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HOW CAN A TROUBLED MIND
UNDERSTAND THE WAY?
IF A MAN IS DISTURBED
HE WILL NEVER BE FILLED WITH KNOWLEDGE.

AN UNTROUBLED MIND,
NO LONGER SEEKING TO CONSIDER
WHAT IS RIGHT AND WHAT IS WRONG,
A MIND BEYOND JUDGMENTS,
WATCHES AND UNDERSTANDS.

KNOW THAT THE BODY IS A FRAGILE JAR,
AND MAKE A CASTLE OF YOUR MIND.
IN EVERY TRIAL
LET UNDERSTANDING FIGHT FOR YOU
TO DEFEND WHAT YOU HAVE WON.



FOR SOON THE BODY IS DISCARDED.
THEN WHAT DOES IT FEEL?
A USELESS LOG OF WOOD, IT LIES ON THE GROUND.
THEN WHAT DOES IT KNOW?

YOUR WORST ENEMY CANNOT HARM YOU
AS MUCH AS YOUR OWN THOUGHTS, UNGUARDED.

BUT ONCE MASTERED,
NO ONE CAN HELP YOU AS MUCH,
NOT EVEN YOUR FATHER OR YOUR MOTHER.

Once I was asked, "What is philosophy?" I said, "Philosophy is the art of asking the

wrong questions." The blind man asking "What is light?" -- this is philosophy. The deaf

asking "What is music? What is sound?" -- this is philosophy.

If the blind man asks, "How can I get my eyes back?" this is no longer philosophy, this is

religion. If the deaf goes to the physician to be treated so that he can hear, then he is moving

in the direction of religion and not in the direction of philosophy.

Philosophy is guesswork, it is speculation; knowing nothing, one tries to invent the truth.

And the truth cannot be invented, and anything invented cannot be true. The truth has to be

discovered. It is already there...all that we need is open eyes -- eyes to see it, a heart to feel it,

a being to be present to it. The truth is always present but we are absent, and because we are

absent we cannot see the truth. And we go on asking about the truth, and we don't ask the

right question: How to be present? How to become a presence?

We ask about the truth and that asking is also going away from it, because the asking

implies that an answer is possible from somebody else. Asking implies that somebody else

can tell you what the truth is. Nobody can tell you it, it can't be told.

Lao Tzu says: The truth that can be said is no longer truth. Once said, it becomes a lie.

Why? -- because the person who knows, knows it not as information; otherwise, it would

have been very easy to transfer the information to anybody who was ready to receive it. The

truth is known as an inner experience. It is like a taste on the tongue. If a man has never

tasted what sweetness is, you cannot explain it to him -- it is impossible. If a man has not

seen color, you cannot explain to him what it is.

There are things which can only be experienced, and through experience understood. God

is that ultimate experience, which is utterly inexpressible, untransferable. It cannot be

conveyed. At the most, a few hints can be given; but those hints are also to be received with a

very sympathetic heart, otherwise you will miss them.

If you interpret them with your mind you are going to miss them, because what can your

mind do as far as interpretation is concerned? It can bring only its own past. It can bring only

its own chaos. It can bring its conflicts, doubts, confusions. And all those it will impose on

the truth, on the hint given to you, and immediately everything is distorted. Your mind is not

in a state to see, to feel.

Religion simply means creating a space in your mind which is capable of seeing, which is

capable of nonconflict, which is capable of being one without any split, which is capable of

integrity, clarity, perceptiveness. A mind which is full of thoughts cannot perceive; those

thoughts go on interfering. Those thoughts are there, layer upon layer. By the time something



reaches your innermost core, if it ever reaches, it is no longer the same as it was delivered by

someone who had known. It is a totally different phenomenon.

Buddha used to repeat each hint thrice. Somebody asked him, "Why do you repeat one

thing thrice?"

He said, "Even thrice is not enough. When I say it for the first time, you only hear the

words. Those words are empty, just empty, hollow shells, with no content. You cannot hear

the content the first time. The second time, you hear the content with the words, a fragrance

comes, but you are so dazed, you are so mystified by its presence, that you are not in a state

to understand. You hear, but you don't understand. That's why I have to repeat it thrice."

I go on repeating again and again for the simple reason that you are so asleep -- it has to

be repeated, hammered. Maybe in some moment, some auspicious moment, you will not be

so deep in sleep; you may be close, very close to awakening, and something may enter into

you. You may be able to hear. Yes, there are moments when you are very close to awakening

-- not awake, not asleep, just in the middle, somewhere in between.

Each morning you know, there are a few moments when the sleep is no more but you are

not yet awake, you cannot say you are awake. You can hear, in a very vague way, the sounds

of the birds, and the milkman, and the wife talking to the neighbor and the children getting

ready to go to school, and the traffic noise, and a train passing by -- but in a very vague way,

not totally, partially. And you go on dozing off into sleep. One moment you hear the noise of

the train passing by, another moment you have gone deeper into your sleep.

Now the sleep researchers say that it happens continuously in your sleep: if you sleep for

eight hours, you are not on the same level continuously, your level goes on changing, peaks

and valleys. The whole night you are going up and down. Sometimes you are very deep in

sleep where even dreams disappear -- Patanjali has called it SUSHUPTI, dreamless sleep --

and sometimes you are full of dreams. And sometimes you are just on the verge of

awakening. If something shattering, shocking happens, you will be awake, suddenly awake.

That's the effort of all the buddhas: waiting for that right moment when you are very close

to awakening. Then a little push and your eyes open and you can see.

God cannot be explained but can be seen, can be experienced -- can NOT be explained.

Any explanation about God is nothing but explaining him away; hence, the more priests,

theologians, professors there are, the less religion there is in the world. The more popes and

the more shankaracharyas, the less religion there is in the world -- because these people go on

explaining and God cannot be explained. They have stuffed your minds with so many

explanations, now those explanations are in conflict. Now it is almost impossible to figure it

out, what is what, which is which. You are in utter confusion. Man has never been in such

confusion before, because humanity has never been so close before. The earth has REALLY

become a village, a global village.

In the ancient days the Buddhist knew only what the Buddha had said, and the

Mohammedan knew only about what Mohammed had said, and the Christian knew only

about Jesus. Now we have become inheritors of the whole heritage of humanity. Now you

know Jesus, you know Zarathustra, you know Patanjali, you know Buddha, you know

Mahavira, you know Lao Tzu and hundreds of other explanations, other hints -- and they are

all jumbled up in you. Now it is very difficult to pull you out of this confusion. The only

possible way is to drop this whole noise, not in parts but in toto. That's what my message is.

And by dropping it, you will not be dropping Jesus or Mohammed or Buddha; by

dropping it you will come closer to them. By dropping it, you will simply be dropping the

priests and the traditions and the conventions and the exploitation that goes on in the name of



tradition and convention. By being clear of all this, forgetting the Bible and the Vedas and the

Gita, you will attain to a clarity, a cleanliness. Yes, you need a spring cleaning, you need a

total unburdening of the heart. Only then, in that silence, will you be able to understand.

Buddha says:

HOW CAN A TROUBLED MIND
UNDERSTAND THE WAY?

Thousands had gathered around Buddha, just as you have gathered around me --

thousands of seekers had come to Buddha and they were asking all kinds of questions. And

Buddha was not interested in their questions at all; he was not interested in answering them.

He was interested, certainly, in showing them the way, but the problem was that they were so

much troubled with their questions AND the answers that they had collected, they were so

much disturbed by all the knowledge that they had been carrying all along, that it was

impossible, almost completely impossible to show them the way. Hence this sutra: HOW

CAN A TROUBLED MIND UNDERSTAND THE WAY?

So rather than giving them more answers, more explanations, more knowledge, Buddha

started taking away their knowledge, their ready-made answers, their a priori conceptions,

their prejudices. India has never been able to forgive Buddha for that. Immediately after he

died the traditional mind of this country started uprooting all the plants that he had planted;

all the rosebushes were burned. Buddha was completely thrown out of this country. The

greatest son of this land had no shelter here; the teaching had to seek shelter in foreign lands.

This is not accidental, this has happened always. Jesus was condemned by the Jews,

crucified by the Jews, and Jesus was the greatest Jew who has ever been on the earth, the

greatest flowering of the Jewish consciousness, the uttermost expression, the crescendo, the

Everest. But why did the Jews deny him? They should have been happy, they should have

danced and celebrated, but they could not -- they could not forgive him, because his presence

made them feel very mediocre; that was his crime. He had to be punished for it, for being so

high, for being so beyond, for being so superior, for being so graceful, for bringing such love.

For his presence he had to be punished, because his presence was making people feel ugly by

comparison. He had to be removed so the mediocre mind could feel at ease.

Jesus was not killed by Jews, he was killed by the mediocre mind. It happened to be the

Jewish mediocre mind in the case of Jesus. The same happened with Buddha. Buddha has not

been forgiven by the Hindus, and he was the greatest Hindu ever. He was the purest Hindu

possible, the very quintessence of Hinduism. What the Upanishads were saying, he had

actualized it. He was the realization of the deepest longings of this land, but he was uprooted

from here, he was thrown out of here.

Buddhism disappeared from India, not even a trace was left behind -- utterly washed

away. Why? He was tremendously respected in Tibet, in China, in Korea, in Japan, in

Thailand, in Burma, in Sri Lanka. The whole of Asia loved the man, so unique is his

teaching, so pregnant are his words. But India simply forgot all about him -- the Indian

mediocre mind. It has nothing to do with the Indian -- again the mediocre mind. The

mediocre mind never allows the genius; the mediocre person is happy with other mediocre

people. The stupid people are happy with stupid leaders. The more stupid the leader is, the

more people are happy -- because he looks so much like them.



I have heard:

A new superintendent was appointed in a mental asylum. The old one was giving his

charge over, he was retiring, and a small feast was arranged for the old one to be thanked for

all his services, for the new one to be received by the inmates. All the mad people gathered.

The old superintendent was a little puzzled; he had never seen them so happy. All the

mad people were so happy, so joyous, that he could not resist the temptation of asking them

-- and he was to leave the same day, so he had to ask immediately; otherwise it would always

remain a curiosity in his mind and he would never know the answer.

He asked the mad people. "Why are you looking so happy?"

They said, "Because of the new superintendent -- he looks just like us! You were a

foreigner amongst us, you were sane. He looks mad!"

And that was a truth -- the new superintendent was almost insane. But the insane people

were very happy. Somebody had now come who would not make them feel insane.

This has always been the situation on the earth -- this earth is the madhouse -- and

whenever a sane person happens, we misbehave with him. Thousands of people had come to

Buddha to ask, "Where is God? What is God?" And especially the brahmins, the pundits, the

scholars, who were fully informed, well informed about the scriptures, they used to come to

him to ask, "Do you believe in God? Define your belief, explain your concept."

And Buddha insisted again and again: HOW CAN A TROUBLED MIND

UNDERSTAND THE WAY? He used to say, "Please don't ask about God. Your asking

about God is just like a blind man asking about light -- it cannot be explained. I am a

physician," he insisted. "I can treat your eyes, I can give you your vision back. And then you

will be able to see by yourself, and the light has to be seen by you. My seeing the light is not

going to help. I may see the light, I may even describe it, but it is not going to give you any

idea of what it is."

In fact there is no possible way to explain to the blind man what light is. Light is an

experience, something existential, unexplainable. And God is the ultimate light, the light of

all the lights, the light behind all the lights, the source of all lights. How can God be

explained to you if you are blind?

Hence Buddha never talked about God. And the pundits and the brahmins would go back

to their places spreading rumors and saying that "This man does not answer the question

because he does not know; otherwise, why can't he say simply yes or no? We asked a very

simple question, 'Do you believe in God?' He could have said yes or no -- if he knows then

the answer is simple. But he talks in a roundabout way; we ask about God and he talks in

parables. He says, 'How can it be said? How can it be explained?' The real fact is he does not

know. The real fact is that he is an atheist in disguise; he is deceiving people, corrupting

people."

Hindus have invented a very cunning story about Buddha. They say that God created the

world, and at the same time he created hell and heaven -- hell for those who were to be

punished and heaven for those who were to be rewarded for their virtues. But it happened that

thousands of years passed and nobody entered hell, because nobody committed a sin. Of

course, the Devil was very tired of waiting and waiting and waiting -- with no work, with no

business! Not even a single soul had turned up!

Tremendously angry, he approached God and said, "Why have you made this hell, for

what? And why have you put me there in charge? We are tired, my whole staff is tired.



Nobody ever turns up. We open the shop and we sit the whole day and not a single customer!

We keep the doors open -- not a single soul ever enters. What is the point? Please make us

free from this job."

God said, "Why didn't you come earlier? I had completely forgotten about it. I will make

arrangements. Soon I will be born in the world as Gautama the Buddha, and I will corrupt

people's minds. I will corrupt their minds so much that you will be overcrowded. You just go

back to hell and wait."

And that's how it happened. The story says, God came to the world as Gautama the

Buddha, corrupted people's minds, destroyed their beliefs, uprooted their conventions, shook

their faith, created doubt in their minds, suspicions. Since then hell is so crowded that the

Devil goes again and again and says to God, "Now stop! Please stop! We are tired, so many

people! We are running a twenty-four-hour service, day in and day out; even in the night the

doors can't be closed. People simply go on coming!"

A very cunning story. Do you see the delicate cunningness in it? In one sense Buddha is

recognized as God's AVATARA. Hindus are more cunning in that way than Jews. They

simply denied that Jesus was the Son of God, they rejected Jesus. Hindus are more

sophisticated in that way, more polished, more cultured -- of course, a more ancient

civilization. And the more ancient the civilization becomes, the more cunning it becomes.

See the cunningness: Buddha is accepted as the tenth incarnation of God, and yet God

takes this incarnation into the world to corrupt people's minds. So although Buddha is God,

beware, don't listen to him! You see the strategy, the trick? They don't deny Buddha godhood

-- in fact it was almost impossible to deny Buddha godhood.

H.G. Wells has said that Gautama the Buddha is a paradox: the most godless man and yet

the most godly. He never talked about God, he never told people to believe in God. God is

simply missing from his teaching. It is not a necessary hypothesis, it is not needed. The most

godless and yet the most godly...nobody seems to be so godly as Buddha, so graceful as

Buddha -- just a lotus flower, the purest consciousness conceivable, as fresh as dewdrops in

the early morning sun.

They could not deny that, they had to accept that he was God. But they could not accept

his approach because his approach, if accepted, would destroy the whole established religion,

the whole establishment. He takes away all the beliefs; in fact he makes it a very important

thing, very essential, that a man of belief will not be able to know ever. He does not mean

become a disbeliever, because disbelief is again belief in a negative way. Neither be a

believer nor be a disbeliever.

Buddha's approach is that of an agnostic. He is neither a theist nor an atheist -- he is an

inquirer. And he wants you to remain open to inquire. Go with no prejudice, go with no

ready-made idea -- because if you go with a certain idea, you will project your idea onto

reality. And if you have some deep-rooted idea in your mind, you will see that idea being

fulfilled in reality and it will be only a hallucination, a dream projected by you. You have to

go utterly empty. If you really want to know the truth you have to be absolutely empty, you

should not carry any idea, any ideology; you should go naked, nude, empty. You should

function from the state of not knowing. The state of not knowing is the state of wonder.

There is an ancient saying of Jesus, not recorded in the Bible, but Sufis have preserved it.

Sufis have preserved many beautiful sayings of Jesus. The saying is so tremendously

important that one wonders why it was not recorded in the Bible, but if you ponder over it the

reason becomes clear.



The saying is: Blessed is the one who marvels, because his is the kingdom of God.

Blessed is one who wonders. This has not been recorded in the Bible. Why? -- because the

Bible wants to create a certain religion, a certain sect; it wants to propagate a certain

ideology. And the man of wonder has to drop all ideology.

Blessed is the one who wonders, because only in wondering can you be like a child,

innocent. And only in that innocence can you know that which is. HOW CAN A

TROUBLED MIND UNDERSTAND THE WAY?

So whenever a person would come to Buddha and inquire -- great questions about life and

life's mysteries -- Buddha would say, "You wait, you meditate. First let your troubled mind

become untroubled. Let this storm of your mind go past. Let silence come, because silence

will give you the eyes. I can show you the way to be silent, and then you don't need

anybody's guidance. Once you are silent, you will be able to see the way and you will be able

to reach the goal."

And our minds are really troubled. A thousand and one troubles are there. First,

everybody is in a state of schizophrenia, more or less; the differences are only of degrees.

Everybody is split because the exploiters, both religious and political, have depended on this

strategy: divide the man, don't allow man integrity, and he will remain a slave. A house

divided against itself is bound to be weak. So you have been taught to fight with the body;

that is the root strategy of division, of dividing you. "Fight the body, the body is your enemy.

It is the body that is dragging you towards hell. Fight, dagger in hand! Fight day and night!

Fight for lives together! Only then, one day, will you be able to win over it. And unless you

are victorious over your body, you are not going to enter into the world of God."

For centuries this nonsense has been taught to people. And the result is that everybody is

divided, everybody is against his body. And if you are against your body, you are bound for

trouble. You will fight with your body, and you and your body are one energy. The body is

the visible soul, and the soul is the invisible body. The body and soul are not divided

anywhere, they are parts of each other, they are parts of one whole. You have to accept the

body, you have to love the body, you have to respect the body, you have to be grateful to

your body. Only then will you attain to a certain kind of integrity, a crystallization will

happen; otherwise you will remain troubled. And the body will not leave you so easily; even

after hundreds of lives the fight will be there. You cannot defeat the body.

I am not saying that the body cannot be won over, mind you, but you cannot defeat the

body. You cannot defeat it by being inimical towards it. You can win over it by being

friendly, by being loving, by being respectful, by trusting it. That's exactly my approach: the

body is the temple, you are the deity of the temple. The temple protects you, shelters you

against rain, against wind, against heat. It is in your service! Why should you fight? It is as

stupid as the driver fighting the car. If the driver fights with his car, what is going to happen?

He will destroy the car and he will destroy himself in fighting with it. The car is a beautiful

vehicle, it can take you on the farthest journeys.

The body is the most complex mechanism in existence. It is simply marvelous! -- and

blessed are those who marvel. Begin the feeling of wonder with your own body, because that

is the closest to you. The closest nature has approached to you, the closest God has come to

you, is through the body. In your body is the water of the oceans, in your body is the fire of

the stars and the suns, in your body is the air, your body is made of earth. Your body

represents the whole existence, all the elements. And what a transformation! What a

metamorphosis! Look at the earth and then look at your body -- what a transformation, and

you have never marveled about it! Dust has become divine -- what greater mystery is



possible? What greater miracles are you waiting for? And you see the miracle happening

every day. Out of the mud comes the lotus...and out of the dust has arisen our beautiful body.

And such a complex mechanism, running so smoothly -- no noise. And it is really

complicated.

Scientists have made very complicated machines, but nothing to be compared with the

body. Even the most sophisticated computer is just a toy compared to the inner mechanism of

the body. And you have been taught to fight with it. That creates a split, that keeps you

troubled, that keeps you in a constant civil war.

And because you fight with yourself -- which is utterly stupid -- your life becomes less

and less one of intelligence and more and more one of stupidity. And then you want great

transformations -- you want jealousies to drop and you want anger to disappear and you want

no greed in you. It is impossible! With such misunderstanding from the very beginning, how

can you create the space where transformations happen, where anger becomes compassion,

where hate becomes love, where greed becomes sharing, where sex becomes samadhi? How

can you hope, how can you expect such great transformations, with such a troubled state?

The fundamental thing is to drop the split, to become one. Be one, and then all else is

possible; even the impossible is possible.
HOW CAN A TROUBLED MIND UNDERSTAND THE WAY?

The way is very simple and direct. Even a child can understand it. It is as simple as two

plus two equals four, or even more simple. It is as simple as the song of a bird, as simple as a

roseflower -- simple and beautiful, simple and of tremendous grandeur. But only an

untroubled mind can understand it, only an untroubled mind has the capacity to see it;

otherwise you will live in greed and you will live in anger, and you will live in jealousies and

possessiveness, and you will live in hatred. You can pretend, you can become a saint on the

surface, but you will remain a sinner deep down. And the greatest sin is to divide yourself.

The greatest sin is not committed against others, it is always committed against yourself. This

is a state of suicide, creating this division between your body and yourself. Condemning the

body you can become only a hypocrite, you can only live a life of pretensions.

In a first-class railroad compartment, two beautifully dressed ladies are discussing clothes

while a gentleman in the corner pretends to be asleep. When one lady says she finds the cost

of clothes impossible nowadays, the other suggests she should follow her example and take a

boyfriend on the side: "He will give you five hundred a month for a little present -- your

husband would never do that."

"But what if I can't get a friend with five hundred dollars?"

"Then take two with two hundred and fifty each."

The gentleman speaks up: "Listen, ladies, I am going to sleep now. Wake me up when

you get down to twenty bucks."

People are pretending in every possible way. The person who is pretending to be a saint

may be just the opposite, and the person who is pretending to be awake may be asleep, and

the person who is pretending to be asleep may be awake...all kinds of pretensions, because

the society creates the context where it allows you only either to live an utterly condemned

life, the life of a criminal, or the life of a hypocrite, of a pretender. The society gives you only

two alternatives: either be honest and be a criminal, or be dishonest and be respectable. It

does not allow you the third alternative. Why does it not allow you the third alternative? --

because the third alternative creates a Jesus, a Buddha, a Krishna, and their presence makes



the crowd feel very mediocre, very insulted, humiliated.

So please don't decide by looking at people's appearances. More are the chances, almost

ninety-nine point nine percent, that whatsoever they appear on the surface they will not be

deep down. You can be certain about it; I say almost completely certain, because only point

one percent can you miss -- which is not much. Only once in a while will you come across a

Buddha, whose appearance is the same as his inwardness; otherwise you will come across

people who are one thing on the outside and another on the inside. Don't be deceived by

appearances.

An actress picks up an out-of-work tramp and takes him to her apartment because he has

very large shoes on and she has been told that men with big feet have big pricks. She gives

him a steak dinner with plenty of pepper and beer, and then drags him off to bed.

In the morning the man wakes up alone and finds a ten-dollar bill on the mantlepiece,

with a brief note: "Buy yourself a pair of shoes that fit you."

But that's how we all go on deciding...from the outside. In fact, because we don't even

know our own insides, how can we look into other people's insides? We don't know the art of

looking in. First you have to practice the art with yourself. First you have to go into your

interiority, your inner world. You have to go deeper and deeper into your consciousness, to

the very center of it. Once you have penetrated the core of your being, you will be able to see

into anybody else's core of being. Then nobody can deceive you, because then you don't see

the appearance -- you see the reality.
HOW CAN A TROUBLED MIND UNDERSTAND THE WAY?

The troubled mind cannot understand anything. It is not a state where understanding is

possible. Understanding does not mean knowledge. A troubled mind can become very

knowledgeable -- you can go to the universities and you can see the professors, very

knowledgeable -- but they are more troubled than you, far more in inner conflict than you.

Their knowledge does not help them at all. Knowledge has never helped anybody, it only

burdens. It gives you respectability, certainly. It is a great ego trip, and the ego feels very

puffed up; but the more the ego is puffed up, the more you will be in trouble inside because

the ego is a false phenomenon. And when you become too attached to the false, you start

losing contact with the real. When you start growing roots in the false, you forget to grow

roots in the real.

The man of knowledge is as unconscious as you are. The ignorant and the knowledgeable

are not in different boats; they are fellow-travelers. The difference between them is only of

information -- which is not a difference at all, which is not a difference that makes any

difference. I may know only a few things, you may know a few more, somebody else may

know a thousand and one things, and somebody else may be just a walking

ENCYCLOPAEDIA BRITANNICA -- that makes no difference at all.

A buddha is not a man of knowledge, he is a man of understanding -- not full of

information but full of insight. Full of vision, not full of thoughts -- a clarity, a mirrorlike

clarity, and a great awareness.

You are moving like a somnambulist, a sleepwalker. You don't know what you are doing,

you don't know why you are doing it; you don't know where you are going, you don't know

why you are going. Your life is accidental, and an accidental life is an unconscious life -- it is

like a robot.



A man at the theater with his wife goes out to the toilet at the intermission, but goes

through the wrong door and finds himself in the garden. As it is too well kept to think of

using the ground, he lifts a plant out of a flowerpot and uses that, then replaces the plant.

He goes back and finds the next act has already begun. "What has happened so far in this

act?" he asks his wife in a whisper.

"You ought to know," she says coldly. "You were in it!"

Man lives in unconsciousness. He is not aware, not at all aware. You can watch any

person, you can watch yourself, slowly slowly, and you will see so many unconscious acts

happening that it will be almost unbelievable how you have lived up to now. You are lying

for no reason at all! And when you catch yourself red-handed lying, you will be surprised:

why were you lying in the first place? -- because there is no reason, you are not going to gain

anything out of it. Just a habit, just a mechanical routine. You become sad for no reason at

all.

Now there are a few researchers who say you can make a calendar of your moods, and I

find their research significant -- you can really make a calendar of your moods. Just go on

noting down for one month: Monday in the morning how you felt, and in the afternoon and in

the evening and in the night...just at least eight times per day, go on noting every day at the

exact same times how you feel. And within three or four weeks you will be surprised that on

each Monday at the same time you feel exactly the same.

Now this cannot be because of any circumstances outside, because each Monday they are

different. It is something inner -- although you will find excuses outside, because nobody

wants to feel responsible for his own misery. It feels good to make others feel responsible for

your misery. And you can find excuses, you can invent them if they are not there.

That's where people have become very very creative. In fact their whole creativity

consists in creating excuses: "Why am I sad?" and you can find a thousand and one reasons.

The wife said this and the children are not behaving well and the neighbors and the boss in

the office and the traffic and prices are rising high...and you can find a thousand and one

things; they are always there. And you can paint the whole world very gloomy, dark, and then

you can feel at ease that it is not your responsibility that you are sad.

But the same world, and Tuesday morning you are feeling very bubbly, very joyous,

radiant -- again you can find excuses: "This is a beautiful morning, and the sun and the birds

and the trees and the sky, and all is so full of light -- such a beautiful morning!" You can find

excuses for all kinds of moods, but if you make a diary of four to eight weeks you will be

really shocked that everything that happens to you is almost completely dependent on you.

You have an inner wheel that goes on moving, and the same spokes go on coming on top

again and again.

Yes, there are circumstances outside, but they are not causes; at the most they trigger. A

certain mood that is bound to happen is triggered by a certain circumstance. If this

circumstance were not there, then something else would have been the triggering point -- but

it was bound to be triggered.

People who have lived in isolation have become aware of this fact. Buddha used to send

his disciples for isolation. In the new commune we are going to have underground caves so I

can send you for one month's isolation -- absolute isolation. You disappear from the world, so

you cannot blame any circumstances outside because there is nothing outside...you and the

walls of the cave. And you will be surprised: one day you are happy, one day you are

unhappy, one day you are feeling very greedy, one day you are feeling angry and there is



nobody who has insulted you, irritated you. One day you will find you are telling lies to

yourself because you cannot find anybody else.

"Could I buy you a drink?" he asked, by way of striking up a conversation.

"No thank you," she said. "I don't drink."

"What about a little dinner with me in my room?"

"No, I don't think that would be proper," she said.

Having had no success with the subtler approaches, the young man pressed directly to the

point: "I am charmed by your refreshing beauty, mademoiselle, and will give you anything

your heart desires if you will spend the night with me."

"Oh, no, no, monsieur, I could never do a thing like that."

"Tell me," the young man said, laughing, "don't you ever do anything the slightest bit

improper?"

"Oui," said the French girl, "I tell lies."

You watch how many times in the day you tell lies -- and for no reason at all -- and how

many times you become angry, for no reason at all, and then you will see that you are living

in an inner world, a subjective world of your own. Understanding means understanding these

fundamentals of life's functioning. And if you understand these fundamentals, transformation

is not difficult. In fact, understanding itself becomes the transformation.
HOW CAN A TROUBLED MIND UNDERSTAND THE WAY?

IF A MAN IS DISTURBED
HE WILL NEVER BE FILLED WITH KNOWLEDGE.

The word 'knowledge' does not mean what YOU mean by knowledge. When Buddha uses

the word 'knowledge' he means wisdom, not information; he means knowing, not knowledge.

IF A MAN IS DISTURBED...is in conflict, is in confusion, is in a divide, is split inside,

if a man is a crowd within...HE WILL NEVER BE FILLED WITH wisdom.

Wisdom needs unity, wisdom needs integration, wisdom needs a crystallization of

awareness, of watchfulness, of watching your acts, your moods, your thoughts, your

emotions...of watching everything that is happening in your inner world. By just watching it,

a miracle starts happening. If you start seeing that you tell lies for no reason at all, just that

very awareness will become a hindrance. Next time you are just on the verge of telling a lie a

voice within you will say, "Watch, beware -- you are moving into the trap again." The next

time you are falling into sadness, something inside you will make you alert, will alarm you.

This is the path of transforming your energies -- AES DHAMMO SANANTANO. AES

MAGGO VISUDDHYA -- this is the way of purification, this is the eternal law of

transformation.

AN UNTROUBLED MIND,
NO LONGER SEEKING TO CONSIDER
WHAT IS RIGHT AND WHAT IS WRONG,
A MIND BEYOND JUDGMENTS,
WATCHES AND UNDERSTANDS.

So the first requirement for a sannyasin is: AN UNTROUBLED MIND,NO LONGER

SEEKING TO CONSIDER WHAT IS RIGHT AND WHAT IS WRONG....



A tremendously important and revolutionary statement. Buddha is saying: Don't consider

what is right and what is wrong, because if you consider what is right and what is wrong you

will be divided, you will become a hypocrite. You will pretend the right and you will do the

wrong. And the moment you consider what is right and what is wrong, you become attached,

you become identified. You certainly become identified with the right.

For example, you see on the side of the road a hundred-rupee note; it may have fallen

from somebody's pocket. Now the question arises: To take it or not to take it? One part of

you says, "It is perfectly right to take it. Nobody is looking, nobody will ever suspect. And

you are not stealing -- it is just lying there! If you don't take it, somebody else is going to take

it anyway. So why miss it? It is perfectly right!"

But another part says, "This is wrong -- this money does not belong to you, it is not yours.

In a way, in an indirect way, it is stealing. You should inform the police, or if you don't want

to be bothered with it, then go ahead, forget all about it. Don't even look back. This is greed

and greed is a sin!"

Now, these two minds are there. One says, "It is right, take it," the other says, "It is

wrong, don't take it." With which mind are you going to identify yourself? You are certainly

going to identify with the mind which says it is immoral, because that is more ego-satisfying.

"You are a moral person, you are not ordinary; anybody else would have taken the

hundred-rupee note. In such times of difficulties, people don't think of such delicacies." You

will identify yourself with the moral mind. But there is every possibility you will take the

note. You will identify yourself with the moral mind, and you will disidentify yourself from

the mind which is going to take the note. You will condemn it deep down; you will say, "It is

not right -- it is the sinner part of me, the lower part, the condemned part." You will keep

yourself aloof from it. You will say, "I was against it. It was my instinct, it was my

unconscious, it was my body, it was my mind, which persuaded me to do it; otherwise, I

knew it, that it was wrong. I am the one who knows that it was wrong."

You always identify yourself with the right, the moralistic attitude, and you disidentify

from the immoral act -- although you do it. This is how hypocrisy arises.

Saint Augustine has said in his confessions: God, forgive me, because I go on doing

things which I know I should not do, and also I don't do things which I know I should do.

This is the conflict, this is how one becomes troubled. Hence Buddha gives you a secret

key. This is the key that can take you out of all identification: don't be identified with the

moral mind -- because that too is part of the mind. It is the same game: one part saying good,

another part saying bad -- it is the same mind creating a conflict in you. Mind is always dual.

Mind lives in polar opposites. It loves and it hates the same person; it wants to do the act and

it does not want to do the act. It is conflict, mind is conflict. Don't get identified with either.

Buddha is saying: Become just a watchfulness. See that one part is saying this, another

part is saying that. "I am neither -- NETI, NETI, neither this nor that -- I am just a witness."

Only then is there a possibility that understanding will arise.
AN UNTROUBLED MIND,NO LONGER SEEKING TO CONSIDER WHAT IS RIGHT AND WHAT IS
WRONG, A MIND BEYOND JUDGMENTS, WATCHES AND UNDERSTANDS.

To go beyond judgments of good and bad is the way of watchfulness. And it is through

watchfulness that transformations happen. This is the difference between morality and

religion. Morality says, "Choose the right and reject the wrong. Choose the good and reject

the bad." Religion says, "Simply watch both. Don't choose at all. Remain in a choiceless

consciousness."

Religion is very very different from morality. Morality is very ordinary, mundane,



mediocre; morality cannot take you to the ultimate, it is not the way of the divine. Morality is

only a social strategy. That's why one thing is right in one society and the same thing is

wrong in another society; one thing is thought to be good in India and the same thing is

thought to be bad in Japan. One thing is thought to be good today and may become wrong

tomorrow. Morality is a social by-product, it is a social strategy to control. It is the policeman

inside you, the judge inside you -- it is a trick of the society to hypnotize you according to

certain conceptions that the society wants to be imposed upon people. So if you are born in a

vegetarian family, then the nonvegetarians are the greatest of sinners.

One Jaina monk once told me that "I love your books, but why do you mention Jesus,

Mohammed and Ramakrishna with Mahavira? You should not mention them in the same

line. Mahavira is Mahavira -- how can he be compared and put in the same way, in the same

category with Jesus, Mohammed and Ramakrishna?"

I said, "Why not?"

He said, "Jesus drinks wine, eats meat -- what greater sin can one commit?"

Mohammed ate meat and got married to nine women! One has to renounce the woman --

and not only one but nine! A perfect number. In fact, there are no more numbers; nine is the

last number, then again repeats the same....

"Mohammed got married to nine women, was a meat-eater -- how can you put Mohammed

with Mahavira? And how can you put Ramakrishna with Mahavira? He used to eat fish."

A Bengali is bound to eat fish.

His only criticism of my books is that I have put these people together.

Now ask a Christian.... I once asked a Christian missionary, "What do you say about this

Jaina monk? He has said this...have you any objection?"

He said, "Certainly! How can you put Mahavira with Jesus? Jesus lived for humanity,

sacrificed himself for humanity -- what has Mahavira done? Mahavira is utterly selfish, he

thinks only of his own salvation. He cares nothing about others! He never healed a blind

person, he never raised a dead person from death. He was just meditating for twelve years in

the mountains, in the forests -- what more selfishness...? And the world is suffering and

people are in great pain, and he didn't come to console them. What more luxury can there be?

Just meditating by the side of a river in the forest -- what more luxury! What has he done for

the poor humanity? Jesus sacrificed himself -- he lived and died for others. His whole life

was nothing but pure sacrifice. How can you put Mahavira with Jesus?"

And he too seems to be right. Now, how do you decide? Buddha never healed the sick,

the blind, the deaf, the dumb -- just meditated. Seems to be selfish! He should have opened

hospitals, or at least schools; should have distributed medicine, should have gone to the flood

areas and served people...he never did anything like that. What kind of spirituality is this?

According to a Christian, it is pure selfishness.

Now, who is right? And who is going to decide? We live according to our prejudices.

The Jaina monk is wrong and the Christian missionary is wrong, because both are judging

-- and to judge is wrong. Jesus is Jesus -- he lives in his own way. Buddha is Buddha -- he

lives in his own way. Unique personalities, unique expressions of God. Neither is a copy of

the other, and neither needs to be a copy of the other. And it is beautiful that the world has

variety. If there were only Jesuses and Jesuses again and again, they would look like Ford

cars coming out on an assembly line -- each second a Ford car coming out, the same, exactly

the same as each other. It is beautiful that Jesus is one and simply one and unrepeatable. And

it is good the Buddha is alone and unrepeatable.

A really religious person has a nonjudgmental approach. The moralist cannot avoid



judgments, he becomes a judge. Now, this Jaina monk, an ordinary person, stupid, is ready to

judge Jesus, Ramakrishna, Mohammed. He knows nothing, understands nothing, has never

meditated -- has not known himself yet. That's why he had come to me.

He had come to me to understand what meditation is and how to meditate. Meditation has

not happened yet, but judgment is there -- and he is ready to judge even a man like Jesus, is

not even ashamed of what he is doing, is not shy, is very arrogant. And so is the case with the

Christian missionary! He knows nothing of meditation, what Buddha was doing, what

Mahavira was doing. He knows nothing of the subtle ways in which a Buddha functions. Just

his becoming enlightened is the greatest service to humanity possible -- nothing more can be

done. He has certainly not cured physical eyes, but he is the man who has cured thousands of

people's spiritual eyes -- and that is real service! He has made thousands of people hear,

listen, understand -- THAT is real service.

But this Christian missionary, because he runs a primary school and a hospital, thinks

himself somebody who is authorized to judge. The moralist always judges, the religious

person never judges. He lives in a nonjudgmental consciousness.

A MIND BEYOND JUDGMENTS, WATCHES AND UNDERSTANDS. He simply

watches and understands. If Buddha had come across Jesus, he would have understood; if

Jesus had come across Mahavira, he would have understood. Just watching, seeing, and there

is understanding.

KNOW THAT THE BODY IS A FRAGILE JAR,
AND MAKE A CASTLE OF YOUR MIND.

By 'mind' Buddha means consciousness. By 'mind' Buddha means Mind with a capital M

-- not this ordinary mind that you have but the Mind which happens when all thoughts have

disappeared, when the mind is utterly empty of thoughts. Make a castle of your Mind because

this body is going to die -- don't depend on it.

IN EVERY TRIAL
LET UNDERSTANDING FIGHT FOR YOU
TO DEFEND WHAT YOU HAVE WON.

And remember continuously, because the struggle is long, and the journey is arduous.

Many times you will fall and forget, many times you will start judging. Many times you will

start getting identified with this or that, many times the ego will assert itself again and again.

Whenever the ego asserts itself, whenever identification happens, whenever judgment arises,

immediately remember: watch, simply watch, and there will be understanding.

And understanding is the secret of transformation. If you can understand anger,

immediately you will be showered with compassion. If you can understand sex, immediately

you will attain to samadhi. 'Understanding' is the most important word to remember.

FOR SOON THE BODY IS DISCARDED.
THEN WHAT DOES IT FEEL?
A USELESS LOG OF WOOD, IT LIES ON THE GROUND.
THEN WHAT DOES IT KNOW?

Don't depend on the body and don't remain confined to the body. Use it, respect it, love it,

care for it, but remember: you have to leave it one day. It is only a cage, it will be left behind,



and the bird will be gone. Before that happens, take care of the bird too. Cleanse your

consciousness, because that will be going with you. Your understanding will go with you, not

your body.

So don't waste too much time in decorating it with cosmetics, with clothes, with

ornaments -- don't waste too much time with the body, because the body belongs to the earth

and the earth will claim it back. Dust unto dust. You don't belong to the earth, you belong to

some beyond, to some unknown. Your home is in the unknown, here you are only a visitor.

Enjoy the visit and use it as much as possible to grow in understanding and maturity, so that

you can take home your maturity, your understanding, your wisdom.

YOUR WORST ENEMY CANNOT HARM YOU
AS MUCH AS YOUR OWN THOUGHTS, UNGUARDED.

When thoughts are unguarded, unwatched, your mind is your greatest enemy.

BUT ONCE MASTERED,
NO ONE CAN HELP YOU AS MUCH,
NOT EVEN YOUR FATHER OR YOUR MOTHER.

But the same mind, if mastered -- mastered by watchfulness, mastered by meditation -- is

transformed. It becomes the greatest friend. Nobody can help you as much as it.

The mind is a ladder: unguarded it takes you downwards, guarded it takes you upwards.

The same ladder! The mind is a door: unguarded it takes you outward, guarded it takes you

inward. The same mind unguarded becomes anger, hatred, jealousy; guarded it becomes

compassion, love, light.

Be watchful, be awake, be alert, be nonjudgmental. Don't be a moralist: create a religious

consciousness. And by "religious consciousness" is meant a choiceless awareness. Let this

phrase sink deep in your heart: choiceless awareness. This is the very essence of Buddha's

teaching -- AES DHAMMO SANANTANO.

Enough for today.
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The first question:

BELOVED MASTER,

WOULD YOU PLEASE SPEAK MORE ABOUT THE NEW PHASE OF YOUR WORK?

SRI RAMAKRISHNA, SRI RAMAN, AND EVEN J. KRISHNAMURTI, APPEAR

ONE-DIMENSIONAL. DID GURDJIEFF ATTEMPT A MULTIDIMENSIONAL

APPROACH? WAS IT THE CAUSE OF HIS BEING SO GREATLY MISUNDERSTOOD?

Ajit Saraswati, it is but natural to be misunderstood if you really want to help people. If

you don't want to help them, you will never be misunderstood -- they will worship you, they

will praise you. If you only talk, if you only philosophize, then they are not afraid of you.

Then you don't touch their lives.

And it is beautiful to know complex theories, systems of thought. It helps their egos, it

nourishes their egos -- they become more knowledgeable. And everybody likes to be more

knowledgeable. It is the subtlest nourishment for the ego.

But if you REALLY want to help them, then the problem arises. Then you start changing

their lives, then you start trespassing on their egos; then you start interfering with their

centuries and centuries old habits and mechanisms. Then you create antagonism: they are

afraid of you, they are inimical towards you. And they will try in every possible way to

misunderstand you, to misrepresent you.

One-dimensional people are beautiful flowers, but not of much use. Krishnamurti has

been talking for forty or more years, and people listen. The same people have been listening

to him for forty years...and not an iota of change in their consciousness. Certainly they have

become very knowledgeable, argumentative, logical. If you discuss with them -- they are the

best people to discuss anything with -- they go into the most subtle, delicate worlds of

thought. They can analyze everything: awareness, meditation, consciousness.... They have

become very efficient, very clever, but they remain as mediocre as ever, as stupid as ever,

with only one difference: now their stupidity is garbed behind their so-called knowledge that

they have gathered from J. Krishnamurti. Krishnamurti has remained just an intellectual

phenomenon, because he never took the trouble to enter into people's lives. It is dangerous to

enter into people's lives -- you are playing with fire.

Sri Raman is perfectly okay: sitting silently in his temple, people can come, offer flowers,

worship, and he will simply watch. And of course he has a beauty and a grace, but it is

one-dimensional, it does not affect life in its totality. At the most, people can be moved by it

emotionally. Just as J. Krishnamurti moves people intellectually, Sri Raman moves people

emotionally.

And the same was the case with Ramakrishna. Many people's emotions were touched,

and they would cry tears of joy. But it is not going to transform you. Those tears of joy are

momentary; back home you will be the same.

Gurdjieff certainly is a pioneer. With Gurdjieff begins a totally new concept of spiritual

life. He has actually called his way "the fourth way" -- just as I call my way "the fourth way"

he also calls his way "the fourth way." He was immensely misunderstood, because he was not

interested in imparting knowledge to you, he was not interested in consoling you. He was not

interested in giving you beautiful theories, visions, hallucinations. He was not interested in

your tears, in your emotions and sentiments. He was not interested in being worshipped by

you, he was interested in transforming you.

And to transform a person means you have to take a hammer in your hands, because



many chunks of that person's being have to be cut. The person is so topsy-turvy that

everything is wrong as it is, and it has to be put right. And he has invested so much in his

wrong way of life that anybody who wants to change his style of life -- not only the

circumference but the center too -- he becomes afraid of, he is scared of. Only a few

courageous people can enter into the world of a man like Gurdjieff. Tremendous courage is

needed, a courage to die, because only then is one reborn.

Gurdjieff was a midwife. He was not a teacher, he was a master. Krishnamurti remained a

teacher. Raman remained a beautiful individual -- enlightened, but just a faraway, distant star.

You could watch and you could appreciate and you could write poetry about it, but that's all.

It remained a distant phenomenon. You could never hope to reach him, the distance was vast.

And there was no effort from his side to bridge it. And what could you do? How could YOU

bridge it? If you had been capable of bridging yourself with a man like Raman, there would

have been no need to make the bridge. A man of that capacity would be able to transform

himself on his own; he would not need a master. Unless Raman tried to make the bridge, the

bridge was not possible.

And he was aloof, distant, cool. He was not involved. He knew all misery is false. And,

certainly, it is so -- but not for those who are in misery. The man who is awake knows that

the person who is crying and weeping in his sleep is seeing a dream, true. As far as the man

who is awake is concerned, it's perfectly true. But even though it is a dream, a nightmare, for

the person who is fast asleep it is a truth. And the man who is fast asleep cannot make any

effort to connect himself with the awakened man. Obviously, it is impossible. He cannot even

be aware that somebody is awake; he is so much engrossed in his nightmare. Only the

awakened can make the effort. But to disturb somebody's sleep, even though he is in a

nightmare, is dangerous. Nobody wants to be disturbed, nobody wants to be interfered with.

People have strange ideas -- sleepy people, idiotic people, but they have strange ideas of

freedom. They have no freedom; they can't have. They can't afford it in their sleep. How can

a sleepy man have any freedom? But they have ideas, great ideas of freedom, and a man like

Gurdjieff interferes. His compassion is far greater than the compassion of J. Krishnamurti,

Raman, and Ramakrishna.

Ramakrishna is beautiful -- singing the praise of God, praying, worshipping, dancing. He

is something of the beyond. He reminds you that much more is possible in life than is

happening to you -- but that's all. Through him just a little remembrance can reach you. But

your life is such that that remembrance is not going to create any mutation; it will be

forgotten. You will enjoy it. Again and again you would like to go to the man and see him

dancing and singing and praying...and you will feel good.

This is what Buddha calls "counting the sheep of others." He is a beautiful flower, but by

looking at a rose you cannot become the rose; neither can you become a Ramakrishna by

looking at Ramakrishna. Great effort is needed. You have to climb the mountain against all

hazards.

Unless a master tries to approach you in your deep sleep, unless he stirs your being, holds

you hard and takes you out of your ignorance, it is impossible, it is almost impossible. But

you will be angry at this man -- who wants to be disturbed? One has become accustomed to a

certain way of life; mind always likes the old, the known, the familiar. Even though it is

miserable, still the mind is afraid of the new, because with the new you have to learn again

how to behave, how to be. And who wants to learn? You are so efficient with the old, your

ego is so satisfied with the old -- why bother?

And when you come across a man like Gurdjieff, he shatters all the nonsense that you



have gathered. He shatters mercilessly! Sometimes he has to say things which are not really

true, but just to shatter your ideas he has to say them.

A friend has asked, "How was it possible that a man like Gurdjieff, a man of such great

understanding, did not understand the idea of kundalini energy?"

He called it kundabuffer. He was very much against the idea of kundalini. He used to say

that the worst thing that could happen to a person in life is the arousal of kundalini. The

questioner, naturally, is bewildered.

But you don't understand the real meaning of Gurdjieff. He called it kundabuffer because

of the nonsense that theosophists have created in the world. They talked so much about

kundalini, the serpent power, and it was all gibberish; they knew nothing about it. They were

just fabricating, they were just inventing theories and ideas. It was all guesswork.

In fact, out of a hundred books that are written about kundalini, ninety-nine are absolute

nonsense. And the people who had gathered around Gurdjieff had come through theosophical

philosophy, hypotheses, doctrines. He was shattering their knowledge; he was not saying

anything against kundalini. How could he say that? He knew far better than Blavatsky, Annie

Besant, Alcott, Leadbeater -- he knew far better than these people. These people were only

experts in creating doctrines, and really they were great experts. They had created almost a

world movement -- about auras and colors and kundalini...new words from the ancient

spiritual lore. And they created worlds, imaginary worlds, around those words.

Gurdjieff is right to call it kundabuffer. And Gurdjieff is right in saying that the worst

thing that can happen to a man is the arousal of kundalini. But remember always that he was

talking to his disciples, in a particular context. He was shattering the knowledge of his

disciples about kundalini power -- because the first step of a master is to destroy your

knowledge, because your knowledge is basically false, borrowed.

Before you can be made familiar with the truth, the untrue has to be taken away.

Sometimes the master has to be very merciless, and sometimes the master has to say things

which are not really so. Kundalini is not a wrong idea, but for ninety-nine percent of people,

Gurdjieff is right.

Now there are again people like Gopi Krishna, who are writing books on kundalini and

the serpent power, and the great genius that comes through it. It has not even happened to

Gopi Krishna! What kind of genius has he? At the most, the only proof that he has given of

his genius is some absolutely worthless poetry, just like the poetry schoolchildren write. He

has been a clerk his whole life. His poetry smells of his whole life's clerkship -- it stinks! It

has no beauty, it has no grandeur -- it has nothing of the superb.

And now he is propounding around the world that when kundalini arises your latent

power of genius becomes manifest. How many yogis have won the Nobel Prize? And how

many yogis have contributed to the world's scientific knowledge, art, poetry, painting,

sculpture? How many of your people whose so-called kundalini has arisen have contributed

in any way to the world's richness?

What Gopi Krishna is talking about is not kundalini but kundabuffer. Gurdjieff would

have put him right with a single blow. But he attracts people. People are very much attracted

by mystical nonsense, by occult stupidity, by esoteric gibberish. Just start talking with people

about chakras, centers of energy, and kundalini passing through them, and they are

all-attentive. You just try it! There is no need to know anything about it -- just

invent...because Jaina mystics have not talked about kundalini, Buddhist mystics have not

talked about kundalini, Christian mystics have never known anything about it, Sufis are

absolutely unaware of this energy called kundalini. Only Hindu yoga talks about it.



There IS something in it, but not exactly the way it is told to people. The knowledge that

is floating around about kundalini is all nonsense, and Gurdjieff was right to condemn it. He

was condemning the whole theosophical movement. Theosophists were very much against

Gurdjieff. They knew nothing, but they created a great movement. They were more or less

political people, scholars, logic-choppers, but not in any way realized souls.

Gurdjieff shattered many beliefs. He shattered one of the most fundamental beliefs of the

whole of humanity. He said, "There is no soul. You are not born with a soul -- the soul has to

be created by great effort. And only very rare people have been able to create it. The millions

of people walking on the earth are all soulless."

Now, can you create a greater shock? -- just telling people, "You are soulless. There is

nothing inside you -- hollow, nobody inside you. You are not yet born; you are just a body, a

mechanism. Yes, you have a possibility, a potentiality to become a soul, but then you have to

do much work for it, great work for it, and only then is it possible to have a soul. It is the

ultimate luxury to have a soul."

Now, down the ages priests have been telling you that you are born with a soul. That has

created a very wrong state of affairs. Because everybody has been told he is born with a soul,

he thinks, "Then why bother? I am already a soul. I am immortal. The body will die but I am

going to live." Gurdjieff said, "You are nothing but the body, and when the body dies YOU

will die. Only once in a while does a person survive -- one who has created soul in his life

survives death -- not all. A Buddha survives, a Jesus survives, but not you! You will simply

die, not even a trace will be left."

What was Gurdjieff trying to do? He was shocking you to the very roots; he was trying to

take away all your consolations and foolish theories which go on helping you to postpone

work upon yourself. Now, to tell people, "You don't have any souls, you are just vegetables,

just a cabbage or maybe a cauliflower" -- a cauliflower is a cabbage with a college education

-- "but nothing more than that." He was really a master par excellence. He was taking the

very earth away from underneath your feet. He was giving you such a shock that you had to

think over the whole situation: are you going to remain a cabbage? He was creating a

situation around you in which you would have to seek and search for the soul, because who

wants to die?

And the idea that the soul is immortal has helped people to console themselves that they

are not going to die, that death is just an appearance, just a long sleep, a restful sleep, and you

will be born again. Gurdjieff says, "All nonsense. This is all nonsense! Dead, you are dead

forever -- unless you have created the soul...."

Now see the difference: you have been told you are already a soul, and Gurdjieff changes

it totally. He says, "You are not already a soul, but only an opportunity. You can use it, you

can miss it."

And I would like to tell you that Gurdjieff was just using a device. It is not true.

Everybody is born with a soul. But what to do with people who have been using truths as

consolations? A great master sometimes has to lie -- and only a great master has the right to

lie -- just to pull you out of your sleep.

For example, you are fast asleep and I shake you and shake you and you don't budge. And

then I start shouting, "Fire! Fire!" and you start running out of the house. Outside we will

settle the matter. I will say that there is no fire...but this was the only way to wake you up.

Once you have known the soul, Gurdjieff will whisper in your ear, "Now don't be

worried. Forget all about what I was telling you. But it was needed. It was a device. I had to

shout 'Fire!' otherwise you were not going to get out of your sleep."



But these people are bound to be misunderstood. To understand a man like Gurdjieff is an

almost impossible job. You can understand him only if you go with him, if you go along with

him. And the work that Gurdjieff did was a very secret work -- it can't be otherwise. Real

work can be done only in a mystery school. It is hidden, it is underground. It is not public and

it cannot be public.

In the Middle Ages the mystics disappeared behind the garb of alchemy; they had to

disappear because of the Christians. The Christians were destroying all kinds of sources

which were in any way in conflict with Christian ideology. They were not allowing anybody

to practice anything else; even to talk about anything else was not permitted: "Christianity

and only Christianity is the way."

The mystics had to disappear. They created a beautiful deception, they created the idea of

alchemy. They started saying, "We are alchemists; we have nothing to do with spirituality.

All that is rot. We are seeking and searching for the secret of immortal life, of eternal youth.

We are trying to find ways and means to transform base metals into gold." And just to

deceive the public they made chemistry labs. If you had entered into an alchemist's world,

you would have encountered jars and medicines and herbs and test-tubes...and you would

have seen a kind of lab where much chemical work was going on. But this was only a facade;

this was not the real work -- the real work was happening somewhere else deep down in the

school.

The real work was to create integral, crystallized human beings, to create wakefulness.

The real work was meditation. But Christianity does not allow meditation. It says prayer is

enough. It does not allow inward search. It says worshipping God is enough, going every

Sunday to the church is enough, reading the Bible is enough. It has given you toys -- and

that's how it has happened in other countries too.

In India too the mystics have lived in disguise.

Just the other day I was reading a Sufi story -- and Gurdjieff is basically rooted in the Sufi

tradition. He is a Sufi. He learned his secrets from the Sufis.

I was reading a Sufi story:

A disciple came to the master and said, "I am in trouble. The trouble is that the richest

man of the town is going on a pilgrimage. He has a beautiful daughter, and I have a great

reputation because of all the discipline that I have gone through and the character that I have

cultivated. I have such a reputation in the town that he wants me to take care of his beautiful

daughter while he is on his pilgrimage. And I am afraid -- I know my temptations. And the

girl is really beautiful; in fact I have always been infatuated with her. I have been avoiding...!

This is too much: for six months or nine months she will be living with me. I cannot trust

myself. What should I do?"

The master said, "I know a man who knows the secret. You go to him."

And he told him to go to another village where a madman lived. He said, "But what can

that madman do? I know about that madman, I have heard much about that madman. He is

utterly mad! How can he help me?"

The master said, "You just go, but go very watchfully. Watch everything that is

happening there."

He went to the madman. A very beautiful young boy was pouring wine and the madman

was drinking.

Now, Mohammedan countries have been, down the ages, homosexual, very much -- so

much so that it is only the Mohammedan paradise which is gay. It is far more advanced than



any other paradise. In the Hindu paradise there is no place for a gay person. In the Christian

paradise, no, not at all. Even the Jewish God is very much against homosexuality, very angry.

But the Mohammedan God is very lenient. Not only are beautiful women provided for the

virtuous, but beautiful boys too.

This beautiful young boy pouring wine and the madman drinking -- this man felt great

hatred, condemnation. But because the master had said, "Watch and go and ask him for

advice..." he forgot all about his problem. First he asked, "Please tell me what is happening.

What are you doing?"

The madman laughed and he said, "This boy is my son. And come close -- my glass

contains only water. What he is pouring is not wine."

The man asked, "Then why are you pretending that you are drinking wine? Nobody sips

water the way you are sipping. The flask from which he is pouring water is not used for

keeping water -- then why?"

The madman laughed and said, "So that nobody entrusts his beautiful daughter to me

when he goes on a pilgrimage. This is a device!"

He must have read the thought, he must have been telepathic. He must have seen this man

through and through. "...So that nobody entrusts his beautiful daughter to me, so nobody

bothers. So that I am left alone. But please don't tell my secret to anybody; otherwise I will

have to move from this town to another town. My madness is a rumor created by me. My

characterlessness is a rumor created by me. And if YOU really want to work on yourself,"

said the madman, "you should do likewise. Go back. Start behaving foolishly, stupidly,

madly, immorally -- at least pretend! -- and nobody will bother you."

Gurdjieff lived a life which was very mysterious; it was not public. His school was a

hidden school. What was happening there, people were simply guessing.

And that's what is going to happen in the new phase of my work. My commune will

become hidden, underground. It will have a facade on the outside: the weavers and the

carpenters and the potters...that will be the facade. People who will come as visitors, we will

have a beautiful showroom for them; they can purchase things. They can see the creativity of

the sannyasins: paintings, books, woodwork.... They can be shown around -- a beautiful lake,

swimming pools, a five-star hotel for them -- but they will not know what is really

happening. That which will be happening will be almost all underground. It has to be

underground, otherwise it cannot happen.

I have a few secrets to impart to you, and I would not like to die before I have imparted

them to you -- because I don't know anybody else now alive in the world who can do that

work. I have secrets from Taoism, secrets from tantra, secrets from yoga, secrets from Sufis,

secrets from Zen people. I have lived in almost all the traditions of the world; I have been a

wanderer in many lives. I have gathered much honey from many flowers.

And the time, sooner or later, will come when I will have to depart -- and I will not be

able to enter again in the body. This is going to be my last life. All the honey that I have

gathered I would like to share with you, so that you can share it with others, so that it does

not disappear from the earth.

This is going to be a very secret work; hence, Ajit Saraswati, I cannot speak about it. I

think I have already spoken too much! I should not have said even this. The work will be

only for those who are utterly devoted.

Right now, we have a big press office to make as many people as possible aware of the

phenomenon that is happening here. But in the new commune the real work will simply



disappear from the world's eyes. The press office will function -- it will function for other

purposes. People will go on coming, because from the visitors we have to choose; we have to

invite people who can be participants, who can dissolve in the commune. But the real work is

going to be absolutely secret. It is going to be only between me and you.

And there will not be much talk between me and you either. More and more I will

become silent, because the real communion is through energy, not through words. As you

will be getting ready to receive the energy in silence, I will become more and more silent. But

I am keeping a great treasure for you. Be receptive....

And as my work goes underground and becomes more secret and more mysterious, more

and more rumors and gossip are bound to spread all over the world. People become very

suspicious of anything secret, and because they cannot find any clue, they start inventing

their own ideas about what is happening there. So be ready for that too.

But don't be worried about it. It is going to be a mystery school. Such schools existed

when Zarathustra was alive; he created such a school. Many such schools existed in Egypt,

India, Tibet. When Pythagoras came and visited this country he noted the fact of the mystery

schools. He was initiated into many mystery schools in Egypt and in India. Jesus was trained

by the Essenes, a very secret mystery school.

All that is beautiful and all that is great in human history has happened only through a

few people who put their energies together for the inner exploration. My commune is going

to be a mystery school for inner exploration. It is the greatest adventure there is, and the

greatest dance too.

The second question:

BELOVED MASTER,

WHAT IS THE KEY TO THIS PUZZLE?

THE BUDDHA SAYS, SPEAK LESS: AND SILENCE FEELS BEAUTIFUL,

FOR WHAT HAVE I TO SAY?

TALES OF THE PAST, DREAMS OF THE FUTURE,

GIDDY GOSSIP OR REASONED ARGUMENT,

ALL TASTE PHONY TO THE TONGUE.

SILENCE IS BEAUTIFUL,

AND YET....

THE SOUND OF MERRY CHATTER OVER TEACUPS

ECHOES THE CAREFREE CHIRPING OF THE BIRDS --

ENERGY FLOWING IN A JOYOUS COSMOS.

BELOVED MASTER, TELL ME,

WHAT IS THE KEY TO THIS PUZZLE?

Nirgun, don't take Gautama the Buddha too seriously. Silence IS beautiful, certainly it is

beautiful. But who has told you that gossiping is not beautiful? In fact, the more you enjoy

gossiping, the deeper will be your silence.

These are polar opposites and they balance each other. If you work hard in the day, you

will sleep a deep sleep in the night. Polar opposites: hard work brings a deep sleep. Illogical!

The logical thing would have been that you rested the whole day, practiced rest the whole

day, and then you sleep a deep, deep sleep in the night. That would have been logical -- but

God is illogical.



That seems to be perfectly right: the whole day you practiced rest -- naturally you should

have more rest in the night than anybody else who has not practiced it! And the man who has

been doing just the opposite -- hard work, tilling the ground, digging in the earth, working in

the garden, chopping wood, carrying water from the well -- the whole day he was perspiring,

working hard, a tiring work, by the evening he is utterly tired. Logically he should not be able

to sleep at all because he practiced the opposite. But this is not how life functions.

Life functions through the polar opposites. Life is not logical, life is dialectical. It is a

dialectics: thesis, antithesis, and they both balance and become synthesis. Then synthesis

functions again as a thesis and creates its antithesis...and so on and so forth. Life is not

Aristotelian but Hegelian.

It is perfectly good to gossip. And when you gossip, gossip totally -- let it be a

meditation! Knowing perfectly well that it is gossip, still it can be enjoyed. In fact, it can be

enjoyed more because it is just gossip! And then fall silent.

The chirping of the birds is beautiful, but have you watched that when suddenly it stops

there is a great silence? The silence is deepened by the songs of the birds. The silence that

follows the storm is the deepest, the most profound.

Nirgun, don't take Buddha too seriously. He can be taken too seriously -- he is a

one-dimensional man. What I am saying...if you had asked the same question of Buddha, he

would not have said the same thing. He would have said, "Nirgun, you are coming to the

right point. Stop gossiping and stop talking. Say only the minimum, the absolutely

necessary." He would have suggested being very telegraphic. If it can be done in ten words,

then don't do it in eleven words. If you can cut words more and more, so much the better.

But my own experience is that if you cut all your gossiping, all your talking, your silence

will be superficial, your silence will be just a kind of sadness. It will not have depth. From

where will it get depth? It can get depth only from its polar opposite.

If you really want to rest, first dance -- dance to abandon. Let every fiber of your body

and being dance, and then follows a relaxation, a rest, which is total. You need not do it, it

happens on its own.

I am not saying that gossiping should be done to harm somebody. Then it is no longer

gossip, it is violence; then it is no longer gossip, it is something else camouflaged as gossip.

Gossip should be a pure art, with no motivation -- joking for joking's sake, gossiping for

gossiping's sake. And then it will keep you cheerful. And when it stops...and how long can

you gossip? There is a natural limit to everything. "The sound of merry chatter over teacups"

cannot continue forever. Soon the teacups will be empty and the chatter will disappear...and

then there is a profound silence.

It is good that the birds have not heard Buddha, that the trees have not heard Buddha.

Nirgun, I would not like you to become a Buddhist. I know Buddhist monks: they become

very serious, too serious, so that their seriousness is a kind of disease. They cannot laugh,

they cannot joke. In fact, if they read my discourses on Buddha and they come across juicy

jokes, they will just close their eyes. They will not even be capable of reading them. Their

whole being will withdraw, they will shrink away. They will not be able to forgive me.

Don't be too serious at all. My message is that of rejoicing. That's where I am different

from Buddha. Buddha is a serious person; not a single statue exists in which he is shown

laughing, or even smiling. Yes, there are Chinese and Japanese statues of Buddha in which he

is shown smiling and laughing sometimes -- sometimes even a belly laughter, his belly

shaking. But those are Chinese and Japanese buddhas.

In fact, if you see a Chinese statue of Buddha and an Indian statue of Buddha you will not



be able to conceive of any relationship between the two; they are so totally different. The

Indian Buddha is very serious. His body is athletic: he has a big chest and a very very

shrunken belly -- no belly at all. And if you see the Chinese Buddha it is just the opposite.

You will not find the big chest at all, it is completely lost because the belly is so big. And you

can see even in marble statues that the belly is shaking with laughter. His face is totally

different, it is round and gives you the sense of a child. The Indian Buddha's face is very

Roman -- it was made after Alexander had visited India -- it is Greek and Roman. The

features are not Indian. Look again at an Indian statue of Buddha, the features are not Indian.

Alexander and his beauty impressed people so much that they imposed Alexander's face on

Buddha's body.

And he is very serious, utterly serious. You cannot conceive of him ever laughing. But

when Buddhism reached China it met a very profound philosophy -- the polar opposite. The

dialectics happened there. Buddhism became the thesis and Taoism became the antithesis: the

meeting of Buddha and Lao Tzu. The Chinese statue of Buddha is a cross, it is half Gautam

Buddha and half Lao Tzu -- they are mingled into each other. That belly belongs to Lao Tzu,

that laughter belongs to Lao Tzu, and the silence belongs to Buddha. It has been the greatest

meeting that has ever happened in the world. Out of it is born the most profound, the most

significant phenomenon in all history: Zen.

Zen is neither Buddhist nor Taoist, or it is both together. It is a strange meeting. In fact,

Lao Tzu and Buddha, if they had met physically, would not have agreed on ANY point. Lao

Tzu was a man of laughter. He used to move from one village to another sitting on his buffalo

-- must have looked like a clown. And he was almost always laughing, rolling on the ground

-- at the whole ridiculousness of existence, at the absurdity of life.

Buddha and Lao Tzu are polar opposites. Maybe that's why both these philosophies

became attracted to each other. Both were incomplete -- the meeting made them more

complete. Neither will Lao Tzu agree with Zen nor will Buddha agree with Zen.

I have heard a story:

In heaven, in a cafe, Buddha, Confucius and Lao Tzu, all the three are sitting,

chitchatting. And the woman, the owner of the cafe, a beautiful woman, comes. She brings

the juice of life. Buddha immediately closes his eyes. He says, "I cannot look at it! It is not

worth looking at -- life is misery. Birth is misery, life is misery, death is misery. Remove it

from my sight; otherwise I cannot open my eyes!"

Confucius opens his eyes half-way -- he believes in the golden mean, the middle way, just

the half -- looks with half open eyes and says, "I cannot deny it without tasting it." He is a

man of more scientific leanings. "How can you say anything unless you experiment? You

should not declare such things offhand. So," he says, "just give me a sip." He tastes it and he

says, "Buddha is right: it is bitter, it is miserable, and I completely agree and I am a witness

to Buddha. But I will again say that Buddha is wrong -- without tasting it, nothing should be

said. Although he is right -- I can approve him, on MY witnessing he is right -- but on his

own he is not right."

Lao Tzu takes the whole flask and before the owner woman can say anything, he takes it

down in a gulp. He drinks the whole flask and he becomes so drunk that he starts dancing. He

does not say a word -- bitter or sweet, misery or bliss. When he comes a little bit to his

senses, Buddha and Confucius ask him, "What do you say?"

He says, "There is nothing to say. Life should be drunk to its totality, then only does one

know. And when one knows, there is nothing to say. It cannot be put in any category. Misery



or bliss are categories -- life is beyond all categories. But one should know it in its wholeness,

and only I know it in its wholeness. You have not even tasted it. Confucius has only tasted it,

but one should not decide by the part about the whole. Only I can say what it is, but I am not

going to say because it is not sayable. If you really want to know, I can order another flask.

Drink it to the full and dance -- that is the only way!"

That is the only way to know anything.

The meeting of Buddhism and Taoism is the strangest phenomenon in the world. But it

was bound to happen; there is a certain inevitability in it because such polar opposites attract

each other, just as negative and positive poles of magnetism or negative and positive

electricity attract each other.

Buddhism traveled from India to China. Taoism never traveled to India, because Taoism

was so utterly drunk with ecstasy, with joy -- who cares? Buddhism traveled, had to travel.

The seriousness became very very heavy. Once Buddha was gone, once the light was gone,

then it was just like a rock on the chest of the followers -- it became too heavy. They had to

move to find something nonserious to balance it.

Nirgun, don't be serious about it. Enjoy your gossiping, enjoy the small things of life, the

small joys of life. They all contribute to the enrichment of your being. And always remember:

nonseriousness is one of the most fundamental qualities of a really religious person.

A sincere young man went to an understanding old rabbi for advice. "The problem is my

sexual appetite. When I shake hands with a woman it is aroused -- even when I pass a pretty

woman on the street it is aroused. It disturbs me because I love my wife very much."

"Don't worry, son," said the rabbi. "It doesn't matter where you work up an appetite as long as

you dine at home."

This rabbi is a wise man, nonserious, taking life playfully. My sannyasins have to take

life very playfully -- then you can have both the worlds together. You can have the cake and

eat it too. And that is a real art. This world and that, sound and silence, love and meditation,

being with people, relating, and being alone. All these things have to be lived together in a

kind of simultaneity; only then will you know the uttermost depth of your being and the

uttermost height of your being.

The third question:

BELOVED MASTER,

WHAT DO YOU SAY ABOUT THE FAMOUS STATEMENT OF FRIEDRICH

NIETZSCHE THAT GOD IS DEAD?

Neeraj, Friedrich Nietzsche says God is dead -- that means he was alive before. As far as

I know, he has never been alive. How can God be dead if he has never been alive? God is not

a person, so he cannot be alive and he cannot be dead. To me, God is life itself! God is

synonymous with existence; hence you cannot say God is alive or God is dead. God is life!

And life is forever...it is a continuum, it is eternal, no beginning, no end.

Nietzsche was really saying that the God that people had worshipped up to then had

become irrelevant. But he was very much accustomed to making dramatic statements. Rather

than saying: "The God that people have worshipped up to now is no longer relevant," he said:

"God is dead." And in a way, dramatic statements penetrate people's consciousness more. If



he had said it in a philosophical way it may have missed the target, but it became the most

important statement made in these hundred years. No other statement has had such

significance, or has had such an impact on human thinking, behavior, life.

The Christian God is dead, the Jewish God is dead -- that's what Nietzsche was saying.

But there have been so many gods and all have gone down the drain. If you make a list you

will be surprised how many gods have been worshipped. One man has made a list. I was

reading the list -- not even a single name that he mentions is known. Nearabout fifty gods he

mentions. The Egyptian gods are no longer there -- not even in Egypt does anybody know

about them. There was a time when for those gods even human beings were sacrificed, wars

were fought, crusades, murders, rapes; villages were burned in the name of those gods. Now

even the names are not known. I read the whole list; out of the fifty not a single name is

known. There have been many gods invented by people, and when those people become tired

of those gods, they invent new toys and they throw the old ones.

These gods go on being born and dying, but these are not the true God. 'True God' simply

means life -- AES DHAMMO SANANTANO -- the inexhaustible law of existence. How can

it die? There is no way. Forms change....

It seems God visited the New York subways recently. Someone had scrawled on the wall:

"God is dead -- signed Nietzsche," and underneath it was written: "Nietzsche is dead --

signed God."

That seems to be far truer. But an even better message for you:

A London subway has this cheerful message: "God is dead, but don't worry -- Mary is

pregnant again!"

The last question:

BELOVED MASTER,

CAN YOU SAY SOMETHING ABOUT GUILT AND FEAR?

Latifa, fear is natural, guilt is a creation of the priests. Guilt is man-made. Fear is in-built,

and it is very essential. Without fear you will not be able to survive at all. Fear is normal. It is

because of fear that you will not put your hand in the fire. It is because of fear that you will

walk to the right or to the left, whatsoever is the law of the country. It is because of fear that

you will avoid poison. It is because of fear that when the truck driver sounds his horn, you

run out of the way.

If the child has no fear there is no possibility that he will ever survive. His fear is a

life-protective measure. But because of this natural tendency to protect oneself...and nothing

is wrong in it -- you have the right to protect yourself. You have such a precious life to

protect, and fear simply helps you. Fear is intelligence. Only idiots don't have fear, imbeciles

don't have fear; hence you have to protect the idiots, otherwise they will burn themselves or

they will jump out of a building, or they will go into the sea without knowing how to swim or

they can eat a snake...or anything they can do!

Fear is intelligence -- so when you see a snake crossing the path, you jump out of the

way. It is not cowardly, it is simply intelligent. But there are two possibilities....

Fear can become abnormal, it can become pathological. Then you are afraid of things of

which there is no need to be afraid -- although you can find arguments even for your



abnormal fear. For example, somebody is afraid of going inside a house. Logically you

cannot prove that he is wrong. He says, "What is the guarantee that the house will not fall?"

Now, houses are known to fall so this house can also fall. People have been crushed by

houses falling. Nobody can give an absolute guarantee that this house is not going to fall -- an

earthquake can happen...anything is possible! Another man is afraid -- he cannot travel

because there are train accidents. Somebody else is afraid -- he cannot go into a car, there are

car accidents. And somebody else is afraid of an airplane....

If you become afraid in this way, this is not intelligent. Then you should be afraid of your

bed too, because almost ninety-seven percent of people die in their beds -- so that is the

MOST dangerous place to be in. Logically you should remain as far away from the bed as

possible, never go close to it. But then you will make your life impossible.

Fear can become abnormal, then it is pathology. And because of this possibility, priests

have used it, politicians have used it. All kinds of oppressors have used it. They make it

pathological, and then it becomes very simple to exploit you. The priest makes you afraid of

hell. Just look in the scriptures -- with what joy they depict all the tortures, with really great

relish. Scriptures describe in detail, in great detail, each and every torture.

Adolf Hitler must have been reading these scriptures; he must have found great ideas

from these scriptures describing hell. He himself was not such a creative genius as to invent

the concentration camps and all kinds of tortures. He must have found them in religious

scriptures -- they are already there, priests have already done the work. He only practiced

what priests have been preaching. He was really a religious man!

Priests have only been talking about a hell that is waiting for you after death. He said,

"Why wait so long? I will create a hell here and now. You can have a taste of it."

I have heard that once a man died, reached hell, knocked on the door. The Devil looked at

him -- he looked German -- he asked him, "From where are you coming?"

The man said, "From Germany."

He said, "Then there is no need to come here -- you have already lived it! Now you can

go to heaven. And you will find our place very boring because you had a far more improved

edition of hell. We are still living in the bullock-cart age -- old tortures. You know far more

sophisticated instruments, ways, means."

Gas chambers are still not known in hell. In a single gas chamber, ten thousand people,

within seconds, can become smoke. And you will be surprised to know that although we are

living in the twentieth century, man is still an animal. Thousands of people used to go to see.

Glass was fitted, fixed in, one-way. You could see what was happening inside, but the

insiders could not see who was looking in from the outside.

Thousands of people would stand outside watching through the glass: people

disappearing in smoke -- simply disappearing in smoke -- thousands of people dying within

seconds. And the people who were enjoying outside, can you call them human beings? But

remember, it has nothing to do with Germany, this is so all over the world. Man is exactly the

same everywhere.

The priests became aware very early that the fear instinct in man can be exploited. He can

be made so much afraid that he will fall at the feet of the priests and will tell them, "Save us!

Only you can save us." And the priest will concede to save them if they follow the priest; if

they follow the rituals prescribed by the priest, the priest will save them. And out of fear

people have been following the priests, and all kinds of stupidities, superstitions.



The politician also became aware soon that people can be made very much afraid. And if

you make them afraid, you can dominate them. It is out of fear that nations exist. The fear of

America keeps Russians slaves to the communists, and the fear of Russia keeps Americans

slaves to the government. Fear of each other...the Indians are afraid of the Pakistanis, and the

Pakistanis are afraid of the Indians. It is such a stupid world! We are afraid of each other, and

because of our fear the politician becomes important. He says, "We will save you here, in this

world," and the priest says, "We will save you in the other world." And they conspire

together.

It is fear that creates guilt -- but not fear itself. Fear creates guilt via the priests and

politicians. The priests and the politicians create in you a pathology, a trembling. And,

naturally, man is so delicate and so fragile, he becomes afraid. And then you can tell him to

do anything and he will do it -- knowing perfectly well that it is stupid, knowing perfectly

well deep down that it is all nonsense, but who knows...? Out of fear, man can be forced to do

anything.

A young woman who can't prevent herself from coughing and sneezing at the theater asks

a doctor for a remedy before going to a first night. "Here, drink this," he says, offering her a

glass. She drinks it, mouth awry, and asks what it was, imagining some type of bad-tasting

cough medicine.

"That's a double dose of Pluto water," he answers. "Now you won't dare sneeze or cough."

...You don't get it. You have never tasted Pluto water -- try, and neither you will dare to

sneeze or cough. Do an experiment: you can ask Ajit Saraswati for Pluto water, only then

will you understand the joke. It is very existential. Because you didn't get it I will have to tell

another:

One morning, a big she-bear raided Joe's cabin, scattered everything, ate everything, tore

up everything, and ambled away.

Joe trailed her, shot her, and then noticing how much she resembled a woman, he

satisfied his passion with her carcass. Just then he noticed another hunter cowering in the

branches of a nearby tree. Realizing his deed had been observed, Joe pointed his gun at the

man, made him climb down and said, "Have you ever made love to a bear?"

And the hunter said, "No, but I am getting ready to try."

Man can be forced to do anything -- just to save himself. And because the pathology that

the priests have created in you is unnatural, your nature rebels against it, and once in a while

you do something which goes against it -- you do something natural -- then guilt arises.

Latifa, guilt means you have an unnatural idea in your mind about how life should be,

what should be done, and then one day you find yourself following nature and you do the

natural thing. You go against the ideology. Because you go against the ideology, guilt arises,

you are ashamed. You feel yourself very inferior, unworthy.

But by giving people unnatural ideas you cannot transform them. Hence, priests have

been able to exploit people, but they have not been able to transform them. They are not

interested in transforming you either; their whole idea is to keep you always enslaved. They

create a conscience in you. Your conscience is not really YOUR conscience -- it is created by

the priests. They say, "This is wrong." You may know from the deepest core of your being

that there seems to be nothing wrong in it, but they say it is wrong. And they go on



hypnotizing you from your very childhood. The hypnosis goes deep, seeps deep in you, sinks

deep in you, becomes almost part of your being. It holds you back.

They have told you sex is wrong -- but sex is such a natural phenomenon that you are

attracted towards it. And nothing is wrong in being attracted towards a woman or a man. It is

just  part of nature. But your conscience says, "This is wrong." So you hold yourself back.

Half of you goes towards the woman, half of you is pulling you back. You can't make any

decision; you are always divided, split. If you decide to go with the woman, your conscience

will torture you: "You have committed a sin." If you don't go with the woman, your nature

will torture you: "You are starving me."

Now you are in a double bind. Whatsoever you do you will suffer. And that's what the

priest has always wanted -- for you to suffer, because the more you suffer, the more you go to

him for his advice. The more you suffer, the more you seek salvation.

Bertrand Russell is absolutely right that if a man is given total, natural freedom --

freedom from this so-called conscience and morality -- and if man is helped to become an

integrated, natural being -- intelligent, understanding, living his life according to his own

light, not according to somebody else's advice -- the so-called religions will disappear from

the world.

I perfectly agree with him. The so-called religions will certainly disappear from the world

if people are not in suffering; they won't seek salvation. But Bertrand Russell goes on and he

says religion itself will disappear from the earth. There I don't agree with him. The so-called

religions WILL disappear, and because the so-called religions will disappear there will be, for

the first time in the world, an opportunity for religion to exist. Christians will not be there,

Hindus will not be there, Mohammedans will not be there -- only then will a new kind of

religiousness spread over the earth. People will be living according to their own

consciousness. There will be no guilt, no repentance, because these things never change

people. People remain the same; they just go on changing their outer garb, their form.

Substantially, nothing changes through guilt, through fear, through heaven, through hell. All

these ideas have utterly failed.

Now it is time to recognize that all the old religions have failed. Yes, they have created a

few beautiful people -- a Buddha here and a Jesus there -- but out of millions and millions of

human beings, once in a while somebody has bloomed. It is an exception, it cannot be

counted. It should not be taken into account. Buddhas can be counted on the fingers.

If a gardener plants ten thousand trees and only one tree blooms in the spring, will you

call him a gardener? What about the other nine thousand nine hundred and ninety-nine trees?

If this tree has bloomed, it must have bloomed in spite of the gardener. The credit cannot go

to him -- he must have somehow missed it.

We have lived in a very wrong kind of world; we have created a wrong kind of situation.

People only go on changing superficially -- the Hindu becomes a Christian, the Christian

becomes a Hindu, and nothing ever changes. All remains the same.

The reformed prostitute is giving testimony with the Salvation Army on a street-corner on

a Saturday night, punctuating her discourse by beating on a big brass drum.

"I used to be a sinner!" she shouts (boom!) "Used to be a bad woman (boom!) I used to drink!

(boom!) Gamble! (boom!) Whore! (boom! boom!) Used to go out Saturday nights and raise

hell! (boom! boom! boom!) Now what do I do Saturday nights? I stand on this street corner,

beating on this mother-fucking drum!"



Enough for today.
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WHO SHALL CONQUER THIS WORLD
AND THE WORLD OF DEATH WITH ALL ITS GODS?
WHO SHALL DISCOVER
THE SHINING WAY OF THE LAW?

YOU SHALL, EVEN AS THE MAN
WHO SEEKS FLOWERS
FINDS THE MOST BEAUTIFUL,
THE RAREST.

UNDERSTAND THAT THE BODY
IS MERELY THE FOAM OF A WAVE,
THE SHADOW OF A SHADOW.
SNAP THE FLOWER ARROWS OF DESIRE
AND THEN, UNSEEN,
ESCAPE THE KING OF DEATH.

AND TRAVEL ON.

DEATH OVERTAKES THE MAN
WHO GATHERS FLOWERS
WHEN WITH DISTRACTED MIND AND THIRSTY SENSES
HE SEARCHES VAINLY FOR HAPPINESS
IN THE PLEASURES OF THE WORLD.
DEATH FETCHES HIM AWAY
AS A FLOOD CARRIES OFF A SLEEPING VILLAGE.
DEATH OVERCOMES HIM
WHEN WITH DISTRACTED MIND AND THIRSTY SENSES
HE GATHERS FLOWERS.
HE WILL NEVER HAVE HIS FILL
OF THE PLEASURES OF THE WORLD.



THE BEE GATHERS NECTAR FROM THE FLOWER
WITHOUT MARRING ITS BEAUTY OR PERFUME.
SO LET THE MASTER SETTLE, AND WANDER.

LOOK TO YOUR OWN FAULTS,
WHAT YOU HAVE DONE OR LEFT UNDONE.
OVERLOOK THE FAULTS OF OTHERS.

LIKE A LOVELY FLOWER,
BRIGHT BUT SCENTLESS,
ARE THE FINE BUT EMPTY WORDS
OF THE MAN WHO DOES NOT MEAN WHAT HE SAYS.

LIKE A LOVELY FLOWER,
BRIGHT AND FRAGRANT,
ARE THE FINE AND TRUTHFUL WORDS
OF THE MAN WHO MEANS WHAT HE SAYS.

LIKE GARLANDS WOVEN FROM A HEAP OF FLOWERS,
FASHION FROM YOUR LIFE AS MANY GOOD DEEDS.

God is not really the center of religious inquiry -- death is. Without death there would

have been no religion at all. It is death that makes man seek and search for the beyond, the

deathless.

Death surrounds us like an ocean surrounding a small island. The island can be flooded

any moment. The next moment may never come, tomorrow may never arrive. Animals are

not religious for the simple reason that they are not aware of death. They cannot conceive of

themselves dying, although they see other animals dying. It is a quantum leap from seeing

somebody else dying to concluding that "I am also going to die." Animals are not so alert,

aware, to come to such a conclusion.

And the majority of human beings are also subhuman. A man is really a mature man

when he has come to this conclusion: "If death is happening to everybody else, then I cannot

be an exception." Once this conclusion sinks deep into your heart, your life can never be the

same again. You cannot remain attached to life in the old way. If it is going to be taken away,

what is the point of being so possessive? If it is going to disappear one day, why cling and

suffer? If it is not going to remain forever, then why be in such misery, anguish, worry? If it

is going to go, it is going to go -- it does not matter when it goes. The time is not that

important -- today, tomorrow, the day after tomorrow. But life is going to slip out of your

hands.

The day you become aware that you are going to die, that your death is an absolute

certainty...in fact the only certainty in life is death. Nothing else is so absolutely certain. But

somehow we go on avoiding this question, this question of death. We go on keeping

ourselves occupied in other matters. Sometimes we talk about great things -- God, heaven

and hell -- just to avoid the REAL question. The real question is not God, cannot be, because

what acquaintance have you got with God? What do you know about God? How can you

inquire about something which is absolutely unknown to you? It will be an empty inquiry. It

will be at the most curiosity, it will be juvenile, childish, stupid.



Stupid people ask about God, the intelligent person asks about death. The people who go

on asking about God never find God, and the person who asks about death is bound to find

God -- because it is death that transforms you, your vision. Your consciousness is sharpened

because you have raised a real question, an authentic question, the most important question of

life. You have created such a great challenge that you can't remain asleep for long; you will

have to be awake, you will have to be alert enough to encounter the reality of death.

That's how Buddha's inquiry began:

The day Buddha was born...he was the son of a great king, and the only son, and he was

born when the king was getting old, very old; hence there was great rejoicing in the kingdom.

The people had waited long. The king was very much loved by the people; he had served

them, he had been kind and compassionate, he had been very loving and very sharing. He had

made his kingdom one of the richest, loveliest kingdoms of those days.

People were praying that their king should have a son because there was nobody to

inherit. And then Buddha was born in the king's very old age -- unexpected was his birth.

Great celebration, great rejoicing! All the astrologers of the kingdom gathered to predict

about Buddha. His name was Siddhartha -- he was given this name, Siddhartha, because it

means fulfillment. The king was fulfilled, his desire was fulfilled, his deepest longing was

fulfilled -- he wanted a son, he had wanted a son his whole life; hence the name Siddhartha. It

simply means fulfillment of the deepest desire.

This son made the king's life meaningful, significant. The astrologers, great astrologers,

predicted -- they were all agreeing except one young astrologer. His name was Kodanna. The

king asked, "What is going to happen in the life of my son?" And all the astrologers raised

two fingers, except Kodanna who raised only one finger.

The king asked, "Please don't talk in symbols -- I am a simple man, I don't know anything

about astrology. Tell me, what do you mean by two fingers?"

And they all said, "Either he is going to become a CHAKRAVARTIN -- a world ruler --

or he will renounce the world and will become a buddha, an enlightened person. These two

alternatives are there, hence we raise two fingers."

The king was worried about the second alternative, that he will renounce the world. "So

again the problem: who will inherit my kingdom if he renounces the world?" And then he

asked Kodanna, "Why do you raise only one finger?"

Kodanna said, "I am absolutely certain that he will renounce the world -- he will become

a buddha, an enlightened one, an awakened one."

The king was not happy with Kodanna. Truth is very difficult to accept. He ignored

Kodanna; Kodanna was not rewarded at all -- truth is not rewarded in this world. On the

contrary, truth is punished in a thousand and one ways. In fact, Kodanna's prestige fell after

that day. Because he was not rewarded by the king, the rumor spread that he was a fool.

When all the astrologers were agreeing, he was the only one who was not agreeing.

The king asked the other astrologers, "What do you suggest? What should I do so that he

does not renounce the world? I would not want him to be a beggar, I would not like to see

him a sannyasin. I would like him to become a chakravartin -- a ruler of all the six

continents." The ambition of all the parents. Who would like his son or daughter to renounce

the world and to move into the mountains, to go into one's own interiority, to seek and search

for the self?

Our desires are extrovert. The king was an ordinary man, just like everybody else -- with

the same desires and the same ambitions. The astrologers said, "It can be arranged: give him



as much pleasure as possible, keep him in as much comfort and luxury as is humanly

possible. Don't allow him to know about illness, old age, and particularly death. Don't let him

come to know about death and he will never renounce."

They were right in a way, because death is the central question. Once it arises in your

heart, your life-style is bound to change. You cannot go on living in the old foolish way. If

this life is going to end in death, then this life cannot be real life, then this life must be an

illusion. Truth has to be eternal if it is true -- only lies are momentary. If life is momentary,

then it must be an illusion, a lie, a misconception, a misunderstanding; then life must be

rooted somewhere in ignorance. We must be living it in such a way that it comes to an end.

We can live in a different way so that we can become part of the eternal flow of

existence. Only death can give you that radical shift.

So the astrologers said, "Please don't let him know anything about death." And the king

made all the arrangements. He made three palaces for Siddhartha for different seasons in

different places, so that he never came to know the discomfort of the season. When it was hot

he had a palace in a certain place in the hills where it was always cool. When it was too cold

he had another palace by the side of a river where it was always warm. He made all the

arrangements so he never felt any discomfort.

No old man or woman was allowed to enter the palaces where he lived -- only young

people. He gathered all the beautiful young women of the kingdom around him so he would

remain allured, fascinated, so he would remain in dreams, desires. A sweet dreamworld was

created for him. The gardeners were told that dead leaves had to be removed in the night;

fading, withering flowers had to be removed in the night -- because who knows? -- seeing a

dead leaf he might start asking about what has happened to this leaf, and the question of

death may arise. Seeing a withering rose, petals falling, he might ask, "What has happened to

this rose?" and he might start brooding, meditating, about death.

He was kept absolutely unaware of death for twenty-nine years. But how long can you

avoid? Death is such an important phenomenon -- how long can you deceive? Sooner or later

he had to enter into the world. Now the king was getting very old and the son had to know the

ways of the world, so slowly slowly he was allowed, but whenever he would pass through

any street of the capital, old men, old women, would be removed, beggars would be removed.

No sannyasin was allowed to cross while he was passing, because seeing a sannyasin he

might ask "What type of man is this? Why is he in orange? What has happened to him? Why

does he look different, detached, distant? His eyes are different, his flavor is different, his

presence has a different quality to it. What has happened to this man?" And then the question

of renunciation, and fundamentally the question of death.... But one day, it had to happen. It

can't be avoided.

We are also doing the same. If somebody dies and the death procession is passing by, the

mother pulls the child inside the house and closes the door.

The story is very significant, symbolic, typical. No parents want the children to know

about death, because they will immediately start asking uncomfortable questions. That's why

we build the cemeteries outside the town, so that nobody need go there. Death is a central

fact; the cemetery should be exactly in the middle of the city so everybody has to pass it

many times in the day -- going to the office, coming to the home, going to the school,

college, coming to the home, going to the factory...so that one is reminded again and again

about death. But we make the cemetery outside the town, and we make the cemetery very

beautiful: flowers, trees. We try to hide death -- particularly in the West, death is a taboo!



Just as once sex was a taboo, now death is the taboo. Death is the last taboo.

Someone like Sigmund Freud is needed -- a Sigmund Freud who can bring death back

into the world, who can expose people to the phenomenon of death. When a person dies in

the West, his body is decorated, bathed, perfumed, painted. Now there are experts who do

this whole job. And if you see a dead man or a dead woman, you will be surprised -- he looks

far more alive than he ever looked when he was alive! Painted, his cheeks are red, his face

bright; he seems to be fast asleep in a calm and quiet space.

We are deceiving ourselves! We are not deceiving him, he is no longer there. There is

nobody, just a dead body, a corpse. But we are deceiving ourselves by painting his face, by

garlanding his body, putting beautiful clothes on him, carrying his body in a costly car, and a

great procession and much appreciation for the person who has died. He was never

appreciated when he was alive, but now nobody criticizes him, everybody praises him.

We are trying to deceive ourselves; we are making death as beautiful as we can so that the

question does not arise. And we go on living in the illusion that it is always the other who

dies -- obviously, you will not see your own death, you will always see others dying. A

logical conclusion -- that it is always the other who dies, so why be bothered? You seem to be

the exceptional one, God has made a different rule for you.

Remember, nobody is an exception. AES DHAMMO SANANTANO -- only one law

rules all, one eternal law. Whatsoever happens to the ant is going to happen to the elephant

too, and whatsoever happens to the beggar is going to happen to the emperor too. Poor or

rich, ignorant or knowledgeable, sinner or saint, the law makes no distinction -- the law is

very just.

And death is very communist -- it equalizes people. It takes no notice of who you are. It

never looks in the pages of the books published, like WHO'S WHO. It simply never bothers

whether you are a pauper or Alexander the Great.

One day Siddhartha HAD to become aware, and he became aware. He was going to

participate in a youth festival; he was going to inaugurate it. The prince, of course, was

supposed to inaugurate the yearly youth festival. It was a beautiful evening; the youth of the

kingdom had gathered to dance and sing and rejoice the whole night. The first day of the year

-- a night-long celebration. And Siddhartha was going to open it.

On the way he met what his father had been afraid of him ever seeing -- he came across

those things. First he saw an ill man, his first experience of illness. He asked, "What has

happened?"

The story is very beautiful. It says the charioteer was going to lie, but a disembodied soul

took possession of the charioteer, forced him to speak the truth. He had to say, in spite of

himself, "This man is ill."

And Buddha immediately asked the intelligent question, "Then can I also be ill?"

The charioteer was again going to lie, but the soul of a god, an enlightened soul, a

disembodied soul, forced him to say, "Yes." The charioteer was puzzled that he wanted to say

no, but what came out of his mouth was, "Yes, you are also going to be ill."

Then they came across an old man -- and the same questioning. Then they came across a

dead body being carried to the burning GHAT, and the same question...and when Buddha

saw the dead body and he asked, "Am I also going to die one day?" the charioteer said, "Yes,

sir. Nobody is an exception. Sorry to say so, but nobody is an exception -- even you are going

to die."

Buddha said, "Then turn the chariot back. Then there is no point in going to a youth



festival. I have already become ill, I have already become old, I am already on the verge of

death. If one day I am going to die, then what is the point of all this nonsense? -- living and

waiting for death. Before it comes, I would like to know something which never dies. Now I

will devote my whole life to the search for something deathless. If there is something

deathless, then the only significant thing in life can be the search for it."

And while he was saying this, they saw the fourth sight -- a sannyasin, a monk, in orange,

walking very meditatively. And Buddha said, "What has happened to this man?" And the

charioteer said, "Sir, this is what you are thinking to do. This man has seen death happening

and he has gone in search of the deathless."

The same night, Buddha renounced the world; he left his home in search of the deathless,

in search of truth.

Death is the most important question in life. And those who accept the challenge of death,

they are immensely rewarded.

The sutras. Buddha says:

WHO SHALL CONQUER THIS WORLD
AND THE WORLD OF DEATH WITH ALL ITS GODS?
WHO SHALL DISCOVER
THE SHINING WAY OF THE LAW?

He is throwing a challenge to you. He is raising a question in your heart. He is asking:

WHO SHALL CONQUER THIS WORLD AND THE WORLD OF DEATH WITH ALL

ITS GODS?

This world is the world of death, and the gods that you have created out of your

imagination are part of this world -- they are going to die. You, your world, your gods, they

are all going to die, because this world is created by your desire, and the gods are also created

by your desire and imagination.

You don't know who you are -- how can you know the real God? And how can you know

the real world? Whatsoever you know is a projection, is a kind of dream. Yes, when a dream

is there, it appears real. Every night you dream, and you know that while in the dream you

never suspect it, you never doubt it, you never raise a question.

Gurdjieff used to say to his disciples, "Every night when you are going to sleep, when

you are just on the verge and the curtain of sleep is falling on you, a little bit you remember

still, not yet drowned in the darkness of sleep, a little bit of awareness, and sleep is

coming...those moments, those intervals between waking and sleep," Gurdjieff used to say,

"those moments are very significant. Raise a question in your mind and go on repeating it

while you are falling asleep. A simple question: Is it real? Is it for real? Go on repeating the

question while you are falling asleep, so that one day in dream you can ask: Is it real?" That

day brings a great benediction.

If you can ask in a dream, "Is it real?" the dream immediately disappears. Here you ask,

and there the dream is no more. Suddenly a great awakening happens inside. In sleep you

become alert. The sleep continues; hence the tremendous beauty of its experience. The sleep

continues; the body remains asleep, the mind remains asleep, but something beyond body and

mind becomes alert; a witness arises in you. "Is it real?" -- if you ask it in your dream...very

difficult to remember because when you are dreaming you have completely forgotten

yourself. Hence the device -- while falling asleep, go on repeating this question: Is it real? Is

it real? Fall asleep repeating this question.



Somewhere between three and nine months, one day it happens -- in dream suddenly the

question arises: Is it real? And you have one of the most profound experiences of your life.

The moment the question is raised, the dream immediately disappears, and there is utter

emptiness and silence. Sleep is there and yet a small light of awareness has happened.

And then only will you be aware of this life and its illusoriness; then you will be able to

see that the world of desires, jealousies, ambitions, is just a dream seen with open eyes. And

if you can see that this world is also a dream, you are on the verge of enlightenment.

But remember, belief won't help. You can believe this world is illusory -- in India

millions of people believe and repeat continuously, parrotlike: "This world is MAYA,

illusion" -- this and that. And what they are saying is all rubbish, nonsense, because it is not

their authentic experience. They have heard people say it, and they are repeating. They don't

KNOW on their own, they are not witnesses to it; hence it never changes their lives. They go

on repeating, "This world is unreal," and they go on living in this world as much as those

who think it is real -- there is no difference, no qualitative difference.

What is the difference between the materialist and the so-called religious person? What

difference? Because he goes to the church every Sunday? or because he goes to the temple

once in a while? That is the only difference; otherwise, in actual life, you will find them

exactly the same. Sometimes the irreligious person may be more honest, more authentic,

more sincere, more truthful, than the religious -- because the religious person is already

dishonest in being religious without any experience of his own. His religiousness is based on

dishonesty; he has committed the greatest dishonesty a man can commit: he believes in God

and he knows nothing of God; he believes in eternal life and he has no taste of it. He has not

seen anything, and yet he goes on pretending. His religiousness is basically dishonest; hence

it is not a wonder, not a surprise that in so-called religious countries like India, you will find

the people more dishonest than in the so-called materialist countries of the West.

The Western materialist is more sincere. The Indian religious person is very mean,

dishonest, deceptive, because if you can even deceive God, whom are you going to leave out?

If your religion is pseudo, your whole life is going to be pseudo. The person who has the guts

to say, "Unless I know God I am not going to believe," is tacitly sincere, honest. This is my

observation: that atheists have more possibility of knowing God than the so-called theists.
WHO SHALL CONQUER THIS WORLD AND THE WORLD OF DEATH WITH ALL ITS GODS?
WHO SHALL DISCOVER THE SHINING WAY OF THE LAW?
AES DHAMMO SANANTANO -- who is going to discover the eternal, inexhaustible law? AES
MAGGO VISUDDHYA -- who is going to find the path of eternal purity, of eternal innocence? Who?
Buddha throws you a challenge and then says:

YOU SHALL, EVEN AS THE MAN
WHO SEEKS FLOWERS
FINDS THE MOST BEAUTIFUL,
THE RAREST.

Yes, you can conquer this world of death -- because at the deepest core of your being you

are part of eternity, you are not part of time. You exist in time, but you belong to eternity.

You are a penetration of eternity into the world of time. You are deathless, living in a body of

death. Your consciousness knows no death, no birth. It is only your body that is born and

dies. But you are not aware of your consciousness; you are not conscious of your

consciousness.

And that is the whole art of meditation: becoming conscious of consciousness itself. The



moment you know who is residing in the body, who you are, in that very revelation you have

transcended death and the world of death. You have transcended all that is momentary.

YOU SHALL, just AS THE MAN WHO SEEKS FLOWERS FINDS THE MOST

BEAUTIFUL, THE RAREST.

Jesus says: Seek and ye shall find, ask and it shall be given to you, knock and the door

shall be opened unto you.

A great inquiry is needed, a great seeking is needed. Just as science inquires into the

objective world, religion is an inquiry into the subjective. Science inquires into that which

you see, and religion inquires into the seer itself. Religion, of course, is the science of the

sciences.

Science can never be more important than religion; it is impossible that science can be

more important than religion, because science after all is a human endeavor. It is what you do

-- but who is the doer inside you? The doer can never be less than his doing. The painter can

never be less than his painting, and the poet can never be less than his poetry. The scientist

knows about the world but knows nothing about the scientist himself.

Albert Einstein in his last days used to say, "Sometimes I suspect my life has been a

wastage. I inquired into the farthest of stars and forgot completely to inquire into myself --

and I was the closest star!"

Just because we are conscious, we take it for granted -- the meditator never takes it for

granted. He goes in, he knocks at the door of his own inner being, he seeks and searches

inside, he leaves not a single stone unturned. He enters into his own being. And great is his

fulfillment, the greatest, because he finds the rarest. Yes, there are many flowers, but there is

no flower like the flower of your consciousness. It is the rarest -- it is the

one-thousand-petaled lotus, it is a golden lotus. Unless one knows it, one knows nothing.

Unless one finds it, all riches are useless, all power is futile.

UNDERSTAND THAT THE BODY
IS MERELY THE FOAM OF A WAVE,
THE SHADOW OF A SHADOW.
SNAP THE FLOWER ARROWS OF DESIRE
AND THEN, UNSEEN,
ESCAPE THE KING OF DEATH.

The body is a momentary phenomenon. One day it was not, one day it will not be again.

It exists only for the time being -- it is like foam; looks so beautiful from the shore, the foam,

the white foam of a wave. And if the sun has risen, around the foam can be created a

rainbow; looks so beautiful, looks like diamonds, looks so white and so pure. But if you take

it in your hands, it starts disappearing. Only your hands are left wet, that's all.

So is the case with the body. It looks beautiful, but death is growing in it, death is hiding

in it, old age is waiting there. It is only a question of time.

It is not that at a certain date you die. In fact, the reality is that the day you are born, you

start dying. The child who is one day old has died a little bit, he has died one day. He will go

on dying day by day. What you call your birthday is not really your birthday -- you should

call it your deathday. The man who is celebrating his fiftieth birthday is really celebrating his

fiftieth deathday. Death has come closer. Now, if he is going to live seventy years, only

twenty years are left. Fifty years he has already died!

We are continuously dying as far as the body is concerned...it is foam disappearing. Don't

be deceived by seventy years because seventy years mean nothing in the expanse of eternity



-- what is the meaning of seventy years? It is foam, it is momentary.

UNDERSTAND THAT THE BODY IS MERELY THE FOAM OF A WAVE, THE

SHADOW OF A SHADOW. It is not even the shadow, but the shadow of the shadow.

Buddha wants to emphasize the unreality of it. It is the echo of the echo, very very far

removed from reality. God is the real -- call it truth. Buddha would like to call it dhamma --

the law. God is the ultimate reality; then the soul is his shadow and the body is the shadow of

the shadow. Move from the body to the soul and from the soul to dhamma -- to God, to the

eternal law.

Unless you achieve the eternal law, don't rest, because nobody knows -- today you are

here, tomorrow you may not be. Don't waste these precious days hankering, longing for futile

things. People go on collecting junk, and then one day they are gone. And then all the junk

that they collected their whole lives is left behind. They cannot take a single thing with them.

It is said that when Alexander the Great died, he asked his ministers that when his casket

was being carried to the grave, his hands should be left hanging outside the casket.

"Why?" the ministers asked. "Nobody has ever heard of such a thing! It is never done! It is

not traditional. Why this strange, eccentric idea? Why should your hands be left hanging

outside the casket?"

Alexander said, "I would like to let people know that even I, Alexander the Great, am

going empty-handed. I am not taking anything with me. My whole life has been a sheer

wastage. I worked hard" -- and he really worked hard, he struggled hard, he was a really

ambitious person, mad after power, wanted to become the ruler of the world, and had more or

less succeeded, had more or less become the ruler of the then known world.... But even he

says, "I am dying and I cannot take anything with me; hence the whole effort has been just an

exercise in futility. Let the people know, let them become aware, let them understand my

foolishness, my idiocy. It may help them to understand their own life patterns, their

life-styles."

SNAP THE FLOWER ARROWS OF DESIRE AND THEN, UNSEEN, ESCAPE THE KING OF
DEATH.

If you can become desireless, then death cannot have any sway over you. It is the desiring

mind that is caught in the net of death, and we are all full of desires: desire for money, for

power, for prestige, respectability -- a thousand and one desires. Desires create greed, and

greed creates competition, and competition creates jealousy. One thing leads to another, and

we go on falling into the mess, into the turmoil of the world. It is a mad mad world, but the

root cause of madness is desire.

Once you sow the seeds of desire...desire means to have more. You have a certain

quantity of money, you would like to have double that. Desire means the longing for more.

And nobody thinks twice that any quantitative change is not going to satisfy you. If you

cannot be satisfied by ten thousand rupees, how can you be satisfied by twenty thousand

rupees? The rupees will be doubled. But if ten thousand rupees cannot give you any

satisfaction, your satisfaction cannot be doubled; there has been no satisfaction in the first

place. In fact, when you have ten thousand rupees you have a certain quantity of anxiety, fear

-- those anxieties will be doubled when you have twenty thousand rupees, trebled when you

have thirty thousand rupees, and so on and so forth. You can go on multiplying....

And whatsoever you have, somebody will always be having more than that -- it is a big

world. Hence jealousy, and jealousy is the fever of the soul. Except meditation, there is no



medicine for it. The physician can help you if your body is suffering from a fever, but only a

master can help you, a buddha can help you, if you are suffering from the fever of the soul.

Very few people are suffering from the physical fever, and almost everybody is suffering

from the spiritual fever -- jealousy.

Jealousy means somebody else has more than you have. And it is impossible to be the

first in everything. You may have the largest amount of money in the world, but you may not

have a beautiful face. And a beggar may make you jealous -- his body, his face, his eyes, and

you are jealous. A beggar can make an emperor jealous.

Napoleon was not very tall -- he was only five feet five inches. I don't see anything wrong

in it; it's perfectly alright -- I am five feet five inches and I have never suffered because of it,

because whether you are six feet or five feet your feet reach to the earth all the same! So

where is the problem? If the five-foot person was hanging one foot above the earth, then there

would have been a problem! But Napoleon suffered very much. He was continuously

conscious of the fact that he was not tall. And, of course, he was amongst very tall people.

The soldiers, the generals, they were all tall people and he was very short.

He used to stand on something higher.... Exactly the same was the case with the first

prime minister of India, Jawaharlal Nehru. He was also five-five -- this five-five is

something! And the last viceroy of India, Lord Mountbatten, was very tall -- Lady

Mountbatten even taller. Now, when Lord Mountbatten gave him the oath of the first prime

minister...you can see in the picture, those pictures are available everywhere: Nehru is

standing on a step and Mountbatten is standing on the floor, just to look at least equal, if not

taller than Mountbatten. Then too, he is not taller than Mountbatten, even standing on a

step...a deep sense of inferiority.

Napoleon was continuously self-conscious. One day he was fixing a clock and his hand

could not reach it. The clock was high on the wall. His bodyguard -- and bodyguards are

bound to be taller people, strong people -- his bodyguard said, "Wait, I am higher than you, I

will fix it."

Napoleon was very angry and he said, "Stupid! Apologize! You are not higher than me,

you are simply taller. Change your word. Higher? What do you mean?" He was very much

offended. And the poor bodyguard was not meaning anything insulting to him -- he was not

even aware that saying "higher" is offensive. Now, Napoleon had everything, but the height

was the problem.

It is very difficult to have everything of the world and be the first in everything. It is

impossible! Then the jealousy persists, it continues. Somebody has more money than you,

somebody has more health than you, somebody has more beauty than you, somebody has

more intelligence than you...and you are constantly comparing. The desiring mind continues

to compare.

Goldstein and Weinberg were in business together and having a bad time. One day

Goldstein, while taking a stroll through the woods, was all of a sudden surprised by a real

fairy godmother who said to him, "I will grant you three wishes, but remember, whatever you

wish for, Weinberg will get double."

On his way back Goldstein pondered, "I would not mind a spacious mansion." And

before he realized what was happening, there it was -- his mansion. But at the same time he

saw Weinberg across the road proudly viewing his two villas. Goldstein repressed his

jealousy and went in to see his new home. As he walked into the bedroom, a second desire



struck him: "I would not mind a woman like Sophia Loren." And sure enough, there she was

-- a gorgeous piece looking just like Sophia Loren. But as he looked out of the bedroom

window, he saw Weinberg on his balcony with two gorgeous women.

"Well," he sighed as he thought of the fairy godmother, "you can cut off one of my balls!"

Jealousy is jealousy.... If you cannot have all, at least you can stop anybody else having it.

Jealousy becomes destructive, jealousy becomes violence. And jealousy is the shadow of

desire. Desire always compares and, because of comparison there is suffering. People waste

their lives in desiring, in being jealous, in comparing, and the precious time is simply lost.

Even if God gives you three wishes, you will do the same as Goldstein -- because the Jew

exists in everybody. Only a buddha is not a Jew; otherwise everybody else is.

The nature of desire is Jewish. It wants more, it is mad for more. And those who live in

desire are bound to be victims of death. Only the person who understands the foolishness of

desiring, of greed, of constantly longing for more, of jealousy, of comparison, one who

becomes aware of all this nonsense and drops it, goes beyond death. He becomes unseen.

Buddha uses a beautiful word. He says: AND THEN, UNSEEN, ESCAPE THE KING OF

DEATH.

Death can only see a person who lives in the garments of desire. Death can only see

desire. If desire is dropped, you become invisible to death; death cannot touch you, because

without desire you are simply pure consciousness and nothing else. You are no longer

identified with the body or the mind. You simply know one thing, that you are a witness.

Death cannot see you -- you can see death.

Ordinarily, death can see you, you cannot see death -- because desire is gross, can be seen

by death. Consciousness is invisible, it is not matter -- it is pure energy, it is light. YOU can

see death, but death cannot see you. And to see death is again a great experience, a hilarious

experience. One starts laughing when one sees death -- death is so impotent. Its power is not

its own, its power is in your desiring mind. YOU give power to it. The more you desire, the

more you are afraid of death. The more greedy you are, the more afraid you are. The more

you have, naturally the more anxious you are -- death will be coming and everything will be

taken away.
SNAP THE FLOWER ARROWS OF DESIRE AND THEN, UNSEEN, ESCAPE THE KING OF
DEATH.

AND TRAVEL ON.

Remember this sentence: AND TRAVEL ON.

Then the real journey, the pilgrimage, begins. Before that you were just moving in circles

-- the same desires: more money, more money, more power, more power...vicious circles, not

going anywhere. Once you have dropped all desiring, your consciousness is freed from the

grossness of desire. Now TRAVEL ON -- now you can go into the infinite existence, you can

move into the eternity of existence. Now, mysteries upon mysteries go on opening in front of

you. Now the whole existence is available to you, in its totality it is yours...now TRAVEL

ON.

DEATH OVERTAKES THE MAN
WHO GATHERS FLOWERS
WHEN WITH DISTRACTED MIND AND THIRSTY SENSES
HE SEARCHES VAINLY FOR HAPPINESS



IN THE PLEASURES OF THE WORLD.
DEATH FETCHES HIM AWAY
AS A FLOOD CARRIES OFF A SLEEPING VILLAGE.

If you are too much distracted by desires, pleasures, gratifications, and if you are too

thirsty in your senses for titillation, if you are searching foolishly for happiness in the outer

world, then death comes and fetches you away like a flood which carries off a sleeping

village.

The man who is searching for happiness in the outside world is a man fast asleep. He is

not aware of what he is doing, because happiness has never been found in the outside. And

whatsoever appears as happiness proves ultimately to be the source of unhappiness and

nothing else. The outer world promises only, but never delivers the goods. When you are far

away, things appear very beautiful. The closer you come, the more they start disappearing.

When you have got them after long and arduous effort, you are simply at a loss. You can't

believe what happened -- it was a mirage.

Things are beautiful only from the distance. When you have them, they have nothing in

them. Money is significant only for those who don't have it. Those who have it, they know

the futility of it. Fame is significant only for those who don't have it. Those who have it...ask

them: they are tired of being famous, they are utterly tired of being famous. They want to be

anonymous. They want to be nobodies.

Voltaire has written in his memoirs that when he was not famous his only desire was to

be famous; he was ready to sacrifice everything for fame. And if you go on searching for a

certain thing, you are bound to get it, remember. One day he became famous, and then he

wrote, "I was so tired of my fame, because all privacy in my life disappeared, all intimate

relationships disappeared -- I was so famous that I always was crowded by people,

everywhere, wherever I would go. If I went for a stroll in the garden, then a crowd would

follow. I was almost like a showpiece, a kind of walking circus."

His fame reached such peaks that it became dangerous for his life. Once when he was

coming from the station to his house after a journey, he reached home almost naked,

scratched all over the body, blood oozing from many places -- because in France in those

days this was the superstition, that if you can get a piece of the clothes of a famous man you

can also become famous. So people tore his clothes, and in tearing his clothes, they scratched

his body.

He cried and wept that day, and said, "How foolish I was that I wanted to be famous.

How beautiful it was when nobody knew me and I was a free man. Now I am no longer a free

man."

Then he wanted to be a nobody. And it happened too that the fame disappeared. In this

life nothing is permanent -- one day you are famous, another day you are nobody. The day he

died, only four people followed him to his grave; and out of those four one was his dog -- so

only three really. People had completely forgotten about him, they had forgotten that he was

alive. They came to know only when the newspapers published the report that Voltaire had

died. Then people became aware and started asking each other, "Was he still alive?"

If you have fame, you get tired of it. If you have money, you will not know what to do

with it. If you are respected by people, you become a slave, because then you have to go on

fulfilling their expectations; otherwise your respectability will disappear. Only when you are



not famous do you think it is something significant. When you are not respected, you long for

it. When you are respected, you have to pay for respectability. The more people respect you,

the more closely they watch you -- whether you are fulfilling their expectations or not. All

your freedom is gone. But this is how people are living.

Buddha says it is like a sleeping village -- the flood comes and takes over the whole

village, the flood of death comes.

DEATH OVERCOMES HIM
WHEN WITH DISTRACTED MIND AND THIRSTY SENSES
HE GATHERS FLOWERS.
HE WILL NEVER HAVE HIS FILL
OF THE PLEASURES OF THE WORLD.

And nobody can ever be contented in the world -- that's impossible. You can become

more and more discontented, that's all, because contentment happens only when you go

inwards. Contentment is your innermost nature. Contentment does not belong to things. You

can be comfortable with things -- a beautiful house, a beautiful garden, no worries about

money -- yes, you can be comfortable, but you remain the same: comfortably discontented. In

fact, when you have all the comforts and you have nothing to do to earn money, twenty-four

hours a day you are aware of your discontent, because no other occupation is left.

That's why rich people are more discontented than the poor people. It should not be so --

logically it should not be so -- but that's how life is. Life does not follow Aristotle and his

logic. Rich people coming from the West become very puzzled when they see poor Indian

people with faces of contentment. They cannot believe their eyes. These people don't have

anything -- why do they look contented? And the Indian so-called saints and mahatmas and

political leaders, they go on bragging to the world that "Our country is spiritual -- look!

people are so contented even though they are poor, because they are inwardly rich."

This is all nonsense. They are not inwardly rich. The contentment that you see on poor

Indian faces is not that of inward realization. It is simply because they are so preoccupied

with money, bread and butter, that they can't afford any time to be discontented. They can't

afford to sit and brood about their miseries. They are so miserable that they have no time to

feel miserable! They are so miserable and they have never known any pleasure, so they

cannot have any comparison.

When a society becomes rich, it has time to think, "Now what next...?" And there seems

to be nothing left. When all outward things are available you start thinking, "What am I doing

here? All things are there, but I am as empty as ever." One starts turning inwards.

Beggars look contented because they don't have any taste of richness. But a rich person

becomes very discontented. Because of his richness he becomes aware of the futility of all

riches. DEATH OVERCOMES HIM WHEN WITH DISTRACTED MIND AND THIRSTY

SENSES HE GATHERS FLOWERS. HE WILL NEVER HAVE HIS FILL OF THE

PLEASURES OF THE WORLD.

You cannot have your fill. It is impossible. You cannot be satisfied with things; the mind

will go on asking for more. The more you have, the more troubles you will create for yourself

-- because you can afford troubles, you have time. In fact, you have so much time on your

hands you don't know what to do with it. You will start fooling around. You will create more

miseries, more anxieties for yourself. And finding no satisfaction outside, you can become so

dissatisfied that you may start thinking of committing suicide.

Many more people commit suicide in rich countries than in poor countries. Or you may



become so dissatisfied that you may go mad, you may go nuts. Many more people go mad in

rich countries than in poor countries.

To be rich is in a way very dangerous: it can drive you towards suicide, it can drive you

towards some kind of madness -- but it is also very significant because it can drive you

towards religion, towards your inwardness, interiority, it can become an inward revolution. It

depends on you -- alternatives are open. A rich person either has to become neurotic, suicidal,

or he has to become a meditator; there is no third alternative available for him.

The poor man cannot be suicidal, cannot be neurotic; he has not even enough bread, what

to say of the mind? He is so tired by the evening, he cannot think, no energy to think...falls

asleep. In the morning again the old rut of earning bread. Every day he has to earn, somehow

to remain alive, to survive. He cannot afford the luxuries of neuroses, he cannot afford the

luxuries of psychoanalysis -- these are luxuries only rich people can afford! And he cannot be

really a meditator either. He will go to the temple, but he will ask for something worldly. His

wife is ill, his children are not getting admission into school, he is unemployed. He goes to

the temple to ask these things. The quality of the religion of the poor is very poor.

There are two kinds of religiousness in the world: the religiousness of the poor -- it is

very worldly, it is very materialistic -- and the religiousness of the rich -- it is very spiritual,

very nonmaterialistic. When a rich man prays, his prayer cannot be for money. If he is still

praying for money, he is not yet rich enough.

There was a Sufi saint, Farid. Once the villagers asked him, "Farid, the great king, Akbar,

comes to you so many times -- why don't you ask him to open a school for poor people in our

village? We don't have a school."

Farid said, "Good, so why should I wait for him to come? I will go."

He went to Delhi, he was received -- everybody knew that Akbar respected him

tremendously. Akbar was praying in his private mosque; Farid was allowed in. He went in,

he saw Akbar praying. He was standing behind Akbar -- he could hear what he was saying.

With hands spread, Akbar was just finishing his prayer, his NAMAZ, and he was saying to

God, "Almighty Compassionate One, shower more riches on me! Give me a greater

kingdom!"

Farid immediately turned away. It was just the end of the prayer, so Akbar became aware

that somebody had been and had gone away. He looked back, saw Farid going down the

steps, ran, touched the feet of Farid and asked, "Why have you come?" -- because for the first

time he had come -- "and why are you going away?"

Farid said, "I had come with the idea that you are rich, but listening to your prayer I

realized that you are still poor. And if you are still asking for money, for more power, then it

is not good for me to ask for money, because I had come to ask for a little money to open a

school in my village. No, I cannot ask from a poor man. You yourself need more. I will

collect some from the village and give it to you! And as far as the school is concerned, if you

are asking from God, I can ask from God directly -- why should I use you as a mediator?"

The story is reported by Akbar himself in his autobiography. He says, "For the first time I

became aware that, yes, I am not yet rich enough, I am not yet dissatisfied with all this

money. It has not given me anything and I go on asking for more, almost completely

unconsciously! It is time for me to be finished with it. Life has flown and I am still asking for

rubbish. And I have accumulated much -- it has not given me anything."

But almost mechanically one goes on asking. Remember, the religion that arises when



you have lived in the world and known the world and the futility of it, has a totally different

flavor to it from the religion which arises in you because your physical needs are not fulfilled.

The poor man's religion is poor, the rich man's religion is rich. And I would like a rich

religion in the world; hence I am not against technology, against industrialization. I am not

against creating an affluent society, I am all for it, because this is my observation: that

religion reaches its climax only when people are utterly frustrated with the worldly riches,

and the only way to make them utterly frustrated is to let them experience them.

THE BEE GATHERS NECTAR FROM THE FLOWER
WITHOUT MARRING ITS BEAUTY OR PERFUME.
SO LET THE MASTER SETTLE, AND WANDER.

Buddha has called his monks "begging," MADHUKARI. Madhukari means collecting

honey like a bee. The BHIKKHU, the Buddhist sannyasin, goes from house to house; he

never asks from just one house because that may be too much of a burden. So he asks from

many houses, just a little bit from one house, a little bit from another, so he is not a burden on

anybody. And he never goes to the same house again. This is called madhukari -- like a

honey bee. The bee goes from one flower to another, and goes on moving from flower to

flower -- it is nonpossessive.

THE BEE GATHERS NECTAR FROM THE FLOWER WITHOUT MARRING ITS

BEAUTY OR PERFUME. It only takes so little from one flower that the beauty is not

marred, the perfume is not destroyed. The flower simply never becomes aware of the bee; it

comes so silently and goes so silently.

Buddha says: The man of awareness lives in this world like a bee. He never mars the

beauty of this world, he never destroys the perfume of this world. He lives silently, moves

silently. He asks only that much which is needed. His life is simple, it is not complex. He

does not gather for tomorrow. The bee never gathers for tomorrow, the today is enough unto

itself.

SO LET THE MASTER SETTLE, AND WANDER. A very strange statement:

...SETTLE, AND WANDER. Settle inside, be centered inside, and outside be a

wanderer:inside utterly rooted, and outside not staying long in any one place, not staying with

one person for a long time, because attachments arise, possessiveness arises. So be just like a

bee.

Just the other night I was reading a poet's memoirs. He says, "I have found one thing very

strange: when I fall in love with a really beautiful person, I cannot possess him or her. And if

I possess, I immediately see that I am destroying the beauty of the person. If I become

attached, in some way I am wounding the other person, his freedom."

Poets are sensitive people; they can become aware of many things ordinary people never

become aware of. But it is a beautiful insight, of profound depth: if you are really in love

with a beautiful person you would not like to possess, because to possess is to destroy. You

will be like a bee; you will enjoy the company, you will enjoy the friendship, you will share

the love, but you will not possess. To possess is to reduce the person to a thing. It is to

destroy his spirit, it is to make him a commodity -- and this can be done only if you don't

love. This can be done only if your love is nothing but hate masquerading as love.

Buddha says: Just like a bee, move in life -- enjoying, celebrating, dancing, singing, but

like a bee -- from one flower to another flower. Have all the experiences, because it is only

through experiences that you become mature. But don't be possessive, don't get stuck



anywhere. Remain flowing like a river -- don't become stagnant. Settle inside, certainly,

become crystallized inside, but on the outside remain a wanderer.

LOOK TO YOUR OWN FAULTS,
WHAT YOU HAVE DONE OR LEFT UNDONE.
OVERLOOK THE FAULTS OF OTHERS.

The ordinary way of human beings is to overlook one's own faults and to emphasize,

magnify, others' faults. This is the way of the ego. The ego feels very good when it sees,

"Everybody has so many faults and I have none." And the trick is: overlook your faults,

magnify others' faults, so certainly everybody looks like a monster and you look like a saint.

Buddha says: Reverse the process. If you really want to be transformed, overlook others'

faults -- that is none of your business. You are nobody, you are not asked to interfere, you

have no right, so why bother? But don't overlook your own faults, because they have to be

changed, overcome.

When Buddha says, LOOK TO YOUR OWN FAULTS, WHAT YOU HAVE DONE OR

LEFT UNDONE, he does not mean repent if you have done something wrong; he does not

mean brag, pat your own back if you have done something good. No. He simply means to

look so that you can remember in the future that no wrong should be repeated, so that you can

remember in the future that the good should be enlarged, enhanced, and the evil should be

reduced -- not for repentance but for remembrance.

That is the difference between the Christian attitude and the Buddhist attitude. The

Christian remembers them to repent; hence Christianity creates great guilt. Buddhism never

creates any guilt, it is not for repentance, it is for remembrance. The past is past; it is gone

and gone forever -- no need to worry about it. Just remember not to repeat the same mistakes

again. Be more mindful.

LIKE A LOVELY FLOWER,
BRIGHT BUT SCENTLESS,
ARE THE FINE BUT EMPTY WORDS
OF THE MAN WHO DOES NOT MEAN WHAT HE SAYS.

Those who go on repeating scriptures mechanically, their words are fine but empty. They

are like flowers, lovely, bright, but with no perfume. They are like paper flowers or plastic

flowers -- they can't have perfume, they can't have aliveness. The aliveness, the perfume is

possible only when you speak on your own, not on the authority of the scriptures; when you

speak on your own authority, when you speak as a witness to truth, not as a learned scholar,

not as a pundit, but when you speak as one who is awakened.

LIKE A LOVELY FLOWER,
BRIGHT AND FRAGRANT,
ARE THE FINE AND TRUTHFUL WORDS
OF THE MAN WHO MEANS WHAT HE SAYS.

Remember not to repeat others' words. Experience, and only say that which you have

experienced, and your words will have substance, weight; and your words will have a

radiance, your words will have perfume. Your words will attract people; not only attract --

influence. Your words will be pregnant with great meaning, and those who are ready to hear



them will be transformed through them. Your words will be breathing, alive; there will be a

heartbeat in them.

LIKE GARLANDS WOVEN FROM A HEAP OF FLOWERS,
FASHION FROM YOUR LIFE AS MANY GOOD DEEDS.

Let your life become a garland -- a garland of good deeds. But good deeds, according to

Buddha, arise only if you become more mindful, more alert, more aware. Good deeds are not

to be cultivated as character; good deeds have to be by-products of your being more

conscious.

Buddhism does not emphasize character but consciousness -- that's its greatest

contribution to humanity and humanity's evolution.

Enough for today.
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The first question:

BELOVED MASTER,

EVERYTHING APPEARS TO BE VERY PARADOXICAL: HAVING TO BE TOTAL

AND YET HAVING TO REMAIN A WITNESS, A WATCHER; HAVING TO BE

DROWNED IN LOVE AND YET TO BE ALONE. IT SOUNDS VERY MYSTERIOUS,

AND I FEEL UTTERLY LOST AND CONFUSED. AM I GETTING CONNED?

Prem Urja, life is beautiful because it is paradoxical. It has salt because it is paradoxical --

it is not just sweet, it has salt in it too. If it was just sweet, it would become too sugary,

saccharin.

Life has tremendous mystery in it because it is based on paradox. You are feeling

confused because you have a certain fixed idea about how life should be -- you don't allow

life to be as it is. You want to impose a certain concept on it, a certain logic on it. The

confusion is of your own creation.

Try to impose some logical pattern on life and you will become very much confused,



because life has no obligation to fulfill your logic. Life is as it is. You have to listen to it. It

has all the colors, the whole spectrum -- it is a rainbow. But you have a certain idea that it

should be only blue or it should be only green or it should be only red -- but it is all the seven

colors. Then what are you going to do about the six other colors which are not part of your

conception? Either you have to ignore them, block them, so that you don't become aware of

them; repress them, simply deny them.... But whatsoever you do, life is not going to drop its

colors; they will be there -- denied, rejected, repressed, they will be there, waiting for the

right moment to explode into your consciousness.

And whenever they explode you will be confused. The confusion is your responsibility.

Life is not confusing at all. Life is mysterious but never confusing. Because you don't want it

to be mysterious, you want it to be mathematical, you want it very clear-cut so that you can

calculate and measure -- hence the difficulty. It is not created by life. Drop your conceptions

and then look.... Then you will find the storm that comes brings a silence with it -- which is

illogical! The silence that is felt after the storm is the deepest, the profoundest. If there is no

storm, the silence remains superficial, the silence remains dull, it has no depth. After the

storm...the greater the storm, the deeper the silence. Now, it is paradoxical.

It is paradoxical only because you want to impose a certain logic. The storm, and creating

silence? It does not fit with your idea -- that is true -- then you become confused. But why

should it fit with your idea? Life has to be perceived -- not conceived. See what is the case,

don't have ready-made answers. Don't go through life with prejudices, with a prejudiced

mind, don't have any a priori conceptions. Go innocent, naked, go ignorant. Function from

the state of not knowing. And then...then life is not confusing. It is a tremendous joy, it is

ecstasy. Then what appears today as confusing, you will feel thankful for it, grateful for it,

that it is so, that it is not logical.

Life would have been utterly boring if God had followed Aristotle. It is a great relief that

he is not an Aristotelian; it is a great relief that God knows nothing of Aristotle, that he has

not read his books, that he does not believe in logic, that he believes in dialectics. Hence

these paradoxes.

One can be in deep love and yet be alone. In fact, one can be alone only when one is in

deep love. The depth of love creates an ocean around you, a deep ocean, and you become an

island, utterly alone. Yes, the ocean goes on throwing its waves on your shore, but the more

the ocean crashes with its waves on your shore, the more integrated you are, the more rooted,

the more centered you are.

Love has value only because it gives you aloneness. It gives you space enough to be on

your own.

But you have an idea of love; that idea is creating trouble -- not love itself, but the idea.

The idea is that, in love, lovers disappear into each other, dissolve into each other. Yes, there

are moments of dissolution -- but this is the beauty of life and all that is existential: that when

lovers dissolve into each other, the same are the moments when they become very conscious,

very alert. That dissolution is not a kind of drunkenness, that dissolution is not unconscious.

It brings great consciousness, it releases great awareness. On the one hand they are dissolved

-- on the other hand for the first time they see their utter beauty in being alone. The other

defines them, their aloneness; they define the other. And they are grateful to each other. It is

because of the other that they have been able to see their own selves; the other has become a

mirror in which they are reflected. Lovers are mirrors to each other. Love makes you aware

of your original face.

Hence, it looks very contradictory, paradoxical, when stated in such a way: "Love brings



aloneness." You were thinking all along that love brings togetherness. I am not saying that it

does not bring togetherness, but unless you are alone you cannot be together. Who is going to

be together? Two persons are needed to be together, two independent persons are needed to

be together. A togetherness will be rich, infinitely rich, if both the persons are utterly

independent. If they are dependent on each other, it is not a togetherness -- it is a slavery, it is

a bondage.

If they are dependent on each other, clinging, possessive, if they don't allow each other to

be alone, if they don't allow each other space enough to grow, they are enemies, not lovers;

they are destructive to each other, they are not helping each other to find their souls, their

beings. What kind of love is this? It may be just fear of being alone; hence they are clinging

to each other. But real love knows no fear. Real love is capable of being alone, utterly alone,

and out of that aloneness grows a togetherness.

Kahlil Gibran says: Two lovers are like two pillars of a temple -- they support the same

roof, but they stand separate; together as far as supporting the same roof is concerned, but

utterly separate as far as their own being is concerned. Be pillars of a temple, supporting the

same temple of love, the same roof of love, yet rooted in your own being, not distracted from

there. And then you will know both the beauty, the purity, the cleanliness, the health, the

wholeness of aloneness, and you will also know the joy, the dance, the music of being

together.

There is a beauty when somebody is playing a solo instrument -- a solo flute player --

there is tremendous beauty in that. And there is also beauty in an orchestra. And love knows

both together: it knows how to be a solo flute player and it also knows how to be in rhythm,

harmony with the other.

There is no contradiction in reality -- the contradiction appears only because you have a

certain idea. Drop the idea and then where is confusion? Confusion comes only out of

conclusions. If you have a conclusion already and then life appears as something else, you are

confused. Rather than trying to fix life, drop your conclusions.

Never function out of conclusions! -- that's what I go on repeating every day to you: don't

function from the state of knowledge. Knowledge means conclusions, and all conclusions are

borrowed. Life is so vast that it cannot be condensed into a conclusion. All conclusions are

partial. And whenever the part claims to be the whole, it creates a kind of fanaticism,

orthodoxy; it creates a dull and stupid mind.

Urja, you say, "Having to be total and yet having to remain a witness, a watcher...seems

to be very paradoxical."

It only seems, the paradox is only apparent; otherwise, to be total is to be a watcher.

Whenever you are totally into something, a great awareness is released in you -- you become

a witness. Suddenly! Not that you practice witnessing. If you are totally in it...one day, dance

totally and see what I am saying.

These are not logical conclusions that I am giving to you: these are existential indications,

hints. Dance totally! -- and then you will be surprised. Something new will be felt. When the

dance becomes total, and the dancer is almost completely dissolved in the dancing, there will

be a new kind of awareness arising in you. You will be totally lost into the dance: the dancer

gone, only dance remains. And yet you are not unconscious, not at all -- just the opposite.

You are very conscious, more conscious than you have ever been before.

But if you start thinking about it, then the paradox will come. Then you will not be able to

manage, and you will become very confused.

Experience it. Whatsoever is being said here is to help you to experience. I am not



handing over to you any knowledge, any information -- just a few hints to taste the

multidimensional qualities of life.

You say, "It seems paradoxical...having to be drowned in love and yet be alone." It is not

-- it only appears. But you seem to be too much attached to your conclusions; hence the idea

arises: "Am I getting conned?"

In a way, yes, you are being conned out of all your prejudices, out of all your conclusions,

out of all your knowledge. I am trying to take you into the world of innocence again. I am

trying to give you a new birth, so that you can become a child again -- full of awe and

wonder.

The child never sees any paradox anywhere -- and that is the beauty of the child. The

child can be in tremendous love with you and can say, "I cannot live without you even for a

single moment," and the next moment he is angry and says, "I will never see your face

again." He is total in both his statements, and after a few moments he is again sitting in your

lap with great joy -- and that too is total.

The child is total each moment, and the child never sees any contradiction. When he is

angry, he is really anger; and when he is loving, he is really love. He moves from one

moment to another moment without creating any confusion for himself. He is never confused.

He never brings this paradox, because he has not yet arrived at conclusions. He does not

know how one should be. He simply allows himself to be whatsoever is the case -- he flows

with life.

Urja, you have become stagnant somewhere. You have too much knowledge, and that is

functioning as a barrier. It won't allow you to flow with me, and it won't allow you to flow

with my people. It won't allow you to flow with life, it won't allow you to flow with God.

God is both day and night, summer and winter, birth and death...and you have to be

capable of absorbing all these so-called paradoxes. If you can absorb all these so-called

paradoxes, without becoming confused, enlightenment is not far away.

Enlightenment is the state when all paradoxes have disappeared. One simply takes note of

life as it is. One has no conclusions to compare with, no ideas to judge with. Then how can

you be confused? You cannot confuse me -- it is impossible -- because I have no conclusions.

Without conclusions, without knowledge, just taste life as it is. It is a mystery, not a paradox.

The second question:

BELOVED MASTER,

I DON'T BELIEVE A WORD ABOUT THIS MYSTERY. NOTHING LIKE THAT

EXISTS! MY GUESS IS THAT YOU ARE ADVERTISING YOUR NEW COMMUNE

BECAUSE THE PRESS OFFICE IS TOO LAZY, AND NOT AS CLEVER AS YOU CAN

BE.

Sarjano, it is not a question of believing or not believing -- it is so. The question of belief

arises only because you are not aware of it. Belief is significant, and disbelief too -- when you

are not aware of the reality. Then either you believe or you disbelieve.

I am not saying believe in the mystery I am talking about. I am not saying disbelieve

either -- I am saying: Come with me! It is so! Let me wake you up...it is so.

You say, "I don't believe a word about this mystery." It is very good. Please, don't believe

a word, because if you start believing you will not be able to experience. I am not interested

in believers, I am interested in inquirers. But please don't start guessing either, because a



guess is a guess. A guess is not going to help. It will become a belief -- if you go on guessing

for a long time, and if you go on repeating the same guess again and again, it becomes a

belief. You create your own belief then, and that will become a barrier.

And beliefs are such subtle barriers, and disbeliefs too. Remember, whenever I say belief

I always include disbelief in it -- because that is the other side of the coin. Belief and

disbelief, both are barriers. Once you have created a belief system around yourself -- either

borrowed from others or guessed by yourself; either borrowed from the Bible, MEIN

KAMPF, DAS KAPITAL, BHAGAVADGITA, or guessed by yourself, home-made, it does

not matter -- a belief becomes a barrier, an invisible barrier. And once it settles, it won't allow

you to see anything else that goes against it.

Just the other day I was reading about an experiment. Sarjano, meditate over it.

A certain naturalist made the following experiment: a glass jar was divided into two

halves by a perfectly transparent glass partition. On one side of the partition he placed a pike;

on the other a number of small fishes such as form the prey of the pike.

The pike did not notice the partition, and hurled itself on its prey with, of course, the

result of only a bruised nose. The same happened many times, and always the same result. At

last, seeing all its efforts ended so painfully, the pike abandoned the hunt; so that in a few

days, when the partition had been removed, it continued to swim about among the small fry

without daring to attack them.... Does not the same happen with us?

Now the partition is no longer there -- it has been removed -- but a belief system has

arisen in the pike's mind. Now he believes that there is a transparent partition. Now the belief

is enough; he never goes beyond that partition which is no longer there. Now he can go! Now

there is nothing to debar him but his belief...he has created a belief. And, of course, out of his

experience, Sarjano -- not even guesswork -- it was his experience, a repeated experience. He

tried again and again and again, and each time a bruised nose and pain -- of course, a belief

has arisen.

You have to forgive him -- a poor pike has come to conclude that it is futile: "There is a

barrier, transparent, so I cannot go..." and he never tries again. He will never try again his

whole life. Now he can go and eat the fishes, they are available, but he will go only up to a

certain line, and from that line he will come back.

This is the situation of human beings too. A Hindu has a barrier around himself, a

Mohammedan another, a Jaina still another -- all people live hidden behind transparent

barriers, and because of those barriers they cannot see beyond.

Life is a mystery, Sarjano. And my commune is going to be just an experiment in total

living, an experiment in moving into life beyond all barriers -- barriers of belief, barriers of

ideologies, barriers of Catholicism, and communism...going beyond words.

Man is not what he appears to be: he is far more. Neither are flowers only what they

appear to be -- it depends on you. When a scientist goes to a flower, he only sees a part of it,

the scientific part of it; he has a barrier, a transparent barrier. He never goes beyond that. He

will see the scientific part, the material part of the flower. The rose is no longer beautiful,

because beauty is not his concept. He will weigh, measure; he will look into the constituents

of the flower, how much color, how much water, how much earth etcetera...but he will never

think of the beauty.

When the poet goes, he never bothers about the weight, measurement, earth, water, and

other elements that constitute the rose. For him, the rose is constituted of pure beauty; it is



something from the beyond which has descended to the earth. He has a different kind of

vision, far bigger than the scientist's, far more significant than the scientist's.

But when a mystic goes to the same flower, he dances -- he dances in tremendous joy,

because a rose is nothing but God. A rose contains the whole universe for him -- all the stars

and all the suns and all the moons, all the possible worlds and impossible worlds are

contained in the small roseflower. It is equivalent to God -- neither less nor more -- exactly

equivalent to God. He may pray, he may bow down.

The scientist will laugh, the poet will feel a little puzzled.... The scientist will laugh at the

stupidity of the mystic: "What is he doing? -- praying to a rose, praying to a tree or praying to

a river or praying to a mountain? All nonsense, superstition!" He rejects it. He simply denies

the world of the mystic.

The poet will feel a little puzzled. Enjoying the beauty of the rose he can understand, but

praying to the rose, bowing down to the rose, shouting "Alleluia!" to the rose? That he cannot

understand. That is beyond his perspective. He will feel puzzled. He will think this mystic a

little mad.

The scientist will think him superstitious, ignorant. The poet will think him a little

eccentric, a little mad -- because he is going beyond his barrier, the mystic is going beyond

the barrier of the poet. The mystic is going beyond all barriers -- that's why he is called the

mystic, because he lives in the mysterious.

Sarjano, what I am saying about the new commune is absolutely true. And I am not

saying much about it, because it is dangerous to say much about it. I don't want to attract the

wrong kind of people to it. So just a few hints only for those who will be able to understand

the hints. I am speaking in a special code which can be understood only by those who are

searching for the mysterious and the miraculous. Others will be debarred -- not by me, by

their own prejudice, by their own transparent barrier.

You can see it happening here! People are coming from all over the world -- who is

debarring the Poonaites? They are welcome, but they won't come on their own -- their

transparent barriers are enough. And it is good that they are not coming, because they will be

only a nuisance here. Only a few people from amongst them are coming who are capable of

understanding the beyond, the incomprehensible, who are capable of comprehending

something of the incomprehensible.

But whether you believe in it or not, listen to this anecdote:

Two homosexuals are talking. First homosexual: "Have you heard of the latest scientific

discovery? Normal intercourse causes cancer."

Second homosexual: "Is that so?"

First homosexual: "No, of course not! But spread the rumor."

Sarjano, whether you believe in it or not, please spread the rumor. The rumor has to reach

to the farthest corners of the earth. Let it be a rumor! Don't be worried. It is up to me to make

it a truth or not. If I find the right people -- and I am finding them -- it is going to materialize.

This mystery that I am talking about is going to materialize. But it will be materialized

only for those who are ready to risk all their prejudices, who are ready to sacrifice all their

conclusions. Sarjano is one of those people. I trust in him. He has not asked this question for

himself, he has asked it for others -- because I know he is perfectly mad. He is not only a

poet, but just on the verge of becoming a mystic. He has asked this question for others, it is

not his own heart's question. His heart agrees totally with me.



You cannot hide your hearts from me. The moment you come close to me, the only thing

that I am interested in is your heart. I talk to your head and I go on looking into your heart.

Even in the first encounter with me, I know what is possible with you and what is impossible

with you.

I have loved Sarjano from the very first moment. In his head he may have many theories

and much knowledge and information -- that is not my concern at all. My concern is that he

has a beautiful heart -- the heart that can be transformed into the heart of a mystic.

The third question:

BELOVED MASTER,

MY UNDERSTANDING ABOUT MYSELF IS THAT ALL MY DOING ARISES OUT OF

A DESIRE TO COMMUNICATE. EVEN THE SUBTLEST THOUGHT IS A

CONVERSATION, AN ATTEMPT TO HAVE OTHERS EXPERIENCE AND VERIFY

MY EXISTENCE.

WITH THE REALIZATION THAT I AM THE ONLY ONE WHO CAN EXPERIENCE

MY EXPERIENCES AND GIVE THEM VALIDITY, ALL OF THIS UNNECESSARY

DOING SHOULD DISAPPEAR. IT IS SO SIMPLE AND OBVIOUS. WHY DOES NOT

THIS REALIZATION REACH TO MY INNERMOST CORE?

Prem Steven, it is not yet a realization -- it is still information, it is still guesswork, it is

still thinking; on the right track, certainly, in the right direction, true, but it is not a realization

yet. 'Realization' is a great word. One should use that word very cautiously. You can think

great thoughts, but they don't become your realization by thinking. You can think about God

and you can come to the conclusion that God is, and you can feel that now there is no doubt

in your mind about God's existence -- still it is not a realization.

Realization means precisely realization -- it should become a reality to you, not just an

idea! Even if a good idea is there, it is still an idea. The idea can't transform you, and the idea

can't reach to the very core of your being. It remains on the circumference.

All ideas are peripheral -- just as all waves remain on the surface. The wave cannot go

deep into the ocean; there is no way for it to go. At the deepest core there are no waves. On

the surface a storm may be raging, but at the deepest core, the ocean is calm and quiet -- and

always so. Only the surface can get disturbed.

All thinking is a disturbance on the circumference of your being. Bad ideas, good ideas,

all are peripheral. People have this belief that bad ideas are peripheral and good ideas are

central -- that's not so. Good or bad, it makes no difference. An idea is an idea, and the idea

remains peripheral.

Only witnessing can be at the center.

So the first thing is to realize that you have not realized yet. Once something is realized, it

is bound to transform you -- instantly it transforms you. Then the question cannot arise: "It is

so simple and obvious. Why does not this realization reach to my innermost core?" This

"why?" is not possible then. If you realize something, your character immediately changes.

Your character is a shadow of your consciousness. Once the consciousness is new, the whole

character becomes new.

If you ask why, if you ask how to change, then the realization is only an idea -- and don't

trust in ideas. They deceive you, they are great deceivers, they are false coins. You can go on

accumulating them believing that you are becoming rich, but one day you will be shattered.



The repentance will be great and the misery will be great, because all that time you were

accumulating those false coins is simply wasted. And it cannot be reclaimed -- it is gone

forever.

The second thing...you say, Steven, "My understanding about myself is that all my doing

arises out of a desire to communicate. Even the subtlest thought is a conversation, an attempt

to have others experience and verify my existence."

Why? Why should you want others to verify your existence, to give validity to your

existence? Because you are suspicious about it, you are doubtful about your existence. You

really don't know that you are; you know you are only when others say you are. You depend

on others' opinions.

If they say you are beautiful, you think you are beautiful. If they say you are intelligent,

you think you are intelligent. Hence, you want to impress people -- with your intelligence,

with your beauty, with all kinds of things you want to impress people, because if you can see

something in their eyes, that becomes a validity for you.

That's why it is so enraging when somebody insults you, so damaging to the image when

somebody calls you an idiot; otherwise, why should you be bothered? It is none of your

business. If he calls you an idiot, that is HIS problem. Just by his calling you an idiot, you

don't become an idiot. But you become, because you depend on others' opinions.

That's how we live in the society. We are continuously trying to impress each other.

That's why we live as slaves, because if you want to impress other people you have to follow

their ideas; only then are they impressed. You have to be good the way they want you to be

good. If they are vegetarians, you have to be vegetarian, then they will be impressed -- they

will say you are a saint. If they are living a certain kind of life-style, you have to live that;

then only will they recognize you.

You can gain respectability only if you follow people's ideas. It is a mutual understanding

that you support their ideas so they feel good that their ideas are right; hence they are right.

And then they support you and they give you respect because you are following right ideas,

you are a right person. They appreciate you, they shower you with honors, they call you a

saint, a sage...it feels very gratifying to you. It is gratifying to them because you pay respect

to their ideology, and they pay respect to your personality. This is a mutual arrangement. And

you are both in illusion. You are supporting their illusion, they are supporting your illusion.

You are partners in the same business of hallucination.

Why should one want to be verified, validated by others? If you know on your own, if

you have experienced your being and its beauty and its joy and its grandeur and its glory,

who cares what others say?

Buddha was passing through a village, and the people of that village were very much

against Buddha. Why were they against Buddha? -- because Buddha was born in that village,

he had lived in that village for many years, and the villagers could not believe that a man who

was born amongst them had become enlightened. It was offensive to their egos!

That's why Jesus says: A prophet is not respected, is not loved, by his own people. Jesus

himself was thrown out of his birthplace. He went only once -- after he became enlightened,

he went only once. And the people were so enraged by his assertion, "I have become realized,

I am the Son of God," that they took him to the hills to throw him from the mountains. They

wanted to kill him. He had to escape somehow from their clutches, from their hands. And he

never went back there.

Buddha was passing through the village in which he was born, just somewhere on the



border of India and Nepal, and the people gathered and started insulting him, abusing him,

calling him names. And he listened silently for half an hour, and then he said, "It is getting

hot and I have to reach the other village, and the people will be waiting for me. More time I

cannot give you this time. If you have any more things to say to me, please wait. When I am

coming back, then I will have a little more time. You can gather, and you can communicate

whatsoever you want to communicate. But this time, excuse me. I have to go."

So cool, so calm, and they were really calling him dirty names. They could not believe

their eyes. They said, "We are not saying something to you -- we are insulting you, we are

abusing you! Can't you understand what we are saying?"

Buddha said, "I can hear, I can understand everything that you are saying -- but that is not

my problem! If you are angry, that is your problem. It is none of my business to interfere in

your life. If you want to be angry, if you are enjoying it, enjoy! But I am not going to take

any nonsense from you.

"In fact, you have come a little late. If you really wanted me to be disturbed, you should have

come ten years ago. Then I would have been really angry with you. I would have reacted, I

would have hit you! But now, a great realization has happened that my being does not depend

on other people's opinions. What you think about me only shows something about you, not

about me! I know myself; hence I don't depend on anybody's opinions about me. People who

are ignorant of their own selves, they have to depend on others."

Steven, this whole mind of communicating with people in an attempt to be verified by

them simply shows a deep darkness inside; otherwise, there is no need. And I am not saying

that when a man becomes full of light he stops communication -- no. Only he can

communicate, because he has something to communicate. What have you got to

communicate? What is there that you can share with people? You are a beggar, you are

begging. When you want to be verified, validated, certified, you are begging. You are telling

them, "Please say something good to me, something nice, so I can feel nice about myself. I

am feeling very down, I am feeling very worthless -- give me some worth! Make me feel

significant." You are begging, it is not communication.

Communication is possible only when a song has burst forth in your being, when a joy

has arisen, when a bliss has been experienced -- then you can share. Then not only

communication, not only verbal communication, but on a far deeper level, communion also

starts happening. But then you are not a beggar, you are an emperor.

Only buddhas can commune and communicate. Others have nothing to say, nothing to

give. In fact, what you are doing while you are talking with people...and people are

continuously talking, chattering, if not actually, then in their minds -- just as you say that

deep in your mind you are also always talking with somebody, some imaginary person....

You are saying something from your side, and you are also answering from the other side; a

continuous chattering, a dialogue inside you.

This is a state of UNsanity. I will not call it a state of insanity but unsanity. The whole of

humanity exists in the state of unsanity. The insane person has gone beyond the normal

boundary. The unsane person is also insane but within boundaries. He remains insane inside,

but on the outside he goes on behaving in a sane way. So for him I have this word 'unsanity'.

Sanity happens only when you become so totally silent that all inner chattering

disappears. When the mind is no more, you are sane. Mind is either unsane -- that is normally

insane, or insane -- that means abnormally insane. No-mind is sanity. And in no-mind you

understand, you realize, not only your own being but the being -- the very being -- of



existence. Then you have something to share, to communicate, to commune, to dance, to

celebrate.

Before that, it is a desperate effort to somehow collect an image of yourself from others'

opinions. And your image will remain a mess because you will be collecting opinions from

so many sources -- they will remain contradictory.

One person thinks you are ugly, hates you, dislikes you; another person thinks you are so

beautiful, so graceful, that there is nobody who can be compared to you -- you are

incomparable. Now what are you going to do with these two opinions? You don't know who

you are; now these two opinions are there -- how can you judge which is right? You would

like the opinion to be right which says you are beautiful; you don't like the opinion which

says that you are ugly. But it is not a question of liking or disliking. You cannot be deaf to the

other opinion, that too is there. You can repress it in the unconscious, but it will remain there.

You will be collecting opinions from your parents, from your family, from your

neighborhood, from the people you work with, from the teachers, from the priests...thousands

of opinions clamoring inside you. And this is how you are going to create an image of

yourself. It will be a mess. It will not have any face, any form, it will be a chaos. That's how

everybody is, a chaos. No order is possible, because the very center is missing which can

create the order.

That center I call awareness, meditation -- AES DHAMMO SANANTANO. This is the

inexhaustible law, the ultimate law, that only those who become aware know who they are.

And when they know, then nobody can shake their knowing. Nobody can! The whole world

may say one thing, but if you know, if you have realized yourself, it doesn't matter.

The whole world was saying that Jesus was mad. The day he was crucified, there was not

a single person...thousands had gathered -- not a single person who was in favor of him. All

were thinking he was mad.

It was the custom in those days that on particular holidays one criminal could be forgiven.

That day was a holiday and three persons were being crucified: two thieves and Jesus.

Pontius Pilate asked the people, "We can forgive one person out of the three. Which one

would you like to be forgiven?" He was thinking that they would ask for Jesus to be forgiven,

but they didn't ask for Jesus. They asked for a thief to be forgiven -- not Jesus but a thief, a

well-known thief -- the whole city knew about him. But they could not forgive the innocent

man Jesus. Why?

But Jesus is not shaken. The whole world may be against him; he knows God is with him.

He dies with a calm and quiet mind, undistracted, with a prayer on his lips -- a prayer which

is unique. The last words of Jesus are: "Father, forgive them, because they know not what

they are doing. Amen...." Forgive them, for they know not what they are doing! They are

crucifying him, but his heart is full of compassion for all those people.

When you know, you know so absolutely. When realization happens, it is so ultimate that

even if the whole world is against it, it makes no difference at all. You don't need any validity

from anybody else.

The last question:

BELOVED MASTER,

WHY DO I ALWAYS FEEL THAT SEX AND MONEY ARE SOMEHOW DEEPLY

CONNECTED WITH EACH OTHER?



Nirmal, they are connected. Money is power; hence it can be used in many ways. It can

purchase sex, and down the ages that has been the case. Kings have been keeping thousands

of wives. Just in this century, the twentieth century, just thirty years ago, forty years ago, the

nizam of Hyderabad had five hundred wives!

It is said that Krishna had sixteen thousand wives. I used to think that this was too much,

but when I came to know that the nizam of Hyderabad had five hundred wives just forty

years ago, then it doesn't seem too much -- only thirty-two times more! It seems humanly

possible. If you can manage five hundred, why not sixteen thousand?

All the kings of the world were doing that. Women were used like cattle. In the great

kings' palaces the women were numbered. It was difficult to remember names, so the king

could say to his servants, "Bring number four hundred and one" -- because how to remember

five hundred names? Numbers...just as soldiers are numbered; they don't have names but only

numbers. And it makes a lot of difference.

Numbers are absolutely mathematical. Numbers don't breathe, they don't have any heart.

Numbers don't have any soul. When a soldier dies in the war, on the notice board you simply

read, "Number 15 died." Now, "Number 15 died" is one thing; if you say exactly the name of

the person, that is totally different. Then he was a husband and the wife will be a widow now;

he was a father and the children will be orphans now; he was the only support of his old

parents, now there will be no support. A family is deserted, the light of a family has

disappeared. But when number fifteen dies, number fifteen has no wife, remember; number

fifteen doesn't have any children, number fifteen doesn't have any old parents. Number

fifteen is just number fifteen! And number fifteen is replaceable -- another person will come

and will become number fifteen. But no individual human being is replaceable. It is a trick, a

psychological trick, to give numbers to soldiers. It helps...nobody takes any note of numbers

disappearing; new numbers go on coming and replacing the old numbers.

Wives were numbered, and it depended on how much money you had. In fact, in the old

days, that was the only way to know how rich a man was; it was a kind of measurement. How

many wives has he?

Now, Hindus, particularly ARYA SAMAJIS, criticize Hazrat Mohammed very much for

having nine wives -- and they don't think of Krishna who had sixteen thousand wives. And he

is not an exception, he is the rule. In this country, as in other countries, down the ages, the

woman has been exploited -- and the way to exploit is money! The whole world has suffered

through prostitution, it degrades human beings. And what is a prostitute? She has been

reduced to a mechanism, and you can purchase her with money.

But remember perfectly well that your wives are not very different either. A prostitute is

like a taxi, and your wife is like your own car, it is a permanent arrangement. Poor people

cannot make permanent arrangements, they have to use taxis. Rich people can make

permanent arrangements -- they can have their own cars. And the richer they are, the more

cars they can have.

I know one person who had three hundred and sixty-five cars -- one car for every day.

And he had one car made in solid gold....

Money is power, and power can purchase anything. So, Nirmal, you are not wrong that

there is some connection between sex and money.

One thing more has to be understood. The person who represses sex becomes more

money-minded, because money becomes a substitute for sex. Money becomes his love. See

the greedy person, the money maniac: the way he touches hundred-rupee notes -- he touches

them as if he is caressing his beloved; the way he looks at gold, look at his eyes -- so



romantic. Even great poets will feel inferior. Money has become his love, his goddess. In

India, people even worship money. There is a particular day to worship money -- actual

money -- notes and coins, rupees, they worship. Intelligent people doing such stupid things!

Sex can be diverted in many ways. It can become anger if repressed. Hence the soldier

has to be deprived of sex, so that the sex energy becomes his anger, his irritation, his

destructiveness so he can be more violent than he ever was. Sex can be diverted into

ambition. Repress sex: once sex is repressed, you have energy available, you can channel it

into any direction. It can become a search for political power, it can become a search for

more money, it can become a search for fame, name, respectability, asceticism, etcetera.

Man has only one energy -- that energy is sex. There are not many energies within you.

And only the one energy has been used for all kinds of drives. It is a tremendously potential

energy.

People are after money in the hope that when they have more money, they can have more

sex. They can have far more beautiful women or men, they can have far more variety. Money

gives them freedom of choice.

The person who is free of sexuality, whose sexuality has become a transformed

phenomenon, is also free of money, is also free of ambition, is also free of the desire to be

famous. Immediately all these things disappear from his life. The moment sex energy starts

rising upwards, the moment sex energy starts becoming love, prayer, meditation, then all

lower manifestations disappear.

But sex and money are deeply associated. Your idea, Nirmal, has some truth in it.

A wizened little client in a fancy whorehouse is heard shouting from the upper floor:

"No! Not that way! I want it my way, the way we do it in Brooklyn. So quit it! Do it my way

or forget it!"

The madam climbs the stairs and erupts into the girl's room. "What is the matter with you,

Zelda?" she says. "Give it to him his way."

She leaves, the girl lies down, and the man makes love to her in perfectly routine fashion.

She sits up, puts on her dressing gown, lights a cigarette and says, "That's your way, Hymie,

huh?"

"That's it," he says proudly from the bed.

"That's how you do it in Brooklyn?"

"Right you are!"

"So what is so different about it?"

"In Brooklyn I get it for nothing."

People can be so obsessed with money, as much as they are obsessed with sex. The

obsession can be shifted towards money. But money gives you purchasing power and you can

purchase anything. You cannot purchase love, of course, but you can purchase sex. Sex is a

commodity, love is not.

You cannot purchase prayer, but you can purchase priests. Priests are commodities --

prayer is not a commodity. And that which can be purchased is ordinary, mundane. That

which cannot be purchased is sacred. Remember it: the sacred is beyond money, the mundane

is always within money's power.

And sex is the most mundane thing in the world.

A man enters a modern Chicago whorehouse-nightclub run by the gangland syndicate



which is now planning to streamline its image. The whorehouse takes up various floors of a

skyscraper hotel, and he is received by a lovely young receptionist in a sexy uniform, who

sits him at a teakwood interview desk and asks how much money he wants to spend. She

explains that prices range from five dollars up to one thousand dollars, depending on the

quality and number of girls wanted. Everything is shown on the television intercom. The

higher prices are for the lower floors, which have higher ceilings, mirrors over the beds, three

and four girls in bed with you at one time, etcetera. Lower prices are for lesser delights,

ending with five dollars for a "coal-black nigger mammy with big nostrils," as the lovely

young receptionist explains.

The client thinks it over. "Haven't you anything cheaper than five?" he asks at last.

"Of course," says the receptionist. "Seventh floor -- roof garden. One dollar a shot.

Self-service."

Money is certainly associated with sex, because sex can be purchased. And anything that

can be purchased is part of the world of money.

Remember one thing: your life will remain empty if you know only things which can be

purchased, if you know only things which can be sold. Your life will remain utterly futile if

your acquaintance is only with commodities. Become acquainted with things which cannot be

purchased and cannot be sold -- then for the first time you start growing wings, for the first

time you start soaring high.

One great king, Bimbisara, reached Mahavira. He had heard that Mahavira had attained

DHYANA -- meditation, samadhi. In Jaina terminology it is called SAMAYIK -- the ultimate

state of prayer or meditation. Bimbisara had everything of this world. He became worried:

"What is this samayik? What is this samadhi?" He could not rest at ease, because now for the

first time he was aware that there was one thing he had not got -- and he was not a man to

remain contented without getting anything that took his fancy.

He traveled to the mountains, found Mahavira, and said, "How much do you want for

your samayik? I have come to purchase it. I can give you anything you desire, but give me

this samayik, this samadhi, this meditation -- what is this? Where is it? First let me look at

it!"

Mahavira was surprised at the whole stupidity of the king, but he was a very polite man,

soft, graceful. He said, "You need not have traveled so far. In your own capital I have a

follower who has attained to the same state, and he is so poor that he may be willing to sell it.

I am not willing, because I don't need any money. You can see I am naked, I don't need any

clothes, I am utterly satisfied -- I don't have any needs, so what will I do with your money?

Even if you give me your whole kingdom I am not going to accept it. I had my own kingdom

-- that I have renounced. I had all that you have got!"

And Bimbisara knew it, that Mahavira had had all and had renounced, so it was difficult

to persuade this man to sell. Certainly, money meant nothing to him. So he said, "Okay, who

is this man? Give me his address."

And Mahavira told him, "He is very poor, lives in the poorest part of your city. You may

never have visited that part. This is the address...you go and ask him. He is your subject, he

can sell it to you, and he is in much need. He has a wife and children and a big family and is

really poor."

It was a joke. Bimbisara returned happy, went directly to the poor parts of his capital

where he had never been. People could not believe their eyes -- his golden chariot and



thousands of soldiers following him.

They stopped in front of the poor man's hut. The poor man came, touched the feet of the

king, and said, "What can I do? Just order me."

The king said, "I have come to purchase the thing called samadhi, meditation, and I am

ready to pay any price you ask."

The poor man started crying, tears rolled down his cheeks, and he said, "I am sorry. I can

give you my life, I can die for you right now, I can cut off my head -- but how can I give you

my samadhi? It is not sellable, it is not purchasable -- it is not a commodity at all. It is a state

of consciousness. Mahavira must have played a joke on you."

Unless you know something which cannot be sold and cannot be purchased, unless you

know something which is beyond money, you have not known real life. Sex is not beyond

money -- love is. Transform your sex into love, and transform your love into prayer -- so one

day even kings like Bimbisara may feel jealous of you. Become a Mahavira, a Buddha,

become a Christ, a Zarathustra, a Lao Tzu. Only then have you lived, only then have you

known the mysteries of life!

Money and sex are the lowest, and people are living only in the world of money and sex

-- and they think they are living. They are not living, they are only vegetating, they are only

dying. This is not life. Life has many more kingdoms to be revealed, an infinite treasure

which is not of this world. Neither sex can give it to you, nor money. But you can attain to it.

You can use your sex energy to attain it, and you can use your money power to attain it.

Of course, it cannot be attained by money or by sex, but you can use your sex energy, your

money power, in such an artful way that you can create a space in which the beyond can

descend.

I am not against sex, and I am not against money, remember it. Always remember! But I

am certainly for helping you go beyond them -- I am certainly for going beyond.

Use everything as a step. Don't deny anything. If you have money, you can meditate more

easily than the poor person. You can have more time to yourself. You can have a small

temple in your house; you can have a garden, rosebushes, where meditation will be easier.

You can allow yourself a few holidays in the mountains, you can go into isolation and live

without worry. If you have money, use it for something which money cannot purchase, but

for which money can create a space.

Sexual energy is a wastage if it only remains confined to sex, but it becomes a great

blessing if it starts transforming its quality: sex not for sex' sake -- use sex as a communion of

love. Use sex as a meeting of two souls, not only of two bodies. Use sex as a meditative

dance of two persons' energies. And the dance is far richer when man and woman are dancing

together -- and sex is the ultimate in dance: two energies meeting, merging, dancing,

rejoicing.

But use it as a stepping-stone, as a jumping-board. And when you reach the climax of

your sex orgasm, become aware of what is happening, and you will be surprised -- time has

disappeared, mind has disappeared, ego has disappeared. For a moment there is utter silence.

This silence is the real thing!

This silence can be attained through other means, too, and with less wastage of energy.

This silence, this mindlessness, this timelessness, can be attained through meditation. In fact,

if a person consciously goes into his sex experience, he is bound to become a meditator

sooner or later. His consciousness of the sex experience is bound to make him aware that the

same can happen without any sexuality involved in it. The same can happen just sitting



silently by yourself, doing nothing. The mind can be dropped, time can be dropped, and the

moment you drop mind and time and the ego, you are orgasmic.

The sexual orgasm is very momentary, and whatsoever is momentary brings frustration in

its wake, brings misery and unhappiness and sadness and repentance. But the quality of being

orgasmic can become a continuity in you, a continuum -- it can become your very flavor. But

it is possible only through meditation, not through sex alone.

Use sex, use money, use the body, use the world, but we have to reach God. Let God

remain always the goal.

Enough for today.
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THE PERFUME OF SANDALWOOD,
ROSEBAY, OR JASMINE,
CANNOT TRAVEL AGAINST THE WIND.

BUT THE FRAGRANCE OF VIRTUE
TRAVELS EVEN AGAINST THE WIND,
AS FAR AS THE ENDS OF THE WORLD.

HOW MUCH FINER
IS THE FRAGRANCE OF VIRTUE
THAN OF SANDALWOOD, ROSEBAY,
OF THE BLUE LOTUS, OR JASMINE!

THE FRAGRANCE OF SANDALWOOD OR ROSEBAY
DOES NOT TRAVEL FAR.
BUT THE FRAGRANCE OF VIRTUE
RISES TO THE HEAVENS.

DESIRE NEVER CROSSES THE PATH
OF VIRTUOUS AND WAKEFUL MEN.
THEIR BRIGHTNESS SETS THEM FREE.



HOW SWEETLY THE LOTUS GROWS
IN THE LITTER OF THE WAYSIDE.
ITS PURE FRAGRANCE DELIGHTS THE HEART.

FOLLOW THE AWAKENED
AND FROM AMONG THE BLIND
THE LIGHT OF YOUR WISDOM
WILL SHINE OUT PURELY.

Man is not a being but only a becoming. Man is a process, a growth, a possibility, a

potentiality. Man is not yet actual. Man has to be, he has yet to arrive. Man is born not as an

essence but only as an existence...a great space where much can happen, or nothing may

happen -- it all depends on you.

Man has to create himself. He is not ready-made, he is not given. And the creation has to

be a self-creation -- nobody else can make you. You are not a thing, a commodity; you cannot

be produced or manufactured. You have to self-create yourself, you have to become

awakened on your own, nobody can wake you up.

This is man's grandeur, his glory, that he is the only being on the earth who is not a being

but a freedom to be. All other beings are already fixed, patterned. They bring a blueprint, and

they simply follow the blueprint. The parrot will become a parrot, the dog will become a dog,

the lion a lion; there is no question of the lion being somebody else. But with man it is

relevant to ask whether he is really a man.

Each lion is really a lion, and each elephant is an elephant too, but man is a question

mark. A man may be a man, may not be. A man can fall below the animals, and a man can

rise above the gods. That ultimate state above the gods is buddhahood -- the awakening, the

ultimate awakening, the realization of your potential in its totality.

The buddha is above gods. This was one of the reasons Hindus could not forgive

Gautama the Buddha, because he said the buddha is above the gods. Gods are also asleep; of

course, their dreams are nice, their dreams are not nightmares, they live in heaven. Their lives

are only of pleasure. Heaven is nothing but pure hedonism, the very idea is hedonistic. Hell is

just the opposite. Hell is pain, heaven is pleasure; hell is a nightmare, heaven a sweet dream.

But dreams ARE dreams; sweet or bitter, it does not matter.

The gods are also asleep and dreaming beautiful dreams. The buddha is awakened, he is

no longer dreaming. The Buddhist scriptures say: The day Siddhartha Gautam became a

buddha gods came from the sky to worship him, to wash his feet. Hindus could not forgive

this idea, because for them the gods in heaven -- Indra and other gods -- are the suprememost.

And look at the arrogance of the Buddhists who say gods came from heaven to wash the feet

of a human being.

Buddhism raised humanity to its highest pinnacle. No other religion has done that. Man

becomes the center of existence. God is not the center of existence, according to Buddha, but

the man who has become awakened. The periphery consists of those who are asleep and

blind, and the center consists of those who have eyes, who are awakened. Gods are simply

dropped; they are no longer relevant. What Nietzsche did after two thousand years, Buddha

had done already.

A great poet, Chandidas, was very much impressed by Gautam Buddha -- and who will

not be impressed by this man? He has said: SABAR UPAR MANUS SATYA, TAHAR

UPAR NAHIN -- the truth of man is the highest truth, there is no other truth higher than that.

But let me remind you again: when Buddha talks about man, he talks about the realized man,



not about you -- you are only on the way, you are only in the process. You are a seed.

The seed can have four possibilities. The seed may remain a seed forever, closed,

windowless, not in communion with existence, dead, because life means communion with

existence. The seed IS dead, it has not yet communicated with the earth, with the sky, with

the air, with the wind, with the sun, with the stars. It has not yet made any attempt to have a

dialogue with all that exists. It is utterly lonely, enclosed, encapsulated into itself, surrounded

by a China Wall. The seed lives in its own grave.

The first possibility is that the seed may remain a seed. That is very unfortunate -- a man

may remain simply a seed. With all the potential at your disposal, with all the blessings ready

to shower on you, you may never open your doors.

The second possibility is that the seed may be courageous enough, may dive deep into the

soil, may die as an ego, may drop its armor, may start a communion with existence, may

become one with the earth. Great courage is needed, because who knows? -- this death may

be ultimate, there may be no birth following it. What is the guarantee? There is no guarantee;

it is a gamble. Only a few men gather courage enough to gamble, to risk.

To be a sannyasin is the beginning of the gamble. You are risking your life, you are

risking your ego. You are risking because you are dropping all your securities, all your safety

arrangements. You are opening windows...who knows who is going to come in -- the friend

or the enemy? Who knows? You are becoming vulnerable. That's what sannyas is all about.

That's what Buddha was teaching his whole life. Forty-two years continuously, transforming

seeds into plants -- that was his work -- transforming ordinary human beings into sannyasins.

A sannyasin is a plant, a sprout -- soft, delicate. The seed is never in danger, remember.

What danger can there be for the seed? It is absolutely protected. But the plant is always in

danger, the plant is very soft. The seed is like a stone, hard, hidden behind a hard crust. But

the plant has to pass through a thousand and one hazards. That is the second stage: the seed

dissolving into the soil, the man disappearing as an ego, disappearing as a personality,

becoming a plant.

The third possibility, which is even more rare, because not all plants are going to attain to

that height where they can bloom into flowers, a thousand and one flowers.... Very few

human beings attain to the second stage, and very few of those who attain the second stage

attain the third, the stage of the flower. Why can't they attain the third stage, the stage of the

flower? Because of greed, because of miserliness, they are not ready to share...because of a

state of unlovingness.

Courage is needed to become a plant, and love is needed to become a flower. A flower

means the tree is opening up its heart, releasing its perfume, giving its soul, pouring its being

into existence. The seed CAN become a plant although it is difficult to drop the armor, but in

one way it is simple. The seed will only be gathering more and more, accumulating more and

more; the seed only takes from the soil. The tree only takes from the water, from the air, from

the sun; its greed is not disturbed, on the contrary, its ambition is fulfilled. It goes on

becoming bigger and bigger. But a moment comes when you have taken so much that now

you have to share. You have been benefited so much, now you have to serve. God has given

you so much, now you have to thank, be grateful -- and the only way to be grateful is to

shower your treasures, give them back to existence, be as unmiserly as existence has been

with you. Then the tree grows into flowers, it blossoms.

And the fourth stage is that of fragrance. The flower is still gross, it is still material, but

the fragrance is subtle, it is almost something nonmaterial. You cannot see it, it is invisible.

You can only smell it, you cannot grab it, you cannot grasp it. A very sensitive understanding



is needed to have a dialogue with the fragrance. And beyond fragrance there is nothing. The

fragrance disappears into the universe, becomes one with it.

These are the four stages of the seed, and these are the four stages of man too. Don't

remain a seed. Gather courage -- courage to drop the ego, courage to drop the securities,

courage to drop the safeties, courage to be vulnerable. But then don't remain a tree, because a

tree without flowers is poor. A tree without flowers is empty, a tree without flowers is

missing something very essential. It has no beauty -- without love there is no beauty. And it is

only through flowers that the tree shows its love. It has taken so much from the sun and the

moon and from the earth; now it is time to give!

Life has to attain a balance always. You have taken so much, now give it. Become a

flower! Only when you become a flower is there a possibility of disappearing as a fragrance.

But then too, remember, don't remain a closed flower, don't remain a bud; otherwise your

fragrance will not be released. And unless your fragrance is released, you are not free, you

are in a bondage.

This bondage Buddha calls SANSARA -- the world. And he calls the freedom, the

freedom of the fragrance, nirvana: total cessation, disappearance, dissolution. The part

disappears into the whole, the dewdrop slips into the ocean and becomes the ocean. The day

you disappear and become the ocean is the day when in one sense you are no more, and in

another sense you are for the first time -- you have attained beinghood.

This beinghood is real godhood. This beinghood, this crystallized, oceanic experience, is

liberation, salvation, MOKSHA, KAIVALYA, nirvana. You can use any word that you want

to use but they all mean the same: absolute freedom of the soul, with no boundaries, with no

limitations.

The sutras:

THE PERFUME OF SANDALWOOD,
ROSEBAY, OR JASMINE,
CANNOT TRAVEL AGAINST THE WIND.

Obviously! The fragrance of sandalwood, rosebay or jasmine is part of the material

world. It can travel only with the wind, not against the wind. It has to follow the laws of

matter. It IS matter. Because it has to follow the laws of matter it is not really free -- free only

in a relative sense. The fragrance is more free than the flower, the flower is more free than

the tree, the tree is more free than the seed. But these freedoms are only relative, not absolute.

And Buddha says, remember: the target is absolute freedom, transcendence of all laws. It

is only in transcending all laws that you will become part of the ultimate law: AES

DHAMMO SANANTANO. It is only by transcending all limitations of gross matter that you

will be able to become as infinite as the sky.

Unless you become universal you have not attained to your potential. You are meant to

become universal, and you have become small persons, confined, almost as if you are living

in a prison cell, dark and dismal, no door, no window, an ugly existence, surrounded by all

kinds of pathologies -- ego, greed, anger, lust, jealousy, possessiveness. These are your

companions. What fragrance have you experienced in life?

You have not yet known love without lust. You have not known yet any state where no

limitation exists. You are bound to certain very gross laws. You are part of the gravitation,

you have not yet known anything of grace. You go on and on downwards, because those laws



of gravitation go on pulling you downwards. You don't know how to rise, soar upwards. You

don't know anything about levitation.

In science, they don't talk about levitation, they only talk about gravitation, the downward

pull. But this is such a simple phenomenon to understand, that in nature everything is

balanced by its polar opposite. If there is a downward pull, gravitation, then there must be an

upward pull to balance it -- that is levitation. In a more poetic language it is called grace.

There are two laws: the law of gravitation, the earthly law, gross, material; and the law of

grace, the divine law, what Buddha calls the divine law -- AES DHAMMO SANANTANO --

the eternal, inexhaustible law, the divine law, which pulls you upwards.
THE PERFUME OF SANDALWOOD, ROSEBAY, OR JASMINE, CANNOT TRAVEL AGAINST THE
WIND.

It has certain absolute limitations, it can only ride on the wind. It cannot have its own

will, it is not really free. Unless you can exist in total freedom, something is missing. If you

have to follow the laws, then you are a prisoner. The laws may give you enough rope, but still

you are a prisoner.

That's how things are: if enough rope is given to you, you forget about the prison. For

example, these so-called nations -- India, Pakistan, Japan, Germany -- these are all great

prisons, but they are so great that you cannot see the boundaries of your prison. Cross the

boundaries of your nation and you will see that you were a prisoner. But the prison is big

enough; you can move in the prison anywhere you want. But move out of the prison, try to

enter another prison, and then you will see the limitation.

These are man-made prisons; big enough so they can give you a false feeling of freedom,

but there is no freedom. Unless all nations disappear from the world, the earth will remain a

slave, humanity will remain in prisons, small and big. But it makes no difference whether the

prison is very big and you cannot see the wall surrounding it.... The walls may be very subtle

-- of passports and visas -- the walls may be VERY subtle, you may not see them, but they

are there. You are not free to move.

Almost all the constitutions of the world say that the freedom of movement is the

birthright of every human being, but it is only written in the books, it is not true. You cannot

move freely. If you want to go to Russia, impossible; if you want to enter into China,

impossible.

Nations have become such great prisons, and your presidents and your so-called prime

ministers are all nothing but jailors. Those who talk about freedom are nothing but

policemen. They say they are guarding you for your own safety, but in fact they are prison

wardens watching so that you cannot escape.

I have heard:

An old Russian was dying, and he heard a knock on the door. He asked, "Who is there?"

And some very ghostly voice said, "Death."

The old Russian said, "Thank God! I was thinking it is the secret police."

And there are prisons within prisons like Chinese boxes -- boxes within boxes.... India is

a big prison; then there are Hindus and Mohammedans and Christians and Sikhs and Jainas

and Buddhists -- now these are small prisons. The Christian can go to the church, he cannot

go to the temple; the Hindu can go to the temple, he cannot go to the church. He has been

taught and conditioned that the church is not a religious place; the Christian has been told that

the church is the only right place to go -- all other religions are false, and all other religions



lead you astray. Unless you are a Christian you cannot be saved. And then within Christianity

there are Catholics and Protestants, and then among Protestants and Catholics there are

smaller and smaller subsects. And prisons become smaller and smaller.

Then there are political prisons: somebody is a communist and somebody is a socialist,

and somebody is a capitalist...and so on and so forth. And you are not satisfied even with

these: then you make Rotary Clubs and Lions Clubs.... Your thirst to be a prisoner is such

that you can't simply be a human being. You have to be a Rotarian and you proudly declare,

"I am a Rotarian," "I am a Lion." You are not satisfied with being simply a human being, you

have to be a Lion. And then there are smaller and smaller confinements.

Rather than getting out of these prison cells, we go on decorating them, we go on making

them more and more comfortable. We are living under the law of gravitation, we are living as

prisoners. We cannot go against the wind -- our life is gross. Buddha says: Be aware of it:

what are you doing with your life? Reconsider, meditate over it, what you have made of

yourself.

BUT THE FRAGRANCE OF VIRTUE
TRAVELS EVEN AGAINST THE WIND,
AS FAR AS THE ENDS OF THE WORLD.

Buddha says: But there is a flowering of your inner being, which is far more beautiful

than sandalwood, rosebay or jasmine. Its beauty is its absolute freedom. It can go against the

wind. The really virtuous man lives in freedom; he follows no commandments, he follows no

scriptures, he follows nobody else but his own inner light. He lives according to his heart --

he is a rebel.

But Buddha is talking about the fragrance of real virtue. He is not talking about the

so-called righteous, he is not talking about the so-called "people of character," your so-called

saints and mahatmas -- he is not talking about them. They are not free people. In fact, the

fragrance of sandalwood, rosebay and jasmine is far more free than your so-called saints.

They live according to man-made laws. The fragrance of rosewood, the fragrance of

sandalwood, the fragrance of other flowers, at least follow the laws of nature. But your saints,

your so-called virtuous people, they follow laws which are man-made -- laws made by blind

people, laws made by ignorant people, laws made by people who are not yet awakened, who

know nothing of awareness.

Who makes your laws? Who makes your Constitutions? Who is responsible for running

the society and arranging and managing the society? Just people as blind as you, maybe more

learned, maybe more informed. But it makes no difference whether a blind man is more

informed about light or less informed about light -- a blind man is a blind man. Just watch

your saints, and you will be surprised! -- they live in far deeper bondage than ordinary

people.

A Jaina monk wanted to come to see me. He sent a message that he had been longing to

see me for many years, and now he was in the town and he wanted to see me. But his

followers didn't allow him, the Jainas don't allow him to come to this commune. Now what

kind of saint is this man whose followers decide where he should go and where he should not

go? But there is a mutual arrangement: the followers call him a saint, they worship him, now

he has to concede, compromise. He has to follow the followers.

Your so-called saints and leaders are followers of their own followers. It is such a stupid

world, so ridiculous, the whole situation. On the surface it seems the saint is the decisive



factor; he gives people advice to follow him. But if you look deep down, you will be

surprised -- the saint is following his own followers. In fact, they decide. And they have

decisive power because they can worship you and they can insult you. They can worship you

if you follow them, if you go according to the ideas, prejudices, that they carry in their minds;

otherwise you are no longer a saint. They can degrade you -- they have the power to raise you

to sainthood or to degrade you to being a sinner. If you want to be a saint you have to follow

all kinds of stupidities. You may know deep down that this is stupid.

I sent him a message saying, "This is stupid, ridiculous! Why should you ask your

followers? Who is the follower, you or they? Why should you ask them?"

He said, "You are right, but I have to depend on them. At my age I cannot leave them

because I have never worked in my life. I depend for my food, for my clothes, for everything

on them."

Now you see the arrangement. This is called spirituality, and the arrangement is financial!

A really virtuous man is certainly free, and is so free that he can go against the wind, he

can go against the whole society, he can go against the whole past, he can go against all

conventions. In fact, he does -- because in going against all the conventions and the dead past

he asserts his freedom.

It is because of this that I am being condemned all over this country and now, slowly

slowly, all over the world. The only reason is that they wanted me to go with the wind, they

wanted me to be conventional, orthodox. They were ready to worship me, they had come

many times to me saying that if I could simply follow the traditional religion they would

worship me as a saint. I said, "I am not interested in being worshipped or in being a saint. I

want just simply to be myself. And I am not going to compromise with anybody, whoever he

is. Compromise is not my way."

Because I am going against the wind they are very much offended. But if you are

virtuous...and what is virtue? It is not some character cultivated from the outside. Virtue is

the fragrance of meditativeness, virtue is the fragrance of the flower of meditation; hence, I

say it is not righteousness, it is not moralistic.

I have heard:

The town whore in Jerusalem is being stoned. When Jesus says, "Let whoever is without

sin among you cast the first stone," an old lady struggles over with an enormous rock, drops

it on the town whore's head and polishes the bitch off.

Jesus looks down and says, "You know, mother, sometimes you really piss me off."

The righteous, the moralistic, the puritan, is always ready...in fact his whole joy is how to

condemn, how to send more and more people to hell, how to crucify people, how to kill and

destroy. He is ready to suffer, he is ready to be a masochist, he is ready to go through all

kinds of foolish austerities, just to enjoy the feeling of superiority, the feeling of

holier-than-thou, the feeling that "You are all sinners and I am a saint."

The real saint has a totally different quality. He is not moralistic; he knows how to

forgive, because he knows God has forgiven him so much. He knows human limitations,

because he himself has suffered through those human limitations. He can forgive. He is

understanding.

The moralist is never understanding, he is never forgiving; he cannot forgive because he

has been so hard with himself. He has attained to his so-called character with such difficulty

that the only joy, the only pleasure that he can get is that of holier-than-thou. How can he



forgive? If he forgives then he cannot enjoy the egoistic trip that he has been on.

The ascetic is the most egoistic person in the world. The virtuous person is not an ascetic.

The story is told about Buddha himself:

For six years when he left his palace he lived through great austerities -- that was the

traditional way of seeking and searching for the truth. He tortured his body, he fasted, he

fasted so much that it is said that he became absolutely thin, just bones; you could have

counted his ribs. He became so thin that his stomach was touching his back -- there was

nothing left between the stomach and the back. He became so weak that he could not cross a

small river, the Niranjana. I had been to the place just to see. The Niranjana is such a small

river, and it was not the rainy season, but he could not cross, he could not swim the river. He

must have been utterly weak.

That day, a great revelation happened to him: "I have been doing unnecessary violence to

myself." He had five followers; they were all ascetics and they had become followers of

Buddha because he was far ahead of them. They could only do so much, but he was doing

many times more; hence they were followers. That evening Buddha decided, "It is stupid to

torture the body, and how can you attain to the soul by torturing the body? There seems to be

no logical relationship." And he saw, "If I cannot even cross the river, the poor river

Niranjana, how am I going to cross this huge ocean of the world? The body needs food, the

body needs nourishment, the body needs strength, so that I can meditate, so that I can

contemplate, so that I can inquire, with zest, enthusiasm, energy."

He decided to drop all austerities. His five disciples immediately left him. They said,

"Gautam has fallen from his holy state, he is no longer a saint." They left him immediately;

they were not with HIM. They were only with him because of his masochistic life-style --

they must have been masochists themselves.

And Gautam Buddha became enlightened the next day. Dropping all austerities, dropping

all that unnecessary inner conflict, that civil war, he became so quiet, so silent, that the next

morning he could see, he became perceptive. In his silence, all turmoil, all chattering was

dissolved. In the early morning as the sun was rising, he started rising within his being. He

was awakened, he became a buddha.

Virtue came out of silence, out of meditativeness, out of relaxation -- not out of effort, not

out of tension, not out of struggle. He went in search of his five old followers to give them

the message: "Don't torture yourselves anymore. This has nothing to do with holiness. This

has nothing to do with religion."

Meditation has to happen first, then character comes as a shadow to it. And if meditation

does not happen, then your character is just a hypocrisy and nothing else. Your saints are

great hypocrites; they say one thing, they think another, maybe just the opposite. They do one

thing, but they want to do something exactly the opposite. On the surface they show one

thing, but deep down they are just its contrary.

A girl confesses that she let her boyfriend put his hand on her knee. "And is that ALL he

did?" asks the priest.

"No. He slid his finger under the elastic of my panties too."

"And then what?"

"And then he spread open my fuzz and began to tickle my doo-funny."

"And then? And then?"

"And then my mother walked in."



"Oh shit!" says the priest.

These priests, these saints, they are far more ugly than you are, far more ugly than you

ever can be, because they are far more split, divided. They are so much repressed that their

conscious and unconscious have fallen apart. They preach one thing, they practice another.

At their front door you will find one person, at the back door you will find a totally different

person. You will not even be able to recognize them -- they wear masks.

These are not virtuous people. Buddha is not talking about such virtue, he is talking about

the virtue that arises out of the flowering of meditation. Buddha is insistent on DHYANA --

meditation. That is his basic contribution to the world. His most fundamental approach is that

first you have to become awakened at the center, then your circumference will be full of light

-- of its own accord, not vice versa.

You have been told by the priest to first practice character, and then your center will

change. That is nonsense. The center can never follow the circumference, because the center

is far more important, far more basic -- it is the center, it CANNOT follow the circumference.

But the circumference always follows the center. Transform the center first, and don't be

worried about the circumference. That's my insistence too, there I absolutely agree with

Buddha. Meditation first, and then all else shall follow of its own accord.

Jesus says: Seek ye first the kingdom of God, and all else shall be added unto you.

What Jesus says with "kingdom of God" Buddha says with "meditation." Buddha's words

are far more scientific than Jesus'. Jesus is more a poet than Buddha; Jesus talks more in

parables than Buddha. Buddha talks in a clear-cut, logical, mathematical way. He is a man

who does not want to say anything in any way which can be interpreted in many ways. He

does not want to use poetry, because poetry is vague, can have many interpretations. He talks

as a mathematician, he talks as a logician, so that each word has a fixed meaning and a fixed

connotation.
...THE FRAGRANCE OF VIRTUE TRAVELS EVEN AGAINST THE WIND, AS FAR AS THE ENDS
OF THE WORLD.

HOW MUCH FINER
IS THE FRAGRANCE OF VIRTUE
THAN OF SANDALWOOD, ROSEBAY,
OF THE BLUE LOTUS, OR JASMINE!

The fragrance of a blue lotus or jasmine or sandalwood is fine, subtle, but compared to

the fragrance of virtue it is very gross. Virtue really has a fragrance, and it travels to the

farthest corners of the world.

How have you come here to me? From different corners of the world you have traveled,

sometimes not even exactly clear as to why; but something has been pulling you, some

unknown force has moved your heart, something has been felt by the deepest core of your

being. Sometimes you have come even against yourself. Your mind was saying, "Don't go!

There is no need to go anywhere." Still you have come. You must have smelled a perfume --

a perfume which has nothing to do with the visible. It is an invisible phenomenon.

Many, many more people will be coming soon. The fragrance is reaching them, is bound

to reach. Anybody anywhere who is really in search of truth is bound to come. It is

irresistible, it HAS to happen. That's how it has been happening all along, down the ages.

Thousands of people traveled to Buddha, thousands of people traveled to Mahavira, to Lao

Tzu, to Zarathustra -- for no reason at all, because whatsoever they were saying was available



in the scriptures.

What I am saying here you can read in the Bhagavadgita, in the Bible, in the Koran, in

THE DHAMMAPADA, what I am saying you can find easily in the Upanishads, in the TAO

TEH CHING -- but you will not find the fragrance. Those are flowers -- old, dead, dried up.

You can keep a roseflower in your Bible; soon it will be dry, the fragrance will be gone, it

will be only a corpse, a remembrance of the real flower. So are the scriptures. They have to

be made alive again by another buddha; otherwise they cannot breathe.

That's why I am speaking on THE DHAMMAPADA, on the Gita, on the Bible -- to let

them breathe again. I can breathe life into them. I can share my fragrance with them, I can

pour my fragrance into them. Hence, the Christian who is really a Christian, not just by social

conditioning but because of a great love for Christ, he will find Christ alive again in my

words. Or if somebody is a Buddhist he will find in my words Buddha speaking again -- in

twentieth-century language, with twentieth-century people.

HOW MUCH FINER IS THE FRAGRANCE OF VIRTUE THAN OF

SANDALWOOD, ROSEBAY, OF THE BLUE LOTUS OR JASMINE! It is so fine it can

travel against the wind, it can travel against all the laws. It can go against gravitation, it can

rise upwards, it can reach the highest skies.

THE FRAGRANCE OF SANDALWOOD OR ROSEBAY
DOES NOT TRAVEL FAR.
BUT THE FRAGRANCE OF VIRTUE
RISES TO THE HEAVENS.

The fragrance of the flowers cannot travel far. It is momentary, it is finite; it can go only

so far and then it disappears. But the fragrance of buddhahood can travel to the very ends of

the world because it is infinite, AND it is something beyond time, beyond space. In fact, even

when the body of a buddha is gone, the fragrance continues to travel.

Those who are really perceptive, sensitive, can catch hold of it even when a buddha has

been gone for centuries. It is possible to be a contemporary of Buddha even now, to have a

communion with Jesus even now. The flower is no more, but the fragrance has become part

of the universe -- the trees have it, the winds have it, the clouds have it. Now Jesus is not in

the physical body, but Jesus has become universal. If you know how to drink out of the

universal, if you know how to contact the universal, you will be surprised: all the buddhas

become alive because they are all contemporary, time makes no difference.

That's my whole effort here: to make you contemporaries of Jesus, of Buddha, of

Zarathustra, of Lao Tzu. If you can be contemporaries of these awakened souls, what is the

point of remaining contemporaries to your ordinary world and its ordinary citizens, the

so-called human beings, who have nothing of humanity in them, who have not yet become

beings, who are just hollow, empty, meaningless? What is the point of living in the

neighborhood of empty cells when you can be a neighbor of Gautama the Buddha?

Yes, that is possible -- it is possible by transcending time and space. And in meditation

you transcend both. In meditation you don't know where you are, you don't know the time,

you don't know the space. In meditation, time and space both disappear -- you simply are.

That moment, when you simply are, Buddha is just by your side; you are surrounded by

buddhas of all the ages. You will be living for the first time a life worth living, a life of

significance: when you can hold hands with buddhas and krishnas, when you can dance with

Krishna and sing with Meera and sit with Kabir. It is possible -- because only the flowers

have disappeared, but the fragrance is eternal. It cannot disappear.



And then all the scriptures become alive for you. Then reading the Bible, you are not just

reading a book -- then Moses speaks to you, Abraham speaks to you, Jesus speaks to you,

face-to-face!

DESIRE NEVER CROSSES THE PATH
OF VIRTUOUS AND WAKEFUL MEN.
THEIR BRIGHTNESS SETS THEM FREE.

Desire means greed for more and more. Desire means discontent, discontent with what is,

discontent with the present; hence you seek contentment in your hopes for the future. Today

is empty; you can live only by the hope of tomorrow. The tomorrow will bring

something...although many tomorrows have come and gone and that something never

happens, but you go on hoping against hope. Only death will come.

Desires are never fulfilled. In the very nature of things they cannot be fulfilled. The

wakeful person looks into the desiring mind and laughs. The desiring mind is the most stupid

mind, because it is desiring something which cannot be fulfilled in the very nature of things.

Just as you cannot get oil through sand -- you can go on and on working on the sand, but you

will not get oil out of it, it does not exist in the sand, it is impossible -- exactly like that,

desire is just a deception.

It keeps you occupied -- obviously, that's its whole purpose -- it keeps you occupied, it

keeps you hoping, it keeps promising you. Desire is a politician: it goes on promising you,

"Just wait -- five years more and everything is going to be absolutely right. Just five years

more and the world is going to become a paradise." And the politicians have been saying that

for thousands of years. And look at the unintelligent humanity: it still goes on believing in the

politicians. It changes politicians; when it becomes tired of one, it starts listening to another.

But that is not a change at all. One politician is replaced by another; hence democracies live

as two-party systems.

One party remains in power for five years; according to the promises you go on hoping,

then you are frustrated -- nothing happens. Things get worse than they were before. But by

this time, the other party that is not in power starts promising you. And the stupidity is such

that you start believing the other party. You bring the other party into power; for five years it

will deceive you. By that time the first party that has deceived you before has again become

creditable; again it has attained credit, again it has criticized the ruling party and again it has

gained respect in your eyes. And AGAIN it has stirred your hoping mind. And people's

memories are very short; hence politicians go on deceiving.

Desire is a politician. One desire keeps you occupied for many years; then, frustration in

your hands, you are tired of it, weary of it, you drop out of it -- but immediately you enter

into another desire. Another politician is waiting for you. You were after money; then tired,

you forget all about it and you start rushing for power or for fame.

Desire is so cunning that it can even take the form of religion, it can become religious. It

is ready to have any mask. It can start thinking of heaven and heavenly pleasures. It can give

you the idea that this life it is not possible, but next life you are going to be in paradise, and in

paradise all kinds of fulfillments...wish-fulfilling trees. You just sit underneath the tree, you

wish, and it is fulfilled. What are you going to wish for? Your wishes will be stupid because

they will come out of your mind. What pleasures are you going to seek in heaven? Just one

day think that you have reached heaven: now what do you want? You will start asking for a

hotel, for a moviehouse, for a woman, for a man...what else? The same things! And the same



frustrations will follow.

DESIRE NEVER CROSSES THE PATH OF VIRTUOUS AND WAKEFUL MEN.

Buddha says: I call that man virtuous who has become utterly aware of the deceptiveness of

desire and hence desire never crosses his mind. His mind remains desireless. The only way to

be desireless is to be wakeful, watchful. Watchfulness creates a light in you, and in that light

the darkness of desire cannot enter.

THEIR BRIGHTNESS SETS THEM FREE. And when you are watchful there is a

luminosity in your being; a great intelligence arises in you. Ordinary man lives in stupidity;

the ordinary man lives in a very foolish way. The moment you become attuned to your inner

music, you become attuned to meditativeness, great intelligence is released. In that

intelligence it is impossible for you to be deceived by desire. In that intelligence for the first

time you start understanding things as they are, you stop MISunderstanding. Ordinarily all

your understanding is nothing but misunderstanding. You may think that you are very

intelligent, but only stupid people think that they are intelligent. Intelligence itself is very

unselfconscious. It functions, functions perfectly, but it creates no self-consciousness, it

brings no idea of the ego, no superiority. It is very humble, it is very simple.

But as ordinary man exists, he goes on misunderstanding. You read the Bible and you

misunderstand. Even those closest disciples of Jesus never understood him. I say again and

again that Jesus is one of the most unfortunate masters who has ever walked on the earth --

not only because he was crucified and had only three years time to work, but because he had

a very stupid lot of followers.

The day Jesus is going to be caught, and it has become absolutely certain that he has been

betrayed by one of his disciples, Judas, he asks his other eleven apostles, "Have you

something to ask me?" And do you know what they asked? They asked such foolish things.

Jesus must have cried. He may have prayed deep down in his heart, as he did later on again

on the cross: "Father, forgive them, for they know not what they are asking."

What were they asking? They were asking, "Master, now that you are leaving, a few

things have to be made clear. In the world of God, in the kingdom of God, that you have

talked about so much again and again, you will certainly be on the right hand of God; then

who will be on your right hand? Amongst us who is going to be second to you and who is

going to be third and the fourth? What will the hierarchy be?"

See the question! The master is going to be crucified tomorrow, and these foolish people

are worried about hierarchy, who will be the highest. They are ready to concede to Jesus,

"Okay, that much we accept, that you will be second to God, but who will be third and the

fourth and the fifth? Let it be decided clearly, because now you are leaving and we may not

meet again soon, so everything has to be certain!"

The desirous mind, the ambitious mind -- they have not understood Jesus at all. And it is

said Jesus fell on his knees and prayed and tears rolled down his cheeks. Nobody knows what

he prayed, but he must have been praying: "Forgive these people, they know not what they

are asking." And he must have been crying because this was his whole life's work, these

people. And he has been telling them not to desire, not to be ambitious. He has been telling

them, "Those who are the first in this world will be the last in my kingdom of God, and those

who are the last will be the first." But they have not understood that he is telling them not to

be ambitious.

Just the other day, Premgeet sent me a small anecdote on misinterpretation:

The frantic nurse ran after a screaming patient down the corridor of the ward, carrying a



bowl. She was stopped by the surgeon who said, "Nurse! Nurse! I told you to prick his boil!"

You get it? She was boiling his prick! But this is exactly what goes on happening -- the

mob mind cannot understand. Misunderstanding is inevitable, because the mass mind is deaf.

While you are talking to people they are not really listening, they are only pretending to

listen. A thousand and one thoughts are crossing through their minds; they are not really

there, they are never present to any situation, they are always absent. They are not where they

are, they are always somewhere else. When they are in Poona, they are in Beijing; when they

are in Beijing, they are in Poona. Strange people! Wherever they are you can be certain that

there at least they are not; anywhere else in the world they can be. How can they understand?

And they listen only to words, they never listen to the meaning -- because the meaning

can be listened to only by the heart. The words can be listened to by the head. Now, they

don't know how to listen through the heart. Listening through the heart is the meaning of

being a disciple; listening through the heart means listening in love, in trust, in deep

sympathy, and finally in deep empathy. Listening through the heart means listening as if you

have become one with what is being told to you -- when the disciple becomes so attuned to

the master that even before the words are uttered he hears them, and not only the words but

the meaning, the fragrance that is carried by the words. But it is very invisible. The head is

gross.

The invisible can be caught only in the net of the heart.

People even follow, but then too they follow out of misunderstanding. Just by becoming a

follower it does not change anything in your life. It is not a question of following somebody:

it is a question of understanding somebody who is awakened. Hence, I don't call you my

followers but only my friends. If you can be my friends, if you can be in deep love and trust

here in my presence, if you can be present to my presence, if we can face each other and

mirror each other, tremendously important things will start happening of their own accord --

because your heart will understand, and when the heart understands, IMMEDIATELY

transformations happen.

When the head understands, then it asks, "How? Yes it IS right; now, how can it be

done?" Remember this difference: in the head, knowledge and action are two different things;

in the heart, knowledge IS action.

Socrates says: Knowledge is virtue -- and he has not been understood down the ages. Not

even his own disciples, Plato and Aristotle, have understood him rightly. When he says

knowledge is virtue, he means there is a way of listening and understanding in which the

moment you understand a thing you can't do otherwise. When you see that this is the door,

then you cannot try to get out through the wall, you will get out through the door. Seeing

means acting, seeing brings action.

If when I tell you, "This is the door. Whenever you want to get out, please get out through

this door, because enough you have hurt your head by trying to get out through the wall," you

say, "Yes, sir, I understand perfectly well, but how to get out through the door?" your

question will show that the heart has not listened, only the head. The head always asks

"How?"

The head always asks questions which seem to be very pertinent on the surface but are

absolutely ridiculous. The heart never asks -- it listens and acts. Listening and action are one

in the heart; love knows and acts accordingly. It never asks "How?" The heart has an

intelligence of its own. The head is intellectual, the heart is intelligence.



HOW SWEETLY THE LOTUS GROWS
IN THE LITTER OF THE WAYSIDE.
ITS PURE FRAGRANCE DELIGHTS THE HEART.

Remember it again and again because you will forget again and again that it is a question

of the heart. If the heart delights in something, then you can be certain your life is growing,

expanding; your consciousness is becoming clearer, your intelligence is being released from

its bondage.

HOW SWEETLY THE LOTUS GROWS IN THE LITTER OF THE WAYSIDE. The

word for lotus that Buddha uses is PANKAJ; it is one of the most beautiful words. Pankaj

means that which is born out of the mud, out of dirty mud. The lotus is one of the most

miraculous phenomena in existence; hence in the East it has become the symbol of spiritual

transformation. Buddha is seated on a lotus, Vishnu is standing on a lotus. Why a lotus? --

because the lotus has one very symbolic significance: it grows out of dirty mud. It is a

transformation symbol, it is a metamorphosis. The mud is dirty, maybe stinking; the lotus is

fragrant, and it has come out of the stinking mud.

Buddha is saying: Exactly in the same way, life ordinarily is just stinking mud -- but the

possibility of becoming a lotus is hidden there. The mud can be transformed, you can become

a lotus. Sex can be transformed and it can become samadhi. Anger can be transformed and it

can become compassion. Hate can be transformed and it can become love. Everything that

you have that looks negative right now, mudlike, can be transformed. Your noisy mind can

be emptied and transformed, and it becomes celestial music.

FOLLOW THE AWAKENED
AND FROM AMONG THE BLIND
THE LIGHT OF YOUR WISDOM
WILL SHINE OUT PURELY.

But the only possible way out of this mess is being in tune with somebody who is already

awakened. You are asleep; only somebody who is awake can shake you out of your sleep,

can help you to come out of it.

Gurdjieff used to say: If you are in a jail, only somebody who is out of jail can manage it,

can arrange it so that you can escape from the jail; otherwise it is impossible. And you are not

only in a jail -- you have been hypnotized and told that this is not a jail, this is your home.

You are not only in a jail -- you have believed it to be your home and you are decorating it.

Your whole life is nothing but decorating the jail, and you are competing with other prisoners

who are decorating their dark cells.

Only somebody who is free, who has been in the jail once and is no longer in the jail, can

manage to wake you, to make you aware of the reality. He can manage to dehypnotize you,

he can help you to be unconditioned, and he can devise methods and means so that you can

escape from the jail. He can bribe the warden, the jailor; he can bring a ladder close to the

wall, he can throw a rope inside. He can make a hole in the wall from the outside...a thousand

and one possibilities.

But the only hope for you is to be in deep contact with somebody who is awakened. The

awakened one is called the master -- SATGURU. If you can find a master, don't miss the

opportunity -- surrender, relax into his being, imbibe his awareness, let his fragrance

surround you. And the day is not far away when you will also be awakened, you will also be

a buddha.



Keep on reminding yourself that unless you are a buddha, your life is a wastage. Only by

being a buddha does one's life have grace, beauty, intelligence, significance, benediction.

Enough for today.
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The first question:

BELOVED MASTER,

YOU HAVE ALWAYS POINTED OUT THAT MOST THINGS AND STATES ARE TWO

EXTREMES OF ONE STATE, POLAR OPPOSITES. THEN HATE IS THE OTHER END

OF LOVE. DOES THIS MEAN IT IS AS EASY TO HATE AS IT IS TO LOVE? LOVE IS

SO BEAUTIFUL. HATE IS SO UGLY, AND YET IT HAPPENS TOO.

Zareen, love is a natural state of consciousness. It is neither easy nor difficult. Those

words don't apply to it at all. It is not an effort; hence, it can't be easy and it can't be difficult

either. It is like breathing! It is like your heartbeat, it is like blood circulating in your body.

Love is your very being...but that love has become almost impossible. The society does

not allow it. The society conditions you in such a way that love becomes impossible and hate

becomes the only possible thing. Then hate is easy, and love is not only difficult but

impossible. Man has been distorted. Man cannot be reduced to slavery if he is not distorted

first. The politician and the priest have been in a deep conspiracy down the ages. They have

been reducing humanity to a crowd of slaves. They are destroying every possibility of

rebellion in man -- and love IS rebellion, because love listens only to the heart and does not

care a bit about anything else.

Love is dangerous because it makes you an individual, and the state and the church, they

don't want individuals, not at all. They don't want human beings -- they want sheep. They

want people who only look like human beings, but whose souls have been crushed so utterly,

damaged so deeply, that it seems almost irreparable.

And the best way to destroy man is to destroy his spontaneity of love. If man has love,

there can't be nations; nations exist on hate. The Indians hate the Pakistanis, and the

Pakistanis hate the Indians -- only then can these two countries exist. If love appears,

boundaries will disappear. If love appears, then who will be a Christian and then who will be



a Jew? If love appears, religions will disappear.

If love appears, who is going to go to the temple? For what? It is because love is missing

that you are searching for God. God is nothing but a substitute for your missing love.

Because you are not blissful, because you are not peaceful, because you are not ecstatic,

hence you are searching for God -- otherwise, who bothers? Who cares? If your life is a

dance, God has been attained already. The loving heart is full of God. There is no need for

any search, there is no need for any prayer, there is no need to go to any temple, to any priest.

Hence, the priest and the politician, these two are the enemies of humanity. And they are

in a conspiracy, because the politician wants to rule your body and the priest wants to rule

your soul. And the secret is the same: destroy love. Then a man is nothing but a hollowness,

an emptiness, a meaningless existence. Then you can do whatsoever you want with humanity

and nobody will rebel, nobody will have courage enough to rebel.

Love gives courage, love takes all fear away -- and the oppressors depend on your fear.

They create fear in you, a thousand and one kinds of fear. You are surrounded by fears, your

whole psychology is full of fears. Deep down you are trembling. Only on the surface do you

keep a certain facade; otherwise, inside there are layers and layers of fear.

A man full of fear can only hate -- hate is a natural outcome of fear. A man full of fear is

also full of anger, and a man full of fear is more against life than for life. Death seems to be a

restful state to the fear-filled man. The fearful man is suicidal, he is life-negative. Life seems

to be dangerous to him, because to live means you will have to love -- how can you live? Just

as the body needs breathing to live, the soul needs love to live. And love is utterly poisoned.

By poisoning your love energy they have created a split in you, they have made an enemy

within you, they have divided you in two. They have created a civil war, and you are always

in conflict. And in conflict your energy is dissipated; hence your life does not have

zestfulness, cheerfulness. It is not overflowing with energy, it is dull, insipid, it is

unintelligent.

Love sharpens intelligence, fear dulls it. Who wants you to be intelligent? Not those who

are in power. How can they want you to be intelligent? -- because if you are intelligent, you

will start seeing the whole strategy, their games. They want you to be stupid and mediocre.

They certainly want you to be efficient as far as work is concerned, but not intelligent; hence

humanity lives at the lowest, at the minimum of its potential.

The scientific researchers say that the ordinary man uses only five percent of his potential

intelligence in his whole life. The ordinary man, only five percent -- what about the

extraordinary? What about an Albert Einstein, a Mozart, a Beethoven? The researchers say

that even those who are very talented, they don't use more than ten percent. And those whom

we call geniuses, they use only fifteen percent.

Think of a world where everybody is using one hundred percent of his potential...then the

gods will be jealous of earth, then gods would like to be born on earth. Then the earth will be

a paradise, a superparadise. Right now it is a hell.

Zareen, you say that it should be easier to love than to hate. If man is left alone,

unpoisoned, then love will be simple, very simple. There will be no problem. It will be just

like water flowing downwards, or vapor rising upwards, trees blossoming, birds singing. It

will be so natural and so spontaneous!

But man is not left alone. As the child is born, the oppressors are ready to jump on him, to

crush his energies, to distort them to such an extent, to distort them so deeply, that the person

will never become aware that he is living a false life, a pseudo life, that he is not living as he

was meant to live, as he was born to live; that he is living something synthetic, plastic, that



this is not his real soul. That's why millions of people are in such misery -- because they feel

somewhere that they have been distracted, that they are not their own selves, that something

has gone basically wrong....

Love is simple if the child is allowed to grow, helped to grow, in natural ways -- in the

way of dhamma. If the child is helped to be in harmony with nature and in harmony with

himself, if the child is in every way supported, nourished, encouraged to be natural and to be

himself, a light unto himself, then love is simple. One will be simply loving!

Hate will be almost impossible, because before you can hate somebody else, first you

have to create the poison within yourself. You can give something to somebody only if you

have it. You can hate only if you are full of hate. And to be full of hate is to suffer hell. To be

full of hate is to be in fire. To be full of hate means you are wounding yourself first. Before

you can wound somebody else, you have to wound yourself. The other may not be wounded,

it will depend on the other. But one thing is absolutely certain: that before you can hate, you

have to go through long suffering and misery. The other may not accept your hatred, may

reject it. The other may be a buddha -- he may simply laugh at it. He may forgive you, he

may not react. You may not be able to wound him if he is not ready to react. If you cannot

disturb him, what can you do? You will feel impotent before him.

So it is not necessarily so, that the other is going to be wounded. But one thing is

absolutely certain, that if you hate somebody, first you have to wound your own soul in so

many ways; you have to be so full of poison that you can throw poison on others.

Hate is unnatural. Love is a state of health; hate is a state of illness. Just like illness it is

unnatural. It happens only when you lose track of nature, when you are no longer in harmony

with existence, no longer in harmony with your being, with your innermost core; then you are

ill, psychologically, spiritually ill. Hatred is only a symbol of illness, and love one of health

and wholeness and holiness.

Zareen, love should be one of the most natural things, but it is not. On the contrary, it has

become the most difficult thing -- almost the impossible thing. Hate has become easy; you

are trained, you are prepared for hate. To be a Hindu is to be full of hate for Mohammedans,

for Christians, for Jews; to be a Christian is to be full of hate for other religions. To be a

nationalist is to be full of hate for other nations.

You know only one way of love: that is, hate others. You can show your love for your

country only by hating other countries, and you can show your love for your church only by

hating other churches. You are in a mess!

These so-called religions go on talking about love, and all that they do in the world is

create more and more hate. Christians talk about love and they have been creating wars,

crusades. Mohammedans talk about love and they have been creating JIHADS -- religious

wars. Hindus talk about love, but you can look into their scriptures -- they are full of hate,

hate for other religions. You can study Dayanand's so-called great book, SATYARTH

PRAKASH, and you will find hate on each page, in each sentence. And these books are

thought to be spiritual books.

And we accept all this nonsense! And we accept it without any resistance, because we

have been conditioned to accept these things, we have been taught that this is how things are.

And then you go on denying your own nature.

Just the other day I was reading a joke:

A woman was confessing -- she was a nun -- she was confessing to the mother superior,

crying, tears rolling down her cheeks; she looked tremendously disturbed. And she was



saying, "I have committed a sin -- something unforgivable. This man entered into my room

last night, and I was alone. And at the point of a revolver he made love to me. He gave me

only two alternatives: 'Either die or make love to me.' I am ruined!" she was saying. "My

whole life is ruined!"

The mother superior said, "Don't get so disturbed, don't get so worried -- God's

compassion is infinite. And it is said in the old scriptures that a man is allowed to do anything

if it is a question of survival -- except spitting on the Bible. A man is allowed to do anything

if it is a question of survival, and it WAS a question of survival for you. So don't be worried

-- you are forgiven!"

But the woman remained disturbed and started crying again and said, "No. It won't help!"

The mother superior said, "Why won't it help?"

And the nun looked up and she said, "Because I liked it."

You can deny nature but you cannot destroy it. It remains somewhere in the deepest

recesses of your being, alive. And that's the only hope.

Love has been poisoned, but not destroyed. The poison can be thrown out, out of your

system -- you can be cleansed. You can vomit all that the society has enforced upon you. You

can drop all your beliefs and all your conditionings -- you can be free. The society cannot

keep you a slave forever if you decide to be free.

That's what sannyas is all about.

Zareen, it is time -- now become a sannyasin. It is time to drop out of all old patterns and

start a new way of life, a natural way of life, a nonrepressive way of life, a life not of

renunciation but of rejoicing.

Ordinarily, if you look at human beings, love is impossible, only hate is possible. But the

space that I am creating here is totally different: here love is the only possibility. Hate will

become more and more impossible. Hate is the polar opposite of love -- in the sense that

illness is the polar opposite of health. But you need not choose illness.

Illness has a few advantages which health cannot have; don't become attached to those

advantages. Hate also has a few advantages which love cannot have. And you have to be very

watchful. The ill person gets sympathy from everybody else; nobody hurts him, everybody

remains careful what they say to him, he is so ill. He remains the focus, the center of

everybody -- the family, the friends -- he becomes the central person. He becomes important.

Now, if he becomes too much attached to this importance, to this ego-fulfillment, he will

never want to be healthy again. He himself will cling to illness. And psychologists say there

are many people who are clinging to illnesses because of the advantages illnesses have. And

they have invested in their illnesses for so long that they have completely forgotten that they

are clinging to those illnesses. They are afraid if they become healthy they will be nobody

again.

You teach that too. When a small child becomes ill, the whole family is so attentive. This

is absolutely unscientific. When the child is ill, take care of his body but don't pay too much

attention. It is dangerous, because if illness and your attention become associated...which is

bound to happen if it happens again and again. Whenever the child is ill he becomes the

center of the whole family: daddy comes and sits by his side and inquires about his health,

and the doctor comes, and the neighbors start coming, and friends inquire, and people bring

presents for him.... Now he can become too much attached to all this; it can be so nourishing

to his ego that he may not like to be well again.

And if this happens, then it is impossible to be healthy. No medicine can help now. The



person has become decisively committed to illness. And that's what has happened to many

people -- the majority.

When you hate, your ego is fulfilled. The ego can exist only if it hates, because in hating

you feel superior, in hating you become separate, in hating you become defined, in hating

you attain a certain identity. In love the ego has to disappear. In love you are no longer

separate -- love helps you to dissolve with others. It is a meeting and a merger.

If you are too much attached to the ego, then hate is easy and love is most difficult. Be

alert, watchful: hate is the shadow of ego, and love needs great courage. It needs great

courage because it needs the sacrifice of the ego. Only those who are ready to become

nobodies are able to love. Only those who are ready to become nothing, utterly empty of

themselves, are able to receive the gift of love from the beyond.

If you are watchful, Zareen, love will become very simple and hate will become

impossible. And the day hate becomes impossible and love becomes natural, you have

arrived home. Then there is nowhere to go -- God has been achieved.

To be absolutely natural is all that is meant by finding God.

The second question:

BELOVED MASTER,

WHAT IS?

Prabhati, there are two kinds of things in existence: one, that which can be explained; and

the other, that which can only be experienced. The things that can be explained are mundane,

ordinary, have no intrinsic value in them. And the things that cannot be explained are really

significant, have intrinsic value.

For example, sex can be explained, love cannot be explained. Hence, sex becomes a

commodity -- it can be sold, it can be purchased. Love is not a commodity; you cannot sell it,

you cannot purchase it -- there is no way. Sex can be explained because it is part of

physiology. Love cannot be explained -- it is part of your inner mystery.

Unless your sexuality rises and reaches to love it is mundane, it has nothing sacred about

it. When your sex becomes love, then it is entering into a totally different dimension -- the

dimension of the mysterious and the miraculous. Now it is becoming religious, sacred, it is

no longer profane.

And there is an even higher stage of love -- I call it prayer -- which is absolutely

unexplainable, which is absolutely ineffable. Nothing can be said about it.

When a disciple asked Jesus, "What is prayer?" Jesus fell on his knees and started

praying. What else can you do? Prayer cannot be explained, nothing can be said about it, but

it can be shown. What can you say about death, what can you say about life? Whatsoever you

say will fall short; it cannot soar to the heights of life and death. Those are experiences.

What can you say about beauty? Even if the lake is full of beautiful lotuses and it is a

full-moon night, and all is benediction, somebody can ask, "What is beauty?" What can you

say? You can show! You can say, "This it it!" But he will say, "I am asking for a definition."

Rabindranath, one of the greatest poets of this country, was living on a small houseboat.

He used to live for months together on that houseboat; he loved living on the houseboat. It

was a full-moon night and he was reading in his room, a small cabin, just by a small

candlelight, and he was reading about aesthetics -- what is beauty? And the full moon



outside, and the cuckoo calling from the distant shore, and the moon reflecting all over the

lake, and the whole lake was silver...! It was a tremendously silent night, nobody around,

except that cuckoo calling. Once in a while a bird would fly over the boat, or a fish would

jump in the lake -- and those sounds would deepen the silence even more. And he pondered

over great books on aesthetics in search of the definition of what beauty is.

Tired, exhausted, in the middle of the night, he blew out the candle...and he was shocked,

surprised. As he blew out the candle, the moonrays entered through the window, through the

door, inside the cabin. That pale light of the candle had been keeping the moon out.

Suddenly, he heard the cuckoo calling from the distant shore. Suddenly, he became aware of

the tremendous silence, the depth of the silence surrounding the boat. A fish jumped, and he

came out.... He had never seen such a beautiful night. A few white clouds floating in the sky,

and the moon and the lake and the cuckoo calling...he was transported into another world.

He wrote in his diary, "I am foolish! I have been searching in books for what beauty is,

and beauty was standing outside my door, knocking on my door! I was looking for beauty,

searching for beauty, with a small candle, and the small candlelight was keeping the

moonlight outside." He wrote in his diary, "It seems my small ego is keeping God out -- the

small ego, like a pale small candlelight, keeping the light of God outside. And he is waiting

outside. All that I need to do is to close the books, blow out the candle of the ego and go out

-- AND SEE!"

Prabhati, you ask me, "What is?"

This...thisness...this moment you are surrounded by the is. It is within you and without

you. The chirping of the birds...and this silence...and you ask me what is?

It is not a question that can be answered. It is a dangerous question too, dangerous in the

sense that you may find some foolish person who answers it, and then you may cling to that

answer. Somebody will say, "God is," and you will cling to that answer. And then another

question will arise: "What is God?" And now you are ready to fall into an infinite regress.

A man who once did God a favor received as his reward the promise of an answer to one

question, any question. But God warned him that some things can only be experienced and

cannot be explained. As he pondered and then started to ask his one cosmic question, God

warned him again about experience versus explanations.

The man could contain his question no longer, and demanded to know, "What is after

death?" and God slew him where he stood.

What else could God do? He slew him where he stood, immediately he killed him,

because if you want to know what is after death, you have to die! Be very careful. You can be

given explanations about things which belong to the world, to the objective world. For that

you should ask the scientist; he knows, it is his concern. Don't ask the mystic about things

which can be explained; that is not his concern. His concern is with things which can be

experienced.

Don't ask me any question which cannot be explained. Be in my presence, feel my

presence, be open and vulnerable. We are here to experience something. All explanations

about the mysteries of life are nothing but explaining away those things.

The basic, root meaning of the word 'explanation' is 'to flatten a thing' -- but to flatten a

thing is to destroy it. If anybody could answer, "What is God? What is love? What is prayer?

What is?" he would have flattened a beautiful, tremendously beautiful, incredible experience,



into ugly words. All words are inadequate.

Be and know! Be still and know! You are here not to learn more words; you are here to

get deeper into silence. Use my words as hints towards a wordless existence.

This is it! What are you asking about? Feel this moment...in its totality, in all its

dimensionality, and a great beauty will descend, a great beautitude, a great benediction will

surround you; a grace, a very silent ecstasy will start rising in you. You will feel drunk with

existence.

Be drunk with existence -- that is the only way to know it.

The third question:

BELOVED MASTER,

WHAT IS YOUR OPINION OF SCIENTOLOGY?

Aida, it is fantastic...I mean bullshit, utter bullshit! Be aware of such stupid things. They

move in the world in the name of science because science has credit, so any kind of stupidity

can pretend to be scientific. And people are very much impressed by words: 'scientology'.

People are very much impressed by shining gadgets, instruments.... Man is so unaware and

unconscious of himself that he falls a victim to anything! You just need to propagate it,

advertise it -- and our century has the most efficient media to advertise, to propagate things.

Scientology is nothing but a kind of hypnosis -- it can hypnotize you. And real religion is

just the opposite: it is dehypnosis. You are already hypnotized, you don't need any

scientology anymore. You need a process of dehypnosis, you need deconditioning, you need

to come out of all kinds of ideologies. Scientology is an ideology. It talks in terms of science,

and science has great appeal. Science is the modern superstition.

The modern man is immediately impressed if you bring science in. So anything and

everything has to be proved scientifically. And there are quacks who even go on proving God

scientifically, and who are trying to measure states of meditation -- as if meditation can be

measured. Whatsoever you can measure will be mind; no-mind cannot be measured. All your

alpha waves, etcetera, are not going to help. They can only go to a certain extent IN the mind.

But meditation begins only where mind ends.

Mind is measurable, because mind IS a machine. But no-mind is immeasurable, it has no

limits. So all the nonsense that goes on in the name of measuring...and people are very much

impressed. They are sitting before very shiny gadgets -- it gives an impression of science --

wires attached to the head, to the hands, just like a cardiogram. They are trying to figure out

the inner silence. It is impossible! Whatsoever you come to record is mind. All waves are of

the mind.

Meditation is wavelessness because it is thoughtlessness. Meditation cannot be recorded;

there can be no cardiogram, there can be no machine which can record it. It is very elusive, it

is very subjective, it cannot be reduced to an object. But because the Western mind is very

objective, is trained in science, now there are quacks around who are cashing in on this

attraction and this training.

Scientology is one of those pseudo religions. The real religion has no need of any such

thing. And scientology is destroying many people's minds.

Modern man is in a special situation: the old religions have lost their grip, their

credibility, and the new religion has not yet arrived -- there is a gap. And man cannot live

without religion, it is impossible; religion is such a need. So if the true is not available, the



false becomes prevalent, the false becomes a substitute. Scientology is a false religion, and

there are many like scientology.

Real religion consists of becoming utterly silent, unconditioned, unhypnotized. It is going

beyond mind, beyond ideology; it is going beyond scripture and beyond knowledge. It is

simply falling into your own interiority, becoming utterly silent, not knowing a thing, and

functioning from that state of not knowing, from that innocence. When you function out of

innocence, your actions have a beauty of their own. That's what virtue is -- AES DHAMMO

SANANTANO.

The fourth question:

BELOVED MASTER,

CANNOT PSYCHOANALYSIS SOLVE MAN'S PROBLEMS? IS RELIGION REALLY

NEEDED AT ALL?

Neelima, psychoanalysis is a superficial thing -- helpful but very superficial. It only

analyzes the surface rumblings of your mind. It is far better than scientology certainly,

because at least it analyzes ACTUAL reality. It is concerned with the mind that you have got.

It tries to penetrate into your unconscious, into the repressed part of your mind. It can help

you, but it cannot solve all your problems because its reach is very limited. Hence, Freud

could not satisfy, he could only touch a part of your mind. Adler touched another part of your

mind -- he could not satisfy either. Jung touched still another part of your mind -- he could

not satisfy, because parts are parts and the problem belongs to the whole.

Assagioli goes a little deeper than all these three. He drops psychoanalysis and starts

calling his endeavor "psychosynthesis." That is a little better -- he synthesizes. Freud is a

fanatic; he claims that whatsoever he is saying is the truth and the only truth and the whole

truth. And anybody who is against it is against truth. There can be no other possibility -- this

is the only way. The fanatic always claims, "This is the only way." The fanatic does not allow

life its richness, its variety.

And so is Adler. They were all basically disciples of Freud, although they rejected his

knowledge. But they never could reject his basic fanaticism. They rejected what he said, but

they never could reject the impression that he had left on their beings.

Jung was also a follower, a disciple, then rebelled against him. But even in his rebellion

he remained, deep down, the same person -- the same emphasis of claiming the whole, of

knowing the whole.

Assagioli is far better, because he says all these three persons are talking sense but they

are partial -- they have to be synthesized. A synthetic approach is needed which combines all

the endeavors. But Assagioli commits a mistake which is very fundamental. You can dissect

a man's body to know what is inside; once you have dissected it you will not find any soul --

that is not the way to find a soul. You will find hands and legs and head and eyes and heart

and kidneys, and thousands of things you will find, and you can make a long list...but you

will not find the soul. And naturally you will conclude there is no soul.

That's what was done by Freud, Adler and Jung. Then came Assagioli. He said, "This is

not right. Dissection is not the way, analysis is not the way -- I will try synthesis." So he puts

all those parts together again, stitches them together; does a good job of stitching, but still the

man is not alive, the soul is not there. Once the soul has left, just by putting the body together

you cannot bring it back. So now it is a corpse -- better than Freud, Adler and Jung, because



they were only like the proverbial blind men, the five blind men, who had gone to see the

elephant. Each was claiming, "My experience of the elephant IS the elephant." The one who

had touched the leg of the elephant was saying that the elephant is nothing but a pillar...and

so on and so forth. Freud, Jung and Adler are all blind, feeling parts of the elephant. And the

elephant of life is really huge, enormous.

Now what Assagioli has done is that he has collected the opinions of the five blind men

and he has put all those opinions together, and he says, "This is the right thing. I have made

the synthesis, this is the truth." This is not the way to find the truth. By putting five blind

men's opinions together, you don't arrive at the real elephant.

The real elephant needs EYES to be seen. Psychoanalysis is blind and so is

psychosynthesis -- a little wiser but blind all the same. They cannot solve man's problems

because man's basic problem is not psychological but spiritual, not psychological but

existential. Man is not only the body; otherwise the physiologist would have solved all his

problems. And man is not only a psyche; otherwise the psychologist would have solved his

problems. Man is far more: man is an organic unity -- body, mind, soul...these three plus

something mysterious: the fourth. The mystics in India have called it just the fourth --

TURIYA. They don't give it any name because no name can be given to it.

Body, mind, soul, these three are nameable. The body is available for objective

observation. The mind is available for both objective and subjective observation -- you can

observe it from the outside as behavior and from the inside as ideas, thoughts, imagination,

memory, instinct, feeling, and so on and so forth. The soul is available only as a subjective

experience. And beyond all these three is the fourth that keeps them all together: turiya -- the

fourth, unnameable. That fourth has been called God, the fourth has been called nirvana, the

fourth has been called enlightenment.

Man's problem is complex. If he were only the body, things would have been simple;

science would have solved everything. If he were only the mind, psychology would have

been enough. But he is a very complex phenomenon, four-dimensional. And unless you know

the fourth, unless you enter the fourth, you don't know the man in his totality. And without

knowing him in his totality, the problem cannot be solved.

Psychoanalysis can give you a philosophic approach, but not an existential

transformation.

During the last days of a psychiatrists' convention, one of the doctors present at the

closing lecture noticed an attractive female Ph.D. being pawed by the man seated next to her.

"Is he bothering you?" the gallant observer asked the woman.

"Why should I be bothered?" she replied. "It is HIS problem."

Psychoanalysis, psychiatry, psychology, can give you a philosophical approach towards

life. They can give you the quality of being distant from life's problems, but the problems are

not solved. And the psychiatrist has not even solved his own problems -- how can he help

others to solve theirs?

Even Sigmund Freud is not a buddha, is full of problems -- in fact more than the so-called

human beings. He was very much afraid of death, too much afraid of death -- so much so that

even the word 'death' was not uttered in front of him by his disciples, because once or twice,

just hearing the word 'death' he had fainted. Just the word 'death' was enough! He would

faint, he would become unconscious, he would fall down from his chair.

Freud brought sex into the light. He did a great work:he destroyed one taboo, the taboo



that had remained for centuries. Sex was a taboo subject, not to be talked about. He brought it

into the light. He did a great pioneer work -- he should be respected for it. But death was

taboo to him; he could not even hear the word. There seems to be a connection.

This is MY observation: that there have been two kinds of societies in the world -- one

society which makes sex taboo, then it is not afraid of death; and the other society which

drops the taboo against sex, then it immediately becomes afraid of death. We have not yet

been able to create a society in which neither sex nor death are taboos.

My sannyasin has to do that.

Why does it happen so?

For example, in India, sex is taboo -- you should not talk about it -- but death is not taboo.

You can talk about it; in fact, all the religious teachers talk about death. They make people so

much afraid of death, talking again and again and again about it. They create so much fear in

people that out of fear people start becoming religious. All Indian scriptures are full of the

description of death. Death seems to be one of the most talked about subjects in India -- not

sex. Sex is taboo. Sex is life, and if you choose death you cannot choose sex -- either/or.

Freud did a great service to humanity; he brought sex from the dark corners of the soul

into the open world. But immediately death became taboo; he himself became afraid of death.

They are polar opposites, and the total man will be able to understand both.

And the total man, the whole man, is my definition of a holy man. He will be able to talk

about sex, observe, analyze, dissect, go into it, meditate -- and he will be able to do the same

with death. ...Because you are neither sex nor death: you are the witness of both. You are

neither life nor death: you are a witness to both. This witnessing will bring you to the fourth

-- turiya. And only when you enter the fourth do all problems disappear, dissolve. Before

that, problems remain.

You can become very very expert in analyzing problems -- that is not going to help.

A beautiful woman visits a psychoanalyst. "Take off your clothes," says the

psychoanalyst as soon as she enters.

"But really I was...."

"I am telling you to take off your clothes," insists the shrink without giving her time to

answer.

"But, doctor, I came because I have a problem and I thought...."

"Don't think. Take off your clothes and don't waste my time," insists the shrink even more

rudely.

The astonished and embarrassed woman takes off her clothes and immediately the shrink

jumps on her.

After half an hour, the shrink, zipping up his trousers, looks at the woman who still does

not understand what is happening and more calmly says, "Well, now that I have solved my

problem, let us see if I can solve yours."

Only a buddha can help you to solve your problems -- one who has no problems of his

own.

Religion cannot be dropped, can never be dropped. Religion is not something superficial

and accidental: it is an intrinsic need, it is absolutely needed.

Neelima, you ask me, "Cannot psychoanalysis solve man's problems?" No. It can help

you to understand your problems a little bit more, and by understanding your problems you

can control your life in a certain way, to a certain extent. Psychoanalysis can help you to



become a little more normal than you are; it can reduce your heated, excited abnormality to a

little calmer and cooler space -- that's all. It can bring your temperature down a little, but it

cannot solve. It can only help, it can console.

I have heard about a man who used to smoke three cigarettes at one time -- that was his

obsession. Now, it was very embarrassing; people would look at him, what he was doing, and

he would feel very shy and ashamed. But it was impossible, he couldn't help it, he had to do it

that way; otherwise he would remain very dissatisfied.

He had tried every possible way, whatsoever was suggested to him. Nothing helped.

Then somebody suggested, "You go to a psychoanalyst."

After one year of psychoanalysis and thousands of dollars wasted, a friend asked him,

"Did psychoanalysis help you?"

He said, "Certainly!"

But the man could not believe it, because he saw he was still smoking three cigarettes. So

he asked, "But you are still smoking three cigarettes, so I don't understand how

psychoanalysis has helped you."

He said, "Now I am no longer ashamed! My psychoanalyst has helped me to understand

that this is just normal. What is wrong in it? A few people smoke one, I have heard of one

person who smokes two, I smoke three! The difference is only of quantity -- and what is

wrong in smoking three cigarettes? For one year my psychoanalyst has persistently said that

there is nothing wrong in it; now I don't feel ashamed. In fact, I am the only person in the

world who smokes three cigarettes simultaneously! Now I feel very superior."

Psychoanalysis can give you many consolations. It can help you rationalize, it can help

you normalize, it can help you not to feel ashamed -- but it doesn't solve. It cannot. Problems

are never solved if you remain at the same plane of existence. This is something very

fundamental to be understood.

If you want to solve a problem you have to rise above the plane. It can't be solved on the

same plane. The moment you reach a higher plane, the lower-plane problems simply

disappear. That is the way of religion: to help you go higher and higher and higher. The

moment you have reached the fourth state, turiya, all problems disappear, dissolve, lose

meaning. Not that you have found solutions, no, not at all -- religion is not interested in

solutions. No solution can ever solve a problem; it may help you to solve one problem, but it

will create another. The solution itself may become the problem. You may become so much

attached and dependent on the solution....

It happens almost every day in your life: you are ill, you take a certain medicine, it helps,

and then you become dependent on the medicine; then you are addicted, then you cannot

leave the medicine. Now the medicine has its own side effects -- now they start torturing you.

Now for them you will need other medicines...and so on and so forth. There is no end to it.

No solution can really become a solution. Religion has a totally different approach. It

does not give you a solution, it simply helps you to raise the level of your consciousness.

Religion is consciousness-raising. It raises you higher than the problem, it gives you a

bird's-eye view. Now you are standing on a hilltop looking at the valley...and the problems of

the valley are simply meaningless. They don't have any significance for the man who is

standing on the sunlit hilltop. They have simply lost all relevance.

The fifth question:



BELOVED MASTER,

I HAVE BEEN HERE NINE MONTHS AND AM GIVING BIRTH TO MY FIRST

QUESTION.

TODAY IN LECTURE YOU SAID, "SEX IS TIRING...." FOR ME, SEX IS THE

SWEETEST EXPLOSION OF MUSIC, COLOR, LIGHT, BRIMMING AND BURSTING

EVERY CELL OF MY BEING. IT IS SLIPPING THE NET OF MY SKIN, MELTING

WITH LOVE IN GOD'S ARMS, BEING EXQUISITELY LOST, OUT OF TIME, OUT OF

MIND -- BEING GOD. AND THOSE WORDS DON'T SAY IT. IT IS THESE

EXPERIENCES THAT LED ME TO YOU. I DON'T EVEN HAVE A GLIMPSE OF THE

"STUPIDITY OF SEX." SEX IS MY SOURCE OF DEEPEST RELAXATION AND

BOUNDLESS ENERGY, AS WELL AS HIGHEST BLISS: THE OPPOSITE OF TIRING.

DO MEN FIND SEX MORE TIRING THAN WOMEN, OR DO I JUST HAVE SO FAR

TO GO TOWARDS DROPPING IT? OR WHAT?

PLEASE COMMENT.

Apurna, your experience is perfectly valid, but because it is such an ecstasy, such an

excitement, how long can you go on repeating it? Sooner or later a moment arrives when it

becomes repetitive, the same, and then it will start losing its joy. That moment it becomes

tiring.

Your experience is perfectly valid, but very limited. Life is far more. It begins in sex, but

it doesn't end in it. I am perfectly happy that you are enjoying your sex -- enjoy it as much as

possible while it lasts. And the more you enjoy it, the sooner you will be tired of it.

But no need to worry about that. I was answering somebody else's question, who is tired

of it. He has lived all these joys, he has played with all these toys. You are giving big names

to those toys -- these are all teddy bears. You can call your teddy bear "God," and nothing is

wrong.... When a child is carrying his teddy bear and calling him "God" and cannot go to

sleep without him, it is very relaxing, and if you take the teddy bear he becomes very tense!

Even dirty teddy bears...and he will carry them. Even parents feel ashamed because if they

are going on a holiday he is carrying his teddy bear -- dirty, smelly...but the child cannot live

without it. It is his very life. But one day, hopefully, he will be tired of it and he will throw it

in a corner and will forget all about it forever.

It is really difficult to answer your questions, because one person's question is relevant

only to him, and the answer that I give is relevant only to him. It may not be your experience.

On one day I said that homosexuality is a perversion. Immediately a few letters arrived --

very angry, because there are a few homosexuals here. And they said, "What are you talking

about? We have come here only because we thought that you accept all, that you don't reject,

don't condemn anything." I have not condemned. But the question and the answer were for a

particular person. You need not be worried about it; it may not be relevant to you.

To a homosexual, homosexuality is religion -- his religion -- he does not believe in

heterosexuality. He thinks the heterosexuals are a little perverted, or at least very orthodox,

out-of-date people...should not exist anymore, are no longer contemporaries -- what nonsense

are they talking about?

To the heterosexual, the homosexual seems to be very perverted, animalistic, even below

the animals. And to the homosexual, the heterosexual is animalistic, because homosexuality

is the invention of man, the superior man. Animals are not homosexual -- at least not in their

wild state. In zoos sometimes, yes, but there they become affected by human beings, they



learn from human beings. But in the wild they are not homosexuals.

So homosexuality is something special that man has discovered. It is a defining

phenomenon. Just as Aristotle says man is a rational being, the homosexual says man is a

homosexual being -- only man has the capacity to rise to such heights. Heterosexuality is just

ordinary: dogs do it and...it is nothing special! One should not brag about it.

Two camels slowly approach each other in the desert, their riders identically dressed in

excessively long Bermuda shorts and topi helmets. They pause, and the riders speak -- in an

exaggerated British accent:

"English?"

"Of cawss."

"Foreign Office?"

"Cinema photography."

"Oxford?"

"Cambridge."

"Homosexual?"

"Certainly not!"

"Pity!"

And the two camels continue their separate ways across the desert.

I have to talk to many kinds of people -- camels are there. So if it is not your question,

don't be bothered by my answer, forget all about it. It concerns somebody else, who is far

more mature than you....

The last question:

BELOVED MASTER,

WHAT ARE YOUR LAST WORDS GOING TO BE TO THE WORLD?

It reminds me of a story George Gurdjieff used to tell his closest disciples. The story is

about a great past master, a buddha, who had a self-appointed right-hand man who was a

faithful follower for year after year. And when the master was in his room on his deathbed,

all of the followers silently waited by the door not knowing what to do and incapable of

believing that their mystical master was really dying.

Finally, through the sorrowful stillness, the master's voice was faintly heard to call the

name of the right-hand man, and all of the followers looked at him intently as he made his

way to the master's door. As he reached for the knob he glanced at the peering faces around

him and imagined their envy and respect for him at being the only one to be called to the

master's side during his final moments. He already imagined how after the master's death he

would slowly emerge from the room as the new head of the system, a veritable

Peter-of-the-Rock.

Quietly he entered the darkened room and slowly he made his way and knelt by the bed.

The old master nodded for him to come nearer, and he leaned over with his awaiting ear by

the old man's mouth, and the master whispered, "Fuck you."

Enough for today.
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HOW LONG THE NIGHT TO THE WATCHMAN,
HOW LONG THE ROAD TO THE WEARY TRAVELER,
HOW LONG THE WANDERING OF MANY LIVES
TO THE FOOL WHO MISSES THE WAY.

IF THE TRAVELER CANNOT FIND
MASTER OR FRIEND TO GO WITH HIM,
LET HIM TRAVEL ON ALONE
RATHER THAN WITH A FOOL FOR COMPANY.

"MY CHILDREN, MY WEALTH!"
SO THE FOOL TROUBLES HIMSELF.
BUT HOW HAS HE CHILDREN OR WEALTH?
HE IS NOT EVEN HIS OWN MASTER.

THE FOOL WHO KNOWS HE IS A FOOL
IS THAT MUCH WISER.
THE FOOL WHO THINKS HE IS WISE
IS A FOOL INDEED.

DOES THE SPOON TASTE THE SOUP?
A FOOL MAY LIVE ALL HIS LIFE
IN THE COMPANY OF A MASTER
AND STILL MISS THE WAY.

THE TONGUE TASTES THE SOUP.
IF YOU ARE AWAKE IN THE PRESENCE OF A MASTER
ONE MOMENT WILL SHOW YOU THE WAY.

THE FOOL IS HIS OWN ENEMY.
THE MISCHIEF HE DOES IS HIS UNDOING.
HOW BITTERLY HE SUFFERS!



WHY DO WHAT YOU WILL REGRET?
WHY BRING TEARS UPON YOURSELF?
DO ONLY WHAT YOU DO NOT REGRET,
AND FILL YOURSELF WITH JOY.

Man is a bridge between the known and the unknown. To remain confined in the known

is to be a fool. To go in search of the unknown is the beginning of wisdom. To become one

with the unknown is to become the awakened one, the buddha.

Remember, again and again, that man is not yet a being -- he is on the way, a traveler, a

pilgrim. He is not yet at home, he is in search of the home. One who thinks that he is at home

is a fool, because then the search stops, then the seeking is no longer there. And the moment

you stop seeking and searching, you become a stagnant pool of energy, you start stinking.

Then you only die, then you don't live at all.

Life is in flowing, life is in remaining a river -- because only the river will reach the

ocean. If you become a stagnant pool then you are going nowhere. Then you are not really

alive. The fool does not live, he only pretends to live. He does not know, he only pretends to

know. He does not love, he only pretends to love. The fool is a pretension.

The wise lives, loves, the wise inquires. The wise is ready, always ready, to go into the

uncharted sea. The wise is adventurous. The fool is afraid.

When Buddha uses the word 'fool' you have to remember all these meanings of the word.

It is not the ordinary meaning that Buddha gives to the word 'fool'. For him, the fool means

one who lives in the mind and knows nothing of the no-mind; one who lives in information,

knowledge, and has not tasted anything of wisdom; one who lives a borrowed life, imitative,

but knows nothing of anything that arises in his own being.

By "the fool" Buddha means one who is well acquainted with the scriptures, but has not

tasted a single moment of truth. He may be a great scholar, very learned -- in fact, fools ARE

scholars; they have to be because that is the only way to hide their foolishness. Fools are very

learned people; they have to be, because it is only through learning words, theories,

philosophies, that they can hide their inner ignorance, that they can hide their emptiness, that

they can believe that they also know.

If you want to find the fools, go to the universities, go to the academies. There you will

find them -- in their utter ignorance, but pretending to know. They certainly know what

others have said, but that is not real knowing. A blind man can collect all the information

there is about light, but he will still remain blind. He can talk about light, he can write

treatises on light; he may be very clever in guessing, in fabricating theories, but still he

remains a blind man and he knows nothing of light. But the information that he collects may

not only deceive others, it may deceive himself too. He may start thinking that he knows, that

he is no longer blind.

When Buddha uses the word 'fool' he does not mean simply the ignorant, because if the

ignorant person is aware that he is ignorant, he is not a fool. And it is more possible for the

ignorant person to be aware that he is ignorant than it is for the so-called learned people.

Their egos are so puffed up; it is very difficult for them to see -- it goes against their

investment. They have devoted their whole lives to knowledge, and now, to recognize the

fact that all this knowledge is meaningless, futile, because they have not tasted truth

themselves, is difficult, is hard.

The ignorant person can remember that he is ignorant -- he has nothing to lose; but the

learned, he cannot recognize that he is ignorant -- he has much to lose. The knowledgeable

person is the real fool. The ignorant person is innocent; he knows that he knows not, and



because he knows that he knows not, because he is ignorant, he is just on the threshold of

wisdom. Because he knows he knows not, he can inquire, and his inquiry will be pure,

unprejudiced. He will inquire without any conclusions. He will inquire without being a

Christian or a Mohammedan or a Hindu. He will simply inquire as an inquirer. His inquiry

will not come out of ready-made answers, his inquiry will come out of his own heart. His

inquiry will not be a by-product of knowledge, his inquiry will be existential. He inquires

because it is a question of life and death to him. He inquires because he really wants to know.

He knows that he knows not -- that's why he inquires. His inquiry has a beauty of its own. He

is not a fool, he is simply ignorant. The real fool is one who thinks he knows without

knowing at all.

Socrates was trying to do the same thing in Athens: he was trying to make these learned

fools aware that all their learning was false, that they were really fools, pretenders,

hypocrites. Naturally, all the professors and all the philosophers and all the so-called

thinkers...and Athens was full of them. Athens was the capital of knowledge in those days.

Just as today people look towards Oxford or Cambridge, people used to look towards Athens.

It was full of the learned fools, and Socrates was trying to bring them down to the earth, was

shattering their knowledge, was raising such questions -- simple in a way, but difficult to be

answered by those who have only acquired knowledge from others.

Athens became very angry with Socrates. They poisoned this man. Socrates is one of the

greatest men who has ever walked on the earth; and what he did very few people have done.

His method is a basic method. The Socratic method of inquiry is such that it exposes the fools

as fools. To expose a fool as a fool is dangerous, of course, because he will take revenge.

Socrates was poisoned, Jesus was crucified, Buddha was condemned.

The day Buddha died, Buddhism was thrown out of the country, expelled from the

country. The scholars, the pundits, the brahmins, could not allow it to remain. It was too

uncomfortable for them. Its basic attack was on the brahmins, the learned fools, and naturally

they were offended. They could not face Buddha, they could not encounter him. They waited

for their opportunity in a cunning way: when Buddha died, then they started fighting the

followers. When the light was gone, then it was the time for the owls, the learned fools, to

reign over the country again. And since that time they have reigned even up to now -- they

are still in power. The same fools!

The world has suffered much. Man could have become the glory of the earth, but because

of these fools...and because they are powerful they can harm, and because they are powerful

they can destroy any possibility, any opportunity for man to evolve. Man has been moving in

circles, and these fools would not like man to become wise, because if man becomes wise

these fools will be nowhere. They won't be in power anymore -- religiously, politically,

socially, financially, all their power will be gone. They can remain in power only if they can

go on destroying all possibilities of wisdom for man.

My effort here is to create a Socratic inquiry again, to ask again the fundamental

questions that Buddha raised.

In the new commune we are going to have seven concentric circles of people. The first,

the most superficial circle, will consist of those who come only out of childish curiosity, or

out of already accumulated prejudices, who are, deep down, antagonistic -- the journalists,

etcetera.

They will be allowed only to see the superficial part of the commune -- not that anything

will be hidden, but just because of their approach they will not be able to see anything more

than the most superficial. They will see only the garments. Here also the same goes on



happening. They come and they see only the superficial.

Just the other day I was reading a journalist's report; he was here for five days. He writes,

"for five days," as if it is a very long time to be here; five days, as if he has been here for five

lives! Because he has been here for five days he has become an authority. Now he knows

what is happening here because he has watched people meditating. How can you watch

people meditating? Either you can meditate or not, but you cannot watch people meditating.

Yes, you can watch people's physical gestures, movements, dance, or their sitting silently

under a tree, but you cannot SEE meditation! You can see the physical posture of the

meditator, but you cannot see his inner experience. For that, you have to meditate, you have

to become a participant.

And the basic condition for being a participant is that you should drop this idea of being a

watcher. Even if you participate, if you dance with the meditators, with this idea that you are

participating only to watch what happens, then nothing will happen. And, of course, you will

go with the conclusion that it is all nonsense -- nothing happens. And you will feel perfectly

right inside yourself that nothing happens, because you even participated and nothing

happened.

That man writes that he was in darshan and much was happening to sannyasins -- so

much was happening that after a deep energy contact with me they were not even able to

walk back to their places -- they had to be carried away. And then he mentions, "But nothing

happened to me." That is enough proof that all that was happening was either hypnosis, or

people were pretending just because the journalist was there, or it was just an arranged show,

something managed -- because nothing was happening to him.

There are things which can happen only when you are available, open, unprejudiced.

There are things which can happen only when you put aside your mind.

The journalist writes again, "The people who go there, they leave their minds where they

leave their shoes -- but I could not do that. Of course," he says, "if I had left my mind behind,

then I would have also been impressed." But he thinks the mind that he has is something so

valuable -- how can he leave it behind? He feels himself very clever because he didn't leave

his mind behind.

Mind is the barrier, not the bridge. In the new commune, the first concentric circle will be

for those who come like journalists -- prejudiced people, who already know that they know.

In short, for the fools.

The second concentric circle will be for those who are inquirers -- unprejudiced, neither

Hindus nor Mohammedans nor Christians, who come without any conclusion, who come

with an open mind. They will be able to see a little deeper. Something of the mysterious will

stir their hearts. They will cross the barrier of the mind. They will become aware that

something of immense importance is happening -- what exactly it is they will not be able to

figure out immediately, but they will become aware vaguely that something of value IS

happening. They may not be courageous enough to participate in it; their inquiry may be

more intellectual than existential, they may not be able to become part, but they will become

aware -- of course, in a very vague and confused way, but certainly aware -- that something

more is going on than is apparent.

The third circle will be for those who are sympathetic, who are in deep sympathy, who

are ready to move with the commune a little bit, who are ready to dance and sing and

participate, who are not only inquirers but are ready to change themselves if the inquiry

requires it. They will become aware more clearly of deeper realms.

And the fourth will be the empathic. Sympathy means one is friendly, one is not



antagonistic. Empathy means one is not only friendly; one feels a kind of unity, oneness.

Empathy means one feels with the commune, with the people, with what is happening. One

meets, merges, melts, becomes one.

The fifth circle will be of the initiates, the sannyasins -- one who is not only feeling in his

heart but who is ready to be committed, to be involved. One who is ready to risk. One who is

ready to commit, because he feels a great, mad love -- mad, mad love -- arising in him. The

sannyasin, the initiate.

And the sixth will be of those who have started arriving -- the adepts. Those whose

journey is coming closer to the end, who are no longer sannyasins only but are becoming

SIDDHAS, whose journey is coming to a full stop, is getting closer and closer to the

conclusion. The home is not far away, a few steps more. In a way, they have already arrived.

And the seventh circle will consist of ARHATAS and BODHISATTVAS. The arhatas are

those sannyasins who have arrived but are not interested in helping others to arrive.

Buddhism has a special name for them: arhata -- the lonely traveler who arrives and then

disappears into the ultimate. And the bodhisattvas are those who have arrived but they feel a

great compassion for those who have not yet arrived. The bodhisattva is an arhata with

compassion. He holds on, goes on looking back and goes on calling forth those who are still

stumbling in darkness. He is a helper, a servant of humanity.

There are two types of people. The one who is at ease only when he is alone; he feels a

little uncomfortable in relationship, he feels a little disturbed, distracted, in relationship. That

type of person becomes an arhata. When he has arrived, he is finished with everything. Now

he does not look back.

The bodhisattva is the second type of person: one who feels at ease in relationship, in fact

far more comfortable when he is relating than when he is alone. He leans more towards love.

The arhata leans more towards meditation. The path of the arhata is of pure meditation, and

the path of the bodhisattva is that of pure love. The pure love contains meditation, and the

pure meditation contains love -- but the pure meditation contains love only as a flavor, a

perfume; it is not the central force in it. And the pure love contains meditation as a perfume;

it is not the center of it.

These two types exist in the world. The second type -- the follower on the path of love --

becomes a bodhisattva. The seventh circle will consist of arhatas and bodhisattvas.

Now, the seventh circle will be aware of all the six other circles, and the sixth circle will

be aware of the other five circles -- the higher will be aware of the lower, but the lower will

not be aware of the higher. The first circle will not be aware of anything other than the first

circle. He will see the buildings and the hotel and the swimming pool and the shopping center

and weaving and pottery and carpentry. He will see the trees, the whole landscape...he will

see all these things. He will see thousands of sannyasins, and he will shrug his shoulders:

"What are these people doing here?" He will be a little puzzled, because he was not thinking

that so many mad people can be found in one place: "All are hypnotized!" He will find

explanations. He will go perfectly satisfied that he has known the commune. He will not be

aware of the higher -- the lower cannot be aware of the higher. That is one of the fundamental

laws of life -- AES DHAMMO SANANTANO -- only the higher knows the lower, because

he has passed from the lower.

When you are standing on the sunlit mountain peak, you know everything down in the

valley. The valley people may not be aware of you at all, it is not possible for them. The

valley has its own occupations, its own problems. The valley is preoccupied with its own

darkness.



The fool can come to a master but will remain unbenefited because he will see only the

outer. He will not be able to see the essential, he will not be able to see the core. The fool

comes here too, but he listens only to the words -- and he goes on interpreting those words

according to his own ideas. He goes perfectly satisfied that he knows what is happening.

There are many fools who don't come here -- they don't feel the need. They simply

depend on other fools' reports. That's enough. Just one fool can convince thousands of fools,

because their language is the same, their prejudices are the same, their conceptions are the

same...there is no problem! One fool has seen, and all the other fools are convinced. One fool

reports in the newspaper and all the other fools read it early in the morning, and are

convinced.

The sutras:

HOW LONG THE NIGHT TO THE WATCHMAN,
HOW LONG THE ROAD TO THE WEARY TRAVELER,
HOW LONG THE WANDERING OF MANY LIVES
TO THE FOOL WHO MISSES THE WAY.

The night is very long to the watchman -- why? He cannot relax, he has to keep himself

somehow awake. It is a struggle. He has to keep himself awake against nature, because the

night is meant for relaxing and resting and going to sleep. He is fighting against nature -- so

is the fool. The fool goes on fighting against nature. He tries to swim against the current;

hence, his misery is long, unnecessarily long. He multiplies it a thousandfold because he

cannot let go, he cannot relax.

The first indication of a foolish mind is that it cannot relax, it is always tense, it is always

on guard, it is always afraid.

HOW LONG THE NIGHT TO THE WATCHMAN.... It is not so long for those who are

resting, relaxing, and have gone into deep sleep. It goes so fast! Just one moment you were

awake, then you fall asleep...and the next moment you are awake, it is morning. You cannot

believe the night has flown so fast. If you have been really restful...the more you rest, the

faster the night flies. If your rest is total, time disappears. This is something to be understood.

Time is a psychological phenomenon. I am not talking about the time that you see on the

clock, I am talking about the psychological time. When you are happy, relaxed, peaceful,

time flies fast. When you are in pain, misery, anguish, time goes very slowly; it seems

unending.

Have you sat by the side of a dying man in the night? It seems as if the morning will

never come. The night seems so long...it is the same night. The same night you can sit with

your beloved, and it flies so fast that you cannot believe it -- because you were happy and you

were relaxed and you were enjoying and you were moving with nature, not fighting. Love

means surrender, love means relaxation.

Albert Einstein was asked again and again in his life, "What is the theory of relativity?" It

is a complicated theory and it cannot be explained easily to people who are not aware of

higher mathematics. In fact, it is said that only twelve persons on the whole earth understood

exactly what Einstein meant by the theory of relativity. How to explain it to a layman?

So he had made this beautiful explanation. He would say, "Sit on a hot stove and then one

second seems to be almost like eternity, nonending -- it is so hot, is it so painful. And then

you hold the hand of your beloved and sit by her side on the bank of the river on a full-moon

night, and hours go like moments." This, he used to say, is the theory of relativity.



Everything depends on you, on your psychological state. Time is not a physical, material

phenomenon; it is psychological. Hence, in deep meditation time disappears totally. And this

is not something new, the mystics have known it down the ages. They have said, all the

mystics of all countries, that time stops when meditation really begins.

Jesus is asked by somebody, "You talk so much about the kingdom of God -- what is

going to be very special about it, something that we don't know at all? Tell us something

about the kingdom of God which will be absolutely special."

And do you know what he said? A very strange answer -- he said, "There shall be time no

longer."

Yes, in the kingdom of God there can be time no longer, because time exists only in

proportion to pain, anguish, anxiety. If all anxiety, all pain, all nightmares disappear, time

disappears. Time is a mind phenomenon: if there is no mind, there is no time. And you also

know about it. This relativity you have felt.

Vivek was saying just the other day, and many times she has said it, that time flies so fast

here that she cannot believe that she has been here for seven years. It looks as if just seven

days ago she had come here.

And still we are amidst the world! Once we have moved away from the world, once we

have our own small world, once we drop all the bridges, time will start disappearing. My

effort is to give you a taste of timelessness. Once you have tasted it, then you can go back

into the world and it will remain with you. The most important thing is to taste it once at least

-- no-time -- and suddenly you are transported into another world.

This world consists of time and space. That's how Albert Einstein defines it: spaciotime.

He makes one word out of the two, because he says time is nothing but the fourth dimension

of space. So this world consists of space and time, and in meditation you disappear from

both, or both disappear from your being. You don't know where you are. YOU ARE,

certainly, more than you have ever been; you are totally there but there is no space confining

you and no time defining you. A pure existence. Once tasted, all foolishness disappears.

The fool lives in time, the wise man lives in timelessness.

The fool lives in mind, the wise man lives in no-mind.

HOW LONG THE NIGHT TO THE WATCHMAN, HOW LONG THE ROAD TO THE

WEARY TRAVELER.... Just look at people's faces -- how tired, weary, utterly frustrated

they look. And they not only look it, they are. Their souls are tired, their very beings have

become a kind of boredom. They are dragging themselves -- no joy, no dance in their steps,

no song in their hearts, no gratitude, no thankfulness that they are...on the contrary, so many

complaints.

One of Dostoevsky's characters in THE BROTHERS KARAMAZOV says, "I would like

to return this life to God if I meet him. I don't want to live anymore. Life is such an anguish!"

He wants to return the ticket. How can he be thankful?

Just think: if you meet God some day, what are you going to say to him? It will be

difficult even to say "Hi!" You will be so angry with him, so utterly annoyed, irritated, that

this is the man who created you, this is the man who created the world! It is simply because

of this that God goes on hiding; otherwise people are bound to kill him. They won't leave him

alive; he has to hide, just to survive he has to hide.

HOW LONG THE ROAD TO THE WEARY TRAVELER, HOW LONG THE

WANDERING OF MANY LIVES TO THE FOOL WHO MISSES THE WAY. And the fool

is bound to miss the way. Why? -- because he thinks he already knows the way, because he

thinks he is on the way. Everybody else is wrong, he is right. He believes that if everybody



follows him, everything will be right in the world. He is a fanatic. He has the Bible, the

Koran, the Vedas -- what else is needed? He knows all the beautiful dogmas of all the

religions -- what more is needed? He knows the way!

But when Buddha uses the word 'way', he means dhamma -- AES DHAMMO

SANANTANO. He means the way that takes you out of your ego, the way that takes you out

of your mind, the way that takes you out of your identities, the way that makes you an

absolute nothingness...the way that helps you to dissolve into the whole.

He is not talking about religions, he is not talking about so-called techniques, devices,

methods. When he uses the word 'way', he means exactly what Lao Tzu means by 'tao'. Tao

exactly means "the way" -- the way to what? The way beyond yourself, the way that leads

you out of your confined, imprisoned state, into the open.

HOW LONG THE WANDERING OF MANY LIVES.... And it is really a long long

wandering -- not of one day or of one life, but of many lives, of millions of lives. And if

people are tired it is not surprising. If their eyes look full of dust, it is not surprising. If their

souls are covered with layers of dust, it is not surprising. If they no longer reflect, if their

mirrors are lost, it is not an accident -- it is understandable, although unforgivable, because

nobody else is responsible for this situation except you. If you decide, you can drop all the

layers of dust THIS very moment, and the moment you drop all the dust of your thoughts,

you are on the way. You ARE the way!

Jesus says, "I am the way, I am the truth, I am the door." Christians go on interpreting it

as if Jesus is the way; that is not true, that is falsifying Jesus utterly. When Jesus says, "I am

the way," he is saying, "Whoever can say 'I am', there is the way." He is not talking about

Jesus, the son of Joseph and Mary; he is talking about this "I-amness."

The moment, in deep silent meditation, you come across this I-amness, you are the way.

It is not a question of being a Christian. It is not what Christians go on telling the whole

world, "Unless you come to Jesus, you will not find the way to God." That is sheer nonsense!

-- because Buddha has found without being a Christian, and Mohammed has found without

being a Christian, and Mahavira has found and Krishna has found and Lao Tzu has found...I

have found without being a Christian. That is nonsense.

But what Jesus really means IS true.

Moses asked God when he encountered him...a beautiful story; remember, it is a story,

not history. History is a very ordinary thing; history consists of Tamerlane, and Genghis

Khan and Adolf Hitler and Joseph Stalin and Mao Zedong -- history is very ordinary. It

consists of all that is ugly. It is not history, it is a parable, a metaphor, of tremendous poetry

and beauty.

It says when Moses encountered God he asked, "Who are you?" And God is reported to

have said, "I am that I am."

That's what Jesus means when he says, "I am the way."

If you can feel your own being, your own "amness," you will find the way. The fool

cannot find it. He goes on and on...living in the same desires, in the same stupid thoughts, in

the same memories. The fool is repetitive; he only repeats what he knows -- he never

endeavors to go beyond his knowledge. And truth is unknown.

Just watch your mind and you will be able to understand what I am trying to convey to

you. Your mind is repetitive! It says, "Yesterday the food was very good, let us go to the

same hotel again.... Yesterday that man was very friendly, let us find him again." It wants to

repeat the yesterdays, and it does not allow the today to have its own being. It does not allow

even the tomorrow to have its own being; for tomorrows also, it has plans to repeat just what



it has known in the past. And what have you known in the past except misery? But you have

become familiar with it and you go on repeating it.

The fool is repetitive: the wise lives every moment anew.

All the soldiers of an American regiment in Korea put up a dollar apiece and draw lots for

which of them will take the resultant money and spend one night in the finest brothel in the

Orient.

Hymie Kaplowitz, the terror of Brooklyn, naturally wins, and on his return from the

legendary brothel describes to his assembled bunk-mates what happened: the hanging gold

curtains, the sensuous oriental music, the exotic aphrodisiacal meal served by little naked

twelve-year-old girls beforehand, etcetera, ending every passage with "...nothing like

Brooklyn!"

Finally he describes how the most beautiful woman he had ever seen comes slowly down

the ornate staircase, wearing only a pagoda-headdress with trailing veils of white lace, and

leads him up the stairs by the hand to her perfumed bed "...nothing like Brooklyn!"

"And then?" all the other soldiers ask feverishly.

"And then?" answers Hymie. "Oh, then it was just like Brooklyn."

The fool's mind goes on repetitively doing the same thing again and again. The fool's

mind is a vicious circle -- it moves in circles. The wise man is not at all repetitive. He lives

each moment anew, he is born anew each moment. He dies to the past every moment, and is

born again.

The wise man's whole life is a process of rebirthing. The wise man is not born once, he is

born every moment again and again. The old never takes hold of him. But the fool is born

only once, and then he goes on repeating.

If you go on repeating you will miss the way, because your amness, your being, is

absolutely fresh and always young. It is never old. The mind grows old, the body grows old,

but the being knows nothing of time -- how can it grow old? It is always young, it is always

youthful. It is as fresh as dewdrops in the early morning sun, it is as fresh as lotus leaves in

the lake.

IF THE TRAVELER CANNOT FIND
MASTER OR FRIEND TO GO WITH HIM,
LET HIM TRAVEL ON ALONE
RATHER THAN WITH A FOOL FOR COMPANY.

The best thing is to find a master, because the master is the greatest friend possible; hence

Buddha says MASTER OR FRIEND.

IF THE TRAVELER CANNOT FIND MASTER OR FRIEND TO GO WITH HIM, LET

HIM TRAVEL ON ALONE RATHER THAN WITH A FOOL FOR COMPANY. But avoid

fools. And that's what you never do. You collect fools around yourself. There is some secret

in it: when you are surrounded by fools, you appear superior. It is very ego-fulfilling; hence

nobody wants to live with somebody who is superior. People want to live with their inferiors,

because your inferiors give you the idea that you are great.

To be with a master you will have to drop that idea that you are great, you will have to

drop all that rubbish, you will have to drop your whole ego, you will have to surrender. You

will have to dissolve in the master; hence people avoid masters. How many people went to

Jesus? Very few, they can be counted on the fingers. How many people went to Buddha?



Very few.... This has been always so. But people are very happy going to the Rotary Club. It

feels very good when you are surrounded by fools -- it feels very good: all fools dressed up,

and every fool feeling better than the others, and every fool bragging about himself, and

every fool is being supported by other fools.

People love to be in the crowds, because in the crowds you can forget your inferiority.

That's why people don't leave crowds. One crowd is that of Hindus, another is that of

Mohammedans, the third is that of Christians and so on and so forth. Nobody wants to leave

the crowd.

And even if sometimes people leave one crowd, they immediately join another. They

escape somehow from one prison just to enter into another -- they cannot live alone. Buddha

says it is better to live alone than with fools. If you can find a master or a friend, good; if you

cannot, then it is better to be alone. Of course, it will be hard to be alone, it will be difficult

because the crowd will create so many difficulties for you. The crowd does not love

individuals, it does not want anybody to be independent; it wants everybody to be dependent

on the crowd. It will create trouble for you. But all those troubles are cleansing, all those

troubles are challenges. They sharpen your intelligence, they will make you wise.

"MY CHILDREN, MY WEALTH!"

SO THE FOOL TROUBLES HIMSELF.

BUT HOW HAS HE CHILDREN OR WEALTH?

HE IS NOT EVEN HIS OWN MASTER.

The fool lives around the idea of "my" and "mine": my nation, my religion, my race, my

family, my wealth, my children, my parents...he lives around "my" and "mine." And he has

come alone and he will go alone; nobody brings anything into the world and nobody takes

anything from the world. Alone, empty-handed we come; alone, empty-handed we go. The

wise knows it; hence the wise claims nothing as "mine." He uses things, but he does not

possess them. Using is perfectly good -- use all the things of the world, they ARE for you.

The world is a gift from God -- use it, but don't possess it. The moment you become a

possessor, you cannot use things -- the things start using you. The moment you become a

possessor, in fact you are possessed by your things, you become a slave. And the very idea of

possessing is stupid. How can you possess anything? You don't even possess your own being.

What else can you possess? You are not even a master of yourself.

Buddha says: "MY CHILDREN, MY WEALTH!" SO THE FOOL TROUBLES

HIMSELF. And how many anxieties arise out of this "mine," "my" business? Totally false!

Basically false, but it can create many many miseries. It is like when in the dark night you see

a rope and you think that it is a snake. Now you are running, screaming, trembling, you may

have a heart attack. And there was no snake at all -- there was only a rope! But the heart

attack will be real, remember: an unreal snake can create a real heart attack.

These are unreal problems. Claiming "mine" -- anything! Country, church, children,

wealth, anything -- when you claim "It is mine!" you are creating a great source of anxiety,

anguish for yourself. You are creating a hell around yourself.

BUT HOW HAS HE CHILDREN OR WEALTH? Buddha asks. HE IS NOT EVEN HIS

OWN MASTER.

A fool fell out of a sixth-story window. He is lying on the ground with a big crowd

around him. A cop walks over and says, "What happened?"



The fool says, "I don't know. I just got here."

What do you know about how you got here? What do you know about from where you

come? What do you know about where you are bound to go? What do you know about who

you are? The most fundamental questions remain in darkness, and still you go on claiming,

"This is my house...."

When Buddha became enlightened, he came back home. The father was very angry,

obviously -- this was his only child and he became a drop-out. The father was getting old, and

he had managed a big kingdom. He was very much worried: "Who is going to own it? Who is

going to rule it? That fool, my son, has escaped."

Many efforts were made to persuade Buddha to come back, but all efforts failed. When he

became enlightened he came on his own -- that encounter is one of the most beautiful

encounters in human history.

Buddha's old father is very angry, so angry that out of anger tears start coming into his

old eyes. He shouts, screams, abuses, and Buddha stands there, utterly calm and quiet, as if

nothing is happening. Maybe for half an hour, or for one hour...then the father, the old man,

is exhausted. Then he becomes aware that the son has not even uttered a single word, he has

not reacted at all. "And he looks so calm and quiet! What is the matter? Is he deaf or

something? Has he gone mad or something?" He asks, "Why aren't you answering me?"

Buddha says, "The man who had left you is no more. You are not talking to ME -- you

are talking to your son, who is no more. Much water has gone down the Ganges since then.

Twelve years have passed. I am a totally different person."

Buddha, of course, means metaphorically. He means, "I am no longer the same

consciousness, no longer in the same mind. My attitudes have dropped, my prejudices gone. I

am a totally fresh being. Now I know who I am. That time I was a fool. Now the light has

come within my soul. That's why," he says, "I am no longer the same."

Buddha's old father again becomes infuriated. He says, "What do you mean that you are

not the same? Can't I recognize my son? Don't I know you? I have given birth to you, my

blood flows in your veins, you are made of my blood and bones -- and I don't know you? You

have some nerve to say this!"

And Buddha again says, "Excuse me, but I say again that my body may be a part of your

body -- I am not. Now I know that I am not my body, not my mind. Now I know who I am.

And you have nothing to do with my being; you have not created my being, you have not

given birth to my being. I have been before my birth, and I will be after my death. Please try

to understand me; don't get irritated, don't be annoyed. I have come only to share my joy that

I have found."

But parents think the children are theirs, the children think the parents are theirs. In this

world, your being is absolutely alone. Yes, share your joy with others, but never possess.

Only the fool possesses, the wise man has no possessiveness.

THE FOOL WHO KNOWS HE IS A FOOL
IS THAT MUCH WISER.
THE FOOL WHO THINKS HE IS WISE
IS A FOOL INDEED.

Ponder over it: what do you think about yourself? It is going to be painful to see your



foolishness. It is easy to see other people as fools -- in fact, everybody knows that everybody

else is a fool -- but to see your own foolishness is a great step towards wisdom. To see your

own foolishness is already transforming your being, your consciousness.

A man is visiting in France. Does a little wandering the first night. Makes love to the

host's wife, his daughter, the cook, the second maid, etcetera. The host berates him in the

morning.

"What is the big idea? Here you are my guest. I receive you as a friend. And what do you do?

You make love to my wife, my daughter, and half the servants -- and for me, nothing?"

The fool is always concerned with only one thing -- his ego. Anything that is for him is

good -- anything. And he is ready to cling to it. The fool even clings to misery, because it is

HIS misery. He goes on accumulating whatsoever he can get, because the fool has no idea of

his inner kingdom, of his inner treasures; he goes on accumulating junk because he thinks

this is all that can be possessed. Junk outside and junk inside; that's what people go on

collecting -- things they collect and thoughts they collect. Things are junk outside, thoughts

are junk inside, and you are drowned in your junk.

Have a look, a dispassionate, detached look at your life, what you have been doing with

it, and what you have got out of it. And don't try to befool yourself, because this is how mind

goes on. It says, "Look how much you have got! So much money in the bank, so many

people know you, respect you, honor you; you have such a great post, politically you are

powerful...what else? What else can one hope for? Life has given all that one can hope for."

But money or power or prestige are nothing, because death will come and all your great

citadels of wealth, power, prestige, respectability, will just start falling as if you have made

them with playing cards. Just a blow of death and everything shatters.

Unless you have something that you can take beyond death, remember, you don't have

anything at all -- your hands are empty. Unless you have something deathless, eternal, you

are a fool. The Buddha calls that man wise who has attained some real treasure -- of

meditation, of compassion, of enlightenment.

DOES THE SPOON TASTE THE SOUP?
A FOOL MAY LIVE ALL HIS LIFE
IN THE COMPANY OF A MASTER
AND STILL MISS THE WAY.

The spoon cannot taste the soup, the spoon is dead -- so is the fool. He only appears to be

alive; otherwise, his heart is dead, almost dead, because his heart is not functioning. He lives

only through the head, and the head is only a spoon.

Through the head you cannot taste any joy of life. Can you see beauty through the head?

You can see the flower, but you will miss the beauty; you will see the moon, but you will

miss the beauty; you will see the sunset, but you will miss the beauty. Your head cannot

know anything of beauty.

Your head can know something about sex but cannot know anything about love. Your

head can understand the prose part of life, your head is a calculating machine -- but it cannot

know the poetry of existence. And the poetry of existence contains the truth. The music of

existence contains the real benediction. It can be known only by the heart. Only the heart can

experience it.

Remember, all that is meaningless, the head is efficient with it; and all that is significant,



only the heart is capable of it. And we all are living in the head. Our schools, colleges,

universities, exist only for a single purpose, for a single crime they exist, and that crime is:

divert people's energies from the heart to the head so that they can all become calculating

machines, efficient clerks and deputy collectors, stationmasters.... But the education system

does not allow you to become a lover, a poet, a singer. It does not allow you to know the real

significance of life. It does not allow you to enter into the temple, it keeps you outside.

The head is superficial, the heart is at the center. And if the heart is not functioning, you

are a spoon, a wooden spoon. You will not taste the soup. A FOOL MAY LIVE ALL HIS

LIFE IN THE COMPANY OF A MASTER AND STILL MISS THE WAY.

To be in the company of a master is the greatest blessing possible, because being in the

company of one who is awakened, the possibility opens up for you also to be awakened. One

who is awake can make you awake, because awakening is contagious. He can shake you out

of your dreams and nightmares. But the fool can live in the company of a master his whole

life and miss. How does he miss? Because with the master also he is connected through the

head -- that is his way of missing the master.

Now, there are a few people here who ARE missing and who will go on missing if they

remain head-oriented. This is not a place to live in the head. Be headless! A true sannyasin

will be headless. He will be heartful, because it is only through the heart that I can penetrate

into you. It is only through the heart that there is any possibility of communion. Otherwise,

you will listen to my words and you will collect my words, and you will become parrots and

you will repeat my words -- and that is all futile...unless you taste, unless you drink out of

me.

THE TONGUE TASTES THE SOUP. Please don't be spoons, be tongues. When you are

around a buddha, don't be spoons, be tongues -- be alive, be sensitive, be heartful, be loving,

be trusting.

THE TONGUE TASTES THE SOUP.
IF YOU ARE AWAKE IN THE PRESENCE OF A MASTER
ONE MOMENT WILL SHOW YOU THE WAY.

A SINGLE moment is enough! It is not a question of being with a master for a long time;

time does not enter into it. It is not a question of quantity, of how long you have lived with

the master. The question is how deep you have loved the master, not how long you lived with

the master -- how intensely, passionately you have become involved with the master...not the

length of time, but the depth of your feeling. Then a single moment of awareness, of heart

wakefulness, a single moment of silence...and the transmission, the transmission beyond all

scriptures.

THE FOOL IS HIS OWN ENEMY.
THE MISCHIEF HE DOES IS HIS UNDOING.
HOW BITTERLY HE SUFFERS!

THE FOOL IS HIS OWN ENEMY, says Buddha. Why? -- because it is simply of his

own accord that he goes on missing all that is significant in existence. Nobody is barring the

way. The poetry of life is available to all. The fool remains deaf, he keeps his ears closed.

Life is full of light, but the fool keeps his eyes closed. Life is continuously showering divine

joy, flowers go on showering, but the fool remains completely oblivious. Even if sometimes

in spite of himself he comes across a flower, he does not believe in it. He says, "I must be



deceived."

It happens almost every day. People write to me that in their meditation something

strange is happening: they are feeling very happy -- it can't be true! Nobody ever writes to

me, "I am feeling unhappy -- it can't be true!" But whenever happiness is felt, joy arises, they

become afraid, they can't believe it. They start suspecting. They start suspecting and they

start theorizing that it must be the hypnosis of the place, it must be the many orange people

around, that's why they are being affected. How can they be happy?! They have known only

misery their whole lives, they have become accustomed to it, misery has become their being.

Now, ecstasy? No, these flowers can't be true -- something is wrong.

In almost all the languages of the world there are proverbs such as this one in English:

you say, "It can't be true because it is so good." The good can't be true? Nobody believes in

the good. "Too good to be true," you say. Nobody says, "Too bad to be true." No proverb like

that exists in any language of the world: "Too bad to be true." The bad is accepted, the ugly is

accepted, the mundane is accepted -- and the sacred is denied.

And even if you accept the sacred, you only accept it formally. You go to the temple and

the church as a social formality; you don't really believe in God, you don't really believe in

the temple. It is good, it keeps things smooth, it is like a lubricant. If you go to the temple and

the church, people think you are a good man, honest, religious; and if people think you are

religious, honest and good, you can cheat them in a better way than you could otherwise.

They will trust you, and you can cheat them and deceive them only if they trust you. It is a

social formality, maybe a social strategy to cheat and deceive people. But you don't believe.

Whenever something immense, huge, bigger than you, descends on you, you simply

shrink back, you close your eyes, you become an ostrich. You simply deny it! It can't be so. It

is not that God has not come on your way -- he has come many times, he has knocked on

your doors many times, but you don't open the doors. On the contrary, you go on finding

rationalizations. Sometimes you say, "It must be the wind, it must be the rain, it must be

some neighborhood child playing on the steps, knocking on the door." You go on explaining

to yourself...but you never open the door and see who is there.
THE FOOL IS HIS OWN ENEMY. THE MISCHIEF HE DOES IS HIS UNDOING. HOW BITTERLY HE
SUFFERS!

WHY DO WHAT YOU WILL REGRET?
WHY BRING TEARS UPON YOURSELF?

Out of his great compassion he raises this question -- he is talking to YOU -- WHY DO

WHAT YOU WILL REGRET? WHY BRING TEARS UPON YOURSELF?

DO ONLY WHAT YOU DO NOT REGRET,
AND FILL YOURSELF WITH JOY.

Remember, let this be the criterion: whatsoever brings joy and bliss and benediction IS

true -- because bliss is God's nature. Truth is another name for bliss. Untruth brings misery. If

you live in lies, you will live in misery. And if you are living in misery, remember and find

out on what lies you have based your life. Withdraw yourself from those lies. Don't waste

time and don't postpone. Immediately withdraw! That withdrawal I call sannyas.

It is not withdrawing from the world, it is withdrawing from the lies that you have been

living up to now. It is not renouncing the world, it is renouncing the lies that you have based



your life upon. The moment you withdraw yourself from the lies, they start falling, start

dying, because they depend on you, they nourish themselves on you -- they cannot live

without your support. Withdraw your cooperation, and all lies disappear. And when all lies

disappear, what is left is truth.

Truth is your innermost nature. Truth has not to be found anywhere else. AES

DHAMMO SANANTANO -- this is the ultimate law, the inexhaustible law, the ultimate

truth, that it is within you. You need not go anywhere. You can find it within yourself if you

can fulfill only one condition: withdraw the lies in which you have invested so much --

withdraw from them. Renounce all that is untrue. Misery is an indication of untruth.

Whenever some bliss happens, trust it, and go in that direction...and you will be moving

towards God. Bliss is his fragrance. If you can follow bliss, you will never go astray. If you

follow bliss, you will be following nature. And if you are natural, blissful, relaxed, wisdom

arises.

Wisdom is a very relaxed state of being. Wisdom is not knowledge, not information;

wisdom is your inner being awake, alert, watchful, witnessing, full of light. Be full of light --

it is your birthright. If you miss, you are a fool. And you have missed many lives already --

this time, please, be a little more compassionate towards yourself.

Enough for today.
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The first question:

BELOVED MASTER,

IN THE WEST I WAS TRAINED AS A SOCIAL WORKER. I WAS TAUGHT THAT IT

IS IMPORTANT THAT A PERSON RESPECTS AND LOVES HIMSELF AND FEELS

WORTHWHILE. I WAS TAUGHT THAT IT IS IMPORTANT TO GIVE SUPPORT TO

HELP STRENGTHEN THE EGO. YOU SAY KILL THE EGO. I AM CONFUSED.

Prem Aradhana, the ego is needed because the true self is not known. The ego is a

substitute, it is a pseudo entity. Because you don't know yourself you have to create an

artificial center; otherwise functioning in life will be impossible. Because you don't know

your real face, you have to wear a mask. Not knowing the essential, you have to trust in the



shadow.

There are only two ways of living in life. One is to live it from the very core of your

being -- that has been the way of the mystics. Meditation is nothing but a device to make you

aware of your real self -- which is not created by you, which need not be created by you,

which you already are. You are born with it, you ARE it! It needs to be discovered. If this is

not possible, or if the society does not allow it to happen...and no society allows it to happen,

because the real self is dangerous -- dangerous for the established church, dangerous for the

state, dangerous for the crowd, dangerous for the tradition -- because once a man knows his

real self, he becomes an individual. He no longer belongs to the mob psychology; he will not

be superstitious, and he cannot be exploited. He cannot be led like cattle, he cannot be

ordered and commanded. He will live according to his light, he will live from his own

inwardness. His life will have tremendous beauty, integrity. But that is the fear of the society.

Integrated persons become individuals, and the society wants you to be nonindividuals.

Instead of individuality, the society teaches you to be a personality. The word 'personality'

has to be understood. It comes from a root, 'persona' -- persona means a mask. The society

gives you a false idea of who you are; it gives you just a toy, and you go on clinging to the

toy your whole life.

The one way is to live through meditation -- then you live a life of rebellion, of adventure,

of courage. Then you really live! The other way to live, or to fake living, is the way of the

ego -- strengthen the ego, nourish the ego; so that you need not look into the self, cling to the

ego. The ego is an artefact created by the society to deceive you, to distract you.

The ego is man-made, manufactured by us. And because it is manufactured by the

society, society has power over it. Because it is manufactured by the state and the church, and

those who are in power, they can destroy it any moment; it depends on them. You have to be

constantly in fear, and you have to be constantly obeying them, conforming to them, so that

your ego remains intact. The society gives you respect if you are not an individual. The

society honors you if you are not a Jesus, not a Socrates, not a Buddha. It respects you only if

you are a sheep, not a man.

The West has completely forgotten how to meditate -- and Christianity has been the

reason. Christianity has created a very false religion, which knows nothing of meditation.

Christianity is very formal; it is a ritual. It is part of the society and the political structure of

the society. Karl Marx is perfectly right about it, that it is the opium of the people. Because of

Christianity, the West has lost track of its own being. And one cannot live without SOME

idea of one's self -- and if you cannot discover, then create something. It will be false, but

something is better than nothing.

Aradhana, what you have been told is utter nonsense. It does not matter who has been

telling it -- the universities, the politicians, the priests. Certainly, you will be feeling

confused, because I am telling you just the opposite: I am telling you to get rid of the ego,

because if you get rid of the ego, you get rid of the rock that is preventing the flow of your

consciousness.

Your consciousness is there, just behind the rock; it has not to be brought from

somewhere else. Remove the rock -- real religion consists only of removing that which is

unnecessary, and then the necessary starts flowing. That which is unessential has to be

removed. And the essential is already there, is already the case! You remove the rock and you

will be surprised: you need not create the real self -- it reveals itself to you.

And the real has beauty, and the real is deathless. Because it is deathless it has no fear.

The unreal is constantly trembling. The ego is always in danger -- anybody can destroy it.



Because it has been given to you by others, they can take it back. Today they respect you,

tomorrow they may not respect you. If you don't follow their idea of life, if you don't confirm

their style of being, they will withdraw their respect. And you will be flat on the ground...and

you will not know who you are.

Borges writes:

"I dreamt that I was awakening from another dream -- full of cataclysms and turmoil -- and

that I was waking up in a room which I did not recognize. Dawn was breaking: a faint

diffused light outlined the foot of the iron bedstead, the table. I thought fearfully 'Where am

I?' and realized that I did not know. I thought 'Who am I?' and I could not recognize myself.

Fear grew within me. I thought, 'This distressing awakening is already hell, this awakening

without a future will be my eternity.' Then I really awoke, trembling."

Not to know oneself, to know one's destiny, that's certainly real hell. And man does not

know himself. Now, the cheaper way is to create the ego, and the West has been following

the cheaper way. And not only the West: the majority of people in the East, too, have been

doing the same. Just leave a few enlightened people aside, and the whole world has been

doing the same.

The West consists of ninety-nine point nine percent of the people in the world; the East

consists of only a few people, they can be counted on the fingers. To me, the East and the

West are not geographical -- they are spiritual dimensions. Gautam Buddha, Lao Tzu,

Zarathustra, Abraham, Moses, Christ, Saint Francis -- the East consists of these people.

Where they were born is immaterial, is irrelevant. Certainly Saint Francis was not born in the

East, but I count him as part of the East.

The spiritual dimension, the dimension where the inner sun rises, is the East. And the

dark night of the soul, which knows nothing of the sunrise, is the West. You don't become

religious just by being born in India. Religion is not that cheap. It is the costliest thing in

existence, because it is the most precious. There is no shortcut to it, and those who seek

shortcuts are bound to be deceived by somebody. They will be given toys, and you can go on

believing in toys because you don't want to risk an adventure into the unknown.

The greatest unknown exists within you. The most uncharted sea is your consciousness,

and the most dangerous too, because when you start moving inwards, you start falling into an

emptiness, and great fear arises, the fear of going mad, the fear of losing your identity.

...Because you have known yourself as a name, you have known yourself as a particular

person -- you have known yourself as a doctor, as an engineer, as a businessman; you have

known yourself as an Indian, a German, a Chinese; you have known yourself as black or

white; you have known yourself as man or woman; you have known yourself as educated or

uneducated -- all these categories start disappearing.

As you move inwards, you are neither man nor woman: NETI, NETI -- neither this nor

that, neither white nor black, neither Hindu nor Mohammedan, neither Indian nor Pakistani.

As you move inwards, all these categories start slipping out of your hands. Then who are

you? You start losing track of your ego, and a great fear arises -- the fear of nothingness. You

are falling into infinity. Who knows whether you will be able to come back or not? And who

knows what is going to be the outcome of this exploration? The coward clings to the shore

and forgets all about the sea. That's what is happening all over the world. People cling to the

ego because ego gives you a certain idea of who you are, gives you a certain clarity. But the

ego is false, and the clarity is false.



It is better to be confused with reality than to be clear with unreality.

Aradhana, you are right: with me a great confusion is bound to happen -- because all your

knowledge, slowly slowly, will be proved simple ignorance and nothing else. Hiding behind

your knowledge is your ignorance. Hiding behind your cleverness is your stupid mind. And

behind the ego there is nothing -- it is a shadow.

Once this becomes clear to you, that you have been clinging to the shadow, a great fear

and a great confusion, a great chaos is bound to happen. But out of the chaos stars are born.

One has to pass through such chaos -- that is part of spiritual growth. You have to lose the

false to get to the real. But between the two there will be an interval when the false will be

gone and the true will not yet have arrived. Those are the moments, the most critical

moments...these are the moments when you need a master or a friend.

Just the other day, Buddha was saying, "A master or a friend is needed." These are the

moments when you will need somebody's hand who can hold you, who can support you, who

can say, "Don't be afraid. This emptiness is going to disappear. Soon you will be overflowing

-- just a little more waiting, a little more patience." The master cannot give you anything, but

he can give you courage. He can give you his hand in those critical moments when your mind

would like to go back, to turn back, to cling again to the shore.

The joy of the master, his confidence, his authority...remember, when I say "his

authority" I don't mean that a master is authoritarian. A master is never authoritarian, but he

has authority, because he is a witness to his own self. He knows about the other shore, he has

BEEN to the other shore. You have only HEARD about the other shore, you have read about

it; you know only about this shore, and the comfort and the security, and the safety of this

shore. And when the storms rage and when you start losing sight of this shore, and you are

not able to see the other shore, your mind will say, "Go back! Go back as fast as possible!

The old shore is disappearing and the new is not appearing. Maybe there is nothing on the

other shore, maybe there is no other shore at all. And the storm is great!"

In those moments, if you are with a master, and somebody is sitting in the boat silent,

utterly calm and quiet, laughing and saying, "Don't be worried," playing on his flute, or

singing a song, or telling you a joke, and he says, "Don't be worried. The other shore is -- I

know, I have been there. Just a little patience...."

Looking into his eyes...in his absolute confidence will be the only help. Seeing his

calmness, quietness, his integrity.... He is not looking back, he is not afraid: he must have

seen the other shore, he must have been there. His whole being says it, his whole being

proves it. And when he holds your hand you can feel that his hand is not trembling; you can

feel that whatsoever he is saying he is saying out of his own experience, not because it is

written in the Bible, in the Gita, in THE DHAMMAPADA. He KNOWS it on his own! --

that is his authority.

Once his confidence, his trust, becomes contagious to you, you will also start laughing.

Of course, your laughter will have a little nervousness in it, but you will start laughing. You

may start singing with him, maybe just to avoid fear, just as people whistle in the dark. You

may join in his dance, just to forget all about what is happening. You don't want to see the

storm that surrounds you, and you don't want to remember the past and you don't want to

think about the future. It seems dark and dismal to you. You may join in his dance....

Dancing with him, even if out of fear, singing with him even though your singing is

bound to be nervous, laughing with him although your laughter is not total, the storm will

soon be passed. The deeper your patience, the sooner it happens -- you will be able to see the

other shore, because when the eyes are not troubled, when the eyes are not full of fear, they



become perceptive. A seeing arises in you -- you become a seer.

The other shore is not far away; just your eyes are so full of smoke that you cannot see. In

fact, this very shore IS the other shore. If your eyes are clear, if your perception is not

clouded, if your insight has arisen in your being, if you can see and hear, this very shore is

the other shore. When one knows, one really laughs at the whole ridiculousness of life --

because we have already got that for which we are longing. The treasure is with us, and we

are running hither and thither.

The ego has not to be created, because you have the supreme self within you.

But I can understand your confusion. Remain confused. Don't go back to your old clarity

-- it is deceptive. Be in this confusion, be with me a little while more, and soon the confusion

will disperse and disappear. And then comes a totally new kind of clarity.

There are two kinds of clarity -- one, which is simply intellectual, which any moment can

be taken away, doubt can be created any moment.... Intellect is full of doubt. Whatsoever you

had heard and whatsoever you had been told has been taken away so easily by me; it was not

of much value. Your whole life's training, and I have taken the earth from underneath your

feet so easily...and you are confused. What value can such clarity have? If I can confuse you

so easily, that means it was not real clarity. I will give you a new kind of clarity which cannot

be confused.

Once a great philosopher went to see Ramakrishna. The philosopher argued against God,

and he argued really well. His name was Keshav Chandra Sen. Ramakrishna was utterly

illiterate; he knew nothing of philosophy, he had never been to the university, he had only

read up to the second standard. He could write and read Bengali a little bit.

The philosopher was well educated, world famous, he had written many books. He

argued, and Ramakrishna laughed. And each time the philosopher gave a beautiful, profound

argument against God, Ramakrishna would jump and hug him. A great crowd had gathered to

see the scene, what was happening. The philosopher was very much embarrassed, because he

had come to argue, and what kind of argument is this? This man laughs, dances -- sometimes

hugs.

The philosopher said, "Are you not disturbed by my arguments?"

Ramakrishna said, "How can I be disturbed? I am really enjoying your arguments. You

are clever, you are intelligent, your arguments are beautiful -- but what can I do? I know

God! It is not a question of argument, it is not that I believe in God. Had I believed, you

would have disturbed me, you would have taken all my clarity and you would have confused

me. But I KNOW he is!"

If you know, you know -- there is no way of distracting you. I will give you THAT kind

of clarity -- which knows, and is not dependent on any argument but arises out of existential

experience. Then you need not be taught to respect yourself or love yourself or feel

worthwhile. Knowing oneself, one knows one is God. Now what more respect can you give

to yourself? When this experience arises in you -- "AHAM BRAHMASMI! I am God!" --

what more respect can you give to yourself?

And who is there to give respect? Only God is. When in the deepest recesses of your

being the realization happens: "ANA'L HAQ! -- I am truth!" what more worthwhileness do

you need to feel? You have come to the ultimate, and you have come to know the ultimate as

your innermost being, your interiority.

Yes, you have been told to be respectful to yourself because you don't know who you are.



You have been told to feel worthwhile because you feel worthless. You have been told to

love yourself because you hate yourself. And the strange thing is, the irony is, that it is the

SAME people who have been doing both things to you.

The same people first make you feel worthless; this is the trade secret of all the churches,

of all the so-called religions, of all political ideologies, of all societies, civilizations and

cultures that have existed up to now. This is the trade secret: first they make you feel

worthless -- every child is made to feel worthless. He is told, "Unless you become this or that,

you have no worth." When he starts feeling worthless, than we start telling him, "Feel

worthwhile, feel some worth. If you cannot feel worthwhile, your life is wasted."

First we tell him to hate himself and condemn himself; everything that he does is wrong,

hence he starts hating himself because he is not a beautiful person. The parents, the teachers,

the priests, they are all joined in the conspiracy. Every child is reduced to such a

condemnable state that he starts feeling, "I must be the ugliest person in the world, because I

do things that should not be done, and I don't do things which should be done." And then one

day we start telling the child, "Why don't you love yourself? Otherwise, how will you

survive?"

We take all respect away from the child, and when he becomes disrespectful towards

himself we start telling him to create respect. This is such an absurd situation! Each child is

born with great respect for himself. Each child knows his worth, his intrinsic worth. He is not

worthy because he is like Buddha or Krishna or Christ -- he simply knows he has worth

because he is, he has being. That's enough! And each child loves himself, respects himself.

It is you who teach him just the opposite. First you destroy all that is beautiful in him, and

then you start painting a false picture. Destroy the natural beauty and then paint his face,

make him absolutely false. But why is this done? -- because only false people can be slaves,

only false people can follow the stupid politicians, only false people can be victims of utterly

ignorant priests. If people are real, they cannot be exploited and cannot be oppressed.

Aradhana, remain confused -- it is good. It is good that you have come to this point where

a great confusion has arisen in you. You can no longer trust your ego -- good! It is

tremendously important, because now a second step becomes possible. I will give you your

childhood back, your inner worth, which is not a created phenomenon; your natural love,

which is not cultivated; your spontaneous respect, which arises only when you start feeling

that you are part of God, that you are divine.

Remember, ego is comparative -- it always compares itself with others -- and the self is

noncomparative. When you know yourself it is neither inferior nor superior in comparison to

anybody, it is simply itself. But the ego is comparative. And remember, if you feel superior to

somebody, you are bound to feel inferior to somebody else. So the ego is a very tricky

phenomenon: on the one hand it makes you feel superior, on the other hand it makes you feel

inferior. It keeps you in a double bind, it goes on pulling you apart. It drives you crazy.

On the one hand you know that you are superior to your servant, but what about your

boss? You force the servant to surrender to you, and you surrender to your boss. You force

your servant or your wife or your children to be slaves to you. And then to your boss? You

wag your tail there.

How can you be blissful? Both things are wrong. To make others feel inferior is violent, it

is a crime against God; and to make yourself feel inferior before somebody is again a crime

against God. When you know the real self, both things disappear. Then you are you, and the

other is the other, and there is no comparison -- nobody is superior and nobody is inferior.

This is what I call real spiritual communism, but this is possible only when



self-knowledge has happened. Karl Marx or Friedrich Engels, Joseph Stalin or Mao Zedong,

these are not the real communists. They live in the ego. The real communists are Gautam

Buddha, Jesus, Lao Tzu -- nobody knows them as communists but they are real communists,

because if you understand their vision, all comparison disappears. And when there is no

comparison, there is communism. Equality is possible only when comparison disappears

from the world.

Not knowing yourself, you are almost fast asleep; not knowing yourself, you are like a

drunkard who asks others, "Where is my home?" The drunkard sometimes even asks, "Can

you tell me, sir, who I am?"

Once a drunkard came back to the bartender and asked him, "Have you seen my friend?

Has he been here?"

The bartender said, "Yes, just a few minutes before, he was here."

And the drunkard asked, "Will you be kind enough to tell me, was I with him too?"

There was a drunk standing at a bar one day. He turned to the man on his right and said,

"Did you pour beer in my pocket?"

"I certainly did not," said the man.

Then the drunk turned to the man on his left and said, "Did you pour beer in my pocket?"

The man said, "I most certainly did not pour beer in your pocket."

The drunk said, "Just like I thought -- an inside job."

The second question:

BELOVED MASTER,

WHAT IS YOUR VISION FOR THE NEW COMMUNE?

Krishna Prem, the new commune is an experiment in spiritual communism. The word

'communism' comes from 'commune'. There is only one possibility of communism in the

world and that possibility is through meditation. Communism is not possible through

changing the economic structures of societies.

The change of economic structures of societies will only bring new classes; it cannot

bring a classless society. The proletariat may disappear, the bourgeoisie may go, but then the

ruler and the ruled...that's what has happened in Soviet Russia, that's what has happened in

China. New distinctions, new classes have arisen.

Communism is basically a spiritual vision. It is not a question of changing the economic

structures of the society, but changing people's spiritual vision. The new commune is going to

be a space where we can create human beings who are not obsessed with comparison, who

are not obsessed with the ego, who are not obsessed with the personality.

The new commune is going to be a context in which a new kind of man can become

possible. Socrates says that the master is a midwife, and he is right: all masters are midwives.

They always bring new humanities into existence. Through them a new man is born.

The old man is finished. The old man is no more valid. And with the old man, all that

belonged to the old man has also become invalid, irrelevant. The old man was life-negative.

The new commune will create a life-affirmative religiousness. The motto of the new

commune is: This very body the Buddha, this very earth the Lotus Paradise.

The new commune is going to hallow the earth, to make everything sacred. We are not

going to divide existence into this world and that world: we are going to live existence in its



totality. We are going to live as scientists, as poets, as mystics -- all together!

The scientist is partial. He believes only in the body, he cannot go beyond it; his vision is

very limited, shortsighted. The poet clings to another aspect of humanity, the feeling part. He

can see the beauty, but his beauty is very momentary. He has no idea of the eternal. The

mystic lives in the being, he lives in the deathless, timeless state. Because he lives in the

deathless, timeless state he becomes indifferent to the world of time and space. He becomes

indifferent both to science and to poetry. These are all three aspects of reality, three faces of

God, the trinity, TRIMURTI.

My effort in the new commune is to create a man who is not partial...who is total, whole,

holy. A man should be all three together. He should be as accurate and objective as a

scientist; and he should be as sensitive, as full of the heart, as the poet; and he should be as

rooted deep down in his being as the mystic. He should not choose. He should allow all these

three dimensions to exist together.

The East suffered because we became too much concerned with the being; we lost track

of science, we lost track of art. The West has suffered, is suffering, because it has lost track

of being. The East became inwardly rich but outwardly poor; the West has become outwardly

rich, inwardly poor. The new commune is going to be rich in both ways.

I believe in richness. I am not a worshipper of poverty. That is simply stupid. I would like

humanity to be rich in all possible ways: rich in science, rich in technology, rich in poetry,

rich in music, rich in meditation, rich in mysticism. Life should be lived in its

multidimensionality. God should be approached through all possible ways. Why impoverish

your soul?

The new commune is going to create a space, a context, for this multidimensional human

being to be born. And the future belongs to this new man.

The old man believed in renunciation; the old man believed that if you want to come

closer to God you have to be away from the world, as if there is a conflict between God and

the world. It is obviously wrong. The world exists through God! The world is God's body --

there can't be any conflict! If there had been any conflict, then the world would have

disappeared long ago.

The world breathes, is alive, and life is God. The tree is divine because it is alive, and the

rock is divine because the rock is also alive in its own way, the rock also grows. The whole

existence is full of life, overflowing with life. God is not against the world -- how can the

painter be against his painting? and how can the poet be against his poetry? and how can the

musician be against his music? The world is his poetry, his painting, his music -- it is his

dance.

The old man lived in renunciation, escaped away from the world to the caves, to the

monasteries, to the Himalayas. The old man was escapist, the old man was afraid to live, he

was more ready to die. The old man was somehow suicidal.

My new man is going to be deep in love with life. And my religion is not of renunciation

but of rejoicing. The new commune will create every possible opportunity to rejoice, sing,

dance.

The new commune is going to be of a totally new kind of religiousness, spirituality.

Nobody is going to be a Hindu or a Mohammedan or a Christian or a Jaina, but everybody is

going to be religious -- just religious. To me, religion needs no adjectives. And the moment a

religion becomes attached to an adjective, it is no longer religion -- it becomes politics.

Bayazid is not Mohammedan. Mohammed himself is not Mohammedan, cannot be.

Christ is not Christian and Buddha is not Buddhist. They are simply religious. They have a



certain flavor, a certain silence, a certain grace, surrounding them. They are windows to the

beyond. Through them you can see the beyond, through them God goes on singing a

thousand and one songs.

The new commune is not going to be of any religion. It will be religious. But the religion

will not be unearthly, it will be very down to earth; hence it will be creative, it will explore all

possibilities of being creative. All kinds of creativity will be supported, nourished.

The real religious man has to contribute to the world. He has to make it a little more

beautiful than he found it when he came into the world. He has to make it a little more

joyous. He has to make it a little more perfumed. He has to make it a little more harmonious.

That is going to be his contribution.

In the past we respected people for wrong reasons. We respected somebody because he

was fasting. Now, fasting contributes nothing to the world. And the man who goes on long

fasts is simply being violent with himself. To respect him is to respect violence, to respect

him is to respect suicidal instincts, to respect him is to respect masochism. He is mentally ill!

He is not natural, he is abnormal. He needs psychological treatment, he needs help. But you

respect him, and because of your respect, his ego becomes puffed up; so if he was going to

fast for one month, he will fast for three months. And the more he fasts, the more he tortures

his body, the more respect you give to him.

The new commune will not respect any masochistic tendencies. It will not respect any

asceticism, it will not respect any abnormal, unnatural tendencies -- it will respect the natural

man. It will respect the child in man, it will respect innocence, and it will respect creativity. It

will respect a man who paints a beautiful picture, it will respect the man who plays

beautifully on the flute. The flute-player will be religious, and the painter will be religious,

and the dancer will be religious; not the man who goes on long fasts, who tortures his body,

who lies down on a bed of thorns, who cripples himself.

It is going to be the beginning of a new humanity. It is needed, absolutely needed. If we

cannot create the new man in the coming twenty years -- by the end of this century -- then

humanity has no future. The old man has come to the end of his tether. The old man is ready

to commit a global suicide. The third world war is going to be global suicide. It can be

avoided only if a new kind of man can be created.

This is going to be an experiment, a great experiment on which much is going to depend.

It has tremendous implications for the future. Be ready for it. Be prepared for it. This ashram

is just a launching pad.... On a small scale I am experimenting. The new commune will be on

a big scale: ten thousand sannyasins living together as one body, one being. Nobody will

possess anything; everybody will use everything, everybody will enjoy. Everybody is going

to live as comfortably, as richly, as we can manage. But nobody will possess anything. Not

only will things not be possessed, but persons also will not be possessed in the new

commune. If you love a woman, live with her -- out of sheer love, out of sheer joy -- but you

don't become her husband, you can't. You don't become a wife. To become a "wife" or a

"husband" is ugly because it brings ownership; then the other is reduced to property.

The new commune is going to be nonpossessive, full of love -- living in love but with no

possessiveness at all; sharing all kinds of joys, making a pool of all the joys.... When ten

thousand people contribute, it can become explosive. The rejoicing will be great.

Jesus says again and again: Rejoice! Rejoice! Rejoice! But he has not been heard yet.

Christians look so serious, and they have painted Jesus also in such a way that it doesn't seem

that he ever rejoiced himself. Christians say Jesus never laughed! This is ridiculous. The man

who was saying "Rejoice!" the man who used to love good food, good wine, the man who



used to feast and participate in festivals, the man around whom there was always feasting --

he never laughed? Christians have given a false Christ to the world.

In my commune, Buddha is going to laugh and dance, Christ is going to laugh and dance.

Poor fellows, nobody has allowed them up to now! Have compassion on them -- let them

dance and sing and play. My new commune is going to transform work into playfulness, it is

going to transform life into love and laughter.

Remember the motto again -- to hallow the earth, to make everything sacred, to transform

the ordinary, mundane things into extraordinary, spiritual things. The whole of life has to be

your temple; work has to be your worship, love has to be your prayer.

This very body the Buddha, this very earth the Lotus Paradise.

The third question:

BELOVED MASTER,

I AM A PSYCHOLOGIST. I WAS HOPING THAT STUDYING PSYCHOLOGY WOULD

HELP TO CHANGE MY LIFE, BUT NOTHING LIKE THAT HAS HAPPENED. WHAT

SHOULD I DO NOW?

Psychology is still a very very immature science. It is very rudimentary, it is only the

beginning. It is not yet a way of life -- it cannot transform you. It can certainly give you a few

insights into the mind, but those insights are not going to be transforming. Why? -- because

transformation always happens from a higher plane. Transformation never means solving

problems -- remaining on the same plane -- that means adjustment. Psychology is still trying

to help you adjust -- to adjust to the society which is itself insane, to adjust to the family, to

adjust to the ideas that are dominant around you. But all those ideas -- your family, your

society -- they themselves are ill, sick, and to adjust to them will give you a certain normality,

at least a superficial appearance of health, but it is not going to transform you.

Transformation means to change the plane of your understanding. It comes through

transcendence. If you want to change your mind, you have to go to the state of no-mind. Only

from that height will you be able to change your mind, because from that height you will be

the master. Remaining in the mind and trying to change the mind by mind itself is a futile

process. It is like pulling yourself up by your own shoestrings. It is like a dog trying to catch

hold of its own tail; sometimes they do, sometimes they behave very humanly. The dog is

sitting in the warm sun early in the morning and he looks at the tail just resting by his side --

naturally, the curiosity arises: Why not catch hold of it? He tries, fails, feels offended,

annoyed; tries hard, fails harder, becomes mad, crazy. But he will never be able to catch hold

of the tail -- it is his own tail. The more he jumps, the more the tail will jump.

Psychology can give you a few insights into the mind, but because it cannot take you

beyond the mind it can't be of any help.

Sam became a psychiatrist and began to prosper. He bought a big expensive limousine

and drove it out for the first time. After he had been riding for a few moments, another car

slammed into him. He jumped out of his smashed Cadillac, went over to the car that had

rammed his, shook his fist at it, and roared, "You idiot! You moron! You crook of a rat! You

son of a...!" Then he suddenly remembered he was a psychiatrist and lowered his voice and

softly asked, "Why do you hate your mother?"

Psychology cannot help. I have heard another story about this same Sam -- a story of



when he was no more in the world, he had died.

The widow was tending to the plants around her husband's grave. As she bent over, some

blades of grass tickled the bare flesh under her skirt. Startled, she turned around quickly, but

there was no one in sight. Sighing, she turned back to the grave and whispered, "Sam, behave

yourself! And remember, you are supposed to be dead."

Neither in life nor in death is psychology going to help you much. You can be helped

only by religion.

Now the psychologist is trying to play the role of the master, which is utterly pretentious.

The psychologist, the psychoanalyst and the psychiatrist are not masters! They don't know

themselves. Yes, they have understood a little bit about the mechanism of the mind, they

have studied, they are well informed. But information never changes anybody, it never brings

any revolution. Deep down the person remains the same. He can talk beautifully, he can give

you good advice, but he cannot follow his own advice.

The psychoanalyst cannot be the master. But in the West particularly he has become so

successful professionally that even the priest is in tremendous awe. Even the priests -- the

Catholic and the Protestant -- are studying psychoanalysis and other schools of psychology,

because they see that people are not coming to the priest anymore, they are going to the

psychoanalyst. The priest is becoming afraid that he is losing his job.

The priest has dominated people for hundreds of years. He was the wise man -- he has

lost his attraction. And people cannot live without advisors; they need somebody to tell them

what to do because they never grow up. They are like small children, always in need of being

told what to do and what not to do. Up to now the priest used to do that; now the priest has

lost his charm, his validity. He is no longer contemporary, he has become out of date. Now

the psychoanalyst has taken his place, HE is the priest now.

But as the priest was false, so is the psychoanalyst. The priest was using religious jargon

to exploit people; the psychologist is using scientific jargon to exploit the same people.

Neither was the priest awakened, nor is the psychoanalyst awakened.

Man can be helped only by somebody who is a buddha already; otherwise he cannot be

helped.

All your advisors will make more and more mess out of you. The more you listen to

advisors, the more you will become messed up -- because they don't know what they are

saying! They don't even agree amongst themselves. Freud says one thing, Adler says another,

Jung says still another. And now there are a thousand and one schools. And every school is

fanatical about its philosophy -- that it has the truth, the whole truth and nothing but the truth.

Not only does it say that it is true; it says it has THE truth, and everybody else is lying,

deceiving.

If you listen to these psychoanalysts, if you go from one psychoanalyst to another, you

will be more puzzled. The only help that they can give to you is that if you are intelligent

enough you will become so fed up with them, so bored with them, that you will simply drop

the idea of being transformed, and you may start living your life normally, without bothering

much about transformation -- IF you are intelligent, which is very rare, because intelligence

is crushed from the very beginning. You are made mediocres. From the very beginning,

intelligence is destroyed. Only a few people somehow escape the society and remain

intelligent.

Nagesh, you ask me, "What should I do now?"



My suggestion is: you have done enough. Now learn something which is not DOING but

nondoing. Be here, and learn -- not to do but to be. Sit silently, doing nothing. Within three to

nine months, if one is patient enough and if one can simply go on sitting for hours together

every day -- as much as one can find time just sit.... In the beginning, great turmoil will arise

in your mind; everything from the unconscious will start surfacing. You will see it as if you

are going mad. Go on watching -- don't be worried. You cannot go mad because you are

already mad, so there is nothing to lose and nothing to fear.

A politician, a great politician, was consulting a psychoanalyst. The politician was

suffering from an inferiority complex -- all politicians suffer from inferiority complexes. If

they don't suffer from inferiority complexes, they will not be politicians in the first place. To

be a politician means striving to be superior, to be in power, so one can prove to others and to

oneself, "I am not inferior. Look! I am the prime minister. Look! Only I am the prime

minister of the country and nobody else -- how can I be inferior?"

Politics arises out of the inferiority complex -- all power politics arises out of the

inferiority complex. So it was not rare that the politician was suffering from an inferiority

complex.

The psychoanalyst worked on the politician year in, year out. After two or three years,

listening to all his gibberish nonsense...because what can a politician say? For hours together

he would lie down on the couch and talk nonsense.

After three years, one day when he came, the psychoanalyst received him with great joy

and said, "I am glad to declare, after three years' research on you, that you don't suffer from

an inferiority complex. I have come to this conclusion after such a long effort that it can't be

wrong. You don't suffer from an inferiority complex -- simply forget all about it."

The politician was very happy and he said, "I am grateful to you, but can you tell me how

you arrived at this conclusion?"

The psychoanalyst said, "Because you ARE simply inferior -- how can you suffer from an

inferiority complex?"

Nagesh, you need not be worried. If sitting silently you start feeling madness arising,

don't be worried -- you can't be more mad than you already are. Man cannot fall more. He has

fallen to the rock bottom. Now there is no further to fall.

Sitting silently you will see madness arising in you, because it has remained repressed.

And you keep occupied with things -- psychology etcetera -- now you will become occupied

with meditation and sannyas, but these are all occupations and you are not allowing your

unconscious to reveal itself to you. It is frightening.

My suggestion to you is, just sit silently as much as you can find time to. Zen people sit

silently at least six to eight hours per day. In the beginning it is really maddening. The mind

plays so many tricks on you, tries to drive you crazy, creates imaginary fears, hallucinations.

The body starts playing tricks on you...all kinds of things will happen. But if you can go on

witnessing, within three to nine months everything settles, and settles of its own accord -- not

because you have to do something. Without your doing, it simply settles, and when a stillness

arises, uncultivated, unpracticed, it is something superb, something tremendously graceful,

exquisite. You have never tasted anything like it before -- it is pure nectar....

You have transcended the mind! All mind problems are solved. Not that you have found a

solution, but simply they have fallen by themselves -- by witnessing, by just witnessing.

You are already too knowledgeable. No more knowledge is needed; you need unlearning.



Knowledgeable people are very cunning people -- they can always go on finding excuses to

remain the same.

A professor of philosophy and psychology was addicted to moonshine whiskey. One

night, after guzzling a large amount, he went into his cabin, undressed for bed, and tried to

blow out the candle. His alcoholic breath burst into flame.

Sadly shaken by the experience, he called out to his wife, "Bring me the Bible, Martha.

This here has been a terrible lesson to me. I am going to swear off."

The happy housewife brought the Bible in a hurry, stood by while her man put his hand

on it and looked heavenward: "I swear by all that is holy," intoned he, "that I will never again

blow on a lighted candle."

Mind is cunning. You have to go beyond mind -- that's what meditation is all about.

The last question:

BELOVED MASTER,

YOU SEEM TO BE THE FIRST ENLIGHTENED MASTER WHO TELLS JOKES --

WHY IS IT SO?

Garima, I will tell you a story. The following story in the Talmud was particularly

cherished by the great Hassid master, Baal Shem.

Rabbi Baruch used to visit the marketplace where the Prophet Elijah often appeared to

him. It was believed that he appeared to some saintly men to offer them spiritual guidance.

Once Baruch asked the prophet, "Is there anyone here who has a share in the world to

come?"

He replied, "No."

While they were conversing, two men passed by and Elijah remarked, "These two men

have a share in the world to come."

Rabbi Baruch then approached and asked them, "What is your occupation?"

They replied, "We are jesters. When we see men depressed we cheer them up."

God loves laughter, God loves cheerful people. God is not interested in seeing you with

long faces.

When Baal Shem was dying, somebody asked, "Are you prepared to meet the Lord?"

He said, "I have always been ready. It is not a question of becoming ready now -- I have

always been ready. Any moment he could have called me!"

The man asked, "What is your readiness?"

Baal Shem said, "I know a few beautiful jokes -- I will tell him those jokes. And I know

he will enjoy them and he will laugh with me. And what else can I offer to him? The whole

world is his, the whole universe is his, I am his, so what can I offer to him? Just a few jokes!"

Baal Shem is one of the great buddhas who has come out of the Jewish tradition, one of

the most loved by his disciples. He was the founder of Hassidism.

And remember, I am not the first to tell you jokes. There have been many.... But people

are so sad that they forget about people who have been sources of laughter and joy -- they

remember only sad people. People are sad; hence they find a certain affinity with sad people.

You remember only sad buddhas -- even if they were not sad, you make them sad. In your



mind you fabricate stories, you manufacture ideas, and you make them look sad.

Now, a Jaina will be very much offended if I say that Mahavira laughed. Laughter seems

to be so mundane, so worldly. How can Mahavira laugh? If I say Buddha laughed, Buddhists,

particularly the Hinayana Buddhists, will be angry. I have been in tremendous love with

Buddha; I think there is no other man on the earth today who has loved Buddha as much as I.

But just the other day I was reading in the newspapers: the president of the Buddhist Society

of India is going to raise questions against me in the parliament in the coming session. I can

understand, these people must be feeling very much offended because I am giving Buddha a

new color -- HIS color, Buddha's color. I am trying to bring his reality to you. And these

people have distorted his image totally; they have made him look so sad, they won't allow

him to laugh. If he laughs, they will raise questions against him in the parliament.

I am offending people because I am trying to live religion not according to their ideas. I

tell you, privately of course, that Jesus used to joke -- but don't tell it to Christians, they will

not understand. They can understand only the Jesus who was crucified. In fact, they are

worshipping death, not Jesus; they are worshipping the cross, not Christ. Hence I call

Christianity, Crossianity -- it has nothing to do with Christ. I know the man, I personally

know the man!

He used to love all the good things of life. How can he avoid joking? He loved to gossip,

and they say he was only delivering gospels! He was a very very earth-rooted man. He

moved with gamblers, with drunkards, with prostitutes too. He was not afraid of all these

fools -- that's why he had to suffer.

That's why I am to suffer....

Enough for today.
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FOR A WHILE THE FOOL'S MISCHIEF
TASTES SWEET, SWEET AS HONEY.
BUT IN THE END IT TURNS BITTER.
AND HOW BITTERLY HE SUFFERS!

FOR MONTHS THE FOOL MAY FAST,
EATING FROM THE TIP OF A GRASS BLADE.
STILL HE IS NOT WORTH A PENNY



BESIDE THE MASTER WHOSE FOOD IS THE WAY.

FRESH MILK TAKES TIME TO SOUR.
SO A FOOL'S MISCHIEF
TAKES TIME TO CATCH UP WITH HIM.
LIKE THE EMBERS OF A FIRE
IT SMOULDERS WITHIN HIM.

WHATEVER A FOOL LEARNS,
IT ONLY MAKES HIM DULLER.
KNOWLEDGE CLEAVES HIS HEAD.

FOR THEN HE WANTS RECOGNITION.
A PLACE BEFORE OTHER PEOPLE.
A PLACE OVER OTHER PEOPLE.

"LET THEM KNOW MY WORK,
LET EVERYONE LOOK TO ME FOR DIRECTION."
SUCH ARE HIS DESIRES,
SUCH IS HIS SWELLING PRIDE.

ONE WAY LEADS TO WEALTH AND FAME,
THE OTHER TO THE END OF THE WAY.

LOOK NOT FOR RECOGNITION
BUT FOLLOW THE AWAKENED
AND SET YOURSELF FREE.

The last words of Gautama the Buddha on the earth were: Be a light unto yourself. Do not

follow others, do not imitate, because imitation, following, creates stupidity. You are born

with a tremendous possibility of intelligence. You are born with a light within you. Listen to

the still, small voice within, and that will guide you. Nobody else can guide you, nobody else

can become a model for your life, because you are unique. Nobody has there been ever who

was exactly like you, and nobody is ever going to be there again who will be exactly like you.

This is your glory, your grandeur -- that you are utterly irreplaceable, that you are just

yourself and nobody else.

The person who follows others becomes false, he becomes pseudo, he becomes

mechanical. He can be a great saint in the eyes of others, but deep down, he is simply

unintelligent and nothing else. He may have a very respectable character but that is only the

surface, it is not even skin-deep. Scratch him a little and you will be surprised that inside he

is a totally different person, just the opposite of his outside.

By following others you can cultivate a beautiful character, but you cannot have a

beautiful consciousness, and unless you have a beautiful consciousness you can never be free.

You can go on changing your prisons, you can go on changing your bondages, your slaveries.

You can be a Hindu or a Mohammedan or a Christian or a Jaina -- that is not going to help

you. To be a Jaina means to follow Mahavira as the model. Now, there is nobody who is like

Mahavira or ever can be. Following Mahavira you will become a false entity. You will lose

all reality, you will lose all sincerity, you will be untrue to yourself. You will become

artificial, unnatural, and to be artificial, to be unnatural, is the way of the mediocre, the



stupid, the fool.

Buddha defines wisdom as living in the light of your own consciousness, and foolishness

as following others, imitating others, becoming a shadow to somebody else.

The real master creates masters, not followers. The real master throws you back to

yourself. His whole effort is to make you independent of him, because you have been

dependent for centuries, and it has not led you anywhere. You still continue to stumble in the

dark night of the soul.

Only your inner light can become the sunrise. The false master persuades you to follow

him, to imitate him, to be just a carbon copy of him. The real master will not allow you to be

a carbon copy, he wants you to be the original. He loves you! How can he make you

imitative? He has compassion for you, he would like you to be utterly free -- free from all

outer dependencies.

But the ordinary human being does not want to be free. He wants to be dependent. He

wants somebody else to guide him. Why? -- because then he can throw the whole

responsibility on the shoulders of somebody else. And the more responsibility you throw

away onto somebody else's shoulders, the less is the possibility of your ever becoming

intelligent. It is responsibility, the challenge of responsibility, that creates wisdom.

One has to accept life with all its problems. One has to go through life unprotected; one

has to seek and search one's way. Life is an opportunity, a challenge, to find yourself. But the

fool does not want to go the hard way, the fool chooses the shortcut. He says to himself,

"Buddha has attained -- why should I bother? I will just watch his behavior and imitate. Jesus

has attained, so why should I search and seek? I can simply become a shadow to Jesus. I can

simply go on following him wherever he goes."

But following somebody else, how are you going to become intelligent? You will not

give any chance for your intelligence to explode. It needs a challenging life, an adventurous

life, a life that knows how to risk and how to go into the unknown, for intelligence to arise.

And only intelligence can save you -- nobody else -- your own intelligence, mind you, your

own awareness, can become your nirvana.

Be a light unto yourself and you will be wise; let others become your leaders, your

guides, and you will remain stupid, and you will go on missing all the treasures of life --

which were yours! And how can you decide that the other's character is a right character for

you to follow?

A Buddha lives in his own way, a Mahavira in his, a Jesus still different. A Mohammed

IS Mohammed, he is not Mahavira. Whom are you going to follow? Just by the accidents of

birth you are going to decide your life, your destiny? Then you will remain accidental. And

the fool IS accidental. The wise man never lives by accidents. He does not become a Hindu

because he is born in a Hindu family; he does not become a Christian because his parents are

Christian; he does not become a communist because he is born in Russia. He seeks, he

inquires.

Life is a tremendously beautiful pilgrimage, but only for those who are ready to seek and

search.

Jesus says: Seek and ye shall find; ask and it shall be given to you; knock and the doors

shall be opened unto you.

He is not saying: Follow, imitate. He is not saying: Be a Christian and the doors shall be

opened unto you. He is not saying: I have knocked on the doors and opened them for you. He

is saying: Knock and the doors shall be opened unto you. And everybody has to knock,

because everybody has to enter by different doors. People are so unique, people are



individuals.

This is your glory. Don't deny it; otherwise you will remain a fool. That does not mean

don't learn from the buddhas, the awakened ones -- learn! Imbibe the spirit! Drink out of their

springs, fresh springs of joy. Be in their company, become attuned to their inner music, listen

to their harmony, and be filled with great joy that a man like you, just like you, has achieved,

so you can also achieve. Become thrilled that a man just like you, made of blood and bones,

has become enlightened, so you can also become enlightened.

A buddha has not to be followed but understood. A buddha has not to be imitated but

listened to -- listened to in tremendous silence, love, trust. And the more you understand a

buddha, the more you will feel he is speaking not from the outside but from within, from the

very core of your being. He is a mirror who reflects your original face -- but he is only a

mirror. All great masters are mirrors, they reflect your original face. But don't cling to the

mirror. The mirror is not your face!

These sutras of Buddha are of immense value. Go into them meditatively. And when I say

go into them meditatively, I mean don't be in an argumentative mood -- that is not the way to

listen. Be in a receptive mood, be feminine. Don't be on guard, don't be defensive. Don't hide

behind armors. Don't bring your mind in to interpret what is being said. Put the mind aside

and let the heart dance with these sutras. That's what I mean when I say listen meditatively.

Let the heart rejoice. And in that rejoicing is a totally different kind of understanding -- not of

the intellect but of intelligence.

You will not become knowledgeable if you listen from the heart; you will become more

and more wise. If you listen from the head, in the first place your listening will be distorted

because all your prejudices will become mingled with it, and all your a priori conclusions

will be a distraction, and your mind will give its color to what is told to you. In the first place

you won't listen to what is being said; your mind will make much noise and you will listen to

your own noise. In the second place, whatsoever you gather will become knowledge, not

wisdom. Knowledge is superficial, it does not go deep, it cannot go deep. Knowledge is a

way to hide your ignorance, it does not destroy it. Wisdom is a light, it dispels darkness.

But wisdom is ALWAYS of the heart, remember, it is never of the head. When you come

to a buddha, forget all about your head. It is a totally different approach to your being --

through the heart. Listen through the heartbeats, become attuned -- as if you are listening to

great music. It IS great music; in fact, what greater music can there be?

These sutras are the greatest poetry, the poetry of the ultimate being. These sutras are the

lotus flowers, born in the lake of a consciousness of one who is awakened. Listen attentively,

meditatively, lovingly, in deep trust, and you will be immensely benefited, blessed.

The first sutra:

FOR A WHILE THE FOOL'S MISCHIEF
TASTES SWEET, SWEET AS HONEY.
BUT IN THE END IT TURNS BITTER.
AND HOW BITTERLY HE SUFFERS!

There is a famous Buddhist parable. Buddha loved to tell it again and again:

A man is being chased by his enemies. They are coming closer and closer; he can hear the

sound of the hooves of the horses coming closer and closer every moment. It is death! And

there seems to be no way to escape, because he has come to a cul-de-sac, the road ends. He is

facing a great abyss. If he jumps he is bound to die. He cannot turn back because the enemy



is going to kill him. He was hoping that there may be one chance if he jumps -- he may

become crippled, but maybe, by a miracle, he may survive -- but that too seems to be

impossible because he sees deep in the abyss two lions looking up at him, ready to devour

him.

Finding no other way -- cannot go back, cannot go ahead -- he hangs from the roots of a

tree, just in the middle. It is a cold morning, his hands are becoming frozen. He knows within

minutes he will not be able to hold the roots at all; his hands are slipping, he is losing his

grip. He knows death is becoming more certain every moment.

And then he sees that two mice, one black, one white, are eating the root, cutting the root.

Those two mice represent day and night -- they represent time, which is cutting everybody's

life root. Day and night, death is coming closer. So now it becomes even more absolutely

certain that it is only a question of moments and he will be gone. The root is becoming

weaker every moment, thinner every moment. The mice are at work; his hands are getting

frozen and he can hear the lions roaring deep in the valley and he can hear the enemy

approaching closer and closer. You can understand that man's plight.

And then suddenly he sees that just on the top of the tree there is a bees' nest, and a drop

of honey is just slipping out of the nest. He forgets all about the enemies, all about the roaring

lions, the white and black mice, his hands getting frozen -- in a moment, he completely

forgets everything. His whole mind becomes focused on that drop of honey. He opens his

mouth, the honey drops on his tongue...and it is so sweet.

This the situation of the fool. This is the situation of every man on the earth. How sweet it

tastes! But how long can this taste remain? Soon death will be arriving from all directions.

But that's how we go on living -- living for momentary pleasures, indulgence, food, sex,

money, power, prestige...just drops of honey. How sweet it tastes, and in that moment we

completely forget what is going to happen. The moment takes possession of us and we

become oblivious of the reality of life: that it is rooted in death, that it is going to disappear.

Buddha says: FOR A WHILE THE FOOL'S MISCHIEF TASTES SWEET, SWEET AS

HONEY. BUT IN THE END IT TURNS BITTER. AND HOW BITTERLY HE SUFFERS!

Watch yourself. What are you doing here on the earth? What have you done up to now?

What does your life consist of? Have you done anything really real, or have you just been

living in dreams? Have you approached in any way the eternal? Or are you too much

occupied with the momentary? Have you made any plans, any projects, for the ultimate truth?

Or are you just remaining drunk with the mundane, with the ordinary, going into the same rut

every day, moving in the same rut every day? The morning comes and you rush to the

marketplace, and the evening comes and you are tired and you come home...and the same

circle goes on moving, the same wheel. And this has been going on and on for so many lives.

When are you going to become bored with it? When are you going to become a little more

alert about what you are doing to your life? This is a sheer wastage.

But Buddha says: Certainly, there is some sweetness, momentary, and one suffers for that

sweetness. It turns, inevitably, into bitterness. Watch your life. You can earn much money,

and while you are earning it tastes sweet. But you are not aware that you are losing your life

in earning rubbish, that life is slipping out of your hands, that it is a very costly affair that you

are pursuing, utterly foolish, stupid.

The life cannot be bought back; not even a single moment, with all your wealth, can you

purchase back. It cannot be claimed back. Such precious time being wasted! You are piling

up wealth which will be taken away by death, and you will go empty-handed...as



empty-handed as you had come to the earth. Then you will feel the bitterness of it, that you

wasted your whole life for something which is not going to be with you. You wasted your

whole life in power, politics; you wasted your whole life in becoming respectable, and now

death has come and all will be taken away. And you have not tasted a single moment of your

eternal reality -- you have not tasted anything deathless.

This is what Buddha calls the fool's approach towards life. Everything turns bitter: your

love, your friendship, your family, your business, your politics...everything, finally, proves to

be poisonous, turns into bitterness. One who is wise will become aware while there is still

time and something can be done.

FOR MONTHS THE FOOL MAY FAST,
EATING FROM THE TIP OF A GRASS BLADE.
STILL HE IS NOT WORTH A PENNY
BESIDE THE MASTER WHOSE FOOD IS THE WAY.

Buddha is not saying become an ascetic. Buddha is not saying renounce the world,

renounce food, starve yourself, fast, torture your body -- he is not saying that. He cannot say

it. He has learned a lesson, a great lesson by doing all these things himself.

When he left his palace he followed the traditional path for six years, torturing himself,

fasting, destroying his body. He came to a point when he was almost on the verge of death --

he had tortured himself too much. In that moment he became aware, "What am I doing? First

I was indulging, my whole day and night was devoted to indulgence: women, wine, good

food, clothes, palaces, golden chariots, hunting.... That was my life, the life of a prince. I was

doing something which proved futile."

He was only twenty-nine when he left his palace -- must have been a man of great

intelligence. There are people who are seventy or seventy-nine and they have not yet become

aware of the foolishness of their lives. He was only twenty-nine. Must have been a man of

rare insight. Must have been watching, looking at what he was doing, meditating over things.

Suddenly he became aware, "This whole thing is rubbish -- all these women, all this wine,

hunting, all this indulgence is not going to give me anything eternal."

The East has always been in search of the eternal. The definition of truth in the East is:

that which is eternal. And the definition of untruth? -- that which is momentary. When the

Eastern mystics say that something is illusory, they mean it is momentary. They don't mean

that it is not, they know it is, but it is only for the moment, like a soap bubble. It is! And

sometimes a soap bubble can look really beautiful. If sunrays pass through it, it can be

surrounded by a rainbow, all the colors. A soap bubble is, but its isness is so momentary, so

deceptive, that it is better to say that it is not; hence the Eastern mystics say the world is

MAYA -- illusory. NOT that it is not, but it is so momentary that it is almost pointless

whether it is or it is not. It is better to call it illusory, because that will make you alert,

wakeful.

Those twenty-nine years were enough to make him aware that he was playing with soap

bubbles. He escaped, he renounced the kingdom. But as it almost always happens, mind

moves to the opposite. Mind is like the pendulum of an old clock: goes from right to left,

from left to right -- to the opposite. It never stays in the middle. And in the middle is the

secret. If the pendulum stops in the middle, the clock stops, time stops, the world stops. But

the pendulum goes from the left to the right, from the right to the left, and it keeps the clock

running, it keeps the clock moving -- it keeps TIME alive. And time is the world.

To go beyond time is to know something deathless; hence, in India, for time and death we



use the same word, KAL -- the same word for time and the same word for death. It is not

coincidental, it has a significance. Time is death, because in time everything is momentary,

everything is going to die. One moment it is, another moment it is gone, and gone forever.

The moment you go beyond time, you go beyond death.

But just as the mind functions -- it moves to the opposite -- Buddha's mind also moved to

the opposite. He escaped from the palace. Up to now he had cared about his body; now he

started torturing the body. Up to now he was too obsessed with good food; now he started

fasting, long fasts. He became a famous ascetic. People started respecting him, people started

following him. He was a beautiful man, one of the most beautiful who has ever walked on the

earth, but these six years of self-torture and masochism destroyed his body. He became dark,

he became thin, he became ugly.

But one day the great insight arose in him, "What am I doing? First I was obsessed with

food, now I am obsessed with fasting -- basically I am still obsessed with food. First it was a

positive obsession, now it is a negative obsession. But I have not changed a little bit. First I

was obsessed with women, now I am obsessed with BRAHMACHARYA -- celibacy.

Basically I have not changed -- I am still obsessed with sex. First I was running towards sex,

now I am running away from sex, but sex remains the center of my being."

The revelation was great. That very revelation created the context in which he became

enlightened. The evening he understood this, something tremendously important happened to

him. He laughed at the whole ridiculousness of his mind. He laughed at the tricky mind --

that he was thinking that he was going against mind, but he was not going against mind --

mind had played a trick. Mind had befooled him, mind had cheated him. Mind had come

from the back door. First it was coming from the front door, now it was coming from the

back door, and it is more dangerous when it comes from the back door. By the front door at

least you are aware of what you are doing. When it comes from the back door, indirectly, in a

subtle way, hiding, it comes hidden behind a facade.

Mind is so cunning that it can hide in the garments of its very opposite. From indulgence

it can become asceticism, from being a materialist it can become a spiritualist, from being

worldly it can become otherworldly. But mind IS mind -- whether you are for the world or

against the world you remain encaged in the mind. For or against, both are parts of the mind.

When mind disappears, mind disappears in a choiceless awareness, when you stop

choosing, when you are neither for nor against -- that is stopping in the middle. One choice

leads to the left, one extreme; another choice leads to the right, the other extreme. If you don't

choose, you are exactly in the middle. That is relaxation, that is rest. That is TRUE

renunciation. It is not opposed to the world, it is not opposed to the body, it has nothing to do

with the body. It is sheer awakening of consciousness. You become choiceless, unobsessed,

and in that state of unobsessed, choiceless consciousness, intelligence arises which has been

lying deep, dormant in your being. You become a light unto yourself. You are no longer a

fool.

From indulgence you can move to repression; that is not going to help. That's where all

the religions have got hooked.

The head nun is held up one evening while coming back from the bank where she has

deposited the charity collection of the week. "You are wasting your time, young man," she

tells the robber. "I have no money. I put it all in the night deposit at the bank."

"We will see about that," he says grimly, and begins rumpling up under her black gown to

search for the money.



"Oh! What are you doing?" she cries. "Oh! Oh!! Oh Jesus, Mary! Don't stop now -- I will

write you a cheque!"

Repression is not the way, cannot be the way. All that you have repressed is waiting for

its opportunity. It has simply gone into the unconscious -- it can come back any moment. Any

provocation and it will surface. You are not free of it. Repression is not the way to freedom.

Repression is a far worse kind of bondage than indulgence, because through indulgence one

becomes tired sooner or later, but through repression one never becomes tired.

See the point: indulgence is bound to tire you and bore you. Sooner or later you will start

thinking how to get rid of it all. But repression will keep things alive. Because you have not

lived, how can you be bored? You have not lived; how can you be fed up? Because you have

not lived, the charm continues, the hypnosis continues; deep down, it waits.

And the people who indulge are in a way normal compared to the people who repress; the

repressing person becomes pathological. The indulgent is at least natural -- that's how nature

has made you -- but to repress is to become unnatural. It is easy to go from lower nature to

higher nature. It is very difficult to go from being unnatural to higher nature. Buddha calls the

ultimate truth, "ultimate nature" -- AES DHAMMO SANANTANO. This is the ultimate

nature, the ultimate law, he declares. What is the ultimate law? The eternal, the undying, the

pure consciousness.

It is easy to reach this eternal law from nature, because nature is lower but still it is

nature. And from the lower to the higher you can step; the lower can become a

stepping-stone. But the moment you become unnatural it becomes very difficult. From being

unnatural, there is no way to supreme nature.

Hence, my suggestion is: if you are going to choose, choose indulgence rather than

repression. The best thing is NOT to choose, to remain choiceless, to be just a witness, to see

your instincts, desires, and not get identified with them, for or against. The best thing is just

to be a witness because in witnessing, in the fire of witnessing, all desires are burned -- not

only desires, but the very seeds of desires are burned. One becomes NIRBEEJ -- seedless.

But don't choose the negative. Once you become repressive, you become pathological,

you are ill. In fact, only pathological people become interested in repressive systems of

thought.

All the nuns but one in a Belgian nunnery are found to be pregnant just after the war. The

cardinal makes a personal inquiry and learns that the nuns have all been raped by German

soldiers.

"But why didn't they rape you?" he asks of the one thin, little, ugly and repulsive looking nun

who is not pregnant.

"Who, me?" she says. "I resisted!"

The pathological can also find rationalizations. You know the old Aesop's fable?

The fox says, "The grapes are sour," because the fox could not get to the grapes -- they

were too high. She looked around, she tried hard to reach, but the grapes were too high,

beyond her reach. She looked around, there was nobody. She walked away, but a hare was

watching, hidden behind a bush. And the hare said, "Auntie, what happened? Couldn't you

get to the grapes?"

The fox said, "No, it is not a question of getting to the grapes -- they are not yet ripe, they

are very sour."



The people who cannot get to the grapes can rationalize that they are sour. These

rationalizations may deceive others, but how can they deceive you? The fox knows perfectly

well that she had not been able to reach. Now, it is a rationalization, and mind is very clever

in rationalizing.

Jake came home in the middle of the afternoon. He was met at the door by his wife and

his son. His son exclaimed, "Dad, there is a bogeyman in the closet!"

Jake rushed to the closet and flung the door open. There, huddled among the coats was

his partner, Sam. "Sam," shrieked Jake, "why in hell do you come here in the afternoon and

scare my kid?"

Mind is very cunning and clever in rationalizing things, in finding ways and means. The

mind can suggest repression to you very easily, because if you repress you will be far more in

the power of the mind than you ever were when you were in the life of indulgence. And the

mind will have a far stronger grip on you.

Buddha learned it through his own experience -- six years of great torture. With Buddha

the world entered into a new phase of religiousness. Before Buddha nobody had said this:

that repressiveness, austerities, fasting, torturing your body, is not going to help. With

Buddha, humanity entered into a new phase, a higher phase.

Buddha is a very very significant milestone in the evolution of human consciousness, but

he has not been understood rightly, because again the interpreters were those old scholars,

pundits, priests. They again interpreted Buddha in such a way...they started interpreting

Buddha almost completely against his own experience. They started talking much about those

six years; Buddhist scriptures are full of the description of those six years. And if you read

Buddhist scriptures you will find that it seems as if it is because of those six years of

austerities that he attained enlightenment. It is not so. It is not by those six years of austerities

that he attained enlightenment; he attained enlightenment the day he dropped all those

austerities. It was by DROPPING them that he attained enlightenment, not by or through

them.

But if you read the scriptures, particularly those written in India, you will be given a

totally false impression. They make it appear as if Buddha has not contributed anything new

to human consciousness, as if he is just the old type of ascetic -- maybe far more intelligent in

expressing, far more convincing, logical, far more deep-going in his insight, but nothing new.

It is the same old religion which he has brought in new words, with new logic; the same old

wine in a new bottle, that's all. That's what Indians have made Buddha look like. That is a

falsification. Buddha does not represent the old. He is a stepping beyond the old. He is a new

phase. And just as he took a new step, again another step is needed. Twenty-five centuries

have passed.

My new commune is going to be that new step -- a further step in human evolution, in

human consciousness.

Although Buddha dropped asceticism, he did not talk much against it; he could not,

because he had to communicate with people who were full of the ancient lore and the ancient

ideology. He had to talk to people who would have been absolutely incapable of

understanding if he had talked like me. Even I am not comprehensible to people. Twenty-five

centuries have passed and people are still stuck. It is very rare to find a contemporary. People

are in the twentieth century, but only physically; spiritually they are thousands of years back.



Buddha could not even make an effort. He did say to his closest disciples, "It is not through

asceticism that I have attained. I have attained by dropping asceticism -- that was all

foolishness." These sutras were given to his closest disciples.

He says: FOR MONTHS THE FOOL MAY FAST, EATING FROM THE TIP OF A

GRASS BLADE. STILL HE IS NOT WORTH A PENNY BESIDE THE MASTER

WHOSE FOOD IS THE WAY.

If you really want a transformation, then make dhamma your food -- let the very way to

God be your food. Nourish yourself on it! Jesus says it in another way: Eat me! He says to his

disciples: Drink me! Absorb me, digest me!

Buddha says: ...WHOSE FOOD IS THE WAY. The way means dhamma, religion, the

ultimate law, that keeps the whole world in harmony. One who starts eating out of this

harmony, that one attains -- not by fasting. It is not by fasting from the gross food, but by

eating the subtle food that one attains.

Yes, there is a subtle food available. When you look at a roseflower, just watch. Let the

beauty of the rose be absorbed in you, and you will feel nourished. You have not eaten the

rose but something subtle that surrounds the rose, the aura of the rose, the dance of the rose in

the wind, the fragrance which is invisible. Have you not felt it? Seeing a beautiful flower,

suddenly you feel saturated, contented. Looking at the sky full of stars, have you not felt

nourished? Watching the sunrise or the sunset, or just listening to the faraway call of a

cuckoo, a distant song, have you not felt yourself becoming full of something unknown...?

Your body needs food, your soul also needs food. The bodily food is gross, obviously; the

body is part of the gross world. The spiritual food is invisible -- in music, in poetry, in

beauty, in dance, in song, in prayer, in meditation...and you go deeper and deeper towards the

spiritual nourishment.

Buddha says: It is not by dropping the gross food, by fasting, that one attains, but by

eating the way. A strange expression -- by eating the dhamma. What is dhamma? Just the

other day somebody asked, "Beloved Master, I love it when you say: AES DHAMMO

SANANTANO, but what exactly does it mean?" It means the harmony of existence, it means

the melody of existence, it means the ultimate dance that is going on and on. It means the

celebration that is everywhere. The trees are celebrating and the birds and the animals and the

rivers and the mountains...this whole existence is made of the stuff called bliss.

That's what Buddha means when he says: AES DHAMMO SANANTANO -- this is the

ultimate law, inexhaustible. You can go on eating out of it, but you cannot exhaust it. And the

more you eat, the more soul you will have. The more you eat it, the more divine you become.

Buddha is saying: I am not teaching fasting -- I am teaching you a new way of indulgence, a

higher kind of indulgence. He is not saying it exactly in that way, but I am saying it. I am

teaching you a higher way of love, a higher way of rejoicing, a higher way of dance, a higher

way of absorbing God's energy into yourself -- becoming more and more receptive and

feminine so you can be pregnant with God.

He calls the man a fool who goes on fasting. But those fools are worshipped in India, and

not only in India -- almost all over the world. In fact, the majority of the crowd consists of

fools; hence, whenever a fool starts following the rotten, trodden path, the traditional path of

the crowds, the crowds are very much thrilled. Their egos are very much satisfied. This man

proves that they have been right, their parents have been right, their heritage is proved right:

"Look, this man is fasting!" And spiritual people have always been fasting -- that is their

idea.

Yes, sometimes it has happened that a spiritual person HAS fasted, but the reason is



totally different from what you think. Mahavira fasted, and fasted for twelve years, and for

long long periods. It is said that in those twelve years he took food for only three hundred and

sixty-five days -- that means only one year. One month he would fast and he would take food

for one day; in twelve years, one year means that mostly after twelve days he ate on one day

-- average. That was his way of fasting.

But Mahavira never became tired and Buddha became tired after six years. What was the

matter? And he attained as much as Buddha attained. Buddha attained by dropping his fasting

and austerity; Mahavira never dropped it. Now, both cannot be right -- and I say to you both

are right. But the reasons are so different, almost inconceivable.

Mahavira's fast has a totally different quality. He is not an ascetic, he is not fasting -- in

fact, he is eating so much of God that he does not feel the need to eat. His soul is so

overflowing with subtle energies that his body feels satisfied. He does not feel the need to

eat. In fact, to say that he fasts is not right. If I am allowed then I will say: he cannot eat. And

you have also sometimes observed it.

When I used to come to Poona, I used to stay with Sohan, and she was very much

puzzled. One day she asked me, "What is the matter? Once or twice a year you come to

Poona. I wait the whole year long -- you will be coming, you will be coming -- and then for

three or four days you come. For these three or four days I cannot eat at all. What is the

reason why I can't eat? I am not fasting," she told me. "I want to eat, but I simply can't eat. I

feel so full."

I told her, "Whenever you are tremendously happy, you will not be able to eat. Your

blissfulness is so overflowing it leaves no appetite, it leaves no emptiness in you. Not only is

your soul overflowing, your body starts being affected by the soul. Your body is a shadow to

your soul."

You will be surprised: miserable people eat more, happy people less. A miserable person

feels so empty that he wants to fill himself, stuff himself with something or other. The

miserable person goes on eating, he goes on stuffing this and that inside. He feels so utterly

empty and lost that he does not know what to do. It seems easy to go to the fridge and eat

something more; maybe that will give you a feeling of fullness. And certainly it does give, on

the very gross level, a feeling of fullness.

Now, America suffers most from overeating, and the reason is simple: America is now

suffering from great inner emptiness. The reason is spiritual, hence no dieting can help. And

how long can you diet? You can diet for a few days with great willpower; you have to force

yourself. Then after a few days you become tired of making the effort and then you jump

upon the food with a vengeance; and you will gain more weight than you had lost by dieting.

In America this is a problem. In all rich countries this is going to be a problem, because

you have food and you have emptiness both available. Only food is left to fill yourself with,

sex is left to fill yourself with. Go on purchasing new gadgets, new things; if you cannot have

anything else you can at least go on accumulating furniture. You can fill the house if you

cannot fill your being. Just a vicarious way of feeling full. Just the opposite happens when

you are really happy, joyous, when you are flying, when you are feeling weightless.

I told Sohan, "This is perfectly logical. This is real fasting!"

In Sanskrit, the word for 'fast' has a beauty of its own. The English word does not have

that quality. The English word 'fast' simply means starving through willpower. The Sanskrit

word is UPAWAS -- it means 'being close to God'. Literally it means being close to God; it

has nothing to do with fasting. It means being so close to God, so full of God, that you forget

all about your body, that you forget all about your body nourishment. You are so nourished



by the subtle food, the subtle energy, that goes on showering on you.

Mahavira was not fasting in the same way that Buddha was; Mahavira was eating God,

and Buddha was simply fasting. Mahavira's fast was upawas -- being close to God. His fast

was what it means in Sanskrit; Buddha's fast was what it means in English -- just starving.

Hence Mahavira attained without dropping his fast. It was not fasting in the first place --

there was no need to drop it. Buddha had to drop it, it was just the opposite of indulgence. He

was simply starving himself with the motive that by starvation one can attain.

How can you attain God by starving the body? What logic is this? What scientific

reasoning is there in it? Do you think God is someone like Adolf Hitler who enjoys your

tortures? who enjoys seeing his children hungry and dreaming of food? who enjoys seeing

people becoming ugly, ill? God is compassion, God is love. He would like you to be full of

him. And when you are full of him you may not feel the need to eat. Mahavira was not

fasting, he was simply not feeling like eating, that's all. And that's a great difference.

Buddha says: FOR MONTHS THE FOOL MAY FAST, EATING FROM THE TIP OF

A GRASS BLADE. STILL HE IS NOT WORTH A PENNY BESIDE THE MASTER

WHOSE FOOD IS THE WAY.

One day he discovered that there is another kind of food: one can eat out of the harmony

of existence, one can become part of the harmony, one can become part of the celebration,

the festivity that goes on and on, with no beginning and no end. Then you are full and

fulfilled.

FRESH MILK TAKES TIME TO SOUR.
SO A FOOL'S MISCHIEF
TAKES TIME TO CATCH UP WITH HIM.
LIKE THE EMBERS OF A FIRE
IT SMOULDERS WITHIN HIM.

If you do something, it takes time for its result to come. And you may not even be able to

connect the two, the cause and the effect.

Do you know that in Africa, still there are primitive tribes which have no conception that

the birth of a child has anything to do with intercourse -- because the gap is so big, nine

months. And not only is the gap so big...and they have no way of calculating time, so for

them nine months is really a long time; they cannot keep track of time. They have no

calendar, no watches, no idea of time at all. They live in a really primitive world where time

has not been invented yet, so how can they conceive that the intercourse between a man and a

woman can be the cause of the birth of a child?

And then there are other reasons: it doesn't always happen. You may make love to a

woman and there may come no child, so it is not an inevitable thing. Then how is the child

born? The child is born not by intercourse, not by sexual relationship, it has no biology

behind it -- it comes as a gift from God, whomsoever he chooses. If you follow the tribe's

religion, you will be blessed with children; otherwise there is no possibility.

When Christian missionaries for the first time discovered this tribe, they could not believe

that these people for centuries have lived, given birth to children, and have no idea at all of

cause and effect. And that's how we all are, in so many ways -- primitive.

Today suddenly you start feeling sad for no reason at all; you cannot find any reason in

close proximity -- nothing has happened. In the night when you had gone to bed, everything

was good; you were flowing, glowing, and in the morning you are suddenly sad. Nobody has

insulted you, nothing has happened, no bad news has arrived...why? From where has this



sadness come? You must have done something; maybe there is a time gap, maybe three

months' gap or three years. And those who have gone deep into this phenomenon, they say

maybe even in the past life...sometimes a few seeds take very long to sprout.

And because of this, the fool goes on living in the same way, in the same foolish way,

because he cannot see that his life's suffering is caused by his own choices. Those choices

may have been made long before. You may have thrown the seeds a year before, and then

you have completely forgotten about those seeds. Rains come, the seeds start sprouting, and

you are surprised -- from where? From where are these plants coming up? And, of course, the

seeds that we go on sowing in our souls are very very invisible. You may have been angry,

violent, jealous, and it has remained inside you.

Buddha says: LIKE THE EMBERS OF A FIRE IT SMOULDERS WITHIN HIM. It goes

on inside you, getting ready, waiting for the spring to come, and then it explodes suddenly.

Man is responsible for whatsoever happens to him. The wise man becomes aware of it and

stops sowing seeds of misery and starts sowing seeds of joy. Sooner or later you will be ready

to reap the harvest.

That's what heaven is: a wise man sowing seeds of bliss, love, compassion. And one day

the garden is ready. Do you know? -- the word 'paradise' comes from Persian, has a beautiful

meaning. In Persian it is FIRDAUS; from 'firdaus' it has become 'paradise' in English.

'Firdaus' means a walled garden of truth. If you go on sowing seeds of joy, beauty, dance,

song, meditation, prayer, soon you will create a walled garden of truth -- that is paradise.

Otherwise, you are bound to create hell. Live unconsciously, live mechanically, live

foolishly, and hell is going to be the outcome of it.

WHATEVER A FOOL LEARNS,
IT ONLY MAKES HIM DULLER.
KNOWLEDGE CLEAVES HIS HEAD.

The fool is not very much interested in becoming intelligent, because intelligence is

dangerous. Intelligence is rebellious, hence it is dangerous. Intelligence brings individuality

to you, and the moment you become an integrated individual the crowds start turning against

you; they cannot tolerate an individual. They cannot forgive a Jesus or a Buddha. They are

very happy with the fools, because the fools are just like them -- in fact, a little more

magnified, a little more decorated, a little more sophisticated. They are very happy with the

fools. They are happy with politicians, they are happy with professors, they are happy with

pundits but they are not happy with a Jesus or a Socrates or a Buddha. Why? -- because the

presence of a buddha makes them look stupid. The very presence of a buddha and they start

feeling silly. How can they forgive him?

And they don't want to be intelligent themselves, because it is a long journey and there is

no shortcut to it. It is hard, arduous. To become intelligent means to sharpen your

consciousness continuously; to become intelligent means to be full of love. Love is the center

of intelligence, logic the center of intellectuality.

The fool becomes intellectual; then he can brag that he knows. He is interested in

knowledge. He will read the Bible and the Vedas and the Koran, he will cram information.

He turns his mind into a computer, he becomes a walking ENCYCLOPAEDIA

BRITANNICA. That is easy, that is simple, that can be done by a machine; it does not need

any intelligence. And your schools, colleges and universities only make people computers.

We have yet to create universities where intelligence is sharpened. Our universities only



dull the intelligence because they prepare slaves for the society. The universities are in the

service of the vested interests; they are agents of the established status quo. They don't serve

the future of humanity, they serve the past, they serve the dead. They are not interested in

creating people who are intelligent, creative, alert, aware; they are interested in people who

are dull, stupid, but efficient. Clerks, deputy collectors, stationmasters -- efficient! They can

just do their work very efficiently. And remember, machines are more efficient than men, so

they are not interested in men; they are interested in reducing men to machines.

Buddha says: WHATEVER A FOOL LEARNS, IT ONLY MAKES HIM DULLER. The

more knowledge he gathers, the more dull he becomes, the more stupid he becomes. And that

is my observation too. I have seen ignorant villagers far more intelligent than the so-called

Ph.D.'s and D.Litt.'s and professors of the universities, deans, vice-chancellors and

chancellors. They seem to be the dullest people in the world.

A villager, a woodcutter, seems to be far more intelligent. He has no information, of

course; he is not knowledgeable -- but he is innocent, and innocence is part of intelligence.

To be knowledgeable is to be machinelike -- and machines are dull. Have you ever seen any

machine which is intelligent? Just look at the machine, and look at the dean and the

vice-chancellor...!

In fact, the duller you are, the greater is the possibility that you will become a

vice-chancellor -- because the politicians will not like a Buddha to become a vice-chancellor,

they will not allow Socrates to become a vice-chancellor. This was the crime Socrates was

accused of: that he was corrupting youth. Socrates, and corrupting youth? And these fools --

the magistrates and the vice-chancellors and the prime ministers and the presidents -- these

fools are not corrupting? Socrates is corrupting the youth -- what do they mean by it?

In a way, they are right: he is corrupting the youth because he is preparing them for the

future. He has to destroy the past, he has to create doubt, inquiry, he has to create seekers, not

believers. And the society wants believers, and the dull people are good believers. A

Mohammedan, a Christian, a Hindu, a Jaina -- the duller they are, the more they believe, the

better they believe...because the dull person cannot inquire, he cannot risk. He is afraid:he

knows that he is not capable of knowing the truth on his own, he has to believe somebody

else.

KNOWLEDGE CLEAVES HIS HEAD, says Buddha. Knowledge does not help him but

becomes a burden, a Himalayan weight on his being.

FOR THEN HE WANTS RECOGNITION,
A PLACE BEFORE OTHER PEOPLE,
A PLACE OVER OTHER PEOPLE.

His whole knowledge becomes an ego trip, and the ego is the greatest bondage there is.

To be free of ego is to be redeemed. But the fool learns just to become famous, to be

recognized as an authority, to be an expert. The fool accumulates knowledge so that he can

brag and exhibit, so that he can show people how intelligent he is. And intelligence is not of

the ego; intelligence comes only when you are in a deep egoless state. Intelligence is the

disappearance of ego, meeting and merging with the whole, forgetting your separation,

becoming a wave in the ocean of God -- then you are intelligent.

"LET THEM KNOW MY WORK,
LET EVERYONE LOOK TO ME FOR DIRECTION."
SUCH ARE HIS DESIRES,



SUCH IS HIS SWELLING PRIDE.

ONE WAY LEADS TO WEALTH AND FAME....

Buddha says: But let me make you aware that if you want wealth and fame, then follow

the way of the fool -- because the foolish person is capable of becoming famous more easily

than the intelligent person. If the intelligent person becomes famous, that is just accidental --

he never tries. If the intelligent person is well known, that is not because of his effort. His

fragrance may have reached people, but there is no positive effort on his side to be

recognized. He knows his being, he does not depend on others' recognition. He knows who

he is, he does not need anybody else's certificate.

When I came out of the university I went to see the education minister. I told him, "These

are my qualifications. If you can give me some place anywhere, any place will be okay." He

looked at my qualifications, was very much impressed -- people are impressed by nonsense --

because I was a gold-medallist, first-class, first. He was very much impressed. He said,

"Immediately I will appoint you as a lecturer. But one thing you will have to do: have you got

a character certificate?"

I said, "I have got a character, but no character certificate. Look into my eyes, hold my

hand! I can hug you...!"

He said, "But that...that is not the point. Where is the character certificate?"

I said, "I have got no character certificate."

He said, "You can go to the vice-chancellor, or the head of your department -- just one

character certificate. It is a formality."

I said, "I cannot ask the vice-chancellor, because I don't believe that he has any character

at all! What weight will his certificate carry? And the head of my department? -- I know him

more than he knows himself. I cannot give him a character certificate!"

He was very much puzzled. He really wanted to help. In fact, he became really interested

in me also. He had never come across such a man -- so many people must have approached

him, but nobody had said, "Look into my eyes, or hold my hand and feel! Or I can come and

live with you for one week, in your house. Just see my character in every possible way. I will

not even lock the door of my bathroom. I will keep everything open, so you can just go on

watching...!"

He said, "These things are not needed at all! Just a simple character certificate."

So I said, "Then I can write a simple character certificate to myself" -- and that's what I

did. I wrote a certificate, in front of him, and he said, "What are you doing? But this has

never been done: you yourself giving a character certificate to yourself? Somebody else's

signature is needed!"

So I said, "Okay, then I will sign for the head of my department, on his behalf. This is a

true copy," I told him, "and the original I will take from the head of my department."

So I went to the head of my department. I said, "I have given this character certificate in

your name -- you please give the original."

He said, "This is strange! The original is needed FIRST." But he loved the idea and he

gave me an original.

ONE WAY LEADS TO WEALTH AND FAME.... If you follow the fool's way, you can

become very rich, you can become famous. You can become a president of a country, a prime



minister of a country -- you can become anything. You can have as much wealth as you want

-- just follow the fool's way. Don't be intelligent, remain stupid, because in fact, except for a

stupid person who wants to run after money? Yes, sometimes it happens, money comes to the

intelligent person, but it comes running after him, he does not go.... Fame also sometimes

comes to the intelligent person. It comes on its own; he is not interested at all.

...THE OTHER TO THE END OF THE WAY.

But if you want to end this whole nonsense that has persisted down the ages for so many

lives, the same repetitive wheel of birth and death moving; if you want to stop it, then the

other, the way of the intelligent person, the way of the wise...be a light unto yourself.

LOOK NOT FOR RECOGNITION
BUT FOLLOW THE AWAKENED
AND SET YOURSELF FREE.

Don't be bothered, don't desire recognition. If millions of fools recognize you, what does

it matter? Millions of fools recognizing you simply proves that you are a greater fool than

them. Nothing else is proved.

BUT FOLLOW THE AWAKENED.... What does Buddha mean when he says FOLLOW

THE AWAKENED? He does not mean imitate. He simply means become awakened as the

awakened has become awakened. Be awake -- that is following the awakened. Not following

in the details: how he lives, what he eats, when he goes to sleep -- that is stupidity. Follow the

awakened in becoming awake.

AND SET YOURSELF FREE -- because it is only awareness, the state of an awakened

consciousness that brings freedom. Intelligence is freedom. Meditation is freedom.

Awareness is freedom. And those who live mechanically, unconsciously, unintelligently, they

live in prisons. And to live in a prison is to suffer.

Freedom is the ultimate value of life.
FOLLOW THE AWAKENED AND SET YOURSELF FREE.
AES DHAMMO SANANTANO....
Enough for today.
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The first question:

BELOVED MASTER,

PLEASE TELL US MORE ABOUT WHAT YOU MEAN BY THE DIMENSION OF

MUSIC.

Yoga Chinmaya, life can be lived in two ways -- either as calculation or as poetry. Man

has two sides to his inner being: the calculative side that creates science, business, politics;

and the noncalculative side, which creates poetry, sculpture, music. These two sides have not

yet been bridged, they have separate existences. Because of this man is immensely

impoverished, remains unnecessarily lopsided -- they have to be bridged.

In scientific language it is said that your brain has two hemispheres. The left-side

hemisphere calculates, is mathematical, is prose; and the right-side hemisphere of the brain is

poetry, is love, is song. One side is logic, the other side is love. One side is syllogism, the

other side is song. And they are not really bridged, hence man lives in a kind of split.

My effort here is to bridge these two hemispheres.

Man should be as scientific as possible, as far as the objective world is concerned, and as

musical as possible as far as the world of relationship is concerned.

There are two worlds outside you. One is the world of objects: the house, the money, the

furniture. The other is the world of persons: the wife, the husband, the mother, the children,

the friend. With objects be scientific; never be scientific with persons. If you are scientific

with persons you reduce them to objects, and that is one of the greatest crimes one can

commit. If you treat your wife only as an object, as a sexual object, then you are behaving in

a very ugly way. If you treat your husband only as a financial support, as a means, then this is

immoral, then this relationship is immoral -- it is prostitution, pure prostitution and nothing

else.

Don't treat persons as a means, they are ends unto themselves. Relate to them -- in love,

in respect. Never possess them and never be possessed by them. Don't be dependent on them

and don't make persons around you dependent. Don't create dependence in any way; remain

independent and let them remain independent.

This is music. This dimension I call the dimension of music. And if you can be as

scientific as possible with objects, your life will be rich, affluent; if you can be as musical as

possible, your life will have beauty. And there is a third dimension also, which is beyond the

mind. These two belong to the mind: the scientist and the artist. There is a third dimension,

invisible -- the dimension of no-mind. That belongs to the mystic. That is available through

meditation.

Hence, I say these three words have to be remembered -- three M's like three R's:

mathematics, the lowest; music, just in the middle; and meditation, the highest. A perfect

human being is scientific about objects, is aesthetic, musical, poetic about persons, and is

meditative about himself. Where all these three meet, great rejoicing happens.

This is the real trinity, TRIMURTI. In the East, particularly in India, we worship a place

where three rivers meet -- we call it a SANGHAM, the meeting place. And the greatest of all

of them is Preyag, where the Ganges and Jamuna and Saraswati meet. Now, you can see the

Ganges and you can see Jamuna, but Saraswati is invisible -- you cannot see it. It is a



metaphor! It simply represents, symbolically, the inner meeting of the three. You can see

mathematics, you can see music, but you cannot see meditation. You can see the scientist, his

work is outside. You can see the artist, his work is also outside. But you cannot see the

mystic, his work is subjective. That is SARASWATI -- the invisible river.

You can become a sacred place, you can hallow this body and this earth; this very body

the Buddha, this very earth the Lotus Paradise. This is my slogan for the sannyasins. A

sannyasin has to be the ultimate synthesis of all that God is.

God is known only when you have come to this synthesis; otherwise, you can believe in

God, but you will not know. And belief is just hiding your ignorance. Knowing is

transforming, only knowledge brings understanding. And knowledge is not information:

knowledge is the synthesis, integration, of all your potential.

Where the scientist and the poet and the mystic meet and become one -- when this great

synthesis happens, when all the three faces of God are expressed in you -- YOU become a

god. Then you can declare, "AHAM BRAHMASMI! -- I am God!" Then you can say to the

winds and the moon and to the rains and to the sun, "ANA'L HAQ! -- I am the truth!" Before

that, you are only a seed.

When this synthesis happens, you have bloomed, blossomed -- you have become the

one-thousand-petaled lotus, the golden lotus, the eternal lotus, that never dies: AES

DHAMMO SANANTANO. This is the inexhaustible law that all the buddhas have been

teaching down the ages.

The second question:

BELOVED MASTER,

IN THE WEST WE ARE CONSTANTLY DRILLED WITH THE APHORISM: DON'T

JUST STAND THERE -- DO SOMETHING! YET, BUDDHA WOULD SAY: DON'T

JUST DO SOMETHING -- STAND THERE! THE UNCONSCIOUS MAN REACTS

WHILE THE WISE MAN WATCHES. BUT WHAT ABOUT SPONTANEITY? IS

SPONTANEITY COMPATIBLE WITH WATCHING?

Buddha certainly says: Don't just do something -- stand there! But that is only the

beginning of the pilgrimage, not the end. When you have learned how to stand, when you

have learned how to be utterly silent, unmoving, undisturbed, when you know how to just

sit...sitting silently, doing nothing, the spring comes and the grass grows by itself. But the

grass grows, remember!

Action does not disappear: the grass grows by itself. The Buddha does not become

inactive; GREAT action happens through him, although there is no doer anymore. The doer

disappears, the doing continues. And when there is no doer, the doing IS spontaneous; it

cannot be otherwise. It is the doer that does not allow spontaneity.

The doer means the ego, the ego means the past. When you act, you are always acting

through the past, you are acting out of experience that you have accumulated, you are acting

out of the conclusions that you have arrived at in the past. How can you be spontaneous? The

past dominates, and because of the past you cannot even see the present. Your eyes are so full

of the past, the smoke of the past is so much, that seeing is impossible. You cannot see! You

are almost completely blind -- blind because of the smoke, blind because of the past

conclusions, blind because of knowledge.

The knowledgeable man is the most blind man in the world. Because he functions out of



his knowledge, he does not see what the case is. He simply goes on functioning

mechanically. He has learned something; it has become a ready-made mechanism in him...he

acts out of it.

There is a famous story:

There were two temples in Japan, both enemies to each other, as temples have always

been down the ages. The priests were so antagonistic that they had stopped even looking at

each other. If they came across each other on the road, they would not look at each other. If

they came across each other on the road they stopped talking; for centuries those two temples

and their priests had not talked.

But both the priests had two small boys -- to serve them, just for running errands. Both

the priests were afraid that boys, after all, will be boys, and they might start becoming friends

to each other.

The one priest said to his boy, "Remember, the other temple is our enemy. Never talk to

the boy of the other temple! They are dangerous people -- avoid them as one avoids a disease,

as one avoids the plague. Avoid them!" The boy was always interested, because he used to

get tired of listening to great sermons -- he could not understand them. Strange scriptures

were read, he could not understand the language. Great, ultimate problems were discussed.

There was nobody to play with, nobody even to talk with. And when he was told, "Don't talk

to the boy of the other temple," great temptation arose in him. That's how temptation arises.

That day he could not avoid talking to the other boy. When he saw him on the road he

asked him, "Where are you going?"

The other boy was a little philosophical; listening to great philosophy he had become

philosophical. He said, "Going? There is nobody who comes and goes! It is happening --

wherever the wind takes me...." He had heard the master say many times that that's how a

buddha lives, like a dead leaf: wherever the wind takes it, it goes. So the boy said, "I am not!

There is no doer. So how can I go? What nonsense are you talking? I am a dead leaf.

Wherever the wind takes me...."

The other boy was struck dumb. He could not even answer. He could not find anything to

say. He was really embarrassed, ashamed, and felt also, "My master was right not to talk with

these people -- these are dangerous people! What kind of talk is this? I had asked a simple

question: 'Where are you going?' In fact I already knew where he was going, because we

were both going to purchase vegetables in the market. A simple answer would have done."

He went back, told his master, "I am sorry, excuse me. You HAD prohibited me, I didn't

listen to you. In fact, because of your prohibition I was tempted. This is the first time I have

talked to those dangerous people. I just asked a simple question. 'Where are you going?' and

he started saying strange things: 'There is no going, no coming. Who comes? Who goes? I am

utter emptiness,' he was saying, 'just a dead leaf in the wind. And wherever the wind takes

me....'"

The master said, "I told you before! Now, tomorrow stand in the same place and when he

comes ask him again, 'Where are you going?' And when he says these things, you simply say,

'That's true. Yes, you are a dead leaf, so am I. But when the wind is not blowing, where are

you going? Then where can you go?' Just say that, and that will embarrass him -- and he has

to be embarrassed, he has to be defeated. We have been constantly quarreling, and those

people have not been able to defeat us in any debate. So tomorrow it has to be done!"

Early the boy got up, prepared his answer, repeated it many times before he went. Then

he stood in the place where the boy used to cross the road, repeated again and again, prepared



himself, and then he saw the boy coming. He said, "Okay, now!"

The boy came. He asked, "Where are you going?" And he was hoping that now the

opportunity would come....

But the boy said, "Wherever the legs will take me...." No mention of wind! No talk of

nothingness! No question of the nondoer! Now what to do? His whole ready-made answer

looked absurd. Now to talk about the wind would be irrelevant.

Again crestfallen, now REALLY ashamed that he was simply stupid: "And this boy

certainly knows some strange things -- now he says, 'Wherever the legs take me....'"

He went back to the master. The master said, "I have told you NOT to talk with those

people -- they are dangerous! This is our centuries-long experience. But now something has

to be done. So tomorrow you ask again, 'Where are you going?' and when he says, 'Wherever

my legs take me,' tell him, 'If you had no legs, then...?' He has to be silenced one way or

other!"

So the next day he asked again, "Where are you going?" and waited.

And the boy said, "I am going to the market to fetch vegetables."

Man ordinarily functions out of the past, and life goes on changing. Life has no obligation

to fit with your conclusions. That's why life is very confusing -- confusing to the

knowledgeable person. He has all ready-made answers: The Bhagavadgita, the holy Koran,

the Bible, the Vedas. He has everything crammed, he knows all the answers. But life never

raises the same question again; hence the knowledgeable person always falls short.

Buddha certainly says: Know how to sit silently. That does not mean that he says: Go on

sitting silently forever. He is not saying you have to become inactive; on the contrary, it is

only out of silence that action arises. If you are not silent, if you don't know how to sit

silently, or stand silently in deep meditation, whatsoever you go on doing is reaction, not

action. You react.

Somebody insults you, pushes a button, and you react. You are angry, you jump on him --

and you call it action? It is not action, mind you, it is reaction. He is the manipulator and you

are the manipulated. He has pushed a button and you have functioned like a machine. Just

like you push a button and the light goes on, and you push the button and the light goes off --

that's what people are doing to you: they put you on, they put you off.

Somebody comes and praises you and puffs up your ego, and you feel so great; and then

somebody comes and punctures you, and you are simply flat on the ground. You are not your

own master: anybody can insult you and make you sad, angry, irritated, annoyed, violent,

mad. And anybody can praise you and make you feel at the heights, can make you feel that

you are the greatest -- that Alexander the Great was nothing compared to you.

And you act according to others' manipulations. This is not real action.

Buddha was passing through a village and the people came and they insulted him. And

they used all the insulting words that they could use -- all the four-letter words that they

knew. Buddha stood there, listened silently, very attentively, and then said, "Thank you for

coming to me, but I am in a hurry. I have to reach the next village, people will be waiting for

me there. I cannot devote more time to you today, but tomorrow coming back I will have

more time. You can gather again, and tomorrow if something is left which you wanted to say

and have not been able to say, you can say it to me. But today, excuse me."

Those people could not believe their ears, their eyes: this man has remained utterly

unaffected, undistracted. One of them asked, "Have you not heard us? We have been abusing



you like anything, and you have not even answered!"

Buddha said, "If you wanted an answer then you have come too late. You should have

come ten years ago, then I would have answered you. But for these ten years I have stopped

being manipulated by others. I am no longer a slave, I am my own master. I act according to

myself, not according to anybody else. I act according to my inner need. You cannot force me

to do anything. It's perfectly good:you wanted to abuse me, you abused me! Feel fulfilled.

You have done your work perfectly well. But as far as I am concerned, I don't take your

insults, and unless I take them, they are meaningless."

When somebody insults you, you have to become a receiver, you have to accept what he

says; only then can you react. But if you don't accept, if you simply remain detached, if you

keep the distance, if you remain cool, what can he do?

Buddha said, "Somebody can throw a burning torch into the river. It will remain alight till

it reaches the river. The moment it falls into the river, all fire is gone -- the river cools it. I

have become a river. You throw abuses at me. They are fire when you throw them, but the

moment they reach me, in my coolness, their fire is lost. They no longer hurt. You throw

thorns -- falling in my silence they become flowers. I act out of my own intrinsic nature."

This is spontaneity. The man of awareness, understanding, acts. The man who is unaware,

unconscious, mechanical, robotlike, reacts.

Curtis, you ask me, "The unconscious man reacts while the wise man watches." It is not

that he simply watches -- watching is one aspect of his being. He does not act without

watching. But don't misunderstand the Buddha. The buddhas have always been

misunderstood; you are not the first to misunderstand. This whole country has been

misunderstanding the Buddha; hence the whole country has become inactive. Thinking that

all the great masters say: Sit silently, the country has become lazy, lousy; the country has lost

energy, vitality, life. It has become utterly dull, unintelligent, because intelligence becomes

sharpened only when you act.

And when you act moment to moment out of your awareness and watchfulness, great

intelligence arises. You start shining, glowing, you become luminous. But it happens through

two things: watching, and action out of that watching. If watching becomes inaction, you are

committing suicide. Watching should lead you into action, a new kind of action; a new

quality is brought to action.

You watch, you are utterly quiet and silent. You see what the situation is, and out of that

seeing you respond. The man of awareness responds, he is responsible -- literally! He is

responsive, he does not react. His action is born out of his awareness, not out of your

manipulation; that is the difference. Hence, there is no question of there being any

incompatibility between watching and spontaneity. Watching is the beginning of spontaneity;

spontaneity is the fulfillment of watching.

The real man of understanding acts -- acts tremendously, acts totally, but he acts in the

moment, out of his consciousness. He is like a mirror. The ordinary man, the unconscious

man, is not like a mirror, he is like a photoplate. What is the difference between a mirror and

a photoplate? A photoplate, once exposed, becomes useless. It receives the impression,

becomes impressed by it -- it carries the picture. But remember, the picture is not reality --

the reality goes on growing. You can go into the garden and you can take a picture of a

rosebush. Tomorrow the picture will be the same, the day after tomorrow the picture will also

be the same. Go again and see the rosebush: it is no longer the same. The roses have gone, or

new roses have arrived. A thousand and one things have happened.



It is said that once a realist philosopher went to see the famous painter, Picasso. The

philosopher believed in realism and he had come to criticize Picasso because Picasso's

paintings are abstract, they are not realistic. They don't depict reality as it is. On the contrary,

they are symbolic, have a totally different dimension -- they are symbolistic.

The realist said, "I don't like your paintings. A painting should be real! If you paint my

wife, then your painting should LOOK like my wife." And he took out a picture of his wife

and said, "Look at this picture! The painting should be like this."

Picasso looked at the picture and said, "This is your wife?"

He said, "Yes, this is my wife!"

Picasso said, "I am surprised! She is very small and flat."

The picture cannot be the wife!

Another story is told:

A beautiful woman came to Picasso and said, "Just the other day I saw your self-portrait

in a friend's home. It was so beautiful, I was so influenced, almost hypnotized, that I hugged

the picture and kissed it."

Picasso said, "Really! And then what did the picture do to you? Did the picture kiss you

back?"

The woman said, "Are you mad?! The picture did not kiss me back."

Picasso said, "Then it was not me."

A picture is a dead thing. The camera, the photoplate, catches only a static phenomenon.

And life is never static, it goes on changing. Your mind functions like a camera, it goes on

collecting pictures -- it is an album. And then out of those pictures you go on reacting. Hence,

you are never true to life, because whatsoever you do is wrong; WHATSOEVER you do, I

say, is wrong. It never fits.

A woman was showing the family album to her child, and they came across a picture of a

beautiful man: long hair, beard, very young, very alive.

The boy asked, "Mummy, who is this man?"

And the woman said, "Can't you recognize him? He is your daddy!"

The boy looked puzzled and said, "If HE is my daddy, then who is that bald man who

lives with us?"

A picture is static. It remains as it is, it never changes. The unconscious mind functions

like a camera, it functions like a photoplate. The watchful mind, the meditative mind,

functions like a mirror. It catches no impression; it remains utterly empty, always empty. So

whatsoever comes in front of the mirror, it is reflected. If you are standing before the mirror,

it reflects you. If you are gone, don't say that the mirror betrays you. The mirror is simply a

mirror. When you are gone, it no longer reflects you; it has no obligation to reflect you

anymore. Now somebody else is facing it -- it reflects somebody else. If nobody is there, it

reflects nothing. It is always true to life.

The photoplate is never true to life. Even if your photo is taken right now, by the time the

photographer has taken it out of the camera, you are no longer the same! Much water has

already gone down the Ganges. You have grown, changed, you have become older. Maybe



only one minute has passed, but one minute can be a great thing -- you may be dead! Just one

minute before you were alive; after one minute, you may be dead. The picture will never die.

But in the mirror, if you are alive, you are alive; if you are dead, you are dead.

Buddha says: Learn sitting silently -- become a mirror. Silence makes a mirror out of

your consciousness, and then you function moment to moment. You reflect life. You don't

carry an album within your head. Then your eyes are clear and innocent, you have clarity,

you have vision, and you are never untrue to life.

This is authentic living.

The third question:

BELOVED MASTER,

WHY IS IT THAT NOBODY LIKES TO BE CRITICIZED, AND YET EVERYBODY

LOVES TO CRITICIZE OTHERS?

Gayatri, the ego is very sensitive and very fragile, and is very afraid of criticism. The ego

depends on others' opinions. It has no reality of its own. It is not a real entity, it is not

substantial -- it is just a collection of others' opinions.

Somebody says, "You are beautiful," and you collect it. Somebody says, "You are

intelligent," and you collect it. And somebody says, "I have never come across such a unique

person," and you collect it. And then one day a person comes and he says, "You are

repulsive!" Now how can you accept criticism? It goes against the image that you have been

creating of yourself. You will retaliate, you will fight tooth and nail. But whatsoever you do,

the mind has taken the impression of this opinion too. Then somebody says, "You are ugly,"

and somebody says, "You are stupid." And there are millions of people in the world and they

all have their own opinions, likes and dislikes.

Hence, your ego becomes a hodge-podge thing, a very contradictory phenomenon. One

fragment says, "You are beautiful!" another fragment says, "Nonsense, you are ugly!" One

fragment says, "You are intelligent," another fragment says, "Keep quiet! Shut your big

mouth! You are just plain stupid and nothing else!" Hence people live in a confused state.

They don't know who they are, whether they are intelligent or stupid, beautiful or ugly, good

or bad, saint or sinner -- because one person may call you a saint, another person may call

you a sinner. There are different values and different criteria in the world, there are different

moralities in the world.

Your neighbor may be a Christian and you may be a Jaina. Now the Christian has no

problem with drinking wine; in fact, Christ himself loved to drink wine. But the Jaina cannot

conceive, even in his dreams, of Mahavira drinking wine. That's impossible, the very idea is

inconceivable. But to the Christian the greatest miracle that Jesus did was to turn water into

wine. If Mahavira had been around, he would have done just the opposite miracle

immediately! He would have turned the wine again into water.

Now, if you drink wine once in a while, are you a saint or a sinner? Different people will

say different things. In Mahatma Gandhi's ashram tea was prohibited; what to say about

wine! Tea, poor tea, innocent tea was prohibited! And all the Buddhist monks down the ages

have been drinking tea. In fact they think that it helps meditation, and there may be a grain of

truth in it, because it keeps you awake. And the Buddhist meditation is such that you tend to

doze off: sitting for hours in a single posture.... Just try it. After ten minutes you will start

dreaming. After one hour it is impossible to keep awake.



Tea may have helped. In fact, tea was discovered by Buddhists. One of the greatest

Buddhist masters, Bodhidharma, discovered tea. The name comes from a monastery, Ta, in

which Bodhidharma used to live in China. That monastery was on top of the hill, Ta. In

China 'ta' can be pronounced in two ways: either it can be pronounced as 'ta' or as 'cha' --

hence the Hindi CHAI, the Marathi CHA, and the English 'tea'. Bodhidharma, the great

founder of Zen, discovered it.

And wine has been made in Catholic monasteries down the ages. You will be surprised to

know that the best wine has been made by Catholic monks and nuns. The oldest wine is

available only in the cellars of ancient monasteries in Europe, the oldest and the best. Wine,

made in monasteries? What kind of monasteries are these? Who is going to decide?

In fact, again there is a grain of truth in it. Buddhist meditation means watchfulness, and

tea has some chemicals in it which help watchfulness -- it has a stimulant. Now some day it is

possible that another Bodhidharma will come and say, "Smoking is good," because tobacco

also has a stimulant -- nicotine. Smoking can also help meditation if tea can help it. Smoking

is still waiting for its Bodhidharma to appear. Then you will be more able to smoke and feel

very virtuous: the more you smoke, the more saintly you will be!

It is not accidental that wine became part of the monastery's creativity. Jesus says: To be

drowned in God is prayer. Jesus' path is that of love, Buddha's path is that of meditation;

hence, Buddha will never agree to wine, but to tea he may agree. Jesus agrees to wine

because wine gives you a taste of being utterly lost, of being drowned, of getting out of the

ego, of forgetting the ego and all its worries. It gives you a taste, a glimpse of the unknown.

But who is going to decide about who is right and who is wrong? All these things are

there in the atmosphere, and you catch them. Out of these things you make some kind of

image; it is bound to remain hodge-podge, it can't be clear-cut. Hence you are very much

afraid of somebody criticizing you because he brings your hodge-podgeness to the surface. It

is not his criticism that you are against; you are against the fact that he brings problems to the

surface which you are somehow repressing within yourself. He makes you aware of the

problems, and nobody wants to be aware of the problems, because problems then want to be

solved, and it is a complex and arduous affair. It needs guts to solve problems. You may not

like to solve problems in fact, because you may have some investment in your problems --

you MUST have, because you have lived with them for so long that you must have invested

in them. You may not like to change your life-style. If you are miserable you may like to

remain miserable -- whatsoever you say on the surface, that's another matter.

Notwithstanding what you say, deep down you may still like to remain miserable.

For example, a wife knows that the husband is loving towards her only when she is ill.

Whenever she is healthy he simply forgets all about her, he never takes any care when she is

healthy. When she is ill, out of sheer duty, responsibility, he comes, sits by her side, puts his

hand on her head; otherwise he does not give her even a look. Ask husbands, "How long has

it been since you have seen your wife's face, face-to-face?" You may be able to recognize

your dog if it is lost, but if your wife is lost you will have to ask the neighbors because they

will recognize her better -- just as you will recognize the neighbor's wife better. Who looks at

his own wife?

Mulla Nasruddin had gone to see a play. A man was in such great love in the play, he was

acting so romantically that Nasruddin said to his wife, "This man is a great actor."

The wife said, "And do you know? -- the woman he's acting with is really his wife in

actual life."



Nasruddin said, "Then he is the greatest actor in the world!"

To show so much romance to one's own wife...it is next to impossible.

I was traveling for twenty years in this country. I was staying in thousands of homes, and

I saw it continuously: when the husband is not in the house, the wife seems to be very

cheerful, very happy. The moment the husband enters the house she has a headache, and she

lies down on the bed. And I was watching, because I was just staying in the house. Just a

moment before, everything was okay -- as if the husband has not entered but a headache has

entered.

Slowly slowly, I understood the logic. There is a great investment in it. And remember, I

am not saying that she is simply pretending. If you pretend too long it can become a reality, it

can become an autohypnosis. I'm not saying that she is NOT suffering from a headache,

remember. She may be suffering: just the face of the husband is enough to trigger the

process! It has happened so many times that now it has become an automatic process. So I

am not saying that she is deceiving the husband; she is deceived by her own investments.

You have a certain image and you don't want it to be changed, and criticism means again

a disturbance.

You surely know the story of Little Red Riding Hood:

This little girl had gone to see her grandmother who lived in the woods. The bad wolf,

who wanted to eat her up, took the grandma's place in the bed after having devoured her in

one gulp. So he was under the blankets with grandma's nightie and nightcap on.

When Little Red Riding Hood arrived, she noticed something different, and looking the

grandmother in the eye, she asked:

"But, granny, what big eyes you have!"

"It is to see you better, my dear."

"But granny, what a big nose you have!"

"It is to smell you better, my dear."

"But granny, what big arms you have!"

"It is to hug you better, my dear."

"But granny, what hairy hands you have!"

"Hey! Have you come around just to criticize?"

There is a limit. Beyond that nobody likes to be criticized. But the other side of the story

is that everybody likes to criticize others; that gives you a good feeling. If others are bad,

vicariously it helps you to feel good. If everybody is a cheat, a hypocrite, dishonest, cunning,

it gives you a good feeling: you are not THAT bad, you are not THAT dishonest. The

comparison relaxes you. It helps you to remain dishonest, because people are more dishonest

than you are. In this dishonest world how can you survive? You have to play the game.

Every morning, early in the morning when you read the newspapers, it always gives you a

good feeling -- so much happening all over the world, so many ugly things, so much

violence, murder, suicide, rape, robbery, that compared to all this you are a saint. Hence

people don't like to read the Bible in the morning, or the Gita, but the newspaper! Reading

the Gita you feel like a sinner, reading the Bible you start feeling a trembling, that hell is

bound to happen to you, that you are on the way. And the scriptures depict hell so vividly,

with such color that it can make anybody afraid. And one thing seems to be certain: that you

cannot reach heaven. It seems to be impossible, it demands impossibilities.



Nobody likes to read the scriptures, nobody likes to listen to the scriptures. That's why if

you go to the temple you will find almost everybody fast asleep. There are physicians I know

who send people to religious discourses if they suffer from insomnia. If no tranquilizer

works, don't be worried: go to a religious discourse. It is the ultimate in tranquilizers -- up to

now nothing has been able to defeat it. Listening to religious scriptures one starts falling

asleep. It is a protection, it is to avoid; otherwise, it becomes absolutely certain that heaven is

not for you, you are meant for hell. And it stirs your heart, raises great fear, and there seems

to be no way to escape from it.

Hence, everybody likes to criticize, and not only to criticize -- everybody likes to magnify

others' faults. You try to make others' faults as big as possible because then, in comparison,

your faults are negligible. And God is compassionate: RAHIM, REHMAN! God is

compassion! You have only small faults, and looking at the world where so many sinners

exist....

When the Day of Judgment comes you can be perfectly certain that your number is not

going to be called, you will not be called. The queue will be too long, and it has to be decided

within twenty-four hours. One Day of Judgment, and millions and millions of people --

Tamerlane and Genghis Khan and Alexander the Great and Adolf Hitler and Mussolini and

Joseph Stalin and Mao Zedong...these will be the people standing in front. You will be the

last in the queue. Your number is not going to come. You can be certain of it if you look at

people with a magnifying glass.

After running into a wild crowd at a basketball game one evening, the referee picked up

his wife and told her it might be better if she stayed away from the remaining games to which

he was assigned. "After all," he said, "it must have been pretty embarrassing to you when

everyone stood up and booed me."

"It was not so bad," she replied. "I stood up and booed too."

Ego does not want to be criticized AND wants to criticize everybody. Become aware of

the strategy of the ego, how it nourishes itself, how it protects itself. Unless you become

absolutely aware of all the cunning devices of the ego, you will never be able to get rid of it.

And to get rid of it is the beginning of a religious life, is the beginning of sannyas. Then you

are no longer worried what others say about you.

Just look at me.... The whole world goes on saying things about me. I don't even read

them. Every day Laxmi brings hundreds of reports appearing in different languages from

different countries. Who cares? If they are enjoying rumors, let them enjoy; they don't have

anything else to enjoy in their lives. Let them have a little fun. Nothing is wrong in it, they

cannot harm me. They can destroy my body, but they cannot harm ME. And I have no image

of my own; they cannot destroy that either. And I don't react, I act. My action springs out of

my self, it is not to be manipulated by others. I am a free man, freedom. I act of my own

accord.

Learn the art of acting of your own accord. Don't be worried about criticisms and don't be

interested in praises. If you are interested in being praised by others, then you cannot be

unconcerned about criticism. Remain aloof. Praise or criticism, it is all alike. Success or

failure, it is all alike. AES DHAMMO SANANTANO.

The fourth question:



BELOVED MASTER,

ALTHOUGH I WANT TO SURRENDER MYSELF TO YOU AND TAKE SANNYAS, I

FEEL HELPLESS TO DO SO. WHY IS IT SO? PLEASE CLARIFY THIS.

S.D. Prasad, it is very simple, there is nothing to clarify. You are afraid of people, you are

afraid of the society. You are afraid of the established church, the established religion, the

priests, the politicians -- you are simply afraid. It is fear that is preventing you. Sannyas needs

courage, sannyas needs guts, particularly my sannyas.

The old sannyas no longer needs guts, because it is already part of the status quo. It is

accepted, respected. If you become an old-style sannyasin people will worship you. If you

become MY sannyasin you will be in constant danger. People will think you are mad, people

will think you are hypnotized. People will think that something has gone wrong -- that you

have gone nuts. People will say, "Such a good man! We had never ever thought, dreamed that

this was going to happen to you."

People will laugh, rumor about you, gossip about you, will create a thousand and one

kinds of troubles for you. And you have to exist with people, you have to live with them. On

each step they will create barriers and they will put rocks in your path. And not only those

who are part of the greater society, but even those who are very close: your wife may create

so much trouble for you...your children, your parents. From every nook and corner you will

have to face difficulties.

You are afraid. Just try to understand your fear, and then it is very easy. Once you see that

it is fear, drop it. In spite of all fears, jump into sannyas, because to remain in fear is to

become a coward, to remain in fear is to miss the whole joy of life. Life belongs to those who

know how to risk. Life belongs to the adventurous, and sannyas is the greatest adventure

there is. And because I am bringing a totally new concept of sannyas into the world -- a

sannyas that is not escapist, a sannyas that does not believe in renunciation, a sannyas that

believes in rejoicing, a sannyas that wants to live in the world and yet not be of it....

The old sannyas is easy: you escape from the world, you leave the opportunities where

temptation is possible, you escape to the Himalayan caves. Sitting there you will be a saint,

because you don't have any other opportunity. You HAVE to be a saint. What else can you

do there?

In the world all kinds of temptations exist. To be a saint in the world is something superb,

something extraordinary. If there is no woman in the Himalayan caves...and I don't think

there is. Women have never been so foolish; they are more earthly, they are more intuitive,

they are not intellectuals. They are very realistic, they don't go after words and theories and

philosophies. It is man who becomes very much attracted by abstractions. Woman does not

bother much about the other world, she wants a beautiful sari HERENOW! You are a fool if

you are waiting for some beautiful woman in heaven.

The feminine mind does not bother much about the other world. The feminine mind says,

"We will see. If we can manage here, we will manage there too. If we can find a fool here,

the same fools will be available there too. So why be worried about the other world?"

But man lives in abstractions. That is the masculine mind's greatest flaw. It lives in

theories. It becomes so much hypnotized by words that it is ready to sacrifice life itself. It is

ready to go to the caves, to renounce this life in order to attain the other life. It lives in the

past, it lives in the future. Woman lives more in the present. Hence, there have been no

women in the Himalayan caves. You can go and sit there and dream all kinds of dreams, but

no opportunity is there. Money is not there, power is not there, beauty is not there -- nothing



is there! Sitting in your cave you become more and more dull, slowly slowly; it is a kind of

gradual suicide.

My sannyas is not dropping out of the world but getting deeper into it, getting to the very

core of it, because God is at the very core of the world. God is the soul of the world. You

cannot find him by escaping from the world. You can find him only by going deeper and

deeper into the world. When you reach the very center of existence, you will find him. He is

hidden in the world, the whole world is permeated by him. He is in the trees and in the rocks

and in the birds and in the people. Yes, he is in your wife, in your husband and in your

children. He is in you! And the best possibility to find him is in the world, not out of the

world.

To go out of the world has been a great attraction; that too because of fear. The escapist is

a coward; he cannot be watchful enough to live in the world and yet be unaffected by it. He

cannot be so watchful -- he does not have that much intelligence, he cannot make that great

effort to be awake -- hence he escapes. He is a coward.

So the old sannyas, S.D. Prasad, may fit you perfectly, but it is not going to help. You

will remain a coward, and you will remain fear-oriented. On the surface it appears that the

sannyasin who is leaving the world is very brave. It is not so. Don't be deceived by the

appearances. The soldier who is going to war looks so brave -- don't be deceived by the

appearances -- deep down he is trembling, he's afraid.

Adolf Hitler was preparing his wardrobe for a second dismal winter on the frozen front in

Russia.

"Mein Fuhrer," suggested one of his suite, "remember what Napoleon did when he was in

Russia. He wore a bright red uniform so that in case he was wounded his men would not

notice the fact that he was bleeding."

"Excellent idea! Excellent idea!" ruminated Adolf. "Just throw me my brown pants."

Don't be deceived by the appearances. Even people like Adolf Hitler are tremendously

afraid, trembling. And your so-called sannyasins who have escaped from the world have

escaped out of fear.

I teach you the way of fearlessness. It is simply fear and nothing else that is preventing

you, although you will not feel very happy with my answer. You must have been expecting

that I would say something very gratifying to your ego. Excuse me, I cannot speak any

untruth. I can only speak the true, and if it hurts, it hurts. It is only through truth that light

starts entering into your being. So if you feel wounded...because your name seems unfamiliar

to me, you must be new. And with new people I am never so rude, but I see a possibility in

you, hence I am so hard.

Whenever I see a possibility in a man, I become hard. Whenever I see no possibility I

remain very polite. If I am polite, that simply means I want to get rid of you. If I am hard, if I

hammer hard on your head, that means I have already started respecting you.

The fifth question:

BELOVED MASTER,

I AM VERY GREEDY FOR MONEY. DO YOU THINK I HAVE BEEN A JEW IN MY

PAST LIFE?

Suresh, why in a past life? You are a Jew right now! Just by being born in India, just by



being born in a Hindu family, does not make any difference. 'Jew' does not mean a race, it is

a psychology, it is a metaphysics. The MARWARI is a Jew -- the Indian Jew. In fact,

anybody who is greedy is Jewish -- greed is Jewish.

Jesus is not a Jew although he was born a Jew -- he is not Jewish at all. When I use words

like 'jew', remember always that I'm not talking about races. I'm not interested in blood. The

Jewish blood and the Christian blood and the Hindu blood are all alike. You can take a few

samples -- you can get all kinds of samples here -- you can take a few samples to the doctor

and ask him which blood is Jewish and which blood is Hindu and which blood is Buddhist,

and he will be at a loss. He cannot find any way to figure it out -- blood is blood! Of course

there are types in blood, but they are not Jewish and Hindu and Buddhist.     'Jew' is nothing

but another name for greed. In that sense the whole world consists of Jews, except for a few

exceptional people. Almost everybody is a Jew! Either you are a Jesus or you are a Jew --

these are the only alternatives. If you don't want to be a Jew then be a Jesus. And don't try to

console yourself that in a past life.... Those are tricky inventions of the human mind: "In the

past life maybe I was a Jew." You are a Jew right now. Throwing the responsibility on the

past life keeps you intact; then you can continue as you are.

An old Jew offers to pay a prostitute double her demanded fee if she will keep both hands

on his head during love-making. Afterwards she asks him what special thrill he got out of

this.

"No thrill," he says, taking a large roll of bills out of his pocket, "but for two bucks extra I

know your hands are on my head and not in my pockets!"

Another story for you, Suresh:

A retired Jewish businessman is nearly ruined by his sons' demands for money to pay off

the girls whom they have seduced and made pregnant. But he pays in order to keep from

seeing the family name disgraced.

A few days later his daughter comes to him and confesses, "Papa, I am pregnant."

"Thank God, business is picking up," says the old man.

And the third story:

A room full of Jews are discussing which business is best. Finally one bearded old man

says, "Let us stop lying to each other. The whorehouse business is the best: they got it, they

sell it, they still got it."

"What are you saying?" cries another horrified old man.

What am I saying? I'm saying: no overhead, no upkeep, no inventory -- who can beat it? And

yes, it is all wholesale."

Greed is Jewish, and everybody is a Jew in that sense. And remember that greed is a

projection of fear. It is because of fear that man becomes greedy. He is so much afraid, that

he wants to accumulate for the future. He is so afraid, that he sacrifices his today for

tomorrow, and the tomorrow never comes. The greedy man is the most foolish man in the

world. "The fool" Buddha calls him -- the fool par excellence, because he goes on sacrificing

the present for the future which never comes. He accumulates money but he cannot use it; he

remains poor.

The greedy man never becomes rich. He may have the whole world at his disposal, but he

remains poor. He cannot enjoy it, his greed won't allow that. He remains miserly. He always



remains in such fear of the future that he cannot part from his money. He accumulates,

accumulates, wastes his whole life and one day dies. He was a poor man his whole life --

empty-handed he had come, empty-handed he has gone, and his whole life went down the

drain with no significance.

Don't try to console yourself that in the past life you were a Jew. Look into your being!

You ARE a Jew. And then there is a possibility that you will see it: "I am a Jew, I am greedy.

From where is my greed coming?" Go deeper into greed, analyze greed and you will find

fear. And when you find fear you have come to a very fundamental thing.

There are only two ways to live life: one is that of fear and the other is that of love. The

man who lives out of fear becomes greedy, becomes aggressive, becomes violent, becomes

egoistic. And the man who lives out of love is out of necessity nongreedy, because love

knows how to share. Love enjoys sharing, love knows no greater joy than sharing.

Whatsoever love has, love shares. And love comes to know a great secret: that the more you

share, the more love energy goes on reaching you, welling up from some unknown,

inexhaustible source -- AES DHAMMO SANANTANO.

The more you love, the more you are prayerful. The more you love, the more God gives

you, because you are giving. Whatsoever you do to people, God goes on doing to you. If you

are miserly, God becomes miserly towards you. If you are sharing, God is sharing. Existence

is only a mirror, it reflects your face, it echoes your being. Live through love and you will be

a Jesus.

Jesus says: God is love. Live through fear and you are a Jew. You may be a Hindu Jew or

a Mohammedan Jew or a Christian Jew -- it doesn't matter. Adjectives don't matter.

The last question:

BELOVED MASTER,

WHY DON'T I UNDERSTAND YOU?

Ram Gopal, understanding is a second step. The first is hearing. You don't hear me. You

miss the first step; then the second is not possible.

While you are listening to me, a thousand and one thoughts are roaming in your mind.

They keep you deaf. My words never reach you intact, in their purity. They are distorted,

they are colored by your thoughts, by your prejudices, by your already arrived at conclusions.

You listen to me through your knowledge -- that's why you really DON'T listen. And

whatsoever reaches you is something totally different than what was conveyed. I'm saying

one thing, you go on hearing something else; hence the misunderstanding. That's why you

don't understand me; otherwise, I am using very simple words.

I'm not using any intellectual jargon, I'm using the day-to-day language. I never use big

words -- my words are simple, as simple as they can be. If you don't understand, that simply

means that somehow you are inwardly deaf. A great clamor of words and thoughts and

conclusions and theories and prejudices and knowledge and experience -- the Hindu, the

Mohammedan, the Christian, the Jew -- they are all there inside. It is very difficult for me to

find a way to you. It is almost impossible to reach you.

It is not a question of understanding. Understanding will flower of its own accord if you

can do one thing: if you can LISTEN, if you can allow me to reach you, if you can open your

heart, if you are not deaf -- then understanding is bound to happen. Truth heard is understood,

is bound to be understood. Understanding needs no other effort, it simply needs an opening, a



vulnerability. Just open a window to me, just a window will do, and I can steal into you. Just

a window will do. If you cannot open the front door, don't be worried, the back door will do.

But open some door to me, let me come in, and then it is impossible not to understand, it is

impossible to misunderstand.

Truth has such clarity that once understood, it transforms your life. Once heard, it is

understood. Truth has a very simple process: once heard, it is understood; once understood, it

transforms your life. If rightly heard you never ask how to understand. If rightly understood

you never ask, "Now what should I do to transform my life according to it?" Truth

transforms, truth liberates.

Meditate over this small anecdote:

A man walked into a New York bar and ordered two whiskies, one for himself and one

for his friend. The barman produced the whiskies and the man poured some whisky into a

thimble which he placed on a perfect miniature grand piano, which he took from his

briefcase. He also took from his briefcase a twelve-inch-high man in evening dress, who sat

down in front of the piano and commenced playing "The Moonlight Sonata."

The barman was incredulous and demanded to know where the little man has come from.

The man explained, "I was just looking through a junk shop when I found an old oil lamp. I

rubbed it with my sleeve a little in order to examine it better when there was a flash and a

genie appeared saying he was the slave of the lamp and any wish of mine was his task to

fulfill. So I told him I wanted a twelve-inch penis, and this is what the deaf sonofabitch gave

me!"

He heard "a pianist" and missed the whole point.

You go on hearing what you can hear. You go on hearing things which are not said at all.

And then you interpret them and all interpretations are misinterpretations. And whatsoever

you will do will feel frustrating, because your misinterpretations cannot bring you to truth.

Truth is a communion.

Buddha says: Find a friend, find a master and be in communion with the master. What is

communion? Communion means withdrawing all conditions, withdrawing all prejudices,

becoming innocent with somebody who has arrived, becoming a child again in front of one

who has become awakened. Listen like a small child: alert, full of awe, wonder, and your

heart will immediately be penetrated. I will reach you like an arrow.

Yes, there will be a little pain too, but very sweet...so sweet that you have never known

anything more sweet than that. Yes, when for the first time the truth penetrates your heart like

an arrow, it kills you -- it kills you as an ego. It is a crucifixion, but immediately there is a

resurrection. On the one hand you die as you have been up to now, on the other hand you are

born again. You become a twice-born, a DWIJ; you become a brahmin, you become one who

knows.

But knowing needs a great love affair between the disciple and the master. Knowing is

possible only when the love affair is total, when the commitment is total, when the

involvement is total. If you listen just like a spectator, you will go on missing. If you listen

only out of curiosity, you will go on missing. If you listen with all your ideas and

philosophies, you will hear something else which has not been said.

It is not a question of understanding my words, it is a question of understanding my

presence. Only the disciple is blessed.

Ram Gopal, you are still not a disciple. You are curious. You have come to see what is



happening. You are not yet committed. You listen to me, but you keep a distance, so that if

things become too much you can escape easily. You remain on the periphery, you have not

entered into the circle.

Enter the circle -- I give you the invitation. Become my guest, let me be your host. Drink

out of me and you will be drowned, and you will be transformed. It is a promise.

Enough for today.
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