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Truth, Chapter 27
Osho,
You once said: " The moment is rare when eternity penetratestime.” Can you speak
more on this?

Vadan, the question seems to be simple but thearniswery complex. And the
complexity becomes multidimensional, because tls&vancan come only from your o\
experience, not from outside. Just as the queiiarnising in you, the answer has to also
be part of your interiority. But | will go into dttle detail, to explain what | mean when |
say that the moment is rare when eternity penattates.

Time is that in which we live -- it is horizontdd.is from A to B to C to D; itis in a line.
Eternity is vertical. It is not from A to B and froB to C. It is from A to more A to still
more A. It goes on upwards. The moment is rareuserd happens only when meditat
has reached ripening, maturity, when you have tedigiour innermost core.

Then suddenly you become aware that you are aroeaksOne line goes horizontal; in
other words, mediocre, ordinary, meaningless, aadihg finally to death. The horizon
line is continuously moving towards the graveyard.

| havetold you the story, significant in many ways.

A great king in his dreams saw a shadow and becdirael even in the dream. And he
asked, "What do you want?"

The shadow said, "I have not come to ask for angthihave come just to inform you
that this evening at the right place, when theiswgetting, you will breathe your last
breath. Ordinarily | don't come to inform peopleat pou are a great emperor; it is just to
pay respect to you."

The emperor became so afraid that he woke up, ipe@gpcould not think what to do.
The only thing he could think of was to call aletvise men, astrologers, prophets and to
find out the meaning of the dream. Dream analystiought to have originated with
Sigmund Freud -- that is not true. It originatedhathis emperor, one thousand years ago.

In the middle of the night, all the prophets of tépital, all the wise men, all those who
were concerned in some way with the future -- dreaawlers...they were told the story.
The story was simple. They had brought their sargg and they started arguing with
each other: "This cannot be the meaning,"” or, "Thisound to be the meaning...."



They wasted time; the sun started rising.

The king had an old servant whom he treated juatfather -- becaudwas father had die
very early. He was too young, and his father hadmgihe guardianship to this servant
and told him: "Take care that he becomes my suocessl does not lose the kingdom."

And the servant managed. Now he was very old, bwtds not treated as a servant. He
was almost as respected as a father. He cametoltise emperor and said: "l want to say
two things to you. You have always listened to h#n not a prophet and | am not an
astrologer and | don't know what all this nonsaaghat's going on...the scriptures are
being consulted.... One thing is certain, that dheesun has risen, the sunset is not very
far away.

"And these people, the so-called knowledgeable leebpve never come to any
conclusion in centuries. Just in one day...theyquiarrel, argue, destroy each other's
arguments, but you cannot hope that they will ctoree consensus, a conclusion.

"Let them have their discussions. My suggestiogas, have the best horse in the world."
Those were the days of horses. "You take the reordeescape from this palace as fast as
possible. This much is certain, that you shouldbo®ohere; you should be far away."

It was logical, rational, although very simple. Thieg left the great intelligent and wise
people arguing -- they did not even notice thateimperor had left. And he certainly had
a horse worth an empire. He was very proud of thred) there was no other horse known
of that strength. And there was such a love betweemorse and the emperor, such a
deep affinity, a kind of synchronicity. The kingd#o the horse: "It seems my death is
coming. That shadow was nothing but death. You havake me as far away from this
palace as you can manage."

The horse nodded his head. And he fulfilled hisypse. By the evening, as the sun was
setting, they were hundreds of miles away fromrtkieigdom.

They had entered into another kingdom in disguibe. king was very happy; he got
down from his horse. He was tying the horse t@a #r because neither had he eaten
anything, nor had the horse. So he said to theehtffiank you my friend. Now | will
make arrangements for your food, for my food. Weesar far away, there is no fear. But
you proved the stories that were told about yow ecame almost like a cloud, with
such a speed.”

And as he was tying the horse to the tree, the slaaklow appeared and said to the
emperor: "l was afraid that you might not be ablenake it, but your horse is great. | ¢
thank him. This is the place and this is the tifwed | was worried -- you were so far
away, how could | manage to bring you? The horseegedestiny.”

It isa strange story, but it showsthat wherever you are going horizontally, with



whatever speed, you will end up in some graveyard.

It is strange that every moment our graves are igioser to us -- even if you don't
move, your grave is moving towards you. The horiabine of time is, in other words,
the mortality of man.

But if you can reach to the center of your beihg, $ilences of your innermosinter, yot
can see two roads: one horizontal, another vertical

You will be surprised to know that the Christianss is not Christian at all. It is an
ancient, Eastern, Aryan symbol, the swastika. $helt'y Adolf Hitler, who was thinking
that he was of the purest Aryan blood, chose tresska as his symbol. A swastika is
nothing but two lines crossing. In India, withoutdkving why, at the beginning of every
year, business people will write in their booksgibeheir new books with a swastika. ~
Christian cross is simply a part of the swastikat iBalso represents the same thing: the
vertical, the horizontal. Christ's hands are haria) his head and his being are pointing
in a different direction.

In a moment of meditation, you suddenly see that you can movein two directions --
either horizontal or vertical.

The vertical consists of silences, blissfulnesstasies; the horizontal consists of hands,
work, the world.

Once a man has known himself as a crossroad, imtha disinterested, he cannot be
unintrigued about the vertical. The horizontal hews, but the vertical opens a door to
eternity, where death does not exist; where onelgillrecomes more and more part of

cosmic whole; where one loses all bondages, eveehdhdage of the body.

Gautam Buddha used to say: "Birth is pain, lifpam, death is pain." What he was
saying was, to move on the horizontal line, youcangtinuously miserable, in pain. Your
life cannot be a life of dance, of joy. If thisal}, then suicide is the only solution.

That's the conclusion the contemporary, Westerlopbphy of existentialism -- of Jean-
Paul Sartre, Jaspers, Heidegger, Kierkegaard dneisot- has come to, that life is
meaningless. On the horizontal plane it is, becauseimply agog and pain and disea
and sickness and old age. And you are encagedrimafi body while your consciousness
IS as vast as the whole universe.

Oncethevertical isdiscovered, one starts moving on the vertical line.

That vertical line does not mean you have to reneuhe world. But it certainly means
that you are no moref the world, that the world becomes ephemeral, loapsrtance. It
does not mean that you have to renounce the woddacape to the mountains and the
monasteries. It simply means that you start -- eber you are -- living an inner life



which was not possible before.

Before you were an extrovert; now, suddenly yowhbse introvert. As far as the body is
concerned, you can manage very easily, if the reonance is there that you are not the
body. But the body can be used in many ways to y@lpto move on the vertical line.
The penetration of the vertical line, just a rayigiit coming into your darkness of
horizontal life, is the beginning of enlightenment.

You will look the same, but you will not be the sanithose who have a clarity of seeing,
to them you will not look the same either. Andesdt for yourself, you will never look
the same. And you can never be the same.

You will bein theworld, but theworld will not bein you.

Ambitions, desires, jealousies will start evapargtiNo effort will be needed to drop
them, just your movement on the vertical line amglytstart disappearing -- because they
cannot exist on the vertical line. They can exigyan the darkness of the horizontal,
where everybody is in competition, everybody i$ @dllust, full of will to power, a great
desire to dominate, to become somebody special.

On the vertical line all these stupidities simplyappear. You become so light, so
weightless, just like a lotus flower: it is in thvater, but the water does not touch it. You
remain in the world, but the world has no longey smpact on you. On the contrary, you
start influencing the world -- not with conscioudtod, but just by your sheer being, your
presence, your grace, your beauty. As it growslangistarts spreading around you.

It will touch people who have an open heart avdlitmake people afraid who have liv
with a closed heart -- all windows, all doors clibs€hey will not come in contact with
such a person. And to convince themselves why daneyot coming in contact with such
a person, they will find a thousand and one exgus#@susand and one lies. But the b
fact is that they are afraid to be exposed.

The man who is moving vertically becomes almost a mirror.

If you come close to him, you will see your reada- you will see your ugliness, you
will see your continuous ambitiousness, you wi# geur begging bowl.

Perhaps another story will help you.

A man, early in thenorning, a beggar with a begging bowl, entereckthg's garden. Tt
king used to come for a morning walk; otherwis&ats impossible to meet the king --
particularly for the beggar, the whole bureaucnaould prevent him. So he had chosen a
time when there was no bureaucracy, and when tigevkanted to be alone, in silence
with nature, to drink as much beauty and alivermesssature was showering. The beggar
encountered him there.



The king said: "This is not the time.... | don‘esmybody."

The beggar said: "l am a beggar. Your bureaucatya long, and for a beggar it is
impossible to see you. | insist that you give meaadience."

The king just thought to get rid of him. He sai&/hat do you want? Just say and you
get it. Don't disturb my morning silence."”

The beggar said: "Think twice before you offer isegne something."

The king said: "You seem to be a strange man.drfitkt place, you entered without any
permission into the garden, insisting that you haveave an audience withe king. Anc
now | am saying that whatever you want, just saan't disturb my peace and don't
disturb my silence."”

The beggar laughed. He said: "A peace that is rthistlis not peace. And a silence that is
disturbed is just a dream, not a reality."

Now the king looked at the beggar.
He was saying something of tremendousimportance.

The king thought: "He does not seem to be an ordineggar, that is certain.” And the
beggar said again: "l want you to think it overcdnese what | want is just for you to fill
my begging bowl with anything and | will go. Buthas to be full.”

The king laughed. He said: "You are a madman. Dotk your begging bowl cannot
be filled?"

He called his treasurer and told him: "Fill his giey bowl with diamonds, precious
stones."

The treasurer had no idea what had happened. Ndhisdyeggars' bowls with
diamonds. And the beggar reminded the treasur@ménber, unless the begging bov
full, I am not going to move from here."

It was a challenge between a beggar and a king.

And then there followed a very strange story. Asyibnds were poured into his begging
bowl, the moment they were poured in they wouldpgear. The emperor was in a very
embarrassed state. But he said: "Whatever happees,if my whole treasury is gone, |
cannot be defeated by a beggar. | have defeatatl gmgerors.” And the whole treasury
disappeared. The rumor reached the capital, angséimals of people gathered to see what
was happening. And they had never seen the kisgah a trembling, nervous
breakdown.



And finally, when nothing was left in the treasanyd the begging bowl was still as enr
as it was before, he fell to the feet of the beggmat said: "You will have to forgive me, |
did not understand. | have never thought aboueth@ags. | did my best, but now...I
don't have anything else to offer you. And | whlirtk that you have forgiven me if you
can tell me the secret of your begging bowl. i strange begging bowl -- just a few
diamonds would have filled it. It has taken the \ehioeasury.”

The beggar laughed and he said: "You need not lbeedoThis is not a begging bowl. |
found a human skull and out of the human skull denthis begging bowl. It has not
forgotten its old habit. Have you looked into yawn begging bowl, your own head?
Give it anything and it will ask for more and mamed more. It knows only one language:
more. It is always empty, it is always a beggar."

On the horizontal line, only beggars exist, becdheyg are all rushing for more, and
because the more cannot be fulfilled -- not that gannot get to a position you want, but
the moment you get it, there are higher positi6ias.a moment maybe a flicker of
happiness, and the next moment, again the samaidasp the same race for more.

Y ou cannot fulfill theidea of more.

It is intrinsically unfulfillable. And this is thborizontal line, the line of more and more
and more.

What is the vertical line? Of being less and less lass, to the point of utter emptines:
the point of being nobody. Just a signature --avein on sand, but on water. You have
not even made it and it has disappeared. The mteneafertical line is the authentic
sannyasin, who is immensely happy in being nobodmensely happy with his inner
purity of emptines, because only emptiness can be pure; who iswabgotontented wit
his nakedness, because only nothingness can beemith the universe.

Once this tuning with the universe happens, yowarmore in a sense. In the old sense,
you are no more. But you are for the first time wWiele universe. Even the faraway stars
are within you; your nothingness can contain thé€he flowers and the sun and the
moon...and the whole music of existence. You arenace an ego, your "I" has
disappeared. But that does not mean that you haappmkeared. On the contrary, the
moment your "I" has disappeared, you have appeared.

It issuch a great ecstasy to bewithout thefeeling of "1," without the feeling of any
ego, without asking for anything more.

What more can you ask? You have nothingness. $mibthingness you have become,
without conquering, the whole universe. Then tingisig birds are not only singing
outside you. They appear outside because this tx@dyes the barrier.

On the vertical line you become necgind more consciousness and less and less boe
whole identification with the body disappears. otmngness, these birds will be within



you; these flowers, these trees and this beautiirhing will be within you. In fact, then
there is no withoutEverything has become your vision. And you carnaste a richer life
than when everything has become your within. Winensun and the moon and the stars
and the whole infinity of time and space is withiou...what more do you want?

Thisis exactly the meaning of enlightenment: to become so nonexistent as an ego
that the whole oceanic existence becomes part of you.

Kabir, one great Indian mystic.... He was uneduwtatg has written such tremendously
significant statements -- they may not be grammht@ne of his statements he corrected
before he died. He had written when he was youbggaitiful statement. It was: "Just a
dewdrop slips from the lotus leaf in the early mognsun, shining like a pearl, into the
ocean." He said: "The same has happened to me."

His words are: "l have been searching, my frierathBr than finding myself, | got lost in
the cosmos. The dewdrop disappeared into the dcéast. before dying, as he was
closing his eyes, he asked his son, Kamal, whodifrpsoved of the same caliber and of
the same status.... And sometimes one thinks thaids a man of more courage than
Kabir.

Kabir was very courageous against all traditions, orthodoxy, everything.

But Kamal even criticized Kabir when he found sdmreg wrong in his statements. He
told Kamal: "Please change my statement, whictbleas praised all over, that ‘My
friend, | have been searching for myself, but rathan finding myself, | got lost, just as
the dewdrop disappears into the ocean.' Change it."

Kamal said: "I had always suspected that theressagething wrong in it." And he
showed him his own writing, in which he had alreadyrected it. The correction -- even
before Kabir realized had been done already. That's why Kabir calledKamal: "You
are a miracle." Kamal means miracle. And the mas avaniracle. He had changed the
line that Kabir wanted:

"My friend, | was seeking and searching myself.iHeathan finding myself | have found
the whole world, the whole universe. The dewdrop mat disappeared into tbheean, bu
the ocean has disappeared into the dewdrop." Arah\lie ocean disappears into the
dewdrop, the dewdrop is simply losing its boundariething else.

On thevertical line, you become less and lessand less and less.

And one day, you are no more.

A Zen master, Rinzai, had a very absurd habitpeautiful. Every morning, when he
would wake up, before opening his eyes he would '$2inzai, are you still here?"



His disciples said: "What kind of nonsense is this® ask 'Rinzai, are you still here?™

He said: "I am waiting for the moment when the agrswill be, 'No. Existence is, but
Rinzai is not.™

This is the ultimate peak human consciousnessezhr This is the ultimate benedicti
And unless one reaches to this peak, one will rewaindering in dark pathways, blind,
suffering, miserable. He may accumulate much kndgée he may become a great
scholar, but that does not help. Only one thinggrg simple thing, is the essence of the
whole religious experience, and that is meditation.

You go inwards. It will be difficult to get out fro the crowd of your thoughts, but you
are not a thought. You can get out of the crowd, gan create a distance between you
and your thoughts. And as the distance grows bjggerthoughts start falling like leaves
which have died -- because it is you and your itemntith the thoughts that gives them
nourishment. When you are not giving them nouristiptoughts cannot exist. Have
you met any thought somewhere standing by itself?

And just try to be indifferent -- the word of Gantd&uddha isupeksha. Just be indifferel
to the whole mind and a distance will be creataad fhen come to a point from where
nourishment to the thoughts is stopped. They sird@gppear; they are soap bubbles.

And the moment all thoughts disappear, you wiltlfyourself in the same situation,
asking: "Rinzai are you still here?" And you wilaifor that great moment, that great,
rare opportunity when the answer will be: "No. W&dhis guy Rinzai?"

Thissilenceis meditation.

And it is not a talent. Everybody cannot be a Fioand everybody cannot be a
Rabindranath and everybody cannot be a Michelangélose are talents. But everybody
can be enlightened because it is not a talerd;yibur intrinsic nature, of which you are
unaware. And you will remain unaware if you remsumrounded by thoughts. The
awareness of your ultimate reality arises only wtineme is nothing to prevent it, when
there is nothingness surrounding you.

The vertical line is rare, Vadan. It is perhapsdhdy rare thing in existence, because it
takes you on the journey of eternity and immoryalithe flowers that blossom on those
paths are inconceivable by the mind. And the expegs that happen are unexplainable.
But in a very strange way the man himself becormeskpression. His eyes show the
depths of his heart, his gestures show the gratieeofertical movement. His whole life
radiates, pulsates and creates a field of energy.

Those who are prejudiced, those who are alreadyrdéted and concluded...I feel sorry
for them. But those who are open, unprejudicedehmat concluded yet, they will
immediately start feeling the pulsation, the radimtAnd a certain synchronicity betwe
the heart of the man of the vertical and the hefaitte man who is not yet vertical.... The



moment the synchronicity happens, in that same mogwi also start moving vertically.

These are words simply to explain things whichrareexplainable through words. But
those who are intelligent enough, not intellectuathose people are full of rubbish....
Never get mixed up between being intellectual amelligent. Intelligence is a pure
clarity of seeing, a perceptivity. The intellectish computer; he is a memory.

Intelligenceis not memory.
Intelligence is a sharp sword which penetratesctirento reality. Once it sees it....

It is said that Mahakashyapa, himself a prince,d@te to see Gautam Buddha. But he
was very simple, innocent, unprejudiced, havindpelef systems, no philosophy, no
theology. He simply touched the feet of Buddhaké&mbinto the eyes of Buddha, and
everything happened. Some transfer of light, somgtimvisible, some meeting of the
heart, some merging...he never asked a singleignéstGautam Buddha.

Even others became aware of the fact: "All theidies ask questions. This
Mahakashyapa is strange. He simply sits underea i has almost monopolized the t
Everybody knows, 'Don't sit there, Mahakashyapésitithere.' He sits there H-Buddha
speaks, good; if Buddha does not speak, good."

Slowly, slowly older disciples approached Mahakagiay particularly Sariputta who was
a very close disciple of Gautam Buddha. He askeddWashyapa: "Don't you have a
question?"

Mahakashyapa said: "All my questions were answtrednoment he looked into my
eyes. Since the moment | touched his feet | havé@&en a body. | am just a
consciousness and the body is my house. All idewdith the body was broken in a
single, split moment."

He is described in the Buddhist scriptures onlyeprmehen another king was offering
Gautam Buddha a great, valuable diamond and Bustilda"Drop it!"

Reluctantly, because it was a very valuable diamebdt before ten thousand people if
you have offered it and Buddha says, "Drop it'&.dnopped it. He had also brought a
very rare flower, a lotus which had blossomed dweason. It was not the time for
lotuses. He offered Buddha that flower and Buddiarasaid, "Drop it!" He dropped it
but he felt very strange, hurt: "My gifts are neirg accepted.”

And Buddha said, "Drop it!" Now he had nothing top, so he looked all around --
"What to make of it? Is this man mad? | droppeddiaenond, | dropped the
flower...those two things were in both my handswNalon't have anythingtdrop." This
is the moment where Mahakashyapa is mentionedce only.

Ten thousand sannyasins wer e utterly silent -- because it was a strange thing.



Buddha had never donethat.

He had accepted...anybody who brought a flowergiftahe would accept it. But
Mahakashyapa sitting under his monopolized tregHad loudly. He had not spoken to
anybody; he had been there for four years. Thisthaéirst time he had made some kind
of expression. He laughed. And this was even morguh.

The king said: "Why are you laughing?"

He said: "l am laughing because you are not drappaurself. He is not concerned ab
your flower and about your diamond. Drop yoursAlfid | say it with my own experien

-- before he said anything, | had dropped mysedfhidd to lean and hold me up, and our
eyes met and everything happened.”

Mahakashyapa is perhaps the most mysterious desofgbautam Buddha, but the most
perceptive. That was a rare moment, when Buddheebtbmto Mahakashyapa's eyes.
That was the moment when eternity penetrated tivhen the vertical penetrated the
horizontal. And just a single moment can be suckdeal change. Beautiful were those
days, golden are their memories. It looks veryafaay and faint now.

But my effort hereisto makethissmall island a part of eternity, where those
innocent moments, those innocent experiences are still possible.

Nothing is said, nothing is heard, and yet the t&arts dancing in tune with the master.

The universal and the eternal are the same, onhyhasbecome more and more drow
in darkness. In India, the seers have named tihispimekaliyuga -- the age of
darkness. They were certainly very perceptive.

Just a few days ago, the editodlbfistrated Weekly wrote an article about me in whick h
said a few significant things. He is not a religiqaerson, neither does he believe in any
spirituality. But in our commune, what he saw aeldl fie could say was his closest
experience of spirituality.

Somebody from England wrote a very angry lettdrito which was published. The man
said: "What has happened to you? Either you haga babed or you have been
hypnotized." Looking at his letter, it became sdmred more important.... Because if
anybody says any lies about me, if anybody is agane, nobody will say to him: "You
have been bribed by his enemies."” And nobody aillar even conceive that: "You have
been hypnotized by the people who are against him."

Many people have told me: "We want to come, we waninderstand. But then people
start saying: 'You are being hypnotized. If you @oésaying anything against that man
then certainly you are being hypnotized.™ Justydive centuries ago, do you think
Mahakashyapa was hypnotized? Do you think anybaalyldvhave said to him: "Either
you have been bribed or hypnotized!" Those weres dayen people were not so closed



and allowed some fresh breeze to pass through them.

Now everybody seems to be completely closed. Soteisca Christian, somebody is a
Hindu, somebody is a Mohammedan. Before experigraiything they have decided
what is true and what is false. Before coming intaot with a living source, they have
covered themselves completely, defensively. Theya#naid that if they open up, all their
prejudices will look stupid and all their beliefstgms will fall down.

| am herein my own land, but | consider myself aforeigner.

People are afraid to enter the gate of the comnilimefear is of hypnosis. And they
don't understand what hypnosis is.

The fact is, they have been hypnotized from thery\childhood to worship a monkey
god -- because no intelligent man will do that. yhave been hypnotized to worship an
elephant god. This is possible only through cortgigpetition, from the very childhood,
by the whole society around them, so that it besaneonditioning in them. Otherwise,
they will also think -- what are they doing?

But they never think. Thinking is one of the greataimes. So nobody thinks, everyhc
believes. But if you want to reach to the heigtita Buddta or to the heights of a Chue
Tzu, then you will have to drop all belief systerAad you will have to drop all thoughts
which have been given to you by others, which amedwed.

A man came to Chuang Tzu one day and was arguimgar@®y Tzu said: "Wait. | just
want to know one thing: would you like to use soowpelse's shoes?"

He said: "Why should | use somebody else's shoes?"

Chuang Tzu said: "You are so alert about your lageut your feet, but you are not so
aware about your head -- because etleoyght that you have is somebody else's. It i
yours. You have heard it, you have read it, yowehasen told, you have gathered it from
the atmosphere, and you have never thought thatignt have a single thought of your
own."

In fact, thereis no thought which isyour own.

There is only clarity, perceptivity, silence, ungtanding, intelligence which are your
own. And with these you can be ready for eterratgnter into the world of time.

It is the greatest moment. | cannot conceive oftang more valuable or more precious.
It makes you the whole universe; it takes awaya@lir boundaries which are really an
imprisonment. It makes you a bird on the wing ia tpen sky.

Now something serious, because we have been inserious world so long....



A man goes into a bar and orders a beer. Whenderved he reaches into his breast
pocket and lifts out a perfectly formed little frgy four inches tall. Then he pulls out a
thimble and places it on the bar. "A beer for mgrfd here too," he requests. "And go
easy on the head.”

"Is he for real?" asks the bartender. "He is," ghgsaman.

"Can he talk?" persists the bartender. "He carglies the man.

"Arnold," he goes on, "tell this guy about the time were on safari and you called the
witch-doctor a black son-of-a-bitch."”

Silverman is killed in an accident and Mendel Ktaws sent to break the news to his
wife.

"Be careful how you tell her," advises a friendh&Ss a very delicate woman."
Mendel knocks on the door and Mrs. Silverman coogs"Are you the widow of
Silverman?" he asks.

"Certainly not," she replies.

"Want to bet?" asks Mendel.

An African tribe is living through a famine and &y a bad time with its crops. The ct
calls a meeting and says: "We will send a telegmthe Russians telling them that we
are having agricultural problems and need theip.hEhey will send seeds, tractors, and
one hundred young technicians to help us.

"Then we will send a telegram to the Americansriglthem that the Russians are helf
us And the Americans will send us seeds and traetodsone hundred technicians. W/
all the technicians arrive, we will eat them."

Okay, Maneesha?

Yes, Osho



