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FOREWORD

When this book was first published in Korea,

a woman in her twenties saw the title in the window display, and cried right there in front of the bookstore.

Often criticized and disparaged for going through life at a slow pace,

she had come to doubt her own worth

and always lacked confidence.

But the moment she saw the title of this book,

she was reassured and comforted.

A French woman in her twenties studying Korean literature

also came across this book at a bookstore

and later told me that the book gave her a sense of solace and peace.

People are often judged by the standards of others, and many fall into suffering, believing these external assessments to be truth.

In Korea, where promptness is part of the culture,

being slow is often mistaken for being lazy, 
while speed can be associated with politeness and diligence.

But the fundamental truth of the universe is this:

there is fast in the slow,

and slow in the fast.

Just as we cannot breathe without both inhaling and exhaling, 
all of life is made of balance—one part of something cannot exist without the other.

In Buddhism, we call this non-duality or non-dualism.

Fundamentally, all is connected.

As the tides ebb and flow,

when the give-and-take meanders gently, easily, like harmonious music,  peace, calm and beauty are established in our world.

At the heart of this book is a simple message:Do not quarrel with yourself.

Do not quarrel with others.

Whether you live to the east or the west, 
whether you are old or young, 
man or woman, rich or poor, 
you have come into this world to live at your own pace.

Small disagreements become quarrels, 
quarrels become fights, and fights turn into war when we fail to see objects and people as they truly are,

when we misinterpret them through a self-serving lens.

If this book opens a new road for you,

or even a small footpath through the woods,

may you follow it with an open and meditative heart, anticipating the divine that awaits you.   

I bow with reverence to the sacred light

that resides in you and in me.

Hands gathered in devotion,

Jung-mok
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PART 1

EMPTYING TO REFILL

Just as waves come and go,

our worries and fears ebb and flow like water.

Those who enjoy riding waves do not fear the waves.
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Ebb and Flow 

We tend to apply our own personal interpretations to negative feelings like anxiety and fear. We must learn to accept the existence of our feelings as they are, and acknowledge them with generosity and warmth.

Simply observe and accept: ‘I am feeling fearful.’ ‘I am feeling worried.’

Feelings will both arise and dissipate in time.

Waves come and go.

Worries and fears also arrive and disappear in their own time.

No one believes that a single wave will last forever. But when worries and fears arise, some people grow anxious, fearing these feelings will never pass.

Just as waves come and go, our worries and fears tend to ebb and flow like water. Those who enjoy riding waves, who understand the nature of the waves, do not fear the waves. Those who can ride worries and fears do not doubt that their feelings both come and go as time passes.

Ride the rhythm of your worries and fears with the steady patience of the ocean tides. Let the waves simply come

and go, without trying to control them or needing to react to them. Just as the ocean allows and embraces every wave without protest, accept your own worries and fears.
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What Moves is the Heart

Feelings arise not from yourself or from another person’s being, but simply from the heart. Anger is projected

onto the heart, like images onto a movie screen, and as such has no actual substance of its own.

There is a famous story from Zen Buddhism called ‘The Wind and Flag Question.’ A small group of

people saw a flag fluttering. One said the flag was moving, another said the wind was moving the flag. Huineng the Sixth Patriarch overheard this debate and said the heart was moving the flag.

‘Neither the flag nor the wind moves. What moves is your heart.’

Anger, which feels very real, is merely a trick of the mind; it is nothing more than an illusion.

The next time you think you are experiencing anger, try this brief exercise:

Settle yourself comfortably, and begin to count as you breathe in and out.

Breathe in, breathe out—one.

Breathe in, breathe out—two.

Breathe in, breathe out—three.

Breathe in, breathe out—four.

Breathe in, breathe out—five.

Breathe in, breathe out—six.

Breathe in, breathe out—seven.

Breathe in, breathe out—eight.

Breathe in, breathe out—nine.

Breathe in, breathe out—ten.

Remember: all emotions, whether you experience them as positive or negative, flow in with your breath and vanish as you exhale.




The Man and His Shadow

Let me share a parable from the book Zhuangzi.

There was a man who disliked his own shadow and the sound of his footsteps. He decided to get rid of them. ‘I’ve got a good idea—I’ll run far away from my shadow and footsteps.’

The man began to run, but his footsteps grew louder, and his shadow continued to cling to him. The foolish man thought the cause of his failure was that he wasn’t running fast enough, so he ran faster and faster until he collapsed and died of exhaustion. He wasn’t wise enough to know that his shadow would disappear if he entered the shade, and that his footsteps would stop if only he stood still.

Like the fool in the story, we sometimes dislike our own ‘shadows’ in life. My shadow is me and not me at the same time. The only way to make my shadow entirely disappear is to disappear myself. To make myself disappear means to let go of the ego that I mistakenly believe is ‘me.’

We confuse our egos with our selves. We often struggle because we cannot accept the ego, and other times become complacent as a result of our egos. Do not allow yourself to be deceived by the ego. The ego is a false ‘I’ that creates the shadow.

The moment you distance yourself from your ego, you exist beautifully just as you are, wonderfully just as you are. If you can let go of the ego that battles with yourself and accept the simple and incontovertiible truth that you are beautiful, you are free to become a beautiful person.
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The Pleasure of Not Thinking

A practitioner once asked his teacher, who sat motionless: ‘Master, what are you thinking sitting still for so long?’

The teacher responded: ‘I am thinking about not thinking.’

The disciple, not understanding the teacher’s answer, asked again, ‘What does that mean? How can one think about not thinking?’

The teacher’s reply was simple: ‘It means not thinking at all.’

Not thinking—this is not an easy task for people living in the modern world. We think endlessly, setting and rushing towards our goals, becoming overwhelmed by our thoughts then seeking help to process and recover from all this thinking. Thus, we continually complicate our lives.

How long can you go without thinking? When thoughts fall silent, what follows is not emptiness, but pure happiness.
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The Thought of ‘I’

Buddha teaches that if the thought of ‘I’ exists, the insistence on the concept of the ‘self,’ it is like the sparks that form when a stone hits another stone. One day, the Buddha asked King Bimbisara of India, ‘Your Majesty, when two stones collide and create sparks, to what do the sparks belong—the stones or something else?’

How would you answer this question? Do the sparks belong to the stones? If not, to what do they belong?

Buddha used this analogy to teach the king that both the stone and the spark, like everything else in the world, have no substance and are impermanent. He used the analogy to demonstrate that the king should not to cling to the concept of the ‘self’ and the notion that ‘I exist.’ Such thoughts are like the sparks that fly when two stones collide—when we release ourselves from attachment to this thought, we become freer.




A Joyful Funeral

I’ve read articles that say funerals in countries like the UK and the US are sometimes joyous. Some even call them celebrations. Instead of mourning and wailing, people play uplifting music, dance, wear colourful clothing, recite poetry, and enjoy other forms of expression the deceased loved. It takes a mature understanding of death to make such funerals possible.

What form would you like your funeral to take when the time comes?

One day, an elderly woman who prayed at our temple brought a CD and said, ‘Master, when I am gone and the 49-day ceremony is held, please spare your voice and don’t chant prayers for me no one understands. Instead, play this music I love.’ Isn’t it admirable the way she accepted the inevitability of her own death and prepared for it lightheartedly?

Some Zen masters would announce to their disciples before shedding their mortal bodies, ‘I will leave today’ and enter Nirvana while seated or even standing upside down. There are stories of masters staying in the world for a few more days at the request of their disciples.

‘There’s an important service tomorrow, master. Could you deliver one last sermon for us?’ they would ask.
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‘Why not?’ the master would say. He would then do so and pass away just as he stepped down after sharing his final message.

Those Zen masters who are able to freely lengthen or shorten their time on earth, who choose whether or not to reincarnate, who freely travel between this world and the next, teach that this is possible when we transcend the afflictions of the mind.

In the Meiji era in Japan, the famous Zen master Hara Tanzan sensed his own death approaching at the age of 74. He wrote a letter to a close friend twenty minutes before his passing: ‘My friend, I’m writing to let you know that I will soon be passing on from my physical body.’ He sent this brief letter and then passed away. By the time his friend received the letter, the master had already entered a state of great freedom, leaving behind only the empty shadow of his body.

Why is it that we struggle to accept illness and death in the same way we accept that fresh, radiant flowers will always wither in time?

All things that are born change, come apart, and die. This is a natural process, and it is the inevitable fate of all living things. In Buddhism, death is described as the separation of body and mind. Thus, death is not an end, it is not the final curtain falling; it is simply change in another form. Our discomfort with aging, illness, and death arises from ignorance, which denies this truth.
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