





Meditation is not a means to realize our desires,
to become more effective, or to develop psychic abilities.

Meditation is not a means to anything.

It is the end of all such becoming
as our simple-minded flesh and bones could want.

When we reach this end that is meditation, a new life begins.

It is not our life,
not the life we used to name with our name
and carry around like a trophy of rare achievement
but life itself, flashing through what used to be us.

Meditation is life without name,
without form.

Meditation comes first
and last.

Meditation bookends all becoming
with its fiery finality.

We can’t understand this;
we can only burn the trophy case

and then live gloriously in the new life that is meditation.



Grammatically, to meditate is a verb.
Realistically, this is not true.
In reality, meditation is not a verb.

Verbs imply time.
Meditation is timeless.

Verbs imply doing.
Meditation transcends doing.

Verbs imply becoming.
Meditation is.

Verbs are conjugated.
Meditation is undivided, unchanged, all-embracing.

The heart of meditation is
eternity without center or edge,
pure lovers braided and blended

by other lovers we can never meet.



Verbs imply becoming.
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Concentration is a useful skill,

a manipulation of attention and energy.
Concentration helps us realize our desires,
become more effective, and develop latent capacities.

Meditation is not a useful skill
and it doesn’t help us in the way concentration does.

Concentration is to meditation
as a pocket lighter is to the sun, as a single tear is to an ocean.

Meditation means to be transcendently awake.

When we are this wide awake,
the little world disappears

in the same way sleep does
when the alarm clock goes off.

Meditation means to be so wide awake
that nothing need ever be said
because the mystery is self-evident and everything is just as it is.
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PRIDE

Meditation can not be practiced,
so it can’t swell the toxic pride-gland of practitioners.

Within meditation, all is too quiet
for doers of something and their halos
of achievement.

Within meditation,
there are no successes and wretched failures,
no powerful kicks, no pretenders to the throne.

There is only the one silent prince,
who makes all measures into himself.



6‘There is only the one silent prince.







There is no “how” to meditation.
It isn’t something we do.
It is what we are,
underneath the skin, meat, and seeds
of the guava-body.

All techniques require
effort,
intention,
discipline,
will.

The incantatory means of mantra,
the practice of postures and control of breath,
sweeping the mind’s porch
and scrubbing cells clean of clutter —
these are techniques of concentration, not meditation.

Concentration wears a watch and knows
when to start and when to stop.
Concentration owns a ruler to measure progress.

Meditation has neither watch nor ruler.
Meditation never begins and never ends.

Meditation is a feast wholly unto itself,
with you and | centerpieces on its handcrafted table.





