16/07/09

Full Yet Empty
Two primates racketing away in a tree,

The male sits for a moment eyes fast with me.
Reversing through them, I am at one with my beast,

My own frighteningly primeval, ice-cold feast. 

Rocketing down a railway track,

Osaka in front, Kyoto aback.

Born in Kyoto, 
Stepping off in Osaka,

A rapid transport through life,

A vision in Shunyata.

Picking up a banana seeing that it’s me,

Made from the same forces up through the tree.

The same nucleotide-bases and particle-essence, 

Universally concordant, a timeless presence.

Empty, 

Yet full.

I eat myself and become, 

Full,

Yet empty.

Thus resonantly, awakening by degrees,

The vast empty ocean of tranquil ease,

Vivid experience, dissolving fragmentary thought,

And echoing down aeons Mahavairochana’s report;
That, Bodhi-[awakening], he defined as this;

‘to know ones own mind as it really is’.

(Shindo Gensho, 16/07/2009, ‘ArrivingHome’, Sheffield, England: From three experiences encountered whilst returning to England from Bukkoku-ji, Obama, Japan.)

