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Chapter 3 

 

And out came a young man who was passionate but had no 
luck in finding the love of his life. Engulfed in misery, he 
stood before The Disciple and asked him to reveal his truth 
about Love. 

The Disciple stood in silence. He closed his eyes as if he did 
not want to witness all the evils that humankinds have 
committed since the day of creation. His mouth was shut like 
an ancient cage hidden underneath the palace of a kingdom.  

After a moment of mystical silence, The Disciple slowly 
opened his eyes and gazed at the man. He smiled and replied, 

 

“One whose heart is aflame with love is a wondrous 
nightingale that opens its mouth to chew roses and swallow 
thorns.   

The roses taste sweet in its mouth but the thorns are 
excruciating its chest. 

 

That is because Love gives you nothing but potion with two 
flavors. 

One flavor is sweet like honey and the other is bitter like 
scorpion venom. 
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You must taste both flavors, otherwise you will not 
experience the joy that Love offers with its delicate hands and 
the beauty it paves in the landscape of your life.  

 

When you taste the sweetness of Love, you are a flower 
whose survival is dependent on a bee to pour its passion into 
your pot of gold.  

You wait for the bee to mix tenderness and patience to create 
the honey it longs for.  

At that precise moment Love will crown you with a tiara 
made of rubies that the angels treasure in the Mountain of 
Eternity.  

Then Love will enfold you with beautiful wings so you could 
fly to pick the sweetest fruit in The Garden of Eden. 

As it listens to every weep and laughter of your sleep, Love 
will also guard you against the horrid of hatred in your 
wakefulness.  

Love will sing you songs of eternal joy like the birds 
welcoming the arrival of the daybreak.  

Love will become the sunray that keeps shining in your face 
and touch the tenderness of your cheek. 

Love will become the wind that caresses your soul to build a 
palace of happiness in the horizon of your heart. 
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When all these happen at once, a thought starts lingering in 
your mind like the wind of the South creating the waves of 
passion. 

You think of Love as mere a humble servant who provides you 
with the sweetest of brew and the most luscious of banquet. 

You think of Love as a flock of herd that that will run and 
jump as you beckon them.  

But rarely do you realize that everything except the ray of the 
sun itself has a shadow. 

And even Love has a shadow, for its shadow is misery. 

 

When the shadow of Love engulfs your spirit, all of a sudden 
you remember that you have just tasted the bitterness of 
Love. 

Love is bitter that it will crucify you with disgust and smashes 
your soul into fragments. 

And as you lie in a bed of thorns, Love will thread a thousand 
of needles to throw you to the verge of insanity. 

Amidst your grief you realize that the shadow of Love weaves 
you the greatest cloth of torment. 
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Yet none of what Love does to you is evil.  

You think Love is evil, yet what is evil but good without 
garment? 

You think Love is evil, yet what is evil but ignorance groping 
in the darkness? 

 

And as the truth is revealed unto you, the burden in your 
shoulder is as light as cotton. 

That is when the angels whisper you the hidden truths while 
they are hovering above your head. 

The shadow of Love crucifies you with disgust so you could 
wash the mud that has stained the purity of your soul. 

It wounds your heart so you could heal it with the Herb of 
Compassion that Mother Nature hands in to you with the joy 
of tomorrow. 

It threads a thousand needles in your heart so you could ruin 
the fortress of your vanity with your own hands and build a 
Mansion of Endearment.  

 

These are not the work of evil, so regret not when the flame 
of Love sets a fire in the camp of your heart. 

These are all the way Love serves you with humility with all 
the signs it has made in the Road of Life. 

 



The Disciple 
 

5 
 

That is the destiny of everyone who dares to set the fire of 
Love in their heart, 

For the clouds have painted it in the sky and the foam has 
sculpted it in water.  

It has been written by The Invisible Hand. 

To refute this is to deny the glare of the sun in a bright day. 

 

Now you realize that Love is a disease without remedy, but 
you also need to realize that your beloved is a treasure 
without end.  

 

Only with your beloved that you can thread the bridge of 
affection and sing the melody of tenderness. 

Only with your beloved that you can boast that the sky is not 
too high to climb and the ocean is not too deep to dive.  

Only with your beloved that you can swim against the current 
and surf with the wind while holding each other’s hands.  

For your beloved is a pearl whose sparkle is visible only to 
your eyes; likewise, your sparkle is visible only to theirs.  

 

But never think that Love will put an end to your unlimited 
yearning, for it is Love that fulfils its own yearning through 
you.  
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When you are in love let your desires are most of the holy. 

To bend like a branch of a weeping tree under a violent 
storm. 

To savor every bit of pain that love bequeaths you with 
tenderness. 

To bleed with your heart but smile with your lips. 

To cry with your soul but gaze willingly at the infinite sky in 
search for the light of hope. 

To wake at dawn and hold the hands of your beloved 
triumphantly. 

To walk in the landscape of serenity and joyfully sing the ode 
of yesterday. 

To close your eyes under the smiling sun and the caress of the 
wind. 

To return and sleep with gratitude upon the lips of your heart 
for the presence of Love in your day.  

 

Thus, seek Love for the prosperity of your soul. 

Seek one who will sing you the Ode of Joy and dance in the 
chamber of your Love. 

 

In seeking be fair to yourself, for fairness is the only game that 
the universe plays. 
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Like the sun never be unfair to the earth, so you also never be 
unfair to others. 

Do not give what your eyes want to see or what your ears 
want to hear, 

But give what your soul has longed for since the day of 
creation, which is the mate to your soul. 

 

 

Often in pursuit of your beloved you give in to the pleasure of 
your ears.  

You are only interested in one who speaks with a golden 
tongue, as you think they are able to keep up with your 
sayings 

Do not merely seek one who is able to keep up with your 
sayings, but seek one whose heart is willing to fly with yours. 

For when you seek one who is able to keep up with your 
sayings, you wish nothing but to be one in tongue. 

But when you seek one whose heart is willing to fly with 
yours, you wish nothing but to be one in heart. 

And to be one in heart is always better than to be one in 
tongue. 

For one whose heart is willing to fly with yours must be able 
to keep up with your sayings; otherwise, how are you going to 
be able to embark on the journey together? 
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To be one in tongue is copper but to be one in heart is 
diamond. 

One may be satisfied with the quality of some copper, yet not 
all copper is satisfactory. 

But one will be satisfied with the quality of pure diamonds, 
irrespective of where they are treasured. 

 

After you treasure your beloved, drink from the Chalice of 
Love even if it tastes bitter, 

For every drop drunk from the cup of love brings you closer 
to enlightenment 

And a drop drunk wholeheartedly brings you closer to 
eternity. 

 

As you hold the hand of your beloved with tenderness, you 
are under the spell of Love.  

It is a moment where both the past and the future make no 
sense; only the present does.  

It is a moment when the universe speaks to you and the stars 
give you their amorous smiles. 
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And when you are under the spell of Love you should not say 
that you love God, but rather God loves you with the 
tenderness of the dusk and the spirit of the dawn. 

For only when you say that will God invite you as His special 
guest in a party He holds in heaven.” 

 

 

And as Kasheva, The Disciple, had finished saying these, the 
young man bowed to him. He then walked slowly, closing his 
eyes, and tried to kneel at The Disciple. 

But Kasheva reflexively prevented him and gave him a blessing 
on his forehead instead. He then smiled at the young man and 
whispered a prayer of joy.  
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