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PREFACE

HERE ARE THE SAYINGS of the Buddha, the Enlightened One. Had you but ears to hear, these very words could awaken you and through them you could realize your Buddha nature. These words come to you in purity; for them to touch you they must be received in purity. These words come out of divine simplicity; to liberate you they must be heard in simplicity. These words come from the soul; to feed that in you which thirsts, these words, which are words of wisdom, not knowledge, must be heard by the soul, not the intellect. For that which feeds only the intellect entraps, while that which feeds the soul liberates. And it is the soul that thirsts for truth. The intellect thirsts only to satiate its fascination.

A transmission of truth is poured from one vessel into another. If you as a vessel are impure in body, heart, or mind, the truth cannot be contained … what is pure becomes impure … the power of the truth is too much … the cup is smashed … the transmission lost, and man continues to walk in darkness. In your lifetime you have read thousands of words such as those contained in this volume: the words of the Christ, of Lao Tsu, of the Patriarchs of Zen, of Rumi or Kabir or Saint Teresa or John, of Solomon and Abraham, of Mohammed, of Krishna or the Vedic Rishis … words that bespeak the secrets of the Universe. But how few you have received, how many transmissions you have lost again and again because you were not ready to hear.

Is it sufficient preparation, having purchased this book, to sit in a comfortable chair, to make your reading light ready, and then to peruse this volume as you would a weekly magazine or novel, or perhaps slightly more slowly as though it were a book of poetry? Is that the way you prepare to hear the word of the Buddha, of the Christ, of Lao Tsu? Is that the way you prepare yourself to sit before a holy man and receive that jewel which could possibly liberate you from thousands of life-times on the wheel of birth and death? Were you going to meet the Buddha, might you not bathe in the river to make your body clean? Might you not come bearing a gift of a fruit or a coconut? Might you not sit with the wind and the trees and the heavens until your mind is calm? Might you not acknowledge the suffering of your fellow beings with an open heart and give alms? Might you not come forward and bow deeply in humility and surrender? Would these not be suitable preparations for receiving the greatest truths? And when you heard the words, would you not set aside judging and allow the words to caress your being … to play with your consciousness as a gentle stream plays with your body, its healing waters washing away the tensions created by your models of who you are and how you think it is?

Imagine the Buddha were on earth at this moment somewhere in India. And you set out on a pilgrimage to receive a teaching from him. Perhaps you might arrive at a village such as Sarnath, where rumor has it that the Buddha is discoursing daily in the Deer Park to the gathered monks. But there they say, “No, it is too late in the season. The Buddha has gone north to the mountains.” And so you set out, sometimes traveling by ox cart, more often on foot, day after day, week after week … from village to village, asking at each tea stop for news of the Buddha.

“Yes, he was here but a week ago. He has gone toward the east.” “Yes, he was here but five days ago. He went toward the village in the north.” A word here, a gesture there … and you know you are getting closer. Excitement of anticipating the meeting becomes all but unbearable ecstasy. As you get closer, you can tell from the light in the eyes and faces of the people that you meet that they have tasted the nectar of darshan (meeting) with the Buddha. Each wants to tell you of his or her experience, of the Grace: of how he walked, what he said, how he smiled. You are reminded of the Gopis who sought Krishna and said of the creeper, “Krishna has certainly been here, for see how this creeper bears the shiver of delight in its blossoms.” As you get closer, the joy in anything other than meeting the Buddha becomes pale. You are single-minded in your determination. Even food and rest bow before your impatience to proceed. And finally you come to the spot on the path where the women in shawls who tend the sheep point and say, “Yes, he is up on that hill.” Quickly you bathe, and then with your offering in hand you rush up the hill, stumbling over rocks and shrubs … but you care not for your feet because you are about to see the Holy Man. The landscape has taken on an unnatural radiance. Your body shakes; your breath comes fast. And there under a tree sits the Buddha, perfect tranquillity. You do dundapranam, stretching out completely before him, three times … and then you offer your gift of fruit for the teachings. With the slightest nod of his head, the Buddha motions for you to sit before him. You have been accepted. Never before have you felt such peace. Seated with the Buddha you are out of time, out of space. You feel only the moment … the breeze upon your cheek, the dog barking in the distance. It is as if the world has stopped.

After some time the Buddha speaks:


“We are what we think.

All that we are arises with our thoughts.

With our thoughts we make the world.”



He continues to speak a few more words. Each word burns into your soul, for these are your keys to liberation. These words are both the goal of one journey and the beginning of the next …

After more silence he motions for you to leave. Again you bow and go your way. By how many campfires, by how many streams, in how many meditation rooms will each of his words feed you anew? Precious words so dearly obtained. But more than the words … the boundless space, the simplicity, the compassion, the peace from which the words spring. In your hand you hold a book of the sayings of the Buddha. Read them slowly … a phrase at a time. Let them feed your soul. I wish you the purity of body, mind, and heart to hear them.

RAM DASS




End of sample




    To search for additional titles please go to 

    
    http://search.overdrive.com.   


OEBPS/images/Byro_9780307950710_epub_001_r1.jpg






OEBPS/images/Byro_9780307950710_epub_cvi_r1.jpg
The Dhammapada

THE SAYINGS OF THE BUDDHA

THOMAS BYROM






OEBPS/images/Byro_9780307950710_epub_cvt_r1.jpg
=







OEBPS/page-template.xpgt
 

   
    
		 
    
  
     
		 
		 
    

     
		 
    

     
		 
		 
    

     
		 
    

     
		 
		 
    

     
         
             
             
             
             
             
             
        
    

  

   
     
  





