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SUMMER DHAMMA SCHOOL/CAMP 1991 .
18th-25th August

The ‘Summer Dhamma Schoal’ is o vearly opporunicy for Fmilies o have an exterded seay at Amaravs, g
special time of creation, recrestian and sparingd compandonship. Pamicigarts will be limized Lu:'l:ﬁﬂ.ﬂ:l; b
helpersta 10. Thisisa wiry popular event, so please book early 1o awaid disappoincment. Those wha Hﬁ::‘bk
to gome st year due 1o the camp being full will be given priceiny this year — but chey must re-back.
All bookings should be sent in by June 15th ar the Lstest,
Boakings can only be accepted from those wha are able 1o stay for the whale length of the camp
For furthes details, pleass contsce: ToNY BRUNL 89 Beawlivu Ave., London 5526 6Fw,

CAN YOU HELP WITH THE 1991 CAMP?

If you would like wo help wich teaching or nemningan 1F yow would ke i help in the KITCHES (-l
ACTIVITY OR WORKSHOP (eicher Dhameg-ceiented or - people only please), either as an asistant ook oe m

general arts, crafis, etc.), chen please consacr: a general helper, then pleaee compaes:
MEDHIA 113, Waytemore R4, SALLY ASH  Woahiborpe, Maror Crescent,
Bishiops Seoetford, Herts iz 380, Seer Green, Beaconslield, Bucks P 140

For those interested in helping in cither of the above ways, or & gart of the by coordinating team,
thiere will be 2 meering ar Amaravarl: Sunday, 2 Apeil 1991, 1 pen.

DHAMMA SCHOOL PROJECT
An OPEN MEeeting ook place ar Amasavari on 23th Movembee, 1o discuss the responses {34 in all) mo che Dhareers
Sehool Questivnnaire. This will be discussed furcher at anocher meering w be held at Amarrvai on
Sunday, 21st April 1991, at 3 pm, at which all are weloame.
A full repart on the registmsion of the Dhamma School Truscasa

charicy, and 3 summary of the questionnaire respanses will be
published in che April Fovest Samgha Newslemer.

din, whene it bunt. Artacked ba the semairder of che Balloon wasa
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fovurs Exichfully, A. Smoer. ' ¥ Prince Wicked .. cor ..
| The Imparance uIK-:ﬁiﬂg
A Jarzka Tow)
CONTRIBUTIONS TO e e
RAINBOWS 10 A Friendship in the Forest
i arv always grateful to receive aeticles, drawings, stories, posms, Ajzhn Kitsisgrn {and friend)

., that are based on Buddhise peinciples. It is especially cheering A
m:u receive conimibutions from children. I you g yous children 11 ::“E Men's M“;::
would like 1o contribute 1o Rambous, please do por hesbmre w sit ancims boid

down and put penfpenciliorayon to pager! Send coneributions o | 14 Water for Life
. A true smovy by Sisser Medhansndi

Rainbows Editor
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et Bombonss moe effectively bench chideen 3 youngpeople. | LitH




ﬁg Tale of Prince Wicked . . .or. ..
The Importance of Keeping One’s Word

A Story from the Jatakas, tales of the Buddha's previous lives.

sINCE DUTTHAKUMARA

%ly'. a terrible sporm arqse and the
sky wenit quite dark. Everyone fell silent
Sinking that they would have 1o reumn
5 Benares straight avay.

But Prince
Duttha-
kumara
{whose

" I name
MEans
wicked’)

" srarred
%ﬂﬂd |'!i.[I|:ng our at hics servans, F

You good-for-nothings! Stop gawping and
get on with whar you're supposed to be
doing. | want you to bathe me - HOW!"
Like a terrible demon, with his eyes bulging
out in anger, he spat and waved his arms.

The arrend-
anis ook
him 1o the
middle of the
river. As he
was bathing,
they started
talking.

"We hate this
prince. He is
soevil ...
Why don't we do away with him?

1t be better for everyone without him.'

So they pushed him into the stormy waters
and returned o the bank.

!/j‘ii{*; é :
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When they got back 1o the palace, prople
srarted asking: "Wheres the Prince?

"It was 50 dark, we couldn't see him. We
thowghit that he'd already come back” was

the reply.

Dvepmber 1930 RAINBOWS




The king ordered a search for his son. The
storm made the air dark, and the rain was
so dense that no-one could see him as he
was carried down-river, although he was
wailing in terror.

Just as the Prince was finally abour o sink
into the water, he managed o grasp hold of
a tree trunk which was also being carried
away by the swirling torrents of warer. He
clambe:od oneo ir and floared downstream.

Meanwhile, a rar and a snake who lived in
holes in the river bank were in rouble.
With the flood, water started rushing into
their homes.
When the log
carmying
Prince
Duttha-
kumara
ﬂﬂﬂlﬁd Pﬂﬂl

3 ’ they managed
o climb onoo
it and save
themselves.
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A young parrot was living in a silk-coreg
tree which was also on the river bank. The
waters of the flood washed away the o
of the tree and it toppled into the rives,
The parrot could not fly in the stormy
weather, so it too ook shelter on the same
log. The Prince, the snake, the rat and the
parrot were all carried along together in the
FAging rofrent.

e bl

At thar time, the Bodhisattva® was IJv'm_g
as a hermit in a leaf-hut built on a bend in
the river.

While he was
walking up and
down in medita-
tion late at nighr,
he heard the
Prinee's anguished
cries. *l can't let
someone die like
that,’ he thoughe,
and he leapt into
the water to save the Prince.

—-—--.-.

=4 Badhissrra is mmmﬂnlﬂlﬂ*';’
1o become a Buddha. According w hFddi
Bodhisatrva in this story was o become
Buddha Cotama in another life.
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The
hiermit was
a5 STOng
as an ele-
phant and,
although
the fiver

e e g, | Wi TACing

past, he

_—

cwam across it and carried the Prince - atdl
dhen the other animals — to safery.

Taking them all to his hermitage, he liva
fiee to warm them and gave them food.
But he warmed and served the animals
first, before the Prince, because they were
weaker and more likely 1o die.

This made Prince Wicked

very angry, and instead

af feeling gratetul he
thaught: "How | have this
biermit, who serves the
animals before ME.'
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After a few days, when the storm had sub-
sided and everyone had regained strength,
the animals said good-bye to the hermir.
SNAKE AND RAT: ‘Reverend One, you
saved our lives and we are very

an )

FARROT:
‘Reverend
One, |
don™t
have any
treasure

you ever
mesd red

e, Come

1o the place where 1 live and all my rela-
tions will provide you with wagon-loads.

Pranee Duttha-
kumara was full
of hatred tor the
hermit and
could only
think: "It you
COME Near me,
I'll have you put
to death!” Bat

he managed to
say: 'Reverend

Che, if you come to me after | have suc-
ceeded to the throne Ul give you the four

basic requisites of life."
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After a while had passed, the Bodhisattva
thought that he would tese the promises
made by these creatures, He went firse of all
to the snake and called him.

The snake ap-
peared immedi-
arely and greeced
the hermit very
policely.

‘It's pood to see
vou, Reverend
One. The treas-
ure is buried at

the root of the
tree over there. Please take it all.'

“Well, leave it there for now,' replied the
hermit. 1 will fetch it when the need arises.”

The hermir
then made his
way to the rar,
and ealled him.
The rat ap-
peared just as
the snake had
done, and they
had a similar
COMVErsLinnm.

ey

Then the hermit visited the parror.

‘Parrot,’ he called, and the bird fllew dawn
from the top of a tree ar once.

‘Reverend One, ler me rell all my relatiors
and we will fetch rice from the Himalayas
at once.'

'Good, parrat,” the hermir replied. ‘Bur wai
uritil there is need, and [ will find you
again.’

‘Now,' thought the Bodhisartva, ‘Prince
Dhstthakumara has succeeded to the throne
and is king. Let us put him to the test.

So he went to the royal pleasure grove
where he stayed the night.




The next moming, the hermit entered the  “Your Majesty,' they responded immediarely.
iy Lo rll'u.l ,|1:||:1. I|u|||. |I ]I ||--|u-|;'||_-._| [i¥ |!'||.' al
IJJ.'f ||||'hl_"|'| |h||." I'-:|||_|' (LA S i\ll.ll. Ehnllng .||:I"'I|:|!.|
the city maunted o o \.|'|-:'.1-.||-| elephinnt.

“This rascally hermar has come 1o wheedle
what he con out of me, He's nothing but a
pest. Seize him and have him flogged at

oSO Al s ] II TTIARTESY [ l|.|.'.
It was a sobemn procession of n P every cross-roads, then march him out of

Thee ungrateful e o the city and cut off his head, 1 don't wane
|':II!'|H saw the him oo see me.”
hermir in the \ I o ; ] i i
1 Wa) Yes, Your Majesty,' they replied obediently.
distamce. i [ A 'll:{ ———
A e [
‘Hmmim,” he : b A |F
thisipk | l-I:I I L,
."-I|. 10 By Pwniny e | | '-.l t:]- |
sell. ‘This hermig |© # 'yt rP‘It.
has come 1o ke P : =
J||'-.|1l.|.||-_-:'-.|| 1y "5
]Il'ﬂpll:.th_'g - peleneiy

Before he lets
CVETYLE
ko of the
pood turn be
~ did me, 'm

| going o have
his hasaed cu
oft!” So the innocent Bodhisaroea was h'l'-lt'll.l,
He motioned  and led ro the place of execution. At every
| 1o his men cross-roads he wis beaten but, although he




was struck time and time again, he did not
ery out in pain. Instead he repeated this
phirase:

The men of this town spoke the outh
when they said King Wicked is no better
than a log of drift-wood.”

Some wise
| men over-
heard his
saying this,
and asked
him what
he meant.

So the hermit relared all thar had hap-
pened duning the flood and afrerwards. He
finished by saying, *1 must tell che truth. It
is because | drageed this man out of the
great flood that | have brought this misery
upon myself.”

O hearing this story, some of the nobles
and Brahmins of the city became very
angery.

How can we rely on a King whio does not
shiow graticude to a pood person who saved
his life? Let's seize him.'

They rushed after the King, who was still
on the back of his elephant, and showered

him with
stones and
javelins.

The unhappy King was killed and his
corpse fell to the ground.

Then the people of Benares anainred the
Bodhisattva as their King.

The new King was wise and just, ruling by
the principles of Truth. One day he wanted
tor test the snake and the other animals
again,

Accompanied by many members of his
court, he went to the snake’s dwelling and
called out to him. The snake came and
saluted him.

g { 3 '
‘Master, this treasure is yours. Please rake it

This rime the King rook the gold and
entrusred it to his miniscers.

He called to the rat, and the rat behaved #
the snake had done. Again the gold was
given o the ministers,



T-I.'IEI.'I h:
called to the
parrot. The
parrot greered
him and said:
‘Shall | feech
rice, Master?
The King
replied:

Ferch it when there is need, bur for now
come alomg with me.’

% the King recurned to the city with the
gold epins and with the snake, the rat and

the parrot.

When they reached the royal palace, he
placed the treasure in a specially guarded
coffer on a raised terrace.

Then he had a golden nibe made for the
snake to live in and a small cave in a crys-
tal for the rat. The parrot was housed in a
beautiful, golden cage.

Each day the snake and the parror were fed
on sweet ¢orn served in golden bowls, and
the rat was fed on scented, husked rice.
They al! became very good friends and
lived topether in happiness and harmony
for the rest of their lives.

And the people of Benares were happy
under the rule of their excellent King who
wis both wise and penerous.




When [ think of you,

my heart it starts to pump.
| ger so excived

[ jump jump jump.

Because [ know
you're just sittin’ there
a-waitin’ for me, especially.

When I'm feeling down

and a lirtle bir blue,

the world is a drag

and | don't know whart to do.

One thought of you

and 'm righr as rain.

The answer's in the giving
and to take is insane.

Some think you're just

an ordinary scump

for stubbin’ a toe or restin® on
the rump.

They might chink you're ugly

and take you to the dump,

but I won't let them;

I"|.| 'nﬂ'.'ﬂl] t]‘itm d i:.hllmp S

A chump, a chump, a big ol' chump.

Ye of lictle faith,

don't you know what you can see!
Thar's not a lump of wood;

it's a sacrificial tree.

Curt off in its prime

without 2 word to say,

it gives its life to you and me
and feeds us every day.
Covered with goodies,
pretty as can be,

| don't know where to start
thinkin' everything's for me.

e

Ode to a stump

I'm in such a stare

of convolured preed,

| climb upon your altar
and don’t pay you no heed.

That was in the past

before | met my friend,

he's reaching me some manners
and now I'm on the mend.

Decorared with pine cones,

anointed with an orange peel,

and blessed with special words of grace,
vou offer one and all a meal.

S0 now when | see you,

nable offering stump,

| make a special efforr

not to thump you with a bump.

And though my lintle heart

is still a pumpin’

with a thump thump thump,

and my mind is a-crazy

wirth your sump sump sumpruous
banquer tray,

[ try to remember

[ (] EI.'UFI f.'-ll.'!ll'j I'I!'F.I'!."l

‘May all beings be well
May all beings be well
May all beings be well,

Even worms,
Today.
Homage to the Noble Offering Stump

Homage to the Noble Offering Stump ;
Homage to the Noble Offering Stump.

A poem discovered by Ajahn Kirmsar?
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A Friendship .

in
the Forest

[ :
::lﬂﬁﬂ“ is Badger Bodhisattva,
.ﬂﬂdhislt[\.-a' is a word that means someone who likes to hl:lp arhers.)

' friend of mine who is a Buddhist monk gave me that name. Itisa gnud Taame,

fjr] dan't knaw if [ can always live up to its meaning,

i face good friend — who i called Kittisare - has been trying to help me in this

caates. Every day he would leave some of his food for me on an old tree stump. He would
ays make a point af doing this even though he only had one meal a day himself.

when I'd come around 1o collect the food, he would tell me a few interesting things

dout Buddhism, and how to help my friends in the forest. I'm a bit of a slow learner, but
[managed to pick up one ar two helpful tips.

Now that my friend has gone away [ don't see him o much, so some of my old bad habits
kave crept hack - though | don't do oo badly. Badgers are friendly folk and don’t like to
kam athers (though somerimes we ear worms which we can't help deing). Although
there are lots of us abour, we keep out of the way and only come out at night, so most
eople don't actually see whar we look like, We like ro live in holes in the ground, which
ve dig ourselves, and we put in leaves and rwigs to help make them comfy.

Rerause mot many of you have seen a Badger Bodhisattva like myself, I've written a poem
¢ thar vou can know we're here sharing the countryside with you people. | offered the
soes 1o ey best friend Kittisaro to try and ler him know how much we badgers like it
when people are friendly to us and help us to survive. And also how, when | think about
that tree stump all covered with rasty goodies — even though | still feel a bit greedy! — it
reminds me to send out kind thoughts to all orher creatures.




NINE MEN’S MORRIS

About the game . . .

MNine Men's Morris is over three thousand years old and has been played in
different countries all over the world, including Egypt, Sri Lanka and the
ancient city of Troy. The game was very popular in Europe in the Middle
Ages. In England it used to be played on the village green. The board was
marked out with a trowel on the ground, the pieces being small black and
white stones or sticks stuck in the ground. Boards were also made of wood or
carved out of stone.

How to make the game:

# Copy the pattern {or cut it our) and glue it onto a piece of card o make

the board.

# Colour in the lines and circles, decorare the board with your own patterns or
plctures.
# Find . 3 small stones or burtons: 9 whire and 9 black ones.

* Make a bag for the stones by curting our a square of marerial. Pur the stones in
the middle, wrap them up, and tie some string or wool around it.

How to play the game:
 The game is for two playvers who have 9 pieces each.

* At the beginning of the game there are no pieces on the board.

* First the players take it in turns to put one of their pieces on the board, on any of
the points marked by a circle,

# If any player makes a row of 3 of their pieces along one of the lines — not
diagonally — they can rake one of the other player’s pieces off the board.

* Once a piece has been raken off the board, it can’t be put back on again.

* When the players have finished putting their picces on the board, they start to
move their pieces along the lines to an empty circle.

# As before, if a player moves a piece and makes a row of 3, they can remove one of
the other player’s pieces from the board.

* A player cannot take away one of the other player’s pieces thar is already in a row
of 3, unless there are no other pieces left to remove.

* If a player has a row of 3, they can move one of their pieces away from the row in
one turn, move it back the next turn to make a row again, and take one of the
other person's pieces off.

# A player wins if the other player has only two pieces left, or is unable o move
because all their pieces are blocked.
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a e story by Soster Medhanandi

i | learned a bor abour drought and death in Africa. We were warrking
on a rural development project in the Rao district of north-westem
Senegal, which is just on the frontier of the Saharan Sahel. ltisa
land that. not more than twenty years ago, was lush with forest,

TN igers and ouior wildlife. What is left now is nearly a wasteland, dogred

V' with tiny villages of Wolof and Toucouleur families, their meagre

! | crops, their herds and their hurs.

Thar vear the rains faled again. We would wair every FIF[L‘F!'H‘HI'I.

! eraning our necks to watch a few clouds pass overhead, hoping they

would mass togecher and become thick enough to produce a sighe

| shower — a rain of relief for the land and irs people.

Yet every moming the sun would rise into a ¢lear horizon and

burn its way across unblemished skies. It continued this way for weeks

bevond the start of the rainy season. The water holes dried up. The
miller stood withered and drooping in the fields. Even the peanut crop
was ravaged by pests that thrived in drought conditions.

| used ro drive ourt to the villages with Amadou Waad, our chief

praject officer and hero of the Sahelian tribal groups. Waad's project

car was his office. He carried boxes of papers, project files, samples of
seeds for the vegerable gardens, tools, warering cans, large gerry cans
full of perrol, old plastic contmners of drinking water and a ryre repair

ker.

Often, leaving the tarmac road some 30 kilometres south of
Sr.Louts, he would drive across unmarked landscapes, with rarely a
vigible teack or rrace of a road through the sandy wastes. Bur Waad
always found the villages. First we would spot a distant clump of trees;
before long, the sun-baked brown roof-tops of small huts huddled
rogether would come into view and we would stop in the shade ro ralk
ti the villape elders.

Sometimes one or two of the old men, dressed in their blue or
white robes and turbans, would ride a few miles with ug 1o the next
settlement, or just across the sandy fields ro inspect their wells and
examine their crops. We found thar some of the wells had gone saly -
many had gone completely dry.

Eventually, on our visits out to the villages, we began o see dead
bodies of cartle and goars lying beside the road, on the sand rracks, of
half-hidden in the dried shrubs. The elders of MBaye MBaye and is
surrounding settlements had mer and decided 1o ask for help. They
trusted Wasd — he had helped them m other droughe years. :

This year the situation seemed more desperate. There was nothing
to eat. The animals were dying out. Next would come the old people
| and the children. There was a lot of fear. Hundreds of families were

[P 14:__—#‘5'




aigrating south to the towns, abandoning their ancestral lands - few would retum.

" We applied for disaster relief money and it came. Within a few days Waad and | had
driven to the grain markers of the capital city to purchase rice. Some of it was from Ameri-
can food aid shipments - not intended for sale, but able to feed our villagers anyway!

We arranged for a truck to carry the rice and followed it along the old highway back
1o Rao. For nearly a week afterwards, every evening at sunset, we would transfer hundred-
kilo hags of rice into the back of the project vehicle and set out for our villages.

I the darkness, silently moving across the desert, we scemed o float into the mbal
ceitlements. The headlights of the car searched out the silhouettes of brown huts against

he night sky.

: thcn-::h village we stopped and, as we unloaded the rice, the women came: their
faces bright with hope, their African smiles and eyes aglow, their bony children clinging
i their long skirts, Murmuring voices filled the night air with excitement, calling out
measurements, smelling the rice in the palms of their hands; the village men gathering at
the wehicle's side to hear the story of the rice from Waad. '

We filled hundreds of assorted containers: old plastic buckets, steel pails, cane bas-
kets, bowls and cups into which we measured the rice with empry milk-powder tins, Some
of the children squatted in the darkness, fingering every grain that spilled and fell to the
ground — nothing was wasoed.

When every family had received irs ration, we would secure the remaining rice and
drive on o the next flock of huts until there was no rice left. Waad had arranged for the
inod to be distributed in return for work so that it was not seen as "relief food'. There was
asense of dignity in the exchange as well as joy and gratitude.

Chne nighe, at the end of our round, we folded up the empty grain sacks and dusted
off cur clothes. The last villagers had disappeared into the desert night. Waad started up
the car and ploughed through the shadows of sand. Here were the fields we had crossed
many times before, now so much vaster and strangely luminous in the starlight.

Waad was undaunted by the darkness. As a needle moon rose in the night sky, he
veered suddenly west and reached a group of herders camped beside a hillock, old friends
from the south. Their cattle had survived well and they offered us fresh milk. We rested
by the fire while the milk was squeered from a mother cow and boiled in an old can.

As we sipped hot milk from our cups, thoughts of the drough fell away. The desert
wemed alive again. | remembered the gaunt faces of our village women, carrying rice-

filled containers on J -

their heads to store in 1“-E-'Il“f ‘H‘H\H f:""ﬂi"f
E;Tﬂ‘-w inside P f’.'ﬁ :‘H:h:'\“-") —_—
el homes, For now, "I R o -
our work had been - T L ﬁ\:“‘:%
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R The Five Precepts

: Jessie Errey, age 10
| wanted a way 1o peace and purity.
There must be a way 1 thought.
| warched a man crush an insect, which had not harmed him,
1 would not like to be Dioomed between Two Thumbs — and why!
1 will not take life.

I watched a child, small and frail, with no Strength at all, she
was cared for by others, Never lifting a finger.

Why! All because she was given Too much. -.E,[fé""
1 will not take more than [ need. .-a'lI|| \.H‘

I watched a man, shouting at a fellow man, hurting him
spiritually by shouting a nasty name ar him.
I wondered why, why, should this peaceful man have his feelings
hurt by a Nasty person?
I will not say names that will hurt others.

I warched a drunkard smoking in the street. He was ill and dirty.

- L7 He does not know what he is doing to himself.
_',.':'.i",,.-- I will not take intoxicating substances.
5 l."""-

I watched a thief take money and Gloar over it
Although he grinned, he was not really Happy ar all.
I will not take what is not given.

Afrer warching rthese performances, | resolved to obey the five precepts.
Such Terrible things a2 | saw Are Natural
\ In this Wonderful and Horrible life.
1«”"-.‘.-*"-" But | thought, as my tranquil, clear mind
-"ll-}rl"\"" like a lake at night, touched the tips
of Enlightenment.




BEING A
MOTHER

by Liz Hill

AS WE WAIT for Helen's labour to start (1 am invited to be a birch arrendant) it seems 5
good time for me to reflect on my own two years of motherhood.

1 regard Cassandra’s birth as an initiation, Sharing with other women their birth dances,
their birth stories . . . it is an experience that | can only fully empathise with in the light
of my own. I had a home birth: a long-ish labour of 24 hours, gas and air for pain relief,
and no complications. In long moments of pain, | wondered how | would feel rowards my
baby whenfif it ever came out; for me there was a lot of suffering in the process. But, as

| held her rowards me minutes after her birth, lines in the Karaniya-metta Sutta became
reality as | first felr a mother's love for *her child, her only child'. | choughe [ had loved
before, but nothing matches this often heart-piercing emotion. The knowledge thar,
whatever she does, | have no choice but 1o be there for her; that she'd always have my last
piece of sod if she wanred it. | drew closer to my own mother ar this rime; ics been one of
the few rimes in my life when we have fully opened to one another, and, past her, to
countless numbers of women during the a=ons.

. . . | have no name.
[ am but two days eld.
I happy am.
Joy is my name . . -

(Blake)

1 wasn't a person who ever wanted a child, so it has been a great surprise that m'r'_l:_hllﬂh“:f
has brought me such a lightress to life, a love of the beautiful things of our -c-fdetLﬂn-Eli
world. Instead of ‘doing’, | have had o let go just a little more into ‘being’. First, during
hours of sitting on the sofa breast-feeding; now, I go out into the garden with her and take
caterpillars off cur cabbage leaves for a few minutes — rather than weeding the whale area
in an afternoon, totally intent on ‘getting things done'. The old way is just too frustrating:
blindly persevering to finish a task with a bored-to-angry toddler is not, | have learned,
conducive to the cessation of suffering,

My greatest struggle has been ro not feel too claustrophobic. H_E'a“'l'- I cannaot spend my
whole waking life constantly relating intimarely to another being; the way | attempt [0
retain my sanity is 1o ¥ to get up early and sit in the mornings. Fortunazely, 't-f["-'mﬂdmm“
usually sleeps late encugh to enable me to do this, and, [ have 5!.|ch wonderfully suppo
people in our shared house, Mike and Helen, who themselves sit every day.

Thinking just of oneself, rather than oneself and somehody else, is min-:l-:!:lh'#lrllgl'r g:‘m
ferent. Preparation to go out now takes half an hour, rather than three mm“"'fl'f m'h:r
persuade Cassandra that she needs a jumper on now that autumn is here; buckling



<hoes, getting some spare cloches,
4 snack, the potty. . .. Potentially
dangerous objects such as cups of
kot liquid always need my periphe-
el arrention. A talk with a friend
i oftens interrupted at the juiciest
part by an urgent demand of some
sot. . - - Indeed, my idea of free-
dom has changed dramatically

and 1 lead a pretey boring life new:
 go to bed early, seldom go out

at night, and travel about once a
year, with mountains of lupgage
and much planning, rather than

om impuelse.

| am acrually writing this in the
evening, having fed Cassandra 1o
sleep, in our bed, where she has
always slepe. Babies look so beau-
tiful when they are asleep(!); |
remember the new-horn apeless
Buddha-face, and now the chubby
oddler one. Through her, | find
myself much more sensitive o the
aiffering of our planet, and par-
ticularly of the children on it.
Today | learmed that an acquaint-
ance of mine may have an abor-
tion, for totally understandahble
reasons that previously [ would
have accepted unguestioningly.
Her boyfriend doesn't feel ready
for fatherhood, she has no work,
she wants to go on retreats, pro-
gress smiritually. . . . | can only say
that figssandgis my practice. At times | carry within me a deep awareness that Nick and
I have given the opportunity for another being 1o incamate, and start again the “nd_lm
eycle of re-hirth, What | feel I can 'do’ is to provide as ‘good’ an environment for this
already old being as | can. Of course | am continually blowing it: [ lose my temper,
suddenly | haven't got time to stop and smell the flower on the way to the shop, so |

harrry her past it.

Really, some of my lessons are always the same; to do what | am doing wholly, not with
f my mind on something else; o accept the teachings, and the Teacher. +*




i

Claive Halter, age 7
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