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FOCUS

The Buddha’s disciples asked him,
“Are you a god?”

“No,” said the Buddha.

“Are you an angel?”

“No,” said the Buddha.

“Then what are you?” they asked.
“l am awake,” said the Buddha.

The hidden knowledge that man is asleep,
quite literally asleep, has always been with
us in one guise or another. Fairy tale princes
who awaken sleeping beauties, the sacred
texts of East and West, the prophets and
teachers who appear at certain times have all
said that man sleeps. But man, “the image
of God’s eternity,” continues not to hear,
continues to “forget” that the slumbering
consciousness in which he dreams his life is
only an enchanted sleep from which he can
awaken.

Awakening, it seems, is an organic pro-
cess; now asleep, now more awake—a
movement between states ot disconnected-
ness and then, suddenly, moments of being
unitied and part of a silence that brings a
new sense of oneself. But remaining in this
new state of presence is almost impossible;
we fall back into sleep, as if there were a
lawtul reason, larger than ourselves, for
keeping man’s eyes closed. Gilgamesh falls
asleep at the very moment that he is pre-
pared to receive eternal life. Halt waking,
half sleeping, Launcelot is too earthbound to
move when the Grail reveals itself.

How can a man know he is asleep? By
waking up, of course. How can a man wake
up? Only by knowing he is asleep. In “The
Study of the Torah as Awakening,” Jona-
than Omer-Man says that the sleep of the




man who knows he is
asleep implies that
change is possible; by
change he means the
gradual evolution and
transformation of
being.

Henri Tracol, con-
sultant for this issue,

speaks of the Vedic

four states of conscious-
ness as particular stages
in the development

of higher states of being,
drawing attention

to the third state, susupta,
deep sleep, which

is not the “fast asleep”
of ordinary under-
standing, but a casting
away of everything
external so that sleep in
itselt is “the deepest
possible source of cog-
nition.” In knowing

that there are different
stages and levels of sleep, we may come to

realize that there are different degrees of
awakening that ofter themselves to us: a
ladder to climb, from rung to rung, to real

life.

The sleep prescribed in this issue of PARrA-
BOLA is the sleep that may lead to awaken-
ing, and not the sleep of fatigue. Published
medical findings from sleep-study laborato-
ries can readily be found elsewhere. In these
laboratories, ever growing in number, sleep
scientists monitoring the sleep habits of vol-
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to wake well —but unless some of the en-
ergy is contained, and reserved for another
current of life, we might always live in sleep
and never awaken. We are called to awaken,
writes Mircea Eliade. He quotes from the
Ginza, “Let him who hears wake from
heavy sleep.” And from a Mandaean text,
“Slumber not nor sleep, and forget not that

which thy Lord hath charged thee.”

Jean Sulzberger
Guest Editor

unteers have discovered that rapid eye move-
ments (REM) signify that the sleeper is hav-
ing a dream, but no one as yet has mentioned
that when the sleeper awakens he is still
dreaming.

Sleep replenishes the energy necessary for
ordinary life —we must sleep well in order

This issue is made possible, in part, with public
funds from the New York Council on the Arts.



We were deeply saddened to learn of the
death of Thelma Sullivan on August 8,
1981. (A letter from her appeared in this
section in the previous issue.) Although we
came to know Dr. Sullivan only recently,
her generosity and scholarship and her warm
response to our efforts made the experience
very meaningful. We are fortunate that in
what was a typically enthusiastic response to
questions, she contributed some information
on Aztec dream interpretation based on her
extensive translations from the Nahuatl lan-
guage, which we hope to publish in our up-
coming issue on dreams. We can hope that
more work by this exceptional scholar and
vital woman will become available in the
future.

—Susan Bergholz

PARABOLA

A comment on Peter Nabokov’s review of
Leslie Marmon Silko’s Storyteller (Mask and
Metaphor, Vol. VI, No. 3):

As someone, like Silko, who has some ex-
perience of being Pueblo and a storyteller, I
wanted to suggest to Nabokov that his in-
terpretation of Silko’s work may be mislead-
ing to the PARABOLA audience.

According to Nabokov, “Silko’s short fic-
tion becomes uncompromisingly harsh when
it portrays the white man; as in her novel,
Ceremony, he looms as a spirit gone to
evil . . . perhaps her anger has blunted her
care in building believable characters, or
perhaps she is providing reportage on the
heritage of oppression and poverty of her
people.”

In responding to this, I quote from an ar-

FULL CIRCLE/ A Readers Forum

ticle Silko wrote several years ago in Shantih

(Vol. 4, No. 2, 1979, p. 3):

Since white ethnologists like Boas and Swan-
ton first intruded into Native American com-
munities to “collect” prayers, songs, and
stories, a number of implicit racist assump-
tions about Native American culture and
literature have flourished. The first is the
assumption that the white man, through
some innate cultural or racial superiority, has
the ability to perceive and master the essential
beliefs, values and emotions of persons from
Native American communities . . . Ask any
older tribal person to attempt to recreate the
thoughts and feelings of a white person, and
they will tell you that they can’t; they will
tell you that they can describe their observa-
tions of whites, even probable responses in
whites, but they will tell you they certainly
will not pretend to know or understand what
is going on inside those white people.

[ would suggest that Silko’s work has in-
deed described her “observations of whites,
even probable responses in whites,” accu-
rately. There is a strong need in American
literature for non-White observations of
White behavior. These observations will not
always portray whites in ways that are com-
plimentary . . . and in doing so the interpre-
tation is not “blunted . . . in building be-
lievable characters.”

— Terry Tafoya
Seattle, Washington

Kathleen Raine (in the Dream of Progress
issue, Vol. VI,No. 2) seems to have an ex-
tremely gnostic horror of matter. Man is
“spiritual” to her, and in her definition of
man, | am somewhat mystified as to what
she can possibly have in mind. I know ot
nothing to which I can relate her opinion in
the world about me or in my inner self
when she says, “I have suggested that man
is, in truth, not a mortal worm but a
spiritual being, immaterial, immeasurable,



who is never born and never dies, because
spirit 1s not bounded or contained within
the categories of the material world of time
and space, of duration and extension. In this
sense we are immortal, eternal, boundless
within our own universe . . .”

Obviously Raine sees the spirit as opposed
to matter rather than finding man as being a
composite ot body, soul, and spirit (in the
Hebrew sense). This interpretation of hers is
a very dated belief, and I do not think it
true. Since her diatribe against matter and
materialism can be seen as an outgrowth of
the Biblical doctrine that man has “domin-
ion”” over all that God created, she has erred
in not realizing that Western materialism is
inherent in taking too seriously that little
scripture about “dominion” which very well
could be a source of our loss of respect for
the natural world. The charge of putting
nature in man’s care shows only how cen-
turies of man’s “dominion” have resulted in
cultural disaster.

— Frank Shelby Smith

Baytown, Texas

In “Focus” (Mask and Metaphor, Vol. VI,
No. 3), your editor’s approach seems super-
ficial. Why stress some distinction between
“the actor” and “the real selt” unless the real
self is the one who knows that time-and-
place are a mere mask? If so, then “mean-
ing” is an idea implicit with the idea of
“masks.” For without masks there is no
meaning, and beyond masks there is only
the ineffable. To act, then, is to accept
masks, and to accept meanings— whether
consciously or unconsciously. Furthermore,
how “terrible” can our tendency to believe

In appearances be? Appearances are fascin-
ating, but not necessarily unequivocal
deceptions.

But in the same issue, the dragon mask
on page 20 caused a complex and wondrous
reaction: teeming with vitality, sophistica-
tion and even delicacy, it was horrible, yet
not crude. The lead picture tor “The Glori-
ous Adjective” was much in the same vein:
the tloor, the panels—but against this envi-
ronment, the three players: Black, White,
and Black/White! Peter Brook’s comments
were concise and especially replete with gy-
rating resonances. Ann Himler’s version of
one of my favorite fairy tales had me going
back to it again and again, reading parts of
it out loud. I'll probably memorize it before
’m done with it.

“Concerning the Puppet Theatre” was
also a satisfying piece. Grace, through either
simplicity or extensive knowledge (an illu-
sion of grace?), paraphrases the idea of the
Sufi mirror/mask. Kabir says, “The spiritual
master arrives and bows down to the begin-
ning student. Try to live to see this!”

And thanks for bringing George Mac-
Donald to my attention. It joys me to be in-
troduced to another devotee of the goddess.

— Ralph Palasek
Denver, Colorado

[ am a member of the Baha’i Faith, which
teaches the oneness of mankind and the basic
spiritual unity of all religions. I have already
found that by reading many of the articles in
ParaBOLA and pondering them [ have
grown to understand many of the Baha’i
spiritual teachings much better. Your maga-
zine gives me a deeper appreciation of the
beauty of the diverse traditions and beliets
we tind in our world and also provides an
avenue for learning from them.

—Patrick J. Arndt II

Lebanon, Pennsylvania




“Why Sleepest Thou, O Lord?”

by Henri Tracol

Awake, why sleepest thou, O Lord?

Arise, cast us not off for ever.
(Psalms 44:23)

Indeed, why does He sleep? If the Almighty
cannot help sleeping, we may wonder
whether it is not for some utterly binding
reason —if only for the sake of conforming
to the laws of His own Creation. For since
the very first day, when He divided the
light from the darkness, sleep has been
imperative.

Without sleep, no awakening: such is the
universal law of alternation which, accord-
ing to ancient traditions, applies to Creation
itself. In going back as far as Vedic India,
we find in the Laws of Manu: “When that
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divine one wakes, then this world stirs;
when he slumbers tranquilly, then the Uni-
verse sinks to sleep.” “The Manvantaras
(creation and destruction of the world) are
numberless; in sport, as it were, the Creator

repeats this again and again.” Every time the
world is suspended, or resorbed, Vishnu
peacefully reclines on the cosmic serpent,
Ananta, which means “endless.”

Why sleepest thou, O Vishnu? A fascin-
ating vision, and so unfathomable that it
leaves no room for speculation, for any at-
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tempt to reduce it to our scale. And yet
endlessly in the secret heart of our own
mystery, how can we not wonder?

And if all this was but a dream? When
asked by a pupil, “If it is true that the
world is God’s dream, then what happens
when God wakes up? ” a Sufi master in the
Near East replied: “The world is not God’s
dream. It is man’s dream. And when man
wakes, he finds there is only God. Nothing
else is real truth (hag). The whole world is
merely ripples in the Ocean of Truth. Sur-

face stuff. Look deeper. Ripples arise; but it is

all water, the same water, only water. To
awaken is to see that.”

Am I able to look deeper? And if not,
doesn’t the question become: Why do I
sleep? And do I even know what sleep is?

G

* * *

According to the Upanishads, there are
four states of being: the waking state “com-
mon to all men” (jagarita-sthana) comes first;
then the dreaming state (svapna-sthana); fol-

lowed by the deep sleep state (susupta-sthana);

and eventually the fourth (superconscious)
state (turiya), “with which there can be no
dealing,” the very Selt (Atman).

Deep sleep: what is this third state, this
unknowable “deep sleep”? Is it the one God
caused to fall upon Adam in order to create
out of one of his ribs “an helpmeet for
him”? The Mandukya Upanishad says: “If
one asleep desires no desire whatsoever, sees
no dream whatsoever, that is deep sleep
(susupta).” The Brihad-Aranyaka Upanishad
says: “As a falcon or an eagle, having flown
around here in space, becomes weary, folds
its wings, and is borne down to its nest,
just so does this person hasten to that state
where, asleep, he desires no desires and sees
no dream.”

Dreamless sleep appears to be far beyond
any definable concept; in the Chandogya
Upanishad it is said to be “the ultimate,”
the “cognitional,” and to consist of bliss,
eternal Bliss. “Now when one is thus sound
asleep, composed, serene, and knows no
dream, that is the Self (/ftman), that is the
immortal, the fearless, that is Brahma.”

So that, “having enjoyed himself in that

state of deep sleep, having moved about and
seen good and evil, he hastens back again as
he came to the place of origin, back to
sleep” (Brihad-Aranyaka).

Back to sleep as the deepest possible
source of full cognition and bliss. No won-
der, therefore, that so many Western as well
as Eastern “seekers of truth” give it so much
value as a propitious ground for their search.

Chuang Tzu wrote: “Everything is one;
during sleep the soul, undistracted, is ab-
sorbed into this unity; when awake, dis-
tracted, it sees the different beings.” Some
fourteen centuries later, Bernard of Clair-
vaux praises the “vitalis vigilgue sopor,” a
“sleep alive and watchful,” which enlightens
the inward senses. And Al-Ghazzali consid-
ered sleep the most appropriate, though
remote, reflection of what is known as pro-
phetic vision: “A blind man can understand
nothing of colors save what he has learned
by narration and hearsay. Yet God has
brought prophetism near to men in giving
them all a state analogous to it in its princi-
pal characters. This state is sleep.”

We may find an echo of this in the “dark
contemplation” of John of the Cross, or in
the “innate spirits in man” Paracelsus speaks
of (“for it is the Light of Nature which is at
work during sleep”) or again in Avicenna’s
dove (soul), which “spies such things as can-
not be witnessed by waking eyes.”

But here we must be on guard. For is our
sleep this deep sleep of vision, and is our
waking really waking?

It must be remembered, as the great
masters have warned, that there are always
traps and false paths in the quest for the
unknown. The yearning of the mystics of
all religions for another state of being —
whether it is called ecstasy, enlightenment,
or liberation —must be rigorously examined.
These lines from Fray Francisco de Osuna
(however enraptured Teresa of Avila may
have been when she first read them) require
a closer look:
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Blessed are they who pray betore going to
sleep and who, on awakening, return
promptly to prayer. Like Elias they eat a lit-
tle, sleep, eat again a little and nestle in the
arms of the Lord like children who fall asleep
at their mother’s breast, having drunk her
milk, wake again, suckle and fall asleep
again. Thus, with these glorious intervals,
their time asleep counts as prayer more than
as sleep . . . And although they have slept,
they realize on awakening that their soul has
slept in the arms of the Beloved.

These words unavoidably call to mind the
regressus ad uterum, the yearning to return to
the sleep of the maternal womb. This
natural reaction has been studied by Pro-
fessor A. Tomatis in his Libération d’'Oedipe:

The new-born baby suddenly finds himself
flooded in light. Confronted by this sudden

and intense brightness, which accompanies

the entry into the world of the big people, of

the giants, he chooses to escape into sleep as
the only way for him to take refuge, torget-
ting his present condition and remembering
the past in which he lived in his previous ex-
istence, his foetal existence.

Very tew men afterwards ever know how
to disengage themselves from this grip of

sleep, this very first refusal to face life as it is.

The physiological limits of the state of sleep
are often largely exceeded by an intention, ar-
chaically anchored, to flee the present to the
point of not being.

This thoughtful evaluation of sleep re-
quires further pondering, but let us once
again scan the four states of being as defined

in the Upanishads.

The last and highest one, the supercon-

scious turiya, we shall of course keep in
sight as our deeply attractive but inaccessible
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horizon. Closest to it is the deep and dream-

less state (susupta) which we have been try-
ing to explore. As for the dreaming state
(svapna), we could be promptly lost in its
utterly polyvalent network of lures, and so
we are compelled first of all to consider the
lowest one (jagarita), the so-called “waking
state.”

Awakening gives the appearance of being
a sort of victory over sleep, but what if this
were only a semblance, another lure, another
dream? “Life is a dream; when we sleep we
are awake, and when we awake we sleep,”
says Montaigne. We are familiar with such
notions as daydreaming and absentminded-
ness, but while we notice these propensities
in our fellow men, we hardly ever acknowl-
edge them in ourselves; or when we do, we
take it as the exception rather than the rule.

At times, in the course of the day, I come
to. As it were, I awake in a flash: “Here I
am,” more or less intensely. Then, without
realizing it, I quickly sink back into that
ambiguous state — “paradoxical waking
state” we could call it (in contrast with the
overused “paradoxical sleep”)—in which I
am neither fully awake nor fast asleep.

Unavoidably, I mistake these fleeting ex-
periences for my normal state, as if they
were going to last, whereas in fact an auto-
matism promptly takes over and deals in a
more or less acceptable way with the func-
tional requirements of my day-to-day
existence.

[f I become partly aware of this bewilder-
ing situation, I may acknowledge — with a
smile — that it is so and, knowingly, pretend
to accept it. But of course this might be just
another trap into which, unknowingly, I
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fall unless, prompted by an enigmatic sense

of urgency, I try to stay there and look
deeper.

Striving to stay there, aware of my own
presence, while everything moves inside me
as well as outside, my power of attention,
however well trained it may be for other
tasks, is at once helplessly swept away from
this intimate perception by tidal waves of
associations. Over and over again, I may try
to take up the challenge and resume this
private search for authenticity, which no-
body on earth can ever undertake for me.
And yet by dint of trying, failing, and try-

ing again, | come to the point where I real-

ize how much I am in need of help.

And help is there. Am I so blind and so
deaf as to ignore it? It offers itself in many
guises —testimonies of all kinds, sacred
books, spiritual ways.

Take, for instance, Buddhist asceticism,
the way of the Buddha toward awakening.
For “Buddha,” from the root budh, to
awaken, means the “Awakened One.” It is
thus a designation applied to one who at-
tains spiritual realization, likened to an
“arousing” or to an “awakening.” He
reaches the path, as stated in the Majjhima-
nikaya, “by the intensity, the constancy and
the concentration of the will,” then “of the
energy,” then “of the spirit,” then “of in-
vestigation,” and last “of a heroic spirit.”
“And thus attaining these heroic qualities,
he is able, O disciples, to achieve liberation,
to achieve awakening.”

In my own effort towards concentration,
help is also offered by nature itself, life
itself —whenever I can remain permeable to
the deeply revealing impressions that it
never ceases to provide. Therefore, my only
concern should be to try and stay attentive
to the wordless call from that which is
always there, waiting for recognition.

Re-cognition. This might prove to be the
key, not to try to “reach for,” but just to
come back to what is. “To remember my-
self,” in Gurdjieff's language, means to
come back to my real self: “Life is real only
then, when I am.” Which implies that what
we call “life” is totally unreal —as well as
what we call “I.”

The so-called “waking state” is in the

way. “A modern man lives in sleep, in sleep
he is born and in sleep he dies,” writes Ous-
pensky quoting Gurdjieff. To awake from
this sleep will be the first step toward real
being and real life, for “the sleep and wak-
ing states are equally subjective. Only by
beginning to remember himself does a man
really awaken.”

How far is it given a man to remember
himself? “Theoretically he can, but practi-
cally it is almost impossible because as soon
as a man awakens for a moment, all the
(hypnotic) forces that caused him to fall
asleep begin to act upon him with tenfold
energy and he immediately falls asleep again,
very often dreaming that he is awake, or is
awakening.”

This might help us find a sounder ap-
proach to the old perplexing aphorism: “A
man may be born, but in order to be born
he must first die, and in order to die he
must first awake.”

“To awake, to die, to be born,” which
reads now: fo awake from this so-called
“waking state”; to die to the misleading
reactions that we usually mistake for “life”;
and to be born again to the higher potential-
ities of being, evidence of the real intention
behind our presence on earth.

If a man proves able to conquer his ex-
pectation of reward for his achievements, he
might even come to wonder whether life
has not been granted him for this very chal-
lenge: to accept and play his part in the
mystery with his eyes wide open, as man
alone can do, through a lifetime of “con-
scious labors and intentional sufferings.”

Hope is there, objective hope; dormant
potentialities never vanish. Hidden as they
are, they bear witness to the sacred presence,
the sleeping god within. And although I
forget, over and over again, —why sleepest
thou, O Lord? —there is a way out of this
maze. A very long one indeed. . . . It may
take a lifetime (and perhaps even more), but
it starts here and now. ¢
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EPICYCLE

Launcelot at the Grail Chapel

2N,

Launcelot half asleep, half awake

10

Fast and far rode Sir Launcelot on his quest, seeking to find his way
back to the Castle of Carbonek where once already he had seen the
Holy Grail passing dimly through the hall in the hands of the Grail
Maiden. After many days’ journey he came to the Waste Lands which
had lain desolate ever since Balyn struck the Dolorous Stroke in the
first year of King Arthur’s reign; but though he rode hither and
thither through the desolation he could not find any trace of the mys-
terious castle.

One night as he rode wearily along he came to a stone cross at the
parting of two ways and saw by the cross a slab of white marble. But
it was so dark that Sir Launcelot could not clearly see what it was.
Not far from the cross there stood an old chapel, its battered walls
half hidden in dense folds of ivy. A light shone through the windows,
and, thinking to find people there of whom he could ask the way,
Launcelot dismounted, tied his horse to a tree, and leaving his shield
beside it, went to the chapel and tried the door. But it was firmly

locked and no one came when he hammered at it. At last he climbed
up the ivy and looked in through the window, and inside he saw an
altar covered in shining silk on which stood a great silver candlestick
with seven branches, each holding a tall candle which lit up all the
chapel. Then Launcelot desired greatly to enter, but he could neither
open the door nor climb in through any window, so at length he gave
up sadly. Returning to his horse he unsaddled it, and taking off his




sword and helmet, lay down to sleep near the stone cross.

And so he fell asleep; and, half waking and half sleeping, he saw
drawing near two white horses bearing a litter in which lay a sick
knight; and when he was near the cross the horses stopped.

Then Launcelot, half waking and half sleeping, heard the sick man
say:

“Ah, sweet Lord! When shall this pain leave me? When shall Thy
holy vessel draw near to me and heal this pain which I have endured
so long?”

Then Launcelot saw the door of the chapel open and the ancient
hermit, Naciens, who had brought Galahad to Camelot, came out car-
rying the silver candlestick, which he set upon the marble block
which now seemed like an altar in front of the cross.

Then, as Naciens stood beside the
altar in prayer, suddenly the Holy
Grail, covered in a fair white cloth,
came gliding on a pure moonbeam
and rested awhile near the candles—
and their light seemed as dim as if
the sun shone, and dim also was the
light of the full moon in the
glorious brightness of the Light
within the covered Grail.

The sick knight, crawling painfully
on his hands and knees, drew
near to the altar, and then, reaching
out his hands he touched the
Holy Grail, and straightway he was
cured of his sickness.

Then, as he knelt in prayer, the
Holy Grail rose from the altar and
passed on its way like the brightest
star of Heaven, and was lost to
VIEW.

The knight rose slowly to his feet
and bowed reverently to Naciens
the hermit.

The sick knight and the hermit
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“Indeed I am well once more!” he cried joytully. “Thanks be to
God who has cured me by means of His holy vessel! But I am amazed
to see this sleeping knight who did not wake even when the Holy
Grail drew so near to him!”

“He is held to the earth by his sins,” answered Naciens. “This is Sir
Launcelot of the Lake, a noble Knight of the Round Table.”

“Heavy indeed must his sin be,” said the knight, “for surely he is in
quest of the Holy Grail.”

When he had said this he took Sir Launcelot’s helmet and sword
which Naciens held out to him, mounted upon Launcelot’s horse, and
rode away. Then Naciens took up the silver candlestick and went once
more into the chapel, closing the door behind him.

All this while Launcelot had lain unable to move, halt sleeping and
half waking. But presently, when the moon shone out again, he woke
completely, and, wondering whether he had dreamed or not, he went
towards the stone cross. When he found that his sword, helmet, and
horse had all disappeared, he knew that it had been no dream, and he
said sadly:

“My sin and my wickedness have brought me into great dishonor.
When I sought only after worldly adventures there was no quest too
hard for me to accomplish; but now that I seek for holy things, my
great sin comes between me and them, and I had no power to stir or

speak when the Holy Grail drew near me.”

From Roger Lancelyn Green: King Arthur and His Knights of the Round Table, London,
Puffin Books, 1953, pp. 229-231. Copyright © Roger Lancelyn Green, 1953.



EPICYCLE

The Keys of the Temple

Rabbi Ishmael said: The night Solomon finished building the Temple,
he took Batiah, Pharaoh’s daughter, to wife. And there were two cel-
ebrations, one in honor of the Temple, and one in honor of Pharaoh’s

daughter.

Then said the Holy One, blessed be He: “Which shall I accept, this
or that?”

Then it was that He resolved in His heart to destroy Jerusalem.

Rabbi Hunia said: On that night, Pharaoh’s daughter danced eighty
ditferent dances.

The masters said: Pharaoh’s daughter ordered a thousand musical in-
struments to be played before him on that night. She said to him:
“That is the way they play for this idol, and this is the way for that.”

Solomon slept until the fourth hour
of the following day. The keys of the

The Temple in Ezekiel’s vision

Temple lay under the king’s pillow.

But the people were sad on this day
of the dedication of the Temple,
for the morning offering could not be
made, since no one dared to wake

the king.

b

A rr e

— the Midrash

‘_.:1 G}dw

Reprinted from A Jewish Reader, Nahum N.

Glatzer, ed., Schocken Books, New York,
1961.
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Mythologies
ot Sleep
and Forgetting

by Mircea Eliade
translated by Willard R. Trask

In Greek mythology, Sleep and Death,
Hypnos and Thanatos, are twin brothers.
We may note that, for the Jews too, at least
from post-exilic times on, death was com-
parable to sleep. Sleep in the grave (Job
3713-15; 17), in Sheol (Eccles. 9:3, 10), or
in both at once (Ps. 88 [87]). The Christians
accepted and elaborated the homology of
death and sleep: in pace bene dormit, dormit in
somno pacis, in pace somni, in pace Domini dor-
mias are among the most frequent formulas.!

Since Hypnos is brother to Thanatos, we
see why, in Greece as in India and in Gnos-
ticism, the act of “awakening” had a “so-
teriological” meaning (in the broadest sense
of the word). Socrates awakens those who
talk with him, even though against their
will. “How tyrannical you are, Socrates!”
Callicles exclaims (Gorgias, 505 d). But So-
crates is perfectly conscious that his mission
to wake people is divine. He is constantly

Sleep and Death carrying off a body




repeating that he is “obedient” to God
(Apology, 23 ¢; cf. also 30 ¢; 31 a; 33 ¢). “As
you will not easily find another like me, I
would advise you to spare me. I dare say
that you may feel irritated at being suddenly
awakened when you are caught napping; and
you may think that if you were to strike me
dead as Anytus advises, which you easily
might, then you would sleep on for the re-

mainder of your lives, unless God in his care of

you gives you another gadfly” (Apol. 30 ¢;
trans. Jowett).

We should take note of this idea that it is
God who, for the love of men, sends them a
Master to “awaken” them from their sleep—
a sleep that is at once ignorance, forgetful-
ness, and “death.” The motif reappears in
Gnosticism, though, of course, considerably
elaborated and reinterpreted. The central
Gnostic myth, as we find it in the Hymn of
the Pearl, preserved in the Acts of Thomas, is
constructed around the theme of amnesia
and anamnesis. A prince comes to Egypt
from the East, seeking “the one pearl,
which is in the midst of the sea around the
loud-breathing serpent.” In Egypt he was
made prisoner by the men of the country.
He was given their food to eat and forgot
his identity. “I forgot that I was a son of
kings, and I served their king; and I forgot
the pearl, for which my parents had sent
me, and because of the burden of their op-
pressions I lay in a deep sleep.” But his
parents learned what had befallen him and
sent him a letter. “ ‘From thy father, the
king of kings, and thy mother, the mistress
of the East, and from thy brother, our sec-
ond (in authority), to thee our son. Call to
mind that thou art a son of kings! See the
slavery, —whom thou servest! Remember
the pearl, for which thou wast sent to
Egypt!” ” The letter flew in the likeness of
an eagle, alighted beside him, and became all
speech. “At its voice and the sound of its
rustling, I started and rose from my sleep. I
took it up and kissed it, and I began and
read it; and according to what was traced on
my heart were the words of my letter writ-
ten. I remembered that I was a son of royal
parents, and my noble birth asserted its
nature. I remembered the pearl, for which I

had been sent to Egypt, and I began to

charm him, the terrible loud-breathing ser-
pent. I hushed him to sleep and lulled him
into slumber, for my father’s name I named
over him, and I snatched away the pearl,
and turned to go back to my father’s
house.””?

According to the Gnostics men not only
sleep but love to sleep. “Why will ye love
the sleep, and stumble with them that stum-
ble?” asks the Ginza.® In the Apocryphon of
John it is written: “Let him who hears wake
from heavy sleep.”* The same motif recurs
in Manichaean cosmogony, as transmitted to
us by Theodore bar Konai: “Jesus the Lumi-
nous went down to the innocent Adam and
waked him from a sleep of death that he
might be delivered.”> Ignorance and sleep
are alike expressed in terms of “intoxica-
tion.” The Gospel of Truth compares one
who possesses Gnosis to “a person who,
having been intoxicated, becomes sober and
having come to himself reaffirms that which
is essentially his own.”® And the Ginza tells
how Adam “awoke from his slumber and
lifted his eyes to the place of light.”?

Hans Jonas has rightly remarked that,
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on the one hand, earthly life is defined as
“abandonment,” “fear,” “homesickness,”
and, on the other, is described as “sleep,”
“drunkenness,” and “forgetfulness”: “that is
to say, it has assumed (if we except drunk-
enness) all the characteristics which a former
time ascribed to the dead in the under-
world.”8 The “messenger” who “wakes”
man from his sleep brings him both “life”
and “salvation.” “I am the call of awakening
from sleep in the Aeon of the night,” is the
beginning of a Gnostic fragment preserved
by Hippolytus (Refut. V, 14, 1). “Waking”
implies anamnesis, recognition of the soul’s
true identity, that is, re-cognition of its
celestial origin. It is only after waking the
man to whom he has come that the “mes-
senger’’ reveals to him the promise of re-
demption and finally teaches him how to act
in this world.® “Shake oft the drunkenness
in which thou hast slumbered, awake and
behold me!” says a Manichaean text from
Turtan.1® And in another we find; “Awake,
soul of splendor, from the slumber of drunk-
enness into which thou hast fallen, . . .
follow me to the place of the exalted earth
where thou dwelledst from the begin-
ning.”!! A Mandaean text tells of the celes-
tial Messenger’s waking Adam and contin-
ues: “I have come and will instruct thee,
Adam, and release thee out of this world.
Hearken and hear and be instructed, and rise
up victorious to the place of light.”12 The
instruction also includes the injunction not
to succumb again to sleep. “Slumber not nor
sleep, and forget not that which thy Lord
hath charged thee.”13

Of course, these formulas are not used
only by the Gnostics. The Epistle to the
Ephesians (5:14) contains this anonymous
quotation: “Awake thou that sleepest, and
arise from the dead, and Christ shall give
thee light.” The motif of sleep and waking
recurs in Hermetic literature. We find in the
Poimandres: “O ye people, earthborn men,
who have abandoned yourselves to drunken-
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ness and sleep and to ignorance of God — be-
come sober! cease from your intoxication,
from the enchantment of irrational sleep!”14

It is significant here that overcoming sleep
and remaining awake for a long period is a
typical initiatory ordeal. It is already found
on the archaic levels of culture. Among
some Australian tribes novices undergoing
initiation are not allowed to sleep for three
days or are forbidden to go to bed before
dawn.'® Setting off on his quest for immor-
tality, the Mesopotamian hero Gilgamesh
comes to the island of the mythical ancestor
Utnaphishtim. There he must stay awake
for six days and six nights; but he does not
succeed in this initiatory ordeal and so loses
his chance for immortality. In a North Amer-
ican myth of the Orpheus-and-Eurydice
type, a man whose wife had just died man-
aged to make his way down to the Under-
world and find her. The Lord of the Under-
world promises him that he may take his
wife back to earth if he can stay awake all
night. But the man falls asleep just before
dawn. The Lord of the Underworld gives
him another chance; and in order not to be
tired the following night, the man sleeps all
day. Nevertheless he does not succeed in
staying awake until dawn, and he has to re-
turn to earth alone.1®

We see, then, that not sleeping is not
merely conquering physical fatigue but is
above all a proot of spiritual strength. Re-
maining “awake” means being fully con-
scious, being present in the world of the
spirit. Jesus never tired of exhorting his dis-
ciples to watch (ct., e.g., Matt. 24:42). And
the Night of Gethsemane is made particu-
larly tragic by the disciples’ inability to
watch with Jesus. “My soul is exceeding
sorrowful, even unto death: tarry ye here,
and watch with me” (Matt. 26:38). But
when he came back he found them sleeping.
He said to Peter: “What, could ye not
watch with me one hour?” (26:40). “Watch
and pray,” he bids them once more. But in
vain, for when he comes back he finds them
“asleep again: for their eyes were heavy”
(26:41-43; cf. Mark 14:34 ff.; Luke 22:46).

This time, too, the “initiatory watch”
proved to be too difficult, beyond human
capacity.
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INDIAN SYMBOLISM OF
FORGETTING AND RECOLLECTION

The Dighanikaya (I, 19-22) affirms that
the gods fall from heaven when their “mem-
ory fails and they are of contused memory”;
on the contrary, those gods who do not for-
get are immutable, eternal, of a nature that
knows no change. “Forgetting” is equiva-
lent, on the one hand, to “sleep” and, on
the other, to loss of the self, that is, to dis-
orientation, blindness (having the eyes blind-
folded). The Chandogya Upanishad (V1, 14,
1-2) tells of a man whom bandits carried far
from his city, blindfolded, and abandoned in
a lonely place. The man begins to cry: “I
have been led here with my eyes bandaged, I
have been left here with my eyes bandaged!”
Someone removes the blindfold and points
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out the direction of his city. Asking his way
from village to village, the man manages to
reach home. In the same way, the text adds,
he who has a competent Master becomes
able to free himself from the blindfolds of
ignorance and inevitably attains perfection.
Sankara’s commentary on this passage is
famous. It is the same, he explains, with the
man carried by thieves far from Being (that
is, from the atman-Brahman) and caught in
this body. The thieves are the false ideas of
“merit, demerit,” and the like. His eyes are
blindfolded with the blindfold of illusion,
and he is hobbled by his desire for his wife,




his son, his friends, his cattle, and so on. “I
am the son of so-and-so, I am happy, or un-
happy, I am intelligent, or stupid, I am

pious, etc. How shall I live? where is there

a way of escape? where is my salvation?” So
he cries out, caught in a monstrous net —

until the moment when he meets one who
is conscious of true Being (Braham-atman),
who is freed from slavery, happy, and, in
addition, full of sympathy for others. From
him he learns the way of knowledge and the
vanity of the world. Thus the man who was
the prisoner of his own illusions is freed
from dependence on worldly things. Then
he recognizes his true being and understands
that he is not the lost wanderer he had
thought himself to be. On the contrary, he
understands that what Being is, is the very
same thing that he too is. Thus his eyes are
freed from the bandage of illusion created by
ignorance (avidya), and he is like the man
from Gandhara returning home, that is,
rediscovering the atman, full of joy and
serenity.1’

We recognize the clichés through which
Indian speculation attempts to make the par-
adoxical situation of the Self comprehen-
sible: entangled in the illusions created and
fed by its temporal existence, the Self (at-
man) suffers the consequences of this “ig-
norance” until the day it discovers that it
was only seemingly involved in the World.
Samkhya and Yoga take a similar position:
the Self (purusha) is only apparently enslaved,
and deliverance (mukti) is simply its becoming
conscious of its eternal freedom. I think that I
suffer, I think that I am enslaved, I desire
deliverance. At the moment when—having
“awakened” —I understand that the “I” is a
product of Matter (prakrti), I likewise under-
stand that all existence has been merely a
chain of painful moments and that the true
spirit was ‘“‘impassively contemplating” the
drama of “personality.”18

It is of importance to note that for Sam-
khya-Yoga, as well as for Vedanta, deliver-
ance can be compared to an “awakening” or
to a new consciousness of a situation that
existed from the beginning but that one was
unable to realize. From a certain point of
view “ignorance” —which, in the last analy-
sis, is an ignorance of oneself —can be thought

of as a “forgetting” of the true Self (atman,
purusha). “Wisdom” (jfiana, vidya, etc.),
which by tearing the veil of maya or over-
coming ignorance makes deliverance pos-
sible, is an “awakening.” The Awakened
One par excellence, the Buddha, possesses
absolute omniscience. Buddha, like other
sages and yogis, remembered his former
lives. But, the Buddhist texts insist, while
the sages and yogis were able to remember a
certain number of existences, even a consid-
erable number, only the Buddha was able to
know them all. This is a way of saying that
only the Buddha was omniscient.

NOTES:
1 Cf. F. Cumont, Lux perpetua (Paris, 1949), p. 450.

2 H. Leisegang, La Gnose, (trans. Jean Gouillard [Paris,
1951]), pp. 247-48; Robert M. Grant, Gnosticism: A
Source Book of Heretical Writings from the Early Christian
Period (New York, 1961), pp. 116 ff. G. Widengren,
“Der iranische Hintergrund der Gnosis,” Zeitschrift fiir
Religions und Geistesgeschichte, IV (1952), 111 ff.,
argues for the Iranian, probably Parthian, origin of
this myth.

3 Quoted in Hans Jonas, The Gnostic Religion (Boston,
1958), p. 70.

4 Jean Doresse, Les Livres secrets des Gnostiques d’Egypte,
I (Paris, 1958), p. 227.

5 Cumont, Recherches sur le manichéisme, Vol. I: La
cosmogonie manichéenne d'apres Théodore bar Khoni
(Brussels, 1908), pp. 46 ff.; Doresse, op. cit., I, pp. 235
ff.

¢ Jonas, op. cit., p. 71 10 Thid., p. 83.
7 Ibid., p. 74. 11 Jbid.
8 Ibid., p. 68. 12 Ibid., p. 84.
° Ibid, p. 23. 13 [hid.

14 Corpus Hermeticum, 1, 27 {.; Jonas, op. cit., p. 86.

15 Cf. my Birth and Rebirth (New York, 1958), pp.
14 ff.

16 Cf. my Le Chamanisme et les technigues archaiques de
lextase (Paris, 1951), pp. 281 ff.

17 Sankara, commentary on the Chdndogya Upanishad,
VI, 14, 1-2.

18 M. Eliade, Yoga, Immortality and Freedom (New
York, 1958), p. 31.

A longer version of this article was published in
History of Religions, Vol. 2, No. 2, Winter 1963.
Reprinted by permission of the author and the Univer-
sity of Chicago Press. © 1963 by the University of
Chicago.
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Pedro Calderon de la Barca (1600-1681)

o " 9 was the last of the great authors of the so-
Lfe S d Dream called Golden Age of Spain. Within
the past year, in New York City alone
there have been three productions of his
classic La Vida es Suetio (Life’s a Dream),
and curiosity about his works has been
spreading in England, Europe and Latin
America. Priest, poet, dramatist, soldier,
he was the author of a number of
Moystery plays, and La Vida es
Sueno is based upon two earlier
Mystery plays written by him on
the same theme. The Neo-
Platonic tradition, so evident in
this play, was still at that time
alive within the Catholic
Church in Spain. The
following scene is from an
English translation by

Kathleen Raine.

[llustration by Sanie Holland




The PRINCE’s prison, in the Tower. SEGISMUNDO, as at the begin-

ning of the play, dressed in skins, shackled, lying on the floor.
CLOTALDO and two SERVANTS, PIPER.

CLOTALDO: Here you must leave him,

All his pride ending
Where it began.

IST SERVANT: His fetters are just as they were.

PIPER: Sleep on, Segismundo!
Troubles can’t hurt
A sleeping man.

So your splendors are all
Faded and gone!

Life is a shadow,
And death holds the candle. . . .

(SEGISMUNDO wakes)

SEGISMUNDO:  But—what has happened? Where am I? . . .
Can this be myself?
Imprisoned, and in fetters?
Surely this is my tower, my sepulchre!
God knows what things I have been dreaming!

CLOTALDO: Now I must play the disenchanter.

It is time to wake! (to Segismundo)

SEGISMUNDO: It is indeed time to wake!

CLOTATLDO): Are you going to sleep all day?
I left you watching an eagle that flew by,
Soaring z'dfy. Have you not woken

Since I left you?

SEGISMUNDO: No. Even now
I am not awake! To the best of my understanding
I am still asleep. For if what seems palpable and certain
Proves to be a dream,
What I now see is no less unsure —
No wonder if I am overcome,
When I sleep, I see that I dream when I am waking. . . .
We live in a world so strange,
That to live is only to dream.
He who lives, dreams his life
Until he wakes. This much
Experience has taught me.
The king dreams he is a king,
And, under that delusion,
He orders, rules, disposes,
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Until all the applause

That is only lent to him

Is scattered on the winds,

And death turns him to ashes.

What an unkind fate!

Who would wish to be Ieing,
Knowing that he must wake

From his dream in the sfeep ofdeafh?
The rich man dreams of wealth to his heart’s content,
The poor man dreams he suffers hardship and poverty,
The prosperous dreams his prosperity,
The laborer his toils and hopes;
Injured and injurer dream of wrongs,
And everyone in the world

Dreams that he is what he is!

This, no-one understands!

I dream that I am here,

Loaded with chains, or dream

That I see myself in some other,
More illustrious, part.

What is life? a delirium!

What is life? illusion,

A shadow, a fiction,

Whose greatest good S ﬂo!hing,
Because ll_ﬁ? is a dream!

And even dreams are only dreams.

.........

W
M

St ST

Josée Reynar

From Life’s a Dream, by Pedro Calderén de la Barca,
translated by Kathleen Raine and R. M. Nadal, Lon-
don, Hamish Hamilton Ltd. Translation copyright ©
1968. Reprinted by permission of Kathleen Raine.




EPICYCLE

Humming Home Your Shadow

When you get up in the morning, Hoopa Indian children are told, it
is very important for you to wait until you get your shadow home.
When you go to sleep at night, part of you—your shadow — takes off.
The part that you’ve held down all day, the part that you wouldn’t let
live. When you go to bed, your shadow says, “Now is my chance. I
will go out and explore the world that you won’t let me touch all
day.” And oft it goes. The shadow has the freedom to go as far away
as it wants to, but it has one tie: You have a hum that only your
shadow knows. And it can never disobey you. So when you get up in
the morning, if you remember to hum, your shadow will come back
home. Even though it doesn’t want to. So when you get up, before
you go out, give your own little hum, and your shadow will say,
“Oh! I have to go home,” and it will come home. And you are never
ready for the day until you have taken time to sing the song of your
own shadow. Some people say, “I must have gotten up on the wrong
side of the bed—1 think I'll go back and start over.” They’ve torgot-
ten to hum! Or some people get up at seven, and at ten o’clock
they’re still saying, “Don’t mind me, I'm not all here.” They’ve for-
gotten to hum! So there is a land of wisdom in remembering to get
yourself all here every day. This is taught to the Hoopa tribal children
not by saying, “When you get up in the morning you must do this!”
but by saying, “Hum your song, so your heart and your spirit come

together.”

 —Retold by Sister Maria José Hobday”

*From the oral tradition of the Hoopa Indians of the West coast.
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'SLEEP AND THE
INNER LANDSCAPE

A interview with the Tibetan phrys-ician, e A R T

by William and Marielle Segal

r. Yeshi Dhonden is personal physician to the Dalai Lama and has traveled
widely in Europe and the United States lecturing on the Tibetan science of heal-
ing, including recent seminars at Amherst and Harvard. The following interview was conducted
at the Woodstock, New York, home of Dr. Robert Thurman, Associate Professor of Religion
at Amherst College and President of the American Institute of Buddhist Studies. Dr. Thur-
man, himself a student of His Holiness the Dalai Lama, served as translator during the inter-
view, which was conducted by William Segal, assisted by Marielle Bancou-Segal and
PARABOLA’S Lee B. Ewing.

Dr. Dhonden was born in Lhasa; he took his novice vows as a Buddhist monk there at the
age of eight. At fourteen, he was admitted to the Astro-Medical Institute in Lhasa; he studied
there for five years under the master physician Khyenrab Norbu. He then served as an intern
for four years, and at the age of twenty-two began traveling throughout Tibet healing the ill
In 1959, he fled from Tibet to India, where he settled in Dharamsala, in the Himalayan foot-
hills. He founded the Tibetan Medical Institute there in 1962.

When the first American spaceship landed on the moon, a lama is said to have remarked
that while Westerners finally had been able to reach outer space, Tibetans were continuing
their age-old exploration into the inner landscape. In this interview, Dr. Dhonden discusses his

feelings about the psyche of man as it relates to sleep, dreams and the potential for
Buddhahood.

William Segal: Shakespeare wrote that sleep “knits up the ravell'd

sleave of care.” How do you see sleep in a physiological sense?

Yeshi Dhonden: Because it is strenuous for consciousness to be @pposite pagel D, Yesht
constantly distracted among the gross objects of experience, the  Dhonden, personal physician to the
return to the subtle level experienced in sleep is extremely bene-  Dalai Lama.

Photographs by Lee B. Ewing
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“In the Buddhist view
the sleep and death

state are similar
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b5

ficial to the consciousness and its relationship to the physical
body. Tibetans have certain views of the sleep process which are
very complicated, relating to such subjects as death, mantra
practices, etc. We analyze and understand the physical body in
terms of five elements: the four elements of earth, air, fire, and
water; the fifth element is sometimes space, sometimes con-
sciousness, depending on different systems. In that context,
when one is awake, the four elements are extremely active and
consciousness is very much mixed among the four elements, and
throughout the five external sense powers. Consciousness is dis-
tracted by the coarse objects of experience. Theretore when one
falls asleep, it is very similar to the death process. That is to say,
the six-fold aggregate consciousness, which in its rest stage re-
sides in the heart, withdraws from its sensory activity, and re-
turns into the subtle plane. It is similar to the death experience.

W.S. Can you go into the problem of insomnia and the question of
“body-mfnd complex”?

Dr.D. Because of the mind’s need to retain its contact with its
own subtle levels, it also has the ability through the vehicle of
sleep to withdraw from constant involvement and gross-level ac-
tivity. People who are unable to sleep well and who constantly
have insomnia are usually under the influence of desire, attach-
ment, and karma, and are constantly involved in their posses-
sions. If they are frustrated, and cannot get what they want, all
this takes their mind out of their prana, their wind energy, their
neural energy, and it keeps it haunting around the coarse objects
looking for fulfillment of the frustrated desire. They never sleep
well because the mind is constantly seeking some object of desire
and is never content simply to withdraw from involvement with
the coarse and return to the subtle. Through jealousy, pride,
anger, the mind will also be disturbed and so would be pre-
vented from withdrawing into the subtle level.

W.S. Sometimes in the waking state one has a clear cognition of one’s
existence. What happens to the sense of self in sleep, behind all this tur-
moil and activity which you describe?

Dr.D. The sense of self that we tend to have in the waking
state of consciousness is a distorted one. It is a false identification
with the coarse objects and elements of experience and the sense
realms. When we fall asleep the erroneous delusory sense of selt
dissolves into what we call the extremely subtle wind-mind, or
neural energy mind (although it literally means wind, breeze, it
is a subtle energy). This distorted sense of self dissolves into this
extremely subtle energy-wind-mind.

W.S. What is to be learned in sleep? Is there anything which speaks
to the unfulfilled needs of the inner psyche which can carry over from
the sleep to the waking state?

Dr.D. It is a difficult subject because of the usual traditional




barriers of secrecy and can only be explained by the doctrine of
esoteric Mantrayana (or Tantrayana) which is normally given to
initiates in full detail as, for example, in the yoga of sleep. In
general, I can say that in the Buddhist view the sleep and death
states are similar. The dream state and the between state [be-
tween death and rebirth] are similar, and the waking state and
the birth state or the rebirth state are similar. So the entire life
cycle is encapsulated in the cycle of sleep, dream, and waking.
Therefore, since the death state and the sleep state are the same,
that is the time when one automatically enters into what the
Tibetans call the Clear Light. The Clear Light is the experiential
description of Ultimate Reality. In death one passes through the
Clear Light in a certain way, usually failing to recognize that
Clear Light, and thus immediately getting involved in the Forms
of the next life. In the same way, in the sleep state one auto-
matically enters the Clear Light, as experienced by a very subtle
wind-mind. But the sleeping person usually cannot recognize
where he is because the connection of the coarse mind and the
subtle mind is not consciously traced by the individual. This
Clear Light experience which everyone has in sleep, even though
it may or may not be recognized, is called the Clear Light expe-
rience ot the Ground Reality, or the Basis.

[t is not a question of saying sleep is this or that, or does this
or that. In order to understand sleep, one has to understand the
whole arrangement of what is called the Ground, the Path, and
the Fruit, as well as the transmutation of the three Bodies into

the Path. The three Bodies of Buddhahood are the Dharmakaya,
Body of Truth; the Sambhdgakaya, Body of Beatitude; and the
Nirmanakaya, Body of Incarnation. The Body of Truth is assim-
ilated with death and sleep; the Body of Beatitude with dreams
and with the between state; and the Body of Incarnation is
assimilated with birth and with waking state. When one under-
stands these different arrangements, and how the coarse and sub-
tle minds fluctuate, how one’s sense of self moves between the
coarse and subtle minds, then one can understand sleep. But you
cannot isolate the sleep without understanding the framework.

W.S. Why do many people feel reluctant to interrupt the state of
deep, restful sleep?

Dr.D. It is not an invariable thing that people will always like
the sleep state. Some people will particularly like the sleep state.
Others will be more into the state of being awake. It depends
on which of the “three poisons,” the three major mental ad-
dictions or habits, called desire, hatred, and delusion, are pre-
dominant. The person who is lethargic, who is prone to strong
delusion-predominance, will particularly like sleep. Desire-type
people and anger-type people will not necessarily be interested in
sleep. It depends on their particular tendency. All this has to do
with the cycle of the elements. Perhaps the fundamental reason
is connected with the stabilizing element which is called the
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of the respective elements and what we simply call sleep is that
time when earth and water elements are on the increase and
heaviness and stability are increased, as opposed to mobility and
energy. So it is an equilibrating phenomenon in relation to the
cycle of the elements.

Different living beings have different sleeping habits. Some
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sleep in the daytime and some sleep at night. Some for short and
others for long hours. This has to do with the different arrange-
ment of elements of the different beings. Particularly in human
beings, the elements manifest in regard to what is known as the
three humors. These are the wind, the bile, and the phlegm.
When the phlegmatic humor, which relates to earth and water,
increases, then heaviness and stability increase. And that happens
at night.

[f, in fact, this balance is not observed, and we do not allow
this time for the increase of the earth and water elements and do
not sleep tor long periods of time, then those elements become
out of balance and we feel the effects. We feel very heavy if we
do not sleep for a long time because the earth and water are hav-
ing an undue imbalancing etfect upon our system, inasmuch as
they have not had their own free time to increase. Therefore, it
1s essential that one sleep to keep things in equilibrium.

W.S. How does one prepare oneself for a more beneficial, effective
slee’p?

Dr.D. In general terms, since sleep is caused by a preponder-
ance of the heavy earth and water elements, strong food with
some oil in the evening, bringing heaviness and stability to the
system, grounds the winds in circulating and absorbing the food
and ties up the bile in digestion. But it is essential to realize that
one particular mode of behavior or preparation will not necessar-
ily help all persons. There are ditferent kinds of sleep and types
of insomnia depending on the constitution and the balance of
elements in the individual. Obviously too much tea and black
cotfee are bad in the evening —especially tea without milk.

W.S. Do you place any emphasis on the time of meditation practice —
before sleep or upon awakening?

Dr.D. There are various levels of meditation. If one is in a
stage of intensive meditation practice, the morning is the best
time. When one’s energies are tresh and when one concentrates
on a particular point, meditation is most eftective in the early
morning. Of course those who are highly accomplished in medi-
tation, meditate “without day and night.” They never really do
sleep or in another sense they always are asleep, because of what
[ mentioned before where the sleep and the Dharmakaya, that is
to say the Ultimate Reality, the Body of Buddhahood or Ulti-
mate Reality, are completely inseparable. The dream and Sam-
bhogakaya, the Body of Beatitude, are inseparable. Waking and
Nirmanakaya, the Body of Incarnation are inseparable. And these
three Bodies of the Buddha, Trikaya, are inseparable. So that be-
ing in a state of dream, being in a state of waking, and being
sound asleep are three inseparable states of experience for such a
yogi, and that is how one is able, without harming oneselt in
any way, to practice meditation “without day and night.” All
three states of consciousness can be focused simultaneously as the
merger of those three bodies. In our days it is very hard to find




such a thing or even to talk about such a thing.

Returning to the question, usually it is in the morning that
we obtain the best results from meditation, although it is also
true that if we meditate at the time of falling asleep, we can
keep the continuity of our meditation going better and sleep
more refreshed. We can even have auspicious or educative
dreams by having a certain concentration near the time of falling
asleep. However, for us ordinary people, if we're trying to medi-
tate before falling asleep we may go to sleep while meditating.

W.S. In relation to what you just said about educative dreams, who or
what can remember the dreams and the experiences of sleep? When I
wake up, 1 go back to my mind for memory or recall. What level of
mind remembers? Who observes all this show? Who remembers the dif-
ferent states?

Dr.D. That again is explained in terms of the different types of
consciousness, the subtle and the coarse consciousnesses. In other
words the person who remembers, that entity which remembers,
is the subtle consciousness which is people’s real consciousness.
And this subtle consciousness is the one that is present as a con-
tinuum throughout all of these states and maintains the continu-
ation among these states, as indeed, according to the Tibetan
view, it links the different lifetimes of sentient beings. There-
fore, this subtle consciousness carries the impressions of these
previous experiences: the ditferent thickness and coarseness of
sleep, the deepness and lightness of sleep. There are various
kinds of mental turbulences that can interrupt this memory.
Otherwise we would remember.

The analysis ot ditterent types of consciouness in our scientific
texts is very precise and elaborate. The rememberer is one’s sub-
tle consciousness, which i1s oneselt. In other words, one’s coarse
self identified with the body is not one’s real self.

W.S. Some people remember their dreams. Others do not. Why?

Dr.D. This subject is complex and difficult. Of course some-
times an ordinary person remembers the dream and sometimes
even a developed person has difficulty. The really developed man
can be perfectly aware of all his dreams. He has full mobility be-
tween the subtle and the coarse states. His memory is infallible.
He can remember every kind of experience, even former lives.
But that’s another question. However, the reason that some-
times ordinary people do not remember is that although they
have the same subtle consciousness, the same Clear Light con-
nection, they do not pay attention to it. They have no context
with which to understand what is taking place.

The subtle consciousness is something like an atomic con-
sciousness. It is very, very subtle. And extremely subtle means
extremely subtle. It is almost like a sub-atomic consciousness. Its
experience is within the vast landscape of the central inner ner-
vous system. In the landscape of this nervous system, in the
heart area, for example, there are three central channels: the cen-
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tral channel is known as the avadhuti, the right channel is known
as rasana,and the left channel is known as lalana. They are con-
nected to the 72,000 other channels. The heart itselt has eight
major channels. Within the heart itselt, for example, there are
eight major openings outside those three central channels; these
torm the petals of the heart chakra, which is known as the heart
wheel or the heart lotus. If the subtle consciousness which re-
sides there moves from the central area (and normally the most
central channel is not open to the movement of the subtle en-
ergy which can go only into the two other central ones) and
goes toward the front, individuals may have a dream of them-
selves traveling to the east. If it goes to the back, they may have
a sense of themselves traveling to the west. If it goes to the left
side ot the body, they may have the sense ot themselves traveling
to the north; if it goes to the right side, to the south. This
would be experienced as having a coarse type of ordinary dream.
[t is the passage of subtle energy consciousness within the inner
landscape. When it goes into the throat area, into the brain
area, or into the navel area, there will be other types ot
experience.

Dreams occurring right after falling asleep reflect the process
of digestion, and would be highly irrelevant as far as spiritual
growth goes. But dreams at the early predawn time, for exam-
ple, where the system is mostly clear of the evening’s tfood and
the channels are more receptive to the passage of the subtle ener-
gies, can be very illuminating. Sometimes they reveal the future
and other things. Training the mobility of the subtle conscious-
ness, and developing a relative mastery of it in its different
states, is the way to develop special powers. Again, it is a ditfi-
cult subject. But it is very precise and sophisticated. It is techni-
cally explained in our texts.

W .S. Is there a way of measuring or categorizing dreams? Or is there

. a way which we can have an influence on the powers of dreamineg?
Above: Dr. Dhonden. Oppasrfe Y j P j £

page: William Segal and his wife  Dr.D. It is not a question of measurement since these are quali-

Marielle. tative types of experiences. However, one can mention the direc-
tions again. Since there are the eight channels in the central
heart complex, the way in which the winds dissolve and surge
through the ditferent interconnecting passages has to do with
posture in sleeping. For example [Dr. Dhonden pantomimes), if you
sleep crouched up in certain ways, certain sides will be closed
off. If it is on the left side, you’ll have a northern-going dream
or southern-going dream. The ideal position for sleep, in the
sense that it keeps the eight channels balanced and does not
cramp one exclusively, is to lie on the right side in what is
known as the “lion posture.” It is better not to put pressure on
the heart. There is a definite connection between posture and
the type of inner landscape travel happening in sleep.

W.S. If there is a different time-space continuum in sleep and if trans-
formation of energy is continually going on in our lives, how are these
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transformations related to our time and space?

Dr.D. First, subtle energy-wind-mind never dies, ever. It con-
tinues always. What is really meant is that all beings have a
Buddha nature or that a Buddha essence is in every being. It
never disappears. It one body dies, the Buddha essence simply
takes up residence in another body. Continuity is maintained
through death. However, for ordinary beings, this realization
slips by without being noticed either in sleep or in death. It
takes up another “between state” and another rebirth. One just
shoots right by the realization, hardly noticing the time of com-
plete subtleness when one is really totally in contact with it.
Therefore, a definition of a subtle level of obtaining actual con-
scious Buddhahood —not only having a Buddha essence, but ac-
tual conscious flowering of Buddhahood —is the realization that
the subtle mind is completely indivisible from the Clear Light
Reality, a conscious experience which you could call timeless,
infinite, or spaceless. Certainly it is beyond the ordinary sense of
relativity and of time and space.

In the coarse forms and time-subjected realities, we have dif-
ferent senses of space and time which vary according to individ-
uals. According to how stresstul our existence is, time will seem
slower. If our time is unstressful, relaxed as in a godly realm,
time will go quickly. Space similarly. It we have a certain type
of vision, large space will seem small to us; if we have another
type, small spaces will seem huge. These senses ot space and
time are always related to the type of conditions and circum-
stances of the involvements of our Clear Light subtle conscious
energy with any coarse reality. Then there is another interesting
point: how do our ordinary human bodies on this earth plane
with our physical size and a time sense of a life span of fifty,
sixty, or hundred years—how do we relate the subtle conscious
energy to our reality? In the back of the heart chakra, heart com-
plex, there is a space inside the central channel, a kind of cham-
ber that is usually sealed oftf in the ordinary person by certain
knots in the channels. It is only a Buddha who has it opened.
The subtle consciousness energy can go in and out of that cham-
ber and there is no ditference between that chamber and the rest
of his being. For us, it is a closed-off chamber where there exists
something similar to a treasure box. In this resides a drop,
another little treasure box, inside of which the jewel is the ex-
tremely subtle consciousness.

When an ordinary person dies, these knots unravel and that
jewel will travel until it finds another storehouse, another place
of residing. For example, in rebirth it enters the drops of the
father and mother in the womb of the mother. This little drop
carrying this gem of indestructible subtle consciousness will
enter the two drops of the father and mother (in the womb)
from the between state. Birth is expressed in the form of the
union of the three drops—the white drop of the father, the red
drop of the mother, and the blue drop of energy consciousness.




The three will combine and that will be rebirth. Around the
combination of those three drops the whole body and whole
being will evolve. That central point where that rebirth took

place will be at the very center of the heart. It is an esoteric ex-
planation of birth.

W.S. How to open this inner chamber during one’s lifetime? Is it a

question of discipline and practice? Can we approach it from a physio-
logical point of view?

Dr.D. This consciousness sits in its seat like a jewel within a
kind of mandala palace, or mansion. It has in itself no obstruc-
tion. It can travel anywhere. There is no need to open any door-
way —it is completely open. It is there. It is perfect in itself. It is
home in a way. There is no question of opening it up.

W.S. At the same time, mankind is afflicted with suffering and pain.
If it is as you say, why isn’t the path more readily apparent, more read-
ily available?

Dr.D. This consciousness in the ordinary person is unrecog-
nized. Everyone has it, but no one recognizes that he has it.
People identity themselves with their coarse-level consciousness.
Even though this subtle level of consciousness is enshrined there,
people do not notice it. They can even go through death, where
in fact the coarse level of consciousness is dissolved along with
the sense organs, along with the coarse elements, and still they
don’t know because they are drawn into creating a new coarse-
level involvement in the between state and then in the future
birth state. That’s why in our science of dying—in The Tibetan
Book of the Dead — the essential issue is to bring the dying person
tace to tace with the Clear Light Reality which is to dwell in
their subtle reality . . . to appropriate their own subtle reality as
their reality, rather than simply jump oft into another coarse
reality. Now the way of doing that is not effective for someone
who identifies with the gross reality and with his possessions.
Therefore there is something known as the Path-level Reality.
The Path-level Clear Light is the Clear Light where they begin
to build up the bridges between the Ground-level coarse reality
and the death state Ultimate Reality. They begin to get used to
it and merge into it. One can talk about this in an esoteric way
and as a physiological process. However, it is more usual to talk
about it in terms of a mental process, which is in fact the mind-
realization of the nature of Ultimate Reality. We call it direct
intuitive wisdom which directly understands emptiness and
directly experiences emptiness, which is the ultimate nature of
reality.

In this direct experience of emptiness, the critical wisdom
penetrates, drilling through the apparent solidity of the coarse-
level reality, seeing it for its insubstantiality, and ceases therefore
to find anything with which to identify. In the process of com-
ing to that true intuitive wisdom, one joins with one’s own sub-
tle level consciousness until finally one uses it to know directly
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the emptiness which is the nature of Ultimate Reality, beyond
any coarse intellectual or conceptual consciousness. When the
subtle consciousness, directly from the heart, experiences this
emptiness of intrinsic substantiality, then one has achieved one’s
own Buddhahood. At that time this subtle consciousness, with-
out any interference, can know everything at no matter what
distance. One has abilities such as reading other people’s minds.
Since everything is a transparent, empty, holographic kind of
reality, this sort of consciousness can easily without obstruction
penetrate walls, planets, galaxies, other people’s minds, and see
and experience other people’s dreams and so forth. That is why
it 1s said that there is no obstruction at all to Buddha’s omni-
science. Buddha’s mind is omniscient because it is the subtle con-
sciousness that can be anywhere without obstruction. And that
never dies, that never dies.

W.S. Would awareness af emptiness in the waking state, carry on in
the dream state?

Dr.D. Yes, for someone who has a profound realization of
emptiness, the nonconceptual experience it brings on. If one
were to have that, then one would be in a state where the Clear
Light would be manifested either waking or dreaming or sleep-
ing with no separation among the three. There would be no or-
dinary delusion-dominated waking state coarse-level appearance
which one would take as substantial reality. Nor would there be
any delusion-dominated dream state experience.

However, it is necessary to make clear that the realization of
emptiness is ultimately not differentiated. It should not be
taught that emptiness is a dualistic state, a sort of nothingness
that is the opposite of the manifest appearance. You are not cut
off from experiencing. This is important since Westerners tend
to feel that emptiness means a sort of nothingness—experience
which is beyond beyond. In other words nothing is as empty as
something to emptiness. So there is no division between them
ultimately.

W.S. Perhaps all this depends on a sort of continuous awareness and
capacity to hold one’s attention on what one could say is one’s subtle
nature. In other words, if one is distracted by body, mind, feelings, one
fails to remember this subtle consciousness. Could you verify this?

Dr.D. In general what you say is correct. Basically, the essence
ot Buddhism is not trying to tind something one doesn’t have,
but simply to recover what one does have but doesn’t know it.
This is the Goal Vehicle procedure, that is to say, traveling on
the vehicle of having the goal in one’s grasp. However, one
should be clear. What is involved is a difticult process because of
the intensity and the type of the distractions. When you say dis-
tractions, you are saying a great deal.

There is a very powertul, fully elaborated path which pacities
distraction. For example, the understanding of emptiness . . .
the only way to radically pacity distraction on the gross level is




not simply to suppress awareness of the gross-level reality. By
tully confronting the gross-level reality and looking at it with
critical, penetrating wisdom, one sees its true nature. It is the
wisdom that seeks to understand emptiness and to have it dis-
solve under critical analysis. This is not at all a quieting of the
mind, but an intensifying of the mind’s analytic, penetrating func-
tioning — like a scientific analysis. It is actually an intensifying of
the investigating process.

On the other hand, in our more esoteric line, there are what
are called the six yogas of Naropa, which include the yoga of
dream state, the yoga of the between state, the yoga of the
death state, the yoga of the rainbow body, etc. Each one of
these is a complex and sophisticated technology of meditation
and subtle physiology. We can only mention the titles and the
topics and can scarcely get into the details. But we have the
methods. Awareness of the deepest nature is much more in-
volved than a simple suppression of obvious mental manifesta-
tions which we would think of as distractions.

W.S. Is it true that all human br,*:'ﬂgs are close to Buddhahood?

Dr.D. I certainly think that from the Buddhist point of view
the human being is incredibly close to evolutionary perfection,
which is called Buddhahood. It is so in the sense that in a single
life, if a human being practices assiduously and has the teach-
ings, he can actually transform himself from an ordinary human

Dr. Dhonden replies to a question
in Tibetan as Dr. Thurman listens
in preparation for the English
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New York home.




being into a perfectly enlightened being.

There are many forms of life within the ocean of evolution
which have undeveloped brain systems, such as the different
types of lower animals. There are also semi-divine beings, and
sub-human types such as pretas, and hell-dwellers. There are
types that are invisible to us that are much less suited than
human beings to the pursuit of this perfection of enlightenment.
That is why Tibetan Buddhism stresses that people use this pre-
cious human life to the very fullest to achieve evolutionary per-
fection, or Buddhahood. To waste this pinnacle of human life
and to fall back to the lower orders rather than to obtain
Buddhahood is a tremendous waste. We accept the nearness of
the human being to Buddhahood. Any system which says that
humans cannot understand, that only God or other super-beings
can understand, is repressive of the full potential of the human
being and does not agree with the Tibetan Buddhist view.

W.S. But thefact of the matter is that the human being fafes almost
insurmountable odds to achieve the Buddhahood you are speaking of.
How would you answer this?

Dr.D. There is no big problem, in fact, to the human being,
such as people think. If any one individual really decides that
this is what he really has to do, he can do it. The obstacle is one
of easiness, in a way. For instance, if people are too happy on a
superficial level, and if things are too easy for them, indeed there
is an obstacle. If they have suffered, and experienced the nature
of life and death and pain, usually they realize they must do
something to develop themselves, and once they have that reso-
lution, no obstacle can withstand their resolve.

W.S. What do you think of the recent Western experiments and in-
vestigations into sleep and dreams? What would be a right path to
pursue?

Dr.D. EEG, charting waves, measurements of dreams, all this
can only give superficial information. One only learns about the
currents which move in the body. It is a vague and unreliable
approach which is not particularly exciting. There is no need at
all to wear out machinery and brains. There is an existing record
of thousands of years of experiment that is already there that
needs to be studied. To spend money on big machines merely to
start experiments and not to fully study Tibetan texts—this is
unfortunate. There are thousands ot pages cataloguing the differ-
ent states of sleep and types of dreams; this study would be
fruitful for scientists and researchers. There are plenty of these
texts in American university libraries. I know these books and
where they are. You only need people who can read them.
There is nothing in Tibet you don’t now have in America.
Everything is here. &
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The One You Don’t See Coming

The people who lived near the edge of the rain forest, in the country
along the banks of the Cavally River, often talked about an animal of
the forest called the One You Don’t See Coming.

They said that all day long he lurked among the shadows of the
great trees, waiting for night to fall. Then, when darkness came, he
crept forward as silent as a leopard into the villages.

“Our best hunters have tried to capture this animal,” they said.
“We have set traps on the trails and at the water holes, but it is no
use — he is the stealthiest of all the creatures of the forest. Each night

he comes prowling among our houses. He is never heard and never
2
seen.

“What does this animal do that we should be afraid of him?” the
young people asked.

“The One You Don’t See Coming is a thief,” the older people said.
“He steals everyone’s brains and leaves them forgetful of everything
until morning comes. One minute people are the way they are here
now, talking back and forth. The next minute the One You Don't
See Coming creeps upon them and steals their minds. They no longer
talk or think, they simply lie motionless and stupid until the sun
rises:

“What good are the dogs if they don’t hear him and bark?” the
children asked.

“They neither hear him nor smell him. When he comes he takes
their brains too. The One You Don’t See Coming has another name.
Some people call him Sleep.”

The young hunters talked about this curious animal among them-
selves, and one day a man named Biafu said:

“What kind of hunters are we if we can’t kill the One You Don’t
See Coming?”

“That’s easy enough to say,” a hunter named Gunde said. “But
where will you find him? Our grandfathers were good hunters and
they never caught him.”

“I've heard that he leaves no footprints on the trail,” a hunter
named Deeba said. “What will you follow?”

“If he really lives in the forest, as the old people say, then we’ll find
him. We’'ll get rid of this nuisance once and for all!” Biatu said.

“I’'m not afraid,” Gunde said.

“I'll go too,” Deeba said. “We’ll catch this thing called Sleep, the
One You Don’t See Coming, and put an end to him. Then the old
people will praise us and give us gifts.”

So Gunde, Deeba, and Biafu took their hunting knives and spears
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and went deep into the shadows of the forest.

They listened, but they didn’t hear Sleep. They searched the ground
for footprints, but Sleep had left no footprints. All day they stalked
Sleep. They came to a part of the forest where the villagers hardly
ever went.

“He must lurk here among the tall ferns,” Biafu said.

“I don’t see him,” Deeba said.

“I don’t hear him,” Gunde said.
“If there really is such an animal we shall certainly catch him at the

water hole,” Biafu said.

So they went down through the dense brush and the tall terns until
they came to where the river made its way through the jungle. The
banks of the river were marked with the footprints of the gazelle, the
antelope, the buffalo, and the leopard.

“We'll wait for him here, and when he comes to drink we shall kill
him,” Biafu said.

He found a tall tree by the edge of the water. It sloped outward
over the river, so that any animal that came to drink would be under
its branches . . ..

He went up into the branches of the tree overhanging the water
and hid among the leaves. Gunde and Deeba crawled into the dense

brush and waited.
Time passed. Antelope came down to the water and drank and

went away. Night came, and owls called back and forth. Leop-
ards came silently to drink, and went away. Biatu clung to his tree
and watched, his knife held tightly in his hand. Gunde and Deeba
crouched in the brush and waited for Biafu to shout.

The misty night grew old, and the moon moved across the sky.
Biafu kept thinking about how pleased the old people would be
when they had caught the One You Don’t See Coming. But he was
very tired. He began to nod. His eyes closed once, just for a short mo-
ment. They closed again, just a little longer. Then he was aware that

his mind was slipping away into the night. He jerked himself awake,
and his heart beat fast, for he knew that the animal was there.

He waved his knife and shouted:

“I see you! I see you!”

Deeba and Gunde ran as fast as they could to the edge of the water.
“Where is he!” they shouted. “Where is he!”

“Ah, he came and then he fled!” Biatu said. “Go back to your
hiding place and wait.”

Deeba and Gunde went back and crouched in the brush again. Biafu
sat up very straight, waiting for the One You Don’t See Coming to
return. He peered through the darkness at the river. He heard nothing
except the owls and the frogs in the distance. The moon moved across

- the sky.

A great heaviness came over Biafu’s mind. No matter how hard he
tried to keep them open, his eyes kept closing. For a moment he
forgot everything. He seemed to be floating away. The tree swayed in
the wind. Biatu clutched at the branches and opened his eyes. He
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waved his knife in the air and shouted:

“I see you! I see you!”

Again Deeba and Gunde came running, with their spears ready.

“Where is he! Where is he!” they shouted, trying to see in the
darkness.

“He is near, he came up in the tree!” Biafu said. “He seized me, but
[ shook him off! Go back and hide again. Next time we will surely
get him. But don’t go so far, and run faster when you hear me
shout!”

So Deeba and Gunde went back in the brush and waited.

Biatu talked to himself and rubbed his eyes to keep awake. He
thought about the big celebration the village would have when he
returned from the hunt. A cloud moved slowly across the sky and
covered the moon. Things were very dark. There was no wind, and
the leaves stopped rustling. The owls in the distance grew silent. The
frogs stopped croaking.

And slowly, slowly, Biatu’s eyes closed. His memory slipped away
into the night. This time Sleep crept slowly upon him. Slowly, slow-
ly, Sleep loosened Biafu’s hold on the branches. Slowly Sleep pushed
Biafu’s head down on his chest. Biafu’s knife slipped from his hand
and fell into the water below. And slowly, slowly, Sleep pushed him,
harder and harder, until he was leaning sideways. And suddenly Sleep
seized Biatu and flung him down into the river below.

“Deeba! Gunde! He has me! He has me!” Biafu shouted.

They came running, ready for a great struggle, but they were too
late, they only saw Biafu. Sleep was not there.

“Where is he! Where is he!” they shouted as Biatu came dripping
out of the water.

“He climbed into the tree, and he threw me into the water!” Biatu

said.

He sat down unhappily by the edge of the river and began to think.
He was silent a long time, and then he said to Deeba and Gunde:

“It’s no use hunting Sleep. The old people are right. And anyway,
he’s not like the leopard, who steals our goats and doesn’t bring them
back. What Sleep steals he steals just for a few hours, and when |
morning comes you are whole again.” |

So the hunters took their weapons and hunted an antelope, and
they carried it back to the village for a feast. The old people were
glad, but they asked about Sleep.

“We almost saw him,” Deeba said.

“I wrestled with him in a tree,” Biafu said, “but I couldn’t hold
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him.
“He threw Biafu into the river,” Gunde said.
“It’s the way I've always said,” Biafu said with dignity. “You can’t
see the coming of Sleep. You almost see him but you never do.”

From The Cow-Tail Switch, by Harold Courlander and George Herzog, Copyright ©
1947, Henry Holt and Company. Copyright © 1981, Harold Courlander and George

Herzog.
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1 Question: What is sleep? |
Maharshi: How can you know sleep when you are awake? The

answer is to go to sleep and find out what it is.
Question: But I cannot know it in this way. |
Maharshi: This question must be raised in sleep.
Question: But I cannot raise the question then. |
Maharshi: So that is sleep. |

— Sri Ramana Maharshi

[11 May we not imagine that possibly this earthly life of ours is to the
other life what sleep is to waking? May not all our life be a dream and
death an awakening? But an awakening to what? And supposing that
everything is but the dream of God and that God one day will awake?
Will he remember his dream?

— Miguel de Unamuno

v

But is there such a thing as sleep in heaven?
Surely not! In heaven there is no sleep,
nor is there sitting.

— Midrash on Psalm 121:4




Vi

Vil

One who has lived many years in a city, so soon as he goes to sleep,

Beholds another city full of good and evil, and his own city vanishes
fmm his mind.

He does not say to himself, “This is a new city: I am a stranger here”;

Nay, he thinks he has always lived in this city and was born and bred
in it

What wonder, then, if the soul does not remember her ancient abode
and birth-place,

Since she is wrapt in the slumber of this world, like a star covered by
clouds?

— Jalalw’l-Din Rami

Cheng of Hwating asked to see an influential person of the locality.
But before the other entered the room he fell asleep, and snored in his
seat. The other came in, but, finding the visitor sleeping, had not the
heart to wake him, and slept too in the seat in front of him. A little
later Cheng woke, and, seeing the other asleep, went to sleep again.
Then the other woke up, and seeing Cheng still asleep, he went to
sleep again too.

— Chinese story, Ch'ing Period.

I looked about me and could see that what we then were doing was like
a shadow cast upon the earth from yonder vision in the heavens, so
bright it was and clear. I knew the real was yonder and the darkened

dream of it was here.

— Black Elk
The waking have one common world,
but the sleeping turn aside
each into a world of his own.

— Heraclitus




[X

Another time the master again remained silent for a while and then
said, “I have been thoroughly kind to you, but do you understand?”

A monk asked, “What is the sense of remaining quiet without
uttering a word?”

The master said, “How you talk in your sleep!”

“T wish you to tell me the truth about Zen.”

“What is the use of snoring?”

—D.T. Suzuki

X When God created Adam, the angels mistook him for a deity. . .. But
when God put him to sleep, they knew he was a mortal.

— Talmud

X1 The recollected mind is awake
In the knowledge of the Atman
Which is dark m'ght to the ignorant.
The ignorant are awake in their sense-life
Which they think is daylight:
To the seer it is darkness.

— Bhagavad-Gita




X1l

You thumb there, wake up!

The kayak-rowers are about to leave you!
Forefinger there, wake up!

The umiak-rowers are about to leave you!
Middle finger there, wake up!

The wood-gatherers are about to leave you!
Ring-finger there, wake up!

The berry-gatherers are about to leave you!
Little finger there, wake up!

The crake-heather-gatherers are about to leave you!
— Eskimo children’s song

The awakening to the mystery of life is a revolutionary event; in it an
old world is destroyed so that a new and better one may take its place,
and all things are affected by the change. We ourselves have become
mysterious strangers in our own eyes and tremblingly we ask ourselves
who we are, whence we came, whither we are bound. Are we the being
who is called by our name, whom we thought we knew so well in the
past? Are we the form we see in the mirror, our body, offspring of our
parents? Who, then, is it that feels and thinks within us, that wills and
struggles, plans and dreams, that can oppose and control this physical
body which we thought to be ourselves? We wake up to realize that we
have never known ourselves, that we have lived as in a blind dream of

ceaseless activity in which there was never a moment of self recollection.
—J. J. van der Leenw
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X1V

XV

A term of delay in which to awaken
is accorded the soul
If only it wakes an instant
before the expiration of this delay,
recognizes God, and chooses Him,
then the soul is saved.

— Simone Weil

In the Book of the Elixir it is said: The hen can hatch her eggs
because her heart is always listening. That is an important magic
spell. The reason the hen can hatch the eggs is because of the power
to heat. But the power ofthe heat can only warm the sheﬂs; it cannot
penetrate into the interior. Therefore with her heart she conducts this
power inward. This she does with her hearing. In this way she con-
centrates her whole heart. When the heat penetrates, the power pen-
etrates, and the chick receives the power of the heat and begins to live.
Therefore a hen, even when she has left her eggs, always has the at-
titude of listening with bent ear. Thus the concentration of the spirit is
not 1'rzt€rmpted. Because the concentration of the spirit mﬁ%rs no 1n-
terruption, neither does the power of heat suffer interruption day or
night, and the spirit wakes to life. The awakening of the spirit is ac-
complished because the heart has first died. When a man can let his
heart die, then the primordial spirit wakes to life. To kill the heart
does not mean to let it dry and wither away, but it means that it is
undivided and gathered into one.

— The Secret of the Golden Flower




XVI

XVII

Take heed, watch, for you do not know when the time will come. It is
like a man going on a journey, when he leaves home and puts his ser-
vants in charge, each with his work, and commands the doorkeeper to
be on the watch. Watch therefore— for you do not know when the mas-
ter of the house will come, in the evening, or at midnight, or at cock-
crow, or in the morning — lest he come suddenly and find you asleep.
And what I say to you I say to all: Watch.

— Mark 13:33-37

It happened at times that voices out of the depths called to the Baal-
Shem at night, and his ear became awake and attentive though sleep
still encompassed his senses. He distinguished then with great clarity
how out of the distances the cry from the mouth of many ancient things
was on its way to him, and a single murmur of terrible woe visited his
bed. The voices reached his heart and awakened it.

— Martin Buber

X VIII

And this is the great delight of this awakening: to know the creatures
through God and not God through the creatures; to know the effect

through their cause and not the cause through the effects.
— St. John of the Cross
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XIX Sleep is the similitude of death and wakiﬂg of the resurrection.
—al-Ghazali

XX Having awakened to the Formless Self
Dying without death, born without birth

[ disport myself through

the triple world.

— Hisamatsu Shin’ichi

XXI The suddeness of the Awakening contrasts with the length of the
Way . .. much as the sudden release of the arrow contrasts with the
archer’s long training.
— Ananda Coomaraswamy

XXII

He, the highest Person,

who is awake in us while we are asleep,
shaping one lovely sight after another,
that alone is called the Immortal

— The Upanishads
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Krishna and King

Mucukunda: the
Sleeper Awakened

by Heinrich Zimmer

b

The Cosmic Being of the Jainas .. . . The slumbering God, “bearing the
world like a fruit in his belly,” is pottrayed by the Jainas whose cosmological
Jrame most accurately reflects the old, pre-A ryan, Indian world picture
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translated by Gerald Chapple and

James B. Lawson,

with the assistance of J. Michael McKnight

The story of King Mucukunda’s cosmic sleep is

familiar to readers of Joseph Campbell’s book,
The Hero with a Thousand Faces. The source
that Professor Campbell used for his rendering of
the myth, Heinrich Zimmer’s untranslated opus
Maya: Der indische Mythos (1936), is here
ably translated by Professors Gerald Chapple and
James Lawson of McMaster University. This
rendering of Mucukunda’s story first appeared in
the Eranos Jahrbuch, 1934, as part of a longer
Zimmer article which compared the Indian king
with Shakespeare’s Prince Hamlet.

King Mucukunda is not a king in the histor-
ical Western understanding of the term. He is a
mythological antecedent of human monarchs, a ti-
tanic warrior who fought bravely with the gods
(deva) at an early stage in the Hindu cycles of

time called yugas. His “sleep” can be likened to
a cosmic coma which takes a hero out of action
for aeons. His awakening occurs in an age which
is substantially different from the one he left
through his self-induced slumber.

From a Hindu perspective, King Mucukunda’s
sleep was merely a rest-stop in the soul’s long
journey through existence. It is not the goal of
life, for this deep sleep is not the same as the
highest realization known as moksa. Sleep pre-
vents the king from achieving the stage of san-
nyasin, the final crucial stage (a§rama) which all
twice-born individuals should pass through prior to
death. In his playful manner, Krishna spurs the
ancient king onward toward total conscious ab-
sorption in God.

Professor Campbell used the story of King

Mucukunda as an example of “refusal of the re-
turn.” Instead of following the full round of the
monomyth, which brings the hero back into the

familiar world with his prize, Mucukunda elects
to retreat still farther into the mountains. Many
signs, such as the diminutive size of men, reveal
to Mucukunda that the final time cycle (kali-
yuga) has dawned. The ancient warrior, his deep
sleep abated, leaves to pursue a higher awakening
in the solitude of the mountains. As Campbell
concludes, “And who shall say that his decision
was altogether without reason?”

— J. Michael McKnight

A king is slumbering inside a mountain,
sleeping his long sleep in the dark of his
cave —a motif we find in the myths and leg-
ends of many peoples. But what induced so
profound a sleep? What bade him seek rest
instead of the vigilance for kingly deeds?
What compels his sleep and what wakens
him once more? What is to happen, what
will he do when he awakes?

Myths and legends yield an array of an-

swers to these questions. India recounts the




myth of King Mucukunda, the hero of pre-
history who slept away countless ages in a
cave. Mandhatr, his father, had come into
the world by a miracle and been nourished
by the divine finger of the King of the
Gods, Indra himselt. Destined to be the only
king among men to attain Indra’s size, he
grew larger by suckling the god’s index
tinger; for since he was not of woman born,
no mother could nurture him. His father
had been pregnant with him a hundred
autumns long until the child could burst
forth from his father’s left side (the childless
Indra had accidentally drunk of the magic
potion prepared by the priests to make his
wife fertile).

[n those days when the world was young,
gods and men still intermingled freely and
physically. Wise seers gazed into the secret
powers to discover potent spells and power-
tul new rites; and there were also priests,
filled with the fire of asceticism, who could
perform magical acts. These two groups
helped the gods come to power. Now, the
dawn of the world is turbulent and shrouded
in mystery: the gods are not yet the true
rulers of the world —“immortals” and
“dwellers in heaven.” They are competing
for divine rank with the titans, their half-
brothers by the same father, the “Lord of
All Progeny” (Prajapati), the primordial
Tortoise-Man (KasSyapa); humans give help
to both sides. In the end it is the gods who
have the good fortune to ascend to power
and order the world: they surmount the
back of heaven; they gain the sun, the seat
of everlasting life; they drink the potion of
immortality (amrta, “ambrosia”). In the
same way that Zeus defeats the titans, and
the gods of the Eddas conquer the giants,
these gods master their rivals; by their cun-
ning and resourcefulness they lay low the
brute but superior force opposing them, re-
ducing it to mere demonic strength, etfec-

tive only in the form of anti-gods.
But in their battles with these demonic
anti-gods, the gods need assistance from

humans and their sacerdotal magic arts. Side
by side with Indra and the gods stand the
mighty archer-kings on their chariots. Now
Mucukunda was one of those heroes who
helped the gods of old to victory. The battle
won, the gods allowed him to make a wish:
he could wish for anything within their
power to give him. Whereupon he wished
to be able to sleep forever —so tired was he
from fighting, or so the story has it. And
anyone who might disturb his sleep was to
be burned to ashes by the first gleam from
the eyes of the awakening king.

His wish was granted. He slept in a cave
through three of the world’s ages. Then,
at the dawn of the fourth and tinal one,
Vishnu, the God of the Universe, came
down to earth in the form of Krishna, the
Savior-Hero, to do battle with the world’s
demonic forces (who were in the guise of
human fiends and tormenting monsters) and
to announce to the fourth age, in the
Bhagavadygita, his way of salvation.' And not
until that moment was Mucukunda roused

from his sleep.
By conquering the demons in all kinds of

shapes, Krishna, from his obscure begin-
nings, had risen to become the foremost
hero of the tribe which Vishnu, the God of
the Universe, had honored with his incarna-
tion. Soon he saw his people being threat-
ened by barbarians from the northwest. As
it it were mere child’s play, he vanquished
them in a manner befitting his divine na-
ture: with a crafty ploy. He crowned him-
self with lotuses and, like the new, waxing,
crescent moon, he walked unarmed out of
his fortified city to lure the king of the
enemy army into trying to catch him. Flee-
ing from him, he enticed him into a cave.
There the king found someone lying asleep
and thought: “Has he lured me all this way
so that he can play the harmless sleeper?”
He gave the person lying there a kick. And
then did Mucukunda arise from his age-old
sleep and slowly open his eyes. His gaze
took measure of the cave until it fell upon
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the man standing there —who then burst in-
to flames and was reduced to ashes.

Then Mucukunda’s gaze fell upon the
God of the Universe in his human shape who
had playfully hidden himself from his pur-
suer and, mindful of the ancient prophecy,
the hero recognized Krishna by his shining
splendor. Now fully conscious, Mucukunda
found himself reluctantly abandoned once
again to the aimless play of successive incar-
nations, to the senseless alternation of long-
ing and loss, to the deceptive pleasures of
the self-conscious ego and its despair, from
which the god’s eternally glittering maya is
woven. At this moment the true meaning
behind his wish for unceasing sleep becomes
clear: it was not exhaustion from the cosmic
struggles and victories he had taken part in
that compelled him to disdain god-like
splendor and delight in the world. He real-
ized what human life was: he was achieving
a sense of its endless flux and aimless alter-
nation of delight and pain; this led to the
revelation of the reason why he wanted to
turn to ashes anyone who dared waken him.
He speaks these words to Krishna:

“For eternities I have been wandering
around in the ring of this sarsara; the fire of

great suffering has been overwhelming, and
nowhere have I found peace and rest. Pain I
thought pleasure. Mirages on the desert
sands I took for refreshing waters. I reached
out for joys; they brought me torment.
Royal power and dominion over the earth,
might and wealth, friends, children, a
spouse and a royal retinue and all things of
the senses—I embraced them all because
they seemed to me joy, yet all was trans-
formed and its essence turned into torment-
ing fire. I managed to ascend into the
company of the gods who wanted me as
their companion —but where was here the
peace of eternal rest? Deluded by your maya,
Lord, all creatures stumble into birth, old

age, death, and every manner of misery.
They behold amongst all these the god of
the dead and find, in their individual hells,
unmitigated suffering in every conceivable
shape —all comes from you. Dazzled by
your maya, I have fallen completely into the
clutches of the world and am wandering
aimlessly in the depths of the bottomless pit-
fall of the self. And so I seek my refuge in
you, the Unbounded One, the Venerable
One. I yearn for release from all of this.”
Mucukunda’s pious plea for salvation finds
an ear to hear. In a state of grace through
the promise of salvation, the ancient hero

falls at the feet of the Lord of the Worlds.
Then he comes out of the cave, which had

been sheltering him dreamless like a thing
unborn; he emerges from the earth’s ma-
ternal womb born anew, destined for transi-
tory reincarnations in divine glory and the
world of men, as was prophesied by the
mouth of Krishna. And these rebirths will
make him forget the infinite number of his
previous incarnations and will raise him to-
ward the state of dissolution in the highest
god —the god who gives birth in play to the
whole world and all the creatures therein,
who then reabsorbs them into himself, and
who transcends all things.

He emerges from the jaws of his cave —
into a world transtormed! How tiny have
men become since the dawn of the world’s
beginning when last he saw them! Suddenly
it strikes him: The world’s final age is now
dawning, and he sets forth into the solitude
of the mountains where as a fervent ascetic
he undergoes constant purifications in the
approach to his god.

What had been happening while he slept?
We recall that, at the beginning of the
world, the gods had come forth from its
seething surge of energy and gained power in
victorious struggle, whereupon Mucukunda
had fallen into his timeless sleep. Now since
then, the divine order which Brahma ini-
tially imposed on the world has become
feeble and obscured. Stunted and stale, the
world is standing at the threshold of its ulti-
mate age, when it will waste completely

away. O
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Lines to a Granny*

by A.K. Ramanujan

Granny,
tell me again in the dark
about the wandering prince;
and his steed, with a neem-leaf mark
upon his brow, will prance
again to splash his noonday image
in the sleep of these pools. He will break
with sesame words
known only to the birds,
the cobweb curtained door; and wake
the sentinel, the bawdy cook<ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>