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While we meditate here on the word buddho, we have to make up
our minds that we're going to stay right here with someone
venerable, in the same way that we'd be a monk's attendant. We'll
follow after him and watch out for him and not run off anywhere
else. If we abandon our monk, he's going to abandon us, and we'll be
put to all sorts of hardships. As for the monk, he'll be put to
hardships as well, as in the story they tell:
Once in the time of the Buddha there was a rich moneylender couple
who had been married a long time but without any children. Both of
them really wanted a son who could carry on the family line and
receive their inheritance. So they talked the matter over and decided
to invite a monk to their home to inform him of their predicament, to
see if he could use his meditative powers to help intercede with the
devas so that they could have a child. When they had made their
decision, they told one of their male servants to go into a nearby

forest to invite a meditating monk to come have a meal in their
home.
The next morning before dawn, the servant got ready to go into the
forest to a hut where a meditating monk had taken up residence.
Now, this servant had once been a hunter and still had all his old
hunting instincts. He had even kept his crossbow and arrows and
other hunting equipment, and maintained them in good shape. When
his master had sent him to invite the monk, which would require
going into the forest, he was happy to go, for it would give him a
chance to do a little hunting on the side. So he snuck his crossbow
and arrows out of the house under his shirt.
When he got halfway to the monk's hut, he realized that it wouldn't
be proper to approach a monk while armed, so he decided to hide his
weapons on the side of the path. On the way back, he'd be able to
pick them up. So he stashed the crossbow and arrows behind a bush
near the path. Then he went on his way empty-handed until he came
across an old monk sitting in front of a hut. After bowing down to
the monk, he said to him, "Venerable sir, my master the moneylender
and his wife have asked me to come invite you to a meal in their
house this morning and have told me to take you there. Would you
please be so kind as to accept their invitation."
The old monk, on hearing this, decided to accept. Now it so
happened that he didn't have an attendant of his own, so he had the
servant carry his bowl and shoulder bag. Then he picked up his cane
and headed out in unsteady steps toward the moneylender's house.
As they walked along, he asked the servant, "Where is your master's
house? How far is it from here? How do you get there?" The servant
answered all his questions. After they had walked on a little further,
the servant remembered the crossbow and arrows hidden behind the
bush on the side of the path. The thought occurred to him that he'd
like to abandon the old monk, pick up his weapons, and sneak off to

do a little hunting in the forest. After all, he told himself, he had
already given explicit directions to the old monk, so he'd be able to
find his way on his own.
Then he came up with a plan. He told the old monk, "I've got to go
to the bathroom really bad, so let me head into the woods for a
moment. You can walk on ahead. When I'm finished I'll catch up
with you."
The old monk wasn't the least bit suspicious and thought that the
servant was telling the truth, so he let the servant go off while he
hurried on ahead, afraid that it was getting late and that he wouldn't
get to the moneylender's house in time for his meal. As for the
servant, he turned off the path and headed for the bush where he had
hidden his crossbow and arrows. But before he got there, one of the
forest devas decided to test his loyalty to the old monk. So the deva
metamorphosed himself into a large golden swan and pretended to
have a broken wing, flying an erratic course under the trees near the
path the servant was following.
The servant heard the sound of a bird flapping its wings -- flip-flap,
flip-flap -- and, looking up, saw an enormous golden swan zigzagging back and forth, looking like it couldn't get away. Seeing this,
he got really excited, thinking that he'd have to shoot this bird for
food for sure. In his excitement he forgot that he was carrying the
monk's bowl and shoulder bag, and thought instead that he had a
quiver strapped to his back and a crossbow on his shoulder. So he
reached into the shoulder bag and pulled out the old monk's betel nut
crusher, about two feet long, and took aim with it as if it were a
crossbow or a rifle. Then he took his stance and pulled back on the
crusher, at the same time making the sound of a gun firing, byng,
byng, byng. But of course he never hit the bird at all.
As for the old monk, after walking on a ways he began to forget the
servant's directions, so he turned left and right, right and wrong, and

couldn't find his way out of the forest. He looked back over his
shoulder to see if the servant was catching up with him, but the
servant never came. All he could hear was the sound -- byng, byng,
byng -- echoing through the forest, but no matter how much he
called out, there was never any answer. The later it got, the hotter the
sun, and the more tired and hungry he got -- for after all, he was very
old -- so he made up his mind to turn around and retrace his steps,
staggering back to his hut.
Meanwhile, the servant -- exhausted from trying to shoot the golden
swan without success -- was ready to give up. So the deva, seeing
that he had had enough fun with the servant, pretended to be shot
and fell down panting heavily on the path a little ways ahead.
Thrilled, the servant came running up to pick up the bird, but just as
he bent over to grasp hold of it, it disappeared in a flash. This
startled the servant, and suddenly it dawned on him that some forest
spirit had been deceiving him. That's when he remembered the old
monk. So in his panic he dropped the bowl and shoulder bag and ran
away with his arms flailing, all the while calling out to the monk,
"Help me! Help me!" But the monk was nowhere to be found. So the
servant hurried straight home and told his master everything that had
happened. The moneylender was so furious that he punished the
servant by making him sleep outside the walls of the house
compound and go without food for three days. On top of that, he cut
back his daily wage.
This story shows the hardships that come when a person isn't loyal to
his monk, when he runs away from his responsibilities and abandons
his monk. He causes all sorts of problems for himself and for others
as well. The old monk had to go without food for a day. Having lost
his bowl, shoulder bag, and betel nut crusher, he was forced to
search for new requisites. As for the moneylender and his wife, they
didn't get the things they had hoped for.

When you apply this story to the Dhamma, it becomes a lesson
worth remembering. If you're not loyal to your meditation object or
to yourself, if you forget the breath you're meditating on with
buddho, buddho, and let your mind go wandering off in thoughts and
concepts, it's as if you've abandoned the monk you're supposed to
look after. You don't follow him; you don't act the role of his student
as you had intended to. The results that you had hoped for will thus
get ruined. In other words, your mind won't get established in
concentration. All kinds of hardships -- the five Hindrances -- will
come flowing into the heart, and no peace will appear. This causes
you to suffer and to miss out on the good results that you should
have achieved.
At the same time, you cause hardships to others -- i.e., the monk
sitting up here giving you a Dhamma talk. He wastes his time,
talking for hours until his rear end hurts. Instead of lying around his
hut at his leisure, he has to sit here jabbering away with no results to
show for it at all.
So keep this story in mind as a lesson in teaching yourself to be
intent in doing what's good. Don't be the sort of person who -- like
the servant in the story -- is disloyal to his monk.
There's another story to illustrate the good things that come from
being loyal to your monk, which I'll tell to you now.
Once there was a moneylender couple who had a large mansion in
the city of Varanasi. Both husband and wife were avid merit-makers.
Every year during the Rains retreat they would invite a monk to have
his meal in their home each day for the entire three months.
Now the moneylender couple had a slave couple working in their
household. The duty of the slave woman was to pound the rice and
separate it into various grades. The highest grade rice was for giving
the monk as alms. The second grade rice was for the moneylender
couple to eat. The third grade rice was for the servants in the

household, and the fourth grade -- the lowest grade rice mixed with
bran -- was for the slave couple to eat themselves. As for the slave
woman's husband, his primary duty was to cut firewood in the forest
and make the fire for cooking the rice. His secondary duty was to
wait at the mansion gate each morning to welcome the monk who
would come for the meal, and to carry his bowl and shoulder bag up
to the house for him. And if I remember rightly, the monk who was
invited for the meal that year was a Private Buddha. At any rate,
when the monk had finished his meal, the slave would carry his bowl
and bag from the front door of the house back out to the mansion
gate. As he performed this duty every day, the slave came to develop
a strong affection for the monk. And the monk felt compassion for
the slave. If he had any fruits or other delicacies left from his meal,
he would always share them with the slave. This made the slave feel
an even greater loyalty toward the monk -- to the point where the
moneylender couple allowed him to enter the house as the monk's
attendant.
One day the slave got to follow the monk all the way into the dining
room. Before reaching the dining room, he passed the bedroom, the
parlor, and the moneylenders' private dining room. He got to see all
the many beautiful and expensive things decorating the moneylender
couple's home. On the way out, after the meal, he happened to see
the moneylenders' favorite dog -- a male -- eating food from a dish
near the door to the dining room. He couldn't help noticing that the
dog's food was fine rice with curries, and that the dish was made of
silver. He thought to himself, "Look at all the merit this dog has. It
gets to live in the house and doesn't have to run around looking for
food on the ground outside like other dogs. When the time comes,
someone fixes food for it to eat, and the food looks so delicious. The
rice is a higher grade than what my wife and I get to eat. And its dish
is a fine one made of silver. If only I could be reborn as a
moneylender's dog, just think of how happy I'd be!"

After he had accompanied the monk to the mansion gate, he went
back to his shack and told his wife about all the things he had seen in
the moneylenders' house, and especially about the dog eating high
grade rice and curries from a silver dish. Then he added, "Neither
you nor I have any real happiness or ease in our lives. You're
exhausted every day from having to pound the rice. As for me, I
have to slash through the forest to find firewood and to make the fire
for cooking the rice for everyone in the household. But all we get to
eat is the lowest grade rice mixed with bran. We shouldn't have been
born as human beings. If only we could be reborn like that
moneylenders' dog!"
From that day on, the memory of the moneylenders' dog kept
occupying his thoughts. At the same time, though, he still remained
loyal to the monk. But just a few days later he had an attack of
horrible cramps and died. After he stopped breathing, his spirit didn't
go off anywhere, but kept hovering around the moneylenders' house
-- both because it was still fixated on the dog and because it felt
attached to the monk. Every morning it would follow the monk in
and out of the house.
One day, after offering the monk his meal, the moneylender couple
presented him with many additional offerings. When he had finished
eating, he carried all the offerings out the door where the dog was
lying on guard. Seeing the monk with his arms all full of things, the
dog thought that he had stolen them from the moneylender couple.
So it rushed at him and started to bark. The spirit of the slave,
hovering behind the monk, slipped right into the dog's open mouth
and into its stomach -- and then couldn't get out.
So now it was stuck. It couldn't follow the monk in and out of the
house as it had every morning. Instead it could only stir around
restlessly in the dog's stomach, which of course had an effect on the
dog's behavior. It couldn't lie still, and kept getting into places it

didn't belong. The moneylender couple noticed it acting abnormally
and, mystified, had one of their servants put it outside in a pen with
the other dogs of the household. Before too long, the dog mated with
a female, and the female became pregnant. And so now the slave
was reborn as a puppy in the female's womb. While it was in the
womb, it still wanted to follow the monk in and out of the house, but
it couldn't get out. All it could do was thrash around in its mother's
womb, causing her all sorts of misery and pain.
When her time came, the female finally gave birth to a male puppy
much larger and stronger than normal. This was because the puppy's
consciousness had such a strong desire to get out and see the monk
all along. As soon as it was born, it opened its eyes wide and started
to run -- because actually it had been running ever since its time in
the womb. So the next morning, when it saw the Private Buddha
come to the mansion gate, it was overjoyed. It ran up and jumped all
over him, grabbing his shoulder bag from his hand and running after
him all the way into the dining room in the moneylenders' house.
This amazed the moneylender couple and made them feel strong
affection for it.
The next morning happened to be the last day of the Rains retreat,
which was the final day of the monk's invitation to eat in the
moneylender couple's home. So before leaving the house after he
had finished his meal, the monk said to the moneylender couple,
"Because today is the last day of your invitation, I would like to give
you my blessing and take my leave to return to the seclusion of my
hermitage in the forest." Then he turned to the puppy, "Tomorrow I
won't be coming to your masters' home any more now, so I want you
to stay here and guard your masters with loyalty. Don't follow me
out into the forest, okay?"
When the puppy heard the Private Buddha say this, it was so heartbroken that it dropped dead on the spot. Through the power of its

love and loyalty for the Private Buddha, it was reborn as a deva's son
in heaven, with a large following and many divine treasures. His
palace was more lovely than that of anyone else's, his looks more
handsome than any other deva's son in heaven. His voice was
alluring, his fragrance like that of flowers. Any female deva who
heard his voice or smelled his fragrance wanted to see him. On
seeing him, she would want him as her mate.
All of this was the result of the goodness of the slave's sincere
loyalty to the Private Buddha. The only bad part of his story was that
moment he got fixated on the moneylenders' dog, which was why he
had to spend one lifetime as a puppy. But because the good kamma
of his mind was stronger, it was able to wipe out the kamma of his
animal birth and take him to heaven.
This story is another example that you should take to heart in your
practice of training the mind. You have to be very, very careful.
Don't let any Hindrances come in and take over your mind while
you're practicing concentration. Don't let your monk run away from
you, and don't you abandon your monk to go running after dogs. If
your mind doesn't stay with your monk -- i.e., the factors of your
meditation -- all sorts of troubles will result, as in the stories I've told
you here. As for the goodness that comes from keeping track of your
monk, it will send you to good states of becoming and birth, and will
raise your mind ultimately to the level of the transcendent.
***
Wrong concentration is concentration lacking mindfulness and
alertness. Wrong release is when you get beyond distractions by
falling asleep.
Another form of wrong concentration is when you lose track of your
breath and your body. Another form is when you don't lose track of
them, but you get deluded -- as when you get fixated on signs or
light, and assume yourself to have gained some special attainment.

You fall for these things and hold onto them as being trustworthy
and true. In this way, they turn into the corruptions of insight
(vipassanupakkilesa) and all sorts of skewed perceptions.
***
A pure mind is one that has grown dispassionate to thoughts of past
and future, and has no hankering for any sights, sounds, smells,
tastes, tactile sensations, or ideas at all.
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