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The fuall moon of My has just This is the

dery we call ‘Wesak' or Dixy’. It is soid
thar om this full moon the Buddha was bom, was
enlightensd, and pssed avway (in differens wears,
of course). So thar you might get a better picture

The Story of
th& BUddhﬁ o it ht s e . hort sy of i

NCE UFON A TIME in a land called India, there lived a King an o who
OI"E"‘:I a baby son. They called him Siddhattha, Soon after thﬂfiril'l:ia?:; man

teld the King that his son would either become a grear Emperor or he would
become a H-ul:llin'lﬁ-

A Buddha is someone whao is very wise, Buddhas don't study books to become wise.
The wisdom of a Buddha comes from meditating — looking quietly and deeply inside
curselves and into the way that life is. Because they understand life completely, Buddhas
do not get upset or hurt by anything. They are happy to live with things as they are,
ganting nothing and fearing nothing.

Buddhas are very rare to find in the world so the wise man was very excited. He said
that Siddhattha would become a Buddha if he were to see an old man, a sick man, a dead
man and a holy man. Of course, the King wanted Siddhattha to become a great Emperor -
who would make the kingdom strong, so he tried to make Prince Siddhattha’s life so
happry that he would not want to leave the kingdom and would not see any signs of old
age, sickness or death.

In many ways Siddhattha's father succeeded in his aim very well, and Siddhattha
grew up carefree and
happy. He had plenty wo
eat and drink, and he
had plenty of friends. As
Frince Siddhattha grew
older, it came time for
him to get married. He
chose a beautiful
Princess called
Yasodhara to be his
bride. The King built
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three palaces for the
couple, one palace for
each of the three
seasons of India: the
cold season, the hot
season and the rainy
season. The King also
filled the palaces with
thousands of musicians
and dancers to amuse
the Prince and Princess
with music, singing and



dancing. He tried his best to create heaven on earth for his son, '

Prince Siddhattha lived a life of luxury with his Princess until he was vamﬂdl
But Siddhattha began to find that he was bored with this carefree life. He wondered
there was anything more o being alive. Then one day as he was on his way 1o the

pleasure gardens, he saw an old man.

He had never seen an old man before, so he asked his driver Channa wha he was,
“An old man,' said Channa, ‘That's what happens to everybody if they live that long.”
Hearing these words the Prince was shocked. He said to the charioteer: 'How can | enjoy
my walk in the pleasure park when | am full of fear of getting old? Turn the charico
around and take me back ro the palace.’

Some time passed and once again prince Siddhattha thought he would go our into
the world outside the palace 1o see if there was anything else as strange as the old map

This time, on his way to the countryside, he saw a man who was seriously ill, The
man was rolling on the ground in great pain. When this was explained to the prince, he
was really surprised and felt deeply sorry for the sick man. Siddhattha said in a low voice:
"So this is what sickness is, and it affects all people!” The prince and his driver armanged a
comfortable bed in a nearby house for this poor sick man and then they went home.

Siddhattha was now even more deeply troubled. ‘1 want to go our again,' he told
Channa. 'l have to see the world outside the palace as it really is." So they went out in the
gleaming chariot for the third time. This time, quite a distance away from the pleasure
palace, they came upon a funeral.

“What is this!" asked Siddhattha in amazement. "What on earth is happening here?
Why are those people crying? Who is that man lying asleep among them

‘He is not asleep, Lord,' said Channa, 'he is what we call “dead”, so his family are
weeping.”

The Prince was deeply moved. ‘Does this happen o all of us”

"0 Prince, everyone is bon and everyone dies. Some even die when they are still




Siddhartha could not enjoy the life of pleasures at the palace any more and he had
very resthess nights and very unhappy dreams. His dreams were full of people cryingout i~

Own a fourth cuting, in the early moming as the sun rose over the top of the nearby
hills, Prince Siddhartha saw a very calm-looking monk walking down the road.

Whe is this wonderful man? He seems so peaceful, Channa.'

“He is 2 wandering monk,’ said Channa, 'a man that has given up normal life in the
world hecause he has seen that it is so full of suffering. He makes his life as simple as

ible, =0 that he never forgers thar the most important thing in his life is to understand
himeelf and others through meditation, and 50 to free his mind from sadness.”

Back in the palace, the Prince kept thinking of the serene smile of the wandering
monk. He thought, 'l have lived for 29 years and yet | have no peace. The time has come
for me to leave this life of pleasure and o become like that monk. [ too have been bom
snd will certanly suffer because of sickness, old age and dearh. 1 must find the Moble Path
that can free people from this suffering.”

Thinking in this way Siddhartha decided o find the way to stop suffering. He made
the final decision 1o leave the palace. While Channa was ferching his horse, Siddhartha
ook a last look ar his sleeping wife and new-bom son and hurried off.

He left all his wealth and loved ones behind, and cut off his hair to show that he had
wmed away from the world. He wore simple robes and he spent some time leaming o
meditate with two different teachers. But Siddhattha still felt that he did not understand
how to escape from suffering. For this reason he decided 1o search for the way out of
suffering by means of his own wisdom and effort.

Having stopped in a forest near a river, he decided to be an ascetic. This is someone
who ears and drinks very little in order to control their mind. Because the mind gets
excited by pleasanmt things, ascetics give up anthing pleasant. They also do painful things
10 leam not to mind pain. In thar place there were also five other people doing the same
thing. Secing how dedicated Siddhactha's efforts were, they let him be their reacher.

For some years the Siddhattha tried o make his mind peaceful by giving up
everything that was pleasant. He began by eating less and less until evennully he was
tating almost nothing at all; he became 2o thin that his bones were clearly visible through
hus skin. He went without sleep for long periods thinking thar would reduce laziness, and
he dressed in rag-robes. He was hungry and thirsty and often in great pain. He was
sorched in summer and very cold in winter. He often meditared among the corpses in a
tremartion ground.

His body got very weak but he didn't give up. One day however, he fainted, and he
would have died, but someone fed him some goar's milk and he fele betrer. He though:
Why am | berrer now ! and he realised that he would have to eat enough food to keep his

strong if he wanred to keep going.

Efmal'l_trﬂu;,ﬁh:msim in meditation under a Bodhi tree, he heard a group
of girls. One of the girls was playing a lute (an Indian guitar) and he thought: *If the
Strings are too loose a lute won't play, but if you tighten the strings too much they break.

the strings are not oo loose and not o tight the lute sounds so nice!”

Siddhattha liked the girl's song so much that he understood that he had been wrying



too hard in his search for the truth. He remembered a time in his childhood whep, his
father had been ploughing and he had been sitting quietly under a rose-apple tree. He hag
felt a great sense of peace just sitting there, Remembering this experience, Siddha,,
was suddenly aware that in order to understand things your mind has to feel calm and
peaceful. Then you can start to really look at life.

The next moming, a girl named
Sujata, who lived in a nearby village,
cooked a pot of delicious milk rice and
brought it over to where Siddhartha was
meditating. She offered him the food and
he accepted it because he needed A=
strength to continue his meditation, 3
But when his companions noticed him Al :
relaxing a lintle they left him, becayse %@L
they thoughr that he had given up.

After this, Siddhattha sar quietly
under the Bodhi tree and decided to stay
there until he had understood life
completely. He sat for ane whole day and
one whole night, and during that time he
saw many things in his mind's eve! He
understood that everybody is unhappy
ind suffers sometimes, and thar this is
recause of not getting what they want or
reing with people they don't like. In his meditation he understood thar everything must
hange; that everybody who is born muse die, including ourselves; that all things arise and
ass away. So, actually, it is impossible to have what you want for long - it will change.
Also, unpleasant things will pass away, s0 one need not worry about them.

Knowing all this he became ‘the Buddha', Seeing these things, he understood that if
you want to stop suffering, you don't have to give
up everything; you just give up wanting and not
wanting. Even when you get sick or have pain - it
is only not wanting it that makes you suffer. This
is called ‘Enlightenment’, and it made him full of
great peace and love. He sat under the Bodhi tree
in this state for seven days,

Adter his enlightenment the Buddha went
around India teaching many, many people - in
fact anyone whao asked for his guidance, He
showed people how to be monks and nuns. These
were people who wanted to spend their lives
following his veaching by living like he did.
Although that was about two and a half thousand
years ago, there are still many monks, nuns and
other people who follow his teaching.




Many people, animals
and other beings loved the
Buddha and they felt sad
when it came time for him to
die. But his wisest monks and
muns were not sad, as they

" knew that if they followed his
7 teachings, they would always

be close to Lhe heart of the
Buddha, whether they lived
then or they lived now.
Actually, we do not say
that the Buddha died, bur
rather that he ‘entered

7  Parinibbana®. This last word

means complete peace and
complete freedom from the
suffering which is caused by
having a body. Before he
entered Parinibbana, he said
that everyone should ery their
besr o understand the truth
of life so that we also may be
free from all unhappiness.

If we use our lifetime to become wise and to understand some of these truths, we can
become like the Buddha and have great peace and love and so we will be able to help not

only ourselves but all beings.
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The Leopard
and the Fox
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Cne day, a leopard was admiring
himself, talking of his fine-coloured

skin, and of the number and beauty of
his dark spots. He had become proud,
and treated other beasts as if they were not as good as he was.

Among them was a fox, who walked up to him and said: ‘Being painted on the
outside is certainly attractive, but it is beauty of the mind which is the true
beaury.'

You see, the fox knew

that a wise and clear
mind is worth far
more than the
appearance of beauty
on the ourtside.

Drassings hr.*ml:ll"i-ll‘“"‘"r'I



I_]etter from a friend in Sri Lanka ...

Sarurday 14th of April 1990
Mew Year Festival Here are pictures of some Sri Lankan sweets:

ginhalese and Hindus celebrate the Eﬁﬁj 6'!-5 m{.i@ R

Wew Year Festival every year. It
_—

falls in April. After the harvesting ﬁ" T
wason farmers have new rice. They E* TS
prepare sweermeats and people go

to the marker and they buy new Boe gy o oamab o T‘% B bagp
[} s bk

clothes for a new year. Also they po e e

p see their relations. On Mew @

Year's Day mothers prepare milk @

rice. They eat kuung, kokis and other o g !’I'IEHEJE&}EWJHJ Gock D
sweetmeats. In Nonagathanea they . .

go o the temple and worship.
Children play many games, Their games are Punch and Judy and ather things. People
spendd this day very happily. We are playing very happily and help our mothers. This is
out New Year Day.

K T Dhanusha {age 12}  Ambalangoda, Sei Lanka

Here is the recipe for one of the favourite New Year sweets

y ;% SESAME BALLS
(' 5 W"‘I‘:ﬂi}mmd:

— |

.-!'I (1 > 73 250 g sesame seeds
I." ~4 L _,J'I 250 g fine brown supgar
g - 2-3 thlsp melted butter
- H: / pinch of salt
" o oil paper
Howw o da i

I Powder the sesame seeds. You could use a pestle and mortar for this.

! Put the sugar into a bowl. Add sale and sesame seeds, and mix well.

3 Add the melted butter and form into balls with vour hands.

# Wrap in oil paper and serve. i
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IF I look af the window
I think it is made of straight lines,
But when I really look
The lines form crazy angles:
Nothing is straight in fact.

Looking through my window
I see trees.
My thoughts say “they are huge trees’;
But when I really look
[ see green and gold blobs,
And swirling shapes on bue.
My mind says ‘they have leapes”
But that is just something I remember.

Then I look at my body -
At my hand holding the cup.
My thought says ‘that's me’.
But if I really look {
The hand and the cup and the junper |
Are all the same pictune
[ can’t really tell what is me.

My mind makes a lot of moise
It likes to talk and chat,
But sometimes it goes guiet.

It is when [ don't know anything )
That I can see :
Thiz wonderful, mysterious adventure 1,

Of being Right Now.




Eua is @ limde girl who is noww five years old. She lives in Holywood wich Paddy and Linda,
hw.mdlhhﬂﬂﬁfﬂﬁm:ﬂﬂmm Tara and Kerry. Their Buddhist names are Mema,
Kanuma, Mudita and Upelddha, which were given o them by Ajahn Tiradhammo.

Owe of Eya's fovourite years ws [985 when she chose a lnle broun, quddly monkey-off o woy
shelf. 1989 was her other — and this is why . . . .

THE MONKEY'’S TALE

by Thavara

Immediarely | felt emotion rising and | hesirared wo rve.-:ph". for | knew whar was
COMINE NEXL.
No', 1 lied, "Whao!
Wonkey.”
We were walking to playgroup one moming several months after coming home from
a second visit 10 Amaravari where the ‘dreadful thing” had happened. You see, thar day in
1983 when Eva chose a 97 high, dark brown and buff coloured cuddly monkey, with black
besdy eyes and a slightly mischievous expression, was the beginning of a beauriful
friendship. She simply called him *‘Monkey” and they became inseparable. She spent every
moment (waking and sleeping) with him. He shared all her special moments like
birthdays and Christmases; he featured in all her pames and was always tucked under her
left arm (never carried around by an ear or a tail). She never mistreated him and wouldn't
let anyone else either — he was always there when she needed a friend who would totally
accept her as she was, And now Monkey was BONE.
| wonder what he is doing” she went on. “When can we ger enough money to goon
a plane and look for him ™
When she talked like this | think | suffered more than she did. [ felt so helpless; here

was my chuld asking me in her own way to relieve her grief and suffering, and | couldnt
5] r||'|'|.-||-|;|-|g_

LDn you kpow whio I'm thinking about? Eva asked me with cears in her eyes.

':-"':'r'-‘ had gone to Amaravat in July "88; Eva was almost four and Monkey was two and
a half years old and, as usual, he went everywhiere with her, even to the local launderere
that we visited the day before we belt.
Later that day, when we were packing the car and caravan for our departure, she
ced he was missing. [ sent her sBrers, Kerry and Tara, 1o the Rainbow Eoom, where
shie had pone o play or coming back from the Lumderette - but no Monkey. . . . We
Floned the launderette - no, they hadn't seen him . . . he was GONE.
We drew a poster with Monkey on it, and our name and address, and pinned it up in
b “_rumlﬁ!!kln Office at the end of the Sala at Amaravati, hoping someone might fired
'I'"“ diter we had gone. | felt like | was leaving one of my children behind; my
"EBINANON ran rict with visions of someone throwing Monkey in a bin, and him ending
Upon a mibhish lip somewhere,

oy

:|!||: |



Two weeks after we returned home we moved house, and things were in upheaya| |
think Eva hoped that he would turm up.

I tried desperately 1o help her cope with her grief by telling her that someons -
maybe some little girl like her - had found him and was taking good care of him, and -
holding her while we both cried. My own grandmother had died when | was Eva's age and
| didn't grieve for her the way Eva grieved for her Monkey.

The whole family felt her loss, and when her birthday came that November we
toured the toy shops, looking for a replacement. She spotred a very expensive pony - very
soft and very cuddly, with a nice face — and we thought that was it. But nio.

I phoned Amaravati again, but he hadn't tuned up. 1 phoned the launderetre, and
they must have thought | was mad - phoning from Belfast for a child’s cuddly voy, Then i
December she fell for a white monkey that she saw; he reminded her of Monkey and she
cried so badly in the shop that | bought him there and then!

1989 saw a lessening of the grief, in that she still talked about him and cried for him,
but less often. We searched out some old photos of them together so that she could have
some happy memories of those rimes. . . .

When Ajahn Amaro came 1o lead our Easter rerrear we quizzed him about Monkey -
but nothing!

The year rolled on and ralk of going to Amaravari in the summer rekindled Eva'
hope = maybe she would find him this year.

Then one morning in May, Ajahn Amaro phoned to ask if we wanted to book into
the Summer Camp and, at the end of the conversation, he asked me to describe Monkey
My heart beat fast as | gave Monkey's vital statistics over the phone: dark brown with
worn patches on the sides, very scruffy, black beady eyes, almost disintegrared label, etc.

Ajahn Amaro then said the magic words: "Well, [ think | have Monkey right here, oe
at least one that fits that description = what do you want me w do?

'Oh, send him over right away!" | said, wondering if |
could get on a plane and ferch him myself — | was so sure it
would be him. We agreed thar when the parcel arrived |
would check it before | gave it to her, just to make sure, and if
it wasn't him | would send it back. I think it took three
or four days to arrive and | watched for the
postman every day — hoping that it was Monkey,
that nothing would happen to him on this, the
last bit of his journey home.

When the parcel arrived | locked myself in the
bathroom to open it. | only needed to see a lictle bic
of fur of one buff-coloured paw o know it was HIM.
| was so excited and lots of other emotions all
rolled in together. | wanted to give him o
her straight away, but had already agreed with
Paddy thar that moment had 1o be caprured
on film. When he came home we got the
camera, sat Eva on the settee and gave her
the parcel. She had no idea whar it was, even




though we told her it was from England.

She undid the paper and pulled Monkey out from the
Buddhist flag he was wrapped in. She held him away from her in
disbelief; then she turned him aver and checked for the label. . ..
Yes, there it was, all worn and threadbare - yes, it really was her
beloved Monkey. Then armarvellous expression of joy spread
owver her face as she hugged him.

She kepe an looking at him while we opened the
rest of the parcel for her and read a ‘letter’ that Monkey
had written:

Dear Eva,

{55\:’ It has taken me such a long time to find
you since we got separated at Amarava!

I have had many adventures and exciting times but [ was a

hit sad 100, | missed you a lot. I hope you did not cry too much

after [ lost you — after all you knew [ would find you again if [

could.
It has been a long jowerney but now we are together agan.
[ am glad to be home.
Lots of love,
MONEKEEY xxx

The days that followed were glorious. Monkey was treated like a baby - wheeled in a
pram, tucked up in bed, sat on the breakfass table and held tightly in Eva's arms. How
happy everyone in the family was to see thar lictde face around the house again,

So once again Maonkey travelled to Amaravati with us, but he wasn't allowed up on
deck on the ferry. He wasn't allowed in the Rainbow Room (where he had been lost and
eventually found). In fact, he hardly saw the sun at all — Eva wasn't taking any chances
ths tirme,

Eva's ihd-dhl.:,l; FUArTE 18 Ml.lld:i"'ll which means !-'j"l:llﬁl'[hﬂl'i-i:
joy. The ‘death’ of Monkey helped us all wo share in Eva's grief,
to develop loving-kindness for her in her suffering, but the most
beauriful lesson from this story was how wonderful and
|ran:~furm1'n|;: Sl,.'mp.;ll_lu:l:il: ]I}'!.I is. We all felt Eva's
happiness as acurely as if it had been our own.

Thank you, Monkey.

And we ma wry :pan'a] 'tharnk ':Hll.ll [} .qu'm Aarszra gnad
Heter Thardssara, who found monkey and cared enough i
Temise W3 imjwrriance o Bea. This anicle i alss wrien a5 an
Firraaperial ‘thank wou' 0o all the Sengha ot Amarouati,

Linda Boyle

Duawings by Anagariks Diaryd
13



When I'm happy,

I should think,

it's just happiness,

don’t hold on.

It's fust a feeling
in your mind,

it will go,

eventually.

With happiness,

you cannot stop 1t

from going by.

When I'im sad,

I should think,

it’s just sadness,

let it go.

IF’s just a feeling
in your mind,

it will go,

eventually.

With sadness,

vou cannol stop it,

from coming.

Poem by Ryan

—_—

(age, 10 years)

When I'i angry,
I should think o myself,
do not be angry
@y more,
it'’s just a feeling.
Ewven if you don't let 20,
it il £0,
everttually.
With anger,
you cannot stop if,
from coming.







DANNY'S ADVENTURE

by Sister Thanissara

£ hat happens o things when they
die!” and "Where do we come
from!" These were questions thar

were on Dan's mind, especially since
Grandma Nana died. He asked his Mum and
Dad over and over again.

Sometimes he'd ask Mum when she was
in the middle of cooking dinnes. *Let’s not go
inco all thar now,' she'd say, "Otherwise 'l
burn the potatoes. We'll talk aboust it some
other time." Or he'd ask I.]'.II_II hut he'd ju’st =y
that life was a great mystery.

So Dram weould o alf down po his
favourite spot at the back of the garden to
ponder these things. He'd sic there under the
apple blossom tree and stare into the murky
waters of the fish pond. One day during the
school lunch break, he was sitting in his wsaal
spot staring into the garden pond when he
felt himself falling asleep. He tried to keep his
eye lids open but they felr like lead.

As he was sleeping, he had the feeling of slipping into the pond, though he couldn't
FL‘-l:l l'hl: water in t!‘lt‘ usuab waly. He Fal.l'pi‘u!l:l fighr ul:'n.‘lur, Erang Lt-:1w:'|| '.u'“u.l J-:'l'.l.'l.'l a% |'|t' ;l:"[
himself being pulled many feet below the surface of the water. The thoughr crossed Dan's
mind that it was very strange to be able to
breathe the water quite easily, but as he
looked down at himself he got quite
¥ a surpeise. His body looked like a
huge orange poldfish. Funnily
enough, he wasn't frightened - he juit
thought thar he was in for some kind of
adventure. And rthat certainly was the casc!

Dan became used to swimming quickly. He delighred in darming between the
underwater plants and manoeuvring around jagged rocks. “This is great fun,” he thought
Just then he caught sight of a glittering light. 'I wonder where thar'’s coming from,’ be
thought. As he swam nearer, he noticed that the light was at the end of a lony unnel that
seemed to go down miles into the depths of the earth. “Well, | think it's worth seeing
what's at the end of this tunnel, he thought - and in a blink of an eye he was well on his
way. After some time, the light became stronger and brighter and, although it wasa licehe
blinding, he eouldn’t resist continuing his journey. v

Daniy really enjoyed the feeling of being so free as the cool water rippled past his
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anooth golden body. As he swam through the tunnel, images of his friends and family
flashed through his mind. Soon he reached the end of the wnnel and was surfacing into a
st urusual place, not at all like the back garden. ‘How strange,’ thought Dan. ‘If | get

out onto the bank, I'll be able to have a good look round.” He wriggled onto the ank

anly 10 find out that his body had changed back into its usual form. ‘Oh, good,” he

shought, ‘Mum and Dad wouldn't recognise me as a fish. 1 can't wait to tell them about

chis journey 1've been on.’ It was then that it scruck him thar acrually he felt strangely
cemeoved from his friends and family, even his brother Tom who be gor on so well with, 1t
was almast as if he didn't have any ties to anyone, It made him feel a little funny, but not

4t all sad; in fact he felt quite grown up and free.

Dan looked o see where the light eame from and was taken aback when he saw a
huge Sun, much larger and brighter than the sun he was used to. He could swear that he
sqw a smiling face in the middle of ir, but he couldn't be sure, "This is a very interesting
place,’ he thowght, as his gaze took in strange shrubs, brightly coloured flowers and the
masr beautiful green trees, The earth was a rich reddy-brown, and amongst the rocks and
Sranes EETe wWere licrle ]‘ll:hhlt!-'. thar |1'||:‘:|||:E:|J. Hnt_l: ghl_tl:ring |I:'A'I;_!].‘I.

Dan stood in amazement enjoying the beaury of this strange and magical land.

Before long he heard a erying sound, and following it to see where it came from, he
srumbled across a most unusual creature thar looked something like a deer. "Oh please
help me," it whimpered. “The nasty ogre has caught me in a snare and | have to get back
toomy babies, or they will die of starvarion.’

What can | do! asked Dan, fecling rerribly worried.

“There's only one way. The ogre can only caprure you if you are overcome by fear and
hatred. Bur a spell's been cast on him so that he can’t touch anyone who remains calm
and has a loving heart. You see, I'm only an animal, so | can't help being overcome by
fear. But you're a human boy and, although it's very difficulr, you can do it. 1f you hit him
between the eyes with this magic stone you'll release him from a dreaded curse.’

The strange creature pointed to a glittering stone that lay
oft the ground. Dan was always one to take up a challenge, and
a3 he'd practised mediration, he knew how to stay very sill
and very calm. So he released the animal, who swiftly fled
away, and then he stood in its place. Although his heart was
paunding, he watched his breath and stayed very still.
I';T:ﬁ]'ttﬁml.mﬂ not to be overwhelmed by fear,’ he sid

I IIII

Before long, Dan heard heavy footsteps
crashing through the undergrowth, and coarse and
Hta'-"r hr{qlihmg_ Fear rose up in his heart, but he
':3|.m¢.;] his mind and waited for the exact right time to
srike the ogre, Suddenly, the most awful looking beast
“Peared before him: its eyes were bloodshot and its
fanged mouth was drooling. “Ah ha,’ it bellowed, ‘a
buttan child! You'll be a good supper for me tonight.

Hou don’t scare me,' said Dan very calmly, as the

35t drew towards him. He held the stone tightly in




his hand and !-'-l:'l'g.'E‘l.i rij;l‘il: w11_|!'| the fl_‘l_‘l.lng uflﬁ:. |_1rl_':-|1|!1.

The ogre reached out to grab him with its terrible claws. Calmly and swiftly, Dy,
looked at him right in the eyes and struck him on the forehead with the magic stone. The
ogre’s claws grabbed Dan's arms — and at that moment he nearly passed out with gy Bug
he tried o L:J:t"r!' his mind steady. "Even if [ lose this batele, ar least 1've saved that hfl’"lll[ 7
creature.” As that loving thought passed through Danny’s mind, the frightful Wiy il
of him tumned into the most beautiful woman, dressed in a streaming white gown. b

“Well done, young man,’ she said. *You've passed the first test, showing you have
fearlessness and kindness. And you've helped to release me from the most terrible dahe
that | had to pay off by being in this fearsome body.'

“What do you mean ™ asked Dan.

"Well, as for myself and the debt,’ she replied, *that’s a long story which we wan'; =
into now. Bue as for the test, Il explain that later.”

At the invitation of the White Lady, Dan walked on with her, exploring the s range
and beautiful land. She said thar ghe krnew he'd come here 1o Eain some I':n':"""'l-":'d[:L'. b
first he had to be tested to make sure he was worthy to receive this knowledge. She
explained that the ogre's intention wasn't really to be nasty, bur rather to test AEwCOmers
to the land. If they didn't show themselves to be worthy, he'd take them away tw a far-off
place and keep them there until they'd become stronger and kinder people.

The Whirte Lady and Dan roamed around for hours, ralking about this and thag and
admiring rhe beaury that surrounded them. As time wenr on Dan noticed that he was
rather thirsry and a little peckish. Before long, they came across a well. 'Oh grear,
t]'l.-'".JRhT 1::'-'I-I'I|. and withouw E1VINIE a Hl.‘l.'-ilr'l'.j th-H.u::h:- he rushed over o ;'-||“ L SCHTRE Water

'ﬁ-l_l_;p!' CAME
srern vodce from the
wr.'li. “You ean only
drink from me if
vou're over 1 years
of age.'

‘Oh bother,
thought Dan. “I'm
only 11 years old, bt
N oe winald know
the difference excep!
me.' He thought
about lying, but
decided against 1t
“Well, actually I'm
11, bue I'll soon be
12, Please bet me
drink some of your
water.'

‘Hmm,' said the voice. ‘1 have a question. If you had only ene glass of warer, what
would you do: drink it yourself or give it 1o another who may be equally thirsty”

Dan thought for a while, *I'd share it,” he sid, “Then we would both benefit.




wWell done,” said the voice, 'you have pased the second test, showing that you have
honesty and wisdom. Please drink your fill." The water was the most delicious that Dan
bad ever rasted. Mot only was his thirst quenched, but his hunger also complerely
- tedd. "What a strange place,’ thought Dan. "This is certainly a magical land.*

The White Lady sat on a nearby rock wairing for him to finish drinking. ‘Come here,
Danny.' she said, "there’s something | have vo tell you. Sir down and listen.” She told him
how to gEL o @ special place where he would find the answers to some of his questions.

“There is a forest just beyond that hill,’ she said pointing in the distance. "The sun
will set before too long, 50 you must hurry, You have to ger through the forest before dark;
atherwise you'll get lose. I'm afeaid this is a jourmey you must do an your own,”

No | have to go? gulped Dan. ‘I'd really rather stay here with you. It's such a prety
|-|.n_'|.' ) :
Mo, you must go on,’ she said. “There's a narrow track through the forest. Don'’t lose
.,|“|||: of in, b k'l'.'l'rl on it Many voices and SErirgse Iﬂ'lrl.g'\- will Ery ko pl.;|||. WL nFF the |1:|.I|1.
but don't trust any of them, even if they seem to be friendly. Keep 1o the track and you'll
b prode e, Whien WEIL ORI Kok the 1|!||1,'r !.l-:‘ll_-, '!,'n:-u'” wee a hill where there are many
caves. Fired the cave that feels right for FRT] and 50 inside. The rest will become elear
when you are there. Go on now, and hurry,' she said, smiling ar Dan as she pointed in the
direction of the forese,

Danny looked, and then tumed o ask her more questions = but the White Lady was
nowhere in sight. Already some shadows were beginning vo fall, so Dan hurried on as fs
i I'II' l“l]l:j.

I';I:'rllf.'l'l ]l!: :1rri'n-:| H Ihl:' I'IIJ_E\'I' r:F I ||-'_' |:|:-r|"\.rI
there were three different paths, "Oh dear,”
thought Dam, 'shie didn't tell me about this.'

Just then a friendly-looking squirrel scurried
up. ‘Hello Hello,' it squeaked, ‘the path on the
left, the parh on the left, that's what you want,
that's what you want’. The squirrel sat watching
him intently.

As Dan caughe its gaze he got a funny
leeling, and ar the same time he remembered the
White Lady's words: ‘Don’t trust anyone.' So he
:'“"i’F*l"Ll short, closed his eyes and asked himself:
Which is the correct path!" "Cio left, go left,’ he
could hear the squirrel squeaking. ‘Go right, go
right, another voice chimed in, Dan stood VETY
still and listened to his own wisdom. A very clear
I"""l“"l-: arose within him that he should take the
middle path, He set off in haste, as night was
already fallimg

Dan hurried through the shadowy forest. He
kept his eyes, as well as he could, on the rack
before him, He heard all sorts of strange noises.
Lnffere volces called out to him, Some were




friendly and some were frightening, some called for help and some tried 10 make him
doubt that he was on the right path. But not once did Dan take his gaze from the erack
even when strange creatures flicted right in front of him, trying to make him stumble. ;

The last rays of the sun were barely visible when he reached the end of the fores,
‘Gosh, what a nightmare," he thoughr, as beads of sweat dripped from his forehead. He
wondered if there was yet another test, when he heard a voice coming from the foresr,

“Well done,’ it said. "You have passed the third and last vest, showing that you have
great determination and courage.’ Dan felt pleased with himself, though he also fel a
lirtle lonely and wondered if he'd ever see his old friends again.

Before he had time to think abour it too much, he spotted a row of caves serin the
hillside in front of him. Just as the Whire Lady predicred, he was able to find *his" cave
very easily. It felt just right. Inside there was even a ledge to sit on that fitted him
perfectly.

When Dan sat down he realised how weary he felr ... though he also felt very happy
and quite peaceful. As he sat there, the hours ticked past. His mind went into a deep and
peaceful stare, but he was not at all sleepy.

Many visions now came o him that helped him to underscand some of his questions.

Where do we come from? Danny saw how all people and things are made up of the
four elements — earth, fire, water and air — and that these elements are constantly
changing. He saw this when he thought about how things grow in nature. He had a vision
af an acom that grows into a huge cak tree. The acomn has within it the bluepring for the
whaole tree, and when it is nourished by the four elements it grows accordingly. He saw
that if you opened up the acom — or any seed - 1o see what was at the heart of ir, there
would be nothing there, only space. Then he remembered that if you looked at it undera
microscope, you'd see it in a different way entirely, as tiny atoms and particles. Dan
realised that all things were changing forms of energy and not really solid at all.

When he saw all this, Dan had a surprising feeling. He began to sense what true love
is, because in his heart he knew he was just like everything else, and everything was just
like him. When he saw this, he felt closer to the people he knew than he had ever felt
hefore.

At the same time, he noticed that the way everything changes is according to the
laws of Nature, He saw that nothing could actually belong to him, not even his own bady.
If the things of this world ‘belonged’ to anything, they belonged to Nature. He felta little
dizzy when he saw this, but he also felr quire free. _

He realised that if he held wo tightly to people and things, he would always bring
himself pain. However, if he learned how to let go, the problems, fears and worries of life
would have a chance to fall away. His heart could bec:m;: dﬂm' clear and unlimited -..

i h for all things and all le 1o be included.
3 wmﬁmembﬂdnﬁf}g&mndma ]'ﬂr:ﬁg. who had died. He saw that her death was
only her old body reaching its natural end, and that death was not something to be
frightened of. It was just like going through a change. r all

He realised that when you look at people and things with your ordinary eyes, they
seem very solid and separate from each other. But if you can see then'll as they rﬂ]_"l" o
they are forms of encrgy changing. They come into being and then disappear again- "

Dan saw that when death takes place, all the elements go back to their source.



g'hﬂ'l"'-""* go through many lifetimes, so that they could leam amd grow
rﬂd‘ gheir experiences.

He how he'd learnt about the Buddha, whe no longer needed o be

because he'd learnt all that he needed to leam and had done all thar e needed o
portt was truly free. The mind of the Buddha must be like space, with room
. cything, thought Dan. Tt must also be full of vue love, because there would be e
w anger or silliness any more.”

M,:RH thought about the Buddha, peace and happiness welled up in his heart.
He ,k.:hit'd chat he would also like o have a mind that was free and infinite like the
Adha's He thought it was probably the best thing 1o have in this whale wide world

B As Dan was thinking this over, he felt a hand on his shoulder shaking lamw.

WWake up lazy-bones, vour'll be lave back 1o school. Your eves are bigger than your
— hadn't eaten so much chocolate pudding, you wouldn't have fallen asleep
like this. And look ... you've got your shoes and socks all wet, "L'ml_"'-'t' by - tast asleep
dhat you haven't noticed that your teet have slipped into the goldiish pond. :

[anny 11['1*nn| lis eves and sar up startled. His mother was bending over bvim shaking
his shoulders. And sure enough, his teet were sopping wer! He IL‘II_ a lietle silly sitving
ihere, dumped under the apple tree with his feet dangling in the fish ol

As bve dashed off to change his shoes and socks and o grab his school satchel, he
emembered that the school foothall ream was playing that atternoon. Being the goal
keeper, he chouldn't be late.

Later o, sitting
on the schoo] coach on
his way to the match,
the memory of his
dream adventures came
back 1o him. Somehow
he telt quite dilfferen
inside, as if he knew
sommething important
now that he hadn't
kivown before. Dhan
couldn't be sure if the
adventure had really
happened or not, but as
he was trying to figure
it out he caught a
glimpse of the sun
pouring through the
coach window, He
thought he could see a
face in ihe sun ihat was
smiling ... however, he
couldn't be sure!




FWE WANT TO UNDERSTAND LIFE properly, we should understand thar everything
changes. All things are bom (or begin), Erow, and die (or end): this is chanpe.

If we want to live properly, we should practise being kind.

MNature shows us change and gives us the chance 1o be kind = to animals, plants, and
other people.

Do you watch things grow! Have you seen the trees and plants grow this spring? Baby
birds and young animals that you can see have been bom. Be careful not to harm them, or
harm the birds' nests.

In March, one of the monks noticed thar frogs and roads had laid eggs in our pond al
Amaravati. These eggs are very smail, and they come by the hundreds, stuck in a kind of
jelly, floating in the water. This jelly-and-eggs mixture is called spawn.

The monk took the spawn and put it in some baths that we don't use, which were
just lying in the prass full of rain warer.

Afrer a few weeks, the eggs harched - and the baths were full l1'-lill-t|'l'l-'-'|-1-"5'| sjuirming
and wriggling abour

We have to put new water in every few days, because the tadpoles use up all the
poodness in the old warer. Normally, plants in the water help keep it fresh. So looking
after these tadpoles took a lot of care.

MNow the tadpoles are quite big - like peanuts with tails on them, Gradually their
tails will disappear, and they will get bigger and farter. In a few weeks they will be youns
frogs and toads, and leave the water to go hopping around. Then they will eat insectsd
eventually lay eggs themselves.

This is the way Nature works. When you help Mature and warch it closely, it reaches
you many things that are helpful = because you are part of Mature too!
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THE RETURN

by Sister Viveka

ARIN WAS A WEAVER. Always a bit of a 'loner’, she lived in o cottage right an

the edge of the village, under the wood. Much of her life was spent on her own

She did mot have friends in the village; everyone was friendly b sonme b ll'u-
was more content to spend her time quictly, living ber life very simply. People saw hey and
thought she moved almaost as if she were with something else, some silent music or
invisible lh'inl.' which she related with = bat which was hidden vo them.

Une day in winter, the wind was blowing off the ice-capped snow, and it caught the
back of Canin's throat as she turned to walk back to her cottage. The world was bald with
snow — except where it was pierced by the dark green of holly and evergreen trees - and
very still. The silence was expectant; hushed in anticipation of another thaudding fall of
heavy, ey flakes.

She arrived home, and even the brook which ran throagh the end of the garden
behind the house was quier. Sluggish and freezing at the edges, it moved in time with the
rest of the world,

On this day, as Carin took one last look at the white world her eye was drawn
upwarnd in puzzlement - and then delighe. A flock of silver birds was ying, strong and
seemingly with one movement. These birds passed through every winter, and then again
in spring, returning to whatever land housed them. No-one knew what kind of birds they
were = it didn't seem imporeant — but the sight of them fying past filled people with a
jreat joy which they couldn't find words or reason for,

Entranced, she gazed after the flock for some momenis, although they were hard o
distinguish from the grey, snow-filled sky. Looking down ar lass she saw something strange
lying in the snow some yards away - a small, :lIwr'p shape, huddled wpether, Stepping
towards it, Carin moved so gently thar she hardly touched the snow. She was very cunious.

There, lying in the whireness, was
a small silver bird, looking very
unhappy. One wing was half spread out
at an awkward angle and Carin realised
that it muse be Lliun:_lj_u.'d. Mg EI‘H'_" e
near it looked up at her with clear,
sapphire-blue eyes - looked straight into
her own eyes and held the gaze. For
those moments there was just thar gare;
nothing else . . . . Eventually, when the
cimie came, Carin moved forward and
very carefully picked up the silver bird
anl carried it into her cortage. She
bandaged its wing and fed it on Hodlicks
and sunflower seeds and other
delicacies. Gradually it regained its
strength.
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From that day onwards her life had changed. From the moment she had looked into
the bird's eyes. something had happened o her hearc. It began wo feel warm, and the
warmth spread through her whole being and filled it with light. The world became a
golden place for her, filled with wonders and beauteous things.

e The flowers blooming around the cottage that

4 spring were magnificent, and walking in the woods -
she with the silver bird as her companion always =
they moved through patcerns of green-gold filigree.
Her house shone, and her face shone, and often she

would laugh — for no reason — and it would sound

as if wind-chimes were ringing. For the first time in

her life Carin knew whart it was o love something.
| Carin and the silver bird were inseparable.
While she wove, the bird would perch
on the back of her chair, In the garden,
in the howse, in the village, walking, the
silver bird was always there, 1t seemed as

1 thouigh they were talking to each other
}II\ eonstantly, although an sudible sound was never uttered -

thiere was no need.
i two years life continued in the same way, But the second winter things

h

Time passed, summer through to autumn and wincer. For
started to change.

It was a green winter’s day and they had just reached the garden gate
after roaming in the wood for some hours, Carin put her hand on the lacch and they
stopped. She felr the bird's arrention move away, upward, Looking up she saw a flock of
silver birds flying over-head. And she became aware of the bird, her bird, and she felr it
long o follow the others.

When the birds had passed, they went into the cottage. Carin felt completely numb,
% if all the energy had drained from her body. She sat still on her own for hours, until
darkness enveloped the cottage. Slowly she beeame aware of great pain in her stomach
and chest; a raw, dull, ache, [t was so great she could not move, and somehow she knew
she just had 1o sit and be with it. She thought about the silver bird and the happiness of
the time they had spent together, and she thought about the way the bird's heart had
leagt to follow the others. And her eyes filled with tears, and her heart with pain.

She spent four days sitting in this way, in a world which had turned to darkness.
After four days she sighed, got up, and began to go abour her life again. Things were much
the ssme, except Carin was quieter: she didn't laugh so much and there was a very tender
it of sadness about her.

: Winter passed quickly and the spring began. Carin and the bird did all the things
,'M"'l" wually did wogether. They were in the garden one lovely spring day; there was a clear
" . sky, and primroses and cowslips were thronging on the banks. Carin saw the silver
lirds coming from a long way off: flying their way back home.

. The bird - her bird - hopped onto her shoulder. Her eyes filled with tears, but this
'me her heart was peaceful, and a little sad. She held out her hands for the bird to rest on

3



a moment = then lifted them up as the bird flew, soaring to join the flock. She followeg
the silver birds with her gaze until they completely disappeared, leaving only the clear,
blue sky.

After a while she went 1o the brook at the end of the garden, and she sar and
watched the water flowing past. As she warched the strength and the speed of the wage
pushing its way forward, she saw how her eyes wanted o hold one patch of water and
follow it. But each time it was impossible. It was almost as if the water was poking fun
her by changing its shape under her very eyes — constantly rurning and rwisting and dis.
appearing into the distance where it was dappled with golden glints from the sun. Showly
she relaxed and enjoyed the swirling maze of the water and the burbling roar it made,
And Carin began to see that the brook was so beauriful because it was so rapidly {"ha_ng]n'g

The roar of the water seemed 1o get louder and louder in her ears until it seemed thy;
she was part of the water and the sound — no longer having a body. All the memaries of
her times with the silver bird seemed o flow through her and our into the distance. Hes
heart began to feel very light and free as she saw how life was rather like the river
hurrying past and that trying to hold onto one bit of it was impossible. Ar that momens ir
was a8 if she no longer existed, and yet everything was completely there and perfect.

Carin realised that the love she had shared with the silver bird had taught her
something very precious, and her life changed again from that time onward. She began o
visit the village more often, and made friends with the villagers. v was especially the
children, and the old men and women who befriended her. They loved her because she
was gentle and always had time to listen to them, or to tell them stories, And after she
left, they felt a grear sense of peacefulness and space surrounding them and they often
heard the silence rmrin;;: like rhie sound aof a brook,
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~ Update on the Dhamma School Project

#4197 PEEN SEVERAL MEETINOS to discass
nﬂﬂ;twu[duhlhchrlﬁ]m.ﬂmﬂdﬂk in-
i been amangss a wide range of

o Wﬂdﬁmﬂﬂﬂ\ldr—llﬂ fora
Wdufnhﬂﬂ!h children, and reach-
with the cumrent state sysrem wha waonld
’WHH ihe integration of the principles of
e P ma-Sangha into s educatiomal frame-
H’:mﬂ{;'hldi will culzivare the heare as
ok +he mind. Many of those interested, who have
e rouble ta attend the meetings at Amaravarl
R upwards of 20 there an 22 Apeil), are well
I o i warious ecbucaesoral fields, Many have aka
F‘H' by st £ the articles on rhe projec in the
;_’dﬂ"‘: and April 1530 editions af the Foren Sangha

”Tmm-‘.r idizas and reflecrions hawe been arricy-
which rouch on key issues, espectally the need 1o

wthe shnal A sErong mlrlmﬂ dml-&l'{rl'll. while g -
jﬂﬁ,Fimw religious dogmarism which s aften
o smsmiltificacion and separatism, In this conzexr, i
wulek that 3 Fauscddhiist framsswark which was oo nas-
oy defined, either in cultural ar ethnic terms, cauld
iﬂd.‘-ri!l'-"f'“l g phe flawering of free enquiry and
il mpmﬂl;illrrwhh:h lie it the heaer of all Benu-
e education. Thus, mast of thoss involved in the dis-
rara o far e thie indluence of Puddhizm in & school
grting prorwing ot of 3 wheole way of life, based on
#iha Dhamma-Sangha, where those in ediscational
e leadeeshiip robes exemplify the neachiings, rather than
merely exepoured them in a foemal fushion, In this con-
et & spectsl emphasis on sila (moral conduct based on
e five prevepts ), both for veacher: and pupils, was re-
wied i crucial. A fusther support for the school's spiit-
a dmension - indeed 8 comerssone of the whale pro-
e - are e incheenene qualities of Dhamima which grow
wialthe symbiotic relarionship berween lay and mon-
i communitles, An important point hese was the
wid for wisdom and direction o flow through a genuine
Fghe communicy ) of reachicrs, parents and monastics,
b nvniding same: of the problems which arise when
schundertakings are based on the visien of a single in-
ridul, hosweyir charismiaric

Anather area of coneem was the nesd 1o bakance an
“heation based om the pursuit of eruth — in s deepest
o - wifth the world of examinarkons, COmHeLition
™ the standards embeddied in the national curricubus,
M'Mdﬁﬁ!wmﬂ[ﬂ'ﬁt[‘ﬂﬁpﬂﬂlntﬂ (1518
“eirily be in conflict, and that any schoal which
% 10 educate the whole person should als ensure
Eiﬂlﬂmu standards, The production of young
mm'!‘fﬂ-ﬁﬂu'. ‘elitist’ o ‘spirinual’ rogians,
h“.mmﬁnﬁhwidumuﬂﬂtmmﬂm
“* schoal. Instend, i was felt thar young peaple

Ritlangl planes thirough the perspective of insight,

thus ﬂﬂumﬂﬁgmmm't* and ca :hrutﬂ'y
with the world around theos, ﬂwuuhmﬁpunr
sibile human, relavionships. The florwering of such irsighs
wald eome nat only From an undersarsirg ofthe
reschingsof the Buddha, bue she from skilful condisce in
:;@T_n“?"rﬂﬁtiiurﬂtm abservation, dialogue and

uiry e inenepoeation of sibemn of medataive peri-
ods wauld thus be an innepral part of che daily life of the
school

Marce detiled concerrs have been voiced dealing:
with ssch mamees as the lacarion of the bl wlvether
rural oc urban}, the appropeiace ape group, the need for
financial support. cantact with the viharas, and whether
thi schiaod shonild bave bearders ithus sccomanndaring
thioae from a more imtetrasional I:v.1|:‘kg'r-_-q,|ryﬂ:l The iy
forward oo these rnatiers, bowever, wall nast be e
undil a warking committes has heen escablishod. Ax pees-
ent, there &8 necd v distil the existing informatkon and
reflections inng w wking puidelines, p-crha.pu. EYET ST
cinct ‘conarimusnn’ fivr the schisal - but drwn up in pen-
il at thissape {as Ajahn A mano b asturely oheerved),
This i in hand w0 the peesene time, with an eye toap-
prosaching Ajahn Sumedbo for his blessing and guidance
before the peopect procesds frther. Un this medaim-
term, the identificanion of 2 small group of people {nat
mare than four or five), who are commiored eninigh 1o
the acualisation of che projecy, and who can work close-
|y bath with the marnzes e Sangha ard within g =ngha
wethias themse lves. as 3 committee, will be csential v de
project’s wltimate success,

Thiis is a shart surmmary of whet bes actoally
amounted 1o a greac deal of progress in a shom space of
time. The energy and interest the project has anoused au-
gurs well for ies success. Bur the gap between vision and
actuality should not be underestimared. One of the vital
ingredients i the development of the praject bs that i
shmigld be In poooed with Dhamma. I ehis conprocnce is
achieved, then the beneficent fxrces in the aniverse will
provide many miracles co facilicace its growth (a8 indecd
we have Hpt;in:nu:.td in thie ten short FLrs of the Fornest
Sangha's sojourn in the Wesr ). Thils doies nine, kawever,
absolve us from nesponssbiliny for our parr in the process.

We are living naw ax 8 time of great change ard tus-
bulemice in the world, when @l the forces of wisdom snd
coenpassion nieed o be summoncd forth todeal wisely
wirh the energies which have been unleashed. [eis @
times such as these that concerns af self, grudpes, com-
plaints and animosities noed o be manscended, Cur
own petry dnterests must be replaced by a vasterand
mone PENCIoLs wision. Oine of cur maost valuable re-
sonirces for @ mone enlightened world lies in the proper
niarnaring and education of our children. The acoualisa-
ian af this vision of global responsibilioy, through skilful
education and service, isone of the noblesc responses we
e maakoe by the currend wareld coisls.

k|



Here is a picture to colour in. It's a ‘pagoda’, which
is the Japanese version of what we call a stupa.
You can see the spire at the top, which is the same as the spires on stupas all over the world.

Bur this is not the "-"‘Il'll‘f’ picture in Rainbows for colouring - just about any picture will do, especially the cover
picture, and the pictures in The Story of the Buddha and Boris the Cat.

And don't forget . . . . If you have any good pictures for Rainbows, or poems or stories, please send them to us.
The address is on page 2.

Owr address is on page 2.

distributing it, you can send a donation made payable to “The English Sangha Trust'.
If you have any feedback 1o offer on Rainbows, or if you no longer wish to receive ir, please drop us 3

RAINBOWS is produced at Amaravati Buddhist Cenrre. v is printed for free distriburion, and i3 funded
by donations. If you enjoy reading Rainbows and would like to contribute towards |:|r{:.|:||_|-|:ir'|g'-=ll‘|":I

il

such a file,

let us know and we will remove it. Thank you.

line. Also, the Rainbows mailing list is kept on computer. If you don't want your name on




