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"Wisdom comes with age. To some people, however, age comes alone." - Miłosz Brzeziński




FOREWORD


Wisdom does not fall from the sky. It does not come through the passage of time. Expertise is necessary to get through life, but wisdom is more:


"Wisdom" (Old Greek σοφία, Latin sapientia, Hebrew hokhmah) refers primarily to a profound understanding of interrelationships in nature, life, and society, as well as the ability to identify the most coherent and sensible course of action in the face of problems and challenges.


There are several definitions and concepts of wisdom, which usually move in the spaces of tension between rationality and intuition, knowledge and faith, and experience and instinct. There is broad agreement on the view that wisdom is evidence of mental agility and independence: it enables its bearer to systematically do things




	to think ("a wise insight," "a wise decision," "a wise judgment"),


	to say ("a wise word", "a wise counsel") or


	to do ("a wise behavior"),





that prove to be sustainably meaningful in the given situation. This often happens while avoiding disturbing influences, such as one's own emotional state or social peer pressure. However, on closer examination and comprehensive appreciation of all circumstances, sometimes only with temporal or spatial distance, these considerations, statements and actions prove to be "correct", applicable or "true". The same applies to words and actions that the wise man does not utter or do after careful consideration (cf. "Si tacuisses, philosophus mansisses"). Wisdom is counted among the cardinal virtues." 1


Mine just tells me I should rather drop the subject, because what do I know. Spoken with Socrates: "I know that I do not know". And that's why this will be a collection of wise stories, which are certainly not mine.


Followed by things I painfully learned thanks to my own stupidity. Read for yourself.




THE STORIES


There is only one sign of wisdom: good humor that lasts.


- Michel de Montaigne


According to the aforementioned definition, in that case we are certainly not dealing with a "blissful idiot" who understands nothing but has little sorrow as a result. A wise person understands and knows that life is difficult and has its burdens and inevitably brings pain. But he also knows that, as Buddha said, pain is inevitable, but suffering is optional. If I don't let go of the pain and wrestle with it and feel it as a great injustice, pulling my hair out and complaining "why me?", then I create the suffering.


It is therefore a question of the inner mental attitude to things. Also to the ability to see the light in the shadows, i.e.to be able, even in "bad times", to perceive and acknowledge the nevertheless inevitably beautiful moments therein. To take pleasure in "little things": in nature, in a friendly gesture, in being alive, in the fact that the water comes from the tap, that we lead a privileged life in continental Europe.


Not taking things for granted or as a birthright proves to be very helpful to look at them with gratitude. When you realize what a great gift all this is, how could you still be in a bad mood?


I'm afraid I don't remember who said it, but the gist was: "If you see His Holiness the Dalai Lama for 60 seconds, you've seen him laugh at least three times..."


"But how can I laugh when everything around me is bad, when there is nothing good that even gets through to me that I let get to me, when the heart is heavy and life is just black wasteland?"


If this is, how you feel, so the following story of the king's ring comes to my mind:


"A king once consulted the wise men in his court and said to them, "I am having a beautiful ring made. I have the best diamonds that can be obtained. I want to have a hidden message in the ring that can help me in times of utter despair. It must be very short so that it can be hidden under the diamond of the ring." All the sages, all the great scholars could have written long treatises on this. But to give him a message that contained only two or three words and would help him in times of greatest despair... They thought, they looked in their books, but they could find nothing. The king had an old servant who was almost like a father to him. He had already been his father's servant. The king's mother had died early, and this servant had taken care of him. Therefore, he was not treated like a servant, and the king had great respect for him. The old man said, "I am not a wise man, I am not educated and I am not learned, but I know the message. For there is only one message. These men cannot give it to you. Only a mystic, someone who has known himself, can give it to you. During my long life in the palace, I have met all kinds of people, including once a mystic. He was a guest of your father, and I was assigned to him as a servant. When he left, as a gesture of thanks for my services, he gave me this message..." And he wrote it on a small slip of paper, folded it up, and said to the king, "Do not read it now. Keep it hidden in your ring and open it only when all has failed, when there is no way out." That time was soon to come. The country was invaded and the king lost his kingdom. He had to flee on his horse to save his life, and the enemy horsemen pursued him. He was alone; they outnumbered him. He came to a place where he had to stop because the road was over - he was standing on a cliff above a deep precipice. Falling down there would have been the end. He couldn't go back because the enemies were there, and he could already hear the hooves of their horses. He could not go forward, and there was no other way. Suddenly he remembered the ring. He opened it, took out the note, and on it was a short message of very valuable meaning. It read, "This too shall pass." As he read the sentence, he became very still. "This too shall pass." And it passed. Everything passes. Nothing is permanent in this world. The enemies who had been pursuing him must have gotten lost in the forest, must have taken a wrong path. After a while, he could no longer hear the sounds of their hooves. The king felt great gratitude to his servant and to that unknown mystic. These words had worked like a miracle. He folded the note again, put it back into the ring. He gathered his troops around him again and reclaimed his kingdom. And the day he victoriously re-entered his capital was celebrated grandly throughout the city, with music and dancing. He was very proud of himself. The old man walked beside his chariot. He said, "Now is the right moment again. Look at the message again." "What do you mean?" said the king. "Now I am victorious. The people are celebrating me. I am not in despair; I am not in a hopeless situation." "Listen to me," said the old man. "This is what the saint told me then: this message is not only for times of despair; it is also for times of joy. It's not just for when you're a loser. It is also true when you are victors; not only when you are last, but also when you are first." The king opened his ring and read the message, "This too shall pass." And suddenly the same peace, the same silence came over him - in the midst of the crowd that was rejoicing, celebrating and dancing. His pride, his ego were gone. Everything passes. He asked his old servant to come into his carriage and sit beside him. He asked him, "Is there anything else? Everything passes... Your message has helped me immensely." The old man said, "The third thing the wise man told me then was, "Remember that everything passes. Only you remain, you remain eternally as a witness."" 2


All moments in life are precious. The difficult ones promote our growth and personal development if we let them. The good moments will also pass, so we should appreciate them in their uniqueness. It is important to accept that nothing can be held on to, that panta rhei applies.


What we should not do, however, is feed our monsters. Someone was kind enough to make a transcript of this wonderful narration in Ajahn Brahm's version from his Friday lectures. It is exactly the version in which I first heard it, delivered in his special way, which is a treat in itself:


"So if you're sitting comfortably, I will tell you the story. A long time ago, in one of those times when there were palaces, not with politicians and dictators, but real emperors. Emperors who were there because they were smart, they were wise, they were strong and very effective rulers. And it just happened that the emperor was away on some sort of business. And in his absence, a monster came in. It was a demon. Ugly, frightening, terrifying. And because this monster was so frightening, all of the soldiers, guards and people who were supposed to stop visitors coming in at the wrong time - they froze in terror, allowing this monster to walk right into the centre of the palace, and sit on the Emperor's throne. And when that monster sat down on the Emperor's chair, that was going too far. So the guards came to their senses, said "Get out of here! You don't belong! Who do you think you are?! That is our Emperor's chair, you can't sit in there." And, at those few unkind words, and unkind deeds, that monster grew an inch bigger. More frightening, more smelly, and more offensive. And that really upset all the people in the palace. They got out their swords, they clenched their fists, "if you don't move your butt, we'll carve it out with our swords, get out of here! Quick!" But every unkind word, unkind deed, even unkind thought, the monster grew an inch bigger every time, more ugly, more stinky, and the language got worse. And this had been going on a long time, when eventually the Emperor came back. And he came back into his palace, into his throne hall, and he saw this incredibly big, frightening monster there. It was so big; it took up most of the throne room. Huge. Talk about fat and obese. That monster, I've got nothing on that monster. The only reason I'm putting on weight by the way is because Buddhism is expanding, so am I. Anyway, back to the monster. This was one fat monster. And, he was so ugly, I mean really frightening, as I said in the story, even the great Steven Spielberg, with all the resources of Dreamworks, could not manufacture something so frightening. I've never seen Alien. But people say that's the most frightening monster in the movies. Is it? I don't know, but this monster was a hundred times as frightening as the Alien. It was terrifying. And as for the stench, coming off this monster, it smelled so bad that the maggots crawling over his body threw up - they were sick. They vomited. And the language, the language of this monster was worse, much worse, than you'd hear in Northbridge after the West Coast Eagles (an Australian football club) got beaten. It was one very sick monster. But, that Emperor, the reason he was the Emperor, was because of his great wisdom. He saw that terrifying, huge, stinky monster, and understood what to do. He said the wonderful word "welcome". Welcome monster. Thank you for coming. And at that, the monster grew an inch smaller. Less ugly, the maggots stopped throwing up, and his language got better. And the people around realized their mistakes. Instead of saying "get out", and getting angry, they started being kind to the monster. Welcome, you want something to eat? How about a pizza? Monster size. About three or four of them, got on the monster's feet to give him a foot massage. You've had a foot massage? Oh it's so rare getting a foot massage if you're a monster. That monster - "ooh, just over there a bit, ooh that's just right, there. "And they gave him cups of tea as well. They said "do you want a cup of tea or a cup of coffee? You know we have; we have Dilmar, from Sri Lanka. We have peppermint, it's good for your health. "And there were ... you know one lump or two of honey. They were so kind to that monster. And every kind act, word or thought, the monster grew an inch smaller, less ugly, less smelly, less offensive. And soon that monster was back to the size when he first came in. They didn't stop there. They carried on with their kindness so much, that soon that monster was so small, that one more act of kindness, and the monster vanished completely away. And that's how the monster was removed from the Emperor's palace. Not with "get out of here, you don't belong." But "welcome, thank you for coming. What can I do for you?" The Buddha told that story, that's a real story, from the Uddana in the Tipitaka. Only I added in a few details like the pizza, that wasn't [in the original] ... same for the foot massage, I added that. But, the essence is there. The anger ... and the Buddha said, to the monks, he said, we call that an Anger-Eating Demon. And when I first read that I thought "wow". That's a powerful message, anger-eating demon. You give them anger, that's what they eat. That's what they grow with. That's how they become more powerful. That's what makes them bigger, stronger and more negative. They feed off your ill-will. And I've seen that so often, you know with people I've looked at and worked with. You give them the problem - anger, "get out of here, you don't belong." 3
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