SPEECH OF FIRE

A PUJA TO PANDARAVASINI

INTRODUCTION
This puja to Pandaravasini is one of a set of pujas to the Five Prajnas - the female consorts of the Five Buddhas. There is a very rich symbolism connected with the Five Buddhas, male and female. The female aspects, the Prajnas, are particularly associated with the five elements and also with the five wisdoms. So Pandaravasini embodies the element fire, and the discriminating wisdom, as well as many other symbolic associations.

The particular form of Pandaravasini to which this puja relates is described in a set of sadhanas called Queens of the Mandala. In the sadhana she appears seated on a pale-red lotus and a moon mat. The sadhana says:

"Her body is brilliant red in colour, and she sits in the vajra posture. She is wearing exquisite clothing, of which at least the upper garment is pure white. She is adorned with rubies and other precious things. Her hands are at her heart in the anjali mudra. They hold the stems of two lotuses that blossom at her shoulders. At her right shoulder is a red lotus on which, on a moon mat, is a vase of immortality. At her left shoulder is a pale-blue lotus on which, on a moon mat, is a vajra-bell.

On her head is a five-jeweled crown. She has long black hair, some of which is bound up in a topknot, 

the rest flowing over her shoulders. In front of her topknot sits the deep red Buddha Amitabha. He is seated in the vajra posture. His right hand holds up a red lotus; his left rests in his lap, holding a setting sun.

Pandaravasini's head and body are surrounded by auras of light. She is very beautiful, smiling at you with infinite loving-kindness."

The puja can be enriched by including the Refuges and Precepts after the third section, by chanting the mantra of Pandaravasini - OM PADMADEVI PUSHPADEVI PAM SVAHA, and in other ways, such as making physical offerings.
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WORSHIP

To Pandaravasini,

Whose discriminating wisdom

Sees the uniqueness

Of every phenomenon,

I make offerings of infinite variety.

I offer you flowers

Of scarlet, vermilion and crimson,

For every subtle shade

Is sacred to you.

I offer you incense

Of sandalwood, jasmine and musk,

For every subtle scent

Is sacred to you.

I offer you foods

Spiced, salt and sweet

For every subtle flavour

Is sacred to you.

I offer you garments

Of silk, velvet and lace,

For touch of every texture

Is sacred to you.

I offer you music 

Of strings, drums and voice,

For every single note

Is sacred to you.

I offer these gifts 

With great devotion

On behalf of all living beings:

Human and hungry ghost,

Animal and titan,

Hell-being and god,

For every single one

Is sacred to you.

SALUTATION

Body of fire,

Transcender of the world,

Through the flames of meditation

You have burned away

All that was subject 

To birth and death.

So your body of light

Is itself a vase of immortality.

Undying love and wisdom

Of all the Buddhas,

I pay homage to you.

Speech of fire,

Namer of the world,

You bring light to all beings

Through symbols and doctrines.

Yet you only produce the concept

‘All living beings’

In order to love them all.

Perfect communication 

Of all the Buddhas,

Homage to you.

Heart of fire,

Burning up all craving 

With the blissful flames 

Of your great love.

Your steepled fingers

Express your ardent devotion

For truth itself.

Great heart of all the Buddhas,

Homage to you.

Mind of fire,

Knower of the world,

In the empty crucible

Of mind’s true nature

You mould each individual moment.

Yet you bring into existence

Nothing at all.

Pure perception of all the Buddhas,

Homage to you.

GOING FOR REFUGE


To you, the white-robed queen,

Clad in the snow

Of pure renunciation,

Clad in the white heat

Of profound concentration,

Clad in the white light

Of ultimate reality,

To Pandaravasini

I go always for refuge.

To you, the queen of lotuses,

Tenderness itself,

Your heart’s eight petals

Open forever,

The PAM at its centre

Radiating infinite light,

To Pandaravasini

I go always for refuge.

To you, the queen of rubies,

Through the alchemy of your love

You transmute craving into contentment,

The final fulfilment of all desire.

Now I understand

That all my longing

Was for your undying state,

To Pandaravasini

I go always for refuge.

CONFESSION OF FAULTS

O Queen of Compassion,

Going for refuge to you,

Bathed in your warm red light,

I become aware 

Of all my faults and failings,

Of a past filled 

With craving, aversion and stupidity.

Looking back at my life,

I see that all too often

I didn’t care

I didn’t give

I didn’t try

I didn’t help

I didn’t say

I didn’t love

I didn’t forgive

I didn’t empathise

I didn’t think of the consequences.

All too often

Without intending it

I was part of Mara’s forces.

Please forgive me

And help me,

So that all my negativities

Fall as flowers at your feet.

Knowing that you will always love,

May I find it in my heart

To forgive myself;

May I find it in my heart

To make amends

To those I have hurt

Or left uncared for;

May I find it in my heart

To plunge into the flames

Of compassion.

And from the ashes of my failings,

May I be reborn

On wings of light.

REJOICING IN MERITS

O queen of flowers,

I rejoice in your tender heart,

That cares for all beings,

Embracing us all

Like infinite lotuses.

I rejoice in those lotuses 

That are struggling from the mud,

Called to an unknown destiny.

I rejoice in those lotuses

That are rising up through the water,

Drawn by distorted gleams of freedom.

I rejoice in those lotuses

That have grown into the light,

Unfolding their petals

In the warmth of your love.

ENTREATY AND SUPPLICATION

Queen of loving-kindness,

I entreat you to rescue me.

My craving has me in a strangle-hold.

I am tired of grabbing and grasping,

Tired of clinging to shadows,

Tired of clinging to concepts,

Tired of clinging to disappointment,

Tired of clinging to suffering,

Tired of clinging to the wreckage

Of mundane existence.

In my desperation

I squeeze the life

Out of my life.

Queen of egoless passion,

Please teach me what love really is.

Teach me what happiness really is.

Teach me what life really is.

Please teach me

To crave only freedom.

Please teach me to trust

The Buddha’s teaching.

Please teach me

To open my rigid hands

And embrace the world.
DEDICATION

Pandaravasini,

Sunset Queen,

I offer this worship

And its merits to you.

May you accept them. 

And, if it pleases you,

May you work magic

For all sentient beings:

Red magic,

Fire magic,

Flower magic,

Lotus magic.

By this love magic

May everything that lives

Become devoted to you.

By this rite of attraction

May they all follow

Your glowing path into the West.

By this rite of fascination

May they all be drawn

To the Land of Bliss.

And there may they dwell,

Eternally free from suffering,

Spell-bound by the Dharma.
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