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I The Buddha once exhorted
1 his disciples to “go to the foot
: of a tree and meditate lest you
shall regret later on’. This
advice shows us that the
Buddha’s Dhamma and Disci-
pline cannot be separated
from Nature.

. Nature teaches us lessons
about the impersonal nature
of existence — about birth, life
and death.

It is therefore timely that Venerable Sujiva, a very well-
loved and respected Theravadin monk in Malaysia,
now offers us an opportunity to learn from his insights
into Nature, among other things, in his latest book
Wind in the Forest. The present book is a unique col-
lection of poems, write-ups, illustrations and photos.

In Venerable Sujiva’s sincere and heart-felt writings,
readers will find many touching incidents related by
him in his many years of teaching. They will also come
to understand him, his compassion and loving-kind-
ness, as well as the Dhamma, by simply flowing with
his pen.

The Venerable’s earlier compilations of poetry include
Voices from the Heart, Walking Iris and The Door.
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poems by sujiva



FOREWORD

A pEcaDE has passed since a group of aspiring mem-
bers pioneered the inception of the Buddhist Wisdom
Centre (Bwc) with the noble objective of propagating
the practice of Vipassana Meditation. Their goals have
been progressively realised and over the years the
society has generated interest in Vipassana Meditation
through its practice and publications.

On behalf of the Bwc, I wish to express our heartfelt
gratitude to our spiritual advisor, Rev. Sujiva, who has
been instrumental in guiding and motivating us in this
noble practice. It is therefore apt that the swc publish
this book by our spiritual advisor, entitled The Wind in
the Forest, to commemorate the 10th anniversary of
the society.

[ take this opportunity to thank the founding mem-
bers, past and present committee members and the
meditation guides for their untiring efforts in carrying
the activities of the society. At the same time, a great
Sadhu! to all members and well-wishers for supporting
the society from the spiritual and financial aspects.

May the Bwc grow in wisdom and strength.

Lee Lee Kim
Chairman, 1998
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PREFACE

Unlike my other poetry collections, The Wind in the
Forest, is not just poetry. Also included are cartoons
and short stories. The other difference is an emphasis
on our natural environment. I do hope our Malaysian
Buddhists can be more aware and concerned about
our greens. It had and will play an important role in
spirituality. However, the book did not come about for
that purpose. I happened to find myself moving in that
direction for, as in the past, the forest and the monk
go hand in hand.

As for the wind, it’s the Dhamma. When the yogi con-
templates on the body and mind as mere processes,
they can be perceived just like ‘winds’ — sometimes
turbulent, at other times cool and blissful, but never-
theless ungraspable and void. The poem whose title
the book bears is actually about such a situation. The
yogi or monk meditates where he strives to lose him-
self in Nature. Does not that tattered brown robe cam-
ouflage him among the brown tree trunks?

SuJIvA, 1998
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ANCIENT TONGUE

All persons

Familiar or otherwise

Are now winds.

Their faces appearing intermittently

Between gaps of voidness

As thin fragile films

On invisible air.

How can such unreal manifestations be permanent?
They change, these insubstantial happenings,

So I call them winds.

Flowers!

Only you seem to remain fairly loyal
To my past perceptions,

However deceptive.

It can be expected

Since you are the closest

Of all natural expressions

To ultimate Natures

Of that, I have accepted

The immaculate jasmine that lasts but for a day,
The leaves of the Kopsia aged red,

Butterflies and moths,

Dragonlilies levitate,

These are thoughts,

But whose thoughts?

The language of Man

Too has vanished with the winds,

I've lost all words my teacher drilled me.
May I borrow your tongue to communicate,

17



O plants of the world,

Your lips to speak?

And safe-keep my memories between your layers of
leaves?

O Mother Earth, O Father Sky!

Only with your words can I talk to you,

And I can do so only when I'm no different from

A showy hibiscus,

Or the moon, the mirror of the sun,

Or the sun, the discus of life.

7 NOvEMBER 1994

I have, for some time, been talking to plants.
Not in the way some people talk to themselves.
It’'s more of a communication, but not like what
the mediums do during seances. When you
develop keen awareness while working with
and among plants, you can sense their unique
characteristics, not just their external mor-
phology but qualities which seem to tell you
about the nature of life, the ways of the world
and so forth. It enlivens and inspires my spirit-
ual life as well as contributing to good health.
Everyone should learn the ancient language
Nature speaks. This reminds me of a short
poem I wrote long ago:

Nature speaks in symbols and signs
Catch them while they fly

Let her tell you what's in her heart

— The Truth that never dies!
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LIVING IN THE PRESENT

Living in the present
Is doing yet not doing
Existing yet not existing

Living in the present

Is slipping in-between the conscious
And the unconscious

Dissolving into brilliance of Truth
That’s ever invisible

Living in the present

Is really all one needs to know
That is to know how to know
Know what is to be known

The Unconditioned!

The world, the world,

Whirls round in concentric ripples
The mind first

The body follows after,

Aren’t they interdependent?

On one end you may find
The particles paradise
Expanding

Her territories geometrically,
In the inside edge however,
Terror awaits

In suspension,

Threatens!

The past is gone
The future not yet come
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To be in the present that’s unreal
Is to be trapped
In imaginations.

But living in the present

With clear awareness

Breaks all three time periods asunder
So what are we left with?

Nothing, No body, No mind, no where.

Yet I stand before you
No, what you're looking at is not real!

Living in the present
Is existing yet not existing.

21 NoOVvEMBER 1994
Santisulcharama, Kota Tinggi, Johor

The secret of the Teachings is: how to live in
the present where reality is. The old have but
memories of things long gone. The young live
on bright hopes yet to be fulfilled. Even the
present is fleeting, too fast to catch. What peo-
ple perceive when they say “now” is already the
immediate past. Therefore when we say we live
in the present, we are using the word “present”
as a convenient tool of communication. What
we really mean to say is to be with reality. If we
can do that perfectly, we can be considered
enlightened. The Dhammapada verse 348 illus-
trates this point clearly:
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Let go of the past

Let go of the future

Let go of the present

Crossing to the farther shore of existence,
with mind released from everything,

Do not again undergo birth and decay.

HoME AGAIN

Too long, too long,

Have I wandered

Along compassion’s circuitous routes

Into the land of ogres,

Demons bedecked with jewelled garlands,
Dwelling in crystal caverns

With airs wafted with the hint of roses.

They all sing praises to the Lord’s blessed path
And bow their heads low in veneration.

All illusions!!

In time they’ll devour themselves

And in turn they’ll devour you.

But a storm arose

Thunderbolts raced across the sky

Crackling as she screamed her fire

And as the rain poured

I remembered what I should not have forgotten,

In the midst of a storm

I recalled home

The forest

With darkness smothering the pupils
Dampness sticking to the marrow
Deafening silence resonating deeply
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Into the consciousness,

And it’s wild, O so wild!

In remembrance my heart harkens again
How indeed, the cicadas call and call
Pathetically

Even as the evenings sighs its last
Betwixt the tall trees

Standing straight, stationary and still
Then tossed their heads

And waved their leaves with joy

At a passing wind.

Suddenly

I was once again

A little mousedeer

With tiny feet,

Timid and gentle,

Soft and hidden,

Fearful of humans with little wit,

Cruel in means,

Running free through the lush undergrowth,
Fleeing fast between the shifting shadows,
Following the lead of the stream side trails
Infested with leeches, littered full with leaves,
Deep in the jungle

Home of the king of the beasts.

3 DECEMBER 1994
Camp Matang, Sarawak

&

Do you know that the mousedeer is actually
not a deer? It's more closely related to the
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camel. It is a loveable, small creature, less than
a foot high. Often featured in the Malay folk-
lore, it plays the role of a hero which outwits
predators such as the tiger and crocodile. His-
torically, it was responsible for the naming of
the state of Malacca, when the state’s founder
saw it warding off a tiger while he was resting
under a Malacca tree. Having just been chased
out from his homeland, the incident must have
served as an inspiration to him as did the spi-
der to Shakespeare’s King Edward.

Personally, I have come across the mousedeer
a few times when I lived near the forest. They
really looked gentle and vulnerable and so, an
object of affection. Unfortunately, they are
often hunted as food. A friend tells me that one
of the ways to trap them is to capitalise on their
unique love of dancing. It seems that if you tap
a pair of sticks in a certain rhythm when the
animal happens to be around, it cannot help
dancing. All you have to do is to make it dance
until it is dead tired. He seems genuine in his
claim because he reports an incident in which
he was personally involved. There was this
mousedeer dancing uncontrollably to the taps
of sticks. My friend was supposed to shoot it
down with his rifle. He could see the creature
dancing with tears in its eyes. It obviously
knows about this dance of Death! My friend
didn’t have the heart to do it. The musician was
furious. We now know that even such a wise
hero of the jungle has its weakness.
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LaADY BEWARE!

Lady beware!

Of the man whose feelings overpower him.
Feelings beget sufferings

Intense emotions promise deep sorrows.
And feelings are blind

Indiscriminate

There can never be enough

To satisfy his cravings.

Lady beware!

Of the man who gently holds your hands
Young in years, fresh in love.
Inexperience

Will claim its toll

Of countless broken hearts.

You're in his list,

Of that you can be certain.

Fly away while you may

When the skies are still for free

Before he casts the net over you

And on himself.

The chains that bind lovers to eternity
Also binds your limbs and consciousness
To the endless cycle of Deaths.

To break clean

You've got to bleed

The sea dry.
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Beware lady,

Of his charms and smile.
Run away lady,

To live a divine life.

5 DECEMBER 1994
Camp Matang, Kuching, Sarawak

Young love, puppy love and first love, probably
all in one will most likely be a failure. The inex-
perienced usually look for something and usu-
ally it is based on lust. But for those involved,
it is the most wonderful thing that can possibly
happen.

Usually I would sympathise with the young
man for not being able to become a monk. In
this case I sympathise with the female. That’s
because the male is the more emotional one
and therefore less reasonable. He’s also quite
immature and is also more likely to be attrac-
ted to another. But who knows, it may just
work out. It’s also not my business.

WHAT’S IN A TREE?

For the weary traveller
Hospitable shade
For their thirsty throats

25



Juicy fruits

For her coral neck
Garlands sweet

For the homeless one
A humble abode.

But what is it in a tree

That makes a monk happy

with joy expanding in all directions
Unimpeded?

For one whose life

Is intertwined with Nature,
Unsullied,

Whose heart is bent on striving,
That solitary seat

Is his domain.

There grows too

Preciously

All of his life’s meanings.
Happy is he who finds a friend
Who gives selflessly

Supports his life sublime
Uncomplaining, unintrusive,
Such a friend is indeed

Hard to find.

Such a friend is the tree.

When you feel lonely

Do not look for companionship
With man blinded by self-interest,
Neither seek from him comfort
Who is bent on worldly gains.
Retreat instead
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To Nature’s stalwart elders

To speak and spill

Your heart’s emotions, wishes.
They’ll understand and console
Far better than anyone else!

Or walk between their tall stately trunks,
Pillars of Nature’s own shrines.

Seek not in what man-confused has instituted,
These alone sulffice to ease

Aching hearts,

Breathe spirit to weakened bodies,

And supply answers to all queries

If you would but learn to listen!

Rustle, leaves sing,

When the rain falls

O how sweetly they smile.

Then listen, listen

Can you hear them tell

Mountains of tales

Of how all things rise and fall,

Of how rivers flow to the sea

In diverse ways.

I would like to make friends

With all the trees in the world.

Invite them to live right next to me

If only there’s enough place to accommodate them!
Then I can get to know them all

Intimately,

Listen to their every story

Attentively,

And gain understanding.
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What is it in one tree

That makes my heart leap with joy

More than another?

My mother’s favourite is the pomegranate.
But the Great Man’s Religious Fig

Excels all else.

Once I chose the Casuarina

An airy fairy who dances by the sea.

But I found her shade too meagre

And thus I looked elsewhere for another.

Then I saw

The stately Alstonia

Its coat neatly pressed in tiers.

In the race of trees

This is a tall handsome gentleman
Hardy but elegant,

A perfect attendant.

But I'm disinclined to select him
To shade that solitary seat in my heart
I prefer one more at home

In the deepest of the wilds.

Why not me? invites

The tree of sadness,
Nycthanthes arbor-tristis
That’s her Botanical name,
Whose fragrant white blossoms
With vermilion hearts open
In the depths of the night,
The silver sheen of its petals
reflecting moonbeams.

A moonlight serenade
Subtle ecstasy!
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This precious princess

Never wears her clothes for more than a day.
Indians plant her at their temples,

And offer her flowers to their gods

The following daybreak.

It’'s a fine tree to be with

But then she’s too dainty

To have beside me always.

The Iron wood

If you fain upon it

Is durable against all odds.

When flowering,

Its blossoms large, white and fragrant
Echoes virtues’ excellence.

It has been a tree chosen by Buddhas!
Now are you good enough for it?

Somehow I feel drawn to

The admirable Borneo Camphor
Dimensions at par with the hosts of giants
Towering over lesser inhabitants
Its wood is highly valued

Its blossoms I have yet to witness
Beholding it calms down my mind
Into an ocean without waves
Deep and clear,

Inexplicable peace.

What is it in this tree

That makes me feel this way?

Grow O mighty tree
For my sake
Your life is like my life
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Your wish, my wish to fulfil

For we share the same heart
The heart of Nature

Where the deepest green
Merges with the unknown black
Where there is also found

The access to freedom!

9 DECEMBER 1994
Camp Matang, Kuching, Sarawak

Trees. If you imagine a landscape without
trees, you will end up with a desert or the sea.
How miserable!

Trees have played an important part in Budd-
hism. The Buddha was born, lived, preached
and died under trees. Each Buddha has his
own Enlightenment (Bodhi) tree and that will
be the one beneath which he sought shelter
and eventually gained enlightenment. Our
present Buddha Gotama was enlightened
under the species of Ficus Religiosa. He himself
chose it to represent him when he was not
around. Since then Buddhists have shown a
special reverence for that tree or its offspring.
Strangely enough, people who meditate under
it find that they get good results. Faith works
wonders.

In the past year, planting trees has become one
of my passions. They are true friends of Man.
They give us food, shelter, medicine and much
joy and beauty in life. I have also encouraged
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my friends to adopt a tree, spread cremated
ashes under a tree and to plant thousands of
trees. And I tell you, it is indeed a joy to see
them grow tall, above our heads.

How tall is a tall tree?

Just in case you have wrong ideas, trees are
considered short if they fall below 30ft, medium
if they are between 30ft and 100ft, and tall if
they exceed 100ft. The Borneo Camphor tree
can reach a height of 200ft. That's about four
times the height of a normal rubber tree. I
planted quite a fair number of them in the her-
mitage. The tallest tree we have at present is
the Batai (Albizia falcata). It is also the fastest
growing tree at the hermitage but extremely
brittle. It must be over 50ft by now. We planted
it from a seed. The tree does not always last
and usually become a victim of lightning. I
hope ours lasts, because it's the only one we
have. At present, we have over 190 species of
trees at the hermitage and many more if you
include the unidentified ones.

A DyYING DiscIPLE

With a shrivelled up body

And swollen legs

A man not too old in years

Lies waiting uncomfortably

For his imminent death.

He seeks for refuge from the Buddha.
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I tell him to recite his wish out loud

Like I do, like this:

“Buddham Saranam Gacchami”

After each “saranam”,

He gulps a big HICK-cup

Which sends his head jerking

And mind reeling.

It’s not an ecstasy I assure you,

It's more like a strange kammic manifestation.

“Now take these 5 precepts”, I explained,
Starting with the restraint from
Intentional taking of life

To the restraint from intoxicants,

And with each restraint he vowed to keep
He gulped a big HICK-CUP.

Which turns his head around

And sends his mind spinning.

That too I assure you

Is not ecstasy.

It's more like a strange kammic manifestation.

“Do not cling to anything in this world”
I then further advised,

“Recite in your heart again and again,
I have faith in the Buddha.

One who has faith

His mind will be at peace.

Such a one need not fear anything
Even if his body withers to ashes.”

He nods as if with understanding

And no big HICK-cuUPs interferes.

Before I left I held his hand to console,
As an appreciation for some simple guidance
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In refuge taking,

He offers a red packet.

This may well be his last act of charity
In the dispensation of our Lord

In his life.

12 DECEMBER 1994
Kuching, Sarawalc

What do you do when you meet someone who
is about to die? Some psychiatrists and psy-
chologists are specialised in this field. They
know what to say and do. I have read an inter-
esting book called “Final Gifts” by Maggie Cal-
lanan and Patricia Kelley which gives you a
good idea of what to do.

As monks, we have often been involved in such
situations although that is not really our work.
But what is it in life that we are all not involved
in? There are many things which I can think of
that we should not be involved in! First of all,
ALL the EviL and wickeD things. I'll leave you to
think about the rest. As for death and dying, it
is something very much concerned with spirit-
ual life, even though it may not be yours.

So, there was this man who was suffering from
kidney failure and it looked like his days were
numbered. An old lady friend of his believed it
was so, because she said, “I have worked in
hospitals before and I know. With people who
are about to die, their ear lobes shrink. His had
shrunk, but I did not tell his children....”
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Somebody then checked this out for me and
confirmed that it was true.

Anyway, I didn’t deny his last request and so I
went. The rest you have already read. It may
have done him a world of good. Generally, what
we have to do is to remove fear, keep him calm
and keep his mind in a pure state. Concentra-
tion will give the mind strength and hope, but
people don’t think of such things until only the
last minute when it's too late. But then, it is
also better late than never.

THE DREAM OF THE FOREST

In December,

When the mists roam thickly

And the rains shower generously
over Serapi, Matang’s peak,

The mighty dipterocarps that grace
The Kubah reserve

Pours out all its splendour

As millions of winged marvels

Rich in diverse colours -

Reds and yellows,

Pinks and maroons,

And the freshest pale green,

Borne bountifully on their convex crowns.
You would think it a wonder

How such temporal events

Can be so beautiful and grand,
And how one who is also temporal,
Taking a temporal residence,
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A fleeting glance of it

Can make an impression so deep
That evokes in him

Another million dreams

And countless tales of struggle
So that he may one day

Truly and befittingly adorn

As an incomparable gem

The forest of such majesty.

When the forest lives its dream

And the monk dreams his life

Or when the forest dreams its life

And the monk lives his dream,

They are essentially the same.

The difference is only whose and which
Dreams are first fulfilled.

Then Nature is flowering with all its glory
For the happiness of all that lives.

And unless such dreams are fulfilled
Or at least still kept alive

Can there still be hope for mankind
And the world.

I dream of a forest

Deep and thick

With trees so tall

That its tops escape

The reach of eager eyes;

And buttresses so high

That form walls equalling

Those of an emperor’s fortified castle,
Where between them sits

A monk
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Tranquil and wise,

Who has done what there is to be done,
Who has rightly lived the holy life,

And who shall no more be reborn.

It is such a sage

That should be sitting

On your sacred peak!

15 DECEMBER 1994
Camp Matang, Kuching, Sarawalk

Our Malaysian equatorial forests are the oldest
type among all others because there was no
such thing like the ice periods here. A typical
feature of this type of forest is the presence of
Dipterocarps of which this region is their place
of origin. It has the highest number of genera
and species (Borneo — 13 genera & 276 species,
Peninsular — 14 genera & 68 species). The fam-
ily’s distinctive characteristic is its fruit that
looks like a shuttlecock.

When I was holding a retreat at camp Matang
which is at the edge of the Kubah {forest
reserve, I noticed that the Dipterocarps that
formed much of the canopy were bursting into
flower. The different colours covered their
entire crowns. The sight was breathtaking! It
reminded me of a verse in the Ratana Sutta:

Just as a fully blossomed woodland tree

In the early heat of the warm summer months
Such are the excellent teachings he taught
Leading to Nibbana, the supreme goal
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In the Buddha is this precious jewel
So by this truth may there be well being.

Incidentally, one Dipterocarp played an impor-
tant role in Buddhism. This is the Shorea
Robusta, known commonly as the Sal. The
Bodhisatta had his last birth under it. The
Buddha’s mahaparinibbana was also under Sal
trees. Unfortunately, this species of Shorea is
not found locally. I wonder what part our local
types of Dipterocarps played during the
Buddha’s time. Surely, many species similar to
those we have here must have been found in
the forest hermitages in Thailand and Burma.

IT wAs MURDER

You may consider him an accident child
Someone after consuming voraciously
His mother’s sweet, fragrant flesh,
Dropped his seed in the ditch nearby
Where women daily washed away their dirt.
But he grew up all the same

In our backyard

And O how he grew!

Fast and prolific

Profusely and quick

Soon he was a tall handsome lad
Healthy and optimistic

Ambitious and anxious

To sire his own off-springs.
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But alas! Misfortune befell this day

For along came the Evil Joker

With pouting lips

Sadistic smirk at the tips,

Pointed his wiry finger

At the innocent chap and said,

“This dangerous thing -

Is too close to the building,

We've got to chop it down

Before it’s too late.”

And to think, O how terrible!

That I actually agreed to his suggestion,
Although it had a sprinkle of truth

In the whole situation.

So what took it many painful months and years
To grow

It just took us minutes

To pull it down.

Now I wonder if it will ever be possible
That I will forgive myself

For being partly responsible

For the MURDER

Of an innocent Jackiruit tree

As for the Evil Joker,

He still thinks it was a wonderful idea
Even pleased that he has done a good deed!
And maybe it was too...

JANUARY 1995
Santisukharama, Kota Tinggi, Johor.

e

If you are one who loves trees, you will agree
with me that it was murder — shameless and
intolerable murder — although not everyone will
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agree with that. But, there are priorities and
trees are not all indispensable. Do you know
that there is a precept which specifies that
bhikkhus cannot damage or have someone
damage plant life? There was a bhikkhu who
unintentionally did it, and was later reborn in a
woeful state. The morale is, if one did so, do not
be filled with remorse over it. One way is to
plant more trees to replace the one you
removed. And make sure it grows healthily! It
takes so long to grow one, but it just takes min-
utes to fell it.

A DIFFERENT PILGRIMAGE

A pilgrimage to the past rightly begins
With a visit to my invalid mother

Who no longer speaks, faculties failing fast
Is a pilgrimage to change

Another awakening from illusion.

A pilgrimage to Nature quietly begins

With a visit to the birds in their sanctuary,
So distant, quite alien,

To what most people are familiar with,

Is a pilgrimage to life forgotten,

Another renewal of zest for contemplation.

Of herons and egrets,

Of plovers and Kkites,

Their fast flights, their majestic glides,
Your silent movements,

Your distant spirit,

40



Remind me of a time

When Man had not forgotten you.
And when you called out harsh cries
Voices cracking the silence

‘Cept the winds that howl

It churns up feelings

As removed as are your abodes,
Feelings too subtle to decipher distinctly
Any words,

But I know,

That buried there lies my hopes,

Be there too, vain imaginations.

Monkeys sitting on forks of trunks,
Macaques grappled onto tightly

By their babies,

Their long tails hanging down

Like furry grey ropes,

Looking indifferently at us,

I too look at you

But with interest,

Don’t you recognise your distant cousin?

I have come back

Not a homecoming

But as a visitor

And as a pilgrim,

To re-discover the lurkings deep within Man,
I can already hear it

In the rumblings of your distended abdomens,
And in the rustlings of the wild fig leaves
When the wind blows.

I lie down to rest
The simple comforts of a chalet bring me back
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To unrecorded moments thirty over years ago.

Again in my innocence,

Pleasant feelings of false security

Sweeten the milk of childhood experience,

My mother is well and smiling in her early forties,
Before father’s death brought in an era

Disfigured by grief and struggle.

Again features and characters of long forgotten people
return,

These feelings replay with sour exudations!

I awake to see a lighthouse before me

A beacon of hope for sailors and ships,

In a sea of their own making, born of their innate
yearnings,

Just then the still wilderness which has caught time
In its thick meshed tangle of mangrove stilts

Throws me into tides of rise and fall,

Are these oscillations the regular thrusts of the heron’s
wings

That my heart rides into the forests and rivers
Created by the consciousness?

My beacon, my light, that mindfulness

Will tell me where to go,

It has travelled before along such terrain,

It will be my guide.

We rode along in a rickety boat

In the dark, dark night.

The waters, our faces and everything
Were black but flowing.

The kelip-kelip fireflies we came to see
The only brightness dizzily sparkling
Flashed their backsides in unison.

42



Then the rain came pouring

Wetting down all their celebrations.

Only a distant light from the jetty shone,

The reflections of the rain and the ripples on the river
Replaced the psychedelic displays

Of those eerie insects

With a cold, dark and distant

Romantic calmness.

The beacon is now stronger than ever,

In the rain, its rays swing with great power

Determined and defiant, nothing can halt its noble duty
Such is the light of a leader, the grit of a victor!

9 JANUARY 1995
Kuala Selangor, Selangor

There are many types of pilgrimage. The most
important one would be to visit the most
inspiring and spiritual places, or if you like the
metaphysical word, objects. In this case, it is
best done in an intensive meditation practice.

I have just begun, on this date, something I
have always wanted to do for sometime but
kept postponing because of too much work. I
decided to go around looking at places and
Nature in Malaysia, to help me think about life
and whether or not there was anything I'd like
to change. After getting involved in a routine of
work over the years, work has become a
momentum that you don’t think about!
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You can call this a pilgrimage to Nature, or to
the Past because I will be visiting some places
where I used to live when I was still a kid.

More rightly therefore, it is a time to search
within myself what I want to do for the next few
years. Nature will help me do it, not a lot of
people with wise ideas...

Every place, well, almost every place, has a
symbol or landmark. In Kuala Selangor, there
is the lighthouse. I remember I visited it back
in my school days. After that we went there
again during my varsity days. This time I
looked at it differently. Although I am not an
ardent follower of the Chinese “I Ching” which
places considerable stress on signs, I have
begun to be aware of such things. Rather than
predict the future conditions, I read its signifi-
cance.

Is this what my life is about? To be a light-
house? It’s really no fun standing out there in
the cold rain. Sure, it’s a noble job but there
can be no end to this. Or is it that I have to be
sure of my own Lighthouse? Who doesn’t need
to? That Lighthouse is the Dhamma itself, and
the Light is the light of Wisdom, which is devel-
oped from the light of mindfulness.

This brings to mind a Dhammapada verse:

The bhikikhu who dwells in the
Dhamma, delights in the Dhamma,
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meditates in the Dhamma, remembers
well the Dhamma, does not fall away
from the Sublime Dhamma.

— Dhpd (364)

Here we stayed at the Nature’s Park, which is a
bird sanctuary. I had actually lost quite a bit of
interest in bird-watching, so this was a
refresher course. These birds really looked
alien and distant from the problems of the
human race. From the simpler lives that they
live, they may actually be happier, in certain
ways, than a lot of stress-ridden humans! If
only humans made much better use of their
potentials.

As for the fire flies, called kelip-kelip in Malay,
these are silly. All those blips go on and off in
unison, so what? It’s great if you have not seen
fireflies before, and there are many who
haven’t. I can also see some couples making
full use of the dark situation. As for me, I liked
it only when it started raining and saw the dis-
tant light from the jetty. It gave me an idea of
how a fisherman might feel when he returns
late at night and sees the light in his hut still
burning.

Again I recall a poem I once wrote:

A light in the darkness
Is a gift we must always remember

Its flarme burns to comfort lost feelings
A light in the darkness
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Can be seen from afar

Burn on light for the comfort of many
If you have no light in your heart
Find one, light one

If you have a light already burning
Let it burn with greater glory

By sharing with others.

Isn’t the symbol bright and clear? When I wrote
this in the '80s, I was in the forest in Kedah,
watching a dim kerosene lamp. The lighthouse
is a much stronger symbol. It is more like the
light of one with Great Compassion.

CoLD PARADISE

Red blossoms fly in sprays

Shooting straight into the eyes,

Flower shafts of Mara’s arrows

Do not stick here

These eyes have blurred when the road wound round
a hundred circles of green collage.

It left me dazed on an immaculate white sheet
Thickened with mists and drizzle coalesced.

All that’s left of a hill resort is now cold darkness
Flooding in innumerable layers of sleep sweet sleep.
Forgotten then is all good and evil,

Good rest indeed for the body

But procrastination for the mind.

I did not come here to enjoy or waste time

I came here to be prepared for a sudden change in life
Forewarned by intuition

What change I can only guess.
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The last time I was here

My friend Tan was dying.

Now he is dead,

My mother may be the next candidate.

The cold darkness speaks in a thin voice
Wrapping me up
Whispering into the trembling heart:

Your pilgrimage to the past
An echo that returns once but never again
Is the essence of your last journey.

In the day the spirit unravels freely

Over the verdant green hills,

Nothing captures it

Not the little birds, not the flowers fair.

The unnamed tree that I passed by to the waterfalls
Still grace my steps as it did 5 years ago
With pure white blossoms fallen.

The fruit and flower stalls that prey

On enthusiastic tourists now and again
Looks at us hard and coldly.

But in the temple up the hill

That had once harboured us for many nights
Still greets us warmly with a smiling monk.
The Bodhisattas are still benign.

11 Jan 1995
Cameron Highlands, Pahang

&

Cameron Highlands can be considered as one
of the more beautiful places in Malaysia. With
development, more of Nature is now being lost.
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Still, the weather and the flowers continue to
attract tourists. For us, the temperature was a
bit too cold for comfort. Warmth was the
answer, and it came with blankets and fire by
the hearth. When the world is cold, what can
you do to warm it up? Loving-kindness and
compassion can do the job. The other thing is
the energy fired up by a noble aim, such as, the
striving for the ultimate goal of liberation.

Why has man become so cold? I asked myself.
A heightened perception of non-self does
dampen loving-kindness somewhat. The sharp-
ened perception of human defilements and
their suffering also seem to decrease it and
instead, one opts for compassion. But it is a
distant, detached kind of compassion. You
don’t find much solace from people any more.
So you go to the trees, the rivers and the sky.
It's happier by oneself than with confused
crankies.

NATURE’s CURTAINS

As we descend

Nature with her expert fingers

Let tumbling downhill

Her wonder curtains

Those panels after panels of feathered ferns
Boughs upon boughs of pale yellow forest blooms,
Flushes over flushes of Perah’s” pink leaves

* Elateriospermum tapos
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Flying vermilion butterfly-like petals flutter on high
Clusters upon clusters of fragrant inflorescences
Cascade and dive

Layers of unfolding misty hills

Come tumbling down over us

As the winding road weaves itself between and beneath
All these splendour.

What is it that we did to deserve this fantastic farewell
You’d really wonder.

12 JANUARY 1995
Gerik, Perak

If you are the driver, you will have no chance to
see all these.

Somehow, it’'s a better experience going down-
hill than uphill. It’s faster and you get a clearer
picture when you look at things from the top,
and I tell you, it’s fantastic.

KENYIR LAKE

My heart ached

When I saw a corpse

Of a fallen giant float

Listlessly on the lake.

Cruel were the teeth of iron saws

That sank into your massive trunks.

O how I shudder when I think of the others
Dwelling on lower slopes were drowned,

Some of their ghostly white fingers still sticking out
From their watery graves.
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OTHER THAN THAT

Kenyir Lake is my kind of place
Where Nature still plays host
And man is still guest.

At the jetty

Two tall Dillenias stand

Soldierly at guard,

The others nearby wave to welcome
With their supple leaves

At guests.

Along the path

The Mahangs with their gigantic leaves shade,
Mallotus and Leeas attend at the door,
Tall stem figs wait for calls.

Kenyir Lake is my kind of place

Next time do come with us

For rest and meditation

Not anything else please.

Here are all that we have missed —

More water to drink, even more to bathe,
Many hundreds feet deep.

Unending hills of virgin forest,

Space and more space that stretch to the sky.
Everything you need is here

Except Nibbana.

Kenyir Lake in a way

Is like a Noble One’s mind,

Hills of forest,

Solitude and silence,

Deep within you may find a sage in meditation.
Waters vast and wide,

50



Cool and calm,

Here are depths for his great thoughts to swim in.
And the space O so free,

That they reach the open heaven -

Nibbana,

signless,

When all clouds have by winds scattered.

Kenyir Lake is like a Noble One’s mind,
This sacred domain, his peaceful abode.
The boat is the path we take,

Our will, the boatman’s steady hand,
And the passenger that rides,

The heart of faith.

LANGSIR FALLS

Those grass green waters

Fresher than the freshest I have seen.
O how they rush and pour

Down steep rock faces.

O how they splash, fall and tumble
Over steps green with moss.

And the joy, O the pure joy

Of swirling mists and sprays of water,
And the cool freshness of wakefulness
O how with joy it dances in my heart
So alike the pure joys of a Noble One
Lost in ecstasy.

&

People have told me about how nice this place
is, and having been here, I agree. It’s the place
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for you if you want to be with Nature and have
all the space and water you want. They have
even labelled the trees.

We came at the right time when the guests
were few and so, there were much quietness
and solitude.

I have had one ecstatic moment here — that was
when I was standing right in front of the Lang-
sir waterfalls. The light around the place
seemed so brilliant, the air extremely fresh and
the waters were blue green. This was supple-
mented by the fresh green leaves all around the
area. Its freshness, quietude and sprays of
moisture brought about an extremely fresh
kind of wakefulness that I seemed to be aware
of all around me with great clarity and joy.

WINDS AND WAVES OF JARA

Here we dwell like Rajahs

Too luxurious even for an indulgent monk
For the Sage, ‘twill be fitting —

That solitude by the sea,

Those winds that roam free.

Come walk with me O winds, by the sea

At the tail end of the monsoons, still fluttering
Along Jara’s golden stretch

Come walk along but don’t tell

Me where the restless heart squandered.
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Come hum with me O winds, we’ll chant

As we walk along Jara’s superb sands
Washed clean by waves that had travelled far
Whisper to me a mariner’s dreams.

Come dance with the palms O winds, o’er our heads
"Tis time for us to celebrate

A victory

Of mind over man

And Man over his heart

A beginning of some lasting peace.

O winds, see how the waves roar and rise

Loftier than a sturdy man’s height

Crash and break in stages fast

Swirl, recede, then bury my feet.

For a moment I'm lost

Swallowed by the waves

Mind scattered with the mist.

See what the encompassing sea has brought back
It brought back my heart all washed and cleaned!

16 JANUARY 1995
Jara Beach, Dungun, Terengganu.

This is actually Terengganu’s send-off, just as
good as the others. Unlike the beach at Kuala
Terengganu which was littered with rubbish,
this one was spotlessly clean. There was also a
blissful moment here when I stood with my feet
under the water and buried them in the sand.
The waves at this time of the year were still
fierce and they rose high up, towering over me
and then broke as if in stages. As they break in
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front of me, one loses oneself in the environ-
ment. By the time the waves receded, the whole
mind seemed absorbed in the environment. I
must have stood there watching the waves for
many minutes. If the waves had been stronger I
might have been swept away.

LEMON DREAMS

I dream of lemons,
Bright yellow fruits,
Pregnant and hanging
Full in generous clusters
On tall, luxuriant bushes

I dream of picking
Basketfuls of them,
Preparing bowls

Of sour but refreshing
Lemonades for thirsty yogis
On a hot blazing hour.

Then one day I came across

A lemon of enormous proportions,

Freshly picked and ripened,

Just waiting to be adopted.

So without hesitations I bought it,

Squeezed its juice,

Collected the seeds,

Waited and watched out for the germination
Of my lemon dreams.

But woe! the gecko found them too delicious,
Swallowed up every seed while I was away,
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Devoured my lemon dreams entirely,
Left me with only tattered seed coverings.

But the seeds in the mind are still alive,
Waiting, bidding its time

For favourable conditions to come by
Waiting for opportunity to sprout again.

But why sour lemons, why do you haunt me?
Why not fragrant rose-apples,

Why not sweet mangosteens?

Why not fat pomeloes

Or juicy tangerines?

Why sour lemons, why do you haunt me?

3 FEBRUARY 1995
Santisukharama, Kota Tinggi, Johor

It all began when I was waiting in the car for a
friend who stepped out just to buy some fruits.
Lemons, I thought, are a rarity these days.
Those round, bright yellow fruits somehow
seemed very pleasing. But then you can’t get
any here. I finally came across it when I was in
the Cameron Highlands. Despite the size, it
had only a few seeds, which I planted in two
special containers. I was only away for a day
when some creature, an oversized gecko I sus-
pect, devoured them. The conditions were not
yet quite right. We do need a fair amount of
conditions to make a dream come true. Think
awhile what your dreams are. I thought that
was the end of my lemon dreams until I noticed
the seeds were still alive in my mind waiting to
come up again. Such seeds don'’t die easily!
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RoseE-APPLE DREAMS

He dreamed of rose-apples,

Trees crowded upon a hill,

Prolific, matured,

bearing fruits, sweet,

Ripe and fragrant,

Drooping heavily,

Kissing the fertile earth thankfully.
And He in the midst of his green heaven,
Buried knee deep,

Intoxicated by

Bountiful harvests reaped.

Lorry loads of it,

Abundant and excessive,

To give and to sell:

Rose-apples!

That’s what his dreams are made of.

So every seed he now collected,

He buried it deep

Into the soil with another bucketful
Of juicy hopes.

Every seed, he thought,

Will sprout twenty seedlings,

And each in turn will be a tree
Bearing fruits by the hundreds.
But it will take sometime,

And so he heaved and sighed,

For rose-apples grow rather slowly.
Even with regular manuring

With expensive Japanese fertilisers
And watering when the sky is dry,
Still, the dream will take years to blossom.
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Meanwhile he’ll still dream on

Long dreams that stretch over many suns and moons,
Dreams to be nurtured by hard-work and patience:
Dreams of rose-apples!

3 FEBRUARY 1995
Kota Tinggi, Johor

While dreams need many conditions to be ful-
filled, they also take time. Rose-apple trees too
take time to mature, and I think, at least five
years. But they produce delightfully fragrant
fruits, belonging to the Myrtle family. They are
not too sweet and when compared to other
tropical fruits, are clean (unlike the messy
Durians and Chempedak).

India, also called Jambudipa, is actually
named after it — The Land of Rose-Apples. The
Bodhisatta was meditating under it while his
father was engaged in the ploughing festival.
Some past Buddha had also been enlightened
under it.

This poem was written when someone said that
it can be planted as an agricultural crop in the
hermitage, but also added that the saplings
have rather slow growth.

GREAT DREAMS, LONG DREAMS, CRYSTAL DREAMS

I dream of a world
Where all men are brothers
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Forgotten are all grievances
Abandoned, all grudges.

Where there’s no room for pettiness
Only the essential matters:

The caring of your fellow men

The destruction of fetters.

[ dream of a time

When all wars are forsaken

All atomic bombs defused

No terrorists threaten

Where the environment is well preserved
And knowledge well applied

For the welfare of everyone

When peace seems to last forever!

But dreams for others

Will never seem fulfilled

For the infinite number of creatures,
Their dreams — be they simple ones
Or great expectations,

Will likewise be infinite.

But still I dream

For the sake of others,

Great dreams, long dreams,
While I dare dream such dreams.

I dream of a life
Pure and restrained
Calm and composed
Wise and liberated
From all defilements
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Spokes of suffering cut in twain
I dream of a life of mindfulness established
With no “I-am” thorns left
Stuck deep in the chest

And no more becoming left
Right after Death.

Even now I still dream

This clear crystal dream

Dream for me too please,

And I'll make it realised

To shine for myself,

You and others.

3 FEBRUARY 1995
Kota Tinggi, Johor

I wrote this as a conclusion to the above two
poems on dreams. Man must have dreams if
life is to have meaning and direction. They
must also be good dreams. The greater they
are, the longer it may take to realise. There
must also be people who dare to dream such
long dreams if the world is to be a better place.
The final dream will be the dream to end all
dreams, and that is the dream of absolute free-

dom from illusions.

Meanwhile:

We do our little bit

To make the world a happier place to live:

Plant a tree,
Make a friend,
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Note the moment

And Attend

A retreat to be most mindful,

So that you may dream long dreams,

For these are instalments, steps that lead
You to the world’s final end.

THE DREAM OF WEST LAKE

At Hangzhou

Barren trees with twisted trunks greet us,

The West Lake too, darkened by the night

Is not different from any other shore,

But in the light I beheld

Where lovers’ dreams come true.

Even in this season

With her head shorn of her willowy braids,

Her limbs stripped naked of her peach blossoms pink,
There’s still much magic

In this three dimensional silk screen lake

woven by the finest fibres of sensual creations

— a net if you're unaware,

a net that keeps you entrapped in mundane sufferings.

3 MaRrcH 1995
Hangzhou, China

A little boat rows by silently

Across the flat face of a speechless lake,

No water ripples, only peace flowing,

The morning mist had spread all over

A dreamy atmosphere for admiring visitors.
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I do not see the slim maiden spinning her flowered
umbrella

Sitting on the boat, smiling;

I do not hear lute strings strummed

Under the willow tree by her lover entranced;
Neither do I have time to listen to

The poet sings his song to welcome spring;

Come my heart, this world you see here

Finer than the finest silk screen

Is but a dream.

The boat moors at the banks;

Peddlers crowd in to sell beads and other wares;
The distant pavilion is still sleeping

Even though dawn had come calling;

The farther shore of trees is whistling happily to itself
Indifferent to our intrusion.

But

I do not see lovers walking hand in hand,

I do not hear birds chirping or bees buzzing,

I do not have time to pen my poem then,

But I will, when I return home

With West Lake in my chest.

Come dear heart, did you remember what I said?
That silk screen dream has vanished forever.

Is it then, any different from the other illusions?
Spring has come, but not the flowers.

16 MARrRcH 1995
Kuching, Sarawak, Malaysia

e

The change of plans to stay in Hangzhou was
an extra bonus. I had not been there before.
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Besides, there is the famed West Lake that I've
heard so much about. I've seen it in photo-
graphs but it does not make enough sense for
all that praise.

We were allowed only half an hour to visit the
Lake in the morning before we headed for our
destination, Huang Shan. I think we spent much
less time than that. Being there is different. You
find yourself in very fine surroundings. You don’t
feel the quietness and coolness by looking at pic-
tures. Then there is that three dimensional spa-
tial effect. The quiet movement of the boats and
most of all, there seems to be a subtle hint of
romance intermingled with a carefree attitude in
the air. The lines that make up the picture are
very fine and the colours subtle. Even though we
came at a time when the trees were still stark
naked, it was still beautiful.

The only snag is that this type of beauty is
purely sensual. The pleasures I can assume
will be connected with craving although it may
be of the finer variety. Harmless though it may
be, it is the beginning and the final stages of
the stronger passions which cause Man his
immense suffering.

And I say beginning, because it often starts
that way, seemingly harmless and extremely
pleasant. It is soft, fine, attractive and finally
intoxicating. Once addicted, it becomes that
passionate obsession. Have you fallen in love
before? Don’t you think that what I say is true?
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I also say final stages because before the pas-
sion ends through your practice of detachment,
it subsides into a fine state. It then becomes
undetectable and you feel good. Complacency
hides it altogether and it will not be long before
it grows again. That is why [ say it is a fine and
beautifully woven net, like a silk screen.

This is a good lesson for those who intend to
reach beyond the realm of the senses, towards
the fine material sphere (Rupavacara) of the
Jhanas, and what more the unconditioned Nib-
bana. We cannot afford to underestimate the
power of the finer aspects of these sensual
pleasures, although we have to deal with the
grosser forms with appreciable success first.
One point to bear in mind is to really know and
appreciate the joys, happiness and harmless-
ness of the peaceful pure mind.

THE PoeET oF HUANG SHAN

1. We Come To Yellow Mountain

We come to yellow mountain,
We come not like spring
Which comes bringing flowers to fullness

We come to yellow mountain,

We come not like the rain

Which comes bringing showers of green life
While we're still here.
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We come to yellow mountain,

We come not like an emperor to rule

Or like the pauper to beg,

We come as something far more obnoxious,

We come as tourists with searching eye balls,

With fidgety fingers ever ready to snap photographs.
We come rambling along your roads lined with crooked
trees,

By fields of yellow mustard blooming free,

And little hamlets with white-washed walls cosily
stacked between terraced hill-slopes crowded with
bamboos and tea.

There’s much similarity here with the scenes of Nepal,
And it might as well be anywhere else,

I'm not deceived.

For I know that in every house is filled

With aeons of sorrow, oceans of grief,

In payment for that one day of joy

Brought in by the wild cries of spring.

4 MARCH 1995
Huang Shan, Anhui, China.

The journey from Hangzhou to the base of
Huang Shan or Yellow Mountain took us many
hours. By the time we reached there the sun
was already setting. All the way it reminded me
of the scenes I saw in Nepal — the steep hills,
the running rivers, hamlets stacked away in
the valleys, terraced fields, narrow bridges and
so on. But we are in China and the customs
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and language differ. There is an obvious
absence of temples although a few old pagodas
stand out here or there.

Huang Shan is also a city and district, but as
for the mountain, it is made up of many peaks.
They hover about 6,000 feet above sea level
and from what I had heard before, the scenery
is fantastic. The above poem came up after we
left the Huang Shan city and started climbing
up the meandering road and until this time, I
am still not yet impressed.

2. The Steps up Huang Shan

Granite slabs

Evenly piled up

Through the centuries

Leading beyond the sea of clouds

Up to the peaks

In honour of the Poet of Huang Shan.

They ascend steeply

Ringing its slope like a jewelled necklace.

I see old men bent low,

Shoulders weighed down by the loads they carry.
How I admire their strength and spirit.

Is that the spirit of the Mountain?

Now man has strung cables across your sacred shoulders
An eyesore! But how I love it,

Shame on me! who is still young but untfit,

But I tell you unabashed,
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O how I love it,

For it gives me the chance to get to know and meet
The Poet Of Huang Shan.

In the early spring

The steps are still coated with ice,

Extremely slippery, melting in the sun,

People came peddling grass slippers

To ease the trek.

I tried them on, it didn’t work

They slipped off my feet.

Many slipped and sat hard on their bottoms,
The old surrendered their lives

To unfamiliar sedan-chair carriers.

But, ahh, do you see as I do

The snow so white and pure

All around us,

Between the blackened trees with feathery twigs
All over the peaks

And on the steps

Sparkling!

5 MarcH 1995
Huang Shan, China

Our local guide here is a lady with a fair com-
plexion, who in her forties, looks as if she’s in
her late twenties. But I tell you, by the way she
rattles away with facts about the mountain,
you know she’s trying to do her job. The only
thing (again?) is that she’ll make a model Red
Guard candidate. All you have to do is to sub-
stitute what she’s saying with the words of Mao
Zedong! Another thing I noticed is that they
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also try to entertain the guests by singing. It’s
impressive that they try to do it, so long as it’s
not too jarring.

The temperatures here were the lowest that I
have ever experienced. It snowed up here a few
days ago. When we reached the place, the tem-
perature was -4 to 2 degrees Celsius. From the
base of our hotel, it took us 20 minutes to
reach the cable car station and another 8 min-
utes to the peaks.

Looking below at the deep valleys, I could see
the steps curling uphill steeply like a necklace.
The climbers were like specks of tiny flowers
gradually moving upwards. The whole scene
was quite breathtaking, like a Chinese painting
come alive; like entering into the heaven of the
Taoist immortals.

It’'s indeed strange, because with the practice,
the mind is no longer intoxicated with these
scenes although the curiosity is still there. I
must remember the proverb — Curiosity Kills
the Cat.

This is also the first time [ walked on ice, melt-
ing ice. We saw people selling grass slippers. It
seems it helps in the walking. It didn’t help me
very much, in fact, the Reeboks do better with-
out them. Quite a few people came round to
support me, including some locals for a fee. I
think they make things worse. Mr. Kuan was
very insistent on supporting me. From the
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looks of it, he was trying to look for some sup-
port himself. When I turned him away, he went
to Jee Kong. Finally, it proved true when he
was alone — he slipped and sat hard on his fat
bottoms! Quite a few people met with the same
fate, including the local guide. However, one
thing is certain, I never did see so much snow
before, all around wus sparkling. It's also
strange how quickly one takes it for granted.

The guide tells us that there are four things
unique to Huang Shan - the curious pines, the
grotesque rocks, the sea of clouds and the hot
springs. I have tried to personify them into the
Huang Shan hermit. There must have been
many hermits living here in the past and there
is a remnant of a temple now converted into
something else. Of the three places of poets,
this is the more spiritual one because of its
clean natural surroundings.

Now, Huang Shan is a park and it’s worth visit-
ing. Two nights and two days are insufficient.
It’'s too vast a place to get a real feel of it in
such a short time.

3. The Poet of Huang Shan

The Hermit of Huang Shan

If there be one

Will have to be crooked and bent
As the aged pines,

His head shaven, aloof
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As the jagged peaks and grotesque rocks,

His beard, soft, white and flowing

As the rolling sea of clouds,

But his heart, warm and comforting

As the hot springs bubbling at his feet.

Until this evening

I neither saw nor dreamed

Of such a hermit

Or a fairy maiden either

But the beauty of the landscape

They must have treasured,

I now relish,

And the silence of solitude

Which they must loved so deeply

I too caught a glimpse

Between the twisted pines piercing through the rocks
Among the slender pines flying with the clouds
Mingled among masses of pines assembled to soften the
peaks

Mixed with the pure white snow sprinkled all over them
Sparkling!

Huang Shan is a Paradise on Earth

Anyone who comes here is at once THE POET,
But some poets are dumb,

They’ll sing no songs;

Others are crippled,

They’ll pen no poems;

But their hearts,

Allow me at least to tell you this much -

Is as clear and as fresh as the air that we breathe
Is as peaceful and as quiet as the silence of the peaks
And ahh, it’s so pure and white, the joy of it
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Like the snow all around us,
Sparkling!

5 MAaRrcH 1995
Huang Shan, Anhui, China

What is it that makes a poet?

This is one thing I'm trying to find out. Cer-
tainly, not the command of a language. Many
exponents of a language are not poets. By the
time I came here, I had come to the conclusion
that heightened sensitivity together with the
outpouring of emotions aroused is one factor,
and then there is the desire to express one’s
feelings. Of these two factors, the former is the
heart of the poet. Maybe that’s why love poems
are often the more well-written ones. The com-
mand of the language is the tool for expression.
Still without this, there won’'t be any written
down.

In the Dhamma, the depth of the teaching and
its universal application make the verses dis-
tinctive.

This is truly so when one considers that the
concentration and penetration of a cultivated
mind is indeed a sharp and sensitive instru-
ment. The feelings that come with it are also
not lacking. The paeans of joy (Udana) and
verses of the Elders (Thera/Theri Gatha) are
examples of these. They are, in this sense, the
best and purest poets at heart.
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Before I visited China, I had an idea of what my
poem of Huang Shan would be like. It was
something like this —

Odd shapes and colours do not make a
heaven

But that is what makes Huang Shan —
Its peaks, its pines, its flowers and
clouds

Let us not forget that one more ecstatic
MIND.

How th