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The Search For The Third Diamond

 


Simple Monk With No Concerns lay in his
single bed trying to rouse himself to enter the world that day.
Once he had embarked on the career of having no career, motivation
became a tricky problem. Once he had begun to seek out a romance
with the universe instead of romances with women, socializing
became difficult. Furthermore, he had been ordered by a
supernatural entity named All Living Beings to save all living
beings through Not Saving them (which meant that there were certain
limits to how strenuously he was to try to help people).

 


Had he been a member of a real monastic
order, he could have busied himself with pleasing his superiors and
the public with grim displays of self-denial and social virtue. Had
he been a real employee, he could have assumed the countenance of
stressful ear-nestness and sincere ambition. Had me been a real
boyfriend, he could have pretended that his lovers had some
transcendent beauty or some life-changing genius.

 


As things stood though, he had no worldly
credentials due to his having fled every Buddhist organization,
profitable business and committed relationship that he wasn’t
kicked out of. The main problem he had with jobs, sex and temple
membership was that the people involved in these things tended to
demand periodic displays of ostentatious, solemn seriousness.
Because he just could not take employment, sex or scriptures that
seriously, his ability to maintain communion with employers, lovers
and religions was naturally limited.

 


In light of all these considerations, it was
hard to think of a “reason to get out of bed.” But at last the
struggle would be concluded this way: “My way of being in the world
is the reason to get out of bed, although that will never be a
convincing enough reason to get me out of bed. Hence, there must be
maintained a strict half-hour limit on wondering why, at which
point one must push one’s self out of bed and begin the day,
relying solely on the light of pure thusness and the exclusive path
of total suchness.”

 


Now he had many acquaintances who suffered
from depression who faced a similar dilemma; and when they asked
him how he forced himself from bed every day, he replied, “We are
to stay in bed a minimum of seven hours and a maximum of nine
hours, after such time we are to prop ourselves up and roll out of
bed; and ruminations while in bed must be limited to one half
hour,” to which they tended to reply, “I see what you’re saying,
but I could never make myself do that.”

 


*

 


As he shuffled toward the bathroom, mincing
his steps in a bid not to trip and fall while he was still
bleary-eyed, he thought to himself, “I never thought I would really
make it out into the world today, but here I am really beginning
another day, as if such a thing were even conceivable. Wouldn’t it
be amazing if I somehow managed to make something of this whole
fiasco? Perhaps I can yet rescue another day and somehow come to
the conclusion that it was all worth it, although, admittedly, I
cannot yet see by which standard I could come to such a
judgment.”

 


He did not shave as other monks did, with a
severe single razor blade, but rather used a Norelco electric razor
which left him with minor stubble instead of the immaculately clean
face his contemporaries had. Looking slightly unkempt was a small
price to pay in order to avoid paying for shaving cream,
replacement blades, styptic pencils and all the rest.

 


He flossed his teeth with Tom’s flat floss
and brushed his teeth with Sensodyne. This bit of extra expense was
worth it as it apparently contributed to his keeping all of his
teeth in his mouth into his sixties, a thing most of his fellow
low-income associates struggled mightily to do. His dentist, aware
that the monk was born with a cleft palate (many of whom ended up
toothless at an early age) was quite impressed at his patient’s
having beat the odds. Of course, if the patient lived much longer,
he’d eventually be toothless due to his genetic conditions which
left him with weak teeth, receding gums and jawbone loss. Still,
the patient’s punctillious dentist always credited the patient with
excellent hygiene practices.

 


Instead of taking a shower, our monk took a
warm bath, sometimes twice a day. This had many health benefits,
especially considering his genetic propensity for muscle aches
which he and his sister inherited from their hapless, reclusive,
paranoid mother. Additionally, these baths seemed to warm his body
for hours and thus reduce his reliance on the expensive space
heater which served as the main source of heat in his small,
rent-subsidized apartment. Furthermore, his rarely being more than
twelve hours away from a good washing seemed to add a briskness and
freshness to his personality which, when combined with his loud,
jovial voice, gave him a deceptively strong air of robustness which
alternately attracted and intimidated people.

 


As for his attire: He wore standard-issue
boxer shorts, ordinary T-shirts, and long-sleeved T-shirts over
that. His pants were of the $20 khaki sort one could buy on sale at
Old Navy. (He felt that jeans were too casual for old men but that
real dress pants were awkwardly formal.) His top layer was
typically a utility sweater with lots of pockets as senior citizens
often need to carry a lot of things just to get through the day,
things like hearing aid batteries, reading glasses, prescription
medications, pens, smartphones, ear pods, overstuffed wallets,
ponderous key rings, emergency contact information and tooth
picks.

 


The one bit of true sartorial luxury he
allowed himself regarded his feet. His feet were a bit weak and he
had to have really nice shoes, not because he needed shoes that
looked all that great, but because only really good shoes could
keep his feet from hurting so badly that he could hardly walk. And
the same was true with his socks. If his socks were cheap, he’d end
up feeling it at the end of the day. And so, with regards to foot
attire, he splurged and went to Nordstroms and bought Ted Baker
socks and ecco deck shoes.

 


As for his head, he settled for shaving it as
close as the cheapest Wallgreens hair buzzer could get it. Just
like with his face, here he settled for a stubbly look rather than
a razor-blade smooth one. If he was out in the daytime, he wore a
baseball cap to shield his bald head from the sun. (People thought
he was showing off his travels of yesteryear by wearing a cap that
had embroidered the words “Vienna Austria” on it, but actually it
was the only hat that fit his smallish cranium just right.).

 


Regarding his other daily routines, he had
been given this injunction by All Living Beings: “You shall not
interfere with the lives or beliefs of living beings, except in
ways that seem natural and easy at the time. You are not to force
yourself to be a hero or exhaust yourself with kindness, nor make
any grand show of your virtue. There may be moments when you are
called to greatness, but there will be nothing you can do to bring
these moments about or stop them from coming into being. You are
not to compete with the people of the world for love or sex or
money or fame. Those may or may not come to you as the fickle gods
see fit. Until some great sign comes to you, you are to remain what
I shall name you, a simple monk with no concerns.”

 


*

 


The Five Skandhas lived a different lifestyle
altogether. There was nothing minimalist or humble about it. He
completely lacked any air of meekness or apologetic
self-abnegation. Not only was he never a monk, but he had no
inclination toward voluntary simplicity. There would be no tilting
at the windmills of celibacy or vegetarianism nor any of that
goody-good business. The Five Skandhas was an adventurer from the
moment he was born. And yet he was not quite satisfied with dashing
about the three worlds in an unguided way. Therefore, he would need
to seek out a guru, not because he felt gurus knew any more than he
did, but because he had a game-theory problem.

 


The problem, he realized, was that the game
theory of the universe was such that the totally self-directed life
really didn’t have “meaning,” per se. There had to be a challenge
from outside of himself. After all, what is a game, really, if you
are the inventor of the rules of the game and the only one who
judges whether you won or not. (And all games of pure cooperation
eventually fade away due to the lack of passion surrounding them.)
There had to be an authority figure, however fraudulent that
authority might be, who set some kind of parameters. (Artists who
have no boundaries or guidelines eventually all end up as language
poets or abstract expressionists; and those games, as fun as they
might be, lose their charm pretty quickly.)

 


The Five Skandhas, by the way, was stunningly
handsome. His good looks weren’t “in the eye of the beholder.” He
was lean and muscular, but not in the freakish way of
body-builders. And he was no shaven-headed economizer, but rather
sported a full head of thick hair. His speaking style was casual,
impatient and distracted, but always charming. The women all loved
him and abandoned all their ideals to be with him. The ease with
which he could meet women and charm them had truly come to bore
him.

 


As for the life of making money — that too
was ridiculously easy for him. He was a salesman in an industry
where the purchasing agents were overwhelmingly female and unhappy
with their mediocre and labored husbands who, try as they might,
could never match the effortless charm of The Five Skandhas. And
because money ceases to increase pleasure past the point where
one’s possessions lack all relationship to utility, he’d become
bored with buying more and more expensive cars and watches and
houses when none of them actually did anything functionally extra.
(After all, if no one is staying in the extra rooms of mansions,
and if sports cars aren’t allowed to go more than ten miles over
the speed limit, and if designer watches tell the same time as
drugstore watches do, what honestly is the point?)

 


It was with all this in mind, and more, that
The Five Skandhas approached the head priest at The Lords of The
Upanishads Center in a dingy, unhappy neighborhood along the west
coast of Contra Costa County. As he arrived there, he could smell
the harsh chemicals from the oil refineries spread out around the
waterfront. He noticed that the kids looked listless, depressed and
ignorant. Sad, little dogs padded along, their eyes staring ahead
earnestly hoping for some new stimulus that would never come.
Grossly overweight women in sweatpants stood in half-dead lawns in
a kind of heat-induced stupor while their skinny, thin-haired
husbands vainly attempted to do house repairs that they couldn’t
afford to hire contractors to do. The only thing The Five Skandhas
liked about the neighborhood was the smell of barbeque emanating
from every third house.

 


*

 


The head guru at The Lords of The Upanishads
Center was bored and restless that day. Instead of studying the
Upanishads in order to plan his next lecture, he found himself on
his smartphone, sadly scrolling through social media posts, hoping
something would happen in his social life through posting and
liking. Of course nothing came about through this, and anyway,
Lords of The Upanishads were supposed to have transcended human
neediness. How odd that he, a 50-year-old spiritual genius was
reduced to hoping some younger woman would notice him.

 


To make matters worse, lately he had sunk to
the point of watching CNN, MSNBC and Fox News. These shows had
drawn him in; and he spent hours trying to figure out the ins and
outs of MeToo, BLM, Trump, COVID, Putin, Antifa and QAnon.
Furthermore, he actually paced back and forth trying to decide
which party was a greater threat to “the very foundations of our
democracy.”

 


This made no sense, in light of his studies,
since the Upanishads themselves were written at a time when only
autocratic rulers existed. If the authors of the Upanishads could
attain enlightenment under total dictatorship, then surely he
should be able to remain liberated whether or not dictatorship was
coming in the next election. Great men of spiritual acclaim had
mostly founded their religions or sects or schools under ruthless
kings, barbaric generals and absolute monarchs. Why should
“democracy” suddenly be so urgent? There was something fishy in all
of this that made him feel slightly guilty and a bit weird.

 


He called his aging guru back in India for
some guidance. In this call he confessed fully to his vapidity and
shallowness. Additionally, he readily admitted that he’d lost his
spiritual edge. His dearth of recent spiritual experiences left him
uncertain as to what he should say to the people who insisted on
coming to him for help. It was a bit late in life to change
careers, but, had he been younger, he would have seriously
considered it. Now he was trapped in a loveless marriage with The
Nameless Formless Impersonal Source of All Being. What now?

 


The guru in India listened patiently and
sympathetically to the plight of this Lord of The Upanishads, and
he said the following: “My dear friend, you must remain calm.
Spiritual life is like romantic life. There are dry spells when the
chemistry just isn’t there. There are times when the situation
seems hopeless, even absurd. Dear friend, it’s too late in life to
change careers. What are you going to be now, a digital animation
specialist in San Jose, a data systems analyst in London, a Python
programmer in Bangalore? No, no. We must tackle this thing
seriously. Listen, when the people come to you, you absolutely must
fake it. If you don’t have the goods, just listen again to my
lectures. (They’re all up on YouTube anyway.) Pick all of my most
inspiring lines and memorize as many as may be easy for you. And
then insert these lines into the conversations you have with your
parishioners. As long as you try to look sincere and pretend
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