Recognizing the M other
(A Song on the Experience of theMiddle Way View)
(Tib: TaghuramaNgoezin)
- Changkya Rolpai Dorji
EMaHo!

Hewho revealsin bare

Thewonder of profound dependent arising nature,
O my Guru, your kindnessisindeed boundless.
Kindly resdein my heart

Asl| utter these extemporaneouswords

From thethoughtsflashing in my mind.

This lunatic child

Wholost hisold mother solong ago
Isabout toredlize coincidentally
What he has not recogni zed,

That she hasbeenwith himall along!

Sheisperhapstheonethat ‘isandisnot’
Astold to mequietly by my brother, the dependent arising.
Thediverse subject-object dualismismy mother’sbenign

smile,
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Thiscycleof birth and death, her deceptivewords.

O my undeceiving mother, you have betrayed me!

So | hopeto be saved by my brother, the dependent arising.
Yetitisultimately through your kindnessalone, O mother,
That | can hopeto be freed.

If subject-object dualismisasthey seemto be,

Then not even the Buddhas of all threetimes can saveus.
But thisdiversity of changes

Isinreality my unchanging mother’sexpressions.

Hencethereisindeed away out.

Theinexpressiblemother,
Inthelight of thingsnot established in any way;
The deception of mutual dependence,

Thisitself connotesitsmeaning.

Not finding the father when sought
Is, infact, thefinding of mother,
Andthefather isfound on mother’slap.

That ishow the kind parents save me, their child, | amtold!

It seemsthat my brother’smirror
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10.

Reflects ungrasped my mother’sface,
Whichisneither onenor multiple,

Yet alunatic like mehad noideaof it!

Based onthe‘instructions sent through wind’

By Nagarjunaand Chandrakirti,

Which Manjushrigarbhahas sent abird to passit on (to us),
Avertsthe hardshipsof along and tiring search.

Hence, | hopeto seethe accompanying old mother!

There seem to beamongst today’ s scholars
Thosewho, being caught intheweb of terms
‘Thoroughly withstanding’, ‘ trueexistence, etc.,
Seek only something with hornsto be negated
Whileleavingintact thissolid appearance.

But on my mother’sunveiled face,
Suchvividduaismisnot found, | believe!
Through excessive discussions off the mark,

My old mother islikely to run away!

Thingsexist, though not inthismode

Of chaosand contradictions.
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13.

14.

For theinseparable bond of our loving parents

Seemsthat of harmony and tenderness.

Vaibhasika, Sautrantika, Vijnanavadin and thethree Eastern
masters,

Though label thismother with names so divergent -
Limestone-likewhite el ephant,

Marked with beaming tiger stripesin theform of physical
matter,

Afoolish lunatic monkey, (anintrinsic) subject,

A ferocious bear, theinherency devoid of dualism-

Yet they dl lost the old mother.

Likewise, many scholarsand meditators

Amidst Sakya, Nyingma, Karmaand Drukpa,
Pridethemselvesin diverseterminologies-

* Self-awareness of non-subjective Emptinessand Clarity’,
‘Primordial purity and spontaneity, thetrueface of
Samantabhadra,

‘Mahamudra, the unfabricated innate (mind)’,

‘Neither existent nor non-existent, amere absence of any
thesis' -

Itisal well if thetargetishit
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15.

16.

17.

18.

But I wonder what you areall pointing at!

Asexternal matter isnot dismantled,

Vaibhashikas, worry not and be pleased.

Though without self-cognizant, cognition and cognized are
tenable,

All Vijnanavadins, O be pleased.

Thoughwithout intrins ¢ nature, dependent rel ation starkly
remains,

Be pleased too, the three Eastern masters.

Asclarity and emptiness can be held as uncontradictory,
Upholdersof pupil-instructionshold doubtsno more.
Though primordially pure, good and bad arefeasible,
The knowledge-bearersneed no clinging at purity.

Though meditating through contrivance, theinnate dawns,
Theelderly meditators need noinsistence.

Asthe absence of elaboration of * existence and non-
existence’ can be accepted,

The stubborn logicians need not fret.

All thisevolved perhapsdueto
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19.

21

Unfamiliarity with the standard conventions
For thoselacking extensive studly.
Itisnot that | have no respect for you.

Please pardon, if offended!

Though | am not an all-knower,

Yet have expertiseinthewaysof riding
Thewell-bred horse of my ancestors works
Through an enduring, persistent exertion,

| hopeto get over theimpossiblecliff.

No searchisrequired for the seeker, isit?

Never grasp astrue, for itisfalse.

Yet thisfalsity should not bedispelled, foritisreal.
WEell-deserved istherespite,

Thefreedom from the extreme of eternalism and nihilism.

Though lacking the coveted experience
Of (directly) seeing the mother,
| feel asthough seeing right in front of me

Thekind parentslost for solong.

Great indeed isthekindness
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24,

Of Nagarjunaand hisdisciples.
Great indeed isthekindness of Venerable Losang Dragpa,
Great indeed ismy Guru’skindness.

Inreturn, | reverethe mother.

By thejoyous celebration of al noble deeds,
Through the meeting of the young son of awareness
With hisunproduced and inexpressible old mother,
May all mother beingsbeledtothelastingjoy.

Ah! I, Rolpai Dorji

Perform hereat thisjoy

A danceof ecstaticjoy

To pleasethe Three Jewels.

Colophon: These few deceptive lines describing the recognition of a
mother entitled ‘ The Melodies of an Echo’ have been written by Changkya
Rolpai Dorji (someone with deep admiration for the great Middle Way)
on the mystical mountain of five peaks, Wutai Shan.
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