
The Emptiness of Breath 

No sneezes or end of them
Nor all that comes of sneezing.
No breath or end of it.
No wheezing, no blowing,
Not even lungs to inflate,
No air, wind, gust,
No hurricane or storm
Nor all that comes of them.
Not even dust
That’s borne on them.
No Olbas oil or other decongestant,
No nose or blockages of nose
Nor even easy breathing
For breathing too is emptiness.
So know that the Bodhisattva
Through never taking a breath
Is freed from delusive breathing,
Rid of the fear bred by it
And dwells in an air-less zone
Beyond the reach of suffocation.
Suffocation too is breath
For suffocation comes from breath
And in its absence, suffocation too is absent.
No breath, no sneezing,
No end of them.
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