles to him, eating some bread



and drinking wine with each of them.

Finally, his wandering eye rests on Judas, who has been sitting in the corner for the past

hour, making out with Mary Magdelena.

"Judas!" shouts Jesus.

"Yes, Lord!" replies Judas, straightening his shirt.

"Judas!" cries Jesus. "Come here! I want you!"

"Yes, Lord," says Judas, jumping up and standing nervously in front of Jesus. "Judas!"

says Jesus. "Tonight, you are going to betray me!"

"Ah, Jesus Christ!" cries Judas. "Why do you always pick on me when you get drunk?"

Sexy Miss Thornbum, the primary school teacher, wiggles into the classroom one

morning.

"Now, children," she announces, "today, we are going to start a whole new and exciting

subject called Sex Education!"

There is a loud cheering from the boys, and excited squealing from the girls as Miss

Thornbum claps her hands to restore order.

"Settle down, children!" shouts Miss Thornbum. "Soon, you little boys will be getting

interested in some little girls, and some of you little girls will have your little eyes on some

little boys."

Suddenly, Little Albert interrupts. "Hey, Miss Thornbum!" he shouts. "And for us Little

guys who are already screwing -- can we go out and play football?"

Nivedano...

(Drumbeat)

(Gibberish)

Nivedano...

(Drumbeat)

Be silent....

Close your eyes... and feel your bodies to be completely frozen.

This is the right moment to enter in.

Gather all your energies, all your consciousness, and rush towards the inner center of

your being. It is exactly two inches below the navel, inside you. In Japan they call it hara.

Rush towards this hara with absolute urgency as if this is going to be your last moment.

Faster and faster...

Deeper and deeper...

As you start coming close to the hara, a great silence descends over you. And inside, the

whole interior becomes luminous.

At the very center there is a flame, the eternal flame of life. This eternal flame of light is

your very source, and is also going to be your goal.

As you come closer and closer to the flame, everything becomes peaceful inside, but a

peace that is alive, a silence that is a music, and an experience which allows you to become a

witness.



Witness that you are not the body.

Witness that you are not the mind.

Witness that you are only a witness, a pure witness and nothing else.

Deepening into this witnessing, one disappears into the ultimate chaos of existence. That

is the greatest bliss.

Make the witnessing deeper and deeper.

Nivedano...

(Drumbeat)

Relax...

Just remain a witness and melt like ice melting into the ocean.

Let this Gautama the Buddha Auditorium become an ocean of consciousness.

You are no more, only a consciousness pervading, prevailing.

You are drowned into the ocean.

This is the most refreshing experience, and the most transforming experience. This

experience makes buddhas out of you.

A buddha is one who has come to be at ease with existence.

These three steps may be significant for you....

First, the flame follows you. The flame is represented symbolically by the buddha. In the

East the face of the buddha has become a symbol of our ultimate nature.

In the first step you will find the buddha following you.

In the second step, you will find yourself following the buddha as a shadow.

In the third step, even the shadow disappears, only the luminous buddha remains. And

this luminosity is eternal and immortal, can be experienced but cannot be explained.

Those who have experienced it, their life has become a light, a joy, a bliss, and a blessing

for all those who have come into their contact. In other words, their life becomes a love, a

song, a dance, for no reason at all.

This great experiment is being done here.

You are the most fortunate people in the world this moment, because everybody is busy

in the mundane -- you are looking for the sacred and the ultimate.

Before Nivedano calls you back, collect all this experience, this silence, this peace, these

flowers that are showering on you -- this music, and this luminosity. And persuade the

buddha to come with you, to become part of your everyday existence.

Nivedano...

(Drumbeat)

Come back, but with the same grace, the same silence, the same beauty.

Sit for a few moments just to remember what space you entered into, what golden path

you have followed.

And it is not a question just to do meditation at some time of the day. Meditation has to

become your very breathing.

Whatever you have been in these silent moments, you can be twenty-four hours... an

undercurrent of joy, peace, love, compassion.

In whatever you are doing, you can do it as if you are a buddha. The "as if" will disappear

soon, because fundamentally you are buddhas. It is not something that you have to achieve, it



is something that you have forgotten and you have to remember it -- sammasati.

Okay, Maneesha?

Yes, Osho.
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BELOVED OSHO,
GYOZAN SAID TO SEKISHITSU, "TELL ME WHAT TO BELIEVE IN AND WHAT TO RELY ON?"
SEKISHITSU GESTURED ACROSS THE SKY ABOVE, THREE TIMES WITH HIS HAND, AND
SAID, "THERE IS NO SUCH THING."
GYOZAN ASKED, "WHAT DO YOU SAY ABOUT READING SUTRAS?"
SEKISHITSU REPLIED, "ALL THE SUTRAS ARE OUT OF THE QUESTION. DOING THINGS THAT
ARE GIVEN BY OTHERS IS DUALISM OF MIND AND MATTER. AND IF YOU ARE IN THE
DUALISM OF SUBJECT AND OBJECT, VARIOUS VIEWS ARISE. BUT THIS IS BLIND WISDOM,
SO IT IS NOT YET THE TAO.
"IF OTHERS DON'T GIVE YOU ANYTHING, THERE IS NOT A SINGLE THING. THAT'S WHY
BODHIDHARMA SAID, `ORIGINALLY, THERE IS NOT A SINGLE THING.'
"YOU SEE, WHEN A BABY COMES OUT OF THE WOMB, DOES HE READ SUTRAS OR NOT? AT
THAT TIME, THE BABY DOESN'T KNOW WHETHER SUCH A THING AS BUDDHA NATURE
EXISTS OR NOT. AS HE GROWS UP AND LEARNS VARIOUS VIEWS, HE APPEARS TO THE
WORLD AND SAYS, `I DO WELL AND I UNDERSTAND.' BUT HE DOESN'T KNOW IT IS RUBBISH
AND DELUSION.
"OF THE SIXTEEN WAYS OR PHASES OF DOING, A BABY'S WAY IS THE BEST. THE TIME OF A
BABY'S GURGLE IS COMPARED TO A SEEKER WHEN HE LEAVES THE MIND OF DIVIDING
AND CHOOSING. THAT'S WHY A BABY IS PRAISED. BUT IF YOU TAKE THIS COMPARISON
AND SAY, `THE BABY IS THE WAY,' PEOPLE OF THE PRESENT DAYS WILL UNDERSTAND IT
WRONGLY."

Friends,

First, the questions from the sannyasins.

The first question:

I HEARD YOU SAY THAT THE CENTER OF OUR BUDDHAHOOD IS AT THE

`HARA' POINT INSIDE THE BODY.

IS THERE ALSO A SLEEPING BUDDHA ENERGY IN OUR HEARTS AND IN THE

THIRD EYE? DO WE ALL HAVE THE SAME POTENTIAL OF REMEMBERING,

EACH ONE WITH HIS OR HER UNIQUE EXPRESSION OF CREATIVITY?

PLEASE COMMENT.



The hara center is the source of all your energy. It can grow just like a tree grows from

the roots into different branches.

According to a different calculation of Patanjali, the energy can be divided into seven

centers, but the original source remains the hara. From the hara it can go up.

The seventh center is in the head, and the sixth center is what you call the third eye. The

fifth center is in our throat, and the fourth center is exactly in the middle: the heart. Below the

heart there are three centers, above the heart there are three centers. But all these seven

centers grow like a tree from the original source of the hara. That's why, in Japanese, suicide

is called hara-kiri. People don't cut their throats, they don't cut their heads. They simply

pierce a small knife into the hara center -- just exactly two inches below the navel -- and the

person dies. And you will not know at all that somebody has committed suicide. Just the

energy is released from the body, the source is opened.

I am trying to take you to the very original source. From there, it is up to you to bring

your energy into any center you want.

Between the first center, the hara, and the seventh center in the head, the energy can move

just like the energy moves into different branches of a tree -- from the roots to the uppermost

flowering. The hara is the source. When it blossoms, it reaches suddenly to the seventh

center, piercing your heart, your throat, and at the seventh center it blossoms as a lotus. Man

is also a flowering tree.

These are different ways of looking at things. Patanjali's yoga is one of the ways; Zen is a

totally different approach. To me, Zen seems to be more scientific, while Patanjali seems to

be more intellectual and philosophical. Zen begins from the very source.

The buddha is not lying anywhere else other than in the hara; he is not lying in the heart.

The energy can be brought to the heart, then the expression will be love. The energy can be

brought to the third eye, then you will be able to see things which are not ordinarily visible --

auras of people, auras of things, a certain kind of X-ray energy that goes deeper into things. If

the same energy moves into the seventh center, according to Patanjali, samadhi is attained --

you become enlightened.

But these are different calculations. Rather than talking about samadhi, I would rather

encourage you to enter into the source of energy from where everything is going to happen. I

don't like to talk about the flowers much, because that talk will remain simply conceptual.

My approach is more pragmatic.

I want you to experience your sleeping energy. And the moment you reach there, it

awakens. It sleeps only if you are not there. If your awareness reaches to the source, it wakes

up, and in its waking is the buddhahood. In its waking you become for the first time part of

existence: no ego, no self, a pure nothingness.

People are afraid of the word `nothingness'. In the second question that fear is clear.

The second question is:

THOUGH YOU HAVE INFUSED THE SUTRAS WITH LIFE AND HUMOR, FOR ME,

ZEN REMAINS THE STARK BEAUTY OF THE DESERT, AND I LONG FOR

SOMETHING ELSE.

WHY CAN'T I DROP THE IDEA THAT MY WAY IS NOT VIA EMPTINESS, BUT

FULLNESS? I STILL CARRY THIS LONGING FOR SOME KIND OF UNION, A

MELTING OUTWARDS RATHER THAN DISSOLVING INTO NOTHINGNESS

INSIDE.



With whom are you going to melt outside? You don't know even who you are. And who

has told you that Zen is a "stark beauty of the desert"? Zen is perhaps the most beautiful path,

full of flowers, songs, joy and laughter.

But the idea of nothingness creates a certain fear of dissolving into a desert. It is just your

mind that makes the difference between emptiness and fullness. In realizing either, you will

be realizing the other too, because they are two aspects of one thing, of one phenomenon

which can either be called nothingness, or can be called fullness.

Zen has chosen rightly to call it nothingness, because fullness can give you

misunderstandings. The moment you think of fullness you start imagining. The moment you

think of melting into someone outside, immediately a God, a paradise, a heaven, and all kinds

of imaginations arise. And those imaginations will prevent you from going anywhere.

I am not helping your imagination at all. I am trying to uproot your imagination in every

possible way. I want to leave you without images, in utter silence, in nothingness, because

that is the only way to attain fullness.

When the dewdrop disappears in the ocean, it is not that it becomes nothing. Yes, it

becomes nothing but it also becomes the ocean. In its disappearing as a dewdrop, on the other

side it is also becoming the whole ocean. So the fullness and nothingness are not two things,

only two concepts of the mind, but in reality, only two ways of saying one thing. Emptiness,

or nothingness, is better because it does not allow any imagination to arise.

Fullness is dangerous. If rightly used there is no problem. Fullness will also dissolve God,

and paradise, and heaven and hell, and incarnation. But mind is capable of using the idea of

fullness in a way that it cannot use the word `nothingness'. To prevent the mind from using

the word `fullness' and preventing you from realizing the reality, from Gautam Buddha

onwards the word `nothingness' has been chosen. But nothingness is not absence;

nothingness is not dead. Nothingness is fullness, but so full that you cannot define it, and you

cannot make a limit or a boundary to it.

Unbounded fullness and nothingness, in experience, mean exactly the same. But for the

beginner, the word `fullness' is dangerous -- and everybody is a beginner.

Begin with something which is less capable of taking you astray from reality. Fullness

can be used only by a master who knows that nothingness and fullness are synonymous. But

for the beginner it is dangerous, because for him fullness means something opposed to

nothingness. If `fullness' is synonymous with `nothingness', then there is no problem. Then

the desert becomes the ocean, then there is only beauty and song and dance.

Nothingness gives the idea to the mind that everything will be lost. You will be lost, but

the truth is, the moment everything is lost, including you, you have gained the whole universe

-- all the stars within you, and the vast universe inside your heart. It is not losing anything, so

don't be worried about nothing.

The questioner goes on:
IS THIS JUST MY REFUSAL TO GROW UP? AM I FOOLING MYSELF? ARE WE ALL TO
EMBRACE THE ZEN MANIFESTO NO MATTER WHAT `TYPE' WE FEEL WE ARE?

There is no question of type. All types are just superficial. At the innermost core there is

only one existence. The Zen Manifesto is not for a particular type, it is for all -- for men and

for women, and for black and white, and for Hindu and Mohammedan, and for Christian and

Buddhist. It does not matter what kind of conditioning you have been brought up in, Zen is

simply a technique of entering into your veryness. The entrance is so deep that nothing



remains, and all is found.

Gurdjieff has written a book, ALL AND NOTHING. I would like to withdraw the word

`and', because all is nothing; there is no question of and. Whatever type you are -- introvert,

extrovert -- it does not matter, you are all part of the same existence. And when you relax into

existence, all your differences disappear, only oneness remains. You can call that oneness

whatever you like, but basically it is nothingness. You can give it any color, you can call it by

any name, but don't start calling it by another name from the beginning, because that can take

you astray. Somebody may think that he can call it God, then he will start worshipping a God

which is man manufactured.

For the beginner, nothing is the most secure path to avoid the mind playing games.

Nothing is beyond the reaches of the mind, so it cannot play games with it. But anything else

you name it, mind is capable of playing games with it.

The whole effort of meditation is not to allow the mind to play games. It has been playing

games for centuries. One has to come to the point of seeing all the games of the mind: all the

gods, all the messiahs, all the prophets, all the religions, all the philosophies.

Existence is available to a silent being, not to the learned, not to the well informed, not to

the scholar. It is available to the innocent, and meditation is a way of becoming innocent

again. Getting back your childhood, being reborn, knowing nothing, a silence, a joy, a

blissfulness arises which is indestructible, which is eternal.

The third question:

THE OTHER NIGHT I HEARD YOU SAY THERE IS NO REINCARNATION, NO

SOUL, NO SPIRIT AFTER DEATH, ONLY PURE CONSCIOUSNESS, PURE SILENCE.

IS IT THEN SO, THAT PART OF US, OF OUR OWN CONSCIOUSNESS, IS AWARE OF

THAT ENDLESS SILENCE, OF BEING PART OF THE WHOLE?

All your questions arise out of your mind, and I am trying to take you beyond the mind.

Beyond the mind there is no question, there is nobody to ask. But if you start thinking about

meditation, that is not meditation. If you start thinking, "What happens when awareness

witnesses the wholeness of existence?" -- if you start thinking, you are moving inside the

mind in a circle, in a vicious circle, you may find some answer, but that answer is not the

truth.

You have to go beyond thinking, beyond questioning.

Just be silent and you will know.

You are not, only the universe is.

You are just a ripple in the river, arisen in a certain moment and dissolved back again, but

not for a single moment separate from the river. This whole existence is nothing but a vast

ocean in which all kinds of ripples, tidal waves, arise and disappear, and the ocean remains.

That which remains is your authentic reality. That which comes and goes is just a dream,

or just a phenomenal, illusory reality. For a moment the tidal wave can think, "I am separate

from the ocean." But you know, however the wave may be tidal, it is not separate from the

ocean. Even when it is thinking it is separate -- and it looks separate -- deep down it is part of

the ocean.

I am taking you deep down into the ocean. In that ocean nobody is separate. Suddenly a

tremendous joy arises that you are eternal, that you are oceanic, that you have always been

and you will always be... but not those small personalities that you have taken again and



again. This time you stop taking personalities and simply become the whole.

The whole feels more cozy than nothingness, but they are simply two ways of saying the

same thing. The whole appears cozy, it seems you are becoming more than you were before.

And nothing seems dangerous -- you are becoming even less than you were before. You were

at least something, now you are becoming nothing. But becoming whole, you have to become

nothing. Becoming part of this vast existence, you have to relax the separateness, the

individuality.

The questioner goes on asking:
DOES THE DEWDROP STILL FEEL OR EXPERIENCE SOME ALIVENESS INSIDE, WHEN FIRST
IT MELTS INTO THE OCEAN?

The dewdrop disappearing into the ocean feels for the first time a vast life. Only the

boundaries that were making it a small dewdrop have disappeared. The dewdrop is still there,

but it is no longer a dewdrop, it has become the ocean.

I have told you about Kabir, one of the most important mystics of the East....

When he became enlightened he wrote down a small statement: "The dewdrop has

disappeared into the ocean -- BUND SAMANI SAMUND MEIN." But before dying, he

called his son Kamal, and told him, "Please correct it. It was my first experience, now I know

better. The dewdrop has not entered into the ocean; on the contrary, the ocean has entered

into the dewdrop. So write it down that the ocean has entered into the dewdrop."

Both mean the same, but one is the experience of the beginner. The dewdrop disappearing

into the ocean feels like you are going into a vast nothingness. But once you have reached

into that vastness, when you are no more, suddenly that vastness is you. There will be no self,

no sense of I, but a sense of totality, of wholeness.

It is difficult to bring it into language. That difficulty is shown in Kabir's changing the

statement. In fact, no statement is right. Whether you say the dewdrop has entered into the

ocean, or you say the ocean has entered into the dewdrop, you are still talking of two things:

the dewdrop and the ocean.

If I had been present there, I would have said, "It is better to cancel both. Whatever has

happened has happened, nothing can be said about it. One thing is certain, there is no more

separation. So what has entered into what does not matter. There have been two, now there

are not two."

The sutra:
BELOVED OSHO,
GYOZAN SAID TO SEKISHITSU, "TELL ME WHAT TO BELIEVE IN AND WHAT TO RELY ON?"

SEKISHITSU GESTURED ACROSS THE SKY ABOVE, THREE TIMES WITH HIS

HAND, AND SAID, "THERE IS NO SUCH THING in which you can believe, on which you

can rely. THERE IS NO SUCH THING."

What does he mean by gesturing three times to the sky?

Existence is just a vast sky with no end and no beginning, no boundary. There is nothing

to believe and nothing to rely on. One has just to disappear. All belief is man manufactured,

and all reliance, relying on a God or relying on a Christ, is out of your own fear. But there is

nothing to rely on, and there is no security.

Don't cling with anything. Everything that you cling to is your own imagination. Your

gods are your imagination, and your philosophies are your imagination. Existence has no



gods, and existence has no philosophies -- just a pure silence, but a silence which is musical,

a silence which is a dance; a silence which blossoms into many flowers, and into many

fragrances; a silence which manifests into immense varieties; a silence which is

multidimensional. Just relax into it. Don't try to believe or trust, because all belief and trust is

clinging.

SEKISHITSU GESTURED ACROSS THE SKY ABOVE, THREE TIMES WITH HIS

HAND, AND SAID, "THERE IS NO SUCH THING... You just please drop the very idea of

relying on anything, or believing in anything. Just relax. This whole existence is yours. Why

do you want to cling to a special part? It is all the same -- the same sky, the same silence, the

same purity, same innocence."

GYOZAN ASKED, "WHAT DO YOU SAY ABOUT READING SUTRAS?"

Man wants something. His mind is always finding some way to avoid the nothingness or

the wholeness of existence.

Gyozan immediately asked, "If there is nothing to believe and nothing to rely upon, what

do you say about reading sutras?"

SEKISHITSU REPLIED, "ALL THE SUTRAS ARE OUT OF THE QUESTION. DOING THINGS THAT
ARE GIVEN BY OTHERS IS DUALISM OF MIND AND MATTER. AND IF YOU ARE IN THE
DUALISM OF SUBJECT AND OBJECT, VARIOUS VIEWS ARISE. BUT THIS IS BLIND WISDOM,
SO IT IS NOT YET THE TAO.
"IF OTHERS DON'T GIVE YOU ANYTHING, THERE IS NOT A SINGLE THING..."

Have you ever thought about it? -- that all that you know has been given to you by others.

If you put that aside to sort out what is yours, you will find a pure emptiness is yours,

everything else has been given to you by others. Then who are you? -- a pure emptiness

hidden behind all those words and beliefs and religions which have been given to you.

"IF OTHERS DON'T GIVE YOU ANYTHING, THERE IS NOT A SINGLE THING. THAT'S WHY
BODHIDHARMA SAID, `ORIGINALLY, THERE IS NOT A SINGLE THING.'"

Bodhidharma's statement is of tremendous value. There is not a single thing separate from

the whole. All separation, all dualism, is the game of the mind. As the mind becomes silent,

all that game disappears, all those players are no longer there.

What happens when you wake up in the morning to your dreams? In the dreams have you

ever doubted that what you are seeing is not true? Nobody in a dream can doubt. Whatever

appears in the dream, appears to be the right thing at the moment. Only in the morning when

you wake up, suddenly do you realize that all the night you have been dreaming of things

which were not true, which were just mind creations, flowers in the sky -- Bodhidharma's

statement, "ORIGINALLY, THERE IS NOT A SINGLE THING."

"YOU SEE, WHEN A BABY COMES OUT OF THE WOMB, DOES HE READ SUTRAS

OR NOT? AT THAT TIME, THE BABY DOES NOT KNOW WHETHER SUCH A

THING AS BUDDHA NATURE EXISTS OR NOT. AS HE GROWS UP AND LEARNS

VARIOUS VIEWS, HE APPEARS TO THE WORLD AND SAYS, `I DO WELL AND I

UNDERSTAND.' BUT HE DOESN'T KNOW IT IS RUBBISH AND DELUSION.

"OF THE SIXTEEN WAYS OR PHASES OF DOING, A BABY'S WAY IS THE BEST.

THE TIME OF A BABY'S GURGLE IS COMPARED TO A SEEKER WHEN HE



LEAVES THE MIND OF DIVIDING AND CHOOSING. THAT'S WHY A BABY IS

PRAISED. BUT IF YOU TAKE THIS COMPARISON AND SAY, `THE BABY IS THE

WAY,' PEOPLE OF THE PRESENT DAYS WILL UNDERSTAND IT WRONGLY."

And that is true even today.

When I am saying to you, "Be nothing," I am saying in other words, "Be just a newborn

baby, a pure consciousness, undivided into knowing and not knowing. The baby's

consciousness is pure. It knows nothing, it does not even know that it is."

You must have heard small babies talk about themselves as separate persons. They may

say, "The baby is hungry. The baby is thirsty." The "I" takes a little time to grow. It takes at

least three to four years for society to create an ego so the baby starts saying "I" -- instead of

saying, "The baby" is hungry, "I" am hungry. And the moment the baby says, "I am hungry,"

he is no longer a baby. He has entered into the world, he has graduated, in a way.

But according to Zen, once again you have to become just like the baby. This second

childhood is the greatest revolution possible.

Jesus is right when he says, "Unless you are born again, you will not understand the

truth." He had been traveling for seventeen years in the East, and he had gathered much. And

that was really the problem why Jews could not accept him. He was talking a language that

was not theirs. He was making interpretations of the old Jewish tradition in a way that had

never been heard and that he had brought from the East.

And at that time the whole of the East was full of the vibrations of Gautam Buddha. Just

five hundred years had passed since Gautam Buddha was alive, yet his vibrations were in the

atmosphere. And there are possibilities that Jesus did not only visit India and Tibet. There is a

place in Japan which also proclaims that he visited there. In the Bible these seventeen years

are completely missing. They don't listen to any other argument, because that would be

disturbing to whatever they have managed up to now as their Holy Bible.

Jesus was much influenced by Buddha's teachings. This teaching, "Unless you are born

again," has the flavor of Gautam Buddha who was continuously teaching that you have to

drop everything that has been told to you, you have to forget everything that has been

programmed in you. Gautam Buddha brings to the world the first deprogramming

philosophy. And when you are deprogrammed completely, who are you? -- just a pure

nothingness, just a silence. All words were borrowed, all sutras were given to you, all

religions were forced on your mind. You are not a Christian, and you are not a Hindu, and

you are not a Mohammedan. You were born just as pure consciousness.

You have to attain that pure consciousness again. This is rebirth. And this rebirth brings

the buddha, the pure consciousness, the consciousness which knows no boundaries; hence, it

cannot call itself "I." A consciousness which has become one with the whole has nothing to

say.

Buddha, when he became enlightened, for seven days remained silent, wondering

whether to say it or not. "Because in every possible way," he thought, "it will be

misunderstood. It is better to be silent." But a compassionate heart could not be at ease in

silence, seeing that "Everybody needs this exploration, this excursion into himself. I know the

way, if I remain silent it will be criminal. But if I say anything, then too, I will not be

absolutely right in saying it, because that which is beyond the word cannot be brought into

the word."

So after seven days, compassion took over, and finally he tried. For forty-two years he

went on saying to people, and always making it clear -- "What I am saying, don't take it



literally. I want you to experience it. Only then will you understand the meaning of it -- not

by hearing me, but by experiencing it. Only by tasting it, will you know the sweetness of it."

Boncho wrote:
RIVER.
ONE LONG LINE
THROUGH SNOWY FIELDS.

Life is just a river, a long river -- a long line through snowy fields. And then what

happens? Each river, small or big, dissolves into the ocean, finds its way without any guide,

without any sutras, without any masters. It may go astray, zigzag, but finally it reaches to the

ocean. And that reaching to the ocean is becoming the ocean. That is the rebirth. That's what

we mean by meditation. That's what we mean by the Zen Manifesto.

Every river is destined to disappear one day into the ocean. Go dancingly, go joyfully.

There is no need to be worried, there is no need to be hurried. The ocean is waiting -- you can

take your time, but take your time with joy, not with tensions and anxieties. Rejoice and

dance and sing and love, and finally you are going to disappear into the ocean. The ocean is

always waiting for you.

Even though you are far away from the ocean you are part of it, always reaching, always

coming closer to the ocean. Everybody is going to become a buddha today or tomorrow --

and there are only seven days in a week, so you can choose...!

Maneesha's question:

BELOVED OSHO,

WILHELM REICH SAYS, IN HIS BOOK, `LISTEN, LITTLE MAN,' THAT HE FOUND

THAT MAN REACHES OUT WITH HIS LIFE ENERGY WHEN HE FEELS WELL AND

LOVING; THAT HE RETRACTS THAT ENERGY WHEN HE IS AFRAID. REICH SAYS

THAT HE FOUND THAT THIS LIFE ENERGY -- WHICH HE TERMED "ORGONE" --

IS "FOUND IN THE ATMOSPHERE," OUTSIDE THE BODY. HE SAYS HE

SUCCEEDED IN SEEING IT AND DEVISED APPARATUS WHICH MAGNIFIED IT.

IS WHAT HE OBSERVED SO?

Maneesha, Wilhelm Reich was one of the unique intelligences born in this century. What

he has found has been known to the East as aura.

You must have seen around the statues of Buddha or Mahavira or Krishna -- a round aura

around the head. That round aura is a reality. What Wilhelm Reich said was authentically

true, but the people to whom he said it were not the right people to understand it. They

thought he was mad because he described life as an energy surrounding the body. It is exactly

true.

Life is an energy that surrounds your body. Not only your body, but flowers, trees...

everything has its own aura. And that aura, that energy surrounding you shrinks and expands,

in different situations.

Any situation where your energy shrinks, should be thought bad, sick. And every

situation where your energy expands, should be respected and loved. In love your energy

reaches out, you become more alive. And when you are in fear, your energy shrinks, you

become less alive.

Now, poor Wilhelm Reich was thought by Americans to be mad, because he was not only



magnifying that energy -- he had found a few exercises in which that energy magnifies -- he

was even catching that energy in boxes, big boxes in which a man could enter. And if the

man was sick he would come out whole and healthy. Naturally such a man should be thought

mad. He was selling those boxes, empty boxes -- but they were not empty. He had found

ways to collect the energy which is available in the atmosphere. Around a tree you can find

that energy showering, but with your bare eyes you cannot see it.

After he was declared mad and imprisoned, another man in the Soviet Union even

managed to photograph it. And now it has become a recognized psychology in the Soviet

Union, that life has an aura. And the man, Kirlian, has developed a certain sensitive plate to

photograph it.

He would photograph the hand, and the hand would come with an aura around it. In a

very strange way his photographs even showed if a man would be sick within six months:

"Right now he does not show any pattern of sickness, but his aura is shrinking at a certain

point..." And if at a certain point the aura is shrinking, maybe the person will become deaf, or

blind if the aura around the eyes is shrinking. And all his photographs proved to be right.

When he said, "This man is in danger of losing his eyesight," there was no visible sign, there

was no reason to believe it, but within six months that man became blind.

Now in Soviet psychology, Kirlian photography is recognized by the government. It is

spreading into other countries also.

A man can be cured before he becomes sick. Kirlian photography is very predictive. It

shows, at least six months ahead, what is going to happen.

In the East, it has been known for centuries that before your death -- six months before --

you stop being able to see the tip of your nose. Because your eyes start turning upwards, they

cannot see the tip of your own nose. The moment you recognize you cannot see the tip of

your nose means that within six months your energy will shrink, go back to its source. And

the aura, without any photographic technology, has been recognized by yoga for five

thousand years. But now, it can be accepted on scientific grounds.

Wilhelm Reich was a unique genius. He could manage to see and feel what is not

ordinarily possible.

But if you are very meditative, you will start seeing the auras of people, even your own

aura. You will see your own hand with the light rays around it, radiating. And when you are

healthy you will feel your aura expanding. When you are sick you will feel your aura

shrinking -- something is shrinking within you.

When you are by the side of a sick person, you will have a strange feeling that he

somehow makes you feel sick, because the sick person exploits the auras of the other without

his knowing. He needs more life, so whoever has life and comes around him -- he takes his

life.

And you know by experience, without understanding, that there are people you want to

avoid, because meeting them you feel sick, meeting them you feel that something has been

taken away from you. And there are people you want to meet, because meeting them you feel

an expanding, you feel more alive.

Wilhelm Reich was right, but unfortunately the masses never accept their own geniuses;

on the contrary, they condemn them. Because if Wilhelm Reich is right, then everybody else

is almost blind. And in anger he wrote the book, LISTEN, LITTLE MAN. But that book is

beautiful, and his anger can be forgiven because he was mistreated by "the little man," by the

masses. He was first thought to be mad, then forced into a madhouse, and he died in a

madhouse.



In the East, he would have become a Gautam Buddha. He had the quality, the insight. But

a wrong society, a society of very little men, of very small people... small-minded, who

cannot conceive the vast, who cannot conceive the mysterious.

The whole atmosphere is full of life. And if you understand your own sources of life, you

will be suddenly aware that birds are alive, trees are alive, grasses are alive -- everywhere

there is life! And you can dance with this life, you can start having a dialogue with the

atmosphere. Of course, people will think you are mad, because people are still the same. The

same people crucified Jesus, the same people forced Wilhelm Reich into a madhouse, the

same people poisoned Socrates... but those little people are in the majority.

Wilhelm Reich's anger is right, but still I would say, rather than anger, the little man

needs compassion. He was angry because they misbehaved with him, they destroyed his

whole life. Rather than understanding him -- he would have opened a new door to

experiencing, to loving, to living -- they destroyed the man completely. Obviously, he

became angry.

In the East, the same little men are there, but the Eastern genius has never been angry

with them. Rather than being angry, it has shown compassion, it has felt compassion for their

blindness, and it has tried in every way to bring light to them, a little understanding to their

hearts.

It is time for Sardar Gurudayal Singh....

The Reverend Rump is very excited one afternoon when a new organ is delivered to his

church. A large crowd of people gathers outside the church to watch as the organ is slowly

lifted out of the delivery truck.

Suddenly, one of the delivery men lets go of a rope and the organ starts to fall on top of

the Reverend Rump, who is standing beneath it. But at the last moment, Hamish MacTavish

pushes the vicar aside and stops the organ before it smashes on the ground.

"Bless you, my son," gasps Reverend Rump, picking himself up. "You saved me! When

you come to church next Sunday, you can come and play on this new church organ!"

"Ah!" sighs Hamish. "There is no need for me to go to church, Vicar."

"Really, my son?" asks Rump. "Why not?"

"You see, Vicar," replies Hamish, "I have a church of my own at home."

"Really?" asks the vicar. "What do you mean?"

"Well," explains Hamish. "It is like this. My whole family lives in one room, so we have

a three-level bed. The kids are on the top level, singing all day like little angels. Then, on the

middle level, there is my mother-in-law. She is preaching day and night, dealing out the Ten

Commandments and the wrath of God. Then, on the bottom level, there is me and my wife --

playing on my organ!"

Swimming casually in the warm sea waters off the coast of Africa, are four huge sharks --

Jaws, Toothy, Munch, and Little Belch. The conversation naturally turns to their favorite joy

-- eating.

"The best food in the world is found just near Australia," says Jaws, the biggest shark.

"The menu is full of young, sporting people with tender muscles and skin well toasted by the

sun."

"Ah, that is okay," replies Toothy, the big white shark, "but an even better delicacy can be

found off the Canary Islands. The beaches are packed with fat, oily German tourists. Just like



butter melting on your tongue!"

"Not bad," interrupts Munch, the oldest shark. "In my long years of gobbling, I find the

summer waters off Miami Beach to be the ultimate in dining pleasure. The place is filled with

politicians with their giant livers soaked in rum or wine -- and no backbones!"

Then, old Munch turns to the youngster of the group, Little Belch. He hears a strange

sound coming from Belch's stomach, and asks, "Hey, kid! What is that noise coming out of

your belly? Where have you been eating?"

"Ah!" groans Belch, "I have got indigestion. I went for lunch yesterday off the beach at

Goa -- and the strange people I ate there will not stop singing and dancing!"

Mrs. Nora Bone gets a midnight telephone call from her son, Billy, who just got married

that afternoon and is staying at the Swelling Sausage Honeymoon Hotel.

"Mom," sobs Billy, tearfully down the phone, "we are having some problems in the

bedroom!"

"What kind of problems, Billy?" asks Nora Bone, anxiously.

"Well, Mom," moans Billy, "Nellie is lying there on the bed, naked and breathing hard....

And, well... Gee, Mom -- I don't know what to do!"

"It is quite simple, Billy," snaps Nora Bone, in her best motherly voice, "you just take

down your pants and put the hardest part of your body in the place where Nellie, your wife,

you know... where she wee-wees!"

"Ah, I get it!" cries Billy. "Gee, thanks, Mom!" -- and he puts down the phone.

Mrs. Nora Bone sighs deeply, shakes her head and goes back to bed. But fifteen minutes

later, the phone rings again. This time it is Nellie Bone, her new daughter-in-law.

"What is the matter now?" snaps Mrs. Nora Bone.

"It is your son, Billy!" cries Nellie. "He has got his head stuck down the toilet!"

Nivedano...

(Drumbeat)

(Gibberish)

Nivedano...

(Drumbeat)

Be silent...

Close your eyes... and feel your bodies to be completely frozen.

This is the right moment to enter in.

Gather all your energies, your total consciousness, and rush towards the center of your

being, just two inches below the navel inside you -- the hara center -- with an urgency as if

this is the last moment of your life.

Faster and faster...

Deeper and deeper...

As you are coming close to the center of your being, a great silence descends over you,

and a peace that you have never known, and a light fills your whole interior.

From the very center you can do one thing which is not possible otherwise -- witnessing.



Witness that you are not the body.

Witness that you are not the mind.

Witness that you are only a witnessing consciousness, a pure consciousness, eternal,

immortal.

This is your being and everybody's being.

To deepen this witnessing,

Nivedano...

(Drumbeat)

Relax... but remember the source of hara -- the very source of your life -- and flowers will

start showering on you.

You are melting into a consciousness which is vaster than you. Gautama the Buddha

Auditorium has become an ocean of consciousness. Ten thousand buddhas are no longer ten

thousand, but a single, a non-dual, pure consciousness without any ripples in it.

This is your buddha nature. Out of this buddha nature arises all ecstasy, all blessings, all

blissfulness.

This is only an experiment -- it has to become your very life. You have to be a buddha

around the clock, alert, aware, compassionate, loving, rejoicing in life, expanding life,

making it a dance.

Zen is not a renunciation, it is a rejoicing.

It is the manifesto of dance and celebration.

Collect all these experiences which are happening inside you, you have to bring them to

your everyday life. And ask the flame, which is symbolized by the face of Gautam Buddha,

to come behind you. The face of Gautam Buddha is everybody's original face. It will come

behind you. It has been waiting for you to request it.

First, it will come following you. Soon you will find you are following it. And at the third

stage, the final stage, you will disappear, only the buddha remains.

The buddha is your nothingness, and it is your fullness. It is your wholeness. You can call

it any name, but remember it is universal. It has nothing to do with you and me.

Nivedano...

(Drumbeat)

Come back... but come back as buddhas -- silent, peacefully, with a grace, and a beauty.

Just for a few moments, remember where you have been, the space that you entered, the

center than you touched, the flame that you have seen.

Slowly slowly, meditation becomes your very life, your very heartbeat. That day is the

most blessed day when you don't have to meditate -- you are meditation. Your very being,

whatever you are doing or not doing, is silent, peaceful, loving, alert and aware of its eternity.

This experience is the only sacred experience. This experience brings back again your

childhood, a pure silent consciousness, rejoicing in everything that it does. The whole

universe becomes a celebration and life is no longer a misery. Every moment existence is

available for you to rejoice, sing, dance, love, and expand your life energies.

Mind only thinks, meditation lives.



Mind is a very small thing.

Meditation is as vast as the whole universe.

I teach you the vastness, I teach you universality, I teach you eternity.

You are not what you appear in the mirror, you are much more. You are vast, as vast as

the whole universe.

This declaration is the Zen Manifesto.

Okay, Maneesha?

Yes, Osho.
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BELOVED OSHO,
A MONK ASKED DAITEN, A DISCIPLE OF SEKITO, "HOW IS IT WHEN ONE MEETS THE
PERSON-IN-THERE?"
DAITEN REPLIED, "THE PERSON IS NOT IN THERE ANYMORE."
THE MONK ASKED, "WHAT IS `IN THERE'?"
DAITEN SAID, "DON'T ASK THAT QUESTION."
THE MONK THEN ASKED, "IN THE OCEAN OF MISERY, THE WAVES ARE DEEP. WITH WHAT
CAN WE MAKE A BOAT?"
DAITEN REPLIED, "MAKE A BOAT WITH WOOD."
THE MONK SAID, "IF WE DO, CAN WE GO ACROSS THE OCEAN?"
DAITEN REPLIED, "THE BLIND ARE STILL BLIND; THE DUMB ARE STILL DUMB."
ON ANOTHER OCCASION A MONK FROM KOREA CAME TO SEE DAITEN. WHEN THE MONK
UNROLLED THE SITTING MAT TO MAKE A BOW, DAITEN SAID, "BEFORE YOU LEAVE YOUR
COUNTRY, GET THE SINGLE PHRASE!"
THE MONK HAD NO ANSWER.
DAITEN THEN CAME FORWARD AND SAID, "IF YOU ASK ABOUT THE SINGLE PHRASE HERE, I
WILL ANSWER WITH TWO PHRASES."

Friends,

First, the questions from the sannyasins.

The first question:

APPARENTLY SEX WAS USED BY SOME ZEN MASTERS -- FOR EXAMPLE, IKKYU

-- AS A WAY TO TRANSFORM ENERGY. HOWEVER, IN NO TRANSLATION TO

DATE DOES EVIDENCE OF THIS APPEAR. IT SEEMS DISCIPLES EXCLUDED

FROM THEIR RECORDS ABOUT THEIR MASTER ANY MENTION OF SEX, FOR

FEAR THAT THEIR MASTER WOULD BE MISUNDERSTOOD.

WOULD YOU LIKE TO COMMENT?

It is a long story....

Zen has moved from one country to another country, from one climate to another climate.



It was born in India.

Hinduism, as such, in its early stages, was very natural, very existential. It had no taboos

about sex, its seers and saints had wives. Celibacy was not an imposition, it came on its own

accord through the natural experience of sex. Hinduism in its early stages was a very natural,

very existential approach -- almost like Zen.

But then there was another tradition which is represented by Jainism. It is a very puzzling

question, and historians are almost silent, because nobody wants to stir any controversy. It is

left to me to create all kinds of controversies.

Jainism is not a part of Hinduism; it is far more ancient than Hinduism. In the excavations

at Mohenjo Daro and Harappa -- both places now are in Pakistan -- great cities have been

found in ruins, and there is a possibility that those cities had naked statues like Mahavira.

And the symbol of the swastika, which is the symbol of Jainism, is also found in those

excavations. It is a possibility that those cities existed long before Hinduism entered this

country. Hinduism is not a native philosophy to this country.

The people who lived in Harappa and Mohenjo Daro -- it is unclear how they were

destroyed. But either through natural catastrophe or by invasion, something happened that

those two cities were destroyed seven times. On seven layers excavations have revealed new

older cities, and with an absolute indication that they were not primitive, not tribal. They

were as advanced as a modern city.

Their roads were sixty feet wide, as wide as in any modern city. That indicates those

people must have invented vehicles, otherwise there was no need for such big roads. And

they had a very strange method of piping water into houses. They had great reservoirs built

on a height so the water could flow, without any mechanism, towards the city. They had

swimming pools, and strangely enough, they had attached bathrooms, which shows a very

high culture.

Jainism has never indicated that it belongs to Hinduism. Its whole approach is different.

Most probably Jainism comes from Harappa and Mohenjo Daro culture, which was destroyed

either by natural catastrophe or by invaders from Mongolia.

All the Aryans -- and Hindus are the main source of the Aryans -- the Europeans, the

Slavs, and the English people, all come from Mongolia. Their origin is the same place in the

center of Mongolia. They had to leave that place because of overpopulation. They spread in

all directions, and one branch came down to India. It seems the branch that came down to

India invaded the natives, completely erased the natives. Perhaps a small section remained

which became almost synonymous with it.

Jainism has nothing in common with Hinduism. Its language is different, its conception

about the world is different, it has no God. It does not have any yoga system, it does not have

any Tantra. It is absolutely against sex, it is repressive of sex. But this repressive tradition of

Jainism influenced the whole of India.

Of course, their saints looked far more deeply holy than the Hindu saints who were

married, who had children. And not only children, but they were allowed to have concubines.

These saints were just householders and lived in the forests, they had all the possessions that

anybody can have. In fact, they had more possessions than ordinary people, because

thousands of disciples brought presents to them. Each seer had become almost a university in

himself. Around him thrived hundreds of teachers, disciples, visitors. But compared to the

Jaina saint, these Hindu saints looked very ordinary.

Because of this comparison, Hinduism also became contaminated with the idea of

repression of sex. Otherwise, you can see beautiful statues of men and women in deep



embrace, in different postures even in the temples in Khajuraho, in Konarak, in Puri. Such

beautiful sculpture you cannot find anywhere else. These temples were Hindu. Of course, sex

was accepted by the Hindus -- not only accepted, but a system of transforming the sexual

energy, Tantra, was developed by the Hindu saints.

Jainism has remained a very small current, but very influential. It is one of the very

important things to understand: the more miserable your saint, the holier he seems. If the

saint is happy, joyous, loves life, and enjoys everything that existence allows him, you cannot

think of him as very holy. To be holy, one has to be miserable.

In short, pleasure in any direction is condemned. Jaina saints looked more saintly, more

holy, and Hindus felt that they had to change -- and by and by, they did change, but not

consciously. They started respecting the repressed person. Tantra became taboo, and Hindus

became completely disoriented from their own sources. It happened again when Christianity

came, and Hindus became even more repressed.

Gautam Buddha is the original source of Zen. He was born into a Hindu family, but he

lived a very different life than is possible for ordinary people. From his very childhood he

was allowed everything that he wanted; he was kept surrounded by beautiful girls; he was

married. His whole life up to the age of twenty-nine years was wrapped in pleasure, in

dancing, in music, in women, in wine, because the astrologers had predicted that this boy

either would become a great saint or would become a great conqueror of the world.

And of course, his father was concerned and worried -- he did not want him to become a

saint. He was his only son, and he wanted him to become a world conqueror. He asked the

astrologers how to prevent him from becoming a saint. Those idiots advised that he should be

surrounded with pleasure: "Don't let him know that there is misery. Don't let him know that

there is sickness, old age, death. Don't let him know at all about these things. Just let him be

drowned in music, in dancing, surrounded by beautiful girls. Make three palaces in different

places for different seasons: a cooler place when it is summer, and a warmer place when it is

winter..."

And the father followed all the instructions of all those so-called wise men; in fact, their

advice made him a saint. Twenty-nine years of continuous luxury -- he became fed up. And

suddenly, when he saw one sick man, it was a shock, because for twenty-nine years he had

been kept unaware of sickness, old age, or death. And when he saw these things... how long

can you prevent?

Even twenty-nine years must have been very difficult for the father to manage him not to

see a flower dying, or a pale leaf falling from the tree. In the night, the garden had to be

cleaned of all dead flowers, dead leaves. Gautam Buddha should not know that there was

something like an ending.

But this created exactly the situation in which he became first, exhausted, bored... so

many beautiful women. By the age of twenty-nine years, he became as old as a man cannot

experience in three hundred years. In twenty-nine years he saw everything of luxury, of sex,

of licentiousness. And when he suddenly came to know old age, and saw the body of a dead

man being carried, he was shocked. He would not have been shocked if from the very

beginning he had known that people become old -- it is natural. These twenty-nine years of

protection proved dangerous.

When he saw the dead man, he inquired of his charioteer, "What has happened to this

man?"

The charioteer said, "I am not allowed... in fact, the whole city has been told that you are

passing by this road, so no old man, no sick man, no dead man, should be allowed on this



path. How he has entered... but I cannot be untruthful, he is dead."

And the second question immediately was, "Is the same going to happen to me?"

And the charioteer said, "I don't want to say it, but the truth is, it happens to all. Nobody

is an exception."

And just then he saw a sannyasin in orange robes. He asked, "What kind of man is this,

and what kind of uniform...?"

The charioteer said to him, "This man is in search of the eternal. He has become aware

that this life is momentary, made of the same stuff as dreams are made of. Hence he has

started a search to see whether there is something inside him which will survive even death,

or if there is nothing. He is an inquirer."

Gautam Buddha was going to inaugurate the annual festival of youth. He told the

charioteer, "Take me back home. I am no longer interested in the festival. I have been

cheated. For twenty-nine years I have not been allowed to know the truth."

That very night he escaped from the house. And because he was bored and fed up, those

who followed him after his enlightenment obviously thought that sex was dangerous because

it keeps you attached to the world. Naturally those who followed Gautam Buddha became

escapists.

For Buddha it was right, it was not an escape; it was simply getting out of the prison. But

for others, it was not getting out of the prison. They had not even lived in the prison, they did

not know the prison, they had not explored the prison. It had not come to their consciousness

that it was a bondage. They simply followed Gautam Buddha. For them, sex became

repressive, pleasure became contaminated.

But fortunately, Bodhidharma took Gautam Buddha's message to China. That was a

different climate. Tao was the climate in China, and Tao is very life affirmative. So in China,

a new development happened: the meeting of Bodhidharma and Tao, a totally new concept.

Zen is not just Buddhism; in fact, the orthodox Buddhists don't accept Zen even as

Buddhism, and they are right. Zen is a crossbreed between Gautam Buddha's insight and Lao

Tzu's realization, the meeting of Buddha's approach, his meditation, and Tao's naturalness.

In Tao, sex is not a taboo; Tao has its own Tantra. The energy of sex has not to be

destroyed or repressed, it is not your enemy. It can be transformed, it can become a great help

in the search of your ultimateness. So in Zen, the idea of celibacy was dropped. There was no

insistence on it, it was your choice, because the question is meditation. If you can meditate

and live your life in a natural way, it is acceptable to Tao.

And then another transformation happened: Zen reached from China to Japan, where

Shinto, the native religion, was very natural. There it became absolutely affirmative, hence it

is not even talked about. There is no need, it is not a question.

You are asking, "Apparently sex was used by some Zen masters -- for example, Ikkyu --

as a way to transform energy. However, in no translation to date does evidence of this

appear."

That does not mean that sex was a taboo. It was so natural that there was no need to

discuss it. You don't discuss urination. That does not mean you have stopped urinating. You

start discussing things only when you start going against nature. If you are natural, there is

nothing to discuss.

Life is to live, not to discuss.

Live as deeply and intensely as possible.

Ikkyu is certainly known to have used Tantra as a way of transformation. The sexual



energy is nothing but your very life energy, it is only the name. You can call it sex energy,

but by your labeling it `sex', it does not become different, it is life energy. And it is better to

call it life energy, because that is a wider term, more inclusive, more comprehensive.

When you are going deeper into your center, that experience can be explained in many

ways. It can be explained the way Hindus have explained it: it is realization of the ultimate,

brahmabodh. But Brahma is not a person. The word is dangerous; it gives an idea as if we are

talking about a person. Brahma is simply the whole energy of the existence.

Jainas will call it self-realization, atmabodh, but their self is not synonymous with the

ego. It is synonymous with Brahma. You are no more -- in your self-realization you are no

more.

Buddha and Mahavira were contemporaries, and Buddha insisted again and again, that if

you are no more, then why do you call it self-realization? That gives a very distorted

description. Call it no-self realization. But Mahavira has his own reasons not to call it no-self

realization -- people are afraid of no-self realization; if you are going to be nothing, then it is

better to remain something. And Mahavira knew that it does not matter whether you call it

self-realization or not, you are going to disappear. But keep a positive word which is more

attractive.

I can see Mahavira's compassion in it, but I also can see Buddha's truthfulness. He says,

"If it is really no-self realization, then call it what it is. Don't deceive people."

Tantra will call it samadhi.

The names are different, but it is exactly life, pure life without any contamination. Once

you reach to your center you can think in different categories. You can use the yoga method,

then you can say this is the very center of your being: sambodhi. You can use the Tantra

method, then you can say this is the center of your sex energy. And sex energy in Tantra is

equivalent to life energy. These words have unnecessarily kept people discussing and

discussing.

The reality is one. It is better to experience it.

Zen masters don't talk about it for the simple reason Zen is a very natural phenomenon. It

is not anti-life, it is not escapist. But most of the Zen masters have left their household life.

Tired, seeing no point in the marketplace, they moved to the mountains. It was not against the

marketplace, it was simply that the mountains were more silent, more peaceful. They allowed

you to be yourself without any interference.

Sex is not mentioned in the records, for the simple reason that there is no reason to record

it, it is accepted. If one has lived it, and there comes a time when you have outgrown it, then

there is no point to go on and on, tired and disgusted. While it is beautiful, enjoy, and when it

becomes a tiring, disgusting phenomenon, then just leave it for others. But there is no reason

to condemn it.

A natural person simply passes beyond stages without condemnation. He has lived life, he

has known life, now he wants to know something more. He wants to know something of the

eternal. He has reproduced children, now he wants to know who he is in his innermost core.

He has lived the world of the outside, he has been a Zorba. Now a moment comes of turning

in. The outside reality has been explored without any inhibition, then you will naturally one

day turn inwards.

It is the inhibition, the repressive mentality, that goes on forcing you to think of sex,

because you have never lived it. Your Christianity, your Jainism, did not allow it, or allowed

it and then created guilt in you that you were doing something which should not be done.

Then you are living halfheartedly. And when a thing is lived halfheartedly you never



transcend, you never go beyond it.

Dance to the moment when you stop automatically.

Live everything in life so you can transcend joyfully without any guilt. That is difficult

for people who have been programmed with taboos: sex should not even be mentioned; death

should not be mentioned either.

Sex and death are the two points: one is the beginning, the other is the end. People are

kept unaware of both. About sex, it is dirty; about death, it is dangerous and gloomy... don't

talk about it. It is always somebody else who dies, don't be worried. But in reality, you are

born out of sex, and you are going to die. That which is born out of sex is going to disappear

in death. Sex and death are the two points of the same energy. That which appears in sex,

disappears in death. And both have to be understood, because both are the most important

points in your life, and both have to be accepted and lived.

But religions like Christianity and Jainism are very repressive. Their very repression

makes people guilty, sinners. They cannot live their life with totality, intensity, and they

cannot meditate, because meditation's first condition is to be total, to be total in everything.

Then everything becomes meditation. Even making love, if you are total, then it becomes a

meditation.

My own understanding about meditation is that in the beginning it must have happened to

someone while making love, because that seems to be the only thing in which you can come

to such a totality that time stops, mind stops, and everything becomes absolutely silent.

But that silence can be created by meditation also. The secret is known through sex, that

if there is no time and no mind, you have entered into the ultimate. Through sex you enter for

a single moment, and you fall back into the temporary. Through meditation you can remain in

the ultimate, twenty-four hours around the clock, in an orgasmic joy. Your every moment

becomes a dance.

Knowing that you are not, there is nothing to fear.

Knowing that you are the whole, there is nothing to lose.

Sex is not talked about by Zen masters, simply because it is taken for granted.

One of our sannyasins has been working with John Stevens, author of ONE ROBE, ONE

BOWL. He claims to have found ancient manuscripts never before published, in which Zen

masters speak of sex as a tool for transformation. He has compiled a book of this material,

which he is calling LUST FOR ZEN. He anticipates that he is going to "upset Buddhists

everywhere" by publishing this material.

Do it quickly, because without upsetting, it is very difficult to bring people to come to a

settling. First upset, only then can they settle down in a zazen.

But there is nothing upsetting to the real Zen masters; only Buddhists may be upset. The

Buddhists of India will be upset, because they have borrowed the sex-repressive idea from

Jainism, from Hinduism, and from Buddha's own experience.

But you cannot afford Buddha's experience, because he was first a Zorba. Even Zorba

was not such a Zorba as Buddha. His father found as many beautiful girls as possible from

his whole kingdom... and he became tired.

One night after much drinking and dancing, everybody had fallen asleep. He looked

around -- those beautiful faces... Foam was falling from their mouths, their makeup was

upset, their hairdo was not in the right place... and it was disgusting. But that kind of

experience is not available to everybody. It should be available to everybody, then at the age

of thirty everybody is going to escape from the world. But this escape will not be out of fear.



This escape needs a new name. It is inscape. One has lived outside, now one wants to live

inside. One is bored of repetition, but because of the guilty, life-negative religions

predominating over humanity, nobody ever comes to meditation through his love life.

Nobody comes to an orgasmic experience where time stops, where mind stops, where

suddenly a new sky opens its doors.

Tantra has used the method in India. And in China, Tao has used its own different

technique of Tantra to bring people through sexual experience to a meditative state. But it is

not a necessity that you should come to a meditative state through sexual experience. You

can come by the direct route, by the immediate... this very moment, through meditation.

Sex is a long way. Nothing is wrong if somebody chooses the long way; if he enjoys the

journey, there is no harm. But if somebody wants a shortcut, then meditation is available as a

shortcut. It is really reaching to the same experience, but by a shortcut.

And as far as my sannyasins are concerned, there is no question of renouncing anything

unless something renounces you. Many things will renounce you. By and by, you will start

seeing -- "Why go on playing these games...?" Sooner or later you will be sitting silently,

doing nothing, rejoicing in the ultimate annihilation, disappearing into the ocean, losing all

your boundaries.

The second question:

LAST NIGHT YOU SAID THAT THE ABSOLUTE CANNOT BE DEFINED BY ANY

SYSTEM. HOWEVER, IN THE RELATIVE DOMAIN OF LIFE ON EARTH, ARE NOT

SEEDS AND SEASONS PART OF A DISCERNABLE MECHANISM THROUGH

WHICH THIS LIMITED EXISTENCE FUNCTIONS?

The moment you say, "relative," in the relative everything can be defined, but it will

remain a relative definition.

I was talking about the absolute, where all definitions disappear, where you face a chaos

-- no way to put it in order.

But in the relative world... That's why Albert Einstein introduced the word `relativity' into

science. The theory of relativity is a great understanding that science deals with the relative,

and the relative can be defined. You can say, "This is night," and you can say, "This is day,"

but in the ultimate, the night disappears into the day, the day disappears into the night. In the

ultimate, birth and death are one, they both arise from the same source. It is a wave arising in

the ocean; you call it birth, and then the wave disappears into the ocean and you call it death.

In the relative, you can call it the birth of something and the death of something, but in

the absolute, nothing is ever born, and nothing ever dies, everything simply is. This isness is

so vast that it contains all contradictions.

Only one man of this century, Walt Whitman, a great poet, came to this realization

through his poetry. Again and again people said to him, "You are contradictory. In one poem

you said this, in another poem you said that."

Finally he said, "I am vast enough to contain contradictions." A beautiful Zen statement --

"vast enough to contain contradictions." Every poet, and every musician, and every lover, and

every creator, knows that in existence contradictions meet.

In existence you cannot make clear-cut divisions, everything melts into each other. It is

oneness expressing in millions of ways: as a man, as a rose, as a fish... it is the same life. And

this is the mystery of life -- that it can become a rose, and it can become a fish, and it can



become a man, and it can become a buddha.

This possibility of eternal manifestations, of infinite manifestations, makes life a joy, a

song, a life worth living. If everything is explained, life will become very finite, very small,

not worth living. It is the mysteriousness -- you may be aware of it or not, but if you are

aware, you can rejoice in it more clearly. It is the mysteriousness of life, it is its

unknowability, its unpredictability, that makes it so juicy. If everything becomes predictable,

mathematical, logical, life will lose all its glory and splendor.

Talking about contradictions, I would like you to know that you rejoice only in things

which are beyond your comprehension. Once you understand them, you are finished with

them. You cannot finish with love, because you can never understand what it is; it remains a

mystery. The moment you know the formula of love -- that it is just like H2O, you are

finished with it. The moment you know the exact definition of meditation, you are finished

with it.

The indefinable attracts. Life remains a mystery in spite of all the philosophers, all the

theologians, all the scientists doing their best to destroy the mystery. It remains mysterious,

and nobody is going to destroy its mystery, because no system can contain it. It is so vast that

our systems are very small in comparison. Our systems are bound to be as big as our minds

are, and our minds are not very big.

Small computers can do the work that your mind does, with more clarity, with more

definitiveness, with more reliability. A single computer can do the work of thousands of

people, and you can keep the computer in your pocket. You can keep thousands of minds in

your pocket. A single computer can contain the whole of the ENCYCLOPAEDIA

BRITANNICA.

In my village, there was a great idiot....

His greatness was such that I have never come across any idiot of his quality. He only

read dictionaries, and he became so acquainted with dictionaries, that he knew nothing else

except the dictionary. He could not make a single sentence, but he could repeat the whole

dictionary.

He used to write letters to the president, to the prime minister, to the governor... and he

would show me his letters -- ten pages, twenty pages of dictionary... just words. You could

not make any sense of what he was writing, because not a single sentence was there.

And he would say, "What is the matter? I go on writing to these people -- nobody answers

me."

I said, "Nobody can understand your letters, they are so mysterious. You do one thing."

He brought a letter -- twenty pages he had written to Pandit Jawaharlal Nehru. I said, "You

write a small summary, because the prime minister may not have the time for twenty pages.

So give a small summary -- half a page of just the essential points."

After seven days, he said, "That is not possible. I cannot make the summary, because I

don't know myself what I have written. I only write dictionaries. How to summarize it? What

to leave, and what...?"

Then I said, "You send the whole letter, but be aware that nobody is going to answer

you."

The governor had come to the village one time, and I told this pundit -- he was a brahmin

-- "This is a good chance. You have been writing so many letters to the governor -- I can

make an appointment for you, so you can ask him directly."

He said, "I feel very nervous. In fact, I myself have forgotten what I have written to him,

because I have written so many letters. But I can take the whole dictionary from which I take



all those letters."

I said, "You come with me."

I knew the governor. He was an old man, Mangaldas Pakvasa, and he loved me very

much. I used to stay in his house in Bombay.

I took the man to Pakvasa, and I told him, "This poor fellow goes on writing you letters,

and you never answer him."

He said, "This is the fellow? I wanted to see him. Is he mad or what? He is driving me

nuts! Even to have to look at his letters... I immediately throw them away. At first I used to

try to read them but there are only words and words -- no meaning, no sentence, no

connection between those words."

I said to him, "He has brought his whole book. This is the book from which he has been

writing you letters."

Mangaldas Pakvasa said to me, "Stop this fellow. He is bothering even the prime

minister, the president. They have asked me, `Who is this fellow who goes on writing?'"

The whole day his work was to write letters, beautiful letters, beautiful words. But a

dictionary has no meaning. You have to make small statements which will be relative.

Relative means you can say that somebody is taller than you, but tallness does not exist

anywhere. Somebody can be taller than you, and somebody can be more beautiful than you,

somebody can be stronger than you. But always remember, it is in relation.

If you try to define something without any relativity, then what is beauty? You can say

some girl is beautiful, but that is always relative. You may not have thought, but just think: if

that girl becomes your wife, will she still be really beautiful? In other people's eyes perhaps,

but not in your eyes. Within two days you know the whole geography of the girl, the whole

territory... and now you are hooked.

In fact, everything that you say is relative, nothing is absolute.

Mahavira was so alert that he never made a single statement without using the word

`perhaps'. He would always use `perhaps' before every sentence -- "Perhaps..." -- because in

the absolute, nothing can be said. Somebody is perhaps beautiful -- but perhaps, remember.

When you come closer, things are going to change; it is relative to the distance.

The moon looks so beautiful from here, but the people who reached to the moon must

have felt very frustrated. They looked all around -- there was nothing, just bare earth. Not

even grass flowers, nothing to say of roses -- no water, no clouds, no river, no greenery. They

did not stay there long.

And for thousands of years, poets have been singing songs of the beauty of the moon. It

depends on the distance. Everything becomes beautiful if it is at a distance. As you come

closer, your conception is going to change.

So relatively, everything can be explained. But in the absolute sense, everything is

indefinable, everything is mysterious. You love someone, you have lived with someone for

years, but do you really know the other person?

In absoluteness, you don't know. You don't know even yourself, and you have been

yourself since eternity. And even now... every day you try, but you cannot say, "I know

myself."

The moment you reach into the depths of your consciousness, it is so mysterious that you

can enjoy it. You can rejoice it, you can dance it, but you cannot define it.



The third question:

LAST NIGHT I HEARD YOU SAY THAT OUR ENERGY IS BASED IN THE `HARA',

AND THAT IT IS EXPRESSED THROUGH THE DIFFERENT CHAKRAS IN THE

BODY.

TRADITIONAL ZEN SEEMS TO EMPHASIZE ZAZEN AS THE WAY TO COME IN

TOUCH WITH THAT ENERGY, WHEREAS YOU HAVE ALLOWED, EVEN

ENCOURAGED, YOUR DISCIPLES TO HAVE MORE FREEDOM TO EXPLORE THE

VARIOUS AVENUES OF EXPRESSION.

BELOVED MASTER, WOULD YOU LIKE TO COMMENT?

I am not a traditional man at all. I am untraditional in every possible way. I am not

confined to any technique.

Zen is confined, in a way, to Zazen. Zazen means just sitting and doing nothing. It is

perfectly right, but my experience of the modern man is that the most difficult thing for him

is just sitting and doing nothing. If you ask him to go to the moon, he can go. If you ask him

to go to Everest, he can go. But just sitting? That is the most difficult thing. Finally, you will

have to come to the point.

I have nothing to do with tradition. My Zen is absolutely untraditional. First, I make you

jump and shout and scream, and do all kinds of gibberish. Then finally, tired, you can sit for a

few moments.

I was staying in a home, and the host, my friend, was introducing me to his wife and his

child. And he said, "This child is a trouble. He can't sit silently even for a single moment. He

is always doing something -- running..."

I said, "You can sit? Your wife can just sit and do nothing?"

The wife said, "We never thought about it, but it is true. Even my husband on holiday

unnecessarily opens the car. It is doing perfectly well, but he tries to improve it. And finally it

has to be sent to the garage. He cannot sit, nor can I sit. And that is the same with our child.

We were not aware. You made us aware that it is not right to ask him to just sit."

I said, "First, let him go around the house seven times, and he will sit silently." And I told

the boy, "Go around the house seven times."

He said, "Why?"

I said, "You just do it seven times. Just show your energy."

So he went around the house seven times, then he sat in the garden very silently.

I told his parents, "You can do the same. Go around the house whenever you feel like

sitting. First, jump, scream, throw out all the garbage that is inside your head."

I am dealing with the contemporary man, who is the most restless being that has ever

evolved on the earth. But people do become silent; you just have to allow them to throw out

their madness, insanity, then they themselves become silent. They start waiting for the

moment when I will say, "Be silent." They become tired of their gibberish. They also become

aware that this gibberish is there.

I used to have camps in Mount Abu, and I used gibberish -- not for two minutes, but for a

complete hour. And it was such a great joy when I said to people, "Now you can be silent."

And they did such things...

One man, every day, whenever it was allowed... We used to do the gibberish in the

afternoon, and as everybody was going insane, he would start phoning -- that was his



speciality.

"Hello...!" -- and there was nobody. And he would look at me, and I would close my eyes

because he felt embarrassed. There was nobody, no phone. But he was some kind of broker,

so -- "Hello..." And he would answer from the other end, and from both the ends for one

hour... He would become tired and he would start throwing his nonexistent telephone towards

me, because he was getting tired.

One hour -- and then I would say, "Be silent." He would put the phone back, and he

would look so joyous. And I wondered how long he would be able to do it. In the seven-day

camp, after the fifth day he stopped phoning. He would take up the phone and then put it

down, seeing the futility of it. But it took five days.

You have to be total, otherwise things remain inside you. You have to empty your

continuous gibberish that goes on inside, "Yakkety-yak, yakkety-yak..." Don't do it partially.

Don't be bothered about being seen, because nobody is looking at you; everybody is in his

own insanity. This is a good time for you to say and do anything which ordinarily you will

not say.

In Mount Abu one day, one of my sannyasins who used to arrange the car for me from

Ahmedabad to Mount Abu -- his friend, in the gibberish meditation, suddenly jumped up,

threw away all his clothes, and started pulling the car towards the valley. Four persons had to

prevent him, otherwise he would have thrown the car into a deep valley. When he was

prevented, he jumped up on a tree, naked, and started waving the branches of the tree, and the

branches started cracking! Everybody was worried -- "We never expected... this man has

always been sane." Somehow he had to be brought down.

When the meditation was over, he came to me saying, "Please forgive me, but perhaps

these ideas must have been in me, otherwise why? I never have done such a thing before, and

I cannot conceive... But in that moment I wanted to throw that car into the valley and destroy

it."

I said, "You should think about it. Perhaps you have always been jealous of your friend's

car."

He became silent, and he said, "Perhaps. Deep down it must have been."

"And because you were prevented from throwing the car into the valley, in your anger

you forgot completely that you were naked, and you jumped on the tree. And out of anger

you started shaking the whole tree. All this violence you must have carried inside you. With

this much violence inside, how can you sit down silently?"

The contemporary man is the most restless man. And I am dealing with the contemporary

man, not the dead of the past. I have to devise ways and methods so that you can become

silent. Finally, that is the goal -- Zazen. But before that you have to throw out many things.

Perhaps in the past when man was much more natural, unrepressed...

In Burma there is still a small tribe in the mountains, which has never fought with

anybody, which has never killed anybody. Nobody in its history has committed suicide or

murder. They know nothing of Sigmund Freud, but they know a far deeper psychoanalysis

than Sigmund Freud knows.

Anybody in that tribe, if he dreams, and in his dream he hits somebody, in the morning he

has to confess to the elders that he has hit somebody in the dream. He has to describe the

person so they can find out who the person is whom he has hit. Then he has to go to that

person with fruits, sweets, to be forgiven -- although it happened in the dream. But it must



have been in the mind, otherwise it cannot happen even in the dream.

In that small tribe, no violence, no war, no battle... they don't have any arms. If it is

possible in a small tribe, it is possible on the whole globe. If it is possible for a single man, it

is possible for the whole of humanity. We have just to throw out all the garbage that comes

up in our minds, in our dreams. And it affects our actions, our attitudes, our miseries, our

angers, our despair. It is better to throw it before it affects your actions.

And that is the whole psychology behind meditation: emptying you, creating a

nothingness in you. Out of that nothingness blossoms the ultimate joy, the ultimate bliss.

The sutra:
BELOVED OSHO,
A MONK ASKED DAITEN, A DISCIPLE OF SEKITO, "HOW IS IT WHEN ONE MEETS THE
PERSON-IN-THERE?"
DAITEN REPLIED, "THE PERSON IS NOT IN THERE ANYMORE."

When you go in, you don't meet any person, you simply meet the whole; you simply meet

the impersonal existence. You are only on the surface; once you go deeper you disappear.

The deeper you go, the less you are. And when you are not, then only have you touched the

real depth.

You don't meet any person, you simply meet the impersonal existence.

Daiten was right when he said, "The person is not in there anymore if you go in." It is

only when you don't go in... it is a conception, an idea. If you remain in the mind, you remain

a person. The moment you go beyond the mind, the person starts melting. There comes a

point you are no more, everything is -- you have become one with the whole.

THE MONK ASKED, "WHAT IS `IN THERE'? If there is no person, then who is there?"

Mind cannot conceive of nothingness; it can only conceive of something limited. If the

person is not there, then who is there? God is there?

Buddha is reported to have said, "If you meet me in you, immediately kill, immediately

cut my head! Because you have loved me, when you meditate, the image of your master may

come to you. It is just an image, don't let that image prevent you from meeting the whole. Cut

the head."
THE MONK ASKED, "WHAT IS `IN THERE'?"

DAITEN SAID, "DON'T ASK THAT QUESTION. That is the only question that cannot

be answered. You better go in and see who is there."

Daiten is a very clear master. Without much philosophy he simply says, "Don't ask that

question. Simply go in and see."

THE MONK THEN ASKED, "IN THE OCEAN OF MISERY, THE WAVES ARE DEEP. WITH WHAT
CAN WE MAKE A BOAT?"
DAITEN REPLIED, "MAKE A BOAT WITH WOOD."
THE MONK SAID, "IF WE DO, CAN WE GO ACROSS THE OCEAN?"
DAITEN REPLIED, "THE BLIND ARE STILL BLIND; THE DUMB ARE STILL DUMB."

He is showing his frustration. This monk cannot understand. You don't have to go to the

other shore of the ocean, you have to melt in the ocean. You don't need a boat for melting.

The other shore will be just like this shore. You can change places, but that is not going to

change your inner space.

Hence he said, "Whatever the masters say, people still remain blind and still are dumb."



They don't change. They go on listening. If it is a philosophy, they can understand it, but if it

is an existential experiment, they simply remain blind, deaf and dumb.

Going in is not a philosophical question. Who is there inside you? What is the point of

asking when the inside is yours? Go in and see who is there. You will not find any person.

You will find a pure nothingness, an existential grace, a beauty, a song without sounds, a

great drunkenness, a tremendous ecstasy. You will not find any person, just experiences, but

those experiences are going to transform you. Those experiences are going to change your

individuality, because you will now know there is absolute silence inside, no individuality.

Then, if somebody insults you, you will not feel insulted, because you don't exist. He is

throwing stones at nothing. Then even in your ordinary life you will function like a buddha --

aware, alert, compassionate.

ON ANOTHER OCCASION A MONK FROM KOREA CAME TO SEE DAITEN. WHEN THE MONK
UNROLLED THE SITTING MAT TO MAKE A BOW, DAITEN SAID, "BEFORE YOU LEAVE YOUR
COUNTRY, GET THE SINGLE PHRASE!"

THE MONK HAD NO ANSWER. He could not understand what Daiten was saying to

him. He is saying, "BEFORE YOU LEAVE YOUR COUNTRY, GET THE SINGLE

PHRASE!" By "country" he does not mean Korea. By country he is meaning, before you go

from your personality, the boundary that you have lived in, get one phrase. What is that

phrase?

Rather than asking, the monk had no answer. He could not understand Daiten. That single

phrase is zazen. Before you leave your personality and your individuality and your mind,

remember to sit silently without asking any question, and without creating any hallucination,

and without creating any dream.

Just get one thing: sitting silently.

In Japanese it is one word: zazen.
DAITEN THEN CAME FORWARD AND SAID, "IF YOU ASK ABOUT THE SINGLE PHRASE HERE, I
WILL ANSWER WITH TWO PHRASES."

He is saying that if you don't go in by yourself, and somebody else has to show you the

way, the oneness of inside becomes two, a duality of the mind. Anything said is dual; only

the unsaid is non-dual.

You say day and it includes night; you say life and it includes death. You say man and it

includes woman.

You say this -- and it includes that.

You cannot say anything without implying its opposite. But inside, you can experience

oneness without any duality -- a pure silence not against sound, a beauty not against ugliness,

a truth not against lies.

The function of the master is not to tell you what is in, but to lead you inwards, force you

inwards. All that is said is in the service of that which cannot be said.

Basho wrote:
THE WILD HERON
SLEEPING --
UNDISTURBED NOBILITY.

Have you seen a wild heron sleeping? Basho says, "undisturbed nobility." That's what



you are when silence happens to you -- an undisturbed nobility. Suddenly you become an

emperor.

The insight gives you the whole universe. It takes away all that is false, and it gives you

all that is truth, all that is beauty, all that is grace, all that is sheer joy.

A man like Basho -- a man of deep meditation -- will start seeing it everywhere. Even in a

heron sleeping, he will see an undisturbed nobility. In a wild bird on the wing, he will see

immense freedom. In the sky, he will see his own nothingness.

He will start having a new sight about everything -- even a wildflower will become more

beautiful. Jesus says, "Look at the wild lilies in the field. They are more beautiful than even

Solomon the emperor was in all his splendor."

Solomon was an ancient Jewish king of great beauty, and of great understanding. In the

whole of the Holy Bible, only his song, Solomon's Song, has some truth; otherwise,

everything is ordinary.

But Jesus says, "These wild lilies are more beautiful even than the splendor of the great

King Solomon."

To the man of meditation, everything becomes totally new and fresh, young, alive. He

radiates love and compassion and joy.

Maneesha's question:

BELOVED OSHO,

PHILIP KAPLEAU WRITES IN HIS BOOK, `THE THREE PILLARS OF ZEN': "THE

DRIVE TOWARDS ENLIGHTENMENT IS POWERED ON THE ONE HAND BY A

PAINFULLY FELT INNER BONDAGE -- BOTH A FRUSTRATION WITH LIFE AND A

FEAR OF DEATH -- AND ON THE OTHER HAND, BY THE CONVICTION THAT

THROUGH SATORI ONE CAN GAIN LIBERATION."

Philip Kapleau does not understand Zen as an experience. His book is beautiful. THE

THREE PILLARS OF ZEN is a good intellectual introduction, but only intellectual. Even

this statement shows that the person does not understand.

Zen is not a "drive towards enlightenment." Zen is enlightenment; it is not a drive. But

the contemporary mind thinks only in terms of drive, motives, ambitions, desires. Zen is not a

motivation. It is not an effort to reach somewhere. It has no goal, it cannot have a drive.

"The drive towards enlightenment is powered on the one hand..." -- it is not a drive in the

first place, and in the second place, it is nothing to do with bondage, or a frustration with life,

or a fear of death. It has nothing to do with fear, and has nothing to do with greed -- that's

what Christianity is. Unfortunately, the author of THE THREE PILLARS OF ZEN has

imposed his own conditioning on a totally different phenomenon. Zen is not Christianity.

Christianity is a drive towards the kingdom of God. It is a fear of hell, and it is a greed to

be saved and to be allowed into the kingdom of God and eternity of joy. Christianity is a

drive. But the author has imposed the definition of Christianity on Zen. That is absolutely

wrong.

Zen is a very simple phenomenon: it is just to know yourself... here and now. It is not a

motivation to go somewhere, to find something, it is simply to become acquainted with

yourself. This is a basic thing.

You are -- obviously you should know who you are. No drive is needed, no greed is

needed, because you are not going to become something. You are moving into being. You are



already it, whether you know it or not. So all that you have to do is to be a little silent, and

watch inside.

Zen has nothing to do, Maneesha, with any drive, with any fear, with any greed.

It is time for Sardar Gurudayal Singh.

Put on the light!

Willie Weary, a middle-aged businessman, stumbles in to see Doctor Nutcase in his

Hollywood surgery.

"Doc, I have got this problem," confides Willie Weary. "You see, my secretary, Millie,

loves to make love. Every morning, when I get to work, instead of bringing me a cup of

coffee, she throws me across my desk and makes passionate love to me! Then, just before

lunch, she pushes me up against the filing cabinet for a quickie. And before I leave work at

the end of the day, she always gives me a farewell screw."

"Hmm!" says Doctor Nutcase. "So what seems to be the problem?"

"Well, you see, Doc," explains Willie Weary, "my wife, Dottie, is a nymphomaniac.

Every morning before I get up, she jumps on me and we screw until the alarm clock goes off.

Then, when I go home for lunch every day, we have a quick one while I am eating my

spaghetti. And then, each night we have a marathon session before we go to sleep!"

"Hmm!" says Doctor Nutcase. "I still don't see what your problem is!"

"Well, Doctor," explains Willie Weary, "I get these dizzy spells every time I jerk off!"

In downtown Los Loonies, California, three men -- Leroy the black guy, Jack Jerk the

white guy, and Ha-choo Wu the Chinaman -- meet at Safeway Supermarket. They are all

doing their weekly shopping, and they have all brought their pet dogs with them.

The first guy, Jack Jerk, begins to brag about his dog Fifi: "My dog, Fifi, is the most

intelligent female dog in this state," says Jack. "She is so smart that I can tell her to go and

get a packet of chocolate-chip cookies, eat half of them, and bring the rest of them to me!"

And immediately Jack snaps his fingers, and Fifi the dog jumps up and disappears behind

some shelves. A minute later, Fifi comes back wagging her tail, with half a pack of

chocolate-chip cookies in her mouth.

"Velly implessive!" says Ha-choo Wu. "But watchee my doggee, Chu Yoo! He velly

smartest boy doggie in all world!"

Then Wu commands his dog to go and get a bottle of milk and an empty glass. Chu Yoo

races off, and comes back a few moments later, pours the milk into the glass, and then stands

there wagging his tail.

"Hey, that is nothing," says Big Black Leroy. Then he turns to his big black dog, named

Rambo, and shouts, "Go get 'em, Rambo!"

Rambo slowly gets up from the floor where he has been sleeping, walks over, drinks the

milk, eats the cookies, pisses on Chu Yoo, fucks Fifi, empties the cashbox, and goes home to

rest!

Wanting to save money on their honeymoon, Bunny and Bonker Boom decide to spend

the first nights of their new marriage at the home of Bunny's parents, Bob and Betty Bog.

Three days go by, and Bunny's younger brother, Little Bippo, is playing in his bedroom

with his toy airplanes and listening at the wall to all the strange noises coming from Bunny

and Bonker's room.



Curious, Little Bippo comes downstairs and finds his mother.

"Hey, Mom," asks Bippo, playing with his model plane, "how come Bunny and Bonker

have not left their room for three days? They don't even come down for meals!"

"It is none of your business!" replies his mother.

So Bippo shrugs his shoulders and trots out of the room playing with his airplane.

A few more days pass, and even Bippo's mother begins to worry too. So she creeps

upstairs and peeks through the keyhole of the young couple's room.

To her horror, she sees Bunny sitting on top of Bonker, and Bonker is trying with all his

might, to push Bunny off.

"It is no good," cries Bonker. "I still can't move!"

Just then, Bippo's mom hears a noise coming from the bathroom, so she rushes down the

corridor to see what is going on.

But all she finds is Little Bippo searching through all the shelves and cupboards in the

bathroom.

"What are you looking for?" asks his mother.

"Just my airplane glue," replies Bippo. "I was keeping it in the Vaseline jar!"

Nivedano...

(Drumbeat)

(Gibberish)

Nivedano...

(Drumbeat)

Be silent. Close your eyes and feel your bodies to be completely frozen.

This is the right moment to enter in.

Gather all your energies, your total consciousness, and rush towards the inner center of

your being which is just two inches below your navel, inside the body.

Faster and faster...

Deeper and deeper... with an urgency as if this is going to be your last moment. You have

to make it!

As you are coming closer to the center, a great silence descends over you. And inside,

you are filled with a luminosity.

At the very center there is a flame, the very source of your life, the very source of your

consciousness and awareness. This is your buddha.

To make the buddha awake, only one simple method is needed: witnessing.

Witness that you are not the body.

Witness that you are not the mind.

Witness that you are only the pure witnessing and nothing else.

Go deeper into witnessing, and you will find the ultimate source of life and existence.

Nivedano...

(Drumbeat)



Relax...

Let go...

Just as snow melts, let yourself melt into existence.

Gautama the Buddha Auditorium has turned into an ocean of consciousness. Ten

thousand buddhas have disappeared into it.

This is the most precious experience in existence. And once you know the way to the

center, you can go to the center anytime, anywhere. It is so simple, it is so close, and it is so

alive.

It will transform your whole being.

It will fill you with joy, silence, love, compassion.

You will be a transformed, new human being.

Zen is only a name for this transformation.

The new man is needed around the earth, because only the new man can save this earth

from destruction. The old man has created only destructive methods, war and violence. The

new man will be a buddha, a man of compassion, love and peace.

Before you come back, gather all the experiences that are happening there at the center of

your being, and persuade the buddha, the flame of life, to come following you and be part of

your daily life. Ordinary and mundane existence can be transformed into sacred actions if the

buddha is present there.

These are the three steps.

First, the buddha comes following you as a shadow.

Second, you follow the buddha as a shadow.

And third, your shadow disappears in the luminosity of the buddha, the impersonal

silence, the unbounded, oceanic joy.

You disappear, but the whole existence becomes available to you. You lose nothing. You

lose only shadows, and you gain everything: all or nothing. They are both synonymous at the

experience of the center. They are not opposites, there is no duality in the experience of

meditation.

In this silence all contradictions melt and merge into each other.

Nivedano...

(Drumbeat)

Come back... but come back as buddhas, with the same grace, same silence, the same

beauty, same blissfulness.

This ecstasy has to become your very heart, and this experience has to be carried into

every ordinary action of your life, in your love, in your relations, in your friendships.

Wherever you are, you should bring peace and joy and blissfulness, and more light.

Existence becomes more and more available to you the more you share it in your bliss, in

your joy, in your laughters, in your silences.

You simply become a vehicle, a bamboo flute on the lips of existence.

The song comes from the whole.

You simply allow it.

This allowance is Zen.

Zen is a way of becoming a blessing to the whole existence.



Okay, Maneesha?

Yes, Osho.
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BELOVED OSHO,
A MONK ASKED CHORO, WHO HAD BEEN A DISCIPLE OF TANKA, "THE BUDDHAS OF THE
PAST, PRESENT AND FUTURE TURN THE GREAT WHEEL OF DHARMA IN FLAMES OF FIRE --
IS IT CORRECT OR NOT?"
CHORO SAID, LAUGHING, "I HAVE DOUBTS, AFTER ALL."
THE MONK ASKED, "WHY DO YOU DOUBT?"
CHORO SAID, "THE FRAGRANCE OF WILDFLOWERS FILLS THE PATHWAYS, BUT THE
HIDDEN BIRDS DON'T KNOW IT IS SPRING. IS THERE ANYONE WHO IS NOT DEFILED BY
MYSTIC WONDER?" AFTER A LONG SILENCE, CHORO CONCLUDED, "THIS ONE SPOT COULD
NOT BE WASHED AWAY EVEN IF YOU DUMPED THE WATERS OF THE OCEAN ON IT."

Friends,

First, the questions from sannyasins.

The first question:

THESE ZEN SUTRAS SEEM TO COME FROM A TIME WHEN THERE WERE MANY

ENLIGHTENED ONES IN THIS WORLD. WHAT BROKE THE CHAIN OF

ENLIGHTENMENT, AND LEFT OUR PLANET WITH A SINGLE PRECIOUS AND

UNHIDDEN FLAME OF BUDDHA NATURE?

HOW IS IT WE HAVE EVOLVED INTO SUCH AN UNENLIGHTENED PLANET

WHEN WE WERE ONCE BLESSED WITH SO MANY MASTERS?

The question is significant, and many of you may have wondered about it. What

happened to human consciousness that it has fallen deep into darkness? Why don't we see so

many buddhas?

The reason is very clear: the little man we talked about yesterday destroyed every

possibility for enlightenment.

It is not just in one country. Around the world, whenever there was a man of immense

consciousness, the masses were against him, the masses were violent.

One Christian was asking me -- an old friend -- "Do you think Jesus will come again?" I



said, "I don't think, I am absolutely certain if he is intelligent, he will not come again. What

you did with him last time -- that's enough to prevent him from coming back. You have

poisoned Socrates, Anaxagoras, you have crucified Jesus, al-Hillaj Mansoor, Sarmad..."

The masses have never been respectful to the living buddha. So many attempts were

made on the life of Gautam Buddha, and finally he died from poisoning. This misbehavior of

the ordinary, unconscious, but the majority of people, simply prevents.

I have been poisoned, jailed, for no reason at all... fined four hundred thousand dollars,

and I don't have a single dollar with me. Twenty-one countries have closed their doors by

law, saying that I cannot enter.

Sometimes it seems the politicians are the most stupid people around. They have passed

laws in their parliaments that my jet airplane cannot even land and refuel on their airports,

because my presence -- in my airplane, on the airport -- can contaminate and destroy their

morality, their religion of two thousand years' standing...!

I have been expelled from Greece -- threatened, and under the pressure of the archbishop

of Greece, the government had to deport me. The threat was that if I was not deported, all the

people who were living with me on the beautiful island of Crete -- that place would be

dynamited. And fifty persons at least were there with me -- all would be burned alive.

The reason? I had not even gone outside the boundary of the house, but the same reason

again and again: I would corrupt their morality, I would destroy their religion. Such a fear has

prevented people from moving deeper into themselves.

My secretary, Anando, says to me, "You are a bad example for enlightenment.

Twenty-one countries are closed for you. One country has poisoned you, jailed you, dragged

you into six jails in twelve days without any evidence..."

And they have admitted it now, that there was no direct evidence of any crime, "but we

simply wanted the commune to be destroyed."

One wonders why America should be worried about a small commune which was living

in a desert. The nearest village was twenty miles away. We were a self-sufficient commune,

and slowly transforming the desert into a beautiful oasis. But the orthodox, fundamentalist

Christians became worried. The fear was that young people were moving into the commune

from their flock.

And just now the Attorney General of Oregon has made the statement: "We had no

reason. And we had put five million dollars into research to find some crime against him."

They have come to India, they have come to Poona, they have been to Bombay. They have

even gone to my birthplace, to my university, to the school, to the college... everywhere to

find some hint. But they could not, because there was nothing.

I am the laziest man. I cannot commit a crime; it is too much work. If not doing anything

is a crime, then I am certainly a criminal. If just being silent, rejoicing into my own aloneness

is a crime, then I am certainly a criminal.

But if you behave with every conscious being in such a murderous way, certainly nobody

is going to be interested in the very word `enlightenment'. It will create fear; you will be in

unnecessary danger. Of course, only these few enlightened people whom you have killed, or

tried to kill, have helped humanity to become a little more conscious.

But people have seen how the masses have behaved with Jesus, how the masses have

behaved with Sarmad. The masses have created a barrier for anybody interested in his own

consciousness. It has nothing to do with society, it has nothing to do with the crowd. But

people are afraid, very much afraid of those who know themselves. They have a certain

power, a certain aura and a certain magnetism -- a charisma that can take out alive, young



people from the traditional imprisonment. And there are so many prisons: Christianity, and

Hinduism, and Mohammedanism, and Jainism, and Buddhism... wherever there is an

organized religion, it becomes militant.

Christianity clearly defines itself as a militant religion. Then it becomes a question of

growing in numbers -- not growing towards heights, but widening the empire. It becomes

politics, it is no longer religion. All the so-called religions are just political strategies.

The enlightened man cannot be enslaved -- that is the difficulty -- and he cannot be

imprisoned. His individuality and his rebellion make the vested interests -- the priests and the

politicians and the pedagogues... "It is better to finish people like Socrates -- they are creating

a disturbance in the mind of people."

Every genius who has known something of the inner is bound to be a little difficult to be

absorbed; he is going to be an upsetting force. The masses don't want to be disturbed, even

though they may be in misery; they are in misery, but they are accustomed to the misery.

And anybody who is not miserable looks like a stranger.

The enlightened man is the greatest stranger in the world, he does not seem to belong to

anybody. No organization confines him, no community, no society, no nation. His rebellion

is so total that it makes the unconscious crowd antagonistic. Such a man cannot be tolerated

alive; he can be worshipped when dead.

You can worship a Buddha when dead. You can worship a Jesus when dead. But not even

a single enlightened person has been respected, loved, by the blind and the deaf and the

unconscious masses. This has become a barrier. That's why you don't find so many

enlightened people.

But if you are ready to take the risk, you are capable of becoming a buddha any moment

you decide, because it is not a question of going anywhere, it is simply looking inwards.

The Hindu mythology about the history of consciousness is worth mentioning....

The first age of humanity, the very beginning, is called satyuga, the age of truth. Every

man is naturally a buddha, just like a child -- no fear, no greed, a perfect balance. To describe

the balance, they say that the first age is like a table which has four legs, perfectly balanced.

The second age -- one leg falls away. Still there is some balance, but that old certainty is

no longer there. Because of the three legs, the second age is called treta; treta means three.

And the third -- another leg falls away, man is becoming poorer and poorer. The third age

is called dwapar; dwapar means two legs.

And we are in the fourth stage. It is a beautiful symbology: we have lost all balance, we

are only standing on one leg. How long can you stand on one leg? And life has become

inwardly poorer....

This metaphor of describing ages is not just a metaphor. It certainly has significance and

meaning. It shows that man has become less and less alive, less and less connected with the

totality, less and less joyful. Sadness has gathered all around, and the night seems to be

unending.

And because everybody is miserable, any new child, a newcomer into the world, thinks

such is life, accepts it. Everybody is miserable, everybody is in turmoil, everybody is in

anxiety, so perhaps this is the way life is... unless you come across a buddha, and that has

become more and more rare, more and more difficult.

When you see a buddha, the first unconscious reaction is to reject him because he offends

you. His very presence is a challenge -- "Why is he so happy and peaceful, and why am I in

such an anguish? He should live according to everybody else, according to the crowd. Why is

he living as an individual in his own right? He should be a sheep, he should not be a



shepherd." They cannot tolerate it. Their own best and the highest peaks of consciousness

which can make them aware of their potentialities, they destroy.

Yes, they can worship...

Before dying, Buddha said to his disciples, "Don't make my statues. If you want to

remember me by something, just remember me by this tree. Plant this tree, this bodhi tree,

wherever you want a memorial for me."

For three hundred years, rather than planting trees -- this is the unconsciousness of man --

people made temples, and made marble trees inside the temple. And finally after five hundred

years, they thought, "What is the meaning of a marble tree? Why not make a Buddha?"

And at that time there was neither a photograph nor a painting of Gautam Buddha. Just by

chance, Alexander the Great had come to India, and he had a beautiful Greek face. What you

see as Buddha's face is really the face of Alexander the Great. Buddha is modeled on him.

And it is a well-known fact -- because there was nothing else to do, a beautiful face... Buddha

died at the age of eighty-four; Alexander the Great was only thirty years of age. That's why

all the statues of Buddha look like a thirty-year-old man, they don't show an old man of

eighty-four years old, tired.

Now there are more statues of Gautam Buddha than anybody else. In Arabic, even the

word `buddha' has become synonymous with statue. It has taken a little different form; the

statue is called the budt. But it is really the name of Buddha, because only his statues were all

around the world. They have been discovered far away in Mongolia, in China, in the

Caucasus, in Afghanistan. In fact, his statue became one of the most loved objects for any

great sculptor. If you could make a great statue of Buddha, that showed that you were really a

creative artist.

Miles of caves have been carved, turned into statues of Buddha. And the same man, while

alive, we tried to kill many times. It was just an accident that we did not succeed -- just as

America has failed in killing me.

Two days ago a sannyasin informed me that a man has been jailed in America for one and

a half years. And the charge was that he had advertised in 1984, while I was there, that he

was willing to kill anybody if half a million dollars were made available to him. From this

advertisement he was caught. And the sannyasin went to the jail to ask the man, "Did you

receive any answer to your advertisement?"

He said, "I did, I received it from a government agency. But I am a professional killer,

and I know how governments work. They will promise you half a million dollars -- and they

gave me the whole plan..."

We had a small lake near the entrance of the commune, Krishnamurti Lake. They had

given him a plan, knowing that I always went for a drive past Krishnamurti Lake... and that is

a silent place; the commune is left behind, and for twenty miles there is nobody.

"So you plant a bomb there which functions from remote control. And you hide -- we will

tell you where. We will take you there by helicopter so nobody can trace it. And after the car

and the person in it have exploded, we will take you away in the helicopter."

But a professional killer knows perfectly well.... He simply refused. He knows that

governments do this business, but they never give the money. On the contrary, you perform,

and then they give you a shot, so that all evidence is removed. Instead of half a million

dollars, you receive death as a reward. That is a well-known fact all around the world.

Government agencies go on killing people, and they always kill the killer. In that way

money is saved, and also the evidence is removed. Knowing this, he refused. But because he

had advertised, the court sent him to jail although he had not committed anything.



This new evidence shows the interest of the American government in killing me. This

sannyasin is trying to find more and more sources. He wants to write a whole book about the

conspiracy to murder me.

If this is the way you behave with people who are peaceful and silent and aware, and who

are really indicators of your own potential, then certainly there will be less and less buddhas

in the world. Or even if there are buddhas, they will remain silent. To declare is to create

antagonism. There are still a few enlightened people around the world, but they don't want to

be unnecessarily in trouble. I have loved trouble from my very childhood. So when it came to

enlightenment, I said, "Let it be the last trouble." I am enjoying it every inch.... But it shows

you how the unconscious mind has been preventing people from becoming enlightened.

I have not committed any sin, and I have been punished, dragged from jail to jail. It

became known later on that the United States Attorney had asked the National Guard to arrest

me. But they said, "Without any evidence, without any order from the court, we cannot do it."

The U.S. Attorney General, Ed Meese, who has been accused of many crimes and has had to

retire in disgrace, had even asked the commander-in-chief of the army.... And the

commander-in-chief laughed. He said, "Never in history has an army been sent against a

single individual. And not only that, but you don't have any evidence; otherwise why don't

you ask a court first to give an arrest warrant?" They had nothing to persuade a court to arrest

me.

And when I was arrested, I was arrested by twelve people with loaded guns, and I asked,

"Where is the arrest warrant?" They had no arrest warrant. They had only a piece of paper on

which a few names were written. I told them, "These are not the names of the people you are

arresting. You can see our passports." Six sannyasins were with me -- they are here -- not a

single name was on that paper. Still they would not listen.

And I wondered that America is thought to be a democracy, and here people are being

arrested without any arrest warrant from any court, without any reason or rhyme.

And I wondered at my own attorneys, because when they started asking for bail in the

court... One of my attorneys was a sannyasin. I told him, "You are starting from the wrong

point. First you should ask on what grounds we have been arrested: `You don't have any

arrest warrant, and the paper you have does not have any of the names of the people you are

arresting. The question of bail does not arise.'"

But the sannyasin was a young attorney, and he had called the best attorneys he knew.

This is how bureaucracy works. He told me, "We will do everything. You simply be silent,

because any word from you may cause trouble. Right now they don't have any evidence

against you."

I still think it was wrong of my attorneys to start by asking for bail. The first question

should have been, "Why have these people been arrested?" The people who arrested me

should have been punished. The question about bail should not have arisen. But they started

from a wrong question, and discussed bail. The six sannyasins were bailed out -- everyone

except me.

Even the attorney for the government said after three days of stupid talking -- there was

nothing in their hands, but finally he said, "I accept that I have not been able to prove any

crime."

But the magistrate said -- a woman magistrate... For the first time I had a thought that

perhaps a woman in power may prove more dangerous than a man. That woman magistrate

said, "You have not proved anything, but still I refuse to give him bail. The reason? The

reason is that he is an influential man, he has thousands of followers. The maximum bail is



only half a million dollars. He can jump bail; there are inexhaustible sources behind him."

Not because of any crime, but because of the possibility of my jumping bail, she refused.

But the real reason was to drag me through six jails. A journey of six hours was done in

twelve days. Only now do we know from poison experts that they were poisoning me in

small doses; that's why it took them twelve days. If that amount of poison is given in one big

dose, the person will die immediately. And they were worried that they would be condemned

by the people of America, so they did not want me to die in the jail. Slowly giving me poison

over a long stretch of twelve days would not kill me inside the prison, but it would have

destructive effects for my whole life.

And later on they admitted, "We were not at all interested in making him a martyr,

otherwise he would have been another Jesus. Then a Christianity would have followed, and

we would have been condemned all around the world."

You misbehave with the enlightened people. Never, not in a single case, have you

behaved with love and respect. How can you expect many more people to be enlightened?

The whole atmosphere is against enlightenment.

Our effort here is to create buddhas -- not one or two but millions, so that they cannot be

destroyed so easily. We want to create a wildfire of awareness surrounding the whole earth.

Never before has such a great experiment been done. Only individuals have become

enlightened, have been tortured by the masses.

I want the world to know that this is not a place where we are going to be satisfied with

one enlightened master. Thousands of sannyasins have to become buddhas.

They can prevent me from entering all those twenty-one countries, but they cannot

prevent my sannyasins from reaching here. I don't have to go there to "corrupt their

morality," I will send my ambassadors, my messengers. My sannyasins can do it, I don't have

to do it. Even my sannyasins can destroy their so-called religions; they don't have any depth.

The second question:

LISTENING TO YOU, I UNDERSTAND THAT ALL THOSE BEAUTIFUL ZEN

MASTERS JUST HELP US OPEN UP FOR THE BLISS AND ORDINARINESS

AROUND THE CORNER.

IT'S EASY HERE, WHERE MIRACLES HAPPEN BEFORE BREAKFAST AND THEN

NEVER STOP, BUT HOW TO MAKE IT WORK THE SAME WAY IN EVERYDAY

LIFE AND IN SOCIETY?

If it has really happened to you, the question will not arise. If you have imagined it, only

then will the question arise.

Here, it is easy to imagine before breakfast that you are enlightened. Here, there are so

many enlightened people, so it is very easy. Nobody is against enlightenment, everybody is

supportive; it is easy to imagine.

The test, the fire test, will be out there in the society. If your enlightenment disappears, it

has never happened. If it has happened, no society, no culture can destroy it. It is such a

force, such an eternal life, nobody can even touch it, so don't be worried about society. Just

let your enlightenment be a reality, not an imagination.

Once it is a reality you are no more, only enlightenment is -- a flame, a fire which cannot

be put out, put off. You can be killed, but your enlightenment cannot be killed. You can be

crucified and poisoned, but your enlightenment remains a witness even on the cross.



And when there are thousands of enlightened people, the society will not have the

courage. Where are you going to have so many crosses? If enlightenment becomes a great

phenomenon around the earth, then no enlightened man or master is in danger. He can have

his life unhindered, unhampered, uncrippled by the society.

The society could manage to kill Socrates, because Socrates was alone.

The society could crucify Jesus because he was alone.

I am not teaching any cult here, any creed. I want you to taste the very life source. Then

nobody can take it away.

The third question:

THE OTHER NIGHT YOU PIERCED THE ONION TO THE CORE; THEN NEW

PROTECTIVE LAYERS SPRANG UP.

IT SEEMS ONE STEP FORWARD IS FOLLOWED BY TWO STEPS BACKWARDS; A

MOMENT'S LIGHT MAKES THE ENSUING DARKNESS DEEPEN.

IS THIS PART OF THE PROCESS?

It is natural. You have remained with layers of personality and individuality for so long

that when you drop one layer, you start feeling tense and worried -- "What is going to

happen?" You feel as if you are standing naked, and somebody has taken away your clothes.

You immediately run and find some other clothes, some other layer of personality to cover

yourself. You have always remained hidden. It is just an old habit; it will disappear.

Many times you will put the personality back, but soon you will start seeing that this

personality cannot be your very existence, because sometimes you can put it off and

sometimes you can put it on. It is something separate from you. And as this experience of

separation deepens, you will not put any layers upon your hidden splendor.

It is not part of the process, it is part of your habitual conditioning.

It reminds me of Little Albert who reached school late as always. But today he had a

perfect excuse; he said to the teacher, "It is raining, and it was very difficult. I took one step

forward and I slipped two steps backwards."

The teacher said, "Okay, but then how did you manage to reach here?"

He said, "I simply started going towards home -- one step forward, two step backwards...

Finally, I managed to get here, but that's why I am late."

Don't find excuses; it is not part of the process. That will be an excuse, and you will feel

consoled; it is just your old habit, old addiction. It takes a little time, but once you have tasted

a little bit of Zen, the process has started transforming you.

It may take a little time, but certainly and surely it is going to destroy all your layers and

reveal to you the reality where you are not, but the whole existence is. Only in the whole can

you rejoice.

Separation is a false idea; you are not separate. And this separation creates all kinds of

anxiety, tension, but you go on protecting yourself. But how long are you going to do it?

I always hope, even against hope, that one day you will get tired and you will drop this

old garbage, and the fresh flame of joy, of bliss, of benediction will arise in you. It is already

there, just the old garbage prevents you from seeing it.

The sutra:



BELOVED OSHO,
A MONK ASKED CHORO, WHO HAD BEEN A DISCIPLE OF TANKA, "THE BUDDHAS OF THE
PAST, PRESENT AND FUTURE TURN THE GREAT WHEEL OF DHARMA IN FLAMES OF FIRE --
IS IT CORRECT OR NOT?"
CHORO SAID, LAUGHING, "I HAVE DOUBTS, AFTER ALL."
THE MONK ASKED, "WHY DO YOU DOUBT?"
CHORO SAID, "THE FRAGRANCE OF WILDFLOWERS FILLS THE PATHWAYS, BUT THE
HIDDEN BIRDS DON'T KNOW IT IS SPRING. IS THERE ANYONE WHO IS NOT DEFILED BY
MYSTIC WONDER?" AFTER A LONG SILENCE, CHORO CONCLUDED, "THIS ONE SPOT COULD
NOT BE WASHED AWAY EVEN IF YOU DUMPED THE WATERS OF THE OCEANS ON IT."

It is a very beautiful sutra. It shows how humanity goes on missing: it turns symbols into

facts, and then it lives in those fictions which have been only symbols. For example, this

sutra is said repeatedly by Gautam Buddha: "The awakened one moves the wheel of dharma

in flames of fire."

But Choro is right when he says laughing, "I have doubts about it." This man is taking the

metaphor as if it were factual -- there is no wheel, and there is no fire.

On the contrary, CHORO SAID, "THE FRAGRANCE OF WILDFLOWERS FILLS THE PATHWAYS,
BUT THE HIDDEN BIRDS DON'T KNOW IT IS SPRING."

For a buddha it is always spring.

For a buddha even fire becomes cool.

For a buddha even the darkness of the night is a light, because he himself is light;

wherever he moves his light surrounds him.

Choro is right when he says, "I have doubts about it -- this statement of moving the wheel

of dharma in flames of fire." Buddha has used that symbol, but his context has to be

remembered.

Just a few minutes ago, I was telling you about the difficulty of enlightenment in a world

which is absolutely unconscious. This is the fire. And to move the wheel of birth and death...

That is the whole work of the awakened master -- to make you aware that you have never

been born, and to make you aware that you will never die.

Birth and death are only episodes in an eternal existence.

This wheel of birth and death -- you have to jump out of it. And certainly, because of the

unconsciousness of the people, you will have to face fire. But it is only symbolic.

Inside, you will find the fragrance of wildflowers.

Inside, you will find for the first time, the eternal juices of life.

Inside, you will find that the spring has come, and a spring that is not going away; it is

your very nature.

These roses will go on growing in you. This fragrance will go on becoming more and

more deep, more and more mysterious.

Choro is right. He is trying to help the monk not to get caught into a metaphor. The

metaphor has its own context and its own meaning. But out of context, one can become

worried: if enlightenment is moving a wheel in the flames of fire, then why unnecessarily get

into such trouble? What is the point of moving the wheel of life and death? And in fire?

Life is already too much misery. If you take this symbol without understanding its

context, it will look like enlightenment is inviting more misery. That's why Choro laughed

and he said, "I have doubts."

He is not saying he has doubts about Buddha, he is saying, "I have doubts about your



understanding."

As far as Choro is concerned, "THE FRAGRANCE OF WILDFLOWERS FILLS THE

PATHWAYS, BUT THE HIDDEN BIRDS DON'T KNOW IT IS SPRING." Only the

awakened bird knows that the spring has come -- the moment to dance, the moment to

rejoice, the moment to experience the eternity of being. Choro has made a very significant

statement. "IS THERE ANYONE WHO IS NOT DEFILED BY MYSTIC WONDER?" Only

the dead are not defiled by mystic wonder. The more alive you are, the more you see wonders

everywhere, all around you. The whole of life is such a mystery and such a blessing. The path

is full of roses and no thorns.

AFTER A LONG SILENCE, CHORO CONCLUDED, "THIS ONE SPOT..."

He means by "this one spot," the wonder, the experience of the mysterious.

"THIS ONE SPOT COULD NOT BE WASHED AWAY EVEN IF YOU DUMPED THE WATERS OF
THE OCEANS ON IT."

The man of Zen is a man who lives in mysteries. To him everything is mysterious.

Nothing is to be taken for granted, everything is a miracle.

Life is a miracle, the songs of the birds are miracles, the flowers with so many colors...

This whole existence, if your inner being is awake, becomes an unending series of mysteries.

Kyorai wrote:
IN THE THIN LIGHT AFTER SUNSET,
HE CLIMBS TO THE TEMPLE
AT THE SUMMIT.

In the East, two times have been thought to be mysterious, and when you are closer to the

mystery of existence than any other time. In the early morning when the sun has not risen and

the last star has disappeared -- that light is cool because the sun is not present and the night is

gone. That small interval is called in India, sandhya. It exactly means interval. In that space,

meditation is easier.

And the same happens again at sunset. When the sun is setting and the night has not come

yet, that interval again is a good moment to meditate. You will be surprised to know that

because of these sandhyas, intervals, in India, prayer has been given the name sandhya.

My own feeling is that when the night is gone, your life is refreshed. When the sun has

not risen, existence is more relaxed around you, the affairs of the day have not started yet.

Sitting silently in this interval, you can enter into yourself more easily than at any other time.

Hence, morning and evening have become traditionally times for prayer.

Kyorai wrote:
IN THE THIN LIGHT AFTER SUNSET,
HE CLIMBS TO THE TEMPLE
AT THE SUMMIT.

In the thin light when the sun is no more, his awareness reaches to the highest summit of

the temple.

But that does not mean that you cannot meditate at any other time. It is just in India that



these two moments have been thought to be very available -- existence is closer to you, just a

little look inwards...

But there are other mystics, for example, the Sufis, who have found the middle of the

night to be the most vulnerable point to enter into the mysterious. They are also right.

In the middle of the night when everybody is asleep, when even trees are asleep and birds

are asleep, and the whole world is silent, you can wake up and just sit in that silence. You

will find it easier to enter into yourself.

But if you know the method of how to enter into yourself, you can enter at any moment.

Even in the marketplace, doing your ordinary work, you can remain meditative. There is no

need to choose particular moments. This moment is as capable of revealing the reality to you

as any other moment.

Maneesha's question:

BELOVED OSHO,

IN HER BOOK, `THE WORLD OF ZEN,' NANCY WILSON ROSS SAYS OF ZEN -- IN

PARTICULAR, WHEN WORKING ON A KOAN -- "AGAIN AND AGAIN IT IS

EMPHASIZED THAT ONE CANNOT TAKE HOLD OF THE TRUTH MERELY BY

ABANDONING THE FALSE."

ISN'T TRUTH WHAT IS LEFT WHEN THE FALSE IS RECOGNIZED FOR WHAT IT

IS? OR IS THERE MORE TO IT?

Maneesha, Nancy Wilson Ross in her book, THE WORLD OF ZEN, has come very close

to the understanding of something which is beyond the mind. But whatever she is saying is

only one side of the coin. About koans she is saying, "Again and again it is emphasized that

one cannot take hold of the truth merely by abandoning the false."

The problem for any intellectual is that he cannot see beyond logic. The emphasis that she

is reporting is there: one cannot attain to truth just by abandoning the false. In fact, in your

very abandoning it you have accepted its reality. The false has not to be abandoned; the false

has just to be seen that it is false, and it disappears.

Can you abandon your shadow? Run as fast as you can, and the shadow will run faster

and faster with you. You don't have to run away from the shadow, you just have to see that it

is a shadow, there is no need to run away. All those who have been renouncing the world are

running away from shadows, and shadows always follow you. Shadows cannot be

abandoned, they can only be recognized as shadows, and what remains is the truth.

So one cannot hold the truth merely by abandoning the false. Perhaps Nancy Ross does

not know any actual experience, otherwise, she would have said that the moment you

abandon anything false you are giving recognition to it. Every renouncement is a recognition,

is giving reality to the false.

You don't have to run away from the false.

You have just to see the false and the false falls away, and what remains is the truth.

So as far as abandoning is concerned, Nancy Ross's statement is right -- you cannot

abandon the false. But she does not understand why the Zen masters go on saying it. They

want you to understand the false as false, not to abandon it. Just the recognition of something

as false, and you are free of it. You never had it, you were just imagining it.

That's why all kinds of therapies work -- even homeopathy. It has been surveyed and

found that it works in almost seventy percent of cases. Only in thirty percent of cases does it



fail. The reason is that seventy percent of your sickness is just false; it does not need any real

medicine, it needs only sugar pills. Homeopathy works, naturopathy works, ayurveda

works... any kind of thing on those cases which are false. Your so-called miracle people are

working only on the false. They can remove the false, because in the very first place it was

not there.

I used to have a friend, a doctor of homeopathy, and he always discussed things with me.

He was a homeopathy freak. But the poor fellow one day had to enter an allopathic hospital.

I went to see him. I said, "What happened? What happened to homeopathy?"

He said, "Now I understand. You are right. If a real disease is there, homeopathy cannot

work. Now I am suffering from tuberculosis, and I know those sugar pills are just sugar

pills."

But there are millions of people who are helped, so there is no harm. All kinds of

"pathies" should be allowed, because there are all kinds of imaginary sicknesses. Then any

kind of healing will help; just the touching by a man of miracles will help.

Jesus managed miracles, but he could not do anything when he was crucified. He was

supposedly the very son of God, and even God could not do anything. And he had been

making dead people come to life... but I think the whole thing was a drama. Lazarus must not

have died; it must have been a strategy. He must have been lying down in the cave pretending

to be dead, and Jesus called to him, "Lazarus!" -- and he immediately came out of the cave.

But it happened only once, he could not manage...

If a man can call the dead back to life, he should not be so miserly. And Lazarus was an

old friend, so it looks like a well-managed miracle.

Christians go on saying that he touched the eyes of blind people and they started seeing

immediately. Either these miracles are simply invented by the disciples... because the Bible

was compiled three hundred years after, so there was not a single witness.

You will be surprised to know that the Roman emperor, Constantine, called a council

after the crucifixion of Jesus -- three hundred years after -- and in the council, by voting, it

was decided that he was divine. By voting...! After three hundred years, and under the

compulsion of Constantine! He was the president of the council, and he wanted to declare

himself a prophet. And he did both -- he declared, "Jesus is a prophet, but he is a failure; I am

a prophet who is a success." And the council accepted it.

Rome became the capital of Christianity under Constantine. But they had to accept

Constantine -- at least for a few days while he was alive -- as the real prophet. Later on, they

forgot about him, but he is the man who compiled... there were many gospels. He chose a few

and rejected others. There is no reason why he chose a few and rejected others, and there is

every possibility that all the miracles were invented under Constantine to create the great

figure of Jesus Christ.

If he was able to cure sicknesses, and to bring dead people to life, then you cannot blame

the masses who were asking him continuously, shouting, when he was on the cross, "Now do

some miracle!" He used to say, "God will come immediately to save me." But nobody came

-- nobody is there. He looked up in the sky -- not even an angel, not even a single white

cloud, the sky remained empty. And in deep frustration he shouted, "Father, have you

forsaken me?" But he had never adopted him in the first place. It was just a bogus,

hocus-pocus, holy ghost.

The false has to be known only as false. You don't have to abandon it. Your abandoning



shows that you have not understood its falseness. The very understanding of the false is the

emergence of the truth.

Nancy Wilson Ross is one of those intellectuals who has been trying to introduce Zen to

the West. But it is not their experience. They are not themselves buddhas; they are just

reporters. Hence, whatever they report -- it may come very close to truth, but it cannot be the

truth. Some mistake somewhere is bound to happen, because it is not their own experience.

Maneesha, there is only the false to see, and the truth reveals itself; there is nothing more.

You live in unconsciousness, then the false appears as if it were true. When you wake up, the

false disappears just like any dream.

Now it is time for Sardar Gurudayal Singh.

One evening, Basil and Babina Butt are making love in their bedroom when the door

opens, and in walks their six-year-old son, Billy.

Basil freezes in midair in his missionary position. He turns and sees little Billy dressed up

in full cowboy gear -- hat, boots with spurs, six-shooter pistol, a big whip, and everything.

"What is going on, Billy?" grunts Basil Butt. "What are you doing here dressed like that?"

"Hey, Dad," shouts Billy, excitedly, "can I ride on your back like a bucking bull, while

you screw Mom?"

Basil is shocked, but is beyond the point of no return, so he asks Babina. "Yes! Yes!"

gasps Babina. "Quick! Climb on, Billy! And Basil, let's get going!"

So the love making increases in intensity, and little Billy is getting bounced around like a

bullrider at a Wild West show.

"Yaa-Hoo!" shouts Billy, digging his spurs into his dad's ass. "Ride 'em, cowboy!"

All this drives Basil into a mad, passionate frenzy, and Bambina starts moaning and

making all kinds of animal noises.

Billy is whipping his dad, urging him on, until the bucking gets so wild, that Billy throws

down his whip, and hangs onto his father's hair for dear life.

At this point, Billy leans down close to his father's ear, and whispers, "Hold on tight,

Dad! This is where me and the postman usually get thrown off!"

Big Black Leroy and Big Black Rufus are fighting over Mabel, the beautiful black girl

who is new in town. Mabel gets tired of the two guys arguing all the time, so she decides to

settle things.

"Listen, you guys!" she snaps. "You two can have a swimming race across the river, and

whoever wins can be my man!"

Rufus and Leroy agree to the competition. So they walk across the bridge to the far bank,

strip off all their clothes and plunge into the river.

They are swimming as fast as they can towards her, when Mabel decides that she really

prefers Leroy and tries to encourage him a little. So she pulls up the edge of her skirt in

Leroy's direction.

Leroy slows down.

The next time Leroy looks up, Mabel pulls her skirt up to her waist and exposes her bare

contraption.

Immediately, Leroy stops dead in the middle of the river.

"Leroy, sugar!" cries Mabel. "What is the matter?"

"Dammit, Mabel!" shouts Leroy. "Pull your skirt down! My rudder is stuck in the mud!"



At the Humpty Dumpty Elementary School, one afternoon, Miss Tickletit, the teacher,

gives the children their final assignment for the day.

"Now, boys and girls," she says sweetly, "I want you to open your notebooks, pick up

your pencils, and write a beautiful story beginning with the words: If I had five million

dollars..."

All the little kids begin writing feverishly, except for Little Albert who continues to do

what he has been doing all afternoon -- looking out of the window watching the little girls

doing gymnastics.

Miss Tickletit sees Albert, and calls out, "Albert! Everybody else is writing, why don't

you do your work?"

"Ah!" replies Albert, lighting up a cigarette. "Work? With five million dollars?"

Nivedano...

(Drumbeat)

(Gibberish)

Nivedano...

(Drumbeat)

Be silent...

Close your eyes... and feel your body to be completely frozen.

This is the right moment to enter inwards.

Gather all your energies, your total consciousness, and rush towards the center of your

being, which is exactly two inches below the navel inside the body.

Faster and faster, with an urgency as if this is going to be your last moment.

Deeper and deeper.

As you come close to the center of your being, a great silence descends over you, and

flowers of peace blossom within your being.

At the very center there is a flame, the fire of your life. It is part of the whole existence.

Symbolically, this flame is called the enlightened consciousness, the buddha; it is your

intrinsic nature. You are no more, there is only a pure consciousness, unbounded.

This is a great opportunity to witness.

Witness that you are not the body.

Witness that you are not the mind.

Witness that you are only witnessing, only pure consciousness.

Relax into it....

Nivedano...

(Drumbeat)

Drop all your separations. You are one with the whole.

This is the most blissful experience, the greatest ecstasy possible. You are a buddha in

this moment.



If you can remain aware and relaxed around the clock, you will know the beauty and the

grace of every moment, of every inch of life.

What is possible in this moment is possible in every moment. This is simply to show your

potential. You have to bring all this silence and peace and this awareness to your day-to-day

life.

Collect all these experiences: the silence, the bliss, the ecstasy, the divine drunkenness,

and persuade the buddha to follow you. He has to come and become your very being.

He has been hiding inside you because you never went in, you never requested him. Make

the request, persuade him.

These are the three steps: first, you persuade the inner light, the buddha, to come behind

you; the second step, you become a shadow behind the buddha; and the third step, your

shadow, recognized as shadow, disappears, and only the presence of the buddha remains.

That is your truth, and that is everybody else's truth. That is the truth of the whole

existence.

Existential truth is the Manifesto of Zen.

Now, come back.

Nivedano...

(Drumbeat)

Come back, but remembering, watching, silent, graceful.

Sit for a few moments just to remember where you have been, the golden path that you

have gone through, the center and the silence of the center, the center and your disappearance

in it.

Your witnessing has to become slowly slowly, your very life.

I don't teach any morality. To me, awareness is the only morality, the only ethics, the only

religion, because out of awareness you cannot do anything wrong. It is always your

unconscious mind which forces you to do wrong things.

As awareness grows, slowly slowly, your whole being becomes luminous, there is no

dark spot inside you.

That day you have become a buddha.

That day is the most blessed day of your life.

Okay, Maneesha?

Yes, Osho.
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BELOVED OSHO,
SHOHEI -- SUIBI'S DISCIPLE -- ASKED SUIBI, "WHAT IS THE MEANING OF BODHIDHARMA'S
COMING FROM THE WEST?"
SUIBI SAID, "I'LL TELL YOU LATER WHEN NOBODY IS AROUND."
SOMETIME LATER, SHOHEI SAID, "NOW, THERE IS NOBODY. PLEASE MASTER, TELL ME THE
ANSWER."
SUIBI, GETTING DOWN FROM THE ZEN STOOL, TOOK SHOHEI TO THE BAMBOO GARDEN.
AGAIN, SHOHEI ASKED, "NOW, THERE IS NOBODY. PLEASE MASTER, TELL ME THE
ANSWER."
SUIBI, POINTING TO THE BAMBOOS, SAID, "THIS BAMBOO IS THAT LONG, THAT BAMBOO IS
THAT SHORT."

Friends,

First the questions from the sannyasins.

The first question:

THE OTHER DAY YOU SPOKE ABOUT FRITJOF CAPRA. CAN YOU SPEAK ABOUT

THE MOVEMENT OF TRANSPERSONAL PSYCHOLOGY, AND IN PARTICULAR

ABOUT THE WORK AND MEDITATION OF KEN WILBUR, WHO IS SAID TO BE

THE FOUNDER OF THE SPECTRUM PSYCHOLOGY?

WHY DON'T SUCH PEOPLE COME HERE? ARE THEY IMPRISONED IN BEING TOO

ESTABLISHED? IS YOUR VISION AND ITS PRACTICAL CONSEQUENCES THE

PROBLEM FOR THEM?

The first thing to be understood is that I am not dealing with psychology. Psychology

remains attached to the mind; it is the science of the mind. And my whole work is how to

take you out of the mind, so these people will take me as if I am their enemy.

They are working out how the mind functions, whether it is personal or interpersonal,

what are its conditionings and how those conditionings can be changed with new

conditionings. Their whole work -- whether they call it interpersonal psychology or spectrum



psychology -- remains confined to the mind. And my world, the world of Zen, is the world of

no-mind.

We simply don't want to bother about all the rubbish that mind is carrying from centuries.

If you get involved in it, you can go on digging and digging, and you will find more bullshit

coming out. It is better just to take a jump out of it; it is not you. It is the whole conditioning

of mankind, from generation to generation. Every mind concept has traveled to you, and it is

becoming thicker and thicker every day. As time passes, you have a thicker mind, and

meditation becomes more difficult.

These people are not concerned with meditation at all, hence there is no question of their

being here. Secondly, they think they have found the answer. Obviously, a person who thinks

he has found the answer will not go seeking the truth anywhere, but will remain confined in

his own imagination.

Mind cannot be anything more than images, thoughts, sentiments, moods. Mind is not

your nature, but an imposition by the society on your purity.

These people will feel at a loss here, because whatever they have been doing we are

throwing out -- and they have been collecting. They will get great stuff if they come -- just to

collect. Every evening so much rubbish is thrown. They can collect and enjoy analyzing it.

Not a single person exists in the world who is completely psychoanalyzed. Such is the

depth of all past orientations. Ten years, fifteen years, people have been in psychoanalysis,

and they go on talking; new dreams start coming, new thoughts start coming; they go on and

they go on... When they get fed up with the psychoanalyst, they change the psychoanalyst

and go on repeating the same story in another name.

But even a psychoanalyst is not aware that there is much more to your reality than your

small mind.

Science remains confined to matter.

Psychology remains confined to the mind.

Meditation is an effort to penetrate beyond matter physiology, beyond mind psychology,

and to find the original source of life and consciousness.

The work here is totally different, not only different, but makes all their efforts -- the

so-called psychologists of different schools -- meaningless. It is an exercise in futility.

The second question:

IN HIS BOOK, `TAO YOGA,' MANTAK CHIA DESCRIBES THE CENTER OF LIFE

ENERGY AS BEING JUST TWO INCHES INSIDE THE NAVEL.

IS THIS A CONTRADICTION TO ZEN, WHICH SAYS IT IS TWO INCHES BELOW

THE NAVEL?

OR DO THEY BOTH MEAN THE SAME?

It cannot be discussed and concluded; in fact, those two inches are only the average.

When you breathe deeply you touch the center, and you can find whether it is two inches

behind or two inches below.

The person who has written TAO YOGA, Mantak Chia, does not seem to be an

experienced person.

When I say two inches below the navel, I am trying to take your consciousness as deep as

it can go. Those two inches are not something fundamental. Your center may be only one and

a half inches below the navel. Just as everybody's nose differs... there is no way of



concluding which nose is the fundamental nose.

Don't get into intellectual discussion. The navel you have, the consciousness you have...

the path is clear, it is not far away. Just a little silence, peace and witnessing, and you will

know where it is; it is bound to be different in every person.

It is possible Mantak Chia found it two inches behind the navel, but my experience is, it is

two inches below the navel. And it is better to accept the idea of two inches below, because if

it is two inches behind that will come in the way. It is always better to keep the goal a little

farther away. If it is two inches behind, you will pass it. And everybody is going to find it a

little different. Just as individualities differ, your physical organs differ.

There is no scientific way of saying where the source is. The only way is to find it. It is

somewhere near your navel. Perhaps somebody may find it just behind the navel. But

according to me and my experience of people, it is not behind, it is below -- two inches. Only

then can it manage your sexual energy, otherwise it will be too far away; there will be no

connection between your sexual machinery and your life energy.

Your life energy has to reach from the sex center to the seventh center in the head, the

whole golden path. So it is better, hypothetically, to make an effort of going two inches

below. If you go three inches below, good -- better.

Somebody may find that Mantak Chia's idea is right; it may be applicable to him. But

talking in terms of the average, two inches below the navel is the right source. You will find

it somewhere close by -- an inch before or an inch after; don't be bothered about inches.

Remember, your navel is the point, and around it somewhere is the source of your life

energy, because when you were born you were connected through your navel with your

mother. Your mother's life energy was moving through the navel into you; there was no other

connection.

So one thing is certain, that your navel for nine months has been the connection with

existence, with your mother. Everything you were getting was through the navel. But it

cannot be on the surface of the navel, it can only be deep inside. Everything that is so

precious, like life, has to be in a very subtle way hiding.

You can make a two-inch-wide circle around your navel. Behind, below, somewhere, you

will find it -- don't get fixed about inches. And you don't have any measurement inside. You

cannot take your measuring tape -- "How many inches deep, or back, is your life source?" It

is just a hypothesis to help you to enter in. You will find it. Go as deep as possible. Don't stop

if you see a little path where it is still possible to go more.

Experience is the question; don't be mathematical.

I am reminded by your question of a great mathematician, Herodotus....

He was the first man to find the principle of averages. It was a great discovery at that

time, and he was so overwhelmed by it, that one day when he had gone for a picnic with his

wife and seven kids -- they came across a small river...

The wife was a little worried, but Herodotus said, "Wait. I will take the average depth and

the average size of our kids. It will take only five minutes." He took out his measuring tape,

found out the average height of the children, and ran around into that small river. At a few

points he measured it and told his wife, "Don't be worried. The average depth of the water

cannot drown the average height of our kids. You come on!"

But somewhere the water was deeper and somewhere it was shallow, and some child was

smaller and some child was bigger... The average does not work in actual situations; it is

good for mathematical calculations.

The wife was still worried, so she kept herself behind. And when she saw one child



drowning, she called to Herodotus who was going ahead, "Look! I was concerned from the

very beginning. I don't understand your mathematics!"

And can you believe it? Herodotus did not go to save the child, the wife had to run...! He

ran back to the bank, where on the sand he had made all the calculations, to find out whether

the calculation was wrong. The calculation was perfectly right, but existence does not follow

your calculations.

So when I say two inches, it is only an average hypothesis. And I want it to be below the

navel, because if it is behind, it will come in the way. Or if it is not behind, you will never

reach to the point. So I don't want to take any risk. You may get stuck two inches behind the

navel, and just two inches below will be your center. You would have missed the ultimate

experience by just two inches!

There is no need to be worried about how many inches. You just gather your energy and

go to the very deepest that you can. Don't leave any stone unturned.

The third question:

IS THE DRIVE TOWARDS CREATIVITY ONLY ANOTHER EXPRESSION OF OUR

INABILITY TO SIT QUIETLY AND DO NOTHING?

You will have to understand two kinds of creativity. One is exactly what you are saying --

it is an escape from the uneasiness of not doing anything and just sitting silently. The whole

world is workaholic, and the whole world goes on driving everybody nuts: "Do this! Do that!

Don't waste time!" So your whole mind is programmed for work, for efficiency. Naturally

you cannot sit down silently, you have to do something. It can take the form of some kind of

creation: music, poetry, sculpture, but this is not true creativity.

The true creativity comes out of sitting silently. When you are so totally quiet that there is

no thought, no wave in the ocean of your being, out of this silence comes a different kind of

creativity.

The first I can only call composition. The second is authentic creativity. They look alike,

and sometimes the composer may even do better than the man of creativity. But the composer

will never be original, he will always be copying. Only the creator can be original, can break

new doors into the mystery of existence.

George Gurdjieff has gone deeply into this matter, and he has called the first, subjective

creativity; it is mind oriented. And the other he has called the real objective creativity.

Whatever names are given, that is not the question, but he knows the difference -- that the

people who created the Taj Mahal were not simply architects, they were not simply

technologically knowledgeable.

The emperor who made the Taj Mahal called Sufis from all over the world -- not the

architects, but the Sufi mystics -- to give the idea of the Taj Mahal. It was created in order to

become an object of meditation. If you sit silently by the Taj Mahal in a fullmoon night, you

start becoming silent. The very form of the Taj Mahal creates a certain quality in you, just as

has been found about pyramids -- that the very shape of the pyramid is life preserving. It

detracts everything life negative.

When, in the very beginning of this century, the first pyramid was opened, they found a

dead cat inside. They could not believe it. The pyramid was three thousand years old, so the

cat must have died three thousand years ago. Just by accident she may have entered when

they were closing it, and could not get out. But the body of the cat was absolutely fresh, as if



it had just died. No stink... in three thousand years.

Then the scientists started looking at the shape of the pyramids -- there must be

something in the very shape of the pyramids. And now they have made pyramids for

meditators, small aluminium pyramids. You sit inside and you suddenly find you are more

alive, you suddenly find more silence.

We are going to create new campuses around in the pyramid shape for meditators. Even

people who live inside a pyramid find it very rejuvenating. The scientists could not believe it;

they themselves found that they were more alive inside the pyramid than they were outside.

Something happens; just the shape of the pyramid is the thing.

Those pyramids were created by Egyptian mystics from very ancient scriptures from the

continent, Atlantis, that drowned either by natural catastrophe or by man's stupidity. But in

Alexandria in Egypt, they had saved everything worthwhile from the lost continents of

Lemuria and Atlantis. The library of Alexandria was so big -- perhaps the biggest library in

the world. The Mohammedan, Khalif Omar, burned it down.

You can see the stupid logic. With the holy Koran in one hand, and a burning torch in the

other, Khalif Omar entered the library and asked the chief librarian, "You have to answer a

question, because the very existence of your library depends on it. Is there anything more in

your library than is in the Koran?"

The librarian saw the strategy. If he said there was more, then certainly it had to be

destroyed, because nothing more is needed than the Koran; it is enough. If he said... and that's

what he said, being a very intelligent person, knowing perfectly well there was so much more

in the library than the Koran. He said, "Whatever is contained in the Koran in a condensed

form is available in the library. It is the same."

Although he tried by his answer to save the library, he did not know the fanatic mind.

Omar said, "If it is the same, then it is not needed, the Koran is enough. Why bother with

so many books?" Omar burned it, and that library was so vast that it took six months for the

fire to destroy it.

It had all the maps of the pyramids, and the reasoning why that particular shape is

rejuvenating.

Pyramids can be called authentic creativity, but our so-called painters and our so-called

musicians have no understanding of meditation. So it is just being busy without business, just

doing something because the society does not accept you sitting silently.

From my very childhood, my uncles, my relatives had been telling me, "You will end up

in nothing, because you simply sit and do nothing."

I said, "That's exactly what I am searching for -- to be nothing."

They shrugged their shoulders; they could not understand -- what kind of a man is this

who does not take an insult? In their minds to be nothing is humiliation; one has to be

something! And I said to them, "You cannot humiliate me. To be something is humiliating.

When one can be nothing, so vast, so infinite, why should one be something? Something is a

limitation."

So if your creativity comes out of your silence, out of your Zen, out of your meditations,

then it is authentic, original. If it comes only as an occupation because you are feeling lost

and there is nothing to do -- a long holiday, so you start doing something.... That is not

coming out of your silences, it is coming out of your crazy mind.

It happened once...

A painting of Picasso was sold for one million dollars. The woman who purchased it

wanted the critics to inquire whether it was authentic, original, or a copy.



One critic said, "It is certainly original because I was present." He was a friend of

Picasso; he said, "I was present when he was painting this painting, so you can take it for

granted, without any doubt, that is the original."

But the woman was not satisfied. She went to Picasso himself, and she told him, "It does

not matter to me, I have purchased it. I simply want to know whether it is original."

Picasso looked at the painting, and he made a strange statement. The critic was present,

and the woman who had been living with Picasso was present, and Picasso said, "This is not

original."

And the woman said, "You have painted it in front of my eyes, and this critic was present

also. How can you say such a thing -- that this is not original?"

He said, "It is true that I have painted it, but it is not original. I have already painted the

same painting before. Finding nothing to do, I repeatedly painted the same painting; that is in

the museum in Paris. You can go and see; this is just a copy. It does not matter who makes

the copy. I have made the copy; that does not make it original. A copy is a copy whoever

makes it. It has come out of my inability to sit silent; it is only a copy. But the first one is

original. It came out of the silences of my being; I had no idea what I was doing. When I was

painting this painting, I knew everything that I was doing. This is a mind product; the first

one has arisen from beyond the mind."

Anything that arises from your silences has a beauty, a truthfulness, an authenticity. And

that which arises out of the mind is only a carbon copy. Howsoever beautiful it may appear to

the ignorant, it cannot be called a creative phenomenon.

If you have been to Agra to see the Taj Mahal, you will find that on the other side of the

Yamuna there are the foundations of another Taj Mahal -- just the foundations. The same

emperor who allowed the Sufi mystics to design the Taj Mahal thought, "It is too costly to

bring all these mystics from Persia and Arabia. And now that we have the model..."

It took thirty years for one thousand artists to make the Taj Mahal. He released them, and

he told the architects that were available in New Delhi, "Now that the Taj Mahal is ready,

you can build the same on the other side of the bank."

This Taj Mahal was going to be his wife's samadhi. It is from his wife's name that it

became Taj Mahal; her name was Mumtaz Mahal. The other he was creating for himself. And

the architect said, "There is no problem. We can build exactly the same thing on the other

side." And they suggested, "If one is made in white marble it will be a good contrast to make

the other in black marble."

They could not complete it because the emperor was imprisoned by his son, and the son

was not interested at all. So it has remained only a foundation. But even if it had been

completed, it would not have been a creative act, it would have been only technologically

copied from the original.

And the mistake is immediately seen -- they did not think of the whiteness and the

communion with the full moon. Black marble does not have that beauty in the full moon. It

cannot create a luminosity within you, it cannot wake you up. So even if they had completed

it, it would not have been authentic and original.

If you don't have to do anything, that is the greatest moment just to be. Don't do anything.

Be silent. Do only when things are necessary to be done. So much nonsense will be cut out

and you will have much more energy to explore the inner.

The sutra:
BELOVED OSHO,
SHOHEI -- SUIBI'S DISCIPLE -- ASKED SUIBI, "WHAT IS THE MEANING OF BODHIDHARMA'S



COMING FROM THE WEST?"

It is a traditional question. Everybody knows the answer, but it has been asked to every

master, and always a different answer has been given. The question has remained the same,

but because the master is different, the disciple is different and the times have changed, no

master ever repeats any other master's answer.

Everybody knows that Bodhidharma came to China to convey the message of Gautam

Buddha. But this answer will not be given by any Zen master. This will be too superficial, too

informative, too knowledgeable, but not existential.

What is the meaning of Bodhidharma's coming?

SUIBI SAID, "I'LL TELL YOU LATER WHEN NOBODY IS AROUND."

Now Suibi is a very subtle master. He has already answered without answering it. He is

saying, "I will tell you when nobody is around." That includes the questioner, that includes

Suibi himself. "When nobody is around, I will answer it." That nobodiness is the meaning of

Gautam Buddha's essential teaching.

But Suibi did not manage to satisfy Shohei. Shohei could not get to the point where Suibi

was pointing -- "I will tell you later when nobody is around." He misunderstood it, just as you

would have misunderstood him.

SOMETIME LATER, SHOHEI SAID, "NOW, THERE IS NOBODY. PLEASE MASTER, TELL ME THE
ANSWER."
SUIBI, GETTING DOWN FROM THE ZEN STOOL, TOOK SHOHEI TO THE BAMBOO GARDEN.
AGAIN, SHOHEI ASKED, "NOW, THERE IS NOBODY. PLEASE MASTER, TELL ME THE
ANSWER."

His silence is every time giving him the answer: "You don't understand. When you say

nobody is there, you are there, I am there. When the questioner is not there, and the answerer

is not there, you will get the meaning of why Bodhidharma came from India to China."

Shohei goes on insisting. So finally, inside the bamboos, SUIBI, POINTING TO THE

BAMBOOS, SAID, "THIS BAMBOO IS THAT LONG, THAT BAMBOO IS THAT

SHORT."

You will not see any logical connection. There is no logical connection, but there is

something more fundamentally connected. What he is saying is, "Bodhidharma came to teach

suchness. This bamboo is long, so what? This bamboo is short, but there is no problem. I

have never heard these bamboos discussing, `Why are you long and why am I short?' Neither

does the short one feel inferior, nor the long one feel superior. They are both enjoying

existence in their totality.

"So just be, without comparing. Settle down in your own consciousness, and you will

know the answer, the answer that cannot be given from outside."

Issa wrote:
AROUND THE HEARTH --
THE SMILE THAT BIDS US WELCOME
IS ALSO A FAREWELL!



He is saying, the beginning is also the end, the meeting is also a departing. One has to

understand this contradictoriness, this paradoxical nature of existence. The welcoming smile

is also a farewell.

In a very small haiku he has expressed the very essence of non-comparative, non-relative

existentialness, in which all contradictions dissolve, in which all paradoxes meet; where night

is not against the day, and death is not against life; where nobody is superior and nobody is

inferior; where the beggar and the emperor are the same.

This sameness, this suchness is the Manifesto of Zen: a declaration of the beauty of your

individuality, and at the same time a declaration of dispersing that individuality into the

universal.

The less you are, the more you are.

If you are nothing at all, then you are everything.

This is the Manifesto of Zen.

Maneesha's question:

BELOVED OSHO,

ERICH FROMM HAS WRITTEN IN AN ESSAY ENTITLED, `PSYCHOANALYSIS

AND ZEN BUDDHISM': "I HAVE PROPOSED THAT IF ONE CARRIES FREUD'S

PRINCIPLE OF THE TRANSFORMATION OF UNCONSCIOUSNESS INTO

CONSCIOUSNESS TO ITS ULTIMATE CONSEQUENCES, ONE APPROACHES THE

CONCEPT OF ENLIGHTENMENT."

WOULD YOU COMMENT?

Maneesha, in the first place psychoanalysis has nothing to do with Zen, and in the second

place, Zen has nothing to do with Buddhism. It has something to do with Buddha, but not

with Buddhism, not with the doctrine that has arisen around Buddha's words, the philosophy,

the religion, the cult.

Erich Fromm, himself, being a man of psychoanalysis, looks at Zen from a particular

point of view, and that is the wrong way of looking at Zen. Zen has to be entered directly, not

as a Mohammedan, and not as a Hindu, and not as a psychoanalyst, and not as a communist.

If you already have a framework, a pattern, then you will impose that pattern on Zen. And

Zen is so innocent, just like a small child.

You can make that small child a Hindu, you can make that small child a Mohammedan,

or a Christian, or a Buddhist, or whatever you want. It is a question of writing on an empty

paper. The child is utterly empty, available for you to write whatever you want to write upon

it. And people never look at their own conditioning....

Erich Fromm is conditioned as a psychoanalyst; hence, it seems to him to be very right

that "if one carries Freud's principle of the transformation of unconsciousness into

consciousness to its ultimate consequences, one approaches the concept of enlightenment."

Enlightenment is not a concept, it is an experience. And even Sigmund Freud is not

enlightened. You will be surprised to know that he was not even psychoanalyzed. His

disciples insisted again and again, "Why don't you go through psychoanalysis? Now we are

ready, we can be the psychoanalysts and you be the patient" -- and he always refused.

What was the fear? The same fears that are hidden in everybody -- one is hiding one's

wounds, one's inferiority, one's fears.



Sigmund Freud was very much afraid of death, so much so that even the mention of the

word `death' was enough to give him a fit. He would fall down from the chair, and would

start foaming from the mouth. Now this man and enlightenment are as totally different as

possible.

He expelled one of his most deserving disciples, Carl Gustav Jung, who was supposed to

succeed him. But because Jung mentioned death three times, and caused a shaking fit for

poor Sigmund Freud, Freud expelled him.

But you should not think that Carl Gustav Jung was not afraid of death. He wanted to go

to Egypt. At least six times he booked his tickets and canceled them. Six times he even

reached the airport and then freaked out. What was the fear? The fear was of seeing the dead

bodies, the mummies of the old kings and queens. He was interested in seeing them, but was

also afraid that it would give him the idea: "You are not immortal, you are also going to die.

Great emperors could not save themselves." So the fear...

Psychoanalysis is a very ordinary thing, and it is very helpful to people who are going a

little abnormal. Ordinarily everybody is normally crazy, but normally crazy, within

boundaries. Everybody knows what his weak points are. He hides, but sometimes in some

stress situation a person starts behaving beyond the normal boundaries. Psychoanalysis is

helpful for bringing the fellow back to the prison -- he was getting out of it.

But it is not that psychoanalysis taken to its ultimate consequences will be the same as

enlightenment. Enlightenment is an effort to take you beyond the mind, and psychoanalysis is

an effort to keep you within the mind. Their very processes are opposite. Erich Fromm is

absolutely wrong.

It is time for Sardar Gurudayal Singh. Put on the light!

One afternoon down in Podunk, Alabama, at the Abe Lincoln Elementary School, Miss

Velcro, the black teacher, is giving an English lesson.

"Now, class," says Miss Velcro, "today we are going to write some poetry. And for our

theme, we are going to go back to our black roots in Africa. I want you to write a poem using

that famous African town, Timbuktu."

For the next ten minutes, everybody writes. And at the end of the class, Miss Velcro says,

"Okay, children, before we go home, would anyone like to read out their poem to the class?"

Two boys, Little Black George and Little Black Washington, raise their hands

enthusiastically.

"Good," says Miss Velcro. "George, you read yours first."

George stands up and says proudly:

"Far away in a distant land,

Out across the burning sand,

Black men on camels march two by two,

On their way to Timbuktu!"

The classroom cheers loudly, and then Miss Velcro says, "That was very good, George.

Now let us hear your poem, Washington."

Little Washington jumps up, clears his throat, and says:

"Me and my older brother Tim,

A-hunting we did go.

We came upon three pretty girls,

A-sleeping in a row.



Since they was three and we was two,

I bucked one -- and Timbuktu!"

Maureen O'Murphy receives this letter from her son Patrick, at college in Dublin:

Dear Mother,

Send me fifty pounds immediately.

Your loving son, Patrick

P.S. I am so ashamed to have written you this letter asking for money, that I sent my

friend Michael, to get it back, but the postman had already collected it. I can only hope that

this letter gets lost in the post!

His mother replies:

Dear Son,

Don't worry, the letter was lost in the post.

Your loving mother, Maureen

P.S. I would have enclosed fifty pounds, but the postman has already collected the letter.

The Muggins family are gathered around the dinner table one evening, when young

Melvin Muggins gets up to make an announcement.

"I would like to take this opportunity," begins Melvin, "to tell you all that I am going to

marry Hilda Haggard, the girl across the street."

"What?" cries his father, Mr. Muggins. "Her family did not leave her any money!"

"That's right!" snaps Mrs. Muggins. "And she has not saved a penny!"

"She does not know anything about football!" shouts Little Monty Muggins.

"She is weird!" cries Little Mildred Muggins. "I have never seen anyone with such frizzy

hair!"

"That's right!" shouts Uncle Mitch. "And all she ever does is sit around all day reading

trashy novels!"

"And look at her clothes!" cries Aunty Mabel. "I have never seen such terrible taste!"

"That's nothing!" screeches Grandma Muggins. "You should see the makeup she paints

all over her face!"

"That's all true," replies Melvin calmly, "but she has one big advantage over all of us."

"Really?" everyone cries. "What is that?"

"Well," explains Melvin, "she has no family."

Nivedano...

(Drumbeat)

(Gibberish)

Nivedano...

(Drumbeat)

Be silent...

Close your eyes... and feel your bodies to be completely frozen.

This is the right moment to enter in.



With a deep urgency, gather all your energies and consciousness, and rush towards your

inner center of being which is just two inches below the navel, inside you.

Faster and faster...

Deeper and deeper...

As you are coming closer to the center, a great silence descends over you, a peace that

passeth understanding.

And inside, at the center, you encounter your very self, your very buddha, for the first

time. It is only a presence, a light, a flame. This flame is rooted in the eternal fire of

existence.

You have been here always, and you will be here always. Only forms change, but the

existential truth remains without any change. It is your ultimate being. In this ultimateness

you are no more there, but the whole is. The dewdrop has disappeared in the ocean, or the

ocean has disappeared in the dewdrop. This is one of the greatest moments to become a

witness.

Witness that you are not the body...

Witness that you are not the mind...

Witness that you are only a pure witnessing consciousness....

The deeper this consciousness goes, the closer you are coming to your ultimate nature,

the buddha.

Relax into witnessing.

Nivedano...

(Drumbeat)

Just a silent witnessing, and all boundaries disappear. And suddenly, Gautama the

Buddha Auditorium becomes an ocean of consciousness. Ten thousand buddhas are no longer

there, only a single pure fire of awareness. This is your very nature.

Zen is not a religion, it is a manifesto of your very nature.

It is a freedom from all social structures.

It is a freedom even from yourself.

It is pure freedom.

In this freedom, all that is creative arises.

All that is beautiful blossoms... all that is significant.

A grace that you have never been aware of surrounds you.

An aura of light follows you.

Collect all these experiences before Nivedano calls you back.

You are not to become anyone, you have just to dissolve into the totality of existence. In

this annihilation, you reach to the highest peak of consciousness. In that peak there is light

and there is joy, and there is song and there is dance -- but there is no "I" at all.

Persuade the buddha, the flame, to come behind you. It has been hiding inside your being

since eternity. You have never explored the inner space, otherwise there is no need of any

religion, and no need of any temple.

This very body becomes the temple.

And this very consciousness becomes the buddha.



These are the three small steps....

First, request the buddha, the internal and the eternal flame to follow you, to become part

of your ordinary day-to-day life.

In the second step, you start becoming a shadow to the buddha. He takes you over; you

start disappearing.

In the third step, even your shadow is no longer there, only a pure presence of the buddha.

This is not an achievement, you are already it -- you have forgotten the language.

The Zen Manifesto is simply to remind you.

The last words of Gautam Buddha were: sammasati -- "remember."

In a single word, everything significant is contained: sammasati.

Nivedano...

(Drumbeat)

Come back, but come back as buddhas -- peaceful, silent, relaxed.

Just for a few seconds sit down with closed eyes to remember, to make a note of where

you have been, to what depth you have been able to reach; what is the taste of silence, peace,

what is the taste of disappearing into the ultimate...

The last words of Gautam Buddha contain the Zen Manifesto: sammasati. Remember

what is your inner space. Just remember.

There is nothing to achieve, and there is nothing to become. You are already that which

you have been seeking in all your lives in different ways, on different paths. But you have

never looked inwards.

Look in. And whenever you have time, you know the path. Just go again and again to the

inner space so that your fear of disappearing is dropped, you start enjoying being nobody, and

you start remembering the forgotten language.

Sammasati...

Okay, Maneesha?

Yes, Osho.
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BELOVED OSHO,
TOZAN HAD A QUESTION ABOUT WHETHER INANIMATE OBJECTS EXPOUND THE DHARMA.
TOZAN VISITED ISAN, WHO RECOMMENDED THAT HE GO TO SEE UNGAN.
WITH UNGAN, TOZAN WAS FIRST MADE AWARE OF THE TRUTH, AND HE COMPOSED THE
FOLLOWING GATHA TO RECORD HIS EXPERIENCE:
"HOW WONDERFUL! HOW WONDERFUL!
THE INANIMATE EXPOUNDING THE DHARMA --
WHAT AN INEFFABLE TRUTH!
IF YOU TRY TO HEAR IT WITH YOUR EARS,
YOU WILL NEVER UNDERSTAND IT.
ONLY WHEN YOU HEAR IT THROUGH THE EYE,
WILL YOU REALLY KNOW IT."
UNGAN ASKED HIM, "ARE YOU HAPPY NOW?"
TOZAN ANSWERED, "I DO NOT SAY THAT I AM NOT HAPPY, BUT MY HAPPINESS IS LIKE
THAT OF SOMEONE WHO HAS PICKED UP A BRIGHT PEARL FROM A HEAP OF GARBAGE."
FOR A WHILE AFTER HIS ENLIGHTENMENT, TOZAN CONTINUED TO TRAVEL AROUND
CHINA. ONE DAY HE ARRIVED AT LEH T'AN AND MET THE HEAD MONK, CH'U. CH'U
GREETED TOZAN AND SAID:
"WONDERFUL, WONDERFUL --
THE INCONCEIVABLE REALMS OF TAO AND BUDDHA!"
TOZAN RESPONDED, "I DON'T KNOW ABOUT THESE REALMS. WHO IS TALKING OF THEM?"
CH'U REMAINED SILENT, AND TOZAN SHOUTED, "SPEAK!"
CH'U THEN SAID, "NO NEED TO FIGHT ABOUT IT. THAT IS THE WAY TO MISS."
TOZAN REPLIED, "IF IT HAS NOT BEEN MENTIONED, HOW CAN THERE BE FIGHTING AND
MISSING?"
CH'U COULD MAKE NO ANSWER TO THIS.
TOZAN THEN SAID, "BUDDHA AND TAO -- NEXT YOU WILL TALK OF SUTRAS."
CH'U REPLIED, "WHAT DO THE SUTRAS SAY ABOUT THIS?"
TOZAN RESPONDED, "WHEN ALL IS UNDERSTOOD, WORDS ARE FORGOTTEN."
CH'U SAID, "THIS IS SICKNESS OF THE MIND."
TOZAN SAID, "IS THIS SICKNESS SLIGHT OR SEVERE?"
CH'U COULD MAKE NO REPLY TO TOZAN.

Friends,

A new series begins today AWAKENING OF THE BUDDHA



Before the sutras there are a few questions from the sannyasins.

The first question:

GESTA ITAL, A FORMER FAMOUS GERMAN ACTRESS, WAS THE FIRST

WESTERN WOMAN WHO WAS ALLOWED TO ENTER IN A ZEN MONASTERY IN

JAPAN AND TO WORK WITH AN ENLIGHTENED MASTER.

SHE WROTE TWO BOOKS ABOUT HER PATH AND HER EXPERIENCE OF

ENLIGHTENMENT. WHEN I READ THESE BOOKS I HAD THE IMPRESSION OF A

VERY HARD AND LONELY PATH. BEING WITH YOU IS MUCH MORE JOYFUL

AND PLAYFUL. WOULD YOU LIKE TO SAY SOMETHING ABOUT THIS

DIFFERENCE?

The traditional Zen is hard. It takes twenty to thirty years of constant meditation,

withdrawing from everywhere all your energy and devoting it only to meditation.

That tradition comes from Gautam Buddha himself. He had to find his enlightenment

after twelve years of hard work.

I am changing it completely from the traditional Zen, because I don't see that the

contemporary man can devote twenty or thirty years to meditation only. If Zen remains that

hard, it will disappear from the world. It has already disappeared from China, it is

disappearing from Japan, and it disappeared from India long ago. It remained in India for

only five hundred years after Gautam Buddha. In the sixth century it reached China,

remained there for only a few centuries, and moved to Japan. And now it is almost extinct

from both China and Japan.

You will be surprised to know that my books are being taught in the Zen monasteries.

Zen masters have written letters to me: "Perhaps now Zen will exist in India, in its original

place. It is disappearing from Japan because people are more interested in technology, in

science."

That is the situation in India too. Very few people are interested in the inner exploration.

Here you can find a few people from every country, but these are so few compared to the five

billion human beings on the earth. Ten thousand is not a great number.

Zen has to be transformed in a way that the contemporary man can be interested in it. It

has to be easy, relaxed, it has not to be hard. That old traditional type is no longer possible,

nor is it needed. Once it has been explored, once a single man has become enlightened, the

path becomes easy. You don't have to discover electricity again and again. Once discovered

you start using it -- you don't have to be great scientists.

The man who discovered electricity worked on it for almost twenty years. Three hundred

disciples started with him and nobody remained because it took so long; everybody became

exhausted. But the original scientist continued. His explanation to his own disciples was,

"The more we are failing in finding the root of electricity, the closer we are going to the very

root. Every failure is bringing us closer to the discovery."

And finally, one night in the darkness, suddenly the first electric bulb started radiating.

And you cannot conceive the joy of the man who had been working for thirty years. His

silence... he was in awe. He could not believe his own eyes that after all this time it had

happened, electricity had been controlled -- "Now in our hands, how to use it?"

His wife called to him, "Come inside the bedroom, it is the middle of the night. Put the

light out!"



She was not aware that it was no ordinary light, and that the scientist had called her --

"Come here and be the first to see something original. You will be the first person I will

introduce to the secrets of electricity."

Now, you don't have to work for thirty years to know about electricity. Nor do you have

to work thirty years for the Zen experience.

The awakening of the buddha is a very easy and relaxed phenomenon. Now that so many

people have awakened, the path has become clear-cut; it is no longer hard and arduous. You

can playfully enter inside and joyously experience the awakening of awareness. It is not as

far away as it was for Gautam Buddha.

For Gautam Buddha it was an absolute unknown. He was searching for it like a blind

man, knowing nothing about where he was going. But he was a man of tremendous courage,

who for twelve years went on searching, exploring every method available in his time... all

the teachers who were talking about philosophy and yoga. He went from one teacher to

another, and every teacher finally said to him, "I can tell you only this much. More than this I

don't know myself."

Finally, he remained alone, and he dropped all yoga disciplines. He had his own five

disciples, who thought that he was a great ascetic. But when they saw that he had dropped all

yoga discipline, and he was no longer fasting, they dropped him. All those five disciples left

him -- "He has fallen from his greatness; he is no longer a saint; he has become ordinary."

But in that ordinariness, when he had dropped everything -- just being tired and exhausted

-- that fullmoon night when the five disciples left him, he slept under the bodhi tree,

completely free from this world and completely free from the very search for that world. For

the first time he was utterly relaxed: no desire to find anything, no desire to become anything.

And in that moment of non-desiring, he suddenly awakened and became a buddha.

Buddhahood came to him in a relaxed state.

You don't have to work for twelve years, you can just start from the relaxed state. It was

the last point in Gautam Buddha's journey. It can be the first point in your journey.

And the first thing Gautam Buddha did after he became awakened was to go in search of

those five disciples to share what had happened to him. And when he reached those five

disciples... they saw him coming -- it is a very beautiful story.

They decided, "Gautama is coming, but we are not going to pay any respect to him. He

has stopped being a holy man; he has started living a relaxed and comfortable life."

But as Buddha came closer, all the five disciples stood up. Although they had decided not

to pay him any respect, in spite of their decision, they could see that Gautama had changed

completely -- "He is no more the same person we used to know. He is coming with such a

silence, with such contentment. It seems he has found it." And they all touched Gautam

Buddha's feet.

And Gautam Buddha's first statement to them was, "When you had decided not to pay

attention to me, why are you paying such respect?"

All those five asked to be forgiven. They said, "We were thinking you were the same old

Gautama. We used to know you -- for five years we have been together, but you are not the

same person anymore."

Enlightenment is such a transformation that you are a totally different person. The old

person dies away, and a totally new awareness, a fresh bliss, a flowering, a spring which has

never been there...

It took twelve years for Gautam Buddha. It need not take even twelve minutes for you. It

is simply an art, to relax into yourself. In the traditional Zen they are still doing whatever



Buddha did in his ignorance, and finally they drop it.

I am telling you, why not drop it right now?

You can relax this very moment!

And in that relaxation you will find the light, the awareness, the awakening.

What has happened to Gesta Ital, is not necessarily an introduction to Zen. She has been

in the company of old and traditional Zen masters. I understand Zen to be a very simple,

innocent, joyful method. There is nothing ascetic in it, nothing life-negative -- no need to

renounce the world, no need to become a monk, no need to enter a monastery. You have to

enter into yourself. That can be done anywhere.

We are doing it in the simplest way possible. And only if Zen becomes as simple as I am

trying to make it, can the contemporary man be interested in it. Otherwise he has so much to

do -- so many things to do, so many paths to explore, so many things to distract him.

Zen has to become such a small playful thing, that while you are going to sleep -- just

before that -- within five minutes you can enter into yourself, and you can remain at the very

center of your being the whole night. Your whole night can become a peaceful, silent

awareness. Sleep will be in the body, but underneath it there will be a current of light from

the evening till the morning.

And once you know that even in sleep a certain awareness can be present inside you, then

the whole day, doing all kinds of things, you can remain alert, conscious. Buddhahood has to

be a very normal, ordinary, simple and human affair.

The second question:

I CANNOT PUT IT INTO WORDS HOW MUCH I AM ALWAYS TOUCHED BY THE

BEAUTY OF YOUR EXPRESSIONS -- IN YOUR WORDS, YOUR GESTURES AND

NOW ESPECIALLY IN YOUR PAINTINGS.

WHAT EXACTLY HAPPENS, WHEN YOU ARE SITTING IN FRONT OF AN EMPTY

PAPER?

IS THERE STILL AN URGE FOR ARTISTIC CREATIVITY WHEN ONE IS

ENLIGHTENED?

COULD YOU PLEASE TELL US ABOUT ZEN AND ART AND CREATIVITY?

Zen prevents you from nothing. It opens everything that is potential in you. If you have a

potentiality of being a painter, Zen will open it -- you may not have been aware of it. If there

is a potentiality for poetry, Zen will open that potentiality, and for the first time you will start

thinking in poetry, not in prose.

The same is true about music or dance, or scientific exploration. Any kind of original

experiences, Zen allows you. It is not preventive of anything. It is affirmative, the most

affirmative experience in life. It simply makes you aware of all that is hidden in you, of all

that you have never looked at. It not only makes you aware, it helps you to explore that

potentiality.

Zen is not a dry, desertlike experience, it is very juicy, a beautiful garden -- a spring in

your life where flowers suddenly start opening up. One never knows what is going to happen

to him when he becomes aware. It is not a decision on your part, it is not a choice. It is a

choiceless, simple experience -- you start moving into a certain direction. Suddenly that

direction becomes so full of life, so attractive that you can devote everything to it.

Zen is a very creative experience; it is not like other religions. All the religions are



non-creative. In fact, the so-called saints don't do anything. They are not great poets, they are

not great dancers, they are not great musicians. But the real and authentic saints, who are very

few among the so-called saints...

Just the other day I received the information that this pope in his four years of office has

made more than two thousand people saints. It is a certificate. He goes on giving certificates

to all kinds of people who can donate money. Now the Catholic church owns the biggest

bank in the world -- the Bank of America. The Catholic church owns the greatest amount of

land in the world -- more than any other country.

The method in the past has been war, killing people. Thousands of people have been

killed just to take possession of their properties, or they have been forced to become

Catholics. A single Catholic emperor, Constantine, killed ten thousand people in a single day.

He just called an assembly of all those who were not Catholics in a great auditorium in

Rome, and ordered the army to shoot everybody: "We don't want anybody other than

Christians in Rome." He forced the whole of Italy to become Christian... just at the point of

the gun.

The whole history of Christianity is of wars and nothing else -- killing and violence. And

the same is true about the other religions in a lesser measure; they are destructive. They are

destructive in many ways. They destroy people by creating guilt, by making them sinners, by

forcing them to renounce the world and all that is pleasant, and to go into hardships

unnecessarily. But those who go into hardships are respected and their hardship has nothing

to contribute to the world, only sickness, only guilt. All your saints are together enforcing

guilt in you.

So in this way they destroy humanity, and in other ways they kill people because they

don't belong to their fold. They force people -- either by the sword, or with bread. In the past

they used to come with a sword, now they come with bread. The poor have been always

vulnerable to being converted, either by force or by bribery. But this is not religiousness at

all, this is pure politics.

Zen is an authentic religious experience. Its authenticity is in its opening of creativeness

in human beings. Zen masters have never killed anyone. They have not forced anyone to their

path; on the contrary, you have to go to them. And it has been very difficult to be accepted;

the masters have been very choosy. Unless you show an immense desire and longing, they

will not initiate you; the question of conversion does not arise.

You have to go to the well, the well does not come to you. The well does not even invite

you, it is simply there, available.

The third question:

WHEN ENERGY GOES INWARD IT TURNS INTO THOUGHTS, FEELINGS,

EMOTIONS, AND WHEN ENERGY GOES OUTWARD IT TURNS INTO

RELATIONSHIPS WITH BEINGS AND NATURE. BUT WHEN ENERGY DOES NOT

MOVE INWARD OR OUTWARD, IT IS JUST THERE PULSATING, VIBRATING.

THEN IT IS ONE WITH THE EXISTENCE, ONE WITH THE WHOLE. IS THIS ZAZEN?

Exactly. When the energy is just there -- not going anywhere, just pulsating at the original

source, just radiating its light there, blossoming like a lotus, neither going out nor going in --

it is simply here and now.

When I say go inward, I am simply saying don't go on moving in the head.



The whole society forces your energy to move in the head. All education consists of the

basic technique of how to pulsate the energy only in the head -- how to make you a great

mathematician, how to make you a great physician. All the education in the world consists of

taking the energy into the head.

Zen asks you to come out of the head and go to the basic source -- from where the

educational system around the world has been taking the energy, putting it into the head, and

turning it into thoughts, images, and creating thinking. It has its uses. It is not that Zen is not

aware of the uses of energy in the head, but if all the energy is used in the head, you will

never become aware of your eternity. You may become a very great thinker and philosopher,

but you will never know, as an experience, what life is. You will never know as an

experience, what it is to be one with the whole.

When the energy is just at the center, pulsating... When it is not moving anywhere,

neither in the head nor in the heart, but it is at the very source from where the heart takes it,

the head takes it... pulsating at the very source -- that is the very meaning of Zazen.

Zazen means just sitting at the very source, not moving anywhere. A tremendous force

arises, a transformation of energy into light and love, into greater life, into compassion, into

creativity. It can take many forms, but first you have to learn how to be at the source. Then

the source will decide where your potential is. You can relax at the source, and it will take

you to your very potential. It does not mean that you have to stop thinking forever, it simply

means you should be aware and alert and capable of moving into the source. When you need

the head you can move the energy into the head, and when you need to love, you can move

the energy into the heart.

But you need not think twenty-four hours. When you are not thinking you have to relax

back into your center -- that keeps the Zen man constantly content, alert, joyful. A

blissfulness surrounds him; it is not an act, it is simply radiation.

Zazen is the strategy of Zen. Literally it means just sitting. Sitting where? Sitting at the

very source. And once in a while, if you go on sitting in the source, you can manage all

mental activities without any disturbance, you can manage all heart activities without any

difficulty. And still, whenever you have time, you need not unnecessarily think, you need not

unnecessarily feel, you can just be.

Just being is Zazen.

And if you can just be -- only for a few minutes in twenty-four hours -- that is enough to

keep you alert of your buddhahood.

Before the sutras, a little biographical note.
TOZAN RYOKAI, A DISCIPLE OF UNGAN, WAS BORN IN CHINA IN 807, AND DIED IN 869. HE
ORIGINALLY WAS A MEMBER OF THE VINAYA SECT, BUT LATER BECAME INTERESTED IN
ZEN AND SET OUT ON A JOURNEY TO FIND A MASTER.

The Vinaya sect is the Buddhist name of the people who are interested in the scriptures,

in the words of the masters in a philosophical and scholarly way. They are mentally active,

but they are not moving into the experience themselves. They gather as much knowledge as

possible, they become very wise. They know all the answers that are in the sutras, but they

don't have a single experience of their own.

Tozan was first a scholar, studying all the literature -- and Buddhism has the greatest

literature in the world. Compared to any other religion it has more scriptures.

Just as Gautam Buddha died, his disciples became separated into thirty-two branches.



Immediately there were thirty-two branches of scholarship, of different scriptures and sutras,

pretending to be authentic, pretending to be the only true ones. The problem was that for

forty-two years Gautam Buddha was teaching, morning and evening -- a few people heard a

few things, a few people heard a few other things.

In forty-two years he was constantly moving from one place to another place. Obviously

there were different people who had heard different things from him, and they compiled

sutras. Immediately thirty-two branches started. Gautam Buddha had not written a single

word, but every branch pretended to be the authentic one -- "this is what Buddha said..."

It is very difficult now to find out what actually was said by Gautam Buddha, and what

was added by the disciples. So there is a great scholarship in the Buddhist world where

people search into scriptures trying to find what is authentic and what is not.

Just recently, the same kind of scholarship has started in Europe. The professors and the

very scholarly Christians have formed a special committee, the Biblical Scholars. And they

are now searching for what exactly was said by Jesus, and what has been added by others --

what is fiction, what is myth, what is truth.

Just a few days ago, Pope the Polack declared to all the Catholics of the world: "Don't

listen to the Biblical Scholars" -- because the Biblical Scholars are taking out many things

which have been added to the Bible which are not true. Events, miracles, the virgin birth, the

resurrection... the Biblical Scholars are taking all those things out. It is agreed that they are

the most scholarly group in Europe concerning the Bible.

They meet every few months, and they discuss papers. And if you listen to them, almost

ninety percent of the Bible disappears. And they are absolutely right, because for the first

time they are searching at the roots from where this saying, this statement, this gospel, has

come. A few are found to be in the ancient scriptures of the pagans, and those scriptures have

been destroyed so that nobody can prove that Jesus ever said these things.

Even the idea of the virgin birth is more ancient than Jesus. It was a pagan god, a Roman

god who was thought to be born from a virgin, and to the same god, the crucifixion

happened. And to the same god is connected the idea of the resurrection. All that has been

taken and compiled into the Bible. The pagans have been destroyed, their temples have been

burned, their scriptures have been destroyed. Now these Biblical Scholars are trying to find

ways and methods to uncover the facts from contemporary literature about when Jesus was

alive.

One of the gospels was written in India -- the fifth gospel of Thomas. It has not been

included in the Bible, for the simple reason that it was not available to Constantine, who was

compiling, and who was deciding what was to be included and what was not to be included.

It was because of him that all these ideas and mythologies and fictions have been added to the

life of Jesus.

The same is true about Buddhist literature: much is borrowed from Hindu literature; much

is borrowed from Jaina literature, because these were contemporaries. And a few

contemporaries of Buddha have left no literature behind, but they were also teaching in the

places where Buddha was teaching, so many of their teachings have been compiled and

mixed with Gautam Buddha's.

A very scholarly tradition exists in Zen to find out the original teachings of Buddha. But

even if you can find what is the original statement and what is not, that does not mean you

can become enlightened. You may know exactly what Buddha said, but that will not make

any difference to your consciousness.

Tozan was first a scholar, and found that however you go on trying to know and find the



original sources, you still remain ignorant. You become a great knower, but deep down you

know nothing about yourself. And the question is not to know what Buddha said, the question

is to know your own inner buddha, your own inner consciousness.

After being in the scholarly Vinaya sect, he became interested in Zen. He dropped out of

the scholarly world and set out on a journey to find a master. He had been with teachers,

great scholars, but none of them was a master.

And a master need not be a scholar -- it is not a necessity. He may be a scholar -- that is

accidental. What is necessary and existential is his own knowing, his own experience.

So he went in search to find a man who knows himself what is the truth, and who can tell

him the way to it.

The sutra:
BELOVED OSHO,
TOZAN HAD A QUESTION ABOUT WHETHER INANIMATE OBJECTS EXPOUND THE DHARMA.
TOZAN VISITED ISAN, WHO RECOMMENDED THAT HE GO TO SEE UNGAN.

His inquiry was whether inanimate objects in the world expound the dharma, the ultimate

truth -- whether you can find in the objective world the ultimate truth.

That's what science is trying to do -- trying to find the ultimate truth in objects. You

cannot find it in objects. But this is part of the Zen tradition, that also...

Isan was himself a master, but he recommended Tozan to go to see Ungan, seeing that

Tozan was a scholar. Isan was not a scholar -- he was a master, he knew his own

buddhahood. But seeing that this man Tozan was bound to ask philosophical questions, he

sent him to Ungan, who was a master and a scholar.

WITH UNGAN, TOZAN WAS FIRST MADE AWARE OF THE TRUTH, AND HE

COMPOSED THE FOLLOWING gatha TO RECORD HIS EXPERIENCE:

"HOW WONDERFUL! HOW WONDERFUL!

THE INANIMATE EXPOUNDING THE DHARMA --

WHAT AN INEFFABLE TRUTH!"

Ungan told him to be in silence. And as you become silent, everything around you starts

expounding the truth: the trees and the mountains... all the objects become suddenly aflame,

afire with truth. If you are sitting silently in your own source of being, then everything in the

world indicates towards the ultimate.

When he found his source he wrote this gatha:

"HOW WONDERFUL! HOW WONDERFUL!
THE INANIMATE EXPOUNDING THE DHARMA --
WHAT AN INEFFABLE TRUTH!
IF YOU TRY TO HEAR IT WITH YOUR EARS, YOU WILL NEVER UNDERSTAND IT.
ONLY WHEN YOU HEAR IT THROUGH THE EYE,
WILL YOU REALLY KNOW IT."

He is talking about the third eye. As you go inwards... your energy is in the head. First it

has to pass the third eye. Going deeper it will pass through the heart, the fourth center -- and

the whole energy is at the first center. From there it can rise back to the seventh center in the

head.



But if you remain hung up in the seventh center only, you will never know as an

experience what is truth. You have to come down to the depths, to the valleys of your being.

You have to reach to the very roots from where you are joined with the whole.

UNGAN ASKED HIM, "ARE YOU HAPPY NOW?"
TOZAN ANSWERED, "I DO NOT SAY THAT I AM NOT HAPPY, BUT MY HAPPINESS IS LIKE
THAT OF SOMEONE WHO HAS PICKED UP A BRIGHT PEARL FROM A HEAP OF GARBAGE."
FOR A WHILE AFTER HIS ENLIGHTENMENT, TOZAN CONTINUED TO TRAVEL AROUND
CHINA.

He is saying that unless you see it yourself, there is no other way to know it. You cannot

hear it from somebody else. No buddha can preach it to you, no master can teach it to you.

They all can only make gestures. They all can only indicate their finger towards the moon,

but the finger is not the moon. You have to drop looking at the finger, and to start looking at

the moon. When you look at the moon yourself, you know the beauty of it. You cannot know

that beauty by looking at the finger pointing to the moon.

All knowledge is pointing to the moon. All sutras, all scriptures are pointing to the moon

-- just fingers. And people are clinging to the fingers, they have completely forgotten that the

fingers are not the point. The moon is far away, the finger is only pointing towards it. Don't

cling to the finger; forget the finger. Forget all knowledge, all scriptures, and look at your

truth yourself.

It is not a question of your ears, it is a question of your very eye, your inner eye. Unless

you look inside... you cannot know it by hearing, or by reading. Becoming knowledgeable is

not becoming a buddha, but becoming an innocent child, reaching to the sources playfully

without any seriousness, joyously and cheerfully, dancing... Take your energy to the very

source and remain there just for a few moments, and you will be filled with a new experience

which goes on growing every day.

Soon you find you are filled with light -- not only filled, but the light starts radiating

around your body. That's what has been called the aura, and what Wilhelm Reich was trying

scientifically to prove. But he was forced into an insane asylum because people could not

understand what he was talking about -- "What radiation is he talking about?"

But now, Kirlian photography is able to take the photograph of your life aura around your

body. The healthier you are, the bigger is the aura. In your happiness it dances around you; in

your misery it shrinks. When a miserable person was used as an object by Kirlian, he could

not find any aura in the photograph -- the aura had shrunk inside. But when he photographed

children dancing and enjoying, joyfully plucking the wildflowers or collecting stones on the

seabeach, he found such a tremendous aura around them.

The same aura has been found around the buddhas. And it is almost miraculous that

although no photography was available in the times of Buddha or Krishna, the paintings, the

statues all have the aura -- a round aura around the head.

Once you have seen your own life source, you start seeing the same light radiating from

every object in the world, every person in the world. You can see from the aura whether the

person is miserable or is happy.

His master, Ungan, asked him, "ARE YOU HAPPY NOW?"

Tozan was a scholar, and he knew the way a buddha speaks. And now he himself has

experienced it -- you can see it in his answer. He says, "I do not say that I am not happy, but

to say I am happy will make it a very ordinary statement. To say that I am happy is not

something great, and what I have found is so great that it cannot be described by the word



`happiness', it is far more. So I will not say I am not happy. You have to understand, it is

something more than happiness. Words cannot describe it. Only this much I can say: I have

found a bright pearl in the heap of garbage."

What he is calling the "heap of garbage," is his scholarship. He has accumulated so much

knowledge unnecessarily, and all that knowledge was only heaping up and hiding the original

being -- your very roots into existence.

It is not ordinary happiness, in fact there is no word that can describe it. `Blissfulness'

comes closer, even closer comes `benediction', still closer comes `ecstasy'. But beyond that,

no word is there; the experience is far deeper than ecstasy itself.

FOR A WHILE AFTER HIS ENLIGHTENMENT, TOZAN CONTINUED TO TRAVEL AROUND
CHINA. ONE DAY HE ARRIVED AT LEH T'AN AND MET THE HEAD MONK, CH'U. CH'U
GREETED TOZAN AND SAID:
"WONDERFUL, WONDERFUL --
THE INCONCEIVABLE REALMS OF TAO AND BUDDHA!"

Ch'u greeted Tozan, and in his greeting he said, "WONDERFUL, WONDERFUL -- THE

INCONCEIVABLE REALMS OF TAO AND BUDDHA! I can see in you the very meeting

of Buddha and Tao."

It is the same experience. TOZAN RESPONDED, "I DON'T KNOW ABOUT THESE

REALMS you are talking about. WHO IS TALKING OF THEM?"

He is indicating to Ch'u that it is beyond words -- "Look inside yourself. Who is saying

these words? From where are these words coming? That source is beyond the words."

CH'U REMAINED SILENT, AND TOZAN SHOUTED, "SPEAK!"
CH'U THEN SAID, "NO NEED TO FIGHT ABOUT IT. THAT IS THE WAY TO MISS."
TOZAN REPLIED, "IF IT HAS NOT BEEN MENTIONED, HOW CAN THERE BE FIGHTING AND
MISSING?"
CH'U COULD MAKE NO ANSWER TO THIS.
TOZAN THEN SAID, "BUDDHA AND TAO -- NEXT YOU WILL TALK OF SUTRAS."

"First you mention Buddha and Tao, and then you will start talking about sutras. Once

you begin to talk, there is no end to talking, and the thing you are trying to talk about is

beyond words."

CH'U REPLIED, "WHAT DO THE SUTRAS SAY ABOUT THIS?"
TOZAN RESPONDED, "WHEN ALL IS UNDERSTOOD, WORDS ARE FORGOTTEN."
CH'U SAID, "THIS IS SICKNESS OF THE MIND."
TOZAN SAID, "IS THIS SICKNESS SLIGHT OR SEVERE?"
CH'U COULD MAKE NO REPLY TO TOZAN.

That was the reason Isan sent him to Ungan. He was a man of great scholarship, and once

he has found his own buddha, he will become a very great master. Ordinary teachers will not

even be able to understand him. Ch'u was an ordinary teacher of Tao and Buddhism both.

And you can see that Tozan denied even Buddha and Tao. Those words only indicate, they

don't describe. And he said to Ch'u, "If you go on, soon you will start talking about sutras."

You can see his philosophical approach. Now that he has found the truth, it is very

difficult for anybody who is just a scholar even to talk with him. He will be able to defeat any

scholarly person very easily.



Seeing that Tozan is saying that even Buddha and Tao are not exactly the experience,

Ch'u, as a teacher, said, "What do the sutras say about this?" He is still talking about sutras --

"What do the sutras say about this unknowable, this inexpressible? You are indicating that it

is beyond Buddha and beyond Tao."

Tozan said, "WHEN ALL IS UNDERSTOOD, WORDS ARE FORGOTTEN. Once you

have known it, once you have tasted it, you become silent." Of course a teacher will not agree

on this point.

CH'U, in anger, SAID, "THIS IS SICKNESS OF THE MIND."

TOZAN SAID, "IS THIS SICKNESS SLIGHT OR SEVERE?"

What kind of sickness? It is not sickness, but a teacher is confined to the mind. You say

anything beyond the mind and you are simply talking nonsense. You are sick, you are mad,

you are insane. A teacher is confined to the mind, a master is beyond the mind.

Ch'u could make no reply to Tozan's inquiry whether this sickness was slight or severe.

ONE DAY THE MONK AKINOBO, WENT TO VISIT A POET FRIEND OF HIS. CHATTING, HE
MENTIONED THAT HE HAD MADE A COLLECTION OF POEMS -- ONE FOR EACH DAY OF THE
YEAR. HE READ HIM ONE:
THE FOURTH DAY
OF THE NEW YEAR;
WHAT BETTER DAY
TO LEAVE THE WORLD?
THAT VERY DAY WAS THE FOURTH DAY OF THE FIRST MONTH OF THE YEAR 1718. NO
SOONER HAD HE FINISHED RECITING THE VERSE THAN AKINOBO NODDED HIS HEAD AND
DIED.

Zen masters know how to live and also know how to die. They take neither life seriously

nor death seriously. Seriousness is a sick way of looking at existence. A man of perfection

will love to live, and will love to die. His life will be a dance, and his death will be a song.

There will be no distinction between life and death.

Maneesha's question:

BELOVED OSHO,

THE PHILOSOPHER KARL JASPERS, WRITES IN VOLUME THREE OF HIS BOOK,

`PHILOSOPHY': "TO ASK REAL QUESTIONS ABOUT REALITY, MAN MUST HAVE

THOUGHT, INVESTIGATED, AND ORIENTED HIMSELF BY DISTINCTIONS... REAL

IS WHAT CAN BE MEASURED, WHAT OUR SENSES CAN PERCEIVE IN SPACE

AND TIME ACCORDING TO RULES, WHAT CAN BE CONTROLLED OR

CALCULATED, AT LEAST, BY APPROPRIATE MEASURES."

WOULD YOU LIKE TO COMMENT?

Maneesha, Karl Jaspers is a great philosopher, but he is not a master. What he is saying is

the definition of matter. Exactly the word `matter' comes from the Sanskrit word matra.

Matra means that which can be measured. Matter means that which can be measured. And

that which cannot be measured is your reality.

Karl Jaspers is confusing reality with matter. Matter is real, but reality is far more than

matter; it also includes consciousness, which is not measurable. You cannot measure it by

any means. How many feet of consciousness do you have, or how many miles, or how many

kilos...?



Matter is that which can be measured, and consciousness is that which cannot be

measured. And Jaspers is confining himself to matter as the only reality. He is absolutely

wrong. About matter he is right, but about reality he is wrong, because reality is much more

than matter.

Even Karl Jaspers cannot say how many kilos of consciousness he has. There is no way

of measuring consciousness. And certainly, even Karl Jaspers cannot deny that he has

consciousness. Who is denying?

I am reminded of a small story about Mulla Nasruddin....

He was talking about his generosity to friends in a restaurant. The friends said, "You are

simply talking about generosity, but we have never seen any generous act on your part. You

have not even invited us for a cup of tea."

Mulla said, "Come on! You are all invited -- the whole crowd in the restaurant. Come to

my home for dinner."

They could not believe it! They knew that this was a very miserly man. He had been

caught just because he was boasting about his generosity.

As they were approaching his home, Nasruddin became aware about his wife, and that he

had brought a trouble to himself unnecessarily. Now how was he going to convince his wife?

In the first place, he had gone in the morning to fetch some vegetables, and he had not

returned till evening, and now he was coming with a crowd of people.

So he told the crowd, "You understand the problem between a husband and wife. You

just remain outside for a few minutes. First let me go in to convince my wife that I have

invited a few friends."

So he went in, closed the door, and told his wife that by mistake he had invited a crowd --

"Now you have to be a help to me."

The wife said, "What can I do? There is nothing in the house -- you have been away the

whole day... not even vegetables."

Mulla Nasruddin said, "That is not the point. You simply go to the door and ask the

people why they are crowding there. Obviously they will say that I have invited them for

dinner. You simply deny it. Simply say, `Mulla Nasruddin has not been home since morning.'

You just go and tell them, `Go away. He is not here.'"

The wife was puzzled, but something had to be done. She opened the door, and Mulla

Nasruddin was watching what was happening from the second-story window. The wife said,

"He is not in the house. For whom are you waiting?"

They said, "He came with us, and he went on in front of us. We are all witnesses. He has

invited us for the dinner -- perhaps you don't know, but he has gone inside the house."

The wife said, "He is not inside the house."

They said, "This is strange. We came with him. He has told us to wait here. You just go

in and find out. He must be inside watching, or looking for you."

The wife would not let them in. The crowd tried to go in. The crowd said, "We are all

friends of your husband. Let us look inside!"

Mulla, seeing the situation, shouted from the upper story, "This is absolute nonsense!

When she is saying he is not in, he is not in! Don't you feel ashamed challenging a poor

woman? He may have come with you, but he may have gone out again from the back door."

And he himself was talking....

Just ask Karl Jaspers, "Is your consciousness miserable?" If he denies that he has

consciousness, then who is denying? Either he has to deny it or he has to accept it, but in



every case even his denial will be a proof of consciousness.

This is a strange thing about not only Karl Jaspers, but about all the philosophers of the

world. They go on saying that only matter exists, because matter can be experienced by eyes,

by ears, by hands, by all your senses. It can be measured, hence, it is the only reality. But the

truth is that even those who deny the existence of the immeasurable are accepting even in

their denial, consciousness. Otherwise, who is denying?

It is very amazing that a great intellectual like Karl Jaspers, a very respectable

philosopher of this century, talks like a stupid man. But all philosophers talk like stupid men.

His saying that only that which can be measured is real, is absolutely wrong. That which can

be measured is matter, and that which cannot be measured is also real, but it is consciousness.

Our search is for the immeasurable. The measurable can be left to the scientists. The

mystics are concerned with the immeasurable.

Now, it is time for Sardar Gurudayal Singh....

Captain Codfish, the old pirate, is in the Stoned Seagull Pub one night, telling stories

from his life at sea.

"I had a parrot once," declares Codfish, drinking his rum. "He was the most incredible

bird! He could imitate anything -- Charlie Chaplin, Jack the Ripper, Marilyn Monroe, Pope

the Polack... even Nancy Reagan!"

"Wow!" says Igor, the barman. "Where is he? What happened to him?"

"Ah!" cries the old pirate. "Times got hard, and I got hungry -- I ate him!"

"You ate your parrot?" cries Igor in disgust. "What did he taste like?"

"He tasted just like turkey," replies Codfish. "That parrot could imitate anything!"

Paddy has a late night at the pub, and when it closes, he staggers outside in a drunken

stupor. He wanders around the streets trying to remember which way to go home, and finally

gives up. Paddy sits down on the street and looks all around him until a taxi pulls up beside

him.

"Ah!" groans Paddy, clambering into the back and lying down on the seat. "Can you take

me to number five, Fergus Street?"

The cabdriver looks around at Paddy and replies, "Hey, mister, this is number five,

Fergus Street!"

"Ah!" groans Paddy. "Alright! But next time, don't drive so fast!"

On a foggy morning in Vienna, Austria, the two famous psychoanalysts, Doctor Sigfried

Mind, and Doctor Krazy Karl Kong, meet in the little Brown Danube Cafe.

Over a table set with coffee and cream cakes, Doctor Kong suddenly jumps up, grabs

Sigfried by the neck, and shakes him.

"We must go this time!" shouts Karl. "We have tried six times already! We must go to the

pyramids in Egypt to see the mummies!"

"MUMMIES?" screeches Sigfried, collapsing into the cream cakes in a dead faint.

Doctor Kong pours coffee on Doctor Mind's head until he recovers.

"Come on, Mind," cries Doctor Kong, slapping him across the face. "We can do it! We

have to explore this mystery of death!"

"DEATH?" screeches Mind, and he faints again into the plate of cream cakes.

Half an hour later, at the Vienna airport, Doctor Krazy Karl Kong is dragging Doctor



Sigfried Mind by the collar onto the plane bound for Cairo.

"Come on, Mind!" cries Krazy Kong, huffing and puffing. "We have made it this far, we

have got to see those mummies!"

"MUMMIES?" screeches Sigfried, falling in a faint on top of Nellie Knickers, the

stewardess.

Kong and Nellie drag Mind to his seat, and strap him down. The plane takes off, and

three hours later, arrives in the Land of the Pyramids. Kong carries the babbling Doctor Mind

to the herd of rented camels, which are waiting to take them to the pharaohs' tombs.

Doctor Kong shouts out to their guide, Abdul Babul, "Take us to the mummies!"

"MUMMIES?" screeches Mind, fainting and falling straight off his camel, nose first, into

a sand dune.

Two days later, the famous psychoanalysts and their camels arrive at the huge pyramids.

Doctor Kong jumps down, lights a torch, grabs Doctor Mind by the collar, and starts

dragging him into the dark, mysterious crypts.

Suddenly, in the darkness, Doctor Kong trips over something.

"What is that?" screeches Mind.

"Ah! It is alright -- it is only a dead cat!" exclaims Doctor Kong.

"DEATH!" screeches Mind. And he falls over in a cold faint.

"Pull yourself together, Doctor!" shouts Kong. "We are almost there!"

And Kong grabs Sigfried by the shoe, and drags him feet first towards a huge golden

coffin. "Stand up!" cries Doctor Kong, propping Mind up against the wall, and handing him

the burning torch.

Then Krazy Karl Kong bends over and lifts back the heavy, creaking coffin lid. The lid

falls to the ground with a loud crash, and when the dust clears, Doctor Kong is left standing

with his mouth wide open, gazing at the spooky sight before his eyes.

He turns and grabs the frozen Doctor Mind by the collar and pulls his face down into the

coffin.

"There!" shouts Kong, in triumph. "This is a MUMMY!"

"MUMMY?" screeches Sigfried. But he just stares in disbelief, with his eyes popping out.

"MUMMY?" he screeches again. "Hey, this looks more like daddy!"

It is time, Nivedano...

(Drumbeat)

(Gibberish)

Nivedano...

(Drumbeat)

Be silent... Close your eyes... and feel yourself completely frozen.

This is the right moment to enter inwards.

Gather all your energy, your total consciousness, and rush towards the inner center with

deep intensity and urgency.

The center is just two inches below the navel, inside the body.

Faster... and faster... Deeper... and deeper...



As you come closer to the center of being, a great silence descends over you, and inside a

peace, a blissfulness, a light that fills your whole interior. This is your original being. This is

your buddha.

At this moment, witness that you are not the body, not the mind, not the heart, but just the

pure witnessing self, the pure consciousness. This is your buddhahood, your hidden nature,

your meeting with the universe. These are your roots.

Relax...

Nivedano...

(Drumbeat)

Relax... and just be a silent witness.

You start melting like ice in the ocean. Gautama the Buddha Auditorium becomes an

oceanic field of consciousness. You are no longer separate -- this is your oneness with

existence.

To be one with existence is to be a buddha, it is your very nature. It is not a question of

searching and finding, you are it, right now.

Gather all the flowers, the fragrance, the flame and the fire, the immeasurable, and bring

it with you as you come back.

Nivedano...

(Drumbeat)

Come back peacefully, silently, as a buddha.

Just for a few seconds close your eyes and remember the path and the source you have

found, and the buddha nature that you have experienced.

This moment you are the most blessed people on the earth. Remembering yourself as a

buddha is the most precious experience, because it is your eternity, it is your immortality.

It is not you, it is your very existence. You are one with the stars and the trees and the sky

and the ocean. You are no more separate.

The last word of Buddha was, sammasati.

Remember that you are a buddha -- sammasati.

Okay, Maneesha?

Yes, Osho.
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