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Preface 
 
There is a beautiful story about one of the most
significant women who has ever lived – Rabiya al-Adabiya. One evening, as the
sun was just setting…she was very old, perhaps ninety years. And she was
searching outside on the street for something she had lost.
A young man saw her, and just out of compassion for the old
woman – he was a stranger to the village, he had no idea who she was – he just
asked, “What are you searching for? Can I be of any help? You are very old, the
sun has set, and it is becoming darker; it will be impossible for you to find
it. Just tell me. I am not engaged in any other work, I can help you.”
Rabiya laughed. She said to him, “Thank you for your
kindness, stranger.”
He said, “Why do you call me stranger?”
She said, “Because nobody of this village would have come
to help me; they think I am mad. And perhaps they are right. But I have lost my
needle.”
The young man said, “Such a small thing like a needle, with
your so-ancient eyes, in the darkening evening, how can you hope? Just tell me
exactly where it has fallen. Perhaps – because the road is big – if you show me
the exact spot, I may still be able to find it.”
Rabiya said, “It would have been better if you had not
asked that question, because I have not lost it on the road. I have lost it
inside my house, but there is too much darkness. I am a poor woman, I don’t
even have a lamp. Thinking that inside there is so much darkness, finding the
needle would be impossible, I was searching outside because there was a little
sunlight at the time that I started the search.”
The young man said, “Then perhaps your village people are
right. You have lost your needle inside the house and you are searching for it
outside! But your madness has a method in it, you have a certain rationality.
The reason is, because inside the house there is so much darkness, finding it
would be impossible. And outside there is a little light yet, perhaps there is
some possibility. But if you have not lost it there, the light will not help.”
Rabiya said, “But this is what everybody in the world is
doing, and nobody calls them mad. They have all lost their treasures within
themselves and they are all searching for them outside, because outside there
is more light. Because all the senses open outside, it is easier to search
there.”
 
The question is not: Where is it easier to search? The
question is: Where have you lost it? You know perfectly well you have not lost
it outside yourself. You cannot remember any incidents when you lost your
treasures: your consciousness, your being, your love, your blissfulness, your
silence, your innocence. Nothing is outside. And if you have not lost it
outside… There are not many sides in the world. There are only two. It is just
a simple arithmetic: if you have not lost it outside, you must have lost it
inside.
Inside there is darkness – about that I agree. But that
darkness is not a hindrance – that is my experience. That darkness is immensely
helpful because it is peaceful, it is silence. That darkness is luminous; it is
a different kind of light. That’s why in the beginning you feel it as darkness,
but as you go deeper, slowly, slowly it starts becoming a different kind of light
that you have not known before.
You have known lights which need fuel – even sunlight needs
fuel. The sun is being exhausted of its fuel every day and scientists say that
this sun can last another few million years, at the most. And then suddenly one
day it will have lost its light and there will be darkness all over. Every day
there are stars which become dark – bigger stars than your sun. Because they
have lived far longer than your sun, they have exhausted their fuel. Outside,
all light is dependent on fuel; inside is a totally different quality of light
– it does not need any fuel. That’s why it is eternal; it cannot be exhausted.
What appears as darkness in the beginning, slowly, slowly
becomes luminous. And the day it becomes totally luminous – that’s what is
called enlightenment, you have come to the true light. Up to now you have seen
only shadows of light in the outside world; you have not seen the authentic
light which knows no beginning, no end.
Just gather courage, you have nothing to lose. What can you
lose? What have you to lose? So why be afraid? Just go inside, fearlessly – it
is your own territory, it is your own being. And once you have found just a ray
of light, that is the beginning of the greatest experience of life. Nothing is
comparable to it in bliss, in benediction.
The Rebel
Chapter: 1

Darkness Is Peace, Relaxation
My beloved ones.
Darkness has its own bliss, so why do we desire light? Why do we
hanker so much for light? We never think that the desire for light is a symbol
of the fear rooted within us; it is a symbol of fear. We want light so that we
can become free of that fear. The mind is scared in the dark. The longing for
light is not a great quality; it is just evidence of the fear lingering in the
consciousness: the frightened man wants light. And a man who is fearless no
longer thinks of even darkness as darkness. The anxiety around darkness and the
struggle with it are because of fear. Once man is without fear, the desire for
light will also disappear.
There have been very few people on the earth who have dared to
say that God is darkness. Most people have considered God to be light. “God is
light” – most people have said that God is light. But these may be the same
people who believe in God out of fear. Those who have interpreted God as light
must be frightened people. They can accept God only as light. A man of fear
cannot accept darkness.
But there have been a few people who have said that God is the
ultimate darkness. My own understanding is that God is the ultimate darkness. Why?
Light has an end; darkness is endless. No matter how far you stretch your
imagination about light, you will find a limit. No matter how many different
ways you think about it, or how far you extend your thinking, you will come
across the borders of light.
Just think of darkness: are there any borders to it? It is hard
to even imagine a limit to darkness. There is no end to it; darkness is
endless.
Also, because light is an excitement, it is a tension. Darkness
is peace, relaxation. But because we are all frightened people, we call life
light, and death darkness. The truth is that life is stress and death is
relaxation. The day is unrest, the night is rest. If someone names the chaotic
activities of millions of lives “light,” they will be right. But then the
ultimate freedom will certainly be called darkness.
Maybe you have never considered that when rays of light touch
your eyes, it creates stress, disturbance. If you want to sleep at night and
the light is on, you cannot sleep. It is difficult to rest in light. Darkness
is the ultimate peace; it leads you into profound peace.
But when we face even a little darkness, we feel restless and
uneasy. Just a little darkness and immediately we are in difficulty and start
wondering what is going to happen. Remember, anyone who is restless,
frightened, and scared by darkness will be equally afraid of entering samadhi,
a peaceful state of being. Anyone who is so afraid of darkness, remember, will
be equally afraid of entering samadhi, the state of divine ecstasy. For samadhi
is an even greater silence than darkness.
We are afraid of death for the same reason. What is the fear of
death? What harm has death ever caused anyone? One has never heard of death
harming anyone. It is quite possible that life has caused great damage in some
cases, but death causing any damage? It has never been heard of.
Who has ever been hurt by death? Life gives you many problems.
What is life - a series of problems!
When has death tormented anyone? When has it disturbed anyone? When has it
caused suffering to anyone? But we are afraid of death. And we cling to life.
Death is unknown, and what is there to be afraid of in the
unknown? You can be afraid of something which is known. But what is there to be
afraid of in what we don’t know, when we don’t even know whether it is good or
bad? Actually, our fear is not the fear of death; it is the fear of being lost
in the dark. Life seems to be illuminated: everything is visible, familiar - familiar people, a familiar home, a familiar
house, and village. Death appears to be a pitch-black phenomenon where, once
you are lost in it, nothing will be seen and there will be no contact with any
friend, any family, or loved ones, or with all that we have built around us.
All that will be lost. And who knows what kind of darkness we will be entering?
The mind is afraid to go into darkness.
Remember, the fear of darkness is based on the fear of being
alone: the fear of being alone comes together with the fear of darkness. You
know that you are never totally alone in light, you can see others. Whereas in
darkness, no matter how many people are sitting there, you will be alone. The
other is not visible. You are not sure whether the other is there or not. Man
is alone in darkness. And someone who intends to be alone must enter darkness.
Yoga, meditation, and samadhi are just other
words for the ability to enter profound darkness.
So it is good that there is little light here. It is not right
that someone has just now brought a few candles to our meeting here. If there
were more wedding ceremonies happening in this village, so that he would not
have been able to find any candles, it would have been even better!
Darkness is unknown. We are alone in it. We feel lost and all
that was known and familiar seems to have vanished. And remember, only people
who can start the journey on the path of truth -
who have the ability to let go of the familiar, who are ready to drop the
known, who can enter the unknown where there is no path or track - only they can enter truth.
I am saying these few things as an introduction because without
falling in love with darkness, you will be deprived of loving the great truths
of life. Next time you find yourself in darkness, take a direct look into it
and you will discover that it is not so frightening after all. When darkness
surrounds you, become absorbed in it, become one with it. And you will find
that darkness offers you something that light can never give you.
All the important mysteries of life are hidden in darkness.
Trees are visible on the surface, but their invisible roots are
spread deep down in the darkness. The trunk of the tree, its leaves and fruits,
can be seen, but the roots are not observed because they work in darkness. If
you pull the roots of a tree out into the light, the tree will simply die. So
the eternal play of life happens in darkness.
Life is born in the darkness of a mother’s womb. We come from
darkness through the doors of birth, and disappear into darkness through the
doors of death.
Someone has sung a song about life… What is life? Imagine a
building surrounded by an ocean of utter darkness. There is a small candle
alight inside the building. A bird flying from that vast dark sky enters the
candlelit building, flutters its wings for a while, and then flies away through
the other window. In the same way, we come from one darkness, flutter our wings
around the flame of life, and disappear into another darkness.
It is darkness that is going to be our companion at the end. If
you are very afraid of darkness, you will face great difficulty in your grave.
If you are so afraid of darkness, you will face great difficulty entering
death. No, one has to learn to love death too.
It is very easy to love light. Who does not love light? So, it is
not a great thing to love light. Love darkness. Love even darkness! And
remember, someone who loves light will start hating darkness. But someone who
loves darkness will naturally still love light. Please understand this too.
How can someone who has embraced loving darkness deny loving
light? A love of darkness includes the love of light, but a love of light
cannot embrace the love of darkness.
For example, to start loving beauty is very easy. Who does not
love beauty? But if I start to love ugliness, then I will naturally love beauty
too. Someone who is able to love ugliness will naturally embrace the love of
beauty too. But vice versa is not true. The lover of beauty is not able to love
ugliness also. Flower lovers love flowers, but they deny loving thorns. Their
love for flowers becomes a hindrance in loving thorns; but if someone starts
loving thorns, there is no hindrance to loving flowers.
These few words I wanted to share with you to start.
Now, I am reminded of a short story, and with that I will begin
the talks of the coming three days…
 
It must have been a night like tonight, a full-moon night, and a
crazy man was passing along a lonely path. He stopped by a tree and there was a
huge well just by the side of the tree. When he peered into the well and saw
the moon reflected there, he thought that the poor moon had fallen into the
well: “What shall I do? How can I save the moon? No one is here to help! If the
moon is not rescued, it might even die.”
And there was another problem… It was the month of Ramadan, and
if the moon stayed in the well, what would happen to the people who were
fasting for Ramadan, if there was no full-moon night to end the fast? They
would die. Anyone fasting for Ramadan keeps on thinking for twenty-four hours
about when it is going to be finished; everyone who fasts thinks the same way.
All those who perform religious rituals think desperately about when the bell
will ring and finish it – the state religious followers are in is no better
than that of school children!
He went on thinking: “It is the month of Ramadan and the moon is
stuck in the well. What will happen? I have nothing to do with such things as
Ramadan, but… And there is no one else around.” Somehow he found a piece of
rope, made a loop of it and threw it into the well to pull out the moon. Since
the moon was not there, it could not be caught in the rope, but a rock got
stuck in the loop! He began to pull on the rope with great force, but as it was
trapped by the rock, the rope didn’t come up. He muttered to himself, “The moon
is very heavy and I’m alone here. How am I going to pull it up? No one knows
for how long the moon has been drowning in the well, whether it is alive or
dead, and it has become so heavy.
“And what kind of people are there out in the world, people who
have not even heard the news yet! So many people read and sing poems about the
moon, and now when the moon is in trouble, no poet is here to rescue it. And
there are people who just keep on singing their songs of poetry, but never show
up when there is a need.” In fact, those who never show up at a time of need
are the ones who learn to write poetry!
He kept on pulling and pulling. Finally the rope broke; he was
pulling with such great force and the rock was heavy. When the rope broke, he
fell on the ground, with his eyes closed and his skull injured.
When he finally opened his eyes, he saw that the moon was moving
in the sky! “Oh! Finally I managed to rescue the poor moon! It doesn’t matter
that I was hurt a little, but at least the moon is rescued,” he said to
himself.
 
We laugh at that madman. Where exactly did he miss the point?
People come to me and ask, “How to be free?” I just tell them
this story. They ask, “How to find ultimate freedom?” I share this story with
them.
They laugh at the story and then ask, “Tell me the path to
freedom.” And I see that they did not understand the story. When someone is
trapped, he can be freed. If someone is fettered, he can be released. But if
someone has never been trapped, and just by looking at a reflection he believes
that he is trapped, then there is a problem.
The whole of mankind is caught in the same trouble as that crazy
man whose moon was stuck in the well. The whole world is in the same trouble.
There are two kinds of people in the world, and that madman had
both types of personality in him. There are two types of crazy people in the
world; the first consists of those who believe that the moon is trapped. The
second type tries to release the trapped moon. The first are the worldly people
and the second are the ascetics, the monks. There are two types of crazy
people. The ascetics say, “We will liberate the soul at any cost!” and the
householders say, “Now we are caught, what to do? How can we get out of it? We
are trapped!” Those who are caught touch the feet of those who are trying to
liberate themselves. There are two types of crazy people: one who says that the
moon is trapped, and the other who tries to free it. And the one who feels
trapped falls at the feet of the one who is trying to liberate.
The truth is totally different. And once you grasp the truth, the
whole of life undergoes a transformation. A different quality of life arises.
The truth is that man has never been trapped. The being is
constantly free; it has never been in bondage. But the reflection is caught: we
are always on the outside, but our image is caught. And we know nothing of the
fact that we are more than the mere image; we know only that we are our image.
That has created the difficulty: we think the image of ourselves is our being.
Someone is a leader, someone is a poor man, someone is a rich
man, someone is a master, someone is a disciple, someone is a husband, someone
else is a wife, and so on. All these are reflections that appear to us in the
eyes of others. But I am what I am; I am not the way I appear in your eyes.
What you see with your eyes is my shadow and somehow I have become stuck in
that very shadow.
Suppose you met me today on the path and greeted me. And I became
happy: “I am such a good person that people greet me with respect.” Now it is
so ridiculous: how will someone become good through being greeted by a few
people? It does not really matter whether four people are greeting him or fifty
or a thousand people. What is the connection between being good and someone
showing you respect? In this world, even the evil people can have thousands of
people who adore them, so don’t be under this illusion that if a few people
admire you or bow down to you, you have become a good man. Otherwise you will
be caught in your own great image; and when these same few people stop paying
you respect and turn their backs on you, you will be in trouble. Now the image
has become stuck and it will demand respect! We become identified with the
image, and now it will demand “Respect me.” And when it is refused, that will
be the start of a great problem.
You must have seen political leaders when they had a post as a
minister of some department and then later lose the post. Have you seen the
condition they end up in? They look like clothes after they have been worn,
having lost all their pressing and starch. As if those clothes have been slept
in for several days. That is exactly the condition of a political leader who is
forced to step down – absolutely good for nothing! What happens to the person
in such cases?
He was caught in his image. He was identified with the image. Now
he says, “I am the image which was there before. I am that. I refuse to become
someone else.” If he can get a greater image, then he will accept it. If a
low-ranking minister is promoted to the status of a higher minister, or a clerk
is promoted to the post of chief clerk, then it is a different matter. If the
image is improved, it is fine. If the image is degraded, then the trouble
begins. Man is identified with his image.
When someone respects us or someone insults us, do we realize
that we have never actually seen our own face? We are absolutely unaware of the
original face which we can call our own face. We don’t know it; we have only
seen our image.
Have you seen the arrogance of a father when he stands in front
of his son? When a father says to his son “What do you know about life? I have
been through life, I have the experience of many years. When you grow older and
have some life experience, you will know,” who is this father talking to? Is he
talking to his son? No. Is he speaking on his own? No, an image is speaking.
The image is speaking, and it is interacting with how his son’s eyes see him.
The father has grabbed his son by the neck and the son is afraid: an image is
reflected in his father’s eyes. The one who is afraid can be made even more
afraid, and yet the same father wags his tail when he is in front of his boss,
saying “Yes sir” to whatever his boss orders.
I have heard…
 
A mystic once became the servant of a king for a few days. Just
like that. Can a mystic ever become the servant of someone? Someone who does
not want mastery over anyone can never be enslaved. Then why did he do it? He
wanted to experience how the king’s servants spend their lives.
He was acting as the servant of the king. The very first day, a
particular vegetable dish was cooked. The king really liked it and the cook was
ordered to prepare the same food every day. The dish was also offered to the
mystic and the king asked, “What is your opinion? How was the food?”
He replied, “Master, there is no better vegetable than this one
in the whole world. It is nectar.” The cook kept on preparing the same
vegetable for the next seven days – on the order of the king himself.
Now, if someone has to eat the same vegetable for seven days,
what will happen? The king became very angry. Even in heaven one could become
bored after seven days, and ask to visit hell for a short period. According to
Hindu scriptures, the gods descend at times to the earth. Why do they come
here? – they must be so sick and tired of heaven that they are asking “Let us
visit the earth.”
The king got utterly sick and tired of the same vegetable being
served day after day. After a week, he threw the dishes away and shouted at the
cook, “What kind of nonsense is this? The same food is served day after day!”
The cook replied, “Master, I was just following your command!”
Then the mystic commented, “This vegetable is poison! If you eat
it every day, you will simply die.”
The king replied, “This is too much! Seven days ago you said this
same vegetable is nectar.”
The mystic replied, “Master, I am your servant, not the servant
of the vegetable. I am your servant: I look into your eyes and catch the image
that is formed there, and then I speak according to that. The other day you
said that it was delicious, so I added, ‘It is nectar. There is no other
vegetable higher than this one.’ I am your servant, not the servant of the
vegetable. I am only your servant: today you said that you do not like it, so I
added, ‘It is poison, anyone eating it will die.’ If you change your opinion
tomorrow and you say it is nectar and you really like it, then I will say that
you cannot find better nectar than this.
“I am your servant; I am not the servant of the vegetable. I am
living according the images formed in your eyes.”
 
We all live in the same way. Neither we are aware of what is
within us nor has it ever been trapped anywhere. Nor can it ever be trapped;
there is no way for it to fall into any bondage. And the interesting thing is
that all kinds of effort are being made to free it. It has never been in
bondage; there is something else that has fallen into bondage. And we do not
even give that a thought. We pay no attention to that which is in bondage.
What is the disturbance which is occupying human beings? What is
their suffering? What is the agony? It is the image. When that is shaky, the
mind becomes shaky. When it is broken, the mind is suffering. When that image
is applauded, the mind feels encouraged.
I have heard…
 
One day, early in the morning, a fox went out hunting, searching
for something to eat and drink. It was a sunny day and because of the early
morning sun, a long shadow of the fox appeared. On seeing it, the fox said, “A
small meal will not satisfy me today!” He thought himself as big as a camel:
“What a big shadow! A small meal will not work for me; I am not a small animal.
I need to hunt a lot today.”
The fox started strutting around, searching for prey. By then,
the sun was moving toward the middle of the sky. But by midday the fox had not
been able to find any prey. It looked back at its shadow and saw the shadow had
shrunk. The fox said, “Not eating anything has put me in such a bad way. What a
great body I came out with this morning and look at it now! Even a small meal
will satisfy me now. But I am feeling so sad.” The fox’s mind was suffering.
 
We all start our lives in this way; great shadows are projected.
The sun shines in the beginning of life, and each child embarks on life’s
journey filled with such great aspirations to conquer the world. Each and every
man is Alexander the Great in his childhood. The shadow shrinks in old age. He
starts thinking everything is pointless; there is no meaning in anything. But
man lives on shadows: our image is formed in the eyes of people around us. And
even those who desire to be liberated live through the same shadows.
There are sannyasins who wear ochre clothes. Now, what does
sannyas, the search for truth, have to do with ochre clothes? But the robes
create an image in other people’s eyes, and that image is greatly respected. At
the very sight of the ochre robes, the other person is ready to bow down. Such
an image is formed in the other person’s eyes; the ochre robe is used to create
that image. Otherwise, what is the need for ochre clothes?
Can the ochre color, which you can buy for a few rupees, help you
to be a sannyasin? Otherwise you could buy all the ochre color, store it in
your house and paint everything that color – paint the whole house and all your
clothes. Paint your body ochre too. You will just look like a lion in the
circus. You will never become a sannyasin, a seeker of the truth, by doing so.
And in the name of sannyasins, mostly circus lions are gathered!
What is mind? Have you ever seen someone going to the temple
early in the morning and loudly chanting prayers? Just think about this
phenomenon. If he is chanting on a lonely road where there is no one to notice
him, his singing will turn into mere humming. The moment he sees a few people
coming toward him on the road, suddenly the volume of his chanting increases.
Very strange! Are you concerned with God or with those few people passing by? I
have seen people worshipping in the temple and turning to look back again and
again to see whether any spectators have arrived or not. If no one has arrived,
the religious ceremony is finished quickly; but if anyone comes, the whole
ritual is prolonged. And if someone who is useful in some way to the worshipper
is present, performing the rituals lasts even longer. What is happening? – this
person lives through images.
For instance, someone visits a temple every day, early in the
morning, with the desire that people should consider him a religious person.
What is the point in public opinion? But we base our life on public opinion,
the image formed in people’s eyes. This is the image of the moon in the well
which has become trapped. And it is a great problem. How to take it out, how to
release it? For that reason, so many paths to liberation are invented. There
are people who offer freedom by repeating “Rama, Rama,” someone else says there
is no way to liberation other than repeating “Om, om” and someone else suggests
repeating “Allah, Allah.” There are people who have even created a mixed path –
they chant “Allah, Ishvara,” and say, “They are both names of God, chanting
them together will be good. Maybe just one is not strong enough, so I have put
both together. Perhaps the combined power can work. Who knows which one is the
real one?” So just join both together. Pray to all the enlightened ones; bow
down to all the saints; fall at the feet of all holy ones. If one saint does
not save you, then catch hold of all the saints and try to find a way to save
yourself. You must save yourself because life is full of suffering and agony.
It is true. There is pain, suffering, and agony in life. And man
has so much anxiety. Why is there all this anxiety? Why are there so many
difficulties? Don’t look at the reason that causes the problem…
 
A man came to me and told me, “I am very disturbed; show me how
to find peace.” He fell at my feet.
I said, “Keep your hands away from my feet – what relation can
your peace have to my legs and feet? Never heard of it! No matter how much you
dissect my legs, you will not find your peace in my legs. What wrong have my
legs done to you? How are my feet to blame for your condition? If you have
become disturbed, did my legs cause that?”
The man was startled. He said, “So this is what you say! I went
to Rishikesh, there was no peace; I visited Aurobindo’s ashram and there was no
peace; I have returned from Arunachala and from the ashram of Ramana, but could
not find any peace. I could not find it anywhere. Everywhere they are playing
games of pretension in the name of spirituality. Someone mentioned your name,
so I came to you.”
I said, “Get up and leave immediately, otherwise afterward you
will go and gossip that you came to me but could not find any peace even here.
And the important thing is, when you first became disturbed, which ashram did
you visit, which master did you consult in order to become restless? Who
trained you in how to become disturbed? Did you come to me? Who did you go to
ask, ‘Master, I want to become disturbed, please show me the way?’ You managed
to become disturbed on your own, you were enough unto yourself! And now you
want to become peaceful, you have come here to blame others. If you do not
become peaceful, I will be responsible. As if I have made you disturbed! Did
you come to ask me then?”
He said, “No, I didn’t come to ask you.”
“Then who did you go to ask?” I asked.
“I didn’t go to anyone,” he replied.
And I told him, “In that case, try to understand that you have
become disturbed on your own. Try to find out how you became disturbed and what
caused it. When you find out what is creating disturbance, stop doing it and
you will be peaceful.”
 
There is no method to become peaceful. But there are ways to
become disturbed. And someone who drops out of the ways of being disturbed
becomes peaceful. There is no way to become free, but there are ways to be in
bondage. There are methods to become enslaved. And someone who does not fall
into bondage is free.
Suppose I am making a fist, holding it tight, and I ask you how
to open it. What will you say? “Just open it. What are you asking for? Just
don’t tighten it and it will be released. You do not need to do anything to
release the fist, just don’t hold it tight. When you tighten your hand, only
then do you make a fist. Stop tightening it and it will open.” To be open is
the nature of the hand, to tighten it is an effort. It is natural for it to be
open.
Man’s self-nature is naturally free, calm, and blissful. If you
are miserable, you must be using some device. If you are in bondage, you have
created those handcuffs. You are suffering – you are very skillful in creating
suffering. It is by your own craftsmanship that you create suffering. And you
are no ordinary craftsman, because you are able to build a house of suffering
on the soul, which is beyond suffering. And you are no ordinary blacksmith; you
are able to put chains on that soul which has never been chained and cannot be.
What a funny thing! You first put on those chains yourself and then you carry
them around, asking “How can I be free from these chains? I need a way out. How
can I become peaceful, blissful, and end the suffering?”
In this introductory talk, I want to say to you that image equals
suffering, image is agony, and image is bondage. We live through images. How
can one who is living on images live with himself? And how can one whose eyes
are focused on images turn in on himself?
I have heard…
 
There is a small child in a house and he is running and crying,
running and crying. His mother asks him, “What is the matter?
He says, “I want to catch my shadow.” He runs… He is in great
difficulty: the reflection is very clever, you can chase it, but it leaves you
behind. The child is crying, weeping. He runs, and once again the shadow
overtakes. He wants to touch the shadow of his head – how to catch hold of it?
How to grab the head of your shadow?
A mystic had come begging at the door and he started laughing.
Even the mother was upset. The mystic started to laugh and said, “Not like
this, not like this. That is not the way. This boy will be in difficulty; he
has already started acting in the ways of the world.”
The boy’s mother asked, “What ways of the world? He is just
playing.”
The mystic said, “Even in his play, this child is caught in the
ways of the world.”
The mystic went inside. He held the crying child’s hand and placed
it on his head. The moment the hand reached the boy’s head, simultaneously it
also touched the head of the shadow. The boy said, “Got it! Strange, you helped
me to catch it so easily. By putting my hand on my head, the shadow was caught
because the hand reached the head of the shadow.”
 
The shadow becomes the same as we are. If you try to do something
to the shadow, you cannot change it; but if you change, the shadow
changes. We are all engaged in trying to do something with the shadow, from
birth until death. And not just one life, infinite lifetimes. We are people who
run after shadows – run behind the shadows. And by running after shadows we can
never get hold of the shadows. Rather, our minds end up in misery. No shadow is
ever caught, and the mind is defeated. The shadow slips out of our hands again
and again and we feel that we are inferior, we are not powerful. We are
defeated. And the shadow appears to be trapped in so many prisons, so we start
doing things to try and free it. We start chanting mantras, reading the Gita,
reading Ramayana, reading the Koran and so on. Who knows how many devices we
use? We do everything! And nothing will happen because we never do what
actually needs to be done.
The right action is to perceive and realize who has been
entangled. Me? Have I ever been trapped? Who has become disturbed? Me? Have I
ever been disturbed? You may say that you have been disturbed thousands of
times, every day, even right now while sitting here.
I want to say to you that if you search, you will be amazed to
discover that you have never been disturbed. That which is your innermost core,
that depth which is your being, that innermost being, your innermost existence,
that which is you, has never been disturbed. The reflection is caught. The self-nature
has never been disturbed, has never been in suffering, but the reflection is
hurt, disturbed, and is suffering.
I have heard…
 
There was a small stream, not flowing much. It must have been an
Indian river – nothing flows in India! Not even the rivers flow; everything
just remains stagnant. Everything stands still and that is why everything has
become rotten. If something is stagnant, it will rot. It must have been an
Indian river, absolutely stagnant. If rubbish is thrown into it, it just goes
on lying there. If you return after many lives, you will still find it lying
there! It will still be found there, rotten. Everything has become so dirty.
A dog came to the river to drink. The river was still, unmoving,
and when the dog looked down, he saw his reflection. When he saw another dog in
the water, he became afraid and stepped backward. But his thirst was strong and
he had to drink. The thirst was compelling him to go back to the water, so he
went again to the river, but seeing a dog appear when he looked in, he became
frightened and stepped back again. The water was so close and he was so thirsty
inside. The water was just there, outside, and his thirst was inside. The
thirst was there, the water was available, and there was no real hindrance. The
dog went to the water again and went away again, afraid of the dog he saw
there. But how long could he continue taking that step backward?
A man was passing nearby, and seeing this, he laughed loudly. Not
at the dog. Only fools would laugh at the dog. He laughed at himself. He
laughed at himself: “I too have returned many times in the same way, after
becoming shaky around my own reflection.”
He went close to the dog and pushed him in. The dog put up a
great resistance: if you push anyone, he is going to resist. Even if you are
pushing him into a pool of nectar, he is going to resist. Everyone resists
being pushed. Man freezes when he is pushed and does not want to move at all.
That man pushed the dog and it fell into the water. There was no
more reflection, the reflection was shattered. The dog drank and the mystic
laughed.
 
If the dog could have asked, he would have asked, “Why are you
laughing?” It could not ask, but we can easily ask. Ask the man, “Why did you
laugh?”
The man would say, “I am laughing because my state has been
exactly the same. This has been my condition too: my own reflection has turned
into so many difficulties, obstacles; it turns into so many walls. My shadow
has been turning into a hindrance.
Our image is not formed on any river nor is it formed on a
mirror. There is no difficulty with a mirror or a river; the image that we are
entangled in is projected in the eyes of the people around us; that is
our standpoint. When it is said that a man is entangled, identified in the
world, it is not his self-nature that is entangled, rather it is just his
image.
When you are suffering, when great suffering is there, close the
door, sit in solitude for a moment, and ask yourself, “Am I suffering?”
And I say to you that if you ask with honesty and total authenticity
whether you are suffering, you will instantaneously discover: an answer will
come from within you that the suffering can surround you, but you are not
suffering.
Suppose your leg is broken, the leg is in pain, it is hurting.
Then ask yourself, “Is the pain happening to me, am I suffering?” And surely it
will become absolutely clear that the leg is hurting, the information that
there is pain is received by you, but where are you? You are the witness
standing aloof, far away, you are just watching.
 
I have a friend, an old man. He fell down the stairs and broke
his leg. The doctors told him to rest in bed, and told him he should not move
around at all for three months. He is an active man and cannot stand being
static; even if movement is unnecessary, he cannot stay without moving.
And how many people are there whose movement truly has any
meaning? How often are they moving consciously? If someone keeps an account of
his movement from morning till evening, he will find out that ninety eight
percent of his movements are unnecessary. He is just restless. There are many
things that one does not want to see, and which may become visible just by
being unoccupied.
He was told to rest in bed. I went to see him and he started
crying, and he said, “I am in great difficulty. It would be better if I had
just died. How am I going to survive these two or three months lying in bed? It
is such suffering.”
I said to him, “Close your eyes and search – are you and the
suffering one or separate?
He replied, “What will happen by doing that?”
I said, “First try it, and then we will talk afterward. Close
your eyes; I am sitting here. And don’t open your eyes until it becomes clear
to you. Try to find out whether you and the suffering are one or two. If you
and the suffering are one, you can never know that you are suffering. How can
suffering know that there is suffering? Can suffering know that it is
suffering?”
 
It is as if a thorn can become aware that it is pricking. A thorn
pricks the other; the other feels the prick. There have to be two. The pain,
the suffering is one, and the one who is feeling pain and suffering is the
other. He is separate. If he becomes one, there will be no experience of
suffering.
Do you feel anger arising? If you and the anger are one, will
there be any experiencing? Then you will become anger itself. Then the anger
will never end; it cannot be erased. Because when you yourself have become
anger, how can it end? And if the anger disappeared, you too would be finished.
No, you are always separate. Anger comes and goes; suffering
comes and passes, turmoil comes and then goes away. Smoke surrounds from
everywhere and disappears. But the one who stands in the center always remains.
The name of that constant remembrance is meditation; that search which is
beyond bondage, which is beyond suffering, which is beyond pain, which is
beyond disturbance, which is always beyond everything, is called meditation.
That which is always beyond everything. No matter how hard you try, it can
never be touched by anything. It is beyond every happening, beyond every
becoming. Whatever is taking place, it remains beyond that.
It happened…
 
I was on a trip with three friends and we were travelling by car.
They were taking me to a village, but the car overturned on a bridge. It fell
almost eight feet, the car turning completely upside down. The whole car was
crushed. It was a small car with only two doors and one of the doors was
blocked by a rock. There was another door, but my friend, his wife, and his
driver all were in such panic that they were crying and screaming, but not
climbing out of the car! They were screaming, “Oh, we died, we died!”
I told them, “If you were dead, who would have screamed? Please
get out. If you were dead, the entire problem would be finished. Who would be
there to scream? You are screaming, so it is obvious that you are not dead!”
But they were not listening at all. His wife went on screaming,
“Oh, we have died!”
I shook her and said, “Have you gone crazy? If you were dead,
there would be silence. Who would scream?”
She said, “You are right, but I have died!”
Now this is a very interesting point. Who has died? Who has died
– if you are experiencing it, then you have not died. The one who is
experiencing is a separate entity. That which is happening is one thing, and
the person who is experiencing it is something different. And the person who is
seeing it is present.
Then we all climbed out. They were busy calculating what parts of
the car had been broken, what had been destroyed and so on. I asked the friend,
“Is your car insured?”
“Yes, it is,” he replied.
“Then,” I said, “stop worrying, the matter is finished. Do you
have any life insurance?”
He replied, “Yes, for that we are also insured.”
I said, “That is even better. Even if you had died, there would
be no problem. Now the question is whether you are going to learn something
from this incident or not.”
He replied, “What is there to learn from it? The first lesson is,
as far as possible, do not ride in a car! The second lesson is, on arriving
home, immediately fire the driver. And the third lesson is, never drive a car
over the speed limit. These are the things to be learned.”
I replied, “What a great opportunity, and you learned so much
junk! It is as if you went to university and learned only how to count to ten;
that knowledge was all you returned home with. You were satisfied that you had
learned how to count to ten and you went back home. You had such a great
opportunity and you ended up only learning how to count till ten.”
He asked, “What else is worth learning in this?”
I told him that the moment was a great opportunity. When the car
turned over, in that moment he should have observed: “Who is dying? Who is
falling? Who is going through an accident?”
 
It was a great opportunity because in such a moment of danger,
the whole consciousness awakens. In danger, the whole consciousness becomes
aware.
If a man attacks you, threatening you with a knife at your chest,
within a second all thoughts will stop: whether you were going to a movie or not;
or what to do and what not to do; or what news was in the newspaper that day;
or who had become the president, and so on. All this chattering would come to
an immediate end. Within a fraction of a second, everything would stop. In that
moment there is an opening, an opportunity to see what is taking place. In that
moment, you will also be able to see that what is happening is outside of you.
And that there is someone who is standing outside of all the happening, just
witnessing.
Meditation means: discovering the one who is beyond all happening
and has never been a part of anything. There is no other meaning to meditation.
We are going to experiment only with this during these three days.
And how are we going to discover that which is beyond everything,
even though it is at the center of everything? How can we find that which seems
to be born and seems to die; and still it has never been born nor has it ever
died? How can we discover that which is in the body, which appears to be the
body and yet is not the body? How shall we discover that which thinks, but has
never been involved in any thinking? That which seems to be worried, seems to
get angry, and yet has never been touched by any anger, no worry has ever
reached it. How are we going to search for that?
We cannot discover it as long as we perceive the moon in the
well. The moon is somewhere outside and it has never fallen into the well. Have
you ever seen it moving toward the well? But it appears to fall into the
well! It looks bigger there. Sometimes it is seen more clearly in the well than
in the sky. It depends on the cleanliness of the water in the well; the moon
has nothing to do with it. If the well is absolutely clean, then it is seen
very clearly.
That is why we don’t want to look into the eyes of our enemy;
there is a dirty well in the eyes of the enemy, and so the reflection is not
good in those eyes. We prefer to look into the eyes of a friend. A husband
looks into the eyes of his wife, and in India, the wife is preconditioned that
her husband is a god. Now her eyes are totally clear, the husband reflects in
her eyes as a god, and he feels great joy to see himself there as a god. When
the wife writes letters to him she signs the letter “your servant” and the
husband is very happy that he is the master.
Now the interesting thing is, in whose eyes are you seeing
yourself? These are the eyes of your own wife.
It happened…
 
One day, a man declared in the marketplace, “No one is more
beautiful in the world than my wife.”
The villagers asked him, “Who told you that?”
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