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Inside and outside there is nothing to be found – just those things 
that are manifestations of the mind and, in turn, create the mind.  

- Hsin Hsin Ming 
  
In the span of a few seconds, or maybe hours, time was no more what 
it seemed to be. Suddenly a great many things to see appeared: 
shapes, bright and dark ethereal masses, spirits, ghosts and their shades  
. . . and then beams of light turning gold in the midst of which golden 
letters and signs on a huge white holographic page higher than the 
ceiling.  It was suitable to be read by just bringing it closer  . . . Then 
colored flowers in the sky were all around blooming.  All was 
palpitating, pulsing in its own rhythm. 
 
Then the bright lights somehow faded out as beings and things, ghosts 
and spirits all were passing through one another without even noticing.  
They couldn’t help but lament passing lives and generations. They were 
following desire, seeking the cycle of birth and death dressed of mist. 
 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
Dressed of mist 
wandering for a way out. 
Seeking the cycle of 
birth and death. 

  
Most were coming and going, appearing and disappearing, endlessly 
in disarray, all enrapt by an uncontrolled impulse caused by ignorance. 
That ignorance which does not allow us to see things the way they 
really are. Alas. 
 



The cycle of life and death looked like a marry-go-round that we’re all 
on then fall off and run after to climb on again; we think we’re saved, 
but from what? 
 
Those pleats of time showed the dull endless repetition of things; not 
the essence, not the essential of things, just sad shadows of false 
conception and perception accumulated since beginningless time. 
Expressions of fear on the faces was so desperately intense! 
 
I was there, staring among all ethereal beings and things, as a member 
of the prisoners of this jail-world. 
 
Can we find the hidden treasure? Can object and subject stop 
differentiation? Can we stop our ruminations?  I grumbled. Though I 
had not spoken, my words echoed through the long empty corridors of 
that old wing of the hospital. 
 

“The Way brings forth 
Its Virtue fosters them, 
With matter they take shape, 
And circumstance perfects them all.” 

-  Lao Tzu 
 
Patience! 
 
In the world of samsara all beings strive to find the way to liberation. We 
enter death through the spots of suffering because of our coarse way 
of living, but we persistently seek to come back, just like the seeds 
beneath the surface of the soil that, though in the dark, are attracted 
by the sunlight and force their way through to reach it. We all will reach 
the Light! 
 
A couple of souls hanging nowhere outside of the window of the 
second floor looked at me insistently trying to figure out if I was really 
seeing them. “What are you after?” I asked. Just some old memories 
full of anger from of injustice and victimization, along with so much 
sorrow, that are still stuck in the past and stubbornly kept as a barrier.  A 
sigh of lament “WHY?” 
 
-We will never see the light if we stay in the dark. That means we will 
never understand and see the truth if we stay haunting here or 
anywhere. Ever … Since our time things have changed. Change is the 
universal law.   Isn’t that wonderful!  All we have to do is to go along 
with it; trying to resist can only bring catastrophe.   
 
They stayed for a quite a while staring at those words then glided 
away. 
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We are Light! 
The Light within and everywhere  
The Light that always was and will always be. 
It’s our True Nature; we’re made of it.  
 
If only these minds of ours weren’t so busy with the non-existent ‘’ego’’    
 If only our minds could rest for a while and open to right perception. 
Do you hear me? 
 
That night was still long.  
I started passing once more in the corridors reciting the mantra.  
Each resounded step, I knew, was closely watched. 
 
Things are not what they seem to be, 
As the Masters of old said; 
“ When the spirit is pure 
Intelligence is clear.” 
 


