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Publisher’s Note to the Reader

As a service to our readers, we preface this new publication
from The Dawn Horse Press with the following critical appre-
ciation of the secret biography of the Tibetan Crazy Adept
Drukpa Kunley in the light of Master Da Free John’s Radical
Transcendentalism. The object of this appraisal is to allow the
reader to understand this book in a larger spiritual context. Our
comments are based on the seven stages of life—a unique and
comprehensive model or map of Man’s total potential for
psycho-spiritual development—as formulated by Master Da.
The first three stages represent Man’s lowest forms of adapta-
tion. The other four stages constitute increasingly higher levels
of adaptation, up to and including full self-transcendence or
Enlightenment in the seventh stage. When spiritual life is
engaged, the first three stages—which, in the “normal™ human
being, are merely reactive or purely egoic adaptations to life—
must be recapitulated from the point of view of self-
transcendence. The seven stages may be characterized in brief as
follows:

First Stage: vital-physical adaptation, generally occupying
the first seven years of life;

Second Stage: emotional-sexual adaptation, in which the
individual learns to be relational, occupying the next seven
years of lfe;

Third Stage: mental-intentional adaptation, generally extend-
ing over the third seven-year period of life;

Fourth Stage: psychic adaptation, or the awakening of the
higher feeling capacity, characterized by the submission of all
lower functions of the body-mind to the moral or sacrificial
disposition of the awakened “heart™

Fifth Stage: higher mental adaptation, corresponding to the
awakening of the brain core, as achieved by yogins and mystics
and culminating in the experience of nonconceptual ecstasy
(nirvikalpa-samadhi),

Sixth Stage: transcendental-intuitive adaptation, correspond-
ing to conventional Self-Realization or the inversion of atten-
tion upon its own Source, the “witnessing™ Consciousness, to
the exclusion of all objects;



Seventh Stage: perfect adaptation, or the Translation of Man
into the “Radiant Transcendental Being,” which is the native or
intuitive identification with the 1dentity of all beings and things,
without involving any strategic introversion or extroversion.
This is the Ecstatic disposition of Sahaj Samadhi or the “open-
eyed,” free noticing of arising conditions. When no conditions
arise and there i1s simply the Unqualified Reality, Sahaj Samadhi
becomes Bhava Samadhi.!

I. For a fuller description of the seven stages of life see The Fire Gospel:
Essayvs and Talks on Spiritual Baptism, by Da Free John (Clearlake, Calif::
The Dawn Horse Press, 1982), Appendix A, pp. 198-206.



Editor’s Introduction

Drukpa Kunley and the Crazy Wisdom
Method of Teaching

by Georg Feuerstein

This volume records some of the stories about the Adept
Drukpa Kunley (Tib.: ‘Brug-pa Kun-legs), which to this day are
favorites of the people of Tibet and the surrounding regions.
Whatever the historical credibility of these stories may be, they
deserve our full attention for two reasons: first, because Drukpa
Kunley counts among the most celebrated Adepts of the
Himalayan countries, and second, because he belonged to the
tradition of “Crazy Wisdom,” of which precious little is known
in the West.

Like that other great and in the West better known Tibetan
Adept Milarepa (1040-1123), Drukpa Kunley was a “madman”
(smyon-pa), an Enlightened “eccentric.” But unlike Milarepa,
who was a celibate teaching by means of poetry and song,
Drukpa Kunley used poetry, song, dance, humor, drink, and
not least sex to Teach his contemporaries the great Lesson of
spiritual life: that the individual being, with its countless likes
and dislikes, is constantly immersed in the universal Reality-
Bliss beyond all personal preferences, feelings, and thoughts;
that the phenomenal world (samsara) is indeed coessential with
the transcendental Reality (nirvana).

Drukpa Kunley, in the style of all the “divine madmen”
before and after him, was a relentless critic of what the modern
Crazy Adept Da Free John calls the “usual man™—whether he
has donned a monk’ garb or labors in the field. Drukpa
Kunley mocked the secular and religious establishment, railed
against commonplace morality and conventionalism, and lashed
out against the narrow-mindedness of the earthling who does
little more than stake out and defend his own insular existence.

The Spiritual Master is indeed a voice that rises in this
wilderness, to Awaken every neighbor from the illusion of
his acre of land, his ordinary pond. his body-mind. It is a
necessary voice, the voice that sounds whenever the Truth of
human experience is Revealed to one who 1s Awake. There-
fore, such a one speaks, even with urgency and anger. It 1s
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the prophetic voice, the awful shout, expressed with all the
gestures of frustrated Divinity.!

The motivation for Drukpa Kunley’s unusual exploits was
not personal gain or self-aggrandizement. but the spontaneous
desire to Enlighten others. “What I do is not the way I am, but
the way 1 teach™? 1s Master Da’s explanation of the Crazy
Adept’s unorthodox Teaching methods. “Care-free renuncia-
tion, an excess of compassion, total lack of inhibition. skilful
use of shock-therapy. tears and laughter, are the specific
characteristics of the divine madman,” writes the translator of
this volume (p. 28).

In the West, but also in the East—wherever religious fun-
damentalism or a dualistic metaphysics holds reign, spiritual life
1s characternistically viewed in opposition to material, bodily
existence. If 1t 1s regarded as legitimate at all, as it barely is in
our society, it is generally promoted as an other-worldly,
ascetical. and ethereal pursuit. Such spirituality is based on the
presumption that Man is a disembodied. unfeeling, sexless, and
relationless entity.

Crazy Wisdom Adepts have an altogether different view of
Man and life in general. For them, Enlightenment i1s a whole-
bodily Realization that does not presuppose a world-negative
attitude, a disposition of mystical inversion, and esoteric ascent
of awareness. They know Reality to be here and now and
nondistinct from the creative struggle of life. As Master Da
Free John writes:

We must surrender to and into the Present God. God is
not elsewhere in relation to us now. God 1s always Present,
Alive as all beings, Manifest as the total world. Our obligation
1s not to invert and go elsewhere to God, nor to extrovert
and exploit ourselves in the self-possessed or anti-ecstatic
mood that presumes God to be absent or non-existent. Our
obligation is to Awaken beyond our selves, beyond the
phenomena of body and mind. into That in which body and
mind inhere. When we are thus Awakened. our lives become

I. Bubba [Da] Free John, The Enlightenment of the Whole Bodvy
(Middletown, Calif.: The Dawn Horse Press. 1978). p. 152.

2. Ibid.. p. 53.
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the Incarnation Ritual of Man, whereby only God is evident
and only God is the Process of the present and the future.
That Way of Life is not bound to this world or any other
world, nor to any form of attention in body or mind. Rather,
the Way of Life is Ecstatic, God-Made, Free, Radiant, and
always already Happy.?

Although Drukpa Kunley, being a Buddhist, did not use the

term “God,” the mood of his Teaching is nevertheless akin to
that of Master Da. By his own testimony always “relaxing in
the stream of events” (p. 93) and “never working, letting reality
hang loosely” (p. 133), Drukpa was continually and spon-
taneously communicating the great Truth of “Emptiness™—that
“whatever arises is the Path of Release” (p. 133). This is what
Master Da calls seventh-stage Wisdom.

3.

One who abides in the Self of God in the seventh stage of
life is Awake to God under all conditions. He inheres in God
through Self-Realization (the moment to moment re-cogni-
tion of attention) and, as the Self, inheres in God as Infinite
Radiant Bliss. The Self is Awake to the Radiance of God. All
objects, all arising conditions are found to be a transparent
Play on the Radiant Immensity of the Divine Person. Thus,
in the seventh stage of life, the soul inheres in God as the Self,
and the Self inheres in God through re-cognition of everything
in God.

Therefore, in the seventh stage of life, the soul is Awake as
Love, or Ecstatic Worship of the Transcendental and All-
Pervading Divine Person. All inwardness is transcended. All
obsession with experiences, objects, and others is transcended.
There is constant re-cognition of all arising conditions of
experience, but all the while there is natural abiding in the
Ecstatic Love of God through radical intuition of the
Condition of everything.

Thus, in the seventh stage of life, the arising of attention
and experience is not at all prevented. The soul Awakens
from its exile in the world and its seclusion in the heart.

Da Free John, Scientific Proof of the Existence of God Will Soon Be

Announced by the White House! (Middletown, Calif.: The Dawn Horse
Press, 1980), p. 312.



There is only Ecstasy, or Perfect God-Love. Attention has
been Transformed, so that it is simply the Radiance of the
Self, rather than the binding gesture of an independent
consciousness.*

From the Realizer’s aerial view of existence, the world
process is essentially chaotic, nonsensical, and utterly unde-
pendable. Where the conventional, ego-entrenched mind
anxiously clings to meanings of its own making, and thereby
exposes itself to repeated frustration and suffering, the
Enlightened being sees the non-binding nature of all arising
conditions—and encounters them with a sense of irrepressible
humor. Perceiving God or Reality equally in everything, he
neither shies away from anything nor becomes obsessed with
any experience or idea. Because he is radically and irrevocably
Free, he can also abstain from them without repressing any
latent desires or tendencies. For the Realizer, life i1s Divine
Creativity or Play (/ila). In the language of Sufism, he 1s “drunk
with God,” which sacred inebrniation makes him immune to the
“poison of the world.”

In his God-intoxication or Ecstasy, however, he is prone to
behave at odds with the all-too-sober world of social convention.
In the eyes of the world, therefore, he is a radical, an anarchist
or eccentric—a lunatic. His very existence calls into question
the established order. Living, as he does, out of the plenitude of
the Whole, he has no need for any self-limitation. His entire life
is a towering symbol, a constant demonstration, of the fact that
the limitations the “usual man” presumes are merely neurotic
strategies to introduce a semblance of stability and orderliness
into the incessant flux of events that constitutes phenomenal
existence.

The “divine madman™ demonstrates that it is not necessary to
sleep eight hours a day to feel good, or to eat three meals a day
to maintain the body in a fit condition, or to abstain from
sexual intercourse to promote spiritual growth. By his anoma-
lous and erratic behavior he spotlights the absurdity of all fixed,
man-made rules and prescriptions, whether they are designed to

4. Bubba [Da] Free John, The Enlightenment of the Whole Body,
p. 527.
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regulate mundane activities or spiritual life. His very unusual-
ness serves as a mirror to evince the intrinsic lopsidedness of
conventional experiencing, thinking. feeling, and doing. He is
an iconoclast who i1s wont to smash all our carefully erected
conventional 1mages of the world. In the light of his sublime
Realization, our ideas about life, our pet theories, and our
venerable customs are all seen to be merely huge prisons built
on sand.

Conventional religiosity and spirituality are not exempted
from the Crazy Adept’s criticism and ridicule. Nothing is sacred
to him who moves in, and is moved by, the Sacred itself.
Whatever springs from the human mind or heart can never be
more than an effigy—a fragile image of the Real. And the God-
Realized Adept, who is at one with the Real, will not suifer
substitutes. He has emerged from the dark cave with its
phantom shadows, and his whole life acts as a reminder that
mankind’s true place is in the Divine Light.

In India such a great being is also known as an avadhuta.
The esoteric significance of this word i1s explained in the
Kularnava-Tantra (chapter X) as follows:

a = the Immutable (akshara)

va = the Excellent (varenyva)

dhu = shaken off (dhuta) the fetters of the world
ta = “That Thou art” (tat tvam asi)

Thus, each syllable is a pointer to the transcendental Realization
of the avadhuta. This is how the Siddha-Siddhanta- Paddhati
(chapter V1), one of the earliest Hathayoga texts, describes the
Crazy Adept:

He who is firmly stationed in the center of the world,
devoid of all [fearful] trembling, whose
freedom-from-dejection [serves as] his loin cloth and
kharpara-stone—he is styled an avadhuta (v.5).

Whose limit is [naught but] the Supreme Consciousness,
whose knowledge of the [Ultimate] Object [serves as]
his sandals, and whose great vow [serves as] his
antelope skin—he is styled an avadhuta (v. 7).

Whose Light of Consciousness and Supreme Bliss [serve
as] his pair of earrings, who has ceased recitation with a
rosary—he is styled an avadhuta (v. 9).



Who moves with his inner-being into the Unthinkable,
into the remote Region within, who has that very Place
as his undergarment—he is styled an avadhuta (v. 12).

Who always turns round fully into the very center of
himself and who views the world with equanimity—he is
styled an avadhuta (v. 15).

Who is firmly established in his own Luminosity, who is
the Lustre of the nature of the Bright, who delights in
the world through Play—he is styled an avadhuta

(v. 19).

Who is sometimes an enjoyer, sometimes a renouncer,
sometimes a nudist or like a demon, sometimes a king,
‘and sometimes well-behaved—he is styled an avadhuta
(v. 20).5

The last stanza makes direct reference to his protean nature.
He is a trickster who can turn himself into anything at all. He
assumes no fixed roles and statuses. One day. or perhaps one
minute, he will act the beggar, and the next moment he will
behave lke an emperor. Thus, Hari Giri Baba (twentieth
century), of Vaijapur in Aurangabad district, India. was well
known for occasionally dressing up like a king. He would wear
silk and brocade, expensive shoes, and a stately turban and
expect to be treated like royalty. And then again he would go
about naked like the poorest beggar.

Understandably, discipleship under such a God-Realized
Adept is a hard school, but conceivably also the most direct
way to Realization. For, the student will have to abandon all
ideas of predictability and emotional security. His only assurance
is that the Adept will do his utmost to serve his Awakening. The
devotee’s principal task is to recognize in his Teacher an Agent
of the Enlightenment Process and simply surrender to him as
such. Master Da Free John observes:

Many so-called spiritual seekers are just Narcissus® in
drag. They don’t have enough gut for spiritual life. They are

5. Editor’s translation.

6. Narcissus. the self-lover of Greek mythology, 1s a key symbol in
Master Da Free John's description of Man as a self-possessed seeker.
enamored with what he does not recognize as his own image. one who



14

not interested in the demand that is the Guru. They are dogs
coming for a bone. . . . [The dog] does whatever he must,
until his master gives him the bone. And then he runs away
with the bone. . . . He doesn’t go back to his master again
until he’s out of bone. He does not go to his master in order
to be with him, to delight in him, to be mastered by him. He
only goes for another bone. Such is the ordinary spiritual
seeker. . . . But the Master waits for his true disciple to come
and submit to him.’

The disciple or devotee must come to understand that there is
absolutely nothing to hold on to. In his surrender to the Adept,
he has to learn perfect self-rehance, or rather, Self-reliance.
Until then he will be tested again and again. For, it is only when
one is totally immersed in the Bliss of the Whole that one
realizes, moment to moment, the non-binding nature of all
arising phenomena.

When the famous Buddhist scholar-saint Naropa approached
his teacher-to-be, Tilopa, for instruction, the latter took him to
a place where they met a prince in a chariot. Tilopa suggested
that if he had a disciple, that disciple would drag the nobleman
out of his chariot and manhandle him. Naropa, who had
complete trust in the Wisdom of his newfound teacher, unhesi-
tatingly followed this indirect command. He almost lost his life
in the process because he was swiftly overpowered by the
prince’s bodyguard. Tilopa healed his wounds and then in-
structed him that “the deer of the body which believes in an I”
deserves to be killed. Other similarly dramatic and unconven-
tional lessons followed. On one level, the story of Naropa’s
spiritual tests is an allegory, though Crazy Adepts have been

suffers in dilemma, contracted upon himself at every level of the being
from all relations and from the condition of relationship itself. “He is the
ancient one visible in the Greek ‘myth.” who was the universally adored
child of the gods, who rejected the loved-one and every form of love and
relationship, who was finally condemned to the contemplation of his own
image, until he suffered the fact of eternal separation and died in infinite
solitude.” (Da Free John, The Knee of Listening, rev. ed. [Middletown,
Calif: The Dawn Horse Press. 1978], p. 26).

7. Bubba [Da] Free John, The Method of the Siddhas, rev. ed.
(Middletown, Calif.: The Dawn Horse Press, 1978), p. 137.
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known to resort to such highly unorthodox ways of making a
particular Teaching point.

The symbolic incidents mentioned in Naropa’s biography
and the concrete historical “lessons” of living Adepts all demon-
strate the same underlying principle: that of transcending one’s
habitual self-limitation and fixation upon a particular aspect of
the Whole. We tend to identify with certain roles and ritual-
istically expect certain responses from our environment. Life is
movement, but the ego in its constant anxiety to place and
secure itself in this eternal flux creates borders, fences, and walls
where there are none. The ego itself is an illusion of solidity and
stability. Consequently, it is the main target of the Crazy
Adept’s attack.

There 1s a story about Neem Karoli Baba (?-1973), who one
evening was squatting in the street. A delegation of self-
important notables came along to pay their respects to him. He
invited them to sit down with him right there and then. It was
not until they had done so, with much reluctance, that he
consented to get up and accompany them to his nearby
hermitage.

Swami Samarth, also known as Akkalkot Maharaj (?-1878),
used to live in the home of one of his disciples. He would cause
much upset by his eccentric behavior, especially to the disciple’s
wife, who was only a reluctant devotee. The Swami would often
touch and thereby “pollute” the food before an offering could
be made to the Divine, or feed the cows the precious grain, or
pour water into the hearth. On one occasion he even expelled
his disciple’s family when his pupil was out of town, and it took
much pleading before the great Teacher changed his mind. All
these wayward acts are undoubtedly profoundly significant. But
in every instance there is a deliberate infringement of egoic
expectations, a bursting of customary forms of self-limitation.

Most Westerners, having been educated to worship reason
and rational order, may find it particularly difficult to under-
stand Crazy Wisdom and the Teaching methods and behavior
of Crazy Adepts. Yet, there is a little-known tradition of “divine
madmen™ even within Christianity—a predominant western
religion. But, estranged as we are from the religious roots of our
culture, we know nothing of the living wisdom of those who
followed the “glad tidings™ of Jesus of Nazareth at the margins
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of the conventional (or orthodox) religious ethos. We have long
forgotten the exemplary lives of Symeon of Emesa, Thomas of
Coelesyria, Andreas of Constantinople, Lucas of Ephesus—all
canonized saints and “divine madmen” or “Fools for Christ’s
Sake.” They were all living examples of the foolishness of which
St. Paul spoke in his first epistle to the Corinthians
(1:25; 3:18; 4:10).

St. Symeon (sixth century), for instance, was once to sell
beans for an innkeeper, but to the chagrin of his employer, he
distributed them free to the people. On one occasion he was
beaten for throwing nuts at people praying in church. He used
to relieve himself in public, and would often walk about naked,
throw stones at passersby, crawl on his belly, and associate with
harlots (though without having sexual intercourse with them).
He also regularly drank wine in taverns and often provoked
violence or was himself violent without apparent reason. He
also happened to work miracles, and these were often flavored
with humor. He was buried as any madman, but when shortly
afterwards his coffin was reopened to grant him a decent burial,
his corpse was not to be found.

St. Andreas (ca. 880-946) was a kindred “eccentric.” He
would drink water from puddles, sleep in dirt, gorge himself on
wine, and, like St. Symeon, visit harlots.

That it was not only the Eastern Orthodox Church that
spawned such Wise Fools is evident from the life of the great
Western Church father, St. Francis of Assisi (1184-1226). He
referred to himself and his pupils as “jesters of the Lord,” who
practiced “spiritual joy.” Although he never followed the
excesses of “obscenity” of the Fools for Christ’s Sake in the
Eastern branch of Christianity, he did make a point of trans-
gressing certain rules for the clergy and laity. Thus, on one
occasion he preached stark naked in church, provoking shock
and mockery.

Juniper (?-1258), a disciple of St. Francis, used similarly
unconventional means to awaken his flock. His greatest offense
was the sacrilegious act of clipping off adornments from the
altar to aid a poor woman.

Understandably, “solid” citizens are traumatized and outraged
by such capriciousness. But why are they shocked and offended?
They simply feel threatened. And they have good reason to feel
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threatened, because after all, their “all-is-well” universe is at
stake. By inclination we are loath to reconsider the (shaky)
premises upon which our lives are built. Basically, we are scared
to look at life as it really is. We want everything to be
harmonious, orderly, in place. Deep down we are all “home-
makers.” Yet, the common message to mankind from those
who are “mad” in God—whether they belong to the Christian
tradition or to one of the Eastern religions or cultures—is that
the material realm 1s not our “home” and that we are merely
trapping ourselves in an illusion of familarity.

Man is truly homeless in this finite realm, so long as he
identifies and 1s obsessed with a particular aspect, or location,
of the world. As that great Islamic mystic and poet Jalal ad Din
Rumi wrote in his Discourses (section 15):

In man there is a passion, an agony, an itch, an importunity
such that, though a hundred thousand worlds were his to
own, yet he would not rest nor find repose . .. All these
[worldly!] pleasures and pursuits are as a ladder. Inasmuch
as the steps of the ladder are not a place wherein to dwell and
abide but are for pressing on, happy is he who the quicker
becomes vigilant and aware. Then the road becomes short
for him, and he wastes not his life upon the steps of the
ladder.®

Man’s only Home is the omnipresent Transcendental Being
or Reality. It is our true ldentity. All else is a phantom, an
illusion, a dream. And it is this dream which the Adepts seek to
dispel.

Everyone is enchanted with un-Reality, enchanted with
the conventional appearance of every moment. and therefore
we cannot merely talk to people and break that spell. They
are not just thinking wrongly. They are altogether associated
with this moment in such a fashion that they are incapable of
being Awake to their actual Condition. In effect, then, you
cannot merely talk to them, you must cut them in half with a
big sword. You must blow their minds. You must shake

8. A. J. Arberry. Discourses of Ramr (London: John Murray, 1975).
p. 75.
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them loose. You must wholly divert them. You must trick
them. You must be wild to truly Enlighten people.

You can be a friendly professorial yogi or teacher and
communicate views of things that are simple sacred views or
philosophical views of Reality as a sacred Condition. You
can point to Consciousness, you can point to Mind, you can
give people yogic techniques for inverting their attention. All
of that can be done in a very orderly, gentlemanly manner,
but it will not break the spell. It will not Awaken people. At
most, it may help them harmonize their lives somewhat. It
may even help them realize a certain level of gnosis or
knowledge about things as they seem, but it will not
Enlighten them. It will not break the spell of un-Enlighten-
ment.

That task requires another kind of work altogether.
Breaking that spell requires the Mad Work, the Crazy Work,
the Wild Work of the Adept.?

Those who happen to come in contact with a Crazy Adept

enter a whirlwind whose unpredictable currents sweep away
anything that does not bend to the Divine Force or Siddhi. Yet,
while the puritan or “serious” seeker is astounded, shocked,
offended, and outraged, the “divine madman” is happily
immersed in the unsurpassable Bliss of the Transcendental
Reality. He is lodged in—he is—the still eye of the hurricane.
He has transcended all duality and has become the “Self of all
beings.” This paradoxical, totally Crazy condition is the true
seat of his exuberance and humor. Master Da Free John writes
about his own Realization and Teaching as follows:

9.

I am here to make a mockery of the universe, to demon-
strate that the universe is a laughing matter, so that you will
transcend it. I am here to tell the ultimate jokes—all seven of
them. There are seven eternal jokes, which are not revealed
in words—they are not quips or one-liners, but whole pieces
of existence, or stages of life. The seven stages of life are the
seven original jokes. They too are the fool of God. When you
transcend them by fulfilling them, then you are able to see

From an unpublished talk by Da Free John, September 25, 1982.
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the wonderment of God. When you have fulfilled the
Teaching of Truth, then you get the joke of human existence.

Living the stages of life, though a profound and necessary
gesture, is ultimately foolishness. The seven stages are stages
of laughter, each of which must, in its turn, become a great
laugh to you. You must be able to feel total pleasure in the
face of each stage of experience before you can go on to
complete the next stage. In your present level of realization,
however, you have not yet laughed at any of the stages of life.
You are still burdened by them, still carrying them around,
still being tested by them. You are not yet laughing at God’s
fool. You yourself will become God’s fool as you incarnate
and laugh at each of the stages of life. Even the seventh stage
of life, you will see, is a colossal lot of foolishness. The only
way to move through the seventh stage is to laugh your head
off. The seventh stage of life must become a laughing matter,
along with all the rest of your body and all its stages of
growth. You must get the seventh joke, which is the body
itself, the last laugh. That joke is eternal and its Humor is
Infinite Bliss.10

10. Da Free John, Scientific Proof of the Existence of God Will Soon be
Announced by the White House! pp. 377-78.
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‘The Lama hung his bow and arrows, and his
dog, on a sunbeam.’
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Foreword
by Choegyal Gyamutso Tulku

The Naljorpa Drukpa Kunley was an awakened Buddha, a
Master of Mahamudra and Dzokchen. | am very happy that
English readers now have the opportunity to read a full
account of a Tibetan Mahasiddha’s life. The stories in this
biography are not fiction or table — the events described
really happened. The lovely stories the Master left behind
him arc associated with existing landmarks, temples, and
homes. Even since Tibet has been closed to us, the pilgrim
can still find taith in the Naljorpa’s power spots, and scc his
belongings, in the castern Himalayas. This biography is tull
ot inspiration.

The biographies ot Tibetan saints are written in three
distinct styles. The ‘external biography™ gives us factual
intormation about the saint’s lite: where he was born; his
youth; how the change in his mind took place; how he
renounced the eight worldly preoccupations (praise and
blame, loss and gain, pleasure and pain and notoriety and
tame); how he gained an understanding ot karma; how he
met his teacher and took retuge in the Lama; how he
practised his moral precepts, study, and meditation, to gain
both relative and absolute compassion; how through the
maintenance of his SAMAYA vows and his accomplishment
of the two stages of Tantric practice, he brought his body,
spcech, and mind to full enhghtenment. The external
storics embody his teachings to common disciples and
beginners, and show the cvents of his lite in terms of
ordinary perception.

The ‘internal biography’ emphasizes the inner life, de-
scribing the universe in terms of meditation experience,
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stages of realization, Deities, Dakinis, YIDAM, and Buddhas
and their Pure Lands. It describes spiritual evolution in
terms of veins, subtle energies, and the essential, elemental
body (rtsa rlung thig-le).

In this work the stories are written mostly in the style of
the ‘secret biography’. Here the Lama’s life is fully revealed
in terms of his perfect activity, and there is no distinction
made between external events and the inner life. The path of
development has ended, and with complete abandon, the
Master is scen fulfilling the highest goal. He works without
any discrimination, inhibition, or sclfish motivation, to
give meaning to other people’s lives. It 1s called ‘secret’
because without having realized the Lama’s state of mind,
we cannot understand 1t, and because traditionally such
literature 1s kept hidden away from people who are follow-
ing a pure Hinayana discipline or the path of Mahayana
altruism. An uncensored account of the Lama’s activity 1s
likely to raise all sorts of doubts and fears in the minds of
devotees. Also, it i1s secret, a mystery, because a Buddha'’s
existence resolves the paradoxes and dualities of being. The
way Drukpa Kunley acts makes us understand how the
Three Precepts ot the Three Vehicles (Hinayana, Mahayana
and Vajrayana) can be combined without any contradiction.

We should understand that in his secret biography
Drukpa Kunley takes his consorts like Milarepa, who took
Tseringma to assist him in the final production of co-
emergent bliss and wisdom in enlightenment. Wherever the
Master finds his consorts, his great bliss awakens the
Dakini’s natural insight. Saraha, after a long tenure at
Nalanda University, took an arrow-smith’s daughter (a
Dakini) as his consort, and said: Only now am I a truly pure
Bhikshu.

Drukpa Kunley's lite shows us a liberated mind that is
tree from the preconceptions, preterences, bias, and mental
activity that bind us in tension and fear, and shows us a way
ot lite that frees us from emotional attachments and family
tics. He gives us a vision of mad indiscipline and free
wandering, and having accomplished the goal of his
Dharma in onc lifetime, he demonstrates a decepuvely
simple example and inspiration. His behaviour shows us the
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result of the practice of Milarepa’s precept: Concerning the
way to pursue your inner search, reject all that increases mind-
poisons and clinging to self even though it appears good; and, on the
contrary, practice all that counteracts the five mind-poisons, and
helps other beings, even though it appears to be bad: this is
essentially in accord with the Dharma.

Drukpa Kunley is not only revered by all the Tibetan
people. He is so beloved by the Bhutanese that they often
like to think that his title refers to a Bhutanese origin rather
than the Drukpa Kahgyu School. His style, his humour, his
carthiness, his compassion, his manner of relating to peo-
ple, won him a place in the hearts of all the Himalayan
peoples — the Sikkimese, the Assamese, the Ladakhis, the
Nepalis, the Kunnupas, and the Lahaulis. He may not have
been the greatest of scholars or metaphysicians, although he
lett some beautiful literature behind him, but he is the saint
closest to the hearts of the common people, the Buddha to
whom they feel most akin. For the common people it was
Drukpa Kunley who brought firc down from heaven, and
who touched them closest to the bone.

| pray that by spreading this fully enlightened laughter-
master’s lite-story to the ends of the carth, the myriads of
beings ot the present and the future may draw inspiration
trom his accomplishments in the Buddha-Dharma, so that
the dark age may turn into the citadel of Buddhahood.

DUGU CHOEGYAL GYAMTSO
(TULKU)

Full moon of the 2nd month

of the earth sheep year






Translator’s Introduction

This sublime and nbald biography of Drukpa Kunley,
Tibet’s most popular saint, is in the form of an anthology of
anecdotes and songs culled from both literary and oral,
Tibetan and Bhutanese, sources. It is the work of a contem-
porary Bhutanese monk and scholar fulfilling the current
need of Himalayan Buddhists for a new presentation of
Drukpa Kunley’s crazy-wisdom. This need arises at a time
of rapid change when traditional forms are suspect — much
as they were in Frangois Rabelais’s France. It appeared to us
that the unique ingredients of this hagiography, a positive
attitude to sex, an antipathy to organized religion and
priestcraft, and the anarchic life-style of an itinerant mystic,
would provide an ideal vehicle to carry the Tibetan Budd-
hist Tradition to those who would never read a formal
exposition of the doctrine. In the belief that the significance
of Tantra has important implications outside the formal
system of its practice, and wishing to inform and entertain
those already committed to the Tradition, we have taken
this opportunity to make a ‘secret’ biography available to
western readers. Hitherto, the reformist oriented holders of
the Tantric Lineages have observed the strictures adjuring
secrecy of Tantric literature; the unreformed schools have
always had a more liberal attitude. Although we expect an
adverse reaction from Buddhist schools adhering closely to
the Buddha Sakyamuni’s teaching in the ‘First Turning of
the Wheel’, we hope that the interest in the Tantras this
translation excites, the misconceptions that it removes, and
the insight and inspiration that it infuses, will vindicate us.
Rabelais’ anti-clerical and ribald masterpieces reflected a
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new feeling of dissatisfaction with a decadent tradition.
Drukpa Kunley’s attacks upon monasticism and organized
religion are consistent with the spirit of India’s perennial
Siddha tradition. This tradition produced the mystic poet
Saraha (Drukpa Kunley was a reincarnation of Saraha) who
sang his apocalyptic songs denigrating pious show, acade-
mic scholasticism, empty ritual, and self- r1ghteous mora-
lity. To this list Drukpa Kunley added profane and feckless
monastic sexuality, abuse of authority by privileged hier-
archs, exploitation of the ignorant and superstitious, pre-
occupation with peripheral religious concerns, wealth, and
fame, and many other forms of ‘spiritual materialism’. The
aim of both Saraha and Drukpa Kunley was to free the
human spirit’s divinity from slavery to religious institu-
tions, and moral and ritual conventions, that had originally
been dCSIgned to support spiritual endeavour (see page 109).
Both these Yogins, as exemplars of the uncompromising,
ascetic path, believed that total renunciation and detach-
ment, including detachment from religion and its institu-
tions, were necessary conditions for perfect happiness. In
Tibet, the Red-Hat struggle against the centralized,
hierarchical theocracy of Lhasa, which began in the 17th
century, can be viewed as a conflict between entropic
establishmentarian forces and the individual seeking to
work out his own salvation. This freedom is the cherished
ethos of the Tantric Tradition in general, and the Bhutanese
Tradition in particular, which Drukpa Kunley did so much
to foster; it 1s anarchic like the Christianity of the Desert
Fathers and the Islam of the Sufis. However, Drukpa
Kunley’s attacks on the establishment are never vicious. He
himself was a product of monastic training (though he grew
out of the spiritual nursery at an early age), and he must
have realized that the monastery provided a unique haven
for those with inferior capabilities and those with difterent
propensities in need of a social environment for their spiri-
tual evolution.

To emphasize the nature of the positive aspect of Drukpa
Kunley’s mystic path, the Path of Tantra, we considered The
Craft of Desire as a possible alternative title to this transla-
tion. Emotion, particularly desire, is not to be suppressed, it
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is to be purified. And then free of selfish motivation, in
fulfilment of the SAMAYA (the pledge to sustain ultimate
awareness), it 1s to be used to bring dis-illusionment,
awareness, and delight, to all beings. The stories of Drukpa
Kunley’s philandering should be read with this in mind, and
it will become evident why the craft with which he ex-
pressed his desire is irreproachable. To impute prurient
motivation to the Adept is to totally misconstrue the dy-
namic of his existence, and a prurient delight or disgust on
the reader’s part will indicate a failure to understand one of
life’s great mysteries and an essential message of the Tantras:
the blissful nature ot all phenomena is realized in the union
of duality (subject/object, consciousness/sensory stimuli,
male/female). Whether his consort is a human being or a
sensory field, the Adept participates in a consummate union
of skilful means (male) and awareness (female), compas-
sionate skilful means awakening the awareness potential of
the ‘Empty’ female counterpart. In this union, the Tantric
Mysteries, symbolized in mandalas of gods and goddesses,
are revealed. His sexual activity is only a part of his craft of
releasing people from ignorance — the universal psychosis
that occludes the Buddha-nature inherent in us all - and
eradicating the fixed notions of who we are and what we
should and should not do. The genius of his therapeutic
craft lies in spontaneous speech and action that awakens
awareness of an authentic existential reality. Qutrage and
laughter are the skilful means he employs to shock people
out of their lethargic acceptance of the neurotic status quo of
their minds, and out of their attachment to conventional
forms. All Drukpa Kunley’s relationships are determined
by the craft of his desire to attain his own and others’
simultaneous and continuous enlightenment.

Drukpa Kunley attained Buddhahood as a result of the
arduous, highly disciplined training in listening, pondering,
and meditating, which he received in the austere environ-
ment of the Tibetan monastic academy, following the
instructions and precepts, and receiving the authentic inner
initiations and empowerments of the Lamas of his school.
The Red-Hat, Drukpa Kahgyu School (one of the four major
Kahgyu Schools and intimately related to the Nyingmapa)
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had been established at Ralung in southern Tibet by his
ancestor, Palden Drukpa Rimpoche, an initiate of the
lincage established by Tilopa, Naropa, Marpa, and Mila-
repa (see Appendix 2, page 190). But once he had atrained
his goal, at an exceptionally young age, he transcended the
boundaries between the different schools; he became the
universal mystic. The monasteries of Drepung, Galden and
Tsurphu, which he ridiculed, all recall his visits with great
affection. Jealousy of one’s chosen method of spiritual
evolution functions, initially, like a tin pipe placed over a
seedling to protect it from the ravages of sheep or rabbits,
but, finally, 1t becomes necessary for the neophyte to stand
alone, free of all social supports and psychic crutches, as the
Guru demonstrates. This glorious isolation, in the world
but not of it, 1s one definition of the indefinable Great
Pertection (Dzokchen) and the Magnificent Stance (Maha-
mudra, Chakchen), which outside the schoolroom are syno-
nyms for Drukpa Kunley’s spiritual attainment (see pages
113-14).

Drukpa Kunley has become more than an historical
figure. In Bhutan he 1s a culture hero around whom a web of
stories and legends, facts and fictions, have been spun.
Tibetan beer-house raconteurs use his name interchange-
ably with the less than holy Agu Tomba, the lewd secular
character who recurs in Tibetan folklore to instruct in
popular wisdom. But in the abundance of authentic tales
told of him, he 1s the archetypal divine madman, whose
personality 1s formed by the imperatives of the mythic hero
of this mode of spiritual being. These imperatives are found
embedded in the legends of the Eighty Four Indian Maha-
siddhas, in the storics of the plethora of divine crazies who
appeared during the flowering of the Tibetan Tradition
(fourteenth to sixteenth centuries), and even today in Indian
villagers’ highest expectations of their Pagala Babas (mad
saints). Care-free renunciation, an cxcess of compassion,
total lack of inhibition, skilful use of shock-therapy, tears
and laughter, are the specific characteristics of the divine
madman. An itinerant mode of life, practised by a vast
variety of people, 1s socially acceptable throughout the East.
It insanity is defined as deviation from a psychological
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norm, the divine madman is truly crazy; but if a spiritual
ideal 1s used as a yardstick, undoubtedly, it is the vast
majority of us who are insane.

A word should be said here on behalf of the Tibetan
people. Please do not delude yourselves that they are a
bawdy bunch. Although they have few neurotic obsessions
regarding sex, they have a strong sense of shame. Tibetan
women will blush at the mention of sex and look askance at
the ‘liberated’ western girl. Likewise, monks are inordi-
nately embarrassed by even the milder of Drukpa Kunley's
jokes. Even laymen, enjoying his humour hugely, have an
acute sense of the time and place. So although, initially,
western readers may be shocked to find sex and scripture
confounded, Tibetans are probably more sensitive to the
therapeutic effect of the stories.

In the second half of this book, Drukpa Kunley is seen in
Bhutan preoccupied with a peculiar activity that needs some
explanation. In the sixteenth century, the people of Bhutan
still lived under the spell of animist superstition, and it was
Drukpa Kunley’s duty and pleasure to enslave or destroy
the ‘demons’ which cowed the populace. The different
species of demons can best be explained as configurations of
various natural, elemental forces affecting the minds of
human beings, and inseparable from the fear and instinctual
responses that they incite. The seat of these forces may be
inside the body or without. For example, the demon of a
mountain pass can be a conformation of the latent powers of
the phenomena of cold, snow, wind, and high altitude,
given projected form and character by the common ex-
perience and imagination of many fearful, exhausted, and
triumphant men crossing the pass. Whether this demon
becomes substantialized as a discrete but subtle entity by
generations of worshippers is disputable, but certainly it
affects them as if it did possess an independent existence. A
further example: a serpent-demon can be the latent power
of disease or disaster, inherent as a virus or a potentially
dangerous ccological imbalence or instability in the ele-
ments of earth or water, confounded with the fear and
respect, say, that cholera and earthquakes produce. There
are many disparate forms of serpent demons, and cvery
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demon will be endowed with the peculiar characteristics of
its location and the various projections formed by diverse
human responses to it. The internal demons that bothered
Sakyamuni as he sat under the Bodhi Tree are ‘simple’
demons: the demon ‘fear of death’, for instance, can be
located in states of enervation and depression, and recog-
nized in both thought and emotion as well as in habitual
reaction patterns. The shaman, possessed by a demon, is
invested with black magical powers. Drukpa Kunley de-
monstrated not merely how to destroy demons, but how to
transform them into guardians and protectors of the
Buddhas’ Truth. The agent of transformation that effects
this miracle is the immutable strength and consistency of
the ultimate, transcending awareness of the mind, symbo-
lized herein by Drukpa Kunley’s stick with a penis head, or
by his own penis (Vajra, Dorje), referred to as ‘The Flaming
Thunderbolt of Wisdom’. The demon takes refuge in
Buddha immediately the Dorje reveals its Empty nature,
and, thereafter, so long as the Master occasionally reminds
the demon of his continuous intuitive awareness of demonic
apparitions’ essential Emptiness, it is tied to his will. What
originally were hostile elemental forces, and atavistic fears,

are now ferocious masks to frighten mterlopers intruding
upon the sanctuary of truth, and potent energies capable of
performing mundane tasks for the Adept — friendly helpers
on the path.

Our hero’s full personal name is Kunga Legpa’i Zangpo,
which is contracted to Kunga Legpa, or simply Kunleg
(Kunley). His title ‘Drukpa’ indicates that he belongs to the
Drukpa Kahgyu School, and that he is associated with
Bhutan. ‘Master of Truth’ (Chos-rje) indicates his mastery of
the Dharma, the Buddhas’ Law and its practice. ‘Lord of
Beings’ ('Gro-ba’i mgon-po) is an epithet of the Bodhisattva
of Compassion as the liberator of gods, men, titans, beasts,
hungry ghosts, and fiends. Since he is a Buddha, and Guru
Preceptor, to numerous of his contemporaries, and to his
disciples of succeeding generations, he is called ‘Lama’. The
title ‘Naljorpa’ (Yogin in Sanskrit, Yogi in the vernacular)
identifies him as an itinerant renunciate and Adept profi-
cient in meditation and magical manipulation; literally,



The Divine Madman 31

Naljorpa (rnal-"byor-pa) means ‘he who 1is tied to serenity’,
‘he who adheres to an authentic personal reality’, or ‘he who
is an embodiment of the union of male and female princi-
ples’. ‘Adept’ is a rendering of Druptop (siddha), one who has
gained both relative magical powers and realization of
reality’s ultimate nature. The last of Drukpa Kunley’s
epithets, Jadral (bya-bral), which I have rather flippantly
translated as ‘Duty-Free’, means that he abides in the free-
space of Mahamudra, wherein action is called Non-Action:
his motion 1s in such harmony with the universe that it
requires no effort or striving; spontaneous and uninhibited,
it transcends our concepts of work or activity. Three other
titles, often misunderstood, deserve definition. ‘Precious
One’ (Rimpoche) 1s the form that devotees use to address
their Lama, and serfs used to address their ecclesiastical
overlords. ‘ Tulku’ (Incarnation) has a profound metaphysi-
cal reality — 1t indicates the transforming emanation of the
Buddha-Essence — and in a political context it denominates
the titular head of a monastery. ‘Gomchen’, for which I have
been unable to find a pithy equivalent, is the name given to
an ascetic meditator who spends his life, or the major part of
it, In a cave or hut, often sealed, in the jungle or a Himalayan
fastness.

The Tibetan text (‘Gro-ba’i mgon-po chos-rje kun-dga’ legs-
pa’i rnam-thar rgya-mtsho’i snying-po mthong-ba don-ldan) was
compiled in 1966 by one of Bhutan’s most learned authori-
ties on Drukpa Kunley, Geshey Chaphu (dGe-shes Brag-
phug dge-"dun rin-chen). He wrote it at Kunga Choling, a
lovely hermitage below Sangchen Chokhor in the Paro
Valley in Bhutan. In accordance with traditional Tibetan
practice, his first draft was circulated amongst his scholarly
colleagues, notably the Lopons Nado, Pema, and Kunley,
for them to edit. Thus, we may be reasonably certain of the
authenticity of the stories, and that they did indeed originate
in the sixteenth century. Lopon Nado was responsible for
the revised printed edition published in Kalimpong (West
Bengal) that we, the translators, have utilized. The Kalim-
pong edition has proved very popular among Tibetan-
speaking people.

About the translation: our overriding aim has been to
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reflect the tenor of the Naljorpa’s life in an idiom equivalent
to that of the original text. Thus, far from attempting a
literal translation, in order to elucidate obscurities in both
primary meaning and connotation, and to achieve cogent
English prose, inevitable omission and interpretative ampli-
fication have been made. Apart from passages and songs
explicitly treating Tantric teaching, and requiring scrupu-
lous care and attention, the translation has been made in the
light of the interpretation of an educated layman. Sonam
Paljor’s help was indispensable, particularly in dealing with
the 1diom in which the text abounds. Other points to note:
repeated vulgarisms have been translated euphemuistically;
words such as ‘Emptiness’ (Sunyata) and ‘Empty’ (Sunya)
that lack the richness of the original term have been given a
distinguishing capital letter; proper names have been put
into approximate phonetics and translated only when
meaning is added; and Bhutanese place names have been
given their modern form, and an indication of their location
has been added in brackets where necessary. We apologize
to the spirit of Drukpa Kunley for any lapse in translation of
his inimitable puns, nuance, and humour, and any failing to
convey the multi-levelled meaning of his Dharma.

[ am very gratetul for Geshey Chaphu’s permission to
translate this work; to Drukpa Tuktse Rimpoche (the tutor
to the Drukchen who is the supreme Lama of the Drukpa
Kahgyu School) for his blessing upon the work and his
encouragement of it, at Hemis, Ladakh; to Choegyal Rim-
poche of Tashi Jong, Kangra Valley, who as a lineal descen-
dant of Drukpa Kunley has written the foreword and given
me invaluable encouragement; to my friend, Sonam Paljor,
a layman of Kathmandu, with whom with great pleasure I
read the text; and to Hal Kuloy for introducing me to the
text and providing the impetus for translation; to Lee
Baarslag for her illustrations done in a very short time; and
to Lobzang Gyamtso, Choje Rimpoche, Peter Cooper,
Linda Wellings, and my wife and all those who made this
book possible.

KEITH DOWMAN (KUNZANG TENZIN)
Kathmandu, Nepal
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Prologue

NAMO GURU BAY!

Drukpa Kunley, the Master of Truth, himself said,
‘It you think I have revealed any secrets, [ apologize;
It you think this a medley of nonsense, enjoy it"’
Such sentiments, here, I tully endorse.

The Great Master of Yoga, Kunga Legpai Palzangpo, was a
reincarnation of the Adepts Saraha and Shavaripa' who had
lived in India, the Land of the Saints. His essential nature
was the all-embracing field of Ultimate Reality. Free of
passionate impulses, his virtue fully matured, he was a
manifest Buddha, constituting in himself an infinitude of
perfected capabilities. Through his pre-eminently skilful
dance of life, controlling every situation for the sake of all
beings, he demonstrated his knowledge of the identity of
Samsara and Nirvana.? Without any equivocation he re-
vealed the magical signs of his accomplishment to the public
eye; and due to his unfailing intuition of delusory appea-
rances as a lie, he was free of all hypocrisy and deceit.
Through spontaneous execution and care-free enjoyment
of whatever it befell him to perform, he created immense
space and freedom in his mind; and since he had destroyed
all partiality in himself and shared his love equally with all
beings, he found himself a homeless renunciate. In a casual
encounter with him, people would abandon their attach-
ments to the outer show of this world like tattered rags.

On the surface, these stories report the activity of a man
of the world, but, ultimately, they reflect an inner life which
conforms to the Sutras, Tantras,? and the Lama’s precepts.
This revelation of a white magician’s wisdom is like a drop
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of ambrosia to be received upon the tip of a stalk of the
kusha grass of faith, a droplet taken from the ocean of
scriptural accounts of the Adept’s awakening, capable of
setting a seed of liberation in the stream of consciousness
merely by reading it. The Master himself abundantly
documented his life in his Collected Works, Instructions
and muiscellaneous writings. This autobiographical mate-
rial, augmented by faithful patrons’ written compositions
of the elders’ oral tradition, has been edited into a potpourri
in eight chapters subtitled, ‘Behold Her and Laugh!’

To begin with, to explain the subject matter, if you ask
for a taste of these stories regarding incompatibility: water
and butter are incompatible, blood and milk do not mix,
dust disagrees with the eye, thorns are unwelcome in the
sole of the foot, a large penis is uncongenial to a small
virgin, and falsehood is inimical to the Holy Scriptures.
Likewise, the casual indifference that you show for the earth
under your feet is incompatible with the Sacred Teaching -
you must read these stories with reverent attention and
faith. Further, if you ask for a taste of this biography as
regards ‘leaking’ when you read it: if you read it with shame
you will perspire, if you read it with deep faith you will
weep; 1if you read it with languor you will drool at the
mouth; if a woman reads it with lust her lotus flower will
moisten; and if anyone reads it and distorts it with an
opinionated mind, his soul will leak into the lower realms.
Accordingly, those individuals who have no reverence for
the Path of Tantra by virtue of their ignorance of Tantric
strictures and prohibitions, and those who despise disci-
pline, should not read it. If those who do not understand
that the original nature of mind is to be perceived in the
essence of the Insight/Skilful Means union read it, they will
sicken at the unadorned talk of private parts, talk that is
inimical to their faith in the Buddhas’ Teaching. So it is
umperative that you do not sit lackadaisically in attitudes of
disrespect, that you do not laugh raucously at dirty jokes,
and that you keep your minds awake, refraining from
indulging in interpretive fantasies. Listen in relaxation with
a clear mind.



1 How Drukpa Kunley became an
Ascetic Wanderer and how he
delivered the Lady Sumchokma
from the Ocean of Suffering

We bow at the feet of Kunga Legpa,

Possessor of the bow and arrow that slays the Ten Enemies,

Master of the hunting dog that kills dualizing tendencies,

And Bearer of the Shield of Loving Kindness, Compassion,
and Patience.

The Naljorpa,* Drukpa Kunley, came from an extremely
exalted family and spiritual lineage. In latter day Buddhist
India, there were many great Adepts, foremost of whom
was Narotapa.® Narotapa decided to gain rebirth in the
Land of the Snows to spread the teaching that gives mean-
ing and purpose to people’s lives. In that land of the
Bodhisattva Lotus-in-Hand,® near Yagyal in the east of the
province of Tsang, over the pass of the Mountain-Demon
Complete Contentment, in a place called Nyangto Saral,
there was a large nomad encampment. In that camp lived a
man named Zurpo Tsape of the family of Gya’ with his
wife, Maza Darkyi. Narotapa entered the womb of Maza
Darkyi, and was born the youngest of her seven sons, all of
whom were destined to become the pride of the land. This
particularly blessed youngest son was to be called the
Peerless, the Sun of the Land of Snows, Master of Truth,
Lord of Beings, Palden Drukpa Rimpoche.*

Palden Drukpa Rimpoche was born in the year of the
female-iron-snake in the third cycle (1161 AD), the year of
the Royal Bull.® His elder brother, the Son of Lhabum,
begat the Preceptor Bontak, who begat Dorje Lingpa Senge
Sherab, and the Exalted Layman, Senge Rinchen. Senge
Rinchen begat the Great Thirteenth of the lineage, Senge
Gyalpo, who begat Jamyang Kunga Senge, who begat the
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Master of Truth, Sherab Senge, and an emanation of the
Bodhisattva of Intelligence, Yeshe Rinchen. Yeshe Rinchen
begat an emanation of the Lord of the Mysteries, Namkha
Palzang, an emanation of the Bodhisattva of Compassion,
Sherab Zangpo, and the Attendant, Dorje Gyalpo. Dorje
Gyalpo begat the Official, Rinchen Zangpo. This Rinchen
Zangpo, descended from such an august line, was the
husband of Gonmokyi, who gave birth to the Master of
Truth, Kunga Legpai Zangpo,'? in the year of the wood-pig
in the eighth cycle (1455 AD).

The Master of Truth, Kunga Legpa was extremely pre-
cocious. With full memory of his previous life, he imitated
Naljorpas in meditation, he practised breathing exercises,
and yoga was his full preoccupation. These signs produced
great faith in his family and devotees. By his third year, he
could read with ease. When he was older, his father was
assassinated in a family feud, and disillusioned with the
world, he decided to enter upon the religious life. Leaving
his home, patrimony, family, and friends, as though they
were so much dust under his feet, he took the precepts of
layman and novice from Lama Nenying Choje. Later, he
received ordination as a monk from Jekhyen Rabpa of
Zhalu. The monk Sonam Chokpa taught him the Esoteric
Tantras of the Secret Mantra Tradition, while at the Lotus
Feet of Gyalwong Je, he learnt the complete doctrine of the
Drukpa Tradition, concentrating upon the Three Secret
Teachings'' of Palden Drukpa Rimpoche, the founder of his
spiritual lineage. At the Lotus Feet of the Sage Lhatsun
Chempo and others who combined meditative realization
with dialectic skill he heard and assimilated the teaching of
the entire Doctrine, and attained realization of the inner
meaning of the Four Initiations and Empowerments.'?> He
went on to absorb the secret treasury of initiation, precept,
and advice of many other Lamas.

Through a synthesis of the meaning of all the oral instruc-
tion he had received, he discovered the key to all realization:
BE AWARE! GUARD THE MIND! Upon this understanding,
he oftered his robes to the image of Buddha, and as a
mendicant wandering wherever he would, he abandoned
systematic yoga and meditation. He summarized his under-
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standing in these verses:

‘Failing to catch the spirit of the Buddhas,

What use is it to follow the letter of the Law?

Without an apprenticeship to a competent Master,

What use is great talent and intelligence?

Unable to love all beings as your sons,

What use 1s solemn prayer and ritual?

Ignorant of the sole point of the Three Vows, '3

What is gained by breaking each in turn?

Failing to realize that Buddha is within,

What reality can be found outside?

Incapable of a natural stream of meditation,

What can be gained by violating thought?

Unable to regulate life according to the seasons and the
time of the day,

Who are you but a muddled, indiscrimate fool?

If an enlightened perspective is not intuitively grasped,

What can be gained by a systematic search?

Living on borrowed time and energy, wasting your life,

Who will repay your debts in the future?

Wearing coarse and scanty clothing in great discomfort,

What can the ascetic gain by suffering the cold hells in this life?

The aspirant striving without specific instruction,

Like an ant climbing a sand hill, accomplishes nothing.

Gathering instruction, but ignoring meditation on the nature
of mind,

Is like starving oneself when the larder is full.

The sage who refuses to teach or write,

Is as useless as the jewel in the King Snake’s head.

The fool who knows nothing but prattles constantly,

Merely proclaims his ignorance to all.

Understanding the essence of the Teaching,'* practise it!’

By the age of twenty-five, Kunga Legpa had gained mas-
tery of both mundane and spiritual arts. He was accom-
plished in the arts of prescience, shape-shifting, and magical
display. Returning home to visit his mother in Ralung, '* she
failed to recognize his achievement and judged him merely
by his outward behaviour.

“Y ou must decide exactly who you are,’ she complained.
‘If you decide to devote yourself to the religious life, you
must work constantly for the good of others. If you are
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going to be a lay householder, you should take a wife who
can help your old mother in the house.’

Now the Naljorpa was instinctively guided at all times by
his vow to dedicate his sight, his ears, his mind, and his
sensibility, to others on the path, and knowing that the time
was ripe to demonstrate his crazy yet compassionate wis-
dom, he replied immediately, ‘If you want a daughter-in-
law, I'll go and find one.’

He went straight to the market place, where he found a
hundred-year-old hag with white hair and blue eyes, who
was bent at the waist and had not so much as a single tooth
in her head. ‘Old lady,’ he said, ‘today you must be my
bride. Come with me!’

The old woman was unable to rise, but Kunley put her on
his back, and carried her home to his mother.

‘O Ama! Ama!’ he called to her. “You wanted me to take a
wife, so I've just brought one home.’

‘If that’s the best that you can do, forget it,” moaned his
mother. ‘Take her back where she came from or you'’ll find
yourself looking after her. [ could do her work better than
she.’

‘All right,” said Kunley with studied resignation. ‘If you
can do her work for her, I'll take her back.’ And he returned
her to the market place.

Nearby lived the exalted abbot Ngawong Chogyal,'® an
incarnation of the Bodhisattva of Compassion'’ as a chaste
and holy man who sincerely practised the Creative and
Fulfilment Stages'® of meditation. During a break in his
devotions he thought to himself, ‘“The house belonging to
Kunga Legpa and his mother needs some improvement.
Every lay devotee should have a shrine room, and while
we're about it we could add a latrine. Now where should we
build the latrine? The east side of the house is definitely
unappealing. The south side seems rather unsuitable. The
west 1s saline, and the north is infested with angry
spirits. . . .

As Ngawong Chogyal was deliberating uncertainly in
this manner, Kunley returned from the market place. His
mother greeted him with this admonition, ‘A good son
should be like Ngawong Chogyal. See how he serves the
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monks, returns the kindness of his parents, works for the
welfare of all beings, and keeps himself spiritually pure.
He’s a true servant of the people!’

‘And yet your Ngawong Chogyal can’t even decide
where to build a latrine!’ laughed the Lama.

That night Kunley went to his mother’s bed carrying his
blanket.

‘What do you want?’ asked his mother.

‘This morning you said you’d perform a wife’s duties,
didn’t you?’ he replied.

“You shameless creature!’ responded his mother. ‘I said
I'd do her housework. Now don’t be so stupid. Go back to
your own bed.’

‘You should have said what you meant this morning,’ the
Lama told her, lying down. ‘It’s too late now. We are going
to sleep together.’

‘Shut up and go away, you miserable man!’ she swore at
him.

‘My knee has gone bad and I can’t get up. You'd better
resign yourself to it,” he persisted.

‘Even if you've no shame,’ she said, ‘what will other
people think? Just imagine the gossip!’

‘If you're afraid of gossip, we can keep it a secret,’ he
promised.

Finally, unable to find words to rebuff him, she said,
“You don’t have to listen to me, just don’t tell anyone else.
Anyhow, there’s a proverb that goes, *“To sell your body,
you don’t need a pimp; to hang a painted scroll you don’t
need a nail; and to wither your virtue, you don’t need a mat
in the sun.” So do it if you're going to!’

Her words fell into his ears like water into boiling ghee,
and he sprang up and left her alone.

Early next morning he went down to the market place
and shouted aloud, ‘Hey listen, you people! If you persist,
you can seduce even your own mother!” When the whole
crowd was aghast, he left. But by exposing the hidden
toibles of his mother, her faults were eradicated, her sins
expiated, and her troubles and afflictions removed. She
went on to live to the ripe old age of one hundred and thirty
years.,
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Soon after this incident, he told his mother that he was
going to Lhasa, and that in the future he would live the life
of a Naljorpa.

Then the Master of Truth, Lord of Beings, Kunga Legpa,
wandered to Lhasa as an itinerant Naljorpa. The market
place of the capital was as crowded as the night sky 1s with
stars. He found there Indians, Chinese, Newars, Ladakhis,
and Tibetans from the Northern Highlands, together with
people from Kham, Mongolia, Central Tibet, Tsang,
Dakpo, Kongpo, the cis-Himalayas and representatives of
every valley in the country. Nomads, farmers, Lamas,
officers, monks, nuns, Naljorpas, devotees, traders, and
pilgrims were all gathered together in the Holy City.

‘Listen to me, all you people!’ shouted the Lama. ‘I am
Drukpa Kunley of Ralung, and I have come here today,
without prejudice, to help you all. Where can I find the best
chung'? and the most beautiful women? Tell me!’

The crowd was startled, and muttered to one another,
“This madman says he’s come here for the sake of all beings
and then asks where he can find alcohol and women! What
kind of piety 1s that? He should be asking who is the greatest
Lama, which is the most desirable monastery, and where 1s
religion flourishing most strongly. But he has no such
questions. Most likely he’s the type of religious freak who
binds girls to the Wheel of Truth rather than demons!’

There was a man in the crowd with a white skin, a sooty
face, a head like a blacksmith’s hammer, staring bulging
eyes, lips like a sheep’s intestines, a forehead like an up-
turned begging bowl, and a neck as thin as a horse’s tail with
a vast goitre growing out of it. He shouted back at the
Lama, ‘You may try to tell us you’re a man, you idiot, but
you surely have no home; you may tell us you’re a bird, but
you have no perch; you may call yourself a deer, but you
have no forest; you may call yourself a beast, but you have
no lair; you may call yourself a devotee, but you have no
sect; you may call yourself a monk, but you have no
monastery; you may call yourself a Lama, but you have no
throne. You troublesome, presumptuous beggar! In the day
time you pick nits, and in the night time you get drunk and
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steal other men’s wives to play with. You are no holy man.
If you were, you would have a spiritual lineage. Tell us your
spiritual lineage!’

‘Oh you mad dog! Sit down and keep quiet!” Kunley
shouted in reply. ‘You want to know my origin and birth?
You want to know my spiritual lineage? Listen then, and I
will tell you.’?°

‘“This vagrant’s lineage 1s highly exalted,

It descends from the Vajra Bearer!

This vagrant’s Lama is truly exalted,

His name is Lama Palden Drukpa!

This vagrant’s Deity 1s truly exalted,

His name is Supreme Delight!

This vagrant’s Dakini is truly exalted,

Her name is Diamond Sow-Face!

This vagrant’s Protector is truly exalted,

His name 1s the Great Four-Armed Black One!’

When he had finished this verse his accuser was silent and
slunk away. Then an ancient man from Lhasa arose from
the crowd and prostrated to the Lama before singing this

‘Glorious Drukpa Kunley!

I live in the City of Lhasa

And Lhasa is famed for its beautiful women.
[t's impossible to name them all

But here are the names of the best of them:
Palzang Buti, Wongchuk Tsewong Zangpo,
Kalzang Pemo, Smiling Sangyay Gyalmo,
Sonam Dronma, Dancing Chokyi Wongmo,
And the Lamp of Lhasa Don Akyi.

Such are their names and there’s countless others.
And you'll find good chung in Lhasa.

Is this to your liking, Naljorpa?’

Kunley replied, ‘It seems that Lhasa is full of beautiful
women and good chung. I'll enjoy your town sometime!’
Then an old man from Sakya stood up and sang this song:

‘Glorious Kunga Legpa!

I am from the Land of Sakya

Where the beauty of the women is legendary.
It’s impossible to name them all
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But here are the names of our finest:

Asal Pemo, the maiden Gakyi,

Bumo Andruk, Lhacho Wongmo,

Asa Tsering Drolma

Dekyi Saldon, and Dasal Yangkyi.

Such are their names and there’s many more besides.
And we have excellent chung in Sakya.

Does this appeal to you Naljorpa?’

‘Yah! Yah!’ said the Lama. ‘I'll go to Sakya some day.’
Then an old man, this time from Ladakh, stood up and
said his piece:

‘Glorious Kunga Legpa!

I come from the Land of Ladakh

Where beautiful women are honoured.
If you ask me their names, I'll mention
Tsewong Lhadron, the maiden Chokyi,
The Highland Girl Atsong Bumo.
Lhachik Buti, Ama Akyi,

Karma Dechen Pemo, and Sonam Gyalmo —
Such are the names to remember.

We also have fine chung in Ladakh.

Will you come there to taste it Naljorpa?’

‘Yah! Yah!’ said the Naljorpa. ‘I'll come to Ladakh some
day?’

Next, an old woman from Bhutan arose and said, ‘You
Tibetans talk too much! The Naljorpa’s name is Drukpa®
Kunley not Tibetan Kunley!” And she sang this song:

‘Glorious Drukpa Kunley!

[ am from the Land of Bhutan

Which is full of sought-after beauties.

I cannot name all of our women

But here are some to remember:

Gokyi Palmo is the Dakini of Woche,

The Lady Adzom is the Dakini of Gomyul Sar Stupa,

Namkha Dronma of Pachang is the Dakini of Zhung Valley,

Palzang Buti is the Dakini of the Zhung Highlands,

Chodzom is the Dakini of Barpaisa in Wongyul,

Samten Tsemo, Lama Nyida Drakpa’s daughter, is the
Dakini of Paro,

Mistress Gyaldzom is the Dakini of Shar Khyungtsei
Chanden. . . .
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There are some names and there are countless others besides.
And we too have excellent chung.
Does Bhutan appeal to you, Naljorpa?’

‘Yah! Yah!’ said the Yogin. ‘One day I'll visit Bhutan and

drink your chung and enjoy your women!’
Finally, an old woman from Kongpo had her say:

‘O glorious Kunga Legpa!
I am from the Land of Kongpo
And these are the names of our belles:
Lhacho Pemo, the maiden Palzang,
Rinchen Gyalmo, Tsewong Gyalmo,
Tenzin Zangmo, Tseten Lhamo,
And Virgin Sumchok.
These are some of their names

And there are numerous others besides. . . .
And we, also, have first class chung.
Won’t you visit Kongpo, Naljorpa?’

‘Yah! Yah!" said the Naljorpa. ‘It seems that even in
Kongpo there are many beautiful women. But it’s not
sufficient merely to know of their existence, one must see
and experience them oneself. In particular, the girl called
Sumchok interests me. How old is she?’

‘She’s fifteen,’ replied the Kongpo woman.

“Then I must go there quickly before it’s too late’, said the
Lama. ‘Stay well all of you! I must go and find Sumchok!’

As the Lama was leaving Nyerong behind him on his way
to Kongpo (a province south-east of Lhasa), he encountered
five girls on the road.

‘Where are you from and where are you going?’ they
asked him.

‘[ come from behind me and I'm going on ahead’, he
smiled.

‘Please answer our questions’, begged the girls. ‘“Why are
you travelling?’

‘[ am looking for a fifteen year old girl’, the Lama told
them. ‘She has a fair complexion and soft, silky, warm
flesh, a tight, foxy and comfortable pussy, and a round
smiling face; she is beautiful to behold, sweet to smell, and
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she has a sharp intuition. In fact she has all the signs of a
Dakini.’*?

‘Are we not Dakinis?’ asked the girls.

‘I doubt it,” replied the Lama. ‘You don’t appear to be.
But there are many types of Dakini.’

‘What are they?’ they wanted to know,

‘The Wisdom Dakini, the Diamond Dakini, the Jewel
Dakini, the Lotus Dakini, the Action Dakini, the Buddha
Dakini, the Flesh-Eating Dakini, the Worldly Dakini, the
Ashen Dakini, and many others.’

‘How can one recognize them?’ they asked.

‘The Wisdom Dakini is fair, flushed and radiant,’ the
Lama told them. ‘She has five white moles across her hair
line, and she is compassionate, pure, virtuous and devout.
Also, her body is shapely. Coupling with her brings happi-
ness in this life, and prevents any fall into hell in the next.
The Buddha Dakini has a bluish complexion and a radiant
smile. She has little lust, is long-lived, and bears many sons.
Coupling with her bestows longevity and a rebirth in the
Orgyen Paradise.?” The Diamond Dakini 1s fair with a
well-filled supple body. She has long eyebrows, a sweet
voice, and enjoys singing and dancing. Coupling with her
brmgs success in this life and rebirth as a god. The Jewel
Dakini has a pretty white face with a pleasant yellow tinge
to 1it. Her body is slender, and she is tall. Her hair is white,
and she has little vanity and a very slender waist line.
Coupling with her gives one wealth in this life, and shuts the
gates of hell. The Lotus Dakini has a bright pink skin, an
oily complexion, a short body and limbs, and wide hips.
She is lustful and garrulous. Coupling with her generates
many sons, while gods, demons and men are controlled,
and the gates to the lower realms are closed. The Action
Dakini has a radiant blue skin with a brownish hue, and a
broad forehead. She is rather sadistic. Coupling with herisa
defence against enemies, and closes the gates to the lower
realms. The Worldly Dakini has a white, smiling, and
radiant face, and she is respectful to her parents and friends.
She is trustworthy and a generous spender. Coupling with
her assures one of the continuance of the family line,
generates food and wealth, and assures one of rebirth as a
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human being. The Flesh-Eating Dakini has a dark and ashen
complexion, a wide mouth with protruding fangs, a trace of
a third eye upon her forehead, long claw-like finger nails,
and a black heart in her vagina. She delights in eating meat,
and she devours the children that she bears. Also, she is an
insomniac. Coupling with her induces a short life, much
disease, little enjoyment of wealth in this life, and rebirth in
the deepest hell. The Ashen Dakini has yellow flesh which
has an ashen complexion and a spongy texture. She eats
ashes from the grate. Coupling with her causes much
suffering and enervation, and rebirth as a hungry ghost.’

‘What kind of Dakinis are we?’ asked the girls eagerly.

‘You are a rather different kind,’ replied the Lama.

‘What type?’ they insisted.

‘You are greedy but poor, and sexually frustrated but
friendless. Even if you do find some idiot to couple with
you, no one will gain anything from it.’

The girls were deeply offended by the Lama’s words, and
went on their way sulking.

Henceforth, the Lama carried a bow and arrow — represent-
ing Penetrating Insight and Skilful Means** - to slay the Ten
Enemies of the Ten Directions;?® and he led a hunting dog to
hunt and kill the habit of dualistic thinking. His long hair
was gathered behind his head and tied there; while from his
ears hung large round rings. He covered his torso with a
vest and the lower part of his body with a cotton skirt.

When he arrived in Kongpo, the Land of Ravines, the Lama
sat down in front of the Chieftain Ox-Head’s castle and
leaned against a prayer-flag pole. Having assured himself
that no one else was in the vicinity, he sang this song to
awaken Sumchok (Three Jewels):

‘In this happy land of U, paradise of prosperity and plenty,
Immured within this mean fortress-prison of Samsara,*®
Sumchok! charming virgin nymph,

Stop a moment and listen to me —

A Naljorpa who aimlessly wanders abroad

Sings verses with hidden meanings to you.
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‘Way up in the vast vault of the young night sky

The strong light of the white full moon

Extinguishes creatures’ darkness.

But surely the Dragon Planet is jealous.

Say he is free from envy and jealousy

And let me remove the gloom of the Four Continents.

‘In the garden of heavenly delight, thick with blooms
of various hues,

The flower that radiates bright scarlet light

Harbours the honey sucked by the bee.

But surely Drought and Hail are jealous.

Say they are free from envy and jealousy

And let me make an offering to the Three Jewels.

‘Here, paramount in Kongpo, in the centre of U,

Sumchok, child of Kongpo, born of Emptiness,

If our bodies were to join in love

Surely Ox-Head would be jealous.

Say he is free from envy and jealousy

And let Sumchok awake a little and grow into Buddhahood.’

Sumchok was serving tea to the Chieftain when she heard
the Lama’s song quite clearly. Arising, she looked from a
window, and as if in a vision, the beggar leaning against the
flag pole appeared as the rising fifteen day old moon.
Immediately she saw him her heart filled with devotion.
Although she had never seen him before, since she had
heard the name of Drukpa Kunley and heard stories of his
signs of accomplishment and great skill in magical trans-
formation, she recognized him. And she sang this song back
to him:

‘Beggar, sitting in the wide green mountain meadow,
Full moon beggar, listen to me!

Your ashen body hides a Buddha’s heart

And your naked body radiates glorious effulgence;

A small shield of patience is slung on your back

And you carry bow and arrow as Insight and Means;
You lead a dog to hunt confusing emotion

And you control the Three Realms?” with your ascetic yoga.
You are either a shape-shifting demon

Or an Adept with miraculous powers —

You seem too good to be true!
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‘But if your currency is valid,

Look at this poor piece of iron on the blacksmith’s anvil,
Hammered by the smith at whim,

Caught by pincers, unable to escape.

If you are truly a skilled blacksmith’s son,

Do not leave me on this anvil forever,

But fashion me into a lock of the Jowo Temple;?®

The karma of iron exhausted

Let me gain Buddhahood.

‘Look at this meanest piece of wood, this doorstep,
Trampled upon by dogs and swine,

Held firmly in place by the doorposts.

[f you are truly a skilled carpenter’s son,

Do not leave me a doorstep forever,

But shape me into a lintel for the Jowo Temple;
The karma of wood exhausted

Let me gain Buddhahood.

‘Look at Sumchok, the unhappiest of women!
Ox-Head’s blows make my life unbearable,
But attachment to my world constrains me;
If you are truly a Buddha Lama,

Do not leave me in the mire of Samsara,

But take me with you wherever you go

And let Sumchok gain Buddhahood.’

Kunley and Sumchok, singing their songs back and forth
to each other, were overheard by Ox-Head.

‘What is that singing I hear?’ he called.

Sumchok with a sharp native wit replied immediately,
‘My Lord, here’s a beggar with a fine voice at the door, and
he’s been singing me the news.’

‘What news has he been telling you?’ she was asked.

‘Apparently hunters have killed some animals in the
mountains today,’ she replied. ‘And probably, if you went
up there yourself, as the meat has not yet been distributed,
you could bring as much as a hundred carcasses back with
you. If you’re lucky you will not need to go without meat
with your tsampa.’?®

This was like refreshing rain in the desert to the ear of the
Chieftain. ‘If that is so, prepare provisions for a seven day
Journey for myself and thirty servants,’ he ordered.
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Sumchok obeyed him instantly. After he had departed,
the girl invited the Lama into the parlour and began to
prepare tea.

‘There will be plenty of opportunity to serve me your
brand of tea later,’ said the Lama. ‘Prepare me this special
brew which I have carried all the way from the market in
Lhasa! It’s ready immediately!” And he caught her by the
hand, laid her down on the Chieftain’s bed, lifted her chuba
and gazed upon her nether mandala. Placing his organ
against the piled white lotus mandala between the
smoother-than-cream white flesh of her thighs, and having
seen that their connection was tightly made, he consum-
mated their union. Making love to her, he gave her more
pleasure and satisfaction than she had ever experienced.

‘O Sumchok! now serve me your tea,” said the Lama
when he had done. She brought him tea, the first strainings
of chung, together with meat and tsampa, and everything
that his heart desired. Finally he got up to leave, ‘It is best if
you stay here, Sumchok,’ he said. ‘I must go now.’

Sumchok, with undivided faith, prostrated before him.
‘Don’t leave this unfortunate girl in this mess. Take me with
you,’ she begged.

‘I have no time to waste with you,’ he told her. ‘I will
remember you and return to you again.” But Sumchok
pleaded with him insistently. ‘Since you refuse to remain
behind, remember this,” he warned her. ‘The mind of a
Naljorpa is as inconsistent as a madman’s babble; it is like
rumour of distant events, and like a whore’s bum. If I leave
you alone, under a tree or beside a rock, will you stay there?’

‘I will obey you in all things,” Sumchok promised.

Then the Lama, knowing that it was destined, took her
with him. Coming to a cavern that had a black entrance
shaped like a recumbent lion high up upon the valley side,
he said to her, ‘Sumchok, you must stay here for three
years.’

‘I'm afraid of this place,’ she whispered.

‘Then stay here for only three months,” he compromised.

‘You said that you would take me with you wherever you
went,’ she whined. But finally, in order to keep her promise
of obedience, she agreed to stay for seven days.
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‘If you're afraid, go into the cavern, and I'll seal up the
entrance,’ he advised her. So leaving her inside, he built a
rock wall across the cave mouth. At his departure Sumchok
sang this song:

‘Listen Drukpa Kunley!

Fluft blows away on the breeze

And catches upon the top of a tree;
Don’t blame the pleasant breeze

When the tluftis so weightless!

Dead wood swept away upon the stream’s swell
Bobs up and down upon the water;
Don’t blame the river

When the wood is so buoyant!

This Sumchok, begotten in Kongpo,
Grieved at the sight of the cave;

Don'’t blame yourself, Drukpa Kunley,
When my resolution 1s so weak!”

‘I don’t want to hear about your moods,” Kunley told her.
‘“When I have gone, gods and Dakinis will befriend you in
the daytime, and butterlamps and incense will calm you at
night. Meditate praying to me continuously.” And with this
advice, he left her for Samye.

Through a happy combination of the Lama’s compassion
and her own devotion, Sumchok gained contentment.
Absorbed in the sound of the gods and Dakinis by day, and
the smell of incense and the light of butterlamps by night,
she had no thought of food for the first three days. On the
dawning of the fourth day, she gained relcase trom all
frustration in a Body ot Light, attaining Buddhahood.*



2 How Drukpa Kunley visited Samye
and Lhasa _/bpr the Sake of All Beings

We bow at the feet of Drukpa Kunga Legpa,

Naked and unadorned, free from tainted awareness,

Free from attachment to his mind or his environment,
Through his craziness taming the perverse and faithless,
Guiding them to spiritual freedom through every sensation.

The Master of Truth, Drukpa Kunley, journeyed from
Kongpo to Samye.' He arrived there at the time of the great
religious festival called Dodechopa.? Lamas, professors,
Naljorpas, spiritual counsellors, monks, and laymen had
gathered there from all over the country; the literate people
of Tibet had assembled to fulfil their various religious
duties. Some made prostration, others circumambulation.
Some performed rites of Vow Restoration,’ Exorcism,* or
Destruction of Evil Forces.?

‘Everybody seems to be performing their religious
duties,” said Kunley, ‘Since [ am also an initiate, [ should
joinin.’

“What rite will you perform?’ they asked him.

‘I don’t have the materials necessary to perform a Sacra-
mental Rite of Offering to the Buddhas and Protectors,®and
I'm too lazy to do prostration or circumambulation, so ‘I'll
make a spontanecous Vow Restoration.’ And he recited this:

‘Indivisible Bliss and Emptiness, Ultimate Awarceness,

Renews the bond with the Lama and Deity;

The life-breath of the Vow Violators of the Ten Spheres

Renews the commitment of the Protectors and Guardians;’

A purec offering of the Three White Things and the Three
Sweet Things®
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Renews the commitment of the Guardian Goddesses;
The offering of a little food, incense and chung
Renews the commitment of Daemons and War gods;
Offerings of hundreds and thousands of gifts
Renew the commitment of self-seeking Lamas;
Ofterings of small gifts to the monastery
Satisfy the common attendant disciples;

The gift of a flattering smile

Satisfies the minds of faithless monks;
Withholding from the monks offerings for the future dead
Satisfies the minds of the aged and infirm;
Double and triple offerings for Provost and Steward
Satisfy monastic officials;

An unending string of dry words

Satisfies the ambition of scholars;

False meditation in a fool’s paradise

Satisfies the minds of uninstructed Gomchens;’
Knocking on doors and the barking of dogs
Satisfy foul-mouthed beggars;

The radiant smile of the youthful Gomchen
Satisfies the minds of the nuns;

Generous funeral donations of tea

Satisfy the lazy shaved-heads;

Superficial flattery

Satisfies politicians and superiors;

Unfulfilled promises

Satisfy shameless servants;

Barren fields

Satisfy serfs;

His own talk, though it fall on empty ears,
Satisfies the garrulous head of the family;

The prattle of harmless drunkards

Satisfies spineless young men;

Master and servants’ disputed wealth

Satisfies the scheming steward;

Sugar and butter sweets

Satisfy fat mothers;

Saleable, movable household goods

Satisfy drunken fathers;

Wailing and playing i ashes and dung

Satisty spoilt children;

The undiscriminating bachelor

Satisfies insatiate women;
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Skill in finding excuses for greed

Satisfies fat bellies;

Cold tea and sour chung

Satisfy uninvited, hungry guests;

A fresh breeze blowing from the mountains
Satisfies weaving girls prevented from working;
Uncooked and unsalted radish

Satisfies lazy servants and labourers;

A pot covered with a coat of lacquer
Satisfies potters turning leaking pots;

Snot, phlegm and mucus

Satisfy makers of spitoons.’

The people who heard this were quite astonished. An old

man from Kham, full of reverence and devotion, prostrated
before him. ‘Precious Master of Truth, your words are truly
a great blessing! Would you be so kind as to recite a liturgy

of Destruction of Evil Forces and Pacification of Obstruct-
ing Spirits?’ he begged.
The Lama obliged:

‘Ho! Perfected Buddha of Every Possibility,
Arisen from the measureless Emptiness of illusion,
Accept an offering of my destiny

And dissolve all mental chatter.

Worldly attachment and ambition

Are the bane of every Lama —

Destroy it by meditating upon the purity of all phenomena.
Disciples who keep several women

Are a drain on the Lama’s wealth -

Avoid it by placing their quarters apart.

Pilfering the communal kitchen

Augurs rebirth in hell -

Avert it by moderating desire.

Errantly falling asleep in assembly

Augers rebirth as a beast —

Avert it by sweeping out laziness.

Excessive reverence tor women

[s the bane of doting elders —

Destroy it by maintaining self-control.

Loaning moncy for profit

[s a danger to monks following the Teaching -
Avert it by tempering needs, content in simple experience.
Preaching the Law with pride and vanity
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[s the weakness of scholars and teachers —
Remove it through humility and tranquility.
The sweet smiles of nuns

Are the plague of Gomchens —

Avoid it through self-control.

Attachment to fashionable jewelry

Is the bane of all women —

Destroy it by dressing them in patched rags.
The Lama’s thick penis

[s the plague of nuns —

Avoid it by shouting to awaken the neighbours.
The birth of bastards

Is the fate of whores -

Avert it by showing them the door.
Hoarding wealth

Is the failing of the rich -

Avoid it by sponsoring monastic rites.
Hubris in a general

Augurs battles lost —

Avert this through faith in a reliable war-god.
Cutting stone and digging foundations of a castle
Portend the end of a family line —'°

Avert it by powerful protective rites.
Mother’s long fingernails

Spell disaster to father’s balls -

Avert it by cutting her nails with a small sharp knife.
A stick of mother’s stack of firewood

[s a danger in father’s hand -

Avert it by snatching and burning it.

Taking refuge in silence with upraised eyes
Stirs father’s wrath —

Avert this with long suffering patience.
Borrowing countless loans

Is the plague of the starving poor -

Avert it by taking service with the rich.

An alcoholic father

[s a disaster for the whole family -

He should avert it by controlling his mind.
Coughing and erection of the penis

Disturb one’s own and other’s sleep —

Avert this by eating garlic and capsicum.
Brigands and robbers

Portend disaster to the rich -
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Avert it by liberal spending.

Disloyal monks without commitment

Cause trouble in the monastery —

Avert it by expelling the mischief makers.
Gifts of small patches of land to the monastery
Forbode friction between the donors and recipients -
Avert it by sustaining good friendship.

Sour and rotten chung

Is a disaster for the stomach and intestines —
Avert it by drinking hot, medicinal soup.

A garrulous gossiping woman

[s a plague on the neighbours —

Avert it by refusing to converse.

At midnight when father sighs

And mother moans,

When the clever child awakes

And begins to giggle,

When the baby cries from its cot,

Father’s organ is penetrating mother —

Give the children nuts to eat!

Each glass of chung demands a pee,

And restraining it, it leaks on the doorstep;
Pressing your organ, your nose begins to run,
And full to the brim, you cough and splutter
Until the spitoon becomes full;

The filth offends the Serpents'

And the family is afflicted with colds,

With tumors and abscesses to follow —

Avoid them by cleanliness and burning incense!
Kneading dough without washing hands,
Absorbed in the work, the soup boils over;
The soup burns, and stinks in the fire,

And the room is filled with flying ash;

The eyes of the guests fill with tears from the smoke
And the children wail with hunger;

Father cannot cope with the problem

And mother is faced with disaster —

She averts this by rising earlier for breakfast!’

All the people who were watching the Lama were awe
struck. A couple of ignorant, indolent people had this sort
of thing to say: ‘What is this idiot madman saying? There s
no such liturgy! He is talking rubbish!” But another faction



The Divine Madman 59

who had some intelligence and seemed to be spiritual
counsellors prostrated to him. ‘Drukpa Kunley’s Liturgy of
Protection from Disaster seems to be lay conceit,’ they
advised, ‘but it 1s actually teaching upon non-attachment to
whatever arises in the stream of consciousness.” And they
took refuge in him. Those who folded their hands in
reverence were filled with faith.

Transporting himself to Lhasa in an instant, in order to
show his manifold powers of magic, the Master of Truth,
Lord of Beings, Kunga Legpa, encountered a band of
Kongpo merchants carrying loads of spears. ‘Please give me
a spear!” he demanded of their leader.

‘T'll give it to you all right,’ said the merchant, pressing
the spear into the Lama’s breast. ‘I risked my life getting
these spears. Why should I give them away?’

‘Let’s see if your spear of ignorance is as powerful as my
spear of Empty and Pure Awareness!’ said the Lama. And
he grabbed the head of the spear that was thrust at him,
pulling it like elastic and tying a knot in it.

"You must be a ghost or a demon or a great Adept,’ said
the frightened leader. ‘Tell us who you are.’

‘I'm whoever you think I am,’ replied Kunley. ‘It makes
no difference to me.’

“You must be an Adept,’ said another merchant. ‘Forgive
us for offending you by suggesting that you are a ghost or
demon. Here, take this whole load of spears for the one you
have knotted!’ _

Kunley gave him the spear and vanished.

It 1s said that a chieftain of Kham gave twenty-one
villages for this spear.

It was at this time that the Rinpung Chieftain sent an
invitation to the Lama to visit Rinpung'? with the intention
of testing his powers. The Lama accepted the invitation,
and arriving at the gate of the Chieftain’s castle, he was
greeted by an official who asked him to wait outside while
he chained the dogs. Kunley did not heed him and went
inside immediately, only to be set upon by two dogs, one a
giant white mastiff and the other a giant black mastiff. He
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raised his staff and struck them both on their backs, severing
their fore quarters from their hind quarters. ‘What is the use
of all black and all white dogs?’ he commented, joining a
black part to a white part and vice versa. He then restored
the dogs without a trace of injury, and they began to frolic
around the courtyard like puppies.

Many people gathered together in curiosity. ‘Rather than
stand around in idle curiosity watching my magic tricks and
listening to my insane raving, it would be better for you to
recite the MANI PEME Mantra,” he said, and began to
perform the Mani Dance called Exhortation to Continuous
Awareness of Impermanence, singing this song:

‘Ho! Listen to me you men and gods!

All those who have achieved a human body

And can say, ‘I always keep my next death in mind’,
They will find the Sacred Path of Buddhas.

And he who can say, ‘The Sacred Teaching has manifest’,
He can turn and revere Samsara.

‘Gazing into the vault of the mid-day sky

Look at the hundreds of large birds and thousands of small birds
And realize that no matter how high they fly

They are all bound for the City of Death.

Certain that we all must die,

Anxious, ignorant of the time and place,

We should take refuge in the Great Compassionate One

And recite his Six Syllable Mantra:

OM MANI PEME HUNG!"

‘Gaze down into the depths of the river below

And look at the hundreds of large fish and thousands of small fish
And realize that all of those golden-eyed fishes

Are swimming towards the City of Death.

Certain that we all must die,

Anxious, ignorant of the time and place,

We should take refuge in the Great Compassionate One'*

And recite his Six Syllable Mantra:

OM MANI PEME HUNG!

‘Gazing around you in this world of limbo
Look at mankind and the four-footed beasts of the Four
Continents
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And realize that all who draw breath,

Uncertain which of the young or old will be first to die,
All hasten towards the City of Death.

Certain that we all must die,

Anxious, ignorant of the time and place,

We should take refuge in the Great Compassionate One
And recite his Six Syllable Mantra:

OM MANI PEME HUNG!’

Dancing and singing, the Lama exhorted the Chieftain
and his officials to arise and join the dance. They gained
great faith, and felt profound aversion to temporal attach-
ments. The Chieftain offered him the key to his treasure
house, insisting that he should help himself to the treasure.
Opening the door the Lama found gold bars stacked on one
side, silver ingots stacked on the other side, and ornaments
encrusted with jewels lying everywhere in heaps. He
dressed himself in silver, gold and jewels, and tying a white
silk sash around his waist he went outside to display himself
to the people. Then he took off his finery and returned it to
the Chieftain, who, however, insisted that he should keep
1t.

“You can’t take it with you!’ said the Lama. ‘A moment of
enjoyment is sufficient. Listen to my song!’

‘Bathe us in bliss-waves, Father Kahgyu Lama!*®
Gold, silver and jewels are illusory happiness

While losing wealth is illusory sadness —

Take refuge in the man without wealth or possessions!

‘A beautiful lifelong companion is illusory happiness
And parting of lovers is seemingly sad —
Take refuge in the friendless and family-free!

‘Incarnation in a precious human body is illusory happiness
And leaving it empty-handed is seemingly sad -
Take refuge in the heart of the human situation!

‘Fulfilment of ambition for wealth and status is illusory
happiness

And seeing it snatched away by others is seemingly sad -

Take refuge in the man who is infinitely generous!

‘Gaining the goal of one’s life is illusory happiness
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And the parting of body and mind at death is seemingly sad -
Take refuge in striving for everlasting bliss!’

At the end of his song his audience was burning with faith
and devotion. ‘Lord of Naljorpas! Obviously you are satis-
fied merely by the gifts your sense fields provide. But please
accept this fine quality grain.’

The Lama accepted the grain and left the Chieftain’s
house to find a chung house in the nearest village. The
mother and daughter who owned the chung house mistook
him for a drunken Kongpo monk and offered to serve him
liquor in exchange for a song. So he sang them this song:

‘What everyone needs is Nirvana;'®

What one needs for oneself is independence;
What the worldly man needs is wealth;
What young girls need is a donkey’s penis;
What old ladies need is malicious gossip;
And what old age needs is many sons.

To give freely is generosity;

To be free from avarice is wealth.

[ am the Duty-Free Kunga Legpa

And you two, mother and daughter,

Are my generous patrons!’

They served him as much chung as he could drink, until,
finally, he sang this song to the people:

‘The hill is covered with forest

Yet firewood in the home is scarce;

The wide river is flowing below

Yet water for chung is scarce;

The town is full of barley

But a free glass of chung is scarce;

The market is full of girls

But desirable pussy is scarce;

The Tradition has spread throughout the land
But Wisdom and Knowledge are scarce.’

Finishing his song, he left that village.
‘It’s time for Palzang Buti!’ thought the Lama to himself,

and he set off for Lhasa. On the way he met some young
girls singing this song:
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‘In the middle of U, in Central Tibet,
Lies the Religious Centre of Lhasa,
Where all the Omniscient Buddhas sit
Turning the Wheel of the Law.’

‘I will dance now,’ said the Lama, ‘and you must follow
my movements!’ and he sang this:

‘In the cleansing, cleansing spring,
Sword sways, sways to and fro,
Rocks rub, rub together,

Head rises, rises proudly,

Now tightly grasp it, grasp it tightly!"

‘We don’t mix with people like you!’ said the girls.

‘Yah! Yah!" replied the Lama. ‘If we don’t get along
there’s no point in my staying!” And he continued on his
way to Palzang Buti’s house.

He found her standing at the door. ‘Last year, an old man
of Lhasa told me about a Palzang Buti. You must be she!” he
said.

‘Yes, I’'m Palzang Buti. Come inside.’ She felt him to be
an old friend from a previous life and accepted him without
constraint. Before serving him tea they made love. After-
wards she begged him to stay with her for ever, but he
promised her only a few months.

One day he visited the monastery of Drepung.'’ Sitting
with the monks he thought he should play a joke on the
Moral Guard."®

‘I would like to become a novice,’ he told them.

“Where do you come from?’ he was asked.

‘l am a Drukpa,’ he said.

‘Do the Drukpas have good voices?’

‘I don’t have such a good voice,’ he told them innocently,
‘but I have a friend who is an excellent chanter.’

‘Bring your friend with you tomorrow,’ they told him.

The next day when the monks had assembled, the Lama
brought a donkey by the ear, covered him with a red robe,
and sat him down at the end of the line of monks.

‘What is this!” exclaimed the Moral Guard in wrath.

‘This is my friend with the good voice,” Kunley told
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them, kicking the donkey to make it bray. The Guard
chased him away with sticks, with the Lama shouting over
his shoulder to them, ‘You people care more about chanting
than meditation!’

While returning to Lhasa, two monks from the assembly
caught up with him and asked him where he was bound.

‘Drukpa Kunley has no home and no destination,’ he
replied. ‘I have no place at Drepung and no place in hell.’

‘What crime did you commit that hell wasn’t deep
enough for you?’ they asked, laughing.

‘In this human world,’ said the Lama, ‘I did whatever
came into my mind, but I came into conflict with other
men’s desires, so I thought that I should spend a couple of
days in hell. But the road was blocked by monks from Sera
Monastery.'” Then I returned and decided to become a
monk at Drepung, but the monastery was filled with
Jealousy, Lust, and Anger, and I could find no place.” And
so saying, he returned to Lhasa.

At Palzang Buti’s house he would drink strong chung and
keep his stomach contented until mid-day; then from mid-
day to nightfall he would play and sing either to the lute or
flute; from sunset to midnight he would make love to
Palzang Buti; and from midnight to dawn he sat cultivating
his Mahamudra perspective.?

One day the Lama thought to himself that it was wrong to
have been so long in Lhasa without meeting a Buddha
Lama, and he determined to visit the Buddha Tsong-
khapa.?' ‘It is said that Tsongkhapa is an incarnation of the
Bodhisattva of Intelligence,'** Drukpa Kunley told Palzang
Buti. ‘I must see if his mind is free of lust and anger.’

At the temple of Ramoche,? he found the monks en-
gaged in metaphysical discussion, and thinking that he
should not lose this opportunity to teach them how to
laugh, he asked, ‘What are you doing, O monks?’

‘We are cleansing our spiritual perspective of doubts and
disharmonies,’ they told him. ‘I know a little bit of meta-
physics myself,’ said the Lama, grabbing a handful of his
own flatulence and thrusting it under their noses. ‘Which
came first, the air or the smell?’ he demanded.
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The monks became angry and would chase him away.
‘We are not fitting butts for your humour!” they abused
him.

‘Don’t be so proud,’ the Lama responded. ‘Relax a little.
My ways and your ways are somewhat different. My ways
are civilized while your ways are full of lust and pride. Now
would you please announce me to the Bodhisattva of
Intelligence, Tsongkhapa.’

‘Where 1s your formal offering?’ they asked him.

‘I didn’t know I should need one,” the Lama remon-
strated. ‘I'll bring one next time I come. I must see him
today.’

‘“Whoever heard of bringing an offering later!’ the monks
scofted.

‘If 1t’s absolutely necessary,’ offered the Lama finally, ‘I
have this fine pair of testicles given to me by my parents,
will they do?’

The monks became angry again, and denying him entry,
chased him away.

‘When I have found an offering I will return to plague
these monks,’ thought the Lama, and made his way back to
Lhasa.

The following day he told Palzang Buti that he was going
to Samye to find an offering for Tsongkhapa.

Returning to Samye he went to the house of the local
government official called Pebdak, where he was greeted
respectfully by husband and wife. ‘Welcome, Precious
Master of Truth!’ said Pebdak. ‘Since you performed the
rites of Vow Reparation and Destruction of Evil Forces at
the Samye Dodechopa, we have had good luck and an
abundant harvest. When I was in Zilung in China last year, I
met a Kongpo trader who told me how a Lama had knotted
a spear through his magical power. Since then [ have been
longing to meet you again. [ am honoured to have you here
today.” And Pebdak offered the Lama food and chung with
the very best of service.

Later Pebdak asked for the Lama’s help. ‘I have had three
wives of whom two died shortly after | married them. My
present wife has given birth to six sons, but none of them
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has lived longer than three months. This year my wife gave
birth to another son who is now nearly three months old. I
entreat your blessings upon him, and beg you to perform a
rite that will keep all destructive forces out of him.’

‘What is your son’s name?’ asked the Lama. ‘Bring him
here.’

‘His name is Samye Guardian,’ Pebdak told him. ‘He was
born healthy and intelligent.’

When Pebdak’s wife brought her son, the child imme-
diately began to shake and tremble. ‘Stay stll! Don’t be
afraid”” the Lama commanded, and he asked Pebdak to
bring a black lassoo that he had seen hanging upon a pillar.
He put the noose round the child’s neck as it lay in its
mother’s lap and said, ‘If you don’t lick my cock today, my
name isn’t Drukpa Kunley! Now down to the river!” Drag-
ging the child behind him with the lassoo, followed by the
parents wailing, swallowing dust, chewing stones, and
tearing their hair, he reached the niver bank. ‘If you dare to
return here again, you'’ll get this same treatment,’ said the
Lama holding the child at arm’s length by the neck and then
hurling him into the centre of the swirling stream. Suddenly
the child’s corpse was seen to change into a black dog with a
gaping red mouth which snarled, *You've no compassion,
Drukpa Kunley!” as it swam to the opposite bank.

‘That was your son!’ he told the parents, and gaining
complete faith in the Lama, they returned to their house
blameless and free from fear.

Back in Pebdak’s house the Lama taught this method of
Destroying Evil Influences that might threaten their
children:

‘The baby crying in its cradle at midnight,
Signifies father’s penetration of his wife —
Calm the baby by giving it nuts to eat.

[f this device 1s ineffective

Wrap his head in bed clothes in a comer.
Possession of the child by an angry demon?*
Portends endless human misery —

Avert it with the Lama’s protecting charm.
If the charm 1s ineffective
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Destroy the demon by a Rite of Exorcism.

A useless and impotent son

Portends the end of the family line -

[, Drukpa Kunley, can remove that curse.

And if my blessing is ineffective,

A noose around his neck will destroy the bane.’

After giving this teaching, the Lama told Pebdak and his
wife that they should expect another son by the same time
next year.

‘Please name the child now,” Pebdak requested. ‘You
may not be here next year.’

‘Call him Abundant Harvest, because he will be the
origin of a flourishing line,’ said the Lama.

When Pebdak’s wife heard this prediction, she offered the
Lama her jewelry as a token of her gratitude, and Pebdak
himself presented the Lama with a box of fifty gold coins
and a turquoise. The Lama decked himself with the Lady’s
ornaments and then returned them to her saying that wear-
ing them for an instant was quite enough. He returned the
gold and turquoise also, but Pebdak insisted that he keep
them in order to bring good fortune upon his family and to
remove any obstacles that would arise in his path. The Lama
finally accepted the gifts with the avowed intention of
offering them to Tsongkhapa. He put the turquoise into the
aperture of his Thunderbolt,?* took the gold in his hand,
and left Samye for Lhasa.

In the market place at Lhasa all eyes boggled at his
treasure. ‘If you want gold, pay with turquoise. If you want
turquoise, pay in gold!’ he shouted.

“You'll find no buyer for so much gold,” he was told.
‘And the turquoise is stuck in a strictly sacred place, so no
one will wantit.” But interested to see what the Lama would
do with it, a crowd followed him. He went straight to the
Temple of the Glorious Goddess, where he found seven
girls dancing and singing the praises of the goddess:

‘Enshrined in this golden pagoda

Protectress, Only Mother, Glorious Goddess,*®
Possessor of the Eye of Wisdom,

To you we girls sing praises!’
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‘Yousing very sweetly,’ the Lama told them. ‘Now listen
to me.’

‘In this Religious Centre of Holy Lhasa

Incense and butter lamps are the customary offerings
To our Only Mother, the Glorious Goddess;

But today, Duty-Free Kunga Legpa

Offers his penis and his turquoise.

Accept it, Goddess, and show us compassion!’

Then he threw the turquoise to the Goddess. Today the
stone can still be seen in her forehead.

Leaving the temple he set off to visit the Bodhisattva of
Intelligence, Tsongkhapa. As soon as he arrived at the
Ramoche Temple, the monks asked him what he was doing
there.

‘I've come for audience with the Buddha Tsongkhapa,’
he told them.

‘Do you still only have your balls as offerings?’ jibed the
monks.

‘No. This time I have gold to offer him,’ responded the
Lama.

‘Then you can gain audience immediately.’

‘Yah! Yah!’ laughed the Lama. ‘If one has gold to offer,
the way is immediately opened.’ And he thought to himself
that he should open these monks’ eyes for them.

Ushered into the Presence, he proceeded to prostrate to
the box of gold intoning these words:

‘I bow to the Illuminator of our Darkness,

The Crown of Tibetan Sages, Tsongkhapa!

I bow to the inviolate Keeper of the Three Vows,

Bearer of the White Lotus who was prophesied by Atisha!*’
[ bow to teacher, debater and composer,

Bearer of the Sword on the Utpala Lotus!?*®

I bow to the saviour of the poor, he who relieves poverty,
Possessor of divine charisma, covered by a web of gold!

[ bow to the lover of wealth and comfort -

May this offering of gold bring joy to his heart!

I bow to him whose eyes turned from a poor and lowly votary
When [ visited you last year with no offering!’

‘O Lord of Beings, Kunga Legpa, you speak truthfully
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and it is good to hear you,’ Tsongkhapa said in reply. He
knotted a protective thread®” and gave it to t