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The Three Mountains
Simplicity, Compassion, and Hope

Dr. Andrew Fiala
afiala@csufresno.edu

Oct. 24, 31, Nov. 7, 21 (skip Nov. 14)
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Course Plan
• Oct. 24: Simplicity
• Oct. 31: Compassion
• Nov. 7: Hope
• Skip Nov. 14
• Nov. 21: Other Mountains…
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Full of desire, we embrace the world.
Empty of desire, we enter the 
mysterious gate.
• Lao Tzu
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Tao te Ching #1

Feng McDonald LeGuin

Ever desireless, one 
can see the mystery.
Ever desiring, one 
sees the 
manifestations.
These two spring from 
the same source but 
differ in name; this 
appears as darkness.
Darkness within 
darkness.
The gate to all 
mystery.

Free from desire, you 
realize the mystery.
Caught in desire, you 
see only the 
manifestations.
Yet mystery and 
manifestations
arise from the same 
source.
This source is called 
darkness.
Darkness within 
darkness.
The gateway to all 
understanding.

So the unwanting soul 
sees what’s hidden, 
and the ever-wanting 
soul sees only what it 
wants. 
Two things, one 
origin, but different in 
name, whose identity 
is mystery. 
Mystery of all 
mysteries! The door 
to the hidden.
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Preface
We hope for more joy than grief in 
our short time on this planet. But 
there are no guarantees. Suffering is 
part of life. And yet, the world is full 
of wonder, if you know where to 
look. At times it is cold and 
colorless. But there are also 
rainbows. Hope is the playful spirit 
that lifts our eyes to the mountains 
and causes us to fall in love. Every 
creative act is born of hope. Human 
consciousness is a splash of color 
dancing against the darkness. Books 
are rainbows. May this one brighten 
your journey.

5

Introduction to Hope

Hope is a rainbow dancing in the 
mists of a waterfall. It glistens as a 
beautiful spirit, gleaming above the 
terrifying abyss. This luminous 
apparition entices and uplifts.
But it is not real. Or is it?
Hope is a powerful force.
It is as real as the rainbow.

6
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Introduction to Hope
To live well is to explore mountains.
There are real mountains to climb.
But mountains are also metaphors.
Let’s call these mountains:
Simplicity, Compassion, and Hope.
Those names are like bells.
They ring and resound, filling the silence with 
meaning.
But what exactly is the dissipating echo of the bell?
A vibration of air.
A tone that lingers.
A tickle in the ear.
A memory on the way to being forgotten.
An expectation extended beyond the present.
A shaft of light stretching into the emptiness.
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Introduction to Hope
And how can we pick out only one mountain, 
or three?
And why these three?
In Yosemite, there is a formation called The 
Three Brothers. This formation is named after 
the three sons of Chief Tenaya, who were 
captured by the Americans who conquered 
the valley. Here is a tale of power and defeat, 
and much sadness.
In the Alps, there is the triumvirate of Eiger, 
Mönch, and Jungfrau. Those names evoke 
another story of power and desire, with the 
steadfast monk defending the virgin against an 
ogre.

8
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Introduction to Hope
And on it goes. Stories open worlds. But no 
single story can unfold the truth of rock and 
sky, history and power, hope and desire. There 
are never only three mountains. And 
whichever mountain you climb, that’s the only 
piece of granite that matters, right here, right 
now.
Every journey winds up the path of some 
mountain, aiming toward some vista and 
outlook. Each step is already an interpretation. 
And rainbows are only apparent from a certain 
vantage point. We create the rainbow and the 
mountain itself by looking, listening, and 
leaning in.

9

Introduction to Hope
Thought is a process of picking, of catching, and 
tracing.
It is not a destination.
Or a thing.
Or a mountain.
It is better to avoid nouns when thinking about 
thinking.
There is no mountain named Hope. Instead, there are 
journeys, climbs, adventures, and openings. And so, 
we wander through the shadowlands of hope, seeking 
a summit that recedes into the purple darkness.
Hope is not a place.
It is an orientation.
It is not the mist.
Nor is it the gravity.
Or the water itself.
It is the rainbow.

10
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Introduction to Hope
Let’s wander back down another 
path. And here we find the three 
brother gods sitting quietly in the 
smoldering ruins of a holocaust.
They could be anywhere. There 
are so many places of destruction, 
death, and grief. They could be 
sitting in a hospital ward in the 
middle of a pandemic. Or we might 
find them at Auschwitz or 
Hiroshima. But let’s say they are 
wandering in the charred remains 
of a sequoia grove in the Sierra 
Nevada. 

11

Introduction to Hope
These smoking stumps were 
once giants on the earth. They 
lived thousands of years. They 
endured the weight of 
innumerable snowflakes. During 
their millennial lifetimes they 
gave shade to millions of 
squirrels, birds, and bears. Then 
came the fire. And the greatest 
living things on earth succumbed 
to the flames.

12
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Introduction to Hope
The three brother gods mourned and 
grieved and endured, each in his own 
way.
One brother retreated within. He sat 
quietly and found the still point of the 
present. From there he saw the truth: 
life is suffering, and all life ends. He 
breathed silently into this cold and 
liberating thought.
Another brother felt the urge to speak. 
He wrote a poem, sang a song, and 
said a prayer. He gave comfort to the 
remaining trees, the squirrels, and the 
birds—and to himself. “I am with you,” 
he sang. And, “I feel your pain.”

13

Introduction to Hope
The third brother was restless 
and at a loss for words. He 
wandered about the ruined 
grove, poking among the 
ashes. As he explored, he 
found a number of small 
sequoia cones. He gathered 
them and nurtured them—and 
took up the task of replanting. 
As he planted, he danced.

14
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Introduction to Hope
Hope is enlightening and playful 
nonsense. It is a deliberate 
misinterpretation of reality.
Cold stone and ash cannot give 
birth to life. But they do, and they 
did, and they will. Life on this 
planet is a testament to hope. 
Consciousness is an impossibility 
that appeared out of the inertness 
of inanimate matter.

15

Introduction to Hope
Hope is not a mountain at all. Rather, it is 
the will to climb the mountain. It is the 
process of surmounting, growing, and 
opening.

Hope is a dead limb flowering.
Hope is a fish leaping upstream.
Hope is a tail wagging behind the door.
Hope is laughter at a funeral.
Hope is love, even after loss.
Hope is tomorrow, and the day after.
It is the thing with feathers.
It is the dance of the dawn.
The dawn itself.

16
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We don’t merely find the light in the darkness. Rather, that 
light is produced by us. The light must be generated by the 
courageous and creative work of the human spirit. It is up to 
us to give birth to the light.

We might also say “give birth to the light you want to see.” 
This is the point of hope, after all: to shine a light in the 
darkness. The light is kindled when we speak out, take 
action, and begin to move in the direction we want to go. 
And in giving birth to light in this way, the way forward is 
illuminated.
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Playing at Hope
Hopeful children play

Delighted to be human
Dancing in the light

Old age calms desire
Death a constant companion

Darkness encroaches

Being in between
We linger in the gloaming

Dreaming of the dawn

Around the corner
The unexpected awaits

The gate lies open

18
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Themes
• Ethereal Flower

• Hope is ethereal. It projects us beyond this rock and flesh, lifting 
us into the ether.

• The River Through the Shadowlands
• Enlightenment emerges from a cave. And the soul wanders 

through the shadowlands, a voyager seeking the light.
• The Threads of Life

• Hope is a spider catching the wind. We hope to be caught and 
held, and to catch hold.

• The Light-Hearted Rambler
• hope with a strong and healthy heart that believes that the earth 

is sufficient, that life is good, and that we are here to go a-
rambling.

• Hope Like a River
• What then are we entitled to hope for? Ti be good. To be kind. To 

be courageous. To live well, and to die well.
• Alpine Optimism

• Hope is what gives us the freedom to be human, the enthusiasm 
for adventure, the vitality of the creative spark

• The Audacity of the Wild
• We are here for a short time. Make music. Wander. Play

19

Ethereal Flower

The world is an ethereal flower
Of which we cannot say,
It is born or it dies.
• The Lankavatara Sutra

20
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Ethereal Flower
Here is one of the stories of how enlightenment dawned, with a 
flower and a smile. One day, a monk named “Drinker of Light” 
was with the Buddha and some other monks on Eagle Peak.
The monks argued about the nature of reality. 
The Buddha sat silently.
The monks were confused about the nature of the soul.
The Buddha held up a flower.
The monks disagreed about the demands of morality.
A golden smile broke across the face of Drinker of Light.
According to legend, enlightenment was transmitted then and 
there, through the silence, the flower, and the light.
What was that magical flower? It may have been a lotus flower, 
a blossom that symbolizes life, death, and rebirth. The lotus 
emerges from the mirk, opens its flower to the sun, and sinks 
again into the mire. But another legend holds that the flower in 
the Buddha’s hand was the mystical udumbara flower, a 
blossom so rare that it blooms only once in 3,000 years. They 
say that long after the udumbara has fallen from its stem, its 
scent lingers. Some say that its fragrance lasts for 3,000 years.

21

Ethereal Flower
These myths and metaphors are edifying. 
The flower of love, and wisdom, and life 
itself is a lingering splash of color. The scent 
of these flowers hovers across lifetimes.
There really are some blossoms that are rare 
to bloom and quick to fade.
In the deserts, cactus flowers emerge and 
wither within twenty-four hours. Some 
bloom only at night. The desert birds, 
insects, bats, and javelinas find these 
blossoms and feed on them—often in the 
dark, guided by smell to find sweet flesh 
among the needles.

22
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Ethereal Flower
A flower is not only a symbol of beauty, light, and 
hope. It is also a reminder of mortality and the 
fading of the day.
What if the Buddha had held up a rock instead of a 
flower? Perhaps the message would have been one 
of stoic and stolid simplicity. And what if the 
Buddha had held up a bloody hand bearing the 
Christian stigmata? Perhaps the message would 
have been one of suffering and compassion.
But the Buddha held up a flower.
Each tradition has its own symbols, fragrance, and 
beauty.
Simplicity is stable. It dwells modestly on rock and 
ice.
Compassion is bloody. It directs us to the quivering 
flesh that dies and suffers. 
Hope is ethereal. It projects us beyond this rock and 
flesh, lifting us into the ether.

23

Ethereal Flower

We’re like the golden eternity
pretending at playing the magic card game
and making believe it’s real,
it’s a big dream, a joyous ecstasy of
words and ideas and flesh,
an ethereal flower
unfolding and folding back.

Jack Kerouac, Scripture of the Golden Eternity

24
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Ethereal Flower
What would it mean to dwell within the 
fragrance of the udumbara flower?
It would mean that these colors are here for us 
to enjoy. It would mean that this wine is here 
for us to drink. It would mean that these hopes 
are ours to play with.
It would mean that we should seek
Refuge in laughter,
Joy in song,
And energy in dance—
For as long as the colors last
And the fragrance lingers.

25

The River Through the Shadowlands

The river of life flows from enclosing cliffs
Wild and foaming, then soft and simple
Through beauty’s silent shadowlands
As the silver rimmed waves
Paint the dawn and the stars.
• Friedrich Schiller

26
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The River Through the Shadowlands
The soul is a voyager, wandering the 
shadowlands. We find ourselves floating on 
the river of life, on a road or in a drama, 
always in the middle. People come and go. 
The stars keep us company as we ride the 
flow. Sometimes there are cataracts and falls, 
snow and fog. Other times, the light dawns 
and silent beauty emerges.
And there is no turning back. Once we dive 
across the rocks, we cannot return. The past 
recedes into the purple mists, along with all 
of those we have loved and lost. The road 
unfolds in front of us, out into the fog. It 
would be easy to stop moving. But to stop is 
to die. And so, we step on the gas and zoom 
into the unknowable and unseeable future.

27

The River Through the Shadowlands
Gabriel Marcel suggests that there is a light 
out there in the distance. He calls it “a light 
yet to be born.” Marcel explains in his book, 
Man the Voyager:
The soul always turns towards a light which it 
does not yet perceive, a light yet to be born in 
the hope of being delivered from its present 
darkness.
Of course, we do not know that this light will 
be born. We only hope so. That’s how hope 
works: it is a product of uncertainty. And 
since most things are uncertain, we need 
hope to keep us moving in the darkness. 
Marcel suggests that hope is for the soul, 
what breathing is for the body. It energizes 
us, fills us, inflates us, and keeps us afloat and 
alive.

28
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The River Through the Shadowlands

As we wander and flow through the 
landscape of our lives, there are moments 
of wonder, when the dawn breaks, and 
the rainbow shines. There are also 
moments of danger and darkness. And 
some brave flowers cling to cold granite, 
waiting for the rays to appear, as the earth 
turns toward the sun.

29

The River Through the Shadowlands

Plato described the pursuit of wisdom as 
emergence from a cave and into the colors 
and light of the real world. This metaphor 
inspired Western civilization.
The city of Jerusalem rests on top of 
limestone caves, which have been 
quarried and chiseled. Adam was buried 
in a cave. So too was Jesus. But Christians 
believe he left the cave. And the 
metaphor of the empty cave is a symbol of 
hope for billions of people.

30
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The River Through the Shadowlands
And then comes the resurrection, as the 
cave dweller emerges. The colors are 
vivid. The warmth of the sun is reassuring. 
And the musty smell of earth give way to 
the scent of wildflowers. And in rising out 
of the darkness, we dream of rising still 
higher.
Imagine human culture created by 
troglodytes and spelunkers who 
worshipped the light. These cave-dwellers 
drank kykeon, a tea of flowers and 
mushrooms with psychedelic powers. 
They dreamed of a light beyond the cave, 
and life immortal.

31

The River Through the Shadowlands
The cave-dwellers seek the light as they ride the river 
through the shadowland. Caves and tombs are dark, 
dank, and frightening places. But they give birth to 
hope.
And here is the secret instinct and mystery of the 
human spirit. We sense the light and feel its heat, 
even underground. Perhaps we even smell our way 
out of the shadows and fog.
All these things are interconnected. Out of caves, flow 
springs and rivers, which emerge from under the 
ground and flow into the light. These mysterious 
waters give life to seeds and blossoms. From the 
shadows emerges the gift of life, and the source of 
civilizations which develop around springs and wells 
and hidden aquifers. These waters flow from deep 
within the earth, giving birth to forests and farms, 
cities and cultures, beauty and art, dreams and hope.
Enlightenment emerges from a cave. And the soul 
wanders through the shadowlands, a voyager seeking 
the light.

32
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The Threads of Life

Life and death are the same story
United by a slender thread.
• Chuang Tzu,

33

The Threads of Life
Every beautiful thing returns to the great 
indifference. We slide along a slender thread, 
hovering over a great chasm. On one side is our birth. 
On the other is our death. The thread is all we know 
and all we cling to. Life is a spider web floating above 
an abyss.
Here is a secret. Spiders are aeronauts. They travel by 
air, shooting strands of silk which lift them into the 
wind. Charles Darwin reported that “aeronaut 
spiders” had flown across the sea near Buenos Aires, 
60 miles by air to his ship. They found the Beagle and 
coated the rigging in gossamer webs.
What an image of nature’s wasteful extravagance. 
Spiders flying across the sea on the thread of hope. 
Some land on a nearby ship. A few may make it to 
land somewhere. The vast majority are consumed by 
the waves.

34
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The Threads of Life
Walt Whitman understood the spider within. We are 
like noiseless, patient spiders, he said, who fling forth 
filaments, looking for connection. In our detachment, 
we seek connection. We muse and think, talk and 
love.
Like an aeronautical spider, we hope to catch 
something and in catching to be caught. We struggle 
on across the oceans of vacant space until the 
gossamer thread we fling sticks to something.
This is the story of religion and philosophy and love. 
Gossamer threads and cobwebs lurk everywhere. 
Ropes and nets and guidewires hold things together. 
We depend upon these ligatures and ligaments. They 
help us move. They also fix us in place.

35

The Threads of Life
This earth is a billion years old. These rocks have 
witnessed uncountable dawns.
And here we hang on a slender thread.
Here for a moment and gone.
Floating and dancing across the Milky Way.
A river can cut through granite.
Snow and ice can bend a forest.
But human life dances, hovers and floats.
If we are lucky, the threads we spin may stick to 
something for a while.

36
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The Threads of Life
Chuang Tzu recounts the death of an important 
man. His friends wailed and mourned. A wise 
neighbor came to pay his respects. He gave three 
muted sobs and then went on his way.
The man’s friends were appalled. How rude, they 
said, to mourn this way. 
The wise man did not apologize. He said, “the 
man came and left. So too do joy and grief. This is 
the nature of reality. Knots are tied and they are 
unraveled.”

37

The Threads of Life
Compassion lets us cry with those who mourn. It also 
lets us laugh with those who glow.
And so too we find hope among these webs, that 
hovers in the emptiness of imagination. It fills the 
void with song and dance. 
Hope is a spider catching the wind. We hope to be 
caught and held, and to catch hold.
Once we catch hold and are caught, we begin to 
weave. Nets grow into hammocks and blankets and 
poetry.
We are tied together for a time. Our webs are 
summer constructs. They turn ragged and brittle 
when the snow comes. The earth will not permit us 
to hold on to the dead. But for a moment the spider’s 
silk dances in the wind, sparkling in the beam, 
seeking to catch and be caught.
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The Light-Hearted Rambler
Afoot and light-hearted
I take to the open road,
Healthy, free, the world before me,
The long brown path before me
Leading wherever I choose.
Henceforth I ask not good-fortune,
I myself am good-fortune.
• Walt Whitman, “Song of the Open Road

39

The Light-Hearted Rambler
There is no recipe for life. We find 
ourselves in the middle of things, marching 
onward. But where are we going? There is 
no guidebook, no map, and no trail to 
follow. And yet we keep walking. 
That movement is hope. When we lose the 
energy to walk on, life ends. Life is heat. 
Death is cold. The universe is on fire. It 
burns until it burns out.

40
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The Light-Hearted Rambler
Epicurus once said that we should leave off 
desiring what we have not got. Instead, he 
said, remember that what you have was once 
what you hoped for.
It is useful to remind ourselves of hopes 
fulfilled.
Listen: You are the hope of the inanimate, 
non-conscious cosmos. This rocky world 
longed to become you. Some urge of nature 
conspired to produce a conscious body that 
sings and dances.
You are the eyes of the world.
Too soon the darkness will come again. But for 
a moment here you are. The moment is 
shining. Make good use of the light!

41

The Light-Hearted Rambler
There is a melancholy hopefulness that stems 
from an overactive yet limited imagination. 
This cloying passive desire is the desultory 
dreaming of wishful thinking. We long for 
some god or genie to fulfill our dreams, to tell 
us where to go. But the desires of a weak and 
weeping heart are bogged down with treacle 
and sticky molasses.
Better to cultivate a quick heart. Tread lightly 
and be ready to leap.
Light-hearted hope is healthy and free. It does 
not wait for good fortune to appear. It creates 
good fortune. The electrical impulse of the 
cardiac muscle is the rhythm of hope. So long 
as it beats, so long am I.

42
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The Light-Hearted Rambler
Those with heavy hearts are sometimes 
strangely burdened by a heavy hope. The 
more they hope for the world to change, 
the heavier their hearts become. And as 
the rhythm of life gets clogged and clotted 
with care, the heavy-hearted ones seek 
solace in the sweet syrup of delusion.
How much better it would be to hope with 
a strong and healthy heart that believes 
that the earth is sufficient, that life is good, 
and that we are here to go a-rambling.
How much better to hope for nothing 
more than the open road. And nothing less 
than the world itself.

43

Hope Like a River

Don’t demand that things unfold
In accord with your wishes.
Rather, wish for things to unfold as they do,
And life will flow well.
• Epictetus

44
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Hope Like a River
The great waterfalls in Yosemite do not complain. 
They flow where they must. The course of the 
water is determined by the shape of the rocks. 
The persistence of this water is rewarded with the 
leap into the abyss. And for a moment, these 
waters shine.
But these sparkling waters must join the great 
green flow of the river below. Gravity and granite 
rule the day. It makes little sense to want things to 
be otherwise.
Unreasonable hope makes demands. These 
demands are contrary to fact. It’s as if the water 
could be granite, or the granite could leap. Things 
exist according to nature. The best hopes flow 
with the logic of the world.

45

Hope Like a River
Epictetus said, “We ought to stretch our legs and 
stretch our hopes only to that which is possible.”
And: “It is unreasonable to be grieved by the way 
things are.”
Stoic acceptance may seem antithetical to hope. 
But rather than rejecting hope, the Stoic orients 
hope to the nature of self and world.
What then are we entitled to hope for?
We can hope to be good.
We can hope to be kind.
We can hope to be courageous.
We can hope to live well, and to die well.

46
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Hope Like a River
So here is a bit of riverine wisdom. 
You should leap at the chance to pour over the falls. The 
moments when we sparkle are rare. Take this gift, when it 
comes.
Be thankful for the rocks. They give rhythm and song to 
your flow.
Do not complain when the world demands that you quietly 
meander. There is peace in the green depth.
Remain persistent. A dam may impede your journey. But 
water seeps underground. It pours forward through cracks 
and fissures. It presses onward, with the urgency of gravity.
But bear in mind that rivers do not flow up hill. You can 
never return to the source. Once you leap, the only way 
forward is down.
And when your waters merge with the ocean, you must 
accept the inevitable. There is no cause to complain 
against the gift of life. And with gratitude, we should 
return what was never ours to begin with.

47

Alpine Optimism
No pain here,
No dull empty hours,
No fear of the past,
No fear of the future.
These blessed mountains
Are so compactly filled with God's 
beauty,
No petty personal hope or 
experience
Has room to be.
• John Muir
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Alpine Optimism
The mountains reduce us to nothing and fill 
us with energy. This is Alpine vitality. No 
longer focused on the petty ambition of the 
flatlands, we stretch our legs toward summits 
hidden in the air.
Sublime hope emerges on mountain peaks. 
After all, it is hope that drives us upward.
We might want to say that hope is discovered 
in these places. But that presumes that hope 
is a thing, waiting for us up there. Hope is not 
an object in the world to be found and 
pocketed. It is a result and a process. It is 
something we are, something we do. It is a 
mode of being.
We might even say it is what gives us the 
freedom to be human, the enthusiasm for 
adventure, the vitality of the creative spark.

49

Alpine Optimism
This is Alpine optimism. This is the cheerful 
goodwill that emerges on mountain peaks. 
Something similar throbs within us at the 
beach, or on the river.
We feel it also when crossing the finish line 
of a marathon, or completing some self-
given task. The human spirit is meant to 
strive and to do.
And if we can unloose our ambitious 
energies in some amazing place of sublime 
wonder, the combination is exquisite.
In these majestic places there is joyful 
gladness. The past is left behind. The future 
recedes. Here we are, for a moment caught 
in the present, without fear or want or 
concrete desire.

50
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Alpine Optimism
We are on fire with energy and passion. 
This is not petty ambition. It is not self-
aggrandizing glory. This is the hopeful 
energy of the world’s glory and 
grandeur. This energy is not an empty 
craving of appetite. Nor is it pride. 
Rather, it is a fullness that overflows.
This is the joy that causes the 
mountaineer to whoop and holler.
This is the fullness that causes a lover to 
coo.
This is the gladness that causes the 
songbird to sing at the coming of the 
dawn.
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The Audacity of the Wild

In God's wildness lies the hope of 
the world.
The great fresh unblighted, 
unredeemed wilderness.
The galling harness of civilization 
drops off,
And the wounds heal ere we are 
aware.
 -John Muir
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The Audacity of the Wild

Where is the wild dance of life in all 
of this simplicity and compassion? 
Where is the fire that burns? The 
river that flows? The song, the 
dance, the freedom, and the 
rainbow?
Where is the fun of chaos, the 
inspiring wildness of wonder, and 
the burst of something surprising 
and new?
Where is the audacity of hope?

53

The Audacity of the Wild

It would be better to listen to the truly 
wild and audacious music of nature 
herself.
Some religions go vertical, they sing 
praises to the transcendent other.
But what if there was a horizontal 
religion that sang a song to the world 
itself, with the world itself, in tune to 
the joyous music of the wild earth?
This would be:
The roar of rivers.
The song of birds.
The laughter of children.
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The Audacity of the Wild

Wild hope sings a song in a 
different key than the dirge of the 
civilized traditions.
This is the hopeful chant of 
youthful rebellion.
It is the wild twirling and tumbling 
that refuses the night.
It is creative, lusty, raucous, and 
ready for adventure.
There is risk and peril in hope.
Everything that is new is 
unpredictable, playful, and wild.
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The Audacity of the Wild

In the spring, the flowers bloom. 
Dead wood goes wild, suddenly 
springing to life. The bees also 
suddenly appear. If you listen, the 
trees are buzzing, humming, alive 
with pollen and pollinators.
This is the sound of hope.
When the snow melts, it surges 
down canyons and leaps out across 
the falls. This is the sound of hope.
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The Audacity of the Wild

Master Xu explained that human-
kindness and responsible conduct 
were only part of the path.
There is also “roaming in the far-flung 
and unconstrained paths of wild 
unbound twirling and tumbling.”
When asked where he learned this 
wisdom, Xu explained that he learned 
it from a teacher who was righteous 
without being judgmental, friendly 
without clinging, ancient without 
senility.
This ideal teacher reminds to play and 
wander. 
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The Audacity of the Wild
When the emperor asked Master Xu to take 
over the crown, Xu was appalled. He ran to a 
waterfall and washed his ears in the rushing 
water.
This legend reminds us to restore ourselves to 
health by embracing the wild, and by clearing 
out the cobwebs in our ears.
Listen to the wild rushing waters and plunge into 
the falls.
Open your mind to the fullness of the 
horizontal.
If your harp is missing a string, restring it.
We are here for a short time.
Make music.
Wander.
Play
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