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“The story that we are going to go into today is one of the
greatest stories. It has that special flavor that only a Sufi
story can have. It is incomparable.

“If you can understand this story you will have understood
the very secret of religion. If you can’t understand this story,
you will not be able to understand religion at all.”



Introduction

Like all great and timel
Life.” is hauntingly simple.
you, call to you, like no othe
map of life, a map of religion.

Hetmple map

i mn,\ from antiquity,

ems u) \\lu per. The God wi k hides not in the rivers and
in our hearts, nourished by that rare quality—

not a lammu time or place, not a paradise in the sky, but a
which vherever we are, and flows forever from this

moment.

Without purpose, w without _|u~||l‘ul(mu without the ation of reward, Mojud is
of the mysteries.” No path, no plan, not
and trusting man. A man who finds
no temple, but is, himself, his own

even allmugln,_m
10 God, but godlin
sacred gate to the divine.

Swami Dhyan Yogi

“So pull yourself together. Become integrated for these few
moments. Listen as totally as possible, just become your ears.
Be there. Something of immense value is being imparted in this
story.”
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Believing in the
impossible, the impossible
becomes possible
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(Zzere was once a man
named Mojud.
He lived in a town where he had
obtained a post
as a small official, and
it seemed [iKely
that he would end his days
as Inspector of Weights
and Measures.



One day

when he was walKing
through the gardens

of an ancient building

near his home,

Khidr,

the mysterious guide

of the Sufis,

appeared to him,

dressed in shimmering green.
Khidr said,

“Man of bright prospects!
Leave your work.

and meet me at the riverside
in three days’ time.”

Then he disappeared.



Khidr . .. dressed in shimmering green . ..
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Mjmf went to his superior
in trepidation
and said that he had to leave.
Everyone in the town
soon heard of this
and they said,
“Poor Mojud! He has gone mad!”
But, as there were
many candidates for his job,
they soon forgot him.
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On the appointed day,
Mojud met Khidr,
who said to him,
“Tear your clothes
and throw yourself into the stream.
Perhaps someone will save you.”

Mojud did 5o,

even though he wondered
if he were mad.
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tear your clothes and throw yourself into the stream . ..
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Belief
grows out of heart

Since he could swim,
he did not drown,
but drifted a long way
before a fisherman hauled him
into his boat, saying
“Foolish man!
The current is strony.
What are you trying to do?”
Mojud said, ‘T don't really Know.”
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a fisherman hauled him into his boat . . . =t if’
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will take you into my reed-hut by the river yonder . ..




;%t are mad,”
said the fisherman,
“but I will take you
into my reed-hut

by the river yonder,

and we shall see
what can be done

for you.”
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r[/'/fien he discovered
that Mojud was well-spoken,
he learned from him
how to read and write.
In exchange,
Mojud was given food
and helped the fisherman
with his work,
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ﬂftar a few months,
Khidr again appeared,
this time
at the foot of Mojud’s bed,
and said,
‘Get up now
and leave this fisherman.

You will be provided for.”
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I am talking
about the stream
of inner consciousness



Mjucf immediately
quit the hut,
dressed as a fisherman,
and wandered about
until he came to a highway.



/{45 dawn was breaKing
he saw a farmer on a donkey
on his way to market.
“Do you seek work?”
asked the farmer,
‘because I need a man to help me
bring back some purchases.”



iy 7N
L'"as ! N2 o
s dawn was breaking he saw a farmer on a donkey . <
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Moius fottowed fim.
He worked for the farmer for
nearly two years,
by which time he had learned
a great deal about agriculture
but little else.
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One afternoon when
he was baling wool,
Khidr appeared to him and said,
“Ceave that work,
walK to the city of Mosul,
and use your savings to become
a skin-merchant.”

Mjwf obeyed.
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You are here to learn
the ways of trust

L Mosul he became Known
as a skin-merchant,
never seeing Khidr
while he plied his trade
for three years.
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in Mosul he became known as a skin-merchant .

B
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... the distant Samarkand . . .




.7_[; had saved

quite a large sum of money,

and was thinking

of buying a house,

when Khidr appeared

and said, ‘Give me your money,
walk out of this town

as far as the distant Samarkand,
and work _for a grocer there.”

Mjud did 5o
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Only
by living it will you know it

?esent[y he began
to show undoubted signs
of illumination.
He healed the sick,
served his fellow man in the shop
during his spare time,
and his Knowledge of the mysteries
became deeper and deeper.



33

presently he began o show undoubted signs of illumination




C lerics, philosophers
and others visited him and asked,
“Under whom did you study?”



”L is difficult to say,” said
Mojud.
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SEVEN

Life
itself becomes the teacher



.7'[1:5 disciples asKed,

“How did you start your career?”

.7_[; said, “As a small official.”
“And you gave it up to devote
yourself to self-mortification?”

'% I just gave it up.”
They did not understand him.

ﬂop[e approached him to write
the story of his life.
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”q/l/ﬁat have you been

in your life?” they asKed.

”Ijumpecf into a river,
became a fisherman,
then walked out of his reed-hut
in the middle of one night.
After that, I became a farmhand.
While I was baling wool,
I changed and went to Mosul,
where I became a sKin-merchant.
I saved some money there,
but gave it away.
Then I walked to Samarkand
where I worked for a grocer.
And this is where I am now.”
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Spirituality is a gift.
It comes to those
who trust
it happens to those
who love
and who love immensely
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this inexplicable behavior
throws no light

upon your strange gifts
and wonderful examples,”
said the biographers.

"(Z;at is so,” said Mojud.



50 the biographers
constructed for Mojud
a wonderful and exciting story:
because all saints
must have their story, and the story
must be in accordance with the
appetite of the listener,
not with the realities of life.



ﬂna[ nobody is allowed
to speak of Khidr directly.
That is why this story is not true.
This is a representation of a life.
This is the real [ife
of one of the greatest Sufis.






n the morning
n[ .\lm'ch 2nd,
at the Shree Rajncesh Ashram in Poona, India

Bhagwan Shree Rajneesh
«

the following
on this aneléal \ulx atory

The Man With nu l\lh\l’l ICABLE LIFE
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Believing in the
impossible, the impossible
becomes possible

'I:Tl\’ story that we are going to go into toda
a Sul

that special flavor that onl uli story can ha able. If you can
understand this story, you will have understood the very et of religion. If you
can’t understand this story, you will not be able to understand religion at all.

. It has

one ()ftlu geeatant stori
It

‘This belongs to the very lation of religi i Without it ther
no religious transformation. So listen to this story as attentively as possible. Let
sink into your being. This story can open a door; this story can become

ch a radical change in your life that you may never again be the same. But the
story has to be understood very minutely arcfully
a strange tale.

ovingly, because it is

It is not just a story;
Theyare not, J\lalw

mething, uu.ypmm 0
he unknown, fingers pointing to the moon.
saying of the Sufis: “Don’t bite my finger, look where I am pointing.”

ry ea e. You
S th poml They are reflections of the )L\nml They say that which cannot be

1o be entertained by such stories, but that is not their purpos:
I

inexpressible. Theyare notabout ordinary
llﬁ., they are uol about the mundane world. They belong to the innermost search
for truth; they belong to the center of your being. They are beautiful dev

If you simply pay attention, if you meditate on the story, pmal!cl to the story

P
something else will start revealing itself into your being, The story is on one plane,
but the revelation is on another plane, parallel to it. Unless you start tasting that




u have missed the point. And to miss the point is
stupid person can do it.

parallel revelation, remember.
very casy. No intelligence is necded to miss the point; any st
But to understand . . . it will require great intelligence.

So pull yourself together. Become integrated for these few moments. Listen as
totally as possible, just become your ears. Be there. Something of immense value
being imparted in this story.

In Lewis Carroll’s Through the Looking Glass there comes this beautiful passag

he queen said to Alice, who was standing in a world she could not be-
lieve, “I dare say you have not had much practice. Why, sometimes T
have believed as many as six impossible things before brealfast!”

Yes, thatis the secret of this story. Lewis Carroll is imparting something immensely
valuable there. The secret of the story is the art of believing, the art of trusting, the
artof saying yes to existence. Believing in the impossible, the impossible becomes
possible. How does it happen?

In fact, things are impossible only because you don’t have the courage to believe.
Each thought can become a thing, and all that happens inside the consciousness.
can create its reality outside. All that happens outside has to happen first inside.
The seed is absorbed inside and the tree shows outside.

Kf you have the believing heart, nothing s i i Godisnot i

But you need to have a believing heart. A believing mind won't do, because mind
basically cannot believe. It is incapable of belief. Mind can only doubt: doubt is
natural to mind, doubt is intrinsic to mind. The head cannot but doubt. So if you
start forcing g beliefs in the head, those beliefs will only hide your doubts. Nothing
will happen out of them. And that is where Mohammedans and Christians and
Hindus and Jainas exist: their belief is of the mind—and mind is incapable of be-
lief. It is not possible for the mind to believe, mind can only doubt. Doubt grows out
of mind as leaves grow out of trees.

Belief grows out of heart. The heart cannot doubt, it can only believe. So the mind-
belief —that T believe in The Bible, that I believe in The Koran, that I believe in Das
Kapital, that Thelicve in \Ia]m\lr'\, or Moses or Mao Tse Tung—is just a pseudo-

Head c: i Youcan remain en-
T dein ti e bubyoia: e *ILBE st Yoi il Temaii s wactslarin @ dessr.




You will never bloom, you will never know what an oasis is. You will never know any
joy, any celebration.

S0 when I say believing can make impossible things possible, T mean believing in
the heart—an innocent heart, the heart of the child which knows not how to say no,
which knows only yes—yes not against no.

Not that the child says no inside and says yes outside; then it is of the head. That
is the way of the head: yes outside, no inside, no outside, yes inside. The head is
schizophrenic. It is never total and one.

‘When the heart says yes, it simpl\'sd\sy(w ‘There is no conflict, there is no division.
The heart is integrated in its ye true believing, trust. It is a heart
phenomenon. It is not a thought, but a ﬁ\liug, and ultimately it is a being, not even
a feeling.

I the beginning trust is a feeling, in its final flowering it is being.

The so-called beliefs remain in the head, they never become your feeling, and they
cannot become your being. And unless something becomes your being i is just an
idle dream. It is a wastage of encrgy.

But believing needs risking. You will be surprised to know this: that doubt is very
cowardly. Ordinarily you must have heard that brave people doubt, that cowards
believe. That too is true, in a sense. The head-belief is cowardly, and you know only
the head-believers, so it corresponds with the reality. If you go into the mosques
and the churches and the temples, you will find them full of cowards. But real belief
is not cowardly, real belief is a great courage; it is heroic.

Doubt arises out of fear; how can it be brave? Doubt is rooted in fear. Doubt arises
because there is a longing to defend oneself, to protect oneself, to be secure. You
can trust only if you are ready to go into insecurity, if you are ready to go into the
uncharted, if you are ready to sail your boat without any map into the unknown.
‘Trust means immense courage, and only a courageous person can be religious, be-
cause only a courageous person can say “yes.

Doubt is defense. And even if you are defended by it, you remain stuck, you cannot
cause cach brings fear, lvuxms‘c each movement is movement
into the unknown, the unfe iar. Doubt is a b ct of fear, it.




Then what is believing? Be! ng is a by-product of Tove. Only those who know how
tolove know how to believe. Love arises from the heart, and beliefalso. Doubtarises
in the head, and fear also. The person who lives in the head remains a coward. In
fact, because he is cowardly, he lives in the head. He is afraid to move towards the
heart, because one never knows where the heart will take you.

The heart is an adventurer, the explorer of the mysteries, the discoverer of all that
is hidden, The heart is always on a pilgrimage. It is never satisfied: it has an
innermost discontent, a spiritual discontent. It never settles anywhere. It is very
esiah 1 o it b E it g KA e

The heart is satisfied only when it has come to the ultimate, beyond which there
1sun|.,<ml The mundane cannot satisfy it. The heart is never conventional, the heart
s always in revolution. It Is always leaping from one state into another state. It
always groping, it is always risking. Whatsoever it has, it is always ready to gamble
it for the unknown. Its desir 1o know that which truly is; that’s what God is all
about.

The heart longs for adventure, it longs for danger, it longs for the uncharted, the
unknown, the insecure. It hankers for the oceanic experience; it wants to dissolve.
It wants to disappear into the totality. The head is afraid, afraid of dying, afraid of
disappearing.

When the river faced the desert, encountered the desert, it was the head that was
saying, “Don’t evaporate. Otherwise, who knows where you will land? Who will you
be then? Your identity may be erased forever. You may not be able to be again as
youare now.” It was head. But the heart understood the whisperings of the desert.
Something deep inside felt a conviction, “Yes, this is not my des , to be just a
river losing itself in the desert. 1 ]m\c to go beyond, and I have o risk. It is
dangerous and there is no guarantee.” But the moment the river started thinking
of risking, somewhere deep in the unconscious it started feeling, glimpses,
memories started arising. It started feeling, “Yes, there is s{)m(\\lurc some
experience. . . . I have been in the hands of the winds before, too.”

starts revealing to you many things. It reveals
v to the trusting being, only to the trusting
. impeceable, absolute.

When you trust, your unconscious
itself only to the trusting mind, onl;
consciousness. Religion is the fragrance of this trus

A society becomes
cicty is

Atheism is an act of weakness, of impotency. It is decadent.
atheist only when it is dying, when it has lost vigor and youth. When a s




it hankers for the unknown, it longs for the danger. It tries

young, alive, vigorou
because that is the only way to live.

to live dangerously be

ten to one stor

1 would like you to lis

One day an atheist was walking along a cliff when he slipped and fell
over the edge. As he plunged downward he managed to grab the branch
of a small tree that was growing from a crevice in the rock. Hanging
swaying in the cold wind, he realized how hopeless his position
for below were ragged boulders and there was no way to climb up.
is grip on the branch was weakening.

ell,” he thought, “only God can save me now. I have never believed
in God, but I might be wrong. What have I to lose?” So he called out.,
“God! If you exist, save me and I will believe in you!" There was no
answer.

He called again, “Please. God. I never believed in you, but if gou will
save me now, I will believe in you from now on.”

Suddenly a great voice boomed down from the clouds. “Oh. no you
f

won’t! T know your kind!
The man was so surprised he almost lost his grip on the branch.
“Please! God, you are wrong! I really mean it! T will believe!”
“Oh, no you won't! That's what they all say!”

The man pleaded and argued.

Finally God said, “All right! T will save you. . . . Let go of the branch.”

“Let go of the branch?!” the man exclaimed. “Do you think Iam crazy?”

Atheism is always cowardly. The really brave person is bound to become religious,
and the religious person is necessarily brave. So if you find a cowardly person
religious, then you can k wrong. A cowardly person cannot be
religious. up.nhpun is nothing but a defense, an armor. His yes mmunmmwm
of love and courage. his yes is coming out of fear. If it was possible to say, “No,”

would have said, “\n.” H is ye i wse death is there, discase hlluruv
danger is there. So he (hm]ﬁ. “Whatam I tolose? Why not believe? Why not pray?”




prayer is bogus, his prayer i ng but an expression of fear. Out of fear he
goes to the temple and to the church and o the priest.

When a man is really courageous he goes (o a Master, not (o a priest. He does not
gotoadead chureh or a dead temple. He starts trying and searching for some alive
phenomenon. He goes to a Christ or a Buddha or a Krishna, but he does not go to
the church. He does not go to orthodoxies. He does not live in the past, he move:
in the present.

And whatsoever he does is out of courage. Ifhe says, “Yes!” he says it out of courage,
out of love for existence, out of a deep understanding that, “Tam part of this whole;
Lam not separate.™

v “No,™ is saying no 1o one’s own roots. If the tree says no to the earth, what
wi A]I hc the fate of the tree? It will be committing suicide. ITthe t ays no to the
sun, what will be the fate of the tree? Itwill be cc ||m||(lmg~.mu(k The tree cannot
say no to the sun, the tree cannot say no to the carth. The tree has to say yes to the
sun, tothe carth, to the winds, to the clouds. The tree has to remain ina yes-attitude
continuously, day in, day out. Only then the tree can bloom and can rémain green
and alive and can grow.

Man is rooted in aying, “No,” is poisoning your own system. To whom
are you saying no?—to your own carth, to your own sky, to your own sun. You will
rt getting paralyzed. The really courageous person looks around,

that =T |m|lnl um totality.” Sceing it, he relaxes into a yes.
go. And he is iy sk anything, whatsoever is needed, for his ye

Soren Kierkegaard has written a parable:
Once there was a king who loved a humble maiden. This king was so
powerful and well-established that he could not marry her without
being forced to abdicate. If he were to marry her, the king knew that he
would make her forever grateful. It occurred to him, though. that some-
thing would be wanting in her happiness: she would always admire him
and thank him but she would not be able to love him, for the inequality
between them would be too great and she would never be able to forget
her humble origin and her debt of gratitude.

S0 he decided upon another way: instead of making her queen, he
would renounce the kingship. He would become a commoner and then
offer her his love. In doing this he realized that he was taking a great




risk. He was doing something that would be foolish in the eyes of most
people in his kingdom, perhaps even in her eyes. He would lose the
kingship and he might also be rejected by her. especially if she were
disappointed at not becoming a queen. Yet he decided to take this risk.
It was better, he believed, to risk everything in order to make love
possible.

Secking, scarching for God, for truth, for bliss, this moment comes again and
again—{o risk. All cleverness will be against it. The whole mind will be against it.
The mind will say, “What are you going to do? You may be rejected even by the
woman for whom you ar the kingd If'she was really i only
in becoming a queen, she will never look at you again. And the whole kingdom will
think you are foolish; and who knows, even she may think you are foolish.” But the
king decided to risk.

Xt is better to risk all. If there is only a very, very slight possibility to attain to love,
cven then, one has to all. And one has to risk all again and again, and many
times, before one arrives to the ultimate love, God.

Ordinarily we seek and scarch for God only in limits: whatsoever is allowed by our
conditions without risking anything, You arc carning money, you are having succes
in life; you can spare one hour for the temple or for meditation. Once in a while you
can pray too. Or at least in the night, before you go to bed, you can repeat the same
prayer for two minutes and fall asleep, and fecl very good that you are, “doing
religion.”

Religion is not doing, it is being. Fither it is there for twentyfour hours, in your
being, spread all over, or it is not there at all. Just a night prayer before going to
bed is a kind of deception you are playing upon yourself.

kind of partial religion does not help. A person has to be totally in it, and
cowards cannot do that. So let me remind you: religion is only for the brave, for the
vigorous, for the strong of the soul. It is not for the wealk, it is not for those who are
s bargaining. It i$ not for the business mind, it is for the gamblers who can
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Each man
is a man of bright prospects
because each man
has God as his ultimate flowering

No\\' this story. It has to be savored, tasted, digested, slowly, slowly.

The title of the story: “The Man With The Inexplicable Life.

Life is alwa
s0 myste;

inexplicable, if you have it. If you are really alive, there is something
ious about it that it cannot be explained in any way. There is no
explanation for it. If you can explain your life, that simply means you are dead and
you are not alive. If you can find a man who can explain his life end to end, logically,
systematically, you can be certain that he may be a computer, a machine, but he is.
not alive. Only dead things can be explained end to end.

Life is a mystery, so whenever one is alive one is mysterious. Whenever you come
around a person who is alive you will feel some mystery, some inexplicable
phenomenon. You will be touched by something which you cannot figure out, “What
is it all about?”

You cannot have any mathematics of life remains intrinsically poetic. It is a
beauty to be seen, but not a fact to be explained.

{ZZere was once a man named Mojud. . . .

The word “mojud” is beautiful; it means two things. Literally it means one who is
present. Mojud means one who has an inner presence, who is aware, who is alert,
who is conscious. And the second meaning, which comes from the first: one who
lives in the present, who is present to the present.

Those two things are two aspects of the same phenomenon. If you are present



inside, if you have a presence of consciousness, the s
happen—you will be present to the present. will not have any past, you will not
have any future, you will have only this moment. And this moment is vast, this
moment is enormous, this moment has eternity in it.

ccond thing will automatically

Only those who live in the present, only thos
what eternity is, know what deathles;
mystery.

who are present to the present know
life is, know the mystery, the inexplicable

But even by knowing it you cannot explain it to anybody else. You can indicate, you
can say how to reach it, but you cannot say what it is. And you cannot say why it is.
There is no why, it is simply there. Without any explanation, life exist: . There isno
why 1o it. Philosophers go on thinking, “Why? Why? Why?” And they go on
fabricating systems to answ ¢ why, but not a smI.,lt. answer has been true, and
never will it be true, because you have asked a wrong question from the very
beginning. Once you ask a wrong question you will never come to the right answ
A wrong question will take you into wrong answers. “Why?” is a wrong question.

Science does not ask, “Why?” Religion also does not ask, “Why?” Religion is the
science of the inner; science is the religion of the outer.

Bu\\uux these two is philosophy—just standing between these two. It asks,
'hy?" and gets very much mixed, and gets very much confused. “Why?” cannot
\)«. as (ul, should not be asked.

Even if you find some explanation as to, “Why?" the question will again have to be
asked: “Why does this world exist?” Somebody says, “God created it.” Then the
question comes, “Why did God create it?" And then somebody may answer, “He
created it for this or that.” Then, too, the question goes on being relevant again and
again. Each answer simply pushes the question a little deeper, but the question is
not dissolved.

Why?2” is.an irrelevant question. With why, you move in plulu\uph\ Religion doc:
ot dsk “Why?" It does not even ask “What sks only one thing: “How?”
Science also asks “How?” So science l)uouus {oehHAIORY: aod Feligien bedrmca
Yoga, Tantra, Sufism, Zen. These are technologics of the nner world.




{Zgzre was once a man named Mojud.

He lived in a town where he fad obtained a post

as a small official, and it seemed liKely that he would
end his days as Inspector of Weights and Measures.

That's how millions of people end their lives, as Inspector of Weights and
res. Somebody will end up as a head clerk in some rotten office, somebody
will el np b aty
will end up as a profe:
don’t become a station-maste
cetor of Weightsand Measures, what v GHiatoc? What have sca gotout
ife Your realization? You lived without really living. You can have a
standard of living without having any life in it. So people used (o think that Mojud
will end up as Inspector of Weights and Measu

1t Mojud was a different kind of man, because he has a presence, He was pr
Deep down, not known toanybody, he must have been meditating, His outer life was
onc thing. His inner life was another. He must be getting deeper and deeper into
silence, he must be becoming more and more thuu},htk —only then you can be
present.

Thoughts distract you from the present. Thoughts become clouds on your being and
you lose contact, you hecome disconnected with the present. Thoughts are never of
the present, they cannot be of the present; they are either of the past or of the future.

Ithis man was really a man of e
dark night when everybod fas
anybods.

at simply means that deep down, in the
cep, he must be meditating, not telling
e was moving in the ordinary world but
¢ by and by,
enee, hul(‘t. he'is called

\[u]u(l

Ote day

when ﬁe was walking through the gardens
of an ancient building near his fiome,
Khidr, the mysterious guide of the Sufis,
appeared to him.




ou have to understand this: Khidr isjusta name, the name for your innermost
core. When your center starts whispering things to your circumference, thi
Khidr. When your fundamental being starts talking to your non-fundamental being,
when the essential soul speaks with the non-essential, then Khidr peaking to
you,

This is just a 3 Khidr is not body outside. When you become present,
when you become silent, when you become mojud . . . a moment comes when the
inner guide starts speaking to you. That inner guide is known as Khidr.

. Khiidr appeared to fiim,
dressed in shimmering green

Green is the color of the Sufis. It represents life: the green trees, the greenery. It
it lence, peac

Sufis have chosen green as their symbolic color. Just to look at green . .. and you
feel a kind of peace surrounding you. That's why it is so thrilling to go into the
mountains. Just to sit by the side of a forest surrounded by mysterious trees is
immensely significant. I{ makes you again primitive, primordial. It reminds you of
the primordial silence of the jungles. It reminds you that once you were also trees,
lent as the trees and as rooted as the trees

as

Dressed in shimmering green, Khidr appeared.
Khidr said, “Man of bright prospects!”

And remember, whenever your innermost core will speak to you, it always speaks
in this way: “Man of bright prospects™—because there has never been a man who
is not of bright prospects. You may not attain to it—that is another thing—but it is
vour destiny. You could have attained it. If you miss the responsibility is totally
Yours. The seed was there, you didn’t help it to grow. Otherwise it would have
become a great tree and thousands of birds would have made their nests on it, and
thousands of travelers would have rested under its shade, and flowers would have
bloomed, and existence would have celebrated through you.

If you don’t become a tree only you are responsible. Nature has provided all that is
needed. Each man is @ man of bright prospects because each man has God as his
ultimate flowering.



Khidr said, “Man of bright prospects!

Leave your work and meet me at the riverside
in three days 'time.”

Then he disappeared.

When you go deep into meditation it will happen again and again. A moment will
come when your circumference and center are v
between them—not even a curtain—and you will hear the center loudly, clearly.

And again you will be clouded—again old habits, thoughts will come in, jam your
the centerand the circumference will fall apart. [twill happen many
whoare around me—it is going to happen to them many times. Many
o close to the center that you will feel almost enlightened. You
arrived, and again it is lost; it's natural.

s. Before the ultimate samadhi
s of satoris happen: small glimp he opening of the
sagain. . .. Suddenly the door opens and you see the vision and
ence, and again it is gone and darkness settles.

re it settles for
attained, leu;un(
window and cla
there is a lightning exp

ver, it happens many time
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Belief grows out of heart

Mo}mf went to his superior in trepidation
and said that fe had to leave.
And whenever the center spealks to the circumference for mL first time you willbe
in trepidation, you will be in a constant trembling. You will fee
youwillfeel, “What is happening o me? Am [ going craz

\'()1(Ll)k1“()l(,)()\| had never thought tha .umcl)ml\'l «ed there inside vnu.\()u had
never thought that any inn ce ing to come o you. You have

engaged with the outer, the voices that come from the outside, parental voices,
teachers, priests.

ems to be ver cd with the mother. He again and again goes

One man he ol
ame man who asked the question about Eklavya. Now he also asks.

onasking—the




the question: “Who is greater, the mother or the Master?” Now he asks: “If the
mother says kill the Master, then have I to follow my mother’s order? Or if the
Master says kill your mother, then whom have I to obey?”

He scems o be obsessed with the mother. He will need to kill his mother. That's
what Jesus means when he “Unless you hate your father and mother and your
brothers, you cannot follow me.” And there is an even stranger case on record.

A disciple of Buddha was taking leave of Him. He was going on a
Jaraway pilgrimage to spread Buddha’s word. He touched Buddha'’s
Jeet, he waited there for His blessing. Buddha blessed him and said
to the assembly, “Look, brothers! This is a rare disciple! And what
is his rarity? He has killed his mother and father!”

He had never said such a thing. And nobody had ever thought that
this man could k is father and mother. He was one of the most
silent, peaceful, loving persons they had ever seen. He was compas-
sion incarnate.

Somebody asked, “We don't understand. What do you mean by
saying that he has killed his father and mother?”

And Buddha said, “Exactly that: he has killed the voice of his futher
and mother inside him, the parental voice.” That is very deep-rooted
in you.

This man who goes on asking about the mother and the Master . .. my fecling is
that he is affaid. He has become a sann s afraid to go back home
and he is afraid of his mother. Now he is in a great tension.

Once you have chosen a Master all else is no longer relevant—mother, father—
nothing is relevant. If you lu\c not chosen a Master then they are relevant. The
Master is bound to say to you, “Kill your father and mother!”—not literally . . . but
psychologically.

And one day the Master will have to s

ay to you, “Now kill me too!”

That's what Buddha says He appreciates this man: “Here is a rare
nmyusin, a rare bhikki vho has killed his father and mother utterly.” And on
some other day He s “If you meet me on the way, kill me! If I come between you
and the ultimate any day, Iill me, destroy me!”




The Master has to teach two things: first He has to teach murder—kill your mother
and father, kill your teachers, kil your priests—and one day He has to teach you
to kill Him so that you can go in absolute freedom, so the Master is also no longe
a barrier.

When for the first time the center speaks to you there is bound to be great turmoil,
chaos. Because all that was settled will be unsettled, and all that was established
will be disestablished—and all that you were feeling secure in is no more secure, and
all that you were feeling as meaningful is no more meaningful. Everything will go
topsy-turvy because the center has a totally different approach toward reality than
the circumference. When the depth speaks to the surface, there is bound to be great
trepidation.

M(ymf went to his squn'or in trepidation
and said that fe had to leave.

But there is no way. If you are a man of presence, if you are a meditative person and
the center speaks (o you and Khidr appears—khidr means your inner guide—when
Khidrappea s t0 you, “Now do this!"—if youare a man of presence you will
have to do it, even in spite of yourself, even against yourself. And you know, many
of my sannyasins are here in spite of themselves.

Now there is Ashoka. He has been fighting with me for years not to become a
sannyasin. He has become a sannyasin, he had (o become, but still the fight is

he old is not completely gone. There are moments when the old jumps and
trics (o take possession. He is a sannyasin in spite of himself! And there are many,
and it is natural, because you are so much identified with the circumference that
when you start hearing the voice from the center there is a problem: “Whom to
choose, the mother or the Master?—the teacher or the Master?—the past or the
present? Whom to choose?” When there is no voice from the center there is no
question of choice.

There are a few thin, 5 which dress to wear today and
which not, and to which movie to go and to which not, ml(l \\lml book to read and
what book to purchase— i ing Whether you go to
this movie or that finally mulxunmhﬂuulu W hu]ur\uu \\Lquln dress or that
malkes no difference. Whether you fall in love with this woman or that or with this
man or that makes not much difference.




But when the voice from the center is heard, then you are divided into two world:
two unbridgeable worlds. The abyss is great. You are torn apart. You will have a
great chaos. But if you are a man of meditation only then you will be able to absorb
that chaos and make some order out of disorder.

Hence my in ence for meditation, because unless you are deep in meditation,
vou will not be able to understand me and you will not be able to go with me.

There are people—particularly Indians—who come here and say, “Satsang is
enough. We just want to be in Your presence. Why should we do meditation?” They
don’tunderstand. The mnot be in my presence because they are not present yet!

They are not mojud.

Just sitting by my side is not real satsang, because you can think a thousand and
one thoughts siting by my side. You can be physically here and you may not be
psychologically here at all. You can be anywhere in the world. You can be on some
olhu planet. That is not satsang.

Unless you are present here—not only physically, but psy gically t less
your whole presence surrounds me; unléss you are really here in this moment,
connected—plugged . . . only then is there satsang. But for that to happen to you
I have to go through meditations. And people are lazy: they would like God as

a gift without even trying to become worthy to receive it.

He

aid he had to leave

Everyone in the town soon heard of this
and they said, “Poor Mojud! He has gone mad!”

what is always said about a meditator. Remember it—it will be said about
bu, too. It must have been said already. “Poor Mojud!” they said. “He has gone
mad!”"—because everyone in the world thinks that they are sane. They cannot
believe why one should meditate. For what? They constantly go on ‘INkHIL the
person who meditates, prays: “Why? What are you getting into? For what? Why arc
You wasting your time sitting silently and gazing at your navel? Don’t waste {ime!
s money! You can do many things. You can have more, you can possess more.
Don’t waste time! Time gone is never recovered. And what are you doing sitting
silently with closed eyes? Open your eyes and compete in the world! This world is
astruggle for survival; those who sitsilently and meditate \\1" hg lost. The only way
to attain anything is to fight. Be aggressive! Don’t be pa




Remember, there are two modes of life: the action mode and the non-action mode.
The action mode believes in action, the non-action mode believes in receptivity.
Meditation is a non-action mode, what the Chinese call wei-wunwei, action without
action, action through inaction, doing without doing anything at all. Meditation is
an inaction mode, and the world s full of people who live in only one mode, the
action mode. And the man who lives in the action mode cannot understand what
is going on in the person who has entered into the non-action mode.

Now Mojud is entering into the non-action mode. This is revolution. This i
sannyas. He has seen the world, he has acted in many ways, he has done many
things, and now he knows: if he goes on doing those things he will end up as an
Inspector of Weights and Measures. That has no longer got any appeal for him. He
wants to see, he wants to be; he wants to know that which is. Before death knocks
him down, he wants to know something of the deathless. He risks.

People are bound to think, “Poor Mojud! He has gone mad!™

But, as there were many candidates for his job,
they soon forgot fiim.

And that

s how it happens. If you become a sannyasin, for a few days people will
think you are mad, and then they forget about you. They have a thousand and one
things to think about, they can’t go on thinking about you. They take it for granted
that you are mad—so you are mad. Now what is the point of thinking about it again
and again? If you renounce, if you escape; if you start moving into the non-action
mode, for a few days they will think about you and then all things will disappear,
because there are alway ¢ candidates for your place.

All that you have in the
our death. You die—your

When you will die, immediately your plmc \\|!| be l‘l]ul
world you have against others. The
house willbe filled by somebody else ,\u\u p(hl will lx lll]ull)\ somebody else, your
bank balance will be in somebody else’s name. They are just waiting. In fact they
are getting worried: “Why are you staying so long? Why don’t you go?” Everybod.

is i i vhody death, because life is such a cut-throat
competition. It is murderous competition!

So soon they all forgot about him.



On the appointed day, Mojud met Khidr,
who said to him,
“Tear your clothes and throw yourself into the stream.
Perhiaps someone will save you.
The words are of great significance.

Khidr ¢

¥5,

“Tear your clothes and throw yourself into the stream.”
That’s what I go on saying to you. Many are told, only few listen. Many are called,
only few come.

Now, for no reason and rhyme atall, this poor Mojud comes, and Khidr simply says
this: “Tear your clothes and throw yourself into the stream.”

Just a few days ago a beautiful woman, Sharda, became a sannyasin. The next day
she wrote a letter: “It was quick and efficient.”—that she was not ready to become
asannyasin, that I seduced her into sannyas. Naturally, later on she must have felt
that she had been seduced into it. She had not come with a conscious des c. The
unconscious desire was there, otherwise I would not have pushed her. But later on
she must have thought, “What has happened?”—she had become asannyasin. And

i ert, so naturally she is worldly-

she knows much of the world, she is a money-expert.

She must hq\Llhuu},ht(]mllh!s\\ns(lmnk‘\lld efficient, that lu “asnou en
willing to become a and she isa in now. But she t00:
soon she had understood that it was not [ pushing her into sannyas. I was just
mirroring her inner guide. That’s what I go on doing. A Master on the outside is
nothing but a reflection of khidr.

You cannot understand your own inner guide, hence the Master on the outside is
needed. And \()uumn(n ‘understand your inner guide because you don’t know that
language. You 1with those words, those symbols, those
metaphors, those whispers, those sounds. You are completely unaware of how the
inner guide conveys its message to you. The outer Master is just a screen on which
you project your khidr. And the outer Master helps you to understand your inner
Master. When you have understood the inner \Iusur perfectly, then'the outer
Master says, “If you meet me on the way, kill me.




Now Khidr is saying this to him, without even introducing him to what is going to
happen—without even motivating him about what is going to happen, about why,
why he should tear his clothes and throw himself into the stream. Why?

There is no, “Why'
vou with a Master.

If you live with a Master, there is no, “Why?” Only then are

“Tear your clothes
and throw yourself into the stream . .
And not only that, he says,
“.. . Perhaps someone will save you.”
There is no guarantee either.
The Master always speaks in that language—perhaps—because if the Master says
it is guaranteed, then you will not need trust. Then the guarantee will function as

vour trust. You will trust the guarantee, you will not lnhl the mysterious life and
mysterious processes. The Master alwa s, “Perhaps.”

i

People come to me and they ask, “If we become sannyasins, will we be able to
become enlightened?” I say, “Perhaps. Perhaps not. Who knows?” I have to use
that “perhaps.” I have to give you a feeling of perhaps, because only then will you
be able to risk. Ifit i céd, a hundred percent then where is the
risk? And where is the need for trust? Nothing can be guaranteed, all remains open.
That's why only those who can dare, who have guts to dare, enter into sannyas, enter
into meditation, enter on the spiritual path.

M ud did so,

even though he wondered if hie were mad.

Have you not wondered many times about yourself: “What am I doing here?" It
comes again and again to your mind. I know: “What am I doing here? What have
Igotten into? For what? What am I doing with this madman here? And who knows,
He may be simply mad! And what is the guarantee that He is enlightened?”



Thatis natural. Butone who trusts, one who loves, goes inspite of all this. The mind
will go on following you and chasing you like stray dogs, barking, but slowly, slowly,
if you don’t pay much attention to it and you go on going, those dogs are left behind.
Theirbarking becomes more distantand distant and distant, and one day suddenly
vou are alone; the mind is no more there. That day is a day of great joy.

Mo did s0,

even though he wondered if he were mad.

Who will not wonder? This looks so absurd. He may have gone there thinking that
Khidr may give him a glimpse of God, or may give him a key to open the doors of
mystery, or may show him hidden treasures or something. And now here is this

says, “Tear your clothes and throw yourself in the stream. Perhaps someone
That's all!

g
2

will save you.

But he did. Remember it: when I say to you, “Jump into the stream,”—I know it
is natural—the mind will resist. Bt if you can do it, only then is something
possible.
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I am talking about the
stream of inner consciousness

&nce fie could swim, he did not drown,

but drifted a long way before a fisherman

hauled him into his boat, saying, “Foolish man!
The current is strong. What are you trying to do?”

Since he could swim. . . .” 1 know that if you jump into the stream you will be able
to swim, because swimming is a natural phenomenon. One need not learn it. I'm
not talking about the outer stream and swimming. There you may be drowned. But
T am talking about the stream of the inner the stream of

ness. If you jump into it. . . .

And that’s what is meant, that is the parallel story that you Im\(. to decode. You
naturally know. Have you ever seen any fish learning swimm

Once Mulla Nasruddin was caught because he was fishing at a place
where fishing was prohibited. And the inspector came suddenly, and
he was caught red-handed. He wa taking out one fish. He
immediately dropped the fish back and sat there, undisturbed. The
inspector was standing there.

He asked, “What are you doing, Mulla?”



He said, “I am teaching swimming to this fish.”

Now no fish needs to be taught swimming; the fish is born there. Swimming is
breathing. Who has taught you breathing? And there is no need to be afraid:
are ready to trust, to jump into the stream of your consciousness, you will know how
to swim. At the most—it can happen—you may be drifted a long way before a
fisherman hauls you up. You can, at the most, drift, that’s all. You cannot be
drowned. You belong to consciousness, you are part of that stream.

The fisherman said,

“Foolish man!
The current is stronyg. What are you tryjing to do?”
Mojud said, ‘T don’t really Know.”

Just see the beauty of the answer. And he really does not know what he is doing,
because he has not been told for what. He had not even asked Khidr, “Why should
Ijump into the stream, and why should I throw my clothes? What is the purpose
of it?" He had not asked about the purpose. That is trust. That is going into the
unknown I talk continuously about. That is adventure, that is an unclinging mind,
that is courage.

“T don’t really Know, ” he said.

And he is true, he does not know. If you know and then you do something, it is not
courage. If you know and then do something, it is not trust; you are trusting your
knowledge.

There are two kinds of sannyasins here: one who has jumped into the stream when
I told him or her to jump, the other who thinks, broods, contemplates for and
against, and then oné day decides. That decision is coming out of his mind; that
decision will be only of his own past, of his own conditioning. I will have to work hard
on him, because he had missed the first opportunity that was provided for him. He
clings o his ego. The first opportunity was there and things would have been
immensely simple if he had simply taken a jump. There are those types of people
here also; the majority are of that type.

My work basically consists with those who have simply taken a jump, who have not
asked why, who have simply looked into my cyes and felt a mad desire, a mad
longing to go with me, to go with me without knowing where it is going to end.




D{J‘u are mad, " said the fisherman, ‘but I will take you
irito my reed-hut by the river yonder, and we shall see
what can be done for you.”

Wen fe discovered that Mojud was well-spoken,
fie learned fmm him how to read and write.

In exchange, Mojud was given food

and helped the ]7 herman with his work,

After a few months, Khidr again appeared,

this time at the foot of Mojud’s bed,

and said, “Get up now and leave this fisherman.
You will be provided for.”

Now |luug~< are changing. Mojud is trusting, and even the inne;
respec This time he appeared at the foot of Mojud’s bed—this is showing resp

Mojud is not an ordinary man anymore: (he trust hus Lhﬂn},ul him, tran
1()|‘mul him. He is a coura W ut ing any wh
knows how to love, he knows how to pe; mlmlg nto the luulrL Wi lllmulmmlm. Lh&.
load of the past. The inner guide is i

Khidr s:

d,

“Get up now and leave this fisherman. . . .

Xt is the middle of the night. Things have settled by now, the fisherman is very
henever you are settling the inner guide
I you again. Because y

to settle anywhere before God, hence constant unsettling. All are stations on the
Way. You can have an overnight stay but by the morning you have to leave.

s, “Get up now and leave this fisherman.
er lnm()rr()\\ It would have been far casier
and more compassionate (o tell i on o reat e Mo A oo ‘morning
you leave.” But it i now! For a Master the onl\ time that exist w and
the only space that s here.

ln l]n. mnd(llc of the night K]ml




. you will be provided for.”

Now things have changed. He does not say, “Perhaps you will be provided for.”

.. and you will be unfolding the mystery of the
omeone will save you.” Now he says, “You will be

Just these small nuances of’
story: first he had said, “Purlmp
provided for.”

ged? The trust shown by Mojud is enough. There is no need to say
“Perhaps. . . .” He has been tested by “Perhaps. . ..” He has proved his mettle. Now
{hings can be said as they arc.

eally. Ifyou nluli\'lk samadhi hg\mnmlud Ifyou fallinlove
is no perhaps, but the
m grow into trust. Once the

There isnoperhaps
with an alive Master, enlightenm
perhaps has to be used just to giv
trust has arisen, there will be no

ou an opportuni
1 for perhaps.
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You are here to learn
the ways of trust

%un{ immediately quit the hut, dressed as a fisherman,
and wandered about until he came to a highway.

ﬂb dawn was breaking he saw a farmer

on a donkey on his way to market.

“Do you seek work?” asked tﬁ?’armer/ “because

I need a man to help me bring back some purchases.”
Mojud immediately quit the hut. He didn’t even ask for time: “I can go tomorrow.
Inthe nightwhere will I go? It is so dark. And what is the point of going in the night,
and where?”

No, he simply quit the hut, dressed as afisherman, and wandered about until he came
to @ highway. As dawn was breaking he saw a farmer on a donkey on his way to
market. “Do you seek work?” asked the farmer, “because I need a man to help me
bring back some purchases.” Mojud followed him.

That’s how it happens in the inner journey. If you can trust, something or other will
always happen and will help your growth. “You will be provided for.” Whatsoever



is needed at a particular time will be given to you, never before it. You get it only
when you need it, and there i ngic moment’s delay. When you n
i i the bea

ar
all worry disappear:

M ojud followed him.

He worked for the Efarmzr - for nearly two years,

by which time fie had learned a great deal about agriculture
but little else.

s too will be happening here.

sheesh may ha

learned much about carpentry, bul what about any(hing
¢ become a perfeet guard, but what about anything clse?
¥ hav s niany thuigs abonit },ul(lgmug, and Deeksha about
cooking, but what about anything else? And the idea is bound to arise many times
in your mind: “What am I doing here? Three years have passed and I am only
cleaning the floor. What about meditation? And what about Enlightenment?! And
what about the ultimate?! And I had come for that, and T am only cleaning the floor
or washing the vegetables or watering the plants! What about the real goal?!”

Ouly trust knows that while you are cleaning the floor something is being cleancd
i t

agic of trust is such. Cleaning is
ing is not
qmlm (]luA can be brought to any act and the act

eing too. If you trust, all is ;xmmc, u.L m:
meditation, cooking
something apart from li

is immediately transformed.

Ote afternoon when fie was baling wool,
Khidr appeared to him and said,

“Leave that work, walk to the city of Mosul,
and use your savings

to become a skin-merchant.”




Tlus is what goes on happening here. Madhuri works in the library. Suddenly one
he essage, “Leave the library. Go to some other work.” If trust

ll , there will be no anger, no disturbance, because here you are not to be in
the library or to be in the kitchen, or to be in this or that. All those are devic
are here to learn the ways of trust.

“Leave that work, walK to the city of Mosul,
and use your savings to become a sKin-merchant.”

w he had never been a skin-merchant, but he obey

M ojud obeyed.

That is the definition of a dis

ed.

iple: one who simply obeys.
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Onl,
by living it will%;ou know it

]n Mosul he became Known as a_sKin-merchant,

never seeing Khidr while fie plied his trade for three years.
He had saved quite a large sum of money,

and was thinKing of buying a ﬁause,

when Khidr a; pzarzd and said, “Give me your money,
walk out of this town as far as the distant Samarkand,
and work for a grocer there.”

Mjwf did so.

gin the

worl l(l ul a Suh l‘hm ‘s why I s ble—let it

sinl in!

sum of money, and naturally he was thinking to

he had not heard from Khidr at all. The
g a house—that means the moment you
omes and unsettles you. If he had not

Now he had col]u. ed a large
purchase a house. And for th
TntnEnt yexi start thiking of puseha
start thinking of settling—the Mas




thought about the house, Khidr might not have appeared yet. But the moment he
had the money, the possibilty to beconie a Houscholder, fo purchase a house and
scttle forever. .

With a Master you can ne
changing you. The moment
youwill bé uprooted. The moment you fe
doing it efficiently,” your work wiil be chang
when youlive ina Buddhafield. The pu
one (h\ you learn the

has to go on

u learn the beauty of
¢ pilgrimage becomes
he life of a sannya

vour goal. When the journey it s the goal, ménymu

1
Khidr appeared
and said, “Give me your money. . .."

s continiuris fy, and all the hopes are
d to walk “as far as

Now he had earned, worked for three
des he
the distant Samarkand, and work for @ grocer there. - Mojud did o

meent[y fie began to show
undoubted signs of illumination.

Tha\ is natural. If

ou trust so much, how long can you remain dark? If there
trust, how long can you remain ordinary? Extraordinary things
el happen around him.

fBeszntly he began to show
undoubted signs of illumination.

He became luminous. He healed the sick, served his fellow man in the shop during
his spare time, and his knowledge of the mysteries became deeper and deeper.

And he had not been taught anything! Sce the whole point of it: he has not been
taught anything—he has not been given any information, st insight into the
mysteries was growing. Not only that, he e e mysterious.




Now people are healed by his touch, now people could see something surrounding
him, an aura. Now, when people come to him they can feel they are close toa very,
very cool energy. They come with a thousand and one worries and suddenly those
worrics (lisélppczu' Sitting by the side of Mojud they start feeling something of
religion. Deeper mysteries are happening.

Remember: knowledge, information is all borrowed. True religion never happens
as knowledge but as revelation. Knowledge s effort (o know about reality

Revelation 1o Godla - - siotman's. Whensver somebody is trasting enough, God
reveals Himself, He opens His mysteries.

Those mysteries are not opened because of your curiosi
opened because of your trust. Knowledge comés out of curiosity, wisdom comes out
of revelation.

ow, the fragrance started spreading.

Gen'cs, philosophers and others visited him and asked,
“Under whom did you study?”

Now that'salways what the foolish person asks: “Under whom did you study?” The
ics, the theologians, the philosophers, the professors, the learned people, the
scholars—they know only one way of knowing, that is knowledge. “From whom hav
yougot this knowledge? \\'lmlmsmionnul\nu‘) Who has been your teacher?” They
don't know that there is avery, very diametrically opposite way of knowing, the real
way of knowing: nobody gives you any knowledge, you simply become more and
more silent, receptive, more and more feminine and soft, and suddenly things start
being revealed to you from some unknown encrgy. There is no teacher. Life itself
becomes the teacher.

Mojud said, “It is difficult to say under whom I have studied. I have not studied
under anybody. I have not studied at all, I am not a learned man! It has happened,
certainly. I have come to know certain things, but I don't know from whom. Who
has been penetrating my being? From where the beyond has penetrated me? I don't
know anything.”

Jiis difficult to say. . .."
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Life
itself becomes the teacher

}L:s disciples asked, “How did you start your career?”
He said, “As a small official.”

irrelevant. They are not asking, “How did you
ing, “Flow didyou stast becoming a great s

All T know is that I was a
or of Weights and M

Now that is
bread?” They are

rt earning your
int?”

But he
I would h:

s, “That I don’t know
ended as an Inspe

mall official in a town.
ures.”

Then the disciples tried to poke.

“And you gave it up to devote yourself
to self-mortification?”

9, 1 just gave it up.”

Sce the point. If you give something in order to get something, this is not
renunciation. If you renounce the world to get into heaven this is not renunciation.




being cunning and clever and caleulating.

This is simple bargaining. You ar

H No. I just gave it up. There was no reason really to give it up. In fact, it

most mad tog hankering toachieve something. Thave not given
it up I(n umllmu.,, Ts imply gave it up.”

q;uy did not understand him. . . .

Because without motivation, how can you do anything?

Trust knows how to do without motivation.

?eap[e approached fiim to write the story of his life.

He became famous, by and by.

"q/l/ﬁat have you been in your life?” they asked.

Listen to his answer. It is one of the most beautiful.

[ jumped into a river, became a fisherman,
then walked out of his reed-hiut
in the middle of one night.
After that, I became a_farmhand.
While I was baling wool, I changed and went to Mosul,
where I became a sKin-merchant.
1 saved some money there, but gave it away.
Then I walked to Samarkam{ where [ worked for a grocer.
And this is where I am now.

Now what kind of spiritual lifc is this
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Spirituality is a gift. It comes to those
who trust; it happens to those who love
and who love immensely

”@ut this inexplicable behavior
throws no light upon your strange gifts
and wonderful examples,” said the biographers.

T hat is o, said Mojud.

Heagrees perfectly:
done anything to b
a sure way to lose it.

Iso puzzled, b
‘0 do anything spe

ase he has not specifically
fic to become spiritual is

Spirituality is e who trust. It happens to those who love, and
who love immensely e without motivation. It happens to the coura-
geous. It happens to those who have a great longing to live dangerously.

50 the biographers constructed for Mojud
a wonderful and exciting story:
because all saints must have their story,



and the story must be in accordance
with the appetite of the listener,
not with the realities of life.

That’s how all the stories of the world have been created.

Jesus is not born out of a virgin; that is a story created to fulfill the appetite of the
listeners. Jesus has to be special, only then will people feel happy—their Master
is special. Soall the world religions go on fabricating stories, fictions. Those are not
true. They are there to fulfill your appetite: “How can Jesus be ordinarily born out
ofa woman’s womb? How can Jesus be sexually born? He has to be extraordinary.”
And the reality is that Jesus was one of the most ordinary persons, so was Buddia,
50 is Krishna.

But if you go into the stories, nobody is ordinary. Miracles abound. Things that
should not happen and cannot happen, happen. Those storics are just fabrications
to fulfill your desire for sensations. Behind those stories the real lives have been
lost.

The rea yperson is one who lives utterly ordinarily, because howcan
vou live your ego has di 2 The moment the ego is gone
Youwill be livinga very ordinary life. The Zen Masters say, “We chop wood, we carry
water from the well. How marvelous! How wondrous!” Chopping wood? Marvel-
ous? Carrying water from the well? Wondrous? Yes, it is

So the biographers created stories about Mojud. That's what they have been doing
down the ages, through the ages—all falsifications. You don’t know the true Jesus,
you don’t know the true Buddha.

My whole effort here is to bring you the truth, their true stories. That’s why I am
offending everybody. Jainas are offended by me because I talk about Mahavira as
he was, not accord ing to their fictions. They are hurt. Their fictions are that
Mahavira never perspired—in a country like Indial—that once a snake had bitten
Mahavira, and instead of blood, milk came out of his body. Ifinstead of blood, milk
flows in your body, soon it will become curd.

o foolish! But one has to create these stories. One has to make one’s Master
superb. Mahavira never pissed, never defecated. He must have stunk like hell. But
these are stories, and so is the case with every great Master. The biographers fulfill




your appetite. They sce that your sensation-mongering is satisfied, but then all
becomes false.

Christians are angry with me because I talk about Christ as if He is man. He is,
all men are divine, so He is divine! All animals are divine, so He's divine. His being
divine is nothing special. It is the very, very ordinary quality of existence.

The existence is full of God, overflowing with God. stuffed with God.

Mohammedans are angry. Hindus are very angry. Why are these people angry with
me? Their anger is that T am destroying their fictions, and they have become too
attached to their fictions. Rememby you want o see truth, you will have to be
able to destroy all fictions. Never l)\h(\cllldll\ fictions, because it is only truth that
liberate

ﬂm{ nobody is allowed to speak of Khidr directly.
That is why this story is not true .

And now the beauty of the Sufis . . . they say even this story is not true, because

nobody is allowed to speak of Khidr directly.
The inner guide is so subtle that it cannot be expressed in words—so whatsoever is
said is only symbolic.
That is why this story is not true.
This is a representation of a life.

It is simply symbolic, a parable. It simply indicate

This is the real [ife of one of the greatest Sufis.

The real life is only represented figuratively, symbolically, metaphorically.

something. It is a pointer.

tory is not to be understood literally. It is a story of trust. It has not happened
ml\ like this, it need not happen exactly like th ust a representation. If
vou remember this, you will have a glimpse of the real life of trust. And we are trying
to live this parable here.

This is your story. Get into this story—not only in the words of it, but in the meaning
And live this story. Only by living it wi il you know it.
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Bha n Shree Rajneesh 1l doing it. He is a roman
candle—slcying forth multi-colored batbles of iridescent
fire—togivea fhint, a glimpsc, toall of uswho belive that
¥ olor blind.

In mall work, He has taken a simple little Sufi reed,

his
uld dry and brown, and with loving care, fashioned a
te.
O e plays delightful tunes. He invitesus to dance
like Krishna and feel’the rhythm deep with
He has taken a small, brown Sufi bowl, llu. kind you
might never notice ? and filled it o over-
flowing with precious jewels of the heart.
¢ has taken an old Sufi candle flame and played with
it until it turns into a laser beam pointing toward the
moon.
He just keeps on doing these things—some would surely
call them miracles—in casc some among us may be ready
to glimpse the colors, to dance with Him, to klu\' with
Jjewels and laser lights, o see the moon, t6 be Mojud.

Ted Shay
Professor of Political Science. Willamette University
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