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The great Taeist master Chuang Tzu once dreamt that he was a butterfly fluttering
here and there. In the dream he had no awareness of his individuality as a person. He
was only a butterfly. Suddenly, he awoke and found himself laying there, a person
once again. But then he thought to himself, "Was I before a man who dreamt about
being a butterfly, or am I now a butterfly who dreams about being a man?"
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A farmer got so old that he couldn't work the fields anymore. So he would spend the
day just sitting on the porch. His son, still working the farm, would look up from time
to time and see his father sitting there. "He's of no use any more," the son thought to
himself, "he doesn't do anything!" One day the son got so frustrated by this, that he
built 2 wood coffin, dragged it over to the porch, and told his father to get in. Without
saying anything, the father climbed inside. After closing the lid, the son dragged the
coffin to the edge of the farm where there was a high cliff. As he approached the drop,
he heard a light tapping on the lid from inside the coffin. He opened it up. Still lying
there peacefully, the father looked up at his son. "I know you are going to throw me
over the cliff, but before you do, may I suggest something?" "What is it?" replied the
son, "Throw me over the cliff, if you like," said the father, ""but save this good wood
coffin. Your children might need to use it."
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A distraught man approached the Zen master. ""Please, Master, I feel lost, desperate. I
don't know whe I am. Please, show me my true self!" But the teacher just looked away
without responding. The man began to plead and beg, but still the master gave no"
reply. Finally giving up in frustration, the man turned to leave. At that moment the
master called out to him by name. "Yes!" the man said as he spun back around.
"There it is!" exclaimed the master.
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Two traveling monks reached a river where they met a young woman. Wary of the
current, she asked if they could carry her across. One of the monks hesitated, but the
other quickly picked her up onto his shoulders, transported her across the water, and
put her down on the other bank. She thanked him and departed.

As the monks continued on their way, the one was brooding and precccupied. Unable
to hold his silence, he spoke out. "Brother, our spiritual training teaches us to avoid

any contact with women, but you picked that one up on your shoulders and carried
her!"

"Brother," the second monk replied, "I set her down on the other side, while you are
still carrying her."
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A rich man asked a Zen master to write something down that could encourage the
prosperity of his family for years to come. It would be something that the family could

cherish for generations. On a large piece of paper, the master wrote, "Father dies, son
dies, grandson dies."

The rich man became angry when he saw the master's work. "I asked you to write

something down that could bring happiness and prosperity to my family. Why do you
give me something depressing like this?"

"If your son should die before you," the master answered, "this would bring
unbearable grief to your family. If your grandson should die before your son, this also
would bring great sorrow. If your family, generation after generation, disappears in

the order I have described, it will be the natural course of life. This is true happiness
and prosperity." '
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When the spiritual teacher and his disciples began their evening meditation, the cat
whe lived in the monastery made such noise that it distracted them. So the teacher
ordered that the cat be tied up during the evening practice. Years later, when the
teacher died, the cat continued to be tied up during the meditation session. And when
the cat eventually died, another cat was brought to the monastery and tied up.
Centuries later, learned descendants of the spiritual teacher wrote scholarly treatises
about the religious significance of tying up a cat for meditation practice.
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A student went to his meditation teacher and said, "My meditation is horrible! I feel
so distracted, or my legs ache, or I'm constantly falling asleep. It's just horrible!"

"It will pass,” the teacher said matter-of-factly.

A week later, the student came back to his teacher. "My meditation is wonderful! I
feel so aware, so peaceful, so alive! It's just wonderful!’

"It will pass," the teacher replied matter-of-factly.
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There once was a monastery that was very strict. Following a vow of silence, no one
was allowed to speak at all. But there was one exception to this rule. Every ten years,
the monks were permitted to speak just two words. After spending his first ten years
at the monastery, one monk went to the head monk, "It has been ten years,"” said the
head monk. "What are the two words you would like to speak?”

"Bed... hard..." said the monk.
"I see,” replied the head monk.

Ten years later, the monk returned to the head monk's office. "It has been ten more
years," said the head monk. "What are the two words you would like to speak?"

"Food... stinks..." said the monk.
"I see,"” replied the head monk.

Yet another ten years passed and the monk once again met with the head monk wh
asked, "What are your two words now, after these ten years?" ‘

"I... quit!" said the monk.

"Well, I can see why," replied the head monk. "All you ever do is complain.”
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There once lived a great warrior. Though quite old, he still was able to defeat any
challenger. His reputation extended far and wide throughout the land and many
students gathered to study under him.

One day an infamous young warrior arrived at the village. He was determined to be
the first man to defeat the great master. Along with his strength, he had an uncanny
ability to spot and exploit any weakness in an opponent. He would wait for his
opponent to make the first move, thus revealing a weakness, and then would strike
with merciless foree and lightning speed. No one had ever lasted with him in a match
beyond the first move.

Much against the advice of his concerned students, the old master gladly accepted the
young warrior's challenge. As the two squared off for battle, the young warrior began
to hurl insults at the old master, He threw dirt and spit in his face. For hours he
verbally assauited him with every curse and insult known to mankind. But the old
warrior merely stood there motionless and calm. Finally, the young warrior exhausted
himself. Knowing he was defeated, he left feeling shamed.

Somewhat disappointed that he did not fight the insolent youth, the students gathered
around the old master and questioned him. "How could you endure such an indignity?
How did you drive him away?"

"If someone comes to give you a gift and you do not receive it," the master replied, "to
whom does the gift belong?"
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One day the Master announced that a young monk had reached an advanced state of
enlightment. The news caused some stir. Some of the monks went to see the young
monk. "We heard you are enlightened. Is that true?" they asked.

"It is," he replied.

"And how do you feel?"

"As miserable as ever," said the monk.




