
One	Gorgeous	Mistake	
by	Vajradarshini		Audio	available	atǣ	freebuddistaudioǤcom		ǥNagarjunaǡ	tooǡ	encountered	this	cup	of	the	ego	to	which	we	clingǤ			ȏreaderȐ	ǮIf	you	are	what	you	graspǡ	you	would	not	be	hereǡ	for	what	you	grasp	comes	and	goesǤ	It	cannot	be	youǤ	How	can	the	grasped	be	the	grasperǫǯ			ȏVajradarshiniȐ	For	Nagarjuna	clinging	to	self	is	to	insist	on	being	somebodyǤ		To	be	empty	is	to	no	longer	be	full	of	oneselfǡ	to	be	willing	to	be	nobodyǤ		So	emptiness	for	him	is	about	easing	fixationsǤ		And	this	ease	comes	with	an	awareness	of	contingencyǡ	awareness	that	all	is	coǦarisingǡ	interdependentǤ	And	with	this	awarenessǡ	we	pour	instead	into	our	deep	ocean	selfǤ			So	fixing	is	our	way	of	dealing	with	an	unpredictable	worldǡ	with	uncertaintyǤ	Itǯs	a	way	of	coping	with	anxietyǤ	But	these	cups	we	create	cut	us	off	from	the	ocean	of	existenceǤ	Our	fixed	sense	of	self	veils	us	from	a	biggerǡ	more	vast	awareness	of	selfǤ	Butǡ	if	we	look	closely	at	selfǡ	it	shows	us	realityǤ	The	cup	looks	stillǡ	but	it	acts	in	secret	to	help	youǤ		That	which	veils	reality	from	us	also	shows	us	realityǤ			So	Dogen	saysǡ	ǮTo	study	the	way	is	to	study	the	selfǤ	To	study	the	self	is	to	forget	the	selfǤ	To	forget	the	self	is	to	be	enlightened	by	all	thingsǤǯ	So	when	we	study	the	Dharmaǡ	we	study	the	Selfǡ	and	in	studying	ourselvesǡ	we	forget	ourselvesǤ	I	think	itǯs	more	that	in	looking	for	ourselvesǡ	we	lose	ourselvesǤ	And	this	losing	of	ourselves	is	when	we	can	be	enlightened	by	all	thingsǤ			So	what	does	it	mean	to	lose	ourselvesǫ	Itǯs	literallyǡ	we	lookǡ	but	we	canǯt	find	ourselvesǤ	So	Viveka	and	people	whoǯve	been	in	Vivekaǯs	workshopǡ	had	us	looking	for	our	mindǡ	which	was	quite	hard	to	findǡ	umǡ	earlierǤ		Wellǡ	I	just	want	you	to	look	for	your	armǤ	Yeahǡ	just	look	and	see	if	you	can	find	your	armǤ	Okayǡ	so	youǯve	got	your	armǡ	itǯs	thereǤ	And	then	I	just	want	you	to	look	and	find	your	shoulderǤ	You	can	sort	of	find	it	through	your	clothes	if	youǯve	got	a	tǦshirt	onǤ	So	youǯve	found	your	arm	and	youǯve	found	your	shoulderǤ	And	now	I	want	you	to	find	the	exact	point	at	which	your	arm	becomes	your	shoulderǤ	ǥȏLaughterȐ		So	we	find	ourselves	losing	our	arm	and	losing	our	shoulderǡ	and	losing	our	mind	perhapsǤ	ǥȏLaughterȐǥAnd	if	weǯre	not	carefulǡ	we	can	lose	our	whole	selvesǤ			So	enough	poetry	and	enough	tricksǤ	Weǯre	going	to	get	scientific	with	Joanna	MacyǤ	So	with	radical	impermanenceǡ	we	find	itǯs	not	that	things	are	impermanentǡ	it	is	that	there	are	no	thingsǤ	If	we	go	deeply	enough	into	interconnectednessǡ	all	we	find	



is	relationshipǡ	not	even	things	to	be	in	relationǡ	just	this	flow	of	relatingǡ		just	changeǤ	So	all	there	is	is	changeǡ	not	things	that	changeǤ	Nagarjuna	calls	it	emptinessǤ	Rumi	is	intoxicated	by	itǤ			ȏreaderȐ	ǮThere	is	no	otherness	in	either	you	or	meǤ	Without	otherness	there	is	no	me	or	youǤ	I	do	not	connect	with	meǡ	nor	do	I	connect	with	youǤ	No	connectingǡ	no	connectionsǡ	no	connectorsǤǯǥȏLaughterȐǥ		ȏVajradarshiniȐ	So	our	grief	comes	from	creating	a	self	out	of	this	flow	and	then	trying	to	protect	that	self	from	change	when	its	very	nature	is	changeǤ	ǥ	Vasubandhu	would	say	there	is	just	experienceǤ	He	shows	us	the	mechanics	of	selfǡ	how	minds	create	self	and	worldǡ	out	of	just	experienceǤ	And	he	also	shows	us	that	it	isnǯt	our	faultǤ	We	are	just	wired	up	normallyǤ	So	that	on	a	very	deep	levelǡ	we	create	this	split	between	self	and	worldǡ	and	from	that	countless	other	dualitiesǣ	pleasureǡ	painǢ	insideǡ	outsideǢ	and	so	onǤ	Where	there	is	oneǡ	the	mind	makes	twoǡ	and	itǯs	one	big	mistakeǤ			So	we	may	want	to	ask	whyǡǦǦyou	knowǦǦI	wanted	to	askǡ	Whyǫ	Why	am	I	made	like	thatǫ	ǥuh	ǥ	Wellǡ	why	notǫ	ȏLaughterȐǥ		Now	I	may	well	know	that	this	soǦcalled	self	does	not	existǡ	but	I	donǯt	believe	it	for	one	momentǤ	So	everything	is	telling	me	the	oppositeǤ	Iǯve	even	secured	my	arm	againǤ	So	the	trouble	with	reality	is	that	itǯs	counterǦintuitiveǤ	Tsongkapa	found	it	was	the	opposite	of	what	he	expectedǡ	yet	we	need	our	intuition	to	find	itǤ	When	eyesight	failsǡ	find	a	railing	to	followǤ	So	can	we	trust	our	intuitionǫ		The	Buddha	did	not	teach	that	you	do	not	existǡ	only	that	you	canǯt	find	your	selfǤ	I	didnǯt	say	that	your	arm	does	not	existǡ	only	that	you	might	lose	itǤ	Itǯs	not	that	there	is	no	meǤ	There	most	certainly	isǤ	Itǯs	just	that	this	me	is	emptyǤ			ȏreaderȐ		ǮIf	you	are	what	you	graspǡ	you	would	not	be	hereǡ	for	what	you	grasp	comes	and	goesǤ	It	cannot	be	youǤ	How	can	the	grasped	be	the	grasperǫ	Youǯre	not	different	from	what	happened	thenǤ	If	you	wereǡ	you	would	not	need	a	pastǤǯ		ȏʹ	speakersȐ	ȏSpeaker	ͳȐ	ǮI	was	here	beforeǤǯ		ȏSpeaker	ʹȐ	ǮNo	you	werenǯtǤǯ		ȏSpeaker	ͳȐ	ǮI	was	and	I	wasnǯtǤǯ		ȏSpeaker	ʹȐ	ǮYou	neither	were	nor	werenǯtǤǯ		ȏSpeaker	ͳȐ	ǮI	will	surviveǤǯ		



ȏSpeaker	ʹȐ	ǮNo	you	wonǯtǤ	Opinions	are	absurdǤǯ	ǥ	ȏLaughterȐ	ǥ		ȏVajradarshiniȐ	So	if	this	selfǡ	this	cupǡ	this	fixation	is	what	Iǯve	graspedǡ	then	where	is	the	grasperǫ	And	if	this	selfǡ	this	cup	is	the	grasperǡ	then	where	is	what	has	been	graspedǫ	Where	we	are	goingǡ	there	is	still	meǡ	still	youǡ	but	no	graspingǤ	Weǯre	going	beyond	fixationsǤ			ȏreaderȐ	ǮWere	mind	and	matter	meǡ	I	would	come	and	go	like	themǤ	If	I	were	something	elseǡ	they	would	say	nothing	about	meǤǯ	ǥ	ȏLaughterȐ	ǥ		ȏVajradarshiniȐ	So	I	want	you	to	just	close	your	eyes	for	a	momentǡ	and	Iǯm	going	to	tell	you	something	that	Rumi	says	about	the	selfǤ			ǮEven	if	the	veil	of	self	is	as	thin	as	an	eyelidǡ	it	will	blind	us	to	the	reality	of	things	as	they	areǤǯ	ǥ	ȏInaudible	jokeȐ		Soǡ	where	do	we	find	this	wineǫ			ȏreaderȐ	ǮGoneǡ	inner	and	outerǡ	no	moonǡ	no	ground	or	skyǤ	Donǯt	hand	me	another	glass	of	wineǤ	Pour	it	into	my	mouthǤ	Iǯve	lost	the	way	to	my	mouthǤǯ		ȏVajradarshiniȐ	The	wine	is	in	the	tavernǡ	The	CarabatǤ	And	carabatǡ	it	means	literally	ruinǤ	So	thatǯs	the	name	of	the	tavernǤ	Youǯd	call	it	a	ruinǤ	So	in	the	Tavern	of	Ruinǡ	we	find	not	only	wine	but	musicǡ	dancing	girlsǡ	and	prostitutesǤ	And	pious	Muslims	would	not	set	foot	in	these	placesǡ	but	when	crowds	of	people	became	too	much	for	Rumiǡ	he	would	go	to	the	tavern	to	meditateǤ	ǥȏLaughterȐ		And	once	he	was	supposed	to	be	giving	the	Friday	lecture	and	nobody	could	find	him	anywhereǡ	and	it	was	reported	that	he	was	in	the	tavern	and	his	disciple	Hosen	goes	to	find	him	and	he	so	like	doesnǯt	want	to	set	foot	in	this	tavernǡ	especially	on	a	Fridayǡ	and	so	he	covers	his	eyes	up	and	he	somehow	manages	to	find	Rumi	in	the	dark	and	he	doesnǯt	open	his	eyes	until	heǯs	right	in	front	of	Rumiǯs	face	so	he	doesnǯt	see	anything	else	thatǯs	going	on	thereǤ			So	the	tavern	is	samsaraǤ	Itǯs	a	glorious	hell	that	we	human	beings	enjoy	and	suffer	and	push	off	from	in	search	of	truthǤ	So	I	like	this	idea	of	pushing	off	like	in	a	boat	from	firm	landǤ	We	push	off	from	samsara	in	search	of	truthǤ	The	tavern	is	the	human	conditioningǡ	conditionǤ	Itǯs	happiness	and	sufferingǤ	Thereǯs	a	Bjork	song	which	saysǡ	ǮI	carry	my	joy	on	the	left	and	my	pain	on	the	rightǤǯ	And	thatǯs	the	human	conditionǤ		



I	think	sometimes	as	Buddhists	we	can	think	that	there	is	something	wrong	with	samsaraǤ	We	can	even	try	to	fix	itǤ	There	is	nothing	wrong	with	samsaraǤ	Samsara	is	perfectǤ		So	samsaraǡ	the	Tavern	of	Ruinǡ	is	the	perfect	place	created	by	us	from	which	we	push	off	in	search	of	truthǤ		So	perceiving	a	mindǡ	we	cling	to	a	material	worldǤ	Does	this	mean	that	there	is	a	material	world	which	we	cling	toǡ	or	more	that	clinging	creates	our	worldǫ	With	our	helpǡ	existence	arises	in	emptinessǤ		ȏreaderȐ	ǮPraise	for	the	emptiness	that	blanks	out	existenceǤ	Existence	is	place	made	from	our	love	for	that	emptinessǤ	Yet	somehow	comes	emptinessǤ	This	existence	goesǤ	Praise	to	that	happening	over	and	overǤǯ		ȏVajradarshiniȐ	This	worldǡ	which	is	made	from	our	love	for	emptinessǤ	ǥ		So	how	is	it	we	make	our	worldǫ	ǥ	We	create	our	world	through	perceptionǤ	It	isnǯt	that	thereǯs	no	world	out	thereǤ	Itǯs	just	that	self	and	world	are	interdependentǤ	So	we	shape	the	world	through	perception	while	the	world	shapes	usǤ	Consciousness	is	colored	by	what	it	feeds	onǤ	So	for	Joanna	Macyǡ	insight	is	insight	into	the	very	process	of	perceptionǤ	To	understand	perceptionǡ	would	be	to	understand	how	self	and	world	coǦarise	in	emptinessǤ		The	Buddha	therefore	tells	us	to	pay	close	attention	to	the	world	of	our	sensesǤ	So	what	happens	when	we	seize	an	objectǫ	There	is	a	coǦarisingǡ	a	coǦignitingǡ	of	self	and	object	in	that	momentǡ	in	emptinessǤ	They	arise	togetherǡ	self	arises	with	objectǤ	So	for	this	lectern	to	existǡ	three	things	needed	to	coincideǤ	So	there	needed	to	be	a	sense	organǤ	You	know	if	I	was	asleepǡ	there	would	be	no	lectern	in	my	worldǡ	unless	if	Iǯm	having	anxiety	dreamsǤ	ǥ	ȏLaughterȐ	ǥ	So	thereǯs	the	eyeǤ	There	needs	to	be	a	sense	object	that	comes	within	range	of	my	sense	organǤ	So	if	this	was	outsideǡ	well	it	wouldnǯt	existǡ	againǡ	in	my	worldǤ	And	then	there	needs	to	be	impactǤ	There	could	be	me	with	my	eyes	open	and	a	lecternǡ	and	the	lectern	would	still	not	exist	unless	there	was	some	contact	which	was	either	deliberate	or	accidentalǤ	I	might	have	just	bumped	into	it	rather	than	been	looking	for	it	Ǥ		So	the	truth	of	this	perception	itself	is	a	relationship	of	mutual	dependence	between	these	three	thingsǤ	We	coǦariseǡ	coǦignite	with	the	world	of	thingsǤ	In	a	sense	self	and	world	create	one	otherǡ	or	at	least	depend	on	one	anotherǤ	So	these	threeȄorganǡ	objectǡ	and	attentionȄareǡ	they	constitute	a	sensory	sphereǡ	or	a	sort	ofǡ	they	coǦigniteǤ	And	that	coǦignition	is	a	sensory	sphereǤ		So	when	the	Buddha	saidǡ	ǮThere	isǡ	Monksǡ	that	sphere	wherein	there	is	neither	earthǡ	nor	waterǡ	nor	fireǡ	nor	airǡ	wherein	there	is	neither	this	world	nor	world	



beyondǡ	nor	sunǡ	nor	moonǤ	Monksǡ	there	is	a	not	bornǡ	a	not	becomeǡ	a	not	madeǡ	a	not	compoundedǤ	Monksǡ	if	there	were	notǡ	there	would	be	no	stepping	out	here	from	what	is	bornǡ	becomeǡ	madeǡ	compoundedǤ	So	there	isǡ	Monksǡ	that	sphereǤǯ	And	the	sphere	that	heǯs	talking	aboutȄNirvanaȄis	not	a	place	or	a	realmǡ	but	a	way	of	perceivingǡ	where	senses	and	world	drop	awayǤ		Yatha	buta	jnana	dharshanaǡ	seeing	things	as	they	really	areǤ	And	Padmasuri	said	that	my	name	means	thatǡ	reallyǤ	ǥ	um	And	in	a	wayǡ	itǯs	almostǡ	thatǯs	almost	been	a	kind	of	myǡ	my	thingǡ	I	supposeǡ	this	idea	of	seeing	things	as	they	really	areǤ	But	I	think	itǯs	also	been	quite	misleadingǡ	in	a	wayǤ	Itǯs	not	that	one	day	Iǯll	see	things	as	they	really	areǡ	itǯs	not	that	thereǯs	a	real	world	thatǯs	out	there	hidden	behind	this	illusionary	worldǤ	Insight	is	a	way	of	perceivingǤ	So	itǯs	not	that	we	will	have	insight	into	things	as	they	really	areǡ	but	weǯll	have	insight	into	our	own	process	of	perceptionǤ	Thatǯs	what	weǯll	seeǤ	Weǯll	see	our	process	of	perceptionǤ	And	when	we	can	deeply	understand	the	way	we	experienceǡ	when	we	fully	see	the	process	of	our	own	perceptionǡ	that	will	be	seeing	things	as	they	really	areǡ	which	I	guess	is	just	like	thisǤ		ȏreaderȐ	ǮWere	everything	not	emptyǡ	nothing	would	happenǤ	Nirvana	would	be	a	letting	go	and	a	stopping	of	whatǫ	Nothing	let	go	ofǡ	nothing	attainedǡ	nothing	annihilatedǡ	nothing	eternalǡ	unceasing	and	unbornǤ	That	is	NirvanaǤǯ		ȏVajradarshiniȐ	Soǡ	emptiness	for	Nagarjuna	is	contingencyȄto	see	dependenceǡ	connectednessǡ	and	relatedness	in	everything	and	to	ease	our	fixationsǤ	So	as	we	ease	this	fixation	of	selfǡ	we	also	ease	that	which	separates	us	from	our	worldǡ	so	we	are	freer	to	enter	into	the	shiftingǡ	beautifulǡ	tragic	flow	of	the	world	which	we	are	creating	and	being	created	byǤ	So	weǯll	have	an	intense	awareness	of	life	in	all	its	complexity	and	beautyǤ	Yet	when	we	look	to	find	the	person	absorbed	in	that	lifeǡ	thereǯll	be	no	one	thereǤ			So	itǯs	not	that	self	and	world	will	disappearǤ	In	fact	our	experience	will	be	all	the	more	vividǡ	but	thereǯll	be	an	easing	of	our	gripǤ	Self	and	worldǡ	but	no	longer	grasper	and	graspedǤ	So	itǯs	not	that	we	go	beyond	experienceǢ	itǯs	just	that	we	let	go	into	experienceǤ	And	although	I	create	my	world	with	complete	seriousnessǡ	fixing	meǡ	fixing	youǡ	thingsǡ	that	which	I	try	to	fix	is	utterly	unaffected	by	my	effortǤ		ȏLaughterȐ	ǥ	However	much	I	defineǡ	labelǡ	dissectǡ	analyzeǡ	I	leave	no	trace	on	the	seamless	web	of	lifeǤ		ȏreaderȐ	ǮYour	muddled	conclusions	do	not	affect	emptinessǤ	ȏLaughterȐ	Your	denial	of	emptiness	does	not	affect	meǤ	ȏLaughterȐ	It	is	all	at	easeǡ	unfixable	by	fixationsǡ	incommunicableǡ	inconceivableǡ	indivisibleǤǯ		ȏVajradarshiniȐ	



So	we	find	the	wine	of	emptiness	in	the	Tavern	of	Ruinǡ	samsaraǤ		ȏreaderȐ	ǮLast	year	I	admired	winesǤ	Thisǡ	Iǯm	wandering	inside	the	red	worldǤǯ		ȏVajradarshiniȐ	Soǡ	as	you	knowǡ	wine	is	not	to	be	rushedǤ	ȏLaughterȐ	Wine	has	to	fermentǡ	to	ageǡ	to	matureǤ	And	fermentation	is	one	of	the	oldest	symbols	for	human	transformationǤ	And	another	symbol	for	human	transformation	is	cookingǤ	So	in	a	lot	of	Zen	storiesǡ	umǡ	you	hear	about	people	being	cookedǤ	And	Rumi	also	talks	about	being	cookedǤ	He	saysǡ	ǮMy	life	in	three	phasesǣ	I	was	rawǡ	I	got	cookedǡ	I	burnedǤǯ	ȏLaughterȐ	ǥ		ȏreaderȐ	A	chickpea	leaps	almost	over	the	rim	of	the	potǡ	where	itǯs	being	boiledǤ	ǮWhy	are	you	doing	this	to	meǫǯ	The	cook	knocks	him	down	with	the	ladleǤ	ǮDonǯt	you	try	to	jump	outǤ	You	think	Iǯm	torturing	youǤ	Iǯm	giving	you	flavor	so	you	can	mix	with	spices	and	rice	and	be	the	lovely	vitality	of	a	human	beingǤǯ		Eventuallyǡ	the	chickpea	will	say	to	the	cookǡ	ǮBoil	me	some	moreǤ	Hit	me	with	the	skinning	spoonǤ	ȏLaughterȐ	I	canǯt	do	this	by	myselfǤǯ		ȏVajradarshiniȐ	So	the	cook	is	Rumiǯs	teacherǡ	and	the	cook	is	disciplineǤ	Rumiǯs	intoxication	starts	in	disciplineǤ	He	cooks	himselfǡ	then	burns	with	his	love	for	GodǤ	His	practice	starts	in	the	sphere	of	self	and	worldǤ	He	fastsǤ		ȏreaderȐ	ǮThereǯs	a	hidden	sweetness	in	the	stomachǯs	emptinessǤ	Be	emptier	and	cry	like	the	reed	instruments	cryǤǯ		ȏVajradarshiniȐ	He	goes	without	sleepǤ		ȏreaderȐ	ǮDonǯt	go	to	sleep	one	nightǤ	What	you	most	want	will	come	to	you	thenǤ	Warmed	by	the	sun	insideǡ	youǯll	see	wondersǤǯ		ȏVajradarshiniȐ	And	he	lives	in	povertyǤ		ȏreaderȐ	ǮLast	night	my	teacher	taught	me	the	lesson	of	povertyǤ	Having	nothing	and	wanting	nothingǡ	I	am	a	naked	manǡ	standing	inside	a	mine	of	rubiesǡ	clothed	in	red	silkǤǯ		ȏVajradarshiniȐ	



And	Shamsǡ	Rumiǯs	friend	and	teacherǡ	is	a	dervishǤ	And	dervish	means	one	who	is	poorǡ	the	one	who	is	poor	in	GodǤ	And	itǯs	very	interesting	that	Shams	keeps	his	poverty	secretǤ	I	really	like	this	idea	of	keeping	your	poverty	secretǤ	So	he	stays	in	merchantsǯ	accommodations	and	he	has	this	great	big	padlock	on	his	door	and	then	when	you	go	inǡ	heǯs	just	got	this	straw	mat	on	the	floorǤ	ȏLaughterȐ		So	the	cup	wants	to	be	lifted	and	usedǡ	not	brokenǡ	but	carried	carefully	to	the	mixǤ	For	Rumi	the	body	isnǯt	an	opponentǤ	There	is	only	loveǡ	and	such	an	abundance		that	it	leaves	no	space	for	foodǡ	sleepǡ	or	shoppingǤ	ȏLaughterȐ	ǥ		Joanna	Macy	tells	us	that	Ǯmeǯ	and	Ǯmineǯ	is	an	obsessive	trick	of	the	mindǡ	where	it	sets	itself	apart	from	its	physical	experienceǤ	It	is	the	mind	itself	that	needs	to	be	freedǤ	So	this	liberation	comes	not	from	us	separating	ourselves	from	the	world	of	things	but	from	increasing	our	awareness	of	itǤ		So	the	very	notion	of	thathataǡ	suchnessǡ	is	the	suchness	of	thingsǤ	The	reality	that	weǯre	looking	for	is	the	reality	of	thingsǡ	the	emptiness	of	thingsǡ	of	the	phenomenal	worldǤ	So	it	is	the	particularity	of	matterǡ	the	thingness	of	thingsǡ	that	is	helpful	to	the	mindǡ	returning	us	again	and	again	to	immediate	and	real	experienceǤ			So	wabiǦsabi	ȏLaughterȐȄmy	favorite	subjectȄwabiǦsabi	is	a	Japanese	term	for	an	aesthetic	in	which	the	soǦcalled	faults	of	conditioned	existence	are	its	beautyǤ	So	in	wabiǦsabi	we	enter	into	a	relationship	with	the	worldǡ	which	allows	the	world	to	show	us	realityǤ	We	coax	beauty	out	of	uglinessǤ	And	wabiǦsabi	is	the	beauty	of	things	that	are	imperfectǡ	impermanentǡ	and	incompleteǤ	Itǯs	the	beauty	of	things	modest	and	humbleǡ	of	things	unconventionalǤ	So	itǯs	the	shape	worn	into	an	old	stone	stepǡ	itǯs	the	lid	of	a	china	sugar	bowl	thatǯs	been	very	carefully	mendedǤ	Itǯs	the	scar	on	my	kneeǤ	Itǯs	old	glass	in	windows	that	distorts	the	viewǤ			With	wabiǦsabiǡ	the	beauty	is	transitoryǤ	Things	are	either	emerging	out	of	nothingness	or	disappearing	into	nothingnessǤ	Therefore	it	shows	us	the	nothingness	that	lies	behind	all	thingsǤ	WabiǦsabi	is	springtime	and	autumnǤ	Itǯs	buds	and	shootsǡ	seed	headsǡ	leaf	skeletonsǤ	Itǯs	dusk	and	dawnǤ	Itǯs	every	kind	of	becoming	and	dissolvingǤ		So	the	mind	is	to	be	freed	by	this	disciplined	attention	to	the	suchness	of	thingsǡ	to	the	here	and	nowǤ	In	these	moments	the	mind	can	break	through	fixation	and	perceive	the	living	process	of	which	it	is	a	partǤ	For	Nagarjuna	emptiness	is	the	fasting	of	the	mindǤ		ȏreaderȐ	ǮWhen	emptiness	is	possibleǡ	everything	is	possibleǤ	Were	emptiness	not	possibleǡ	nothing	could	be	possibleǤǯ		ȏsecond	readerȐ	



ǮSome	nights	stay	up	till	dawnǡ	as	the	moon	sometimes	does	for	the	sunǤ	Be	a	full	bucket	pulled	up	the	dark	way	of	a	wellǡ	then	lifted	out	into	the	lightǤǯ		ȏVajradarshiniȐ	When	Shams	met	Rumiǡ	he	threw	his	books	into	a	pondǤ	He	told	him	that	though	the	saints	donǯt	fail	to	pray	and	fastǡ	it	wasnǯt	enoughǤ	One	must	strive	for	the	inner	truth	of	these	outward	practicesǤ		So	you	probably	remember	the	same	happened	to	RechungpaǤ	He	goes	off	to	fetch	water	while	Milarepa	is	lighting	the	fireǤ	But	he	ends	up	watching	the	goats	and	comes	back	hours	later	and	when	he	comes	back	Milarepa	is	in	the	process	of	burning	all	his	booksǤ	And	Rechungpa	is	furious	and	Milarepa	just	tells	him	that	itǯs	his	own	fault	because	heǯs	been	gone	so	longǡ	he	thought	he	was	deadǤ	ȏLaughterȐ	And	anywayǡ	if	Rechungpa	wanted	entertainmentǡ	Milarepa	couldǯve	provided	itǤ	ȏLaughterȐ	At	which	point	two	suns	and	moons	shone	forth	from	his	eyes	and	earsǤ	From	his	nostrils	streamed	lights	of	five	different	colorsǤ		His	tongue	became	a	small	eightǦpetaled	lotusǡ	and	from	his	heart	rained	forth	beams	of	lightǡ	which	turned	into	numerous	small	birdsǤ	To	which	Rechungpa	showed	no	interest	ȏLaughterȐ	but	continued	to	demand	his	books	backǤ	ȏLaughterȐ		So	donǯt	be	a	cup	with	a	dry	rimǤ		ȏreaderȐ	ǮThese	forms	we	seem	to	be	are	cups	floating	in	an	ocean	of	living	consciousnessǤ	They	fill	and	sink	without	leaving	an	arc	of	bubbles	or	any	goodbye	sprayǤ	What	we	are	is	that	oceanǡ	too	near	to	see	though	we	swim	in	it	and	drink	it	inǤ	Donǯt	be	a	cup	with	a	dry	rimǤǯ		ȏVahradarshiniȐ		So	Rumi	is	already	a	teacher	of	Islamic	lawǡ	already	a	mystic	and	a	poetǤ	But	Shams	wants	Rumi	to	be	emptyǤ	ǮTry	to	be	a	sheet	of	paper	with	nothing	on	itǤ	Be	a	spot	of	ground	where	nothing	is	growingǤǯ	He	tells	Rumiǡ	ǮWant	moreǤ	Want	more	than	each	thing	that	comes	before	youǤ	The	intellect	and	the	senses	perceive	cause	and	effectǡ	whereas	the	spirit	perceives	wonder	upon	wondersǤǯ	He	teaches	Rumi	Samaǡ	the	turning	of	the	whirling	dervishesǡ	where	inside	one	is	like	a	mountainǡ	a	whole	range	of	mountains	and	outside	like	strawǤǯ			ȏreaderȐ	ǮWalk	to	the	wellǤ	Turn	as	the	earth	and	moon	turnǡ	circling	what	they	loveǤ	Whatever	circles	comes	from	the	centerǤǯ		ȏVajradarshiniȐ	Go	deepǤ	Go	beyond	booksǡ	beyond	thoughtǡ	beyond	partial	truthsǤ		



So	Nagarjuna	knows	the	difference	between	the	sublime	truth	and	the	partial	truthǤ	He	warnsǣ		ȏreaderȐ	ǮWithout	knowing	how	they	differǡ	you	cannot	know	the	deepǤ	Without	relying	on	conventionsǡ	you	cannot	disclose	the	sublimeǤ	Without	intuiting	the	sublimeǡ	you	cannot	experience	freedomǤǯ		ȏVajradarshiniȐ	The	Buddha	finds	himself	suspended	in	silenceǡ	between	a	yes	and	a	noǡ	between	self	and	no	selfǡ	suspended	in	an	empty	silenceǤ	This	deep	and	empty	silence	is	the	middle	wayǤ	Emptiness	is	not	a	place	or	a	stateǤ	Itǯs	a	way	of	livingǡ	of	living	in	the	middleǡ	of	not	settling	down	anywhereǤ	So	Bhante	has	another	term	for	sunyataǡ	for	emptinessǤ	He	calls	it	mysteriousnessǤ	Everything	is	completely	mysteriousǤ	And	the	middle	way	means	staying	inside	the	mystery	of	lifeǡ	the	mystery	of	self	and	worldǤ			Two	Zen	monksǣ		ȏreadersȐ	ȏMonk	ͳȐ	ǮCan	you	grasp	emptinessǫǯ		ȏMonk	ʹȐ	ǮYesǤǯ		ȏMonk	ͳȐ	ǮHow	do	you	do	itǫ	ȏPause	to	wait	for	answerǡ	which	doesnǯt	comeǤȐYou	donǯt	know	how	to	grasp	emptinessǤǯ		ȏMonk	ʹȐ	ǮHow	do	you	do	it	thenǫ	ȏPause	to	wait	for	answerǡ	which	apparently	comesǤȐ	OuchǨ	Youǯre	hurting	meǨǯ	ȏLaughterȐ	ǥ		ȏVajradarshiniȐ	Believers	in	emptiness	are	incurableǤ	Let	goǤ		ȏreaderȐ	ǮBuddhas	say	emptiness	is	relinquishing	opinionsǤ	ǮI	am	freeǨ	I	cling	no	moreǨ	Liberation	is	mineǨǯ	The	greatest	clinging	is	to	cling	like	thisǤǯ		ȏVajradarshiniȐ	So	we	donǯt	get	to	emptinessǡ	to	mysteriousnessǡ	through	mystical	abstractionǤ	We	have	to	find	our	own	way	to	cross	over	the	gap	between	reason	and	experienceǡ	between	our	head	and	our	heartǤ		ȏreaderȐ	ǮIn	the	true	bewilderment	of	the	soulǡ	he	went	out	beyond	any	seekingǡ	beyond	words	and	tellingǡ	drowned	in	the	beautyǡ	drowned	beyond	deliveranceǤǯ		ȏVajradarshiniȐ	



Donǯt	be	a	cup	with	a	dry	rimǤ		ȏreaderȐ	ǮWaves	cover	the	old	manǤ	Nothing	more	can	be	said	of	himǤ	Every	moment	the	sunlight	is	totally	empty	and	totally	fullǤǯ		ȏVajradarshiniȐ	So	what	has	shown	you	emptinessǡ	what	has	shown	you	mysteriousnessǫ	Where	have	you	seen	itǫ	Form	is	emptinessǡ	emptiness	is	formǤ	This	is	the	truth	we	are	attempting	to	push	off	from	the	tavern	of	life	in	search	ofǤ	In	the	past	every	time	I	felt	myself	push	off	into	the	truthǡ	itǯs	been	into	an	experience	of	seeing	through	thingsǡ	of	a	sort	of	dissolvingǡ	of	fluidityǡ	of	emptinessǤ	I	was	with	my	Dad	when	he	died	a	few	months	agoǡ	and	I	watched	his	cup	fill	and	sink	without	leaving	an	arc	of	bubbles	or	any	goodǦbye	sprayǤ	I	saw	form	become	emptinessǤ	And	since	thenǡ	itǯs	hard	to	explain	itǡ	but	itǯs	like	when	I	push	off	into	the	truthǡ	thereǯs	a	fullness	thereǤ	Forms	appearǡ	a	continual	manifestingǤ			So	all	around	usǡ	form	plays	in	emptinessǡ	reality	showing	itself	everywhereǡ	night	and	dayǤ	So	itǯs	springtime	and	out	of	nothing	all	this	manifestsǡ	blossoms	before	our	eyesǡ	and	then	in	the	autumn	it	will	dissolveǤ	And	if	we	look	closely	enoughǡ	itǯs	dissolving	nowǤ	Itǯs	either	coming	into	being	or	itǯs	dissolvingǤ			When	we	do	sadhana	practiceǡ	this	is	the	truth	that	we	push	off	in	search	ofǦǦmanifestingǡ	dissolvingǡ	creatingǡ	letting	goǤ	They	go	hand	in	handǤ	The	same	with	pure	awarenessǤ	So	the	whole	universe	is	appearing	and	dissolving	all	around	usǡ	in	the	most	ordinary	thingsǤ	We	prepare	a	mealǡ	it	appearsǡ	itǯs	eaten	and	goneǤ	Lots	of	dirty	dishes	have	appearedǤ	We	wash	them	up	and	put	them	awayǤ	This	is	continual	becomingǡ	beingǡ	letting	goǡ	dissolvingǤ	This	truth	is	so	closeǡ	yet	we	do	not	see	itǤ	Itǯs	as	close	as	our	jugularǤ		ȏreaderȐ	ǮKeep	wanting	that	connectionǡ	with	all	your	pulsing	energyǤ	The	throbbing	vein	will	take	you	further	than	any	thinkingǤǯ		ȏVajradarshiniȐ	So	donǯt	be	a	cup	with	a	dry	rimǤ	Donǯt	look	elsewhere	for	emptiness	when	itǯs	pulsing	at	your	throatǤ		ȏreaderȐ	ǮThe	dissolving	of	objects	and	easing	of	fixations	is	peaceǤ	The	Buddha	never	taught	anyone	anythingǤ	When	Buddhas	donǯt	appear	and	their	followers	are	goneǡ	the	wisdom	of	awakening	bursts	forth	by	itselfǤǯ		ȏVajradarshiniȐ	So	all	of	this	is	neither	an	illusion	nor	realȄyouǡ	meǡ	thingsȄis	neither	an	illusion	nor	is	it	realǤ	Because	it	isnǯt	an	illusionǡ	we	respond	with	compassionǤ	Because	it	



isnǯt	realǡ	we	donǯt	get	hung	up	about	itǤ	Just	donǯt	be	a	cup	with	a	dry	rimǤ	Drown	yourself	in	truth	and	beautyǤ		ȏreaderȐ	ǮWe	have	a	huge	barrel	of	wine	but	no	cupsǤ	Thatǯs	fine	with	usǤ	Every	morning	we	glowǡ	and	in	the	evening	we	glow	againǤ	They	say	thereǯs	no	future	for	usǤ	Theyǯre	rightǡ	which	is	fine	with	usǤǯ		
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