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INTRODUCTION

 


She pulled up in her silver Mercedes and
parked next to my little black Mazda pickup that had two major
redeeming qualities; a colorful Mexican blanket for a seat cover
and I’d bought it new. It was time for our morning coffee.

Patricia had the charm, and the car, of an
old-money Southern woman along with a Ph.D. in psychology and all
that left us about as different as our automobiles and socially
unlikely friends. I’d inhabited the other end of the cultural
spectrum for much of my life as a no-money immigrant’s kid, a
Midwestern Yankee, with a couple missing teeth. Years earlier I’d
shown up in Texas on a bicycle.

By the time we met, in the early 1990’s I was
a bit more respectable, made a living as a counselor, had
responsibilities, and that rock bottom cheap pick-up which I’d
purchased new. We had a natural ease of conversation, were both
hungry for knowledge along with an occasional pastry and that
bridged our culture gap. I could also ask her if a shirt looked
good and which fork I should use and what “object relations” meant
in psychology. She was trustworthy on these subjects. On the other
hand, she could ask me about experiences more aligned with a feral
existence.

I had, after a challenging early life,
started on a professional path with a protracted struggle of eight
years to get a bachelors degree and then a more timely masters
degree in graduate school but quickly experienced something like
being shot out of a cannon, away from ordinary life, when I was
twenty-nine years old. It brought me to a decade of social
disconnection but also a deep longing, curiosity and active search
for philosophical depth and meaning.

During one of our morning coffee’s she
mentioned a man, a healer, she had met in Mexico many years
earlier. I pressed her for more details. She remembered a few
things about his life story and his ideas about healing and
immediately the stories clicked with me. Everything she said about
him made me laugh, although she was more prone to a quizzical look
when she’d tell the stories.

He’d moved to Austin recently and she was
going to meet with him and perhaps study his healing work. I wanted
to meet him too. This is the story of that meeting and of getting
to know this man I call the Buddha. It is the story of another
unlikely friendship, a mentoring, a healing, and a teaching.

Most importantly, it is the story of opening
a man’s heart.
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“When you are asleep you don’t know what goes
on with those who are awake.”

 



Chapter 1: Don’t Believe, Just See.

 


One man in this story - at the bottom of his
life - stood looking at a surprising reflection in a store window
on chilly grey winter’s day. He saw behind him a man so gaunt and
weathered and dirty he didn’t want to stand near and moved to get
away. The long beard, gaunt face and missing teeth followed. The
reflection wore a dirty red cap fringed with long uneven hair
reaching the collar of a stained down jacket. Thirty-four years old
and he suddenly realized, looking at the stranger’s reflection in
the store window, he was the street person he saw looking back at
him.

That very same year another man, successful
beyond the ordinary definitions of success, was doing quite well
for himself, was connected in business and politics, in demand by
people at the highest levels of society. The year the young man was
staring at his frightening reflection the older man was lunching
with a presidential candidate and being asked to run for state
senate in Arizona.

This is the story of these men becoming
friends.
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“Everything is as it should be.”

 



Chapter 2: Wanting to Meet.

 


Men becoming friends might sound boring since
there are not many sex scenes and only a few guns in this story.
Almost nothing blows up, except my life. There are a couple of
murders, but they’re barely mentioned, just enough to spice things
up a bit. But there is another kind of action here.

When I first heard of him from my coffee
friend I deeply suspected he was a very well developed being.
Something fundamental had changed in him, judging from the stories
I heard. Maybe he was even enlightened. There were too many
paradoxes in the stories. Real life and being awake, is full of
paradox, I’d learned that much in my years of disconnection. A life
that looked good and spiritual and clean and perfect and right and
authorized by some flavor of scriptural authority was usually a
front for something, a Jim Jones, a pedophile, something. I
preferred paradox to perfect presentation myself. It’s usually
honest.

Patricia didn’t try to sell me on this man,
very much the contrary. She talked about him at our morning coffee
because she wondered about him; asking me questions about what I
thought of him. Seeing that I’d spent a lot of time with difficult
and unusual people I was as good a resource for this sort of thing
as she was for linen shirts and psychotherapy.

She actually seemed a little alarmed by him,
how he presented, yet still curious about his healing work. There
was a lot of paradox. A powerful rich guy who bailed out of all
that and became a healer? A healer who smoked cigarettes? That
didn’t sound healthy. Who’d want to give up all that social
position and money? To be a healer? And smoke cigarettes?

 


Healing is really just a common job, there
are lots of healers. She was one, I was one. Doctors, therapists,
nutritionists, acupuncturists, dentists, shamans, physical
therapists, editors, divorce lawyers, plumbers; there are healers
everywhere. I used words and emotion to help people heal. He, I was
told, used something along with words and emotion. That’s what
interested me, the something else.

Most healers, like her, like me, are
unenlightened but good at healing. If you’re not good at it no one
hires you. My sense, from these stories was, healing was his day
job. Beyond his day job he might be awake like a Buddha or Jesus is
awake. I wondered about that, from what I could see between the
lines of her stories.

The paradox didn’t bother me, rather it
encouraged me. I think all those really well developed types like
Jesus and Buddha inhabited a world of paradox and we just cleaned
up the stories for publication later on. Just a guess. And as I
mentioned, I don’t trust anyone who looks too perfect and does
everything right. Those are always the most dangerous people. I
learned that also, being outside of society for those years.

 


To be clear, this brand of awake I’m thinking
he may have attained isn’t like ‘university enlightenment.’ You
know university professors see themselves as enlightened because
they have PhD’s, are generally smart, and know a lot about
something. But no, not enlightened as in really smart, or advanced,
or in tune with the latest trendy French philosopher but
enlightened as in ‘beginner’s mind.’ Awake. But I may not be awake
enough myself to tell for sure. But I’d like a look at him, maybe
have lunch, see if I could feel something, being in his
presence.

I’ve always longed for some help to heal but
most of the time I just had to tend my own wounds. Maybe this guy
has something.
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“Attainment,” as he called it, “is a process
of elimination, not addition.”

 



Chapter 3: The Teaser Stories.

 


A long-time girlfriend of Patricia's was an
artist, a painter, and lived in Mexico near him many years ago and
had stories of her own she shared. I think this man had been a
handful in his early days, someone I definitely would not have
related to, been intimidated by, certainly felt less than.

He’d been a rich businessman. Aggressive,
ambitious, in charge type of man he had an insurance company and a
lot of people selling for him. The type of man I avoided. It was
said he enjoyed his wealth and cars, trips, art and expensive
watches.

Retiring early, the story goes, he sold
everything, got divorced, gave away half his money and bought
around-the-world airline tickets and randomly wandered the world
for some years. Yes, he sold the Tiffany lamps and oriental rugs
and dropped the schedule book, the wife, and meetings with
important people and got random. That I liked very much. That was
something I could relate to.

Once, I’d dropped everything too, of course I
dropped something about the size of a shopping bag, and he dropped
a little self-made mini-empire.

Somewhere along that zigzag global trail he
set off on I suspect he may have dropped himself too. He may have
dropped this delusion we are so proud to carry with us. He may have
realized he wasn’t his watches or his bank account.
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"You aren’t anything you think you are."

 



Chapter 4: Man in the Mirror.

 


So yes, I heard more and more stories that
deepened my curiosity and interest in this man. They came from that
Southern storyteller who often looked puzzled, but also curious,
about his words. Over and over I’d laugh like a bar drunk.

He grew up in an orphanage she said, in
Philadelphia, during the 1930’s. I can’t imagine that was easy,
he’d had some challenging early life himself. Joined the Army
during the Good War. Like so many men of that era went to college
on the GI Bill after the war, studied finance, set off on fire to
make a lot of money.

Growing up ragged and poor he swung the other
way and earned himself some nice cars, powerful friends and the
women who draw like moths to those flames. In an uncharacteristic
act for a man of that sort though he dropped the life he'd built
and appeared to have sought life itself. He said no to the moths,
and became the flame.

I knew by now that we usually only looked for
change in ourselves when we hurt, but even after he’d fixed his
hurt, his poverty, he looked for something more profound. He looked
because he must have seen, as I did once, there was really nothing
else worth doing.

I liked this story of this person; man who
took firm steps into the philosophy of life, not some meek
meandering with some weak idea of God on Sundays. Not just some
battlefield deal with Creation where we pray, “Dear God save my
butt and I promise I’ll always do X, or never do Y” for a while
anyway. He was not only an aggressive businessman, but he used that
aggressive power to be philosophically aggressive. That part, I
could relate to. That part of him, I wouldn’t avoid were I able to
meet him.

My friend finally found him, his number was
in the phone book, and called to meet for lunch and find out more
about his healing work.
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"Body, mind and spirit all occupy the same
space.”

 



Chapter 5: Meeting in Words.

 


Patricia, being a good conversationalist,
liked to tell stories and ask questions so he heard about me too
during her more frequent visits with him now. She started studying
healing with him and her conversational nature created a bridge of
story between this man and myself, an invisible thread.

Certainly he heard nothing grand of me. No
hair and makeup people marketed my best sides. But he did hear that
I’d dropped everything in life too, went off to die in the desert
once, which was an impulse much like his wandering the world. He’d
heard that I’d fended for myself as a child, which was something
resonant with his growing up in an orphanage. He’d heard that I
didn’t care to fit into this miasmic cloud of a world and that I
laughed at his jokes, the ones that could seem like serious puzzles
if you didn’t catch the drift.

He’d heard that I’d seen a glimpse about the
way things are and was hungry for more of reality. Maybe he’d even
sensed that I’d given up on guidance, teachers, teachings, ways out
of the mess, out of suffering. I’d tried everything. But I never
told anyone that.

Perhaps he knew I was a stumbling
maybe-someday Buddha who needed a little help.

Perhaps he saw a younger version of his own
longing.

Perhaps he saw we were alike behind the
glaring hundred and eighty degree differences in our external
lives.

For some reason or other he finally invited
me to lunch. It made me feel good that he valued the stories enough
to be willing to have lunch.
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“It’s amazing that when we eat, the food
knows exactly where to go in our body.” He said, “It knows exactly
what to do and we don’t even have to tell it.”

 



CHAPTER 6: Lunch with the Brightness.

 


The thought of lunch with an evolved being,
perhaps a Holy One, scared me. Social anxiety disorders from the
old days were part of it. The unknown was another. I’d never
learned to be skilled at witty repartee at sit-down meals with
socially prominent strangers. But I was going with Patricia and
thankfully she had those skills in abundance.

The biggest anxiousness however, was the
question that if he is indeed awake: What do Holy One’s do at
lunch? Do they eat foods that have no gravity? Will we have to
chant for hours? Does a Holy One devour the guest? Is there a
formal biblical protocol? A formal Zen protocol? A formal
management for success protocol? Will my lack of awareness, or
success, offend him? Will I be swallowed whole? Blinded by light
and knocked off my horse? Have to like Republicans? Use the wrong
fork?

But I said yes.
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“Appearance is an illusion.”

 



Chapter 7: What! No Mud Hut?

 


Even with the stories of him being otherwise
a part of me was still looking for orange robes, a mud hut, or
garish Indian temple as I drove up. At least a necklace of beads or
a healers medicine bag around his neck? Holy One’s and healers have
to look and act like Buddha’s don’t they?

Isn’t there some labor union?

 


Offending my sensibilities, his house
bordered an exclusive golf club. There was a midnight blue
Oldsmobile in the driveway and well-groomed grounds. It looked
exactly like the kind of house that people I didn’t have much to do
with, or much in common with, live in. Perhaps this was a mistake,
but at least it won’t last long. Short lunch and I’m gone.

I was especially struck by that car from
Detroit, I mean, an Oldsmobile? I thought Oldsmobile’s were gross
but that was probably because my dad, a businessman like this guy,
drove Oldsmobile’s. Seeing it brought a brief flash, reminded me of
my dad, and that I grew up in Detroit, a town never known for an
abundance of enlightened awareness.

Walking up the drive my companion had to walk
back to get something from her car and I stood looking at the Olds
in the drive. I had another quick memory from my past in Detroit.
Hearing the stamping plants turning out car parts, smelling the
acrid scent of industry, sneaking into places to see the new model
Chevy’s and Ford’s before they came out. Thought of my dad’s last
Olds, a 1954 two-door hardtop green and cream. He had it two weeks
before he totaled it bragging that if he hadn’t been drunk he might
really have gotten hurt but since he was real loose from the
alcohol, passed out actually, he didn’t get injured. Hadn’t thought
of the old man in ages.

“Where the hell is this stuff coming from?” I
thought.

Then I remembered I used to listen to gospel
music in Detroit, pressing my ear to the AM radio on Sunday nights
to hear the static and the pure infectious joy from the Black
churches downtown. May have been the only open hearted feelings I
ever felt in Detroit.

“Where the hell is this stuff coming
from?”

 


Holy One’s should be hiding on a windswept
mountain, or some creosote smelling desert. Right? This guy lived
in this golf course community? We’ll just have to see who this guy
is, maybe I was all off about this being enlightened thing.

Inside the house, bright, crisp light and the
welcoming scent of broiling salmon met us. Quiet and wary, as is my
way, I stepped through the entryway cautiously and behind my coffee
friend, who introduced us. We shook hands, his were large and
strong, mine, small and strong. Tasteful images of deities, holy
ones, healers and angels, greeted me along with the man.

A large man, stout, relaxed, very aware,
present as can be. At the cusp of seventy or so I guessed, old
enough to be my father. Short gray beard, thinning hair, radiant
smile, good teeth, and a strong voice. My years of being on the
streets led me to guess his danger quickly.

There was none.

I looked around, still perplexed. This was a
retired businessman’s home I saw, with a large dining table,
breakfront full of china and crystal, oriental rugs, original art,
and comfy, expensive, sofas and chairs. This is probably what my
old man wanted to accomplish but couldn’t hang onto when he got
close. This guy looked like a CEO of something.

No bed of nails.

No beggars bowl.

Where was the simple cloth robe woven by hand
on his spinning wheel?

I thought, “That’s not a spinning wheel I
see, that’s a satellite TV .”
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“Make no judgments.”

 



Chapter 8: Broiled Salmon.

 


He was gracious and welcoming, strong, not a
man to be trifled with. Powerful, and not the least bit dangerous.
We sat. He conversed a lot with my southern friend, not putting me
on the spot, but open to me at the same time. Little by little I
opened up.

He seemed, considerate, confident. His
conversation felt like it had another conversation behind it. Like
when a Zen master asks a student, “Who are you?” He isn’t asking
for a resume’ or name rank, and serial number. The student might
say “I am a porch light on a summer evening.” And the teacher may
smile at the correctness of perception.

The space around him brightened and I saw
things differently, just eating salmon, looking at the bright
flowers on the table and listening more than talking. Maybe, I
thought, this guy is awake. If that were true it is certainly the
last place I’d expect to find an Awake being, by the golf course,
driving a blue Oldsmobile, eating salmon. Some bum on the street,
or a tricky Buddhist teacher, maybe some high Lama, or noted
spiritual leader might be awake, although I didn’t much trust noted
spiritual leaders. But I started going back to my original sense of
what I thought of him as the meal progressed.

 


The moment reminded me of one other time I
may have encountered an enlightened being. Standing in a museum
sculpture garden and looking at an interesting reddish steel
angular piece an ordinary looking man in a blue windbreaker and
jeans walked up beside me, and started commenting on form and how
form exists in the context of all the possible forms it can be.
They all, all the possible forms, exist too, he said.

I tried talking with him but when I’d open my
mouth I just seemed so much dumber and I loved hearing him talk and
I didn’t have anything as good, so I just shut up. That was an odd
moment because a friend of mine walked over during the conversation
and stood listening to him too. Eventually my friend started trying
to pin the man down about what he did for living (he said he was
teacher) and where he was from (he wouldn't say). My friend was
always looking for university connections and wouldn't stop his
avaricious quizzing, so the man quietly left. After he left my
friend told me what he heard him saying. It was a completely
different conversation than I’d just heard.

I felt the same way here at this lunch, my
words felt too feeble to drag out of me. Just listening was enough.
I remembered a line then, as the holy books say, when the student
is ready, the teacher will find them.
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“Make no comparisons.”

 



Chapter 9: My Little Satori

 


I went back again for lunch sometime later
and this time he asked me what I knew. The blunt question had no
edge. He’d already heard about my hard times through my friend but
he wanted to know what knowing other than pain and survival I had.
I didn’t want to talk but he gently insisted. At first I caught
myself trying to impress him with my knowing and just felt stupid
when I saw that in me, so I just really wanted to shut up, but he
kept asking me to talk.

Early life had been challenging, I said. Then
in my mid-twenties, I told him, I could relax a little after
conquering a big string of disasters, at least before the next big
unexpected disaster was to hit.

 


My parents died early and miserable and with
not much concern for their progeny. It left me to find my own way
but I kept looking for knowledge, for comprehension, for light. I
got to college, learned to work for a living, got married. I lived
a clean life, vegetarian, non-smoking, non-drinking, yoga doing,
atheistically, sardonically, meditatingly clean.

My insides were filthy with repressed rage
and grief and terror but I did try, with what I had available to
me, to clean up and find my way out of it. I’d read the “Perennial
Philosophy” by Huxley and considered this may offer some hope. So
as an experiment in trying to heal I prepared very carefully since
the effort scared me, and then one night, along with my wife, we
took mescaline.

I told him that fall evening not much
happened. My wife and I enjoyed the cool fall air and walked the
Michigan State campus’s pleasant natural surroundings, talked and
looked around. Invigorating and buoyant but hardly out of touch
with reality or anything.

A few hours after just walking around
enjoying nature, we sat down in a favorite place by the engineering
building and I was resting under a tree on a little rise of ground
looking at the stars through the gently waving branches, my wife by
my side. I fell asleep for just a moment and had a dream in which,
clearly, I was going to be killed.

I liked dreams and even back then tried to
learn from them. Scary dream this night, real as being on that cold
ground in Germany a few wars ago.

 


Surrounded by the Nazi enemy, laying
helplessly on my back in the battle, a choice laid on that cold
ground with me. Wake up from the dream, or let myself be killed by
the soldiers in long black wool coats? I knew, awake enough by now
in my dream, that I could easily save myself from the dreamscape by
just waking up, or go through the whole dream and die. I’d had some
lucid dreams already in my life so I could navigate a little
bit.

Some wisdom pushed my chest to the earth and
I stayed on the dream ground. Took my licks. The cruel soldiers
laughed as their heavy black boots all dusty with the roads of war
slammed into me.

Right then my eyes popped open. Brilliantly
clear as snow in noon-day sun I saw that the night sky, the wind,
my breath, were all one indivisible event. There was no separation
in life. There was, fundamentally and most profoundly true, no
separation into this and that, me and it, or I and thou. There was
only one being and …..

I looked over at my beautiful auburn haired
wife and could see her troubles written in shallow tensions along
her face. “What happened?” she asked with some concern. Apparently
I’d been breathing deep and anxiously in my sleep.

When I opened my mouth to convey what I’d
experienced my words were as delicate as bricks. Really there was
no way to say this epiphany with bricks falling from my mouth, but
I wrote a poem later that night: “It was then it surprised him to
see the breeze was his breath, the ocean the other side of his
river’s death.” We are consciousness itself, is another way to say
it.

Only a moment of that experience. Wanted to
live there forever, but I couldn’t stay there after my old mental
habits dragged me back to thinking I was a guy named Bill. But I
never, ever, forgot.

He didn’t say anything after I told him the
story.
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“Consciousness is, without energy isn't.”

 



Chapter 10: Getting to Know You.

 


He invited me more often after that and even
asked if I could drive him around town occasionally since he had
some health issues that might impact his driving. It felt safer to
have someone else do the driving and I liked driving him and
talking in the car, and even going shopping, which wasn’t a thing
I’d much enjoyed in life.

More and more, as time went on, we slowly
became friends. I felt more comfortable with our differing stations
in life, our histories and ages and settled into a way of being
together. I also slowly became his student without thinking of
myself that way. I slowly started to think of him as my Buddha
friend.

 


Frequently, during the meals on our outings,
we’d talk like normal people about a lot of ordinary things like
the economy or cars or travel. Occasionally something would slip
into the conversation, something about light, life, awareness,
Divinity, enlightenment. Sometimes he would ask me questions. It
appeared he knew me well and even seemed to know what I was doing
when I wasn’t with him since he’d start talking about things that
were going on with me, which I never mentioned.

So yes, I started to meet for lunch or dinner
often, talk about great cars or the economy or the new house he is
building in the country or love or the Avaita Vedanta.

He liked talking with me about that
philosophy. Curious, since I’d remembered reading it years before,
an ancient Indian philosophy. I was drawn to it in my searching.
The goal, as best I could tell, was to drop the identification we
have with the ideas we have about who we are and realize our real
identity is consciousness, which we are already. It’s okay to have
an ego. We need one. It just isn’t who we are. It’s like software.
We need software to run on but a good mantra could be “I am not my
Photoshop. I am not my Word. I am not my Excel.”

 


By this point in life it seemed that knowing
our real identity seemed like it should be easy. Like when I was a
kid I told my dad I’d like to play the violin because it looked
easy. Only four short stings. How hard can a thing like that
be.

To just recognize the self I am as the
consciousness I clearly already am, how hard can that be? To know
that consciousness itself is the abode of Divinity, how hard can
that be? It’s here all the time anyway, I mean, how could we even
miss it?

I found that dropping the old ideas and just
being was, apparently viewed through all my failed efforts to do so
to this point, at least as hard as earning a first chair concert
violinist gig.

So yes, he’d ask about my life, curious about
my strengths, about my being a feral child. I trusted him so I told
him some things about growing up. Like being 11 or 12 and left with
my crazy mother to watch her die, bleeding inside her gut, for
days, while the adults drank and ran away. Lot’s of suffering in
that childhood house.

And because of suffering I told him I just
wandered a lot. At first I wandered my neighborhood. It was better
being outside the house, less scary. I’m eleven years old and even
the midnight streets of Detroit were less scary than the house.

 


Later when I got a little older, I wandered
wider, next town over, the road to Chicago, New York, the Louisiana
swamps, Las Vegas, Los Angeles, frozen campsite in the Canadian
wilderness, drinking wine on the banks of the Seine with the street
people.

In the Buddha’s eyes it was a good thing, all
that being lost, all that searching, all that giving up, and then
for the very first time in my life I saw it that way too. I’d
really gotten something out of all that misery. I learned to face
it was one thing. I learned nothing lasts forever was another. I
learned I’m not all that important and the world doesn’t turn
around me. I learned to live on the outside of things.

After visiting him I’d leave with openings in
my chest where hardness had held me together for far too long.
Something was happening to me over the many lunches and dinners and
trips to the store. But I never asked what to do.

He never said.
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“The loss of parents at an early age is a
path.”

 



Chapter 11: My Delusion.

 


I had a sack of Karma filled with
lovelessness. Maybe in some life or other I became convinced I
wasn’t loved. I don’t know really.

But there is enough lovelessness in this blue
planet of an illusion to account for my delusion.

There is enough lovelessness in my early
years to account for my delusion.

There is enough lovelessness in the maelstrom
of human greed and fear and misguided certainty to account for my
delusion.

Maybe my experience of lovelessness just
sprouted like some seed when things were just right. Moisture,
heat, light and dark met in perfect harmony and the seeds of my old
lives, if there is such a thing, sprouted.

Maybe it was just right for lovelessness to
sprout when I grew up with immigrants who’d been ravaged by
war.

Maybe it was just right when my mother got
pregnant with me and infected with tuberculosis at the same
time.

Maybe it was just right when my father tried
the American dream and drank his way to the bottom of it.

It certainly was just right when I actually
felt the Buddha loved me. That was new. Certainly others had loved
me. Certainly the love of life pulsed through me. Certainly, love
is impossible to escape, except for my delusion of
lovelessness.

Strong as an Arabian galloping, this
illusion. Quiet as snow.

 


So the Buddha jolted me with the simple light
that came through our conversation, our just sitting together one
night. My senselessness about love became vivid and clear. A good
thing, like knowing why the TV doesn’t work when it’s not plugged
in. I saw my sense of love had been about as authentic as some
Hollywood hanger on to God.

“Love Ya Baby, Chao.”

Authentic as a lap dancer's attention.

I didn’t know love much. Maybe for a pet,
sometimes the night sky. And being loved?

Two nights later, standing in a parking lot
and staring at the night sky, exactly while thinking of this thing,
a falling star, burning green, arched the sky looking like it would
fall at my feet, and in that moment I knew to my marrow that I had
believed in lovelessness.

I realized then lovelessness is such a
strange and broken thing to waste belief on.
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“It’s not so much what you do, but who you
are.”

 



Chapter 12: Reading the Book of
Feelings.

 


All I knew for sure, after an angry
adolescence lasting longer than is seemly, after trying to find
enlightenment with a forced quiet helpful as an empty gas tank,
after taking the world on its terms, after figuring it all out, all
I knew is that I didn’t know enough to make my life okay.

Then, disappointed with overcoming
difficulties, with knowledge, with ‘practices,’ with sober relating
to the world I just watched my feelings and thoughts. Mine were,
I’ve mentioned, taught by lovelessness.



No value. I have no value.

 


Though I did value much in others, and so I
often found myself with valuable people.

I did value knowing the nature of life, of
philosophy, of divinity, and so I found roads to knowing on maps,
even stumbled onto unmarked roads.

I did value beauty, in words, in bodies in
colors and the way the wind moved. And so I was with beauty.

Just myself I didn’t value, and so I found
myself in too much hunger.

Then, as this Buddha began to pry my heart
open from the outside, and I from within, more feeling came. The
feelings became clear as words in a well-written book, and like
long lost relatives they brought pictures with them too.

One troubled morning, driving to work, seeing
the pictures in my book, “not enough money, not enough this, not
enough that, too much of them,” feeling the familiar shadows only,
it became clear.

Perfect fit.

How I felt about and thought about myself was
exactly, like a photograph exact, how my life looks. Then, not
knowing how to fix this picture like a good photo editor might, I
had to trust my learning. I had to just see it, the broken
image.

I saw my distortions fit about as elegantly
in my life as a cow in my living room. Although that would make an
interesting photograph it makes a crappy living room. Quite
literally. Maybe, I thought then, an idea will come to me about
fixing this distress and I can do something more than I have
already tried for decades to do about it.

Then maybe not.

But at least it’s obvious now, this cow in
the living room, this feeling like a loser, this always being
afraid, this software I installed a long time ago, this negative,
becoming a life.

Good.

^^^

 


 


“I’m just a roto-rooter man,” he said to me,
“I help get the clogs out.”

 



Chapter 13: Visiting.



He finished his new sprawling country home
and I helped him move in. Decks and spas and garden rooms and
forty-thousand gallons of rainwater collection.

“Come and stay the weekend at my new house.”
he said. “We’ll just relax, cook some food.”

“Sure.” I said.

I brought groceries and wine, garlic and a
change of clothes. We cooked slowly, chopping garlic, cutting
vegetables, drinking wine. The garlic chopping was my job. I wanted
to do it right, a problem I’ve had for years, this ‘right’ thing.
It came from feeling always wrong.

The garlic was almost liquid by the time I
stopped.

We sat in the early evening as the meal
cooked, my nervousness quieted by my microscopic chopping. The sun
set along the high ridge of Texas hill country outside the window
as the aroma of cedar trees drifted through the rooms.

I’d never spent the night at his house and I
was wondering would this now be the big spiritual move? Is this
where we would now say the prayer of all prayers? Would I
participate in some secret ritual, a ceremonial holy moment? Would
a loud gong now shatter my self-delusions? I mean, I am spending
the night with an enlightened being.

None of that though.

He clicked on the satellite TV and the “Wheel
of Fortune” was spinning. Vanna was prancing along the stage
lighting up parts of the puzzle. Will it be good fortune? Or Bad?
And now what letter to choose? And what does - - v - a - - c - - a
y spell?

“Have a nice day!” I shout.

 


^^^

 


 


It just goes around and around and around and
around and …

 



Chapter 14: The Wheel of Fortuna

 


Fortuna, that Roman goddess, keeper of the
Wheel of Fortune, has apparently been a serious girlfriend of mine
and I can’t seem to get out of that relationship. Some girlfriends
are just nothing but trouble.

Sitting there in the comfortable silence of
the limestone hills delighting in a crisp spinach salad, I see. I
live on the Wheel of Fortune. I don’t live really. I’m just some
willful roulette ball with arms and legs trying to spin in the
opposite direction thinking that will get me to where I want to be
on the wheel. But every time I get someplace on the wheel I like
some big hand just spins it again and there I go.

I’m attached to the wheel by hungers and
fears, delusions about what will save me and plans for escape. I
have thousands to list but they all distill down to winning some
kind of redemption.

Win the girl and have perfect love.

Win the job and have security.

Win the acclaim and have self-esteem.

Win at being the best at something and feel
power and joy.

Win at staying out of pain.

But even winning, of this kind, is losing.
The joy, the security, the love are always displaced, always in
someone else’s grasp. Redemption is always ‘over there,’ or time
limited, or in the future, or winding down as soon as I get to it,
or in some pretty women’s hands.

It never lasts.

I’d rather be like my friend the Buddha, jump
from this big wheel, be free of it, stop looking for a big payoff.
Just like in a casino, even a big payoff will get eaten back. It’s
just the law of averages. But it’s such a deep habit, this
wheel.

So we sat and shared our meal, talked about
many things, great cars, the economy, love, the Avaita Vedanta, of
how consciousness itself, not a consciousness of this and that, is
the thing.

We talked late into the night and with each
hour he got stronger and his voice bigger. I started laughing at
everything he said. The energy of him, of life itself, just poured
all over everything, making it bright.

That night I went to bed feeling a happiness
I rarely felt in life.

 


^^^

 


 


“Knowledge makes us very cunning.”

 



Chapter 15: My Not So Good Friend the
Snake

 


I thought about how I came to be unfree. I
guessed, like everyone else, I got booted from the Garden of Eden
when I ate an apple. That was when I wanted knowledge and power
more than being. It might have happened as my mother went to the
sanitarium for her TB after I was born, or maybe it was the
thirteenth century, I don’t recall.

But it was certainly right after an
attractive serpent talked to me.

Tricky critters those talking snakes. They
live as close to the ground as you can get. Good at marketing too.
They sell ideas, ideas like losses aren’t real, or getting ahead
can bring permanent joy, or making a name for yourself is worth
something, or having more and knowing more will bring you the favor
of god (with a small g, since that’s the god that looks like a
golden calf).

So yes, booted from Eden because I’m some kid
living with lies in a world of pain, like living in a zoo full of
wounded animals and there’s nothing for them to eat, well, except
me.

Then the snake hissed, “Sssssay Bill. It can
be way better than thissssss. Hungry?”

Very easy to buy, like an umbrella on a cold
rainy day. I’m eleven years old. Holes in my teeth because the
dental work went up in brandy and beer. I’m watching my mothers’
belly bloat as she lays silently in her bed for days. Something
inside was killing her. No one seems to notice, or do anything
about it.

Where are the grown ups?

How do I save her life?

“Yes snake, I want better than this. Clean
clothes, food, a doctor, maybe a dentist too, that would be good.”
It must have been bad if a kid actually wanted to go to the
dentist.

But those snakes, so full of tricks.

The last I saw of my mother was a view
through a little window on the front door. I stood on my toes to
see them carry her off on a gurney as curious neighbors in
bathrobes were drawn to the red flashing lights on the street. My
dad never got sober after that.

A few years later from a different, even
poorer home, they carried him off too. Then it was just me and the
snake. It was then I tried making more deals with the snake.

 


“If I’m good will you take care of me?” I
asked a lot. No one else seemed interested in the job but the snake
certainly was.

“Ssssssure Bill.”

He took me under his leathered wing and
taught me how to think about things.

He taught me to look past what was in front
of me and pretend the past wasn’t part of me.

He taught me to hide from pain.

He taught me to not feel.

He taught me that other people cause my
problems and if I could just control them I’d be better off. So
many things he taught me.

It all seemed like a good idea at the
time.

Next thing I knew I’m all alone walking
across an empty field on a frozen cold night, forever, as the
sunset twisted and became my dawn.

 


^^^

 


 


“The mind cannot cure the mind.”

 



Chapter 16: The Only Reason We Are Not
Enlightened is: We Think We Are Not Enlightened.

 


If you converse in an enlightened and
intelligent way with the snake long enough, or let me start this
way – you’ve heard of possession by devils? I know you’ve seen the
movies, heads twisting in impossible circles, slime spewing
bedtimes and the voice of evil coming from a child’s mouth.

We all know the devil’s set decoration: cold
little rooms, bad lighting, furniture moving by the devil’s
invisible hand while anxious and frightened priests mumble in
Latin. We know from the movies what it looks like and feels like,
to have evil out to get us.

But no, I’m not possessed by the devil. I’m
possessed by something far, far worse. I discovered I’m possessed
by a guy named Bill. I’m like a multiple personality disorder with
only one personality.

Bill takes me over every day. He fills me
like a fat hand in a tight glove. Thinks for me. Moves my eyes to
look at what he wants to gain or remove from every single moment.
All I see is the world of Bill. Not the world.

It’s distressing.

I need an exorcism, a ritual to make Bill go
away for good so my head can stop spinning around and doors can
stop slamming shut to creepy music just when the escape is
possible.

My Buddha friend joked that he had once been
called an exorcist. He heals, chases the bad things away, reminds
us of who we are and that is not the devil, or Bill. He said,
"We’re not anything we think we are."

 


^^^

 


 


“If you light a small match in a dark room,
that small light is profound.”

 



Chapter 17: A Good Match.

 


For a long time I’d needed something, or
someone to help me. All I had was my own experience, my own effort,
my own study with my own delusions mixed in. With decades of effort
I realized our meeting wasn’t just some randomness. I’d followed
some path, unconsciously, the way a person lost in the woods goes
in a circle.

This life of mine, you might have guessed by
now, had been spiked hard, a sea of cactus like a West Texas desert
where every step is into more sharp spikes. Like that death of my
mother and watching her die for days while she bleed to death in
her bed and no one did a thing, except drink. The old man had
hooked up with mobsters for business partners and that didn’t go so
well either. And that’s just a couple things. There were many
more.

Too much of those ugly deaths and add to that
betrayals, ghosts and devils. Murders. Drifting. I’d visited a lot
of the neighborhoods in hell.

When I was a teenager my view of life was,
well let’s put it this way, I could spell cynical nihilism and I
could no longer feel a thing. My heart closed for business and
sealed itself shut. It was then I drifted softly down like heavy
dust in sunlight settling to the lowest place.

Men with guns live there, where the shadows
fall against the ground. Women live there too. They lay across the
front seat of some old Ford smelling of alcohol and cigarettes and
sex.

You can do what you want.

In those days my friends were men with guns
and those women. Your parents were right when they told you not to
hang out with bad people. Twice I went to jail, not for long
though. They said I threatened to kill someone, wasn’t true, just
held a little fake pistol in my hand when troublesome looking guys
surrounded the powder blue Lincoln I was sitting in.

Then, on another night, there was a fight in
the drive-in across the street from the Mafia pool hall, although
it didn’t have a sign on it saying “Mafia Pool Hall.” Everyone just
knew and showed proper respect.

My crazy friend Danny got into it with a
Marine who was home on leave. The Marine pulled a gun but Danny, a
little guy, was crazier than bullets. Danny’s trademark was gouging
people eyes and he screamed viciously looking up at the Marine,
“You better shoot me you piece of shit or I’m gonna kick your ass
and gouge your god dammed eyes out! You stinkin’ piece a crap!”

I’ve never seen a man so fierce, or so
concerned with other people’s eyes.

You could see the Marine calculating his
options- Eyes? Prison? Eyes? Prison? Plus, the entire honor of the
Marine Corp was resting on fighting a guy a half a foot shorter,
but a hundred times meaner.

He threw his gun my way hoping I’d shoot
Danny. Danny never went for the sawed-off shotgun he kept in his
car. Everyone knew Danny was immortal though, bullets couldn’t stop
him. Danny charged the Marine and got him on the ground but when he
went for his eyes the cops roared in.

There I am with a chrome semi-automatic
reflecting the flashing red lights by my feet. Real bullets this
time.

I couldn’t shoot Danny either, even if it
would have made the world a better place. One thing after another
those days.

The sunset was my dawn and I hated sunlight
then.

So after stuffing my heart in a box and
sealing it, after wearing a face made of wood hiding broken teeth
that made it hurt to smile, after stiff shoulders that flinched
when people tried to touch me, after seeing the hells we offer one
another I was somehow, mysteriously, left with just light to keep
me from making shadows for a living.

 


^^^

 


 


“Look to nature.”

 



Chapter 18: The First Step in Meeting a
Buddha.

 


I told him this story. No drugs, alcohol,
just awareness. One day though, sitting in a cold room at my
grandmothers house. I lived there for five years, on the sun porch
with no heat. On that day I sat looking at a picture of a galaxy.
Maybe I’m 16 or 17 by now.

I escaped the criminal justice system one
more time, a juvenile white kid they sealed my records and if I
stayed out of trouble they’d disappear. That was an iffy
proposition right then.

Sitting in that room, depressed and somehow,
untypical of a teenage kid in Detroit, I started thinking about my
feelings. Cut off, that’s how I felt. In my imagination I went
through thing after thing, person after person and saw I was cut
off from all of it. I was separate, from everything. From somewhere
this image of a bubble came to me. Inside was me, outside was
everything else. I started a game where I’d think of anything at
all, and I could immediately identify my disconnection from it, or
them. Too weak, too dumb, too chicken, too fat, too short, too shy,
too ashamed always something to feel bad and cut off about.

All the time I’m looking at the picture of
the galaxy. Then I muse, where am I in the galaxy I’m in? Out
towards the edge, suburban galactic neighborhood, pretty far from
galactic downtown I heard in school.

Looking at the spiral arms they seemed like a
dance and I wondered, how do they know each other? All these stars,
they have to be connected somehow to make that pattern. All the
stars are connected but I feel so disconnected. How can that
be?

Bingo!

Gravity. I realized, they at least have
gravity in common, that much connection. Inert globs of galactic
stuff are connected.

The laws of physics, they at least all have
that .

The stars have gravity together and
electromagnetism in common.

My experience is just no connection.

My experience is, there’s me, then there’s
everything else.

But I am literally made of star dust and it
absolutely is the same gravity keeping me on the creaky bed that
holds the stars in their families.

I obviously have that much connection, my
butt on the saggy cold mattress is something real and something I
share with anything that has weight in the whole universe.

It also struck me right then I’m not so
special that the universe is going to make a universe and
separately outside of everything else that exists, a guy named
Bill. I’m just not that important. It certainly felt like the
universe did that, rejected me completely, but I saw it couldn’t
possibly be true.

I changed in that moment, for the better.

 


^^^

 


 


“Be self-sufficient, not depending on
anyone.”

 



Chapter 19: Searching for the Galaxy I’m
In.

 


After too much darkness I now, at that young
age realized I just wanted some bright thing. I wanted to know
something. There was something about life, some mystery, some clue,
some redemption. Somehow I knew something important existed and I
could learn something that would help. What it was I hadn’t a
clue.

I couldn’t possibly be separate and yet I was
blind to human connection, and an agnostic tipping to atheism. I
knew I felt something that really, at the root of it, couldn’t be
true.

Religion didn’t seem to help much. Frankly
all the religious zealots had hurt way more than helped and if
there was a God like they were talking about I could tell he was
one mean son-of-a-bitch. Knowing that god would be worse than
knowing Danny.

But to keep moving through the confusing
desert I stashed my troubles in a bag and scrawled “Karma” on its
side. In Detroit then we didn’t call it Karma though. ‘Shit to deal
with’ was the phrase. Same thing. So I stuffed everything
troublesome in a bag and started dealing with things in a more
productive way. I knew I wanted to go to college. The Catholics
gave me that, an appreciation for learning. Learning can help me. I
could study philosophy, psychology, science. I could escape Detroit
for college somewhere.

Life had to make some sense somehow, yet I
didn’t even know where to start looking. Maybe there is a way back
to something good, I said to myself, through that dry and hostile
desert Detroit of a place. To stay alive I needed that story. I can
learn something. Figure it out. Get out of Detroit for college.
Yes.

So that’s how I eventually stumbled into my
friend.

 


^^^

 


 


“Just be choicelessly aware, then nothing
else matters.”

 



Chapter 20: Foretelling.

 


The Buddha told me, back when he was looking
for himself, when he was still a Buddha in training, called his
friend Franklyn. Franklyn was an enlightened being and a free-lance
philosopher from Harvard, an Attained one. He died old and lived in
the mountains of California, left the world alone.

When I was hungry for knowledge, I read a
book of his. Found it in a bookshop along the ragged streets of my
past. “The Philosophy of Consciousness Without an Object,” how’s
that for an attention getting title? Well, for me anyway.

Back then it was more attractive than “How To
Have Sex With Super-Models and Get Paid For It.” That’s how crazy
serious I was. Although, I might have considered having sex with
super-models for money.

It just never came up.

Franklyn’s book jumped out at me in a
bookstore and it was food or the book. I took the book and read it
hungry.

It helped.

Glad to learn these many years later they had
been friends at the very time I was reading the book. It was also
the very time I was looking in the store window and became
frighteningly aware of what had happened to me. It was also the
time he was being asked to run for state senator in Arizona, but
he’d been flying off to work with Franklyn without people knowing
about it.

So one night, before he recognized his real
nature, my friend told me, he saw ‘the light.’ He was enveloped in
bright white light. He called Franklyn immediately to tell the good
news. “I was in the light!” he said triumphantly apparently waiting
for a pat on the back or an atta-boy from Franklyn..

“You were in the light? Were?” Franklyn said
sharply, and laughed. Franklyn told him to call when he was in the
light permanently, and rudely slammed the phone down, ending the
call. Franklyn was tough on my friend, called him Dummy, since
every one else called him Sir.

Some time after meeting and spending time
with the Buddha, I was suddenly in the light too, just like he was
at first. It happened late nights, waking from sleeping to go pee.
Drink a lot of water in hot Texas summers. It’s good for the body
and peeing apparently can lead to the light. Yes, often for a time
… light. Bright. So bright I wanted to close my eyes, but they were
closed.

So bright it scared me.

At first I thought perhaps it was something
explainable when the light hit. Perhaps a train is rumbling towards
my bedroom window with its headlight on. Maybe a UFO, or a
neurological disorder.

 


I groggily opened my eyes, no headlights. No
train tracks for a mile or more. No flying saucer in the yard.
Closed my eyes, light too bright. Brain feels fine otherwise, just
this really bright white light coming down from above.

It’s so pure and so fiercely bright it could
burn away everything and it would be wonderful.

“Yes, that’s it, much brighter with your eyes
closed?” the Buddha asked. “Yes, that’s it, that’s the light.
Seeing the light requires you to be choiceless.” he said. Going to
the bathroom in the middle of the night, I have no mind to choose
with, too sleepy for one, too tired.

A little Zen moment, like Zen archery, except
it’s peeing and not missing the bowl.

I’m lucky, he didn’t hang up, he was just
happy for me and said, “Hey, come on over for lunch.”

 


^^^

 


 


I kept wondering, how is it we made a world
safe for corporations, mega-churches and weapons, but not for
people, plants, or animals?

 



Chapter 21: All.

 


He started talking with me about forgiveness.
Interesting concept. Sure. Then after a while I realized, to be
enlightened means one has to forgive everything. Not even sure yet
what forgiveness means I started to think about that. Forgiving all
and everything.

I mean ‘all’ isn’t just a detergent. All is
All. When the holy books say love all, all is connected, everything
is divine, all is all. There is only one existence, the divine
inhabits all reality, forgive everything.

Sometimes I find that really irritating.

I like my All to be a natural beauty All with
no grating noises or stinging insects. I like my All to have
elegant lines, delicious color and smell like desire. I like my All
to treat me as I want to be treated.

Some All this is!

Messy as a chain sawed forest in a world of
impulse control disordered maniacs.

In this All everyone is on some kind of drug,
for depressions, erections, platelets, parties, paranoia or
pregnancy.

This All has more diseases than you can shake
a syringe at.

In this All we fight each other murderously
to get more of what will never be enough anyway.

In this All we mow each other down on the
road in a big hurry to get to jobs we hate anyway.

Sometimes I wonder what kind of Divinity is
this? All this?

So I asked the Buddha, “So I have to be love
and forgiveness in the midst of all this? The world is
terrible.”

“Yes, it’s not good. And, yes, forgive
everything.”

It’s a lot easier when it’s just an
abstraction.

 


^^^

 


 


“You’ll never know what goes on with an awake
one.” he told me.

 



Chapter 22: What is it like?

 


I never asked for magic tricks or
explanations of much. But once in a while he would convey something
of what it was like to be awake.

“It was an adjustment.” he told me. “There is
no time and space and people would get upset with me because I
laughed at everything. I had to learn to make myself not laugh so I
could communicate. Keeping track of time is really difficult so I
have to keep a watch and a calendar.”

He looked at me and said, “it’s like this.”
He touched his chest and gasped like a child in pure delighted
surprise.

 


^^^

 


 


“Our problem is psychological memory.”

 



Chapter 23: Self is a Four-Letter Word.

 


I wish I could kill my false idea of who I
am. Kill it like a sword fight in a stage drama. We see the actor
writhing, dramatically falling to one knee, then both knees, then a
hand on the ground holding desperately to his last moment of life
with his face contorted in the agony of death, saying his last
sentence, then down, on his back, saying his last word as running
red fluid spills along his torso and the silence in the theatre
crescendos.

How sad.

In drama the actor arises after the curtain
sets. Smiling at a job well done. But we don’t want our character
to end. We think we really are Hamlet, or Homer Simpson. Trust me,
these are not productive delusions.

Me, I think I’m Bill. The Buddha reminds me
over and over and over that no, really I’m no one. I’m just
consciousness. If I forgive everything, heal the psychological
memory, then me thinking I’m a guy named Bill will disappear for
good. I can use his passport and stuff but it’s not who I
ultimately am.

Practicing the things he tells me; like
forgiveness, like energy, like awareness, like doing nothing, I
drop out here and there. For a moment, here and there, love comes
at me in a laugh, a jolt, a smile, or the beauty of three birds
flying overhead.

Bill is momentarily gone. There are only
birds nested in being. I once had a head and now there is only sky
where my head was. Bill’s dead again.

Good.

But he’s a truly resilient little bugger and
just won’t stay down for long.

 


^^^

 


 


He asked me to not use his name or
identifying characteristics. His hiding out was one reason I
trusted him. He didn’t want to be a star.

 



Chapter 24: God Walks Among Us.

 


I think real Holy Ones, for the most part,
hide out. Should a Buddha stand up on TV and say “Hey, I’m like a
real enlightened guy, like Buddha, like Jesus and I’d like to
help.” They might even go to India where there would be much
ceremony, and love, and respect. And probably a bullet or two. We
don’t really like Divinity all that much.

We talk big, but live small.

Real Holy Ones most often are just another
piece of traffic to get around. One, I hear, works in a convenience
store selling cigarettes, gas, milk and beer, checking ID’s of
younger looking beer drinkers and watching the wishful eyes of
lottery worshippers.

“Some attained ones,” the Buddha said, “don’t
heal or teach. They laugh at me.”

“Why do you want to get rapped up in all
that?” They ask. “Not for me.” They say.

Still, the potato chip and beer buyers
benefit from the Enlightened One even if they don’t teach the
secret that’s no secret. The customers checking out their gas and
grocery are bathed in light anyway. Light never picks, just goes in
straight lines and envelopes whatever is there. Light can’t help
it.

But my friend has compassion and he can’t
help being of help. He hides too, but not from everyone.

 


^^^

 


 


There is a conversation behind the
conversation.

 



Chapter 25: Father’s Day.

 


Everyone rushes around for those family
celebration days: mother’s, father’s, sweetie’s, days. From the
outside it looks like a lot of people are carrying obligations,
like heavy sacks of cement. There is so much to do, the chocolates,
the roses, the dinner, the card, the special gift.

I didn’t think much about family days now. My
last ones were decades ago, and those were sad, or troubled. My
heart was hard then anyway and my thoughts cynical, unyielding like
cement.

Family days were relaxing days off now. Days
off from mandatory lunches, mandatory flowers, mandatory love for
mandatory family that I may or may not even like.

I said that to myself, talked tough, but I
suspected there was love there, in all that family time people
took. Love was there too. Love that I had missed.

The Buddha called, “Let’s have lunch, Sunday,
that place you hang out all the time. I’ll shop and we can talk,
have a coffee.” When we were there together I knew I was proud to
be with this man I loved. I even hoped people would see me with
him. “See, someone loves me.” And with him, I could prove it.

Something felt right, but vague and I
couldn’t put my finger on it. Then in the grocery store I saw
something, father’s day display or cards maybe. I realized it was
Father’s Day.

And I was with my Father.

I never knew there was a Father’s Day sized
hole in my heart until that moment.

 


^^^

 


 


We were both brought up in Catholicism. I
remember it for its’ complex and mysterious ceremonies, smart
philosophers, good glass, and legions of Saints.

 



Chapter 26: Catholic.

 


I grew up with the black robes. Soft as
rocks, kind as scorpions and forgiving as bookies. So, yes, not a
fan of black robes. Like anyplace you go, banks or cops or doctors
or street people, there are good ones and bad ones. No, they’re not
all bad.

Then a famous priest came to town and I went
to see him. His tongue wasn’t crooked. Strange. Maybe another
Buddha. His robe was caramel colored.

Same things he says and with the same heart,
this priest.

He said Buddha things, same guy, different
body. No Tibetan Deities or anything, no red dot on his forehead,
just a caramel colored robe and a crucifix and real open
heartedness.

Why didn’t they have priests like him when I
was a kid. I might have not skipped church so much.

 


^^^

 


 


He said to me, “Give obeisance to those who
have known.”

 



Chapter 27: Jesus.

 


I laughed at Jesus people. Self-righteous,
pious, violent like fire ants. It’s like some safe club, if I join
it I’ll be okay. Had that urge when I was younger and in trouble.
All I had was a gang of like-minded Detroit thugs though. But could
have turned myself over to some Jesus church just as easily. People
hide there, from themselves, acting like they never heard a thing
Jesus said.

Then my friend, a friend of the Buddha’s
said, “But he’s a Christian too.”

Poetically I said, “Huh?”

We’d been talking Tibetans, Hindu’s, Zen
Buddhists, ancient Vedantic stuff, my kind of stuff. What’s this
about Jesus?

I asked and the Buddha said, “He came to
teach love. To open the heart. I grew up here, in a Christian
world. My heart opened. What’s the problem?”

That must be what John the Baptist was doing
at the Buddha’s place. Now that I think of it, Jesus was there too.
I must have overlooked him.

Sorry.

 


^^^

 


 


“Do not possess what you own. It will soon
belong to someone else.”

 



Chapter 28: My Collection of Deaths.

 


You probably want to know about the deaths I
mentioned, mine, others. He did. So yes there was a lot of dying. I
counted it the other day. Just in my family, two murders, one
attempted murder, one depraved indifference leading to death and
the regular dying, diseases and all. Kind of embarrassing.

Not an easy bunch.

Then there were all those other deaths,
little deaths, chunks of soul dropping like leaves in the fall. A
cruel comment here, a betrayal or humiliation there.

But remember I told you about my glimpse of
connection under that tree, that was a death too. A part of me that
I’d built my life on died there. It’s like that epiphany eroded the
false foundation I’d built my life on. False yes, but it was the
only foundation I had.

That glimpse energized me and I finished
school, on to graduate school, expected to stay married to my
beautiful and bright auburn haired wife till death do us part.
Wanted to fit in the world and earn respect.

Yes, for a short time I’d made it. Had a good
education, a good job, a beautiful wife, even jogged and did yoga,
ate well. That glimpse under the tree made me more open to life.
I’d connected with someone. I’d accomplished something and had a
life that was mine.

Then, a short while later, like a taste of
blood in my mouth something seemed very wrong. Suddenly it all
caved in.

The wife had affairs and it broke my heart
but I didn’t know it was broken so I just moved ahead and tried to
keep the marriage going. I’d gotten one of the best jobs in my
graduating class and went off to Illinois to do some planning. But
at my job I’d not yet learned the art of politics and insulted a
guy wanting to be governor of Illinois and he didn’t like it one
little bit. Depression caught up with me. Then my body gave out,
tired, exhausted, lungs gurgling in the humid summer air of central
Illinois. All at once everything I’d built had cracks running
through the core of it.

July or August, I don’t remember, but I
thought I was taking a little vacation in Colorado to clear my
head, and my lungs. Went to a small town doctor when the lungs
didn’t get as healed as I hoped they would in the clear dry
air.

Looking alarmed at the exam he sent me right
to Denver for some tests at the hospital. They gave me a room
faster than I could get a burger at McDonalds. The nurses were
kind, but looked sad when they came to me.

I laid in a hospital, in the oncology unit,
and one night close to a week in, a kind nurse, Connie, came in
with friends of hers and she played guitar and people visited me.
They’d been asking all week if there was someone I should call or
I’d like to have visit. But the world I’d built had lost interest
in me.

Connie’s concern, and her little concert, was
such a kindness, I’ve never forgotten. It’s hard being alone like
that, at a time like that, with a life like that.

By the looks of it I was in trouble. I kept
asking what they were testing for, what did they suspect, but they
kept putting off answering.

I knew I was in trouble when the Doctor said,
“Yes Mr. Bruzy, you do have pneumonia but there is something else.
Do you have any family in Denver?” I could see then, like a
flashbulb going off illuminating a dark place, it was the end of my
life.

 


I knew I had no job when I got back to
Illinois since I had no power left to swing the people my way and
being depressed was corroding my ability to work well anyway. The
marriage, as much as I wanted it and would have done anything, was
over, and she didn’t even want to talk about it.

So with no family and not much money and what
looked like a death sentence, I didn’t have a lot of choices and
just lay in the bed watching the sad eyes of the nurses and reading
Krishnamurti. It was the only book I had.

At least, I thought in the midst of my
misery, if I’m dying of a lung ailment I could choose to die
someplace lovely rather than someplace ugly like a hospital. I’ve
got that much choice here. And the universe, I vaguely remembered,
is made of Divinity. There had to be some light in this
somehow.

Driving through Illinois ten days later,
driving at night, I was so tired and ill I had to pull over and
sleep. All my possessions in a little trailer hooked to a yellow
Plymouth Valiant, I pulled into a closed gas station around four in
the morning. I didn’t want to have a wreck.

I died in that sleep.

 


^^^

 


 


“Karma,” he said, “is like a bunch of balls
that were thrown in the air long ago. They have to come down
sometime.”

 



Chapter 29: Liking Challenges Too Much.

 


Uncomfortably draped across the bucket seats
I dropped sadly to sleep. Then I was awake. But dreaming.

Deep in the earth I stared at the walls of a
cave, that’s when I woke up in my dream, staring at the walls,
trying to focus. Like twisting binoculars into focus my staring
brought sharpness to some ancient cave painting on the walls of the
deep red stone cave. It was exciting, seeing this. I knew this was
old, very old, very very old. I meandered deeper into the cave and
the deeper I went the more vibrant the images became. Animals,
symbols I don’t remember now, lined the walls. Down and down,
deeper and deeper. I understood exactly what they were saying when
I was there.

Then I noticed the images were glowing, they
were no longer made of pigment and matter, they were made of energy
and light.

I felt happy and fascinated. Such a strange
contrast to my unraveling life on the surface, which I remembered
even as I stood in the dreamplace. I turned to my right and there
saw the end of the cave and a big opening full of warm and pure
light. Intuitively I knew where I was, at the end, the end of human
life. I could read the writing on the wall. This was as far as my
being human could go. A couple more steps into the warm and
welcoming light and I was gone from the earth.

Stepping one step closer there was nothing
but warm light now. Incredibly happy. The space was utterly
familiar. I knew this place. I’d been here, a lot. I was home! This
is home! This warm light is real honest to God HOME!

No way, I realized then, one can get really
too lost in life, home is there when we die. It is not possible to
not go home again.

Sorry Thomas Wolfe, you had it backwards.

 


Then, in an instant that had evaded me my
whole life, I knew the feeling of home, of safety, of pure love.
It’s always here, and I knew I didn’t have to go back to my broken
life on the surface. No voice told me to go back, no kids or great
missions to complete were dragging me back to the yellow
Plymouth.

I was good to go.

Turning and looking up the tunnel I thought
about my life on the earth. I was about to be homeless now, broken,
sick and I was convinced at the time, dying. Lost everything,
completely, wife, career, money, health, family.

You name it, I’d lost it.

Especially discouraging since I’d had to
overcome so much to get what I was now losing. Then I looked back
at the light, warm, home, safe. I knew I’d be here sooner or later,
now or in a little bit. It is absolutely impossible to not come
back here.

I laughed, thinking, “wonder if I can get out
of the mess I’m in?”

I think I like challenges too much. My
instant of ‘home’ was gone only the vivid memory remained.

Next thing I know I’m awake in the Plymouth
coughing, exhausted and more depressed than I could have imagined
possible. I sat up, thought about what had just happened, started
the car and got back on the road.

I didn’t feel very good.

 


^^^

 


 


“Karma is just cause and effect.”

 



Chapter 30: His Past.

 


He grew up in an orphanage, a box of hungry
children guarded by predators. His father, a doctor, just dropped
him there at age three, when his mother died. Just dropped him, can
you believe it? And he was a doctor to boot.

Rejection was the Buddha’s sack of Karma.
Even when he joined the Army they forgot who he was. Left him
standing alone in a field after boot camp. Didn’t get any orders to
go anywhere. And there was a war going on.

But like a good mechanic he tuned his karma
for years. Turned a propensity for rejection into a propensity for
acquisition. His karma eventually ran like one of his Mercedes. He
learned how the world works, how money works, how selling works,
how people work. Then everyone had a place at their table for
him.

Peaking like some flowered spring everyone
wanted him. Be our CEO. Be our Senator. Be our lover. Be our
friend.

But when his pile of money was big enough he
just left - alone. He wandered the earth for years, anonymous.
Linen left behind for easy to wash, easy to pack fabrics. He just
wanted light. Even good Karma is still Karma. You know, so what if
the chains are made of real gold. Sure, nicer than scrap iron, but
still.

He had the right idea, to take a bag full of
money and wander. He’d see a sign saying “London” or “Casablanca”
or “Nepal” and go there for no good reason other than it felt
right. If he heard of a teacher who seemed to know reality he’d go
and see if it was true.

Then one day he gave up, no matter how hard
he tried he couldn’t get where he was going. Couldn’t get to
‘here.’ He decided, he told me, he was just going to be a tourist
from then on. Relax a little, see the sights.

Shortly afterwards, in a hotel somewhere in
Asia, he just became. He became an enlightened one. He wouldn’t
tell me the details of that transformation though, just that it
happened, and after it happened, well…

No coming back from a trip like that.

 


^^^

 


 


“Delete the need to know.”

 



Chapter 31: It’s Good I Found a Friend.

 


It’s good I found a Buddha for a friend. My
feet fit his footprints well. I could walk in the direction that he
had walked.

I, being a philosophical type, by birth, or
karma, or quicksand became a child philosopher. Questioning this
situation of life early on since what I was seeing didn’t make much
sense.

“Dad, why do I have to go to church?”

“If you don’t go to church you’ll go to
hell.” he said with a flat look on his hung-over face. I was going
to hell anyway for lots of other stuff. Why bother with church? And
if god loves me so much why is life such an entrapment of mortal
sin and so stingy with love? Something didn’t smell right from the
beginning.

“Sister Muriel, why does God hate us and want
to punish us forever if we screw up? I mean I try, but I’m just a
kid.” She never answered that question but gleefully went on to
describe in sadistic and graphic detail the suffering I’d
experience if I broke the commandments and all those other
undecipherable rules. Life was booby trapped by master trap makers
as far as I could tell from their attempts at guidance.

From their jagged responses I learned not to
ask real questions out loud. The answers broke my skin, or my
spirit. But still the questions, like hungry mosquitoes needing my
blood, had their own ideas. They just kept biting me. Consequently
I became a teenage philosopher.

“Does the universe expand forever or crash
back down on itself?” Reading Einstein and some popular books on
physics and cosmology I wound up going for the rubber band
universe. I figured it breathes, in-out, in-out. I also figured it
was inert and dead. And people, by the way, were fundamentally
evil.

Then there was sex. “But Father Ed, why is it
bad to look at naked women?” He told me I’d go to hell. I wanted to
ask if hell had a lot of naked women around. But I kept quiet.
Someone told me Father Ed had been in love with my mother. Okay for
him to break the rules but not for me, the usual story I got.

Hell, I noticed, certainly had a lot of
well-paved and easily accessed roads leading to it. And frankly
heaven sounded boring. When I’d ask about heaven I didn’t get
nearly the graphics that came with the hellish descriptions. In
heaven, I was told, I got to sit around and glorify God eternally.
What does that mean?

Like many things those days it pissed me off,
“What about me goddamit!” I thought. Oops. Another evil and sinful
thought that pays my fare on the toll road to hell. I think I had a
lifetime Easy Pass by the time I was twelve.

I graduated to be a grown man philosopher. I
asked why. I asked what. I asked how. After years of reading and
looking and experiencing death and life and magic and misery I
quit.

 


You won’t believe me but I answered every
question. It was one of the worst days of my life. Like realizing
that money can’t buy you love. I’ve stopped asking. Knowledge is
just a hobby now. It’s a good hobby, but just a hobby.

So yes, a Buddha is a good friend for a man
like me. He would always tell me, “Delete the need to know.” Good,
I don’t have to have any questions, struggle for answers, don’t
really need to know anything anymore.

Good.

 


^^^

 


 


“There’s nowhere to go and nothing to
do.”

 



Chapter 32: Doing Nothing.

 


I never asked many questions of him. As I’ve
said I’d found all the answers my head could hold long before I’d
met the Buddha. He kept saying to me, “Delete the need to know.”
And when he said that I felt relieved. Knowledge is a great hobby
but a crappy lover.

Just being around him, cutting garlic and
watching Wheel of Fortune, or driving in and out of town, seemed to
be enough for the knowing I needed to seep into me. The knowing was
energy and light itself, not concepts.

The words we shared were only used like
little buckets. They carried energy and that’s what mattered.

I never asked, but the Buddha asked, “How
about a nice retreat? Get out of town for a while. Have some quiet,
some rest. I have a trailer you can stay in. Just do nothing for a
while.”

These words are music to me. Doing nothing
for a time! Quiet. Rest. Sounds beautiful.

“What do I do on a retreat?”

“Just nothing, that’s all.”

“What does this nothing look like? Is it a
nothing with my laptop on hand? TV? Reading books?”

“No, just nothing.” he said with his strong
voice.
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