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FOREWARD

“We dance round in a ring and suppose, / But the Secret sits in the middle and knows,” Robert Frost wrote, looking in from the outside. Looking out from the inside, Chuang-tzu wrote, “When we understand, we are at the center of the circle, and there we sit while Yes and No chase each other around the circumference.” This anonymous center—which is called God in Jewish, Christian, and Moslem cultures, and Tao, Self, or Buddha in the great Eastern traditions—is the realest of realities.


Self is everywhere, shining forth from all beings,
vaster than the vast, subtler than the most subtle,
unreachable, yet nearer than breath, than heartbeat.
Eye cannot see it, ear cannot hear it nor tongue
utter it; only in deep absorption can the mind,
grown pure and silent, merge with the formless truth.
As soon as you find it, you are free; you have found yourself;
you have solved the great riddle; your heart forever is at peace.
Whole, you enter the Whole. Your personal self
returns to its radiant, intimate, deathless source.

                                                            Mundaka Upamshad



Most of what we call religious poetry is the poetry of longing: for God, for the mother’s face. But the poems in The Enlightened Heart are poems of fulfillment. They were written by the Secret, who has many aliases. Sitting or dancing, all these poets have found themselves inside the circle—some of them a step within the circumference, some far in, some at dead center. Looking out from the center, you can talk about the circumference. But really, there is no circumference. Everyone, everything, is joyfully included.


THE UPANISHADS (8TH?–5TH? CENTURY B.C.E)
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The Golden God, the Self, the immortal Swan
leaves the small nest of the body, goes where He wants.
He moves through the realm of dreams; makes numberless
               forms
delights in sex; eats, drinks, laughs with His friends;
frightens Himself with scenes of heart-chilling terror.
But He is not attached to anything that He sees;
and after He has wandered in the realms of dream and
               awakeness,
has tasted pleasures and experienced good and evil,
He returns to the blissful state from which He began.
As a fish swims forward to one riverbank then the other,
Self alternates between awakeness and dreaming.
As an eagle, weary from long flight, folds its wings,
gliding down to its nest, Self hurries to the realm
of dreamless sleep, free of desires, fear, pain.
As a man in sexual union with his beloved
is unaware of anything outside or inside,
so a man in union with Self knows nothing, wants nothing,
has found his heart’s fulfillment and is free of sorrow.
Father disappears, mother disappears, gods
and scriptures disappear, thief disappears, murderer,
rich man, beggar disappear, world disappears,
good and evil disappear; he has passed beyond sorrow.
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Two birds, one of them mortal, the other immortal,
live in the same tree. The first one pecks at the fruit,
sweet or bitter; the second looks on without eating.
Thus the personal self pecks at the fruit of this world,
bewildered by suffering, always hungry for more.
But when he meets the True Self, the resplendent God,
the source of creation, all his cravings are stilled.
Perceiving Self in all creatures, he forgets himself
in the service of all; good and evil both vanish;
delighting in Self, playing like a child with Self,
he does whatever is called for, whatever the result.

Self is everywhere, shining forth from all beings,
vaster than the vast, subtler than the most subtle,
unreachable, yet nearer than breath, than heartbeat.
Eye cannot see it, ear cannot hear it nor tongue
utter it; only in deep absorption can the mind,
grown pure and silent, merge with the formless truth.
He who finds it is free; he has found himself;
he has solved the great riddle; his heart forever is at peace.
Whole, he enters the Whole. His personal self
returns to its radiant, intimate, deathless source.
As rivers lose name and form when they disappear
into the sea, the sage leaves behind all traces
when he disappears into the light. Perceiving the truth, he becomes the truth;
he passes beyond all suffering,
beyond death; all the knots of his heart are loosed.

[image: ]


THE BOOK OF PSALMS (8TH?–3RD? CENTURY B.C.E.)
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PSALM 1

Blessed are the man and the woman
        who have grown beyond their greed
        and have put an end to their hatred
        and no longer nourish illusions.
But they delight in the way things are
        and keep their hearts open, day and night.
They are like trees planted near flowing rivers,
        which bear fruit when they are ready.
Their leaves will not fall or wither.
        Everything they do will succeed.
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PSALM 19

The heavens declare God’s grandeur
       and the radiance from which they arise.
Each dawn tells of his beauty;
       each night shines with his grace.
Their testimony speaks to the whole world
       and reaches to the ends of the earth.
In them is a path for the sun,
       who steps forth handsome as a bridegroom
       and rejoices like an athlete as he runs.
He starts at one end of the heavens
       and circles to the other end,
       and nothing can hide from his heat.

God’s universe is perfect,
       awing the mind.
God’s truth is subtle,
       baffling the intellect.
God’s law is complete,
       quickening the breath.
God’s compassion is fathomless,
       refreshing the soul.
God’s justice is absolute,
       lighting up the eyes.
God’s love is radiant,
       rejoicing the heart,
more precious than the finest gold,
       sweeter than honey from the comb.

Help me to be aware of my selfishness,
       but without undue shame or self-judgment.
Let me always feel you present,
       in every atom of my life.
Let me keep surrendering my self
       until I am utterly transparent.
Let my words be rooted in honesty
       and my thoughts be lost in your light,
Unnamable God, my essence,
       my origin, my life-blood, my home.
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PSALM 104

Unnamable God, you are fathomless;
       I praise you with endless awe.
You are wrapped in light like a cloak;
       you stretch out the sky like a curtain.
You make the clouds your chariot;
       you walk on the wings of the wind.
You use the winds as your messengers,
       thunder and lightning as your servants.
You look at the earth—it trembles;
       you touch the hills and they smoke.
You laid the earth’s foundations
       so that they would never be destroyed.
You covered the land with ocean;
       the waters rose over the mountains.
They fled at the sound of your voice;
       you thundered and they ran away.
They rushed down into the valleys,
       to the place you appointed for them.
You bounded them, so that they would never
       return to inundate the earth.
You send streams into the valleys,
       and they flow out among the hills.
All the animals drink from them;
       the wild asses quench their thirst.
Beside them the birds of the sky dwell,
       singing among the branches.
You water the hills from the sky;
       by your care the whole earth is nourished.
You make grass grow for the cattle
       and grains for the service of mankind,
to bring forth food from the earth
       and bread that strengthens the body,
oil that makes the face shine
       and wine that gladdens the heart.
You plant the trees that grow tall,
       pines, and cedars of Lebanon,
where many birds build their nests,
       and the stork on the topmost branches.
The mountains shelter the wild goats;
       the cliffs are a shelter for the rock squirrels.
You created the moon to count months;
       the sun knows when it must set.
You make darkness, it is night,
       the forest animals emerge.
The young lions roar for their prey,
       seeking their food from God.
The sun rises, they withdraw,
       and lie down together in their dens.
Humans go out to their labor
       and work until it is evening.
How manifold are your creatures, Lord!
       With wisdom you made them all;
       the whole earth is filled with your riches.
Here is the sea in its vastness,
       where innumerable creatures live,
       fish both tiny and huge.
Here sharks swim, and the whale
       that you created to play with.

All these depend on you
       to give them food in due time.
You open your hands—they gather it;
       you give it—they are filled with gladness.
You hide your face—they are stricken;
       you take back their breath—they die
       and return their bodies to the dust.
You send forth your breath—they are born,
       and with them you replenish the earth.
Your grandeur will last forever;
       eternally you rejoice in your works.
I will sing to you every moment;
       I will praise you with every breath.
May all selfishness disappear from me,
       and may you always shine from my heart.
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PSALM 131

My mind is not noisy with desires, Lord,
       and my heart has satisfied its longing.
I do not care about religion
       or anything that is not you.
I have soothed and quieted my soul,
       like a child at its mother’s breast.
My soul is as peaceful as a child
       sleeping in its mother’s arms.

[image: ]


LAO-TZU (~71?–B?. c.E.)
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The tao that can be told
is not the eternal Tao.
The name that can be named
is not the eternal Name.

The unnamable is the eternally real.
Naming is the origin
of all particular things.

Free from desire, you realize the mystery.
Caught in desire, you see only the manifestations.

Yet mystery and manifestations
arise from the same source.
This source is called darkness.

Darkness within darkness.
The gateway to all understanding.
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Every being in the universe
is an expression of the Tao.
It springs into existence,
unconscious, perfect, free,
takes on a physical body,
lets circumstances complete it.
That is why every being
spontaneously honors the Tao.

The Tao gives birth to all beings,
nourishes them, maintains them,
cares for them, comforts them, protects them,
takes them back to itself,
creating without possessing,
acting without expecting,
guiding without interfering.
That is why love of the Tao
is in the very nature of things.
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The ancient Masters were profound and subtle.
Their wisdom was unfathomable.
There is no way to describe it;
all we can describe is their appearance.

They were careful
as someone crossing an iced-over stream.
Alert as a warrior in enemy territory.
Courteous as a guest.
Fluid as melting ice.
Shapable as a block of wood.
Receptive as a valley.
Clear as a glass of water.

Do you have the patience to wait
till your mud settles and the water is clear?
Can you remain unmoving
till the right action arises by itself?

The Master doesn’t seek fulfillment.
Not seeking, not expecting,
she is present
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