THE MEETING AT SILVER SPRING
CUOC GAP GO TAI SUOI BAC

Part I - The Prophetic Dream, the Meeting, and the First Offerings
Phan I - Gidc mdng béo trudc, cudc gap go va nhirng 1€ vat dau tién

Story 17 - The Hundred Thousand Songs of Milarepa
English source: Garma C. C. Chang translation, pp. 159-167

Obeisance to all Gurus

Kinh 1é tat ca cac bac Pao sw

One summer, the great Yogi, Jetsun Milarepa, was meditating at North Shri Ri. When autumn
came and the harvest was ready, he went out for alms, but fell asleep in Upper Gog Tang. He
dreamed that he saw a green girl with golden hair and shining eyebrows, leading a youth about
twenty years old. She told Milarepa that he would have eight “petals” from the lotus of his heart,
and that this youth was one of them. She asked him to bless and guide the young man, and then
disappeared.

Mot mua he, Pai hanh gia Jetsun Milarepa dang thién dinh tai Bac Shri Ri. Khi mua thu dén
va vu mua da chin, Ngai di khat thuc, nhung roi nga thiép di tai Thwong Gog Tang. Trong
mong, Ngai thdy mot thi€u nit mau xanh, téc vang va doi 1ong may sang ngoi, dan theo mot
thanh nién khodng hai muwoi tudi. Nang noi véi Milarepa rang Ngai sé cé tdm “canh hoa” tir
dda sen noi tim minh, va ngwoi thanh nién nay la mot trong s6 d6. Nang thinh Ngai gia tri
va diu dat chang trai, roi bién mat.

On awakening, Milarepa reflected on the dream. He understood the girl to be a Dakini and the
“eight petals” to signify eight supreme, destined heart-disciples. He thought that on that day he
would probably meet a disciple whose karma was ripe, and resolved to help him. He took the
road toward Bong and, reaching a brook that flowed like silver, stopped to rest again.

Khi tinh gidc, Milarepa suy ngam vé gidc mong. Ngai hiéu radng thiéu nir dy la mot Dakini va
“tam canh hoa” am chi tdm vi tdm t& thu thang, c6 nhan duyén dinh trudc. Ngai nghi rang
hom ay cé 1&é minh sé gap mot dé tt cé nghiép duyén da chin mudi, va quyét dinh hét long
giup nguoi dy. Ngai di theo con duong huéng vé Bong; khi dén mot con sudi chdy 6ng dnh
nhu bac, Ngai dirng lai nghi.

A young man riding a black horse came by and asked why the yogi was sleeping there. Milarepa
asked where he was going. The youth replied that he was crossing the brook toward Din Ri.
Milarepa said that because of his age it was difficult for him to wade through the water and
asked for a ride. The young man refused: he was in a hurry to meet other youths, and feared that
carrying another person might strain his horse. He rode on without looking back.

Mot thanh nién cudi ngwa den di dén va héi tai sao vi hanh gia lai ngt ¢ dé. Milarepa hoi
chang dang di dau. Chang trai dap rang minh sé vugt sudi dé dén Din Ri. Milarepa noi vi
tuoi tac nén viéc 16i qua dong nuwdc ddi voi Ngai kha khé khan va héi chang cé thé cho Ngai
di nho hay khong. Nguoi thanh nién ti chéi: chang dang voi di gdp nhitng nguoi tré khac va
sg rang chd thém mot nguoi sé lam con nguwa qua stic. N6i xong, chang di tiép ma khong
ngoanh lai.



Milarepa then entered the Samadhi of Guru-Union. Holding his breath, he walked gently upon
the water and crossed to the other bank. The young man, still struggling with his horse in
midstream, saw Milarepa pass over the water without sinking. When he reached the bank, he
examined Milarepa’s feet and found that even the soles were dry. Deep faith arose in him. He
apologized repeatedly for refusing the ride and bowed many times.

Milarepa lién nhap dinh trong Tam-ma-dia Hop Nhat véi Pao su. Nin hoi, Ngai nhe nhang
budc trén mit nude va sang bo bén kia. Nguwoi thanh nién, ltc dy van dang vat 1on cung con
ngua gitta dong, thy Milarepa di ngang trén mdt nwéc ma khong chim. Khi 1én dén bo,
chang quan sat chan Ngai va nhan ra ngay ca long ban chan ciing khong hé wét. Mot niém
tin sdu xa khdi 1én trong chang. Chang nhiéu 1an xin 16i vi da khong cho Ngai cudi ngya va
danh 1é Ngai.

With sincere faith he asked where Milarepa came from, what lineage he belonged to, who his
Guru was, where his temple was, what meditation he practiced, where he had come from that
morning, and where he would stay that night. Milarepa answered in song.

Véilong tin chan thanh, chang hdi Milarepa tir dau dén, thudc truyén théng nao, Pao su cua
Ngai la ai, tu vién ctia Ngai & dau, Ngai thwc hanh phép thién gi, sdng hom ay Ngai tir dau
dén va toi ay sé & noi nao. Milarepa dap lai bang mat bai ca.

Milarepa’s Song

Bai ca cua Milarepa

Ah, my good young friend - listen, young seeker of pleasure.
I am the yogi Milarepa, from Gung Tang. My feet have travelled throughout Weu and
Tsang while I learned the teachings and disciplines.

I studied with many teachers, yet my doubts were not finally cleared. Then I heard of
the wondrous master dwelling in the southern river valley, blessed by Naropa and
Medripa: Marpa the Translator.

Merely hearing his name made my skin tingle and my hair stand on end. Despite the
hardships, I went to him. A single sight of his face changed my heart. In this life he
became my one peerless Guru.

Having no wealth to offer him, I gave my body in service. From him I received profound
Tantra and the teachings of the Skillful Path, vows and initiations.

When I realized the essence of Mahamudra, I saw directly the true nature of mind and
realized that which is beyond conceptual elaboration.

I practiced the profound teachings of the Whispered Lineage and the yogas of channels,
prana and bindu, gaining mastery of mind and vital energy.

I am a yogi who has no fear of water. My temple is at Shri Ri. This morning I came from
Upper Gog Tang; where I shall stay tonight I do not know - such is the yogi’s way of life.
Nay nguwoi ban tré tot lanh - hay lang nghe, h&i chang trai dang tim vui thu.
Ta la hanh gia Milarepa, dén tir Gung Tang. Ddi chan ta da di khap Weu va Tsang



trong khi hoc cac gido phap va gidi luat.

Ta d& hoc v6i nhiéu vi thay, nhung nhitng nghi hodc van chua hoan toan dugc giai
tda. Roi ta nghe ndi vé mot bac Thay ky diéu song trong thung liing séng & phuwong
Nam, dugc Naropa va Medripa gia tri: Marpa Dich gia.

Chi nghe danh Ngai da khién da ta ring dong, 16ng téc dung 1én. Bat chap moi gian
khd, ta tim dén Ngai. Chi mét 1an nhin thiy gwong mat Ngai, tim ta da déi khac.
Trong doi nay, Ngai la vi Pao su duy nhat, vo song cua ta.

Khéng c6 tién clia dé cing duong, ta dem chinh than minh phung su. T Ngai, ta
tho nh&n Mat phap tham sau, gido phap Phuwong Tién Thién Xao, cac gidi nguyén va
quan danh.

Khi chitng ngo tinh yéu ctia Pai Thii An, ta tric nhan ban tanh chan that ciia tam va
chiing ngd diéu vugt ngoai moi tao tac khai niém.

Ta thyc hanh gido phap tham sau cta Dong Khau Truyén cung cac phap vé mach,
khi va minh diém, 1am chd tam va khi luc.

Ta la mot hanh gid khong s¢ nuwdc. Tu X cda ta ¢ Shri Ri. Sdng nay ta dén tu
Thuong Gog Tang; toi nay sé & dau, ta cling chwa biét - d6 1a 16i séng ctia mot hanh
gia.
Hearing the song, the young man’s faith became unshakable and tears streamed from his eyes.
He offered Milarepa the reins of his black horse and sang in praise, asking the Jetsun to accept
the horse and protect him from falling into the lower realms.
Nghe bai ca dy, long tin cia ngudi thanh nién tré nén khéng lay chuyén va nuwdc mat tudn
roi. Chang trao day cwong con ngya den cho Milarepa, cat 16i ca tan than va thinh Jetsun
nhan con ngua, dong thoi che chd dé chang khong roi vao céac cdi thap.

The Offering of the Black Horse

Cung dwong con ngwa den

The youth praised Milarepa as a rare Buddha-like sage. He described his fine black horse - swift
as the wind, richly saddled and adorned - and offered it with the prayer that Milarepa would
grant him protection and blessing.

Chang trai tan than Milarepa nhu mdt bac hién thanh hiém gap, twa mét vi Phat. Chang mo
td con ngya den quy clia minh - chay nhanh nhw gi6, yén cuwong va do trang sttc déu tinh
x40 - r6i dang no véi 1oi cau xin Milarepa che ché va gia tri.
Milarepa refused the horse, saying that he possessed a better one - the yogi’s horse of
Prana-Mind.
Milarepa tir chdi con ngua va noéi rang Ngai dd cé mdt con ngua con tdt hon - con ngua cda
hanh gia, tiec Khi-Tam.

Milarepa’s Song of the Yogi’s Horse



Bai ca Con Ngwa cia Hanh Gia

My horse is Prana-Mind, adorned with Dhyana. Its saddle is illuminating
Self-Awareness; its equipment is formed from yogic practice. Tranquillity adorns it,
bodily movement is its rein, and continuous inspiration its bridle. It gallops along the
Central Channel. Riding this yogi’s horse, one escapes the mud of Samsara and reaches
the safe land of Bodhi. Therefore I have no need of your black horse.

Con ngua cta ta la Khi-Tam, dugc trang nghiém bang Thién dinh. Yén ngya 1a Ty
Giac sang td; cac vat dung cia né dugc tao nén tir phap hanh Du-gia. Sy tinh lang 1a
db trang strc, chuyén déng cda than la day cwong, va nguon cam hirng khong gian
doan la ham thiéc. N6 phi doc theo Trung Mach. Cu@i con ngya cia hanh gia nay,
nguoi ta thoat khéi bun 1ay Luan hoéi va dén mién an 6n cia Bo-deé. Vi thé ta khong
can con ngya den ctia con.

The Offering of the Boots
Cing dwong doi ang

The youth then thought that, although Milarepa did not need his horse, the yogi’s bare feet must
suffer on rough roads. He offered his costly blue boots, asking for compassionate blessing.

Ngudi thanh nién nghi rang tuy Milarepa khong can ngua, déi chan tran cia Ngai chac han
phai chiu dau dén trén nhitng con duong go ghé. Chang dang doéi ing xanh quy gia va cau
Xin sy gia tri tw bi.
Milarepa’s Song of the Yogi’s Boots
Bai ca P6i Ung ctia Hanh Gia
Milarepa answered that Samsara is a dark land of wrong views: the meadow of craving
is muddy, jealousy is thorny, hatred is a savage dog, and pride a dangerous hill. His own
boots are made from renunciation of Samsara, awakening from impermanence and
delusion, faith in karma, non-clinging, devotion, and the Dharma. Therefore he has no
need of worldly boots.
Milarepa dap rang Luan hoi la mién t6i tim cta ta kién: dong c6 tham ai day bun,
dam lay ganh ti day gai, sin han nhu con ché dit va kiéu man nhu ngon doi hiém
trd. Doi ing ctia Ngai duwoc lam bang sy xudt ly Ludn hoi, tinh thic trudce vo thuong
va mé lam, long tin noi nghiép, sy khong bam chap, long sung kinh va Gido phap.
Vi thé Ngai khong can doi ing thé gian.

The Offering of the Jacket

Cung dwong ao khoac

The youth next offered his finest reddish-green jacket, lined and trimmed with costly fur,
because Milarepa wore only thin clothing and wandered through mountains and streets in the
cold.

Tiép dd, chang trai dang chiéc 4o khoac dé-xanh tot nhat cia minh, cé 16p 16t va vién 16ng
quy, vi Milarepa chi méc y phuc méng va thwong lang du qua nui non, dwong pho gitra gia
lanh.



Milarepa’s Song of the Yogi’s Coat

Bai ca Ao Khoac cia Hanh Gia
Milarepa replied that beings wander through the Six Realms, driven by karmic winds
and the senses. His own garment is the cloth of pure mind and heart, embroidered with
immaculate discipline. Mindfulness is its tailor; yogic practice forms its lining, and the

Great Light at death brightens it. This is the yogi’s coat, so he has no wish for the youth’s
jacket.

Milarepa dap rang chung sinh lang thang trong Sau Cai, bi gi6 nghiép va cac giac
quan cuon di. Y phuc ctia Ngai l1a tdim vai ctia tdm thanh tinh, dugc théu bang gidi
hanh khong ti vét. Chanh niém la nguoi thog may; phap hanh Du-gia tao nén 16p 16t,
va Pai Quang Minh Idc chét lam né sang rd. D6 1a 4o khodc cia hanh gia, nén Ngai
khong mong cau chiéc 4o cda chang trai.

The Offering of the Woolen Coat

Cung dwong ao len

Still concerned that Milarepa’s clothing was too thin for winter, the youth offered a fine
gray-green woolen coat. Milarepa again refused, explaining through song that his true warmth
came from the yogic practice of inner heat.

Van lo rang y phuc ctia Milarepa qui mong cho mua dong, chang trai dang mot chiéc 4o len
xam-xanh t6t dep. Milarepa lai tir choi va giai thich bang bai ca rang hoi &m chén that cda
Ngai dén tir phap Du-gia noi nhiét.
Milarepa’s Song of Inner Heat
Bai ca vé Noi Nhiét
Having wandered under blindness, blown about by the winds of passion and drenched
by karmic retribution, I longed for the City of Freedom. Through the practice of vital
heat, prana-mind and the union of bliss and emptiness, summer and winter have
become the same to me. Your woolen clothes may be beautiful, but my cotton garment

is lighter and more comfortable. Dear patron, I do not need your clothes; you should go

home.
Tung lang thang dudi sy dan dét ctia vé minh, bi nhitng ngon gié phién ndo cuén di
va thadm wdét bdi qua bao nghiép, ta khao khat Thanh phé Giai thoat. Nho thuc hanh
noi nhiét, Khi-Tam va sy hgp nhat cia Lac va Khong, d6i vgi ta mua hé va mua
déng nay déu nhu nhau. Ao len ctia con c6 thé dep, nhung y phuc bong ctia ta nhe
hon va dé chiu hon. Nay nguoi thi chi tré, ta khong can y phuc ctia con; con hay tré
vé nha.

End of Part I - Part II continues with the young man’s further offerings and Milarepa’s successive Dharma songs.

Hét Phan I - Phan II tiép tuc vdi nhitng 1€ vat kKhac clia chang trai va cac bai ca Gido phép ké tiép cua Milarepa.
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