


Notice-Board

Family Events at Ratanagiri
Harnham Buddhist Monastery

Family Gatherings:
The=e are special opportunities for
milics to meet and spend rime topether
without any formally organised
PTIOETAMME:, Fﬂfhl.'du.[u! b éich December,

Family Days:
thiese accasions thiere will he
organised evens starting with offeris Ty
the meal. Each time will have 2 specific
theme. Schedubed for: 2nd Auguse and
Ao Ocpober

Far more informarion:

contact Kane Jackson Telr (04.34) 684
487 or Harnham Buddhist Monastery
Tt'l'. l:ﬂ'l":-ﬁ!] BEl-A]2. El.'|_'|'|.|_||1|_' [T} i
welcome to amend

= & &

Children's pujn. available on tape:

1 you wamibd like a copy of the chiklren's

El-l-:iﬂ which is taughr J:im; family camp
y 3r. Abhassara, please send a short ape

(13 minwtes will do} and enclose rerurm

age too Manda, Solsbury End,

sloucester Boad, Upper Swainswick,

Biath BA 1L 8B] Avon.

BAINBOWSE iy peoduced ar Amamvan Buddhas
Morawery. It is prnied Foefree dimmibasan, a0 s eaded
ey choations I worg eroy reading Rainboid  and would
like o contribute wwards producieg and distriburing i,
yim can send a doearion made paklo oo The English
.'a"qnq!'.: Trer®. 1F you have ity feodback o offer an
Eambows, iFpoud like et in by poet. orifyou nolorger
with 1o receive e, pleise dosp w3 line. Al the
Bambous n'|l.i|.|:|'|,¢ list is |:|:|1:| e compuner, [ yosa damnt
WEIL Jeur frime an such a Gk, Lot s bnow aead we wall
remove it Thank yoma.

Amarsvatl Buddhisg Moraseery
{ircat Gaddesden
Hemel Hempanead
Herts HPFI 3BE

Telephose (D442) B42455
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Ajahn Chah died peacefidly in Thailand on January 16, 1992 afier many vears of diness,

s ohe seacher af Ajahn Sumedho, Ajahn Chah was the grandfaher of Asturavati and the other
w:m:rmﬂ:friﬂ in the West. He also established over seventy monasteries in Thailond.
His life and teachings encourage us o look deeply into our lives. The best way to ho
yim i 10 Eruly understand owerselves. Then the Dhamma becomes alive in our i Rour
r‘i-["l':E A ST r-'_r-lﬁl;l-ﬂFﬂi Cll'ldibj ?'-Eﬂ.ﬁﬂms:

f you seek E-E'Illl-cﬁnn' in Tl_'mr
hich ts actually uncertain,
:nuan: hound to suffer.

£

4iyou want 1o sec the truth,
you must know where o look.
This very body and mind is
jour area of investigation.'

3

Practisze 1o the point where

you can'y go forward, you can't
e back and vou can't stand
aill. Then you will understand
what it means to teanscend
auffering.!

&

30 be patient, practise

moeality, live simply and be
Batural, Watch the mind, This
Eour practice. It will lead you
" urselfishness, 1o peace.’

mﬂ portrait of Ajakn Chah. If you would bke o put it on aur shring, cut

e Seith this strip. and ghe them o some stiff card, Neat, Bﬂﬁm
bend hes :r::'gfinﬂﬁ ﬂﬁ {msj::ﬁsﬂuj ﬂﬁ{d alue it 0 the back of the picoure. S
Let it be a reminder

that it is possible to be free.

i August 1SHE



The Wheel Of Life

by Venerable Sobhano

he world is an enomous place but not as hig as the universe, and nobody can s

how big that is. But whar is even hipger than the universe is your own mind. J

You might think this is a bit strange, after all each of us is only teeny weeny
compared to the whole world, and not even a speck of dust or a microscopic particle when
compared with the universe,

Eventually, you might come 1o see that this mind of curs doesn’t contain one wirkd,
but six. In Buddhism we call them realms. And right at the centre of these six realms of
our mind there is a single point that conains the entire universe.,

Mo I'm not just making this up, and to prove it | will explain the picture on the next
page, ‘the Wheel of Life". This is like a map of the mind. If you have never seen a L|l?l.'|'|.11g
of your mind before, well this is ir.

Look at the colouring page. You can see six sections with different beings in each
one. Find the Human Realm. Going counter-clockwise you will find Hungry Ghoss,
beings in hell, animals, angry gods in the Asusa realm and heavenly beings in the Deva
Realm.

I'll explain each realm and then you can see whether you recognise something of
yourself in each one or perhaps it's all just a mych. Borh could be true, its wp o you o
decide!

The Six Realms.

1. The Human RKealm.

Thiis is the easiest realm to recopnise because it is where we are most of the time.
And what happens in the human realm? People are born, people die, people grow old and
get sick, ger married, have children and work for a living, It is the only realm in which it
is possible to devore our lives to practising the reachings of a great sage like the Buddha
and to leave the home life o become monks and nuns. This is why we are so forounate
be born as a human being.

2. The Animal Realm.

[t might seem nice to be certain m P e .
kimds of animals, but hawve you ever % ll'.| ™ #

thought what it's really like? It might }.r }
be quite frightening. Most animals 4 a
are rarely safe from all kinds of 1
danger. As an animal, you never il

know when another animal | i
might gobble you up for dinner or I ||... I

if you will have enough to en it
thar day. There is danger from o Y
the weather, no clothes to keep you warm and no medicine if you

et sick. Also, animals can't choose whether or not to act on

instincrual drives. Have you ever known of a fox to stop hun

"
' "‘- j

. Ff/f ;“"“u

ting and become a vegetarst

. i






to live a more peaceful life? But if we do whatever we feel like doing, instead of carefully
thinking about our actions, then we act only from our instincts, don’t we? And then,
sometimes we end up frightened and hungry like animals.

3. The Hungry Ghost Realm.

In this picture the hungry ghosts look really
silly, with big round rummies, tiny pin hole
mouths and long, slithery necks. They are
always craving for something ro fill their
huge stomachs, bur it never seems like
enough no matter how much they stuff inco
their tiny mouths. There are other kinds of
hungry ghosts that hang around moaning
miserably about their unhappy lives, i
and generally frightening anyone who
sees them. What they really wane is for
someoné to give them a big hug or send
them logs of loving kindness. But because they look and sound so awful hardly anyone i
brave enough to do this. Mest people run away or try 1o get rid of them any way they
know how. So if you ever see a person who reminds you of a hungry ghost or feel like one
vourself, don’t be afraid. Remember, hungry ghosts aren't trying to scare you, they just
want a little bit of love and affection. Just like you and me.

4. The Hell Realm.

This is the most painful realm to be in. [t a really horrible place. The people
experience so much suffering that they are always crying, groaning, whining and
complaining. It’s not really surprising they are in so much pain if you think abourt what
they experience. There are all sorts of terrible torments in hell. Most of them have o do
with fire or spikes or freezing blocks of ice. But that's not the worst part of it. Even worse
than the torments are the evil demons who love o torture their vicrims uneil they squeal
and squirm. Have you ever been bullied at school? Have you ever been so angry with
someone you really wanted to hurt them? Have you ever been so frightened that you
couldn't even move!? | think most of us have experienced things like this. Then we all
have some idea of what this realm called hell is like, But there is a way out of this TﬁlTF! of
constant tormure. Can you guess what it is? Well, | hope it’s not too mean to let you squim
for a little bit before giving you the answer at the end of this story!

5. The Deva Realm, {(Realm of Heavenly Beings).

The Deva Realm is at the other end of the spectrum to hell. Instead of torture the
beings in this realm have pleasure. They have everything you could ever want, and more.
They spend their days oohing and aahing at beauriful sighs, trilling «.?u_nrh -.L-el-ght at _:hr
sound of the wind and the waves and classical music. They are beautifully radiant with
wonderful smiles forever on their lips. Mow some people can be a bit like this, but ui:.llalh'.
people who are forever happy are only found in make believe stories or are on the telly.
They don't seem to worry about anything, about getring a job, having enough to "'“h
paying the rent — all the things your mummies and daddies have w rl'un_la about. In
Heavenly Realm, life is one great party. Some ul’u:is:nrtl_-.r want to be like d:vml_.";:t o
maybe end up in heaven when we die. But there is one thing you should know a

B R R ]
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ieed, It doesn't last forever. That’s the thing devas always forget
rhm:gtﬂﬁh:?:::;ﬁuﬂh fun. 5o when their immensely ||:_1ng lives end, they start
geIting VETY Nervous and fidpery. They start o sweat, something devas never normally do.
Then they begin to smell something avful. OFf course, all the other devas are far too polite
o el them, so they quictly leave them alone ro die without any of their friends around to
ml R‘cﬂ'ﬂjb‘lﬂ!.
6. The Asura Realm, {Angry Gods)

The Asusras are Devas who have been kicked our of the Deva realm for arguing o
much, They always want to be in charge of everything and think they are absolurely the
best. Wow, if you've ever met anyone like that, then you'll know what an Asura is like. In
e Asura realm, they ALL have great castles and fortresses, each one bigger and better
than the last. They are always stealing each other’s secret weapons and compering with
gach other to be the most powerful and strongest. If an Asura finally thinks he is the
grearest, it still doesn't make him happy. It only makes him scasr vo worry abour all the
ather Asuras who might be after his power. But there is ome thing Asuras hate even more
+an each ocher, and that’s the Devas, They think the Devas are always making it easy and
having a good rime. Whar's worse, the Devas have much berrer toys o play with than the
Asuras. Mo matter how much the Asuras try to steal the Devas' toys, they always fail
because their armies and weapons can't reach the Deva realm. [t's not fair!

L -

The six realms are arranged on the Wheel of Life. Like all wheels it goes around and
around. The Buddha was so wise and powerful he could see into the distant past, and into
the distant furure. He saw how beings have been going around the wheel from one realm
wo another, lifecime afeer lifetime and will continue to do so. This may seem a little hard
o imagine but look ar your own life to see how many different realms we inhabit from
one day to the next.

Why doesn't cur good fortune last? What makes us fed up with this or happy with
that! In this picture, the secret is at the hub, the
center of the wheel. The hub is whar keeps the
wheel tuming. Here, the snake, the pig and the
enck are all chasing each ather. They stand for
greed, laziness or stupidity, and hatred or anger.
They ase trying to run away from Yama, The Lord
of Death, but they don't realise that they are in the
middle of his belly.

Tou don't have to look very hard 1o see the
Breat monster with fangs, three eyes and creepy,
*riggly fingernails. This is Yama, the Lord of
Death. He has s0 much power because everything
'h‘?t comes into cxistence also fades out of
I:"“'*“-‘Flf-t- Everything that is born dies. There isn't
nything in the world thar isn't like this;

Terything has to die eventually. Because of this,
'#1s the ruler of all the realms of existence.
i ﬂ:t the very beginning it was mentioned thar
realm of our minds, there is a single point

7 Compneed on page 9 Mugrus 1997




Maddhi’s Song

This song is taken from the Jaraka seory of Prince Viessantara, the Bodhisarta's Lt
life, where he fulfilled the perfection of generosity. Prince Vessantara has just given away
his rwo children — Jali and Kanha to the old Brahman Jujaka. Princess Maddhi returns o
find that her children are gone. This is the song of her grief and searching for her lost
children. Ar the end of the story the beloved children come home. Bur it makes us think.

What kind of generosity would enable us to give up whar we love the most?




e Whel of Lfe — Continued fom page 7|

that conrains the entire universe. Thart is the one place where we can go to escape the
durches of Yama. Thart's the little dot in the middle of the Wheel of Life. Sometimes its a
bie dot which is the colour of emptiness. That's the Deathless Realm, or Amaravati in
Bali, the language the Buddha spoke.

But where do you find Amaravati, the deathless realm? Well, you can come and visi
the Amaravati here in Great Gaddesden, but that's not the one I'm talking about. The
e that's really meant, can only be found by locking into your own mind.

When the Deathless Realm is found, your mind becomes brighe like the full moon
snd your heart is filled with loving-kindness which radiates our towards all beings like che
s, That is why the sun and moon are on either side of the drawing of the Wheel of Life.

In every realm, there is a Buddha who comes with special teaching medicine to help
those who want to find freedom. But the maost direct path to the Deathless Realm is
through the Human Realm. That is the path your parents, and all the monks and nuns are
boking for when they are sitting quietly with their eyes closed.

Oh, in case you're still squirming, | almaost forgor o tell you how o ger our of the
hell realms. Have you guessed already? By being very very patient. Mext time you ft_E|
@ or angry, instead of acting on it, can you be patient instead! There are lots of times
& life which are like this. If we think about it, these are some of the things the wheel of

can teach us.
H—-—
> DEVAS' DESSERT CHILDHOOD WISDOM ON DEATH

ﬁ:ln;::ﬂ Egj?r;“ 2 e = Heather, When 1 die, I'm going to be
o . reincamarted!’

lﬂ:tmlh::mm.ml lal'-l-v-qwmt bl oty = Cheryl, Uh no! | don't want to be burned
* Mix all ingrediens and allow to sit for at 1mlilu " ""h"-"-:'ili;!mli be silly, that’s o~

: 15 in @ cool place. The mixmre wi Saphue, - - e
uring this rime. If it becomes 1o H:m"“h:'r:hﬂf“;mmn hadk uilk*

L::.f':u“i'“hiwl:jubﬁ- something eliz like a tn of condensed milk!
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Summer Camp

An alid warm lring wors ot fidd, its gentle calmness under foot, and peaceful glowing above.
A wrhite stupe stands in the middle of lang grass, relaged but aware af being there.

' Small clusters of friendly wooden Builidings and a fuge marguee on one side of the field, While o
thie ptfier fie ushies, small shruds and trees and an ofd foorpath, no longer sign-posted.

The wind ruffles the tree tops. The once proud sun fanging near tie Rorizon add to the mafestic
Beaguiz.

The quiet buzz of people chatting nearby brings me back to the world of people who are mot uite
realising ihe calm friendliness io s very full-mase expent. sl

————
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Silences
‘f Silerce.
A 1 O A cock eroms

The sein fremky

A tree putlined againse the pink sy

Ty irhd."g.g afﬂunﬂﬂ’ful,

A sehioed Bell rings

Seall Bengs and givls rieshing and Bumping don Hhe Lane,
Sileree,

A car purrs Iy
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{ ) Kpoks call and a bee lacily bumps inko @ fTower,
. Silence.
The sun beats doumn and a .-:l!'m'ﬁl: Breese giird.
Suddenly the bell rings.

Aain children runnivgg and laughing

Silence.

The freexe fresfens,

The sun slonly smks.

Tuilighe.

The farwer plods doum the lare.

Hpoky rstle in the trees.

Tharkness comes

Pk & Sifence.

Turning torrds the unfnonn
Saoking ot feor f
lepring the seeing fakp place
o ikt fresing can aceur,

[anamiyrmons)

{

|
|
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"You're Not A Sheep, You're A Lion’
by Ajahn Sucitto

Have you ever ‘counted sheap'? What you can do when you feol restless is
irnagli_lna sheap jumping over a fence, one at' a tima. 11 calms you down. Better still, try
watching your thoughts. When you feel unhaplp'gr, or evean whean there's nothing to da,
_'szt iry sitling down, breathing in and out slowly, and walching the thoughis that run

nr-nggl] your mind. Don't chase a% of them away, Just let them come and go. Does it
| like a sirange thing to do? There are lols of people who do this. It helps us to
relax.

Even mara impordant than relaxing, it helps us to remembear who we really are.
These days, all of us have to think and do 30 much that we forgel who we really are. It's
easy to imagine that we aclually are our thaughts and aur body. This can make us very
unhappy becausa there are a lot of worried, sad thouwghts. Even our happy thoughts
don't last. Thoughts and feelings can make ws feel happy or sad but all of Them come
and qrn- like shaap jumping over a fance.

e, if you learn to watch your IhulegfI"lts. yvou'll understand who you really are, The
mind that watches your thoughts feels different from the thoughts themselves. It feals
peacalul and free. Do you know this peaceful and free mind?

The Buddha told a story to help us remember who we really are. Here it i5. 1§ will
help all of us to remember.

nce upon a time some hunters surprised a lioness who was with her cub. They

shot her. | don't really know why anyone would want o kill a creature for fun.

Perhaps they were afraid. Perhaps it was because of the crazy feeling that people
pet when they have puns in their hands. Anyway, once the lioness was dead and taken as
a trophy, they didn't think any more about the cub,

The cub was so young he had hardly opened his eyes. He didn't know who or what
he was. He knew only one thing - he needed to eat, or at that age, to drink mother’s milk.
He was lucky to be in an area where there were sheep nearby. They were easy-poing
creatures and very motherly even if they weren't so quick-witted, So when the tiny lion
cub erawled up to a mother sheep, just as if he was one of her own lambs, she let him suck
milk from her. That was a very fine thing to do. Hunters could learn a lor about kindnes
from sheep.

It was wild country. In those days, people used to round up their sheep only twicea
year - once to fleece them just before the hot season; and once just

before the cold season to pick the ones that would be sold at the art
market to be slaughrered for mear. So for a long while, the lion cub ,-‘,Ip--!Lr
remained undetecred. Since he was B{:ﬁn

brought up by sheep and surrounded by q}jﬁ ) 8q
sheep, he naturally chought be was a o #fh 4

sheep. You probably would oo if vour {.’P'
'mother’, *brothers’ and *sisters’ were all
sheep.

Weeks went by and turmed into
months, and at first the lion cub was alive
and well and happy living with the sheep. He
learned from them all thar he could. He
watched the lambs and jumped around like they
did. He couldn't bleat like them, which made him
feel rather anxious, bur he reckoned thac if he tried



enough, he'd get it_ right one day. What was really becoming a problem was thar his
mother’ was gl:rmnng him That_lt was time to stop sucking milk from her and start eating
g He wasn't l_:::s:_ll&d about it at all. And his reeth didn’t seem 10 work very well either.
The grass kept slipping out between them. When he finally managed to chew a blade of
gass, it rasted awful. He'd ask the lambs how they ate grass and if they could find him
ame that would satisfy his hunger. They shook their heads in disbelief and munched
qway at the EFAss thar the cub hadn't been able to chew. But when he did TATUAEE [0 Eal i@
mouthful of grass, it made him feel sick. It just didn't nourish him. So he became very

phis.

Then he started having strange dreams. He dreamed of nnning
and climbing trees, dreamed of chasing deer. The sheep were
different. Thl:‘!.' I-'H'I-]'!|' ran when llI:ll."|I' were afeaid. Whenever hl: |;.|.7|.w¢d
at a tree and wanted o be shown how to climb, the sheep looked at
him as if he'd gone mad. He felt so different, he thought he was going
out of his mind and became very depressed. “Why doesn't anyone else

feel like me? |5 this all there is wo life, he
.-*"'-““5 thoughet, ‘plodding arcund a field, chewing this
I:"}_F“"_lﬁ. nl'uiatnahl-:: grass! Whart's the point in being a
shwep!”

PR viagl™
ﬁ . _}‘g ; Then one day the flock wandered further
wtt gy " . off into the wilds. The cub, weak as he was,

" staggered along behind them. Suddenly the

leader of the flock feoze in his tracks. He sniffed the air, and
S . rhen, inoasplit second tumed and bolred. [mm:diﬂtk‘l‘j‘ the

whaole flock fled in confusion, bleating and jumping over

each other, some this way, some that way. It was chacs! The
poor starving cub didn't have the energy to run on his wobbly legs. In the panic it was
every sheep for irself. And who could blame them
- because there in the distance was the slinky
shape of the grear shaggy-maned lion! As he was
coming towards them in great leaps and bounds
thar gobbled up the distance, surely he would eat
the slowest of those sheep! He was moving so fast
he almost squashed the lietle cub under his paw
before he noticed him. When he did notice him,
ke stopped dead in his tracks.

"What in the world...what are you? Why are
you s weak” roared the great shaggy-maned lion
at the spindly ereature flopped on the ground between his
paws. ‘Please sir, I'm a little sheep,” squeaked the cub. 'l
can't eat grass properly....Can you show me how to eart
grass...|'m ever so hungry!" “A SHEEP!!" roared the lion,
You're not a sheep, you're a LION! No wonder you're
sick, lions don't eat grass!'

Then the great shaggy-maned lion nuzzled the cub

with his nose. The cub looked into those wondrous eyes

of the lion that sweep the horizon without blinking and can see on the darkest
1% Agust 1992

. N



night. Then, the great shaggy-maned lion licked the cub's head with his huge rough
tongue- When the cub smelr the lion's breath, suddenly, he remembered his own lion
nature. Then he thoughrt about his mother. Before long, he was picked up, gently, in the
great licn's Jans and carried away, With every |.|.'.'||'l and bound, the cub feli the power of
the great lion carrying him. It was thrilling as the plains disappeared beneath him, He was
going home to discover who he really was. He was returning to the world and the way of
lions.

How could he ever have thought he was a sheep, when he found living as a 5
so difficult and so painful? It's easy enough to make such a mistake, when all you've
aver seen ara sheep. When you've been with sheep all your life, that’s what you think
you are,

I's the sama with people. When people are born they don’t know what's going on
gither. When our eyes Enslljﬂl:ll,l open, it si:learﬂg like wa are IEI:'lya body surrou I'IdEIﬂ%'_f ogh.nf
human bodies. Thé thoughts we all have tell us all kinds of things - like how you need
this, and how it will be really great if you have thal, Than, aller your mum bought you
this and your dad has lakEnr}"pLI] thera, you get bored and 50 you want something else.
Somelimes thoughts say horrible things about yourself or other paople. Although
thoughts never lead o |asting happinéss, most of us keep fallowing tham because we
don'l know any other way. Have you aver found a thought that will show you wherae
unhappiness ends? It's like askirig a shoep 1o show you how to climb a tree. When
dupé!g{:ﬁwagylhmg ather than thoughts, all you can'do is shake your head and thirk of
50 I &,

But g is the chance to remember who we really are if we see somaeone alse
who lives in freedom. Maybe you'll recognize tha shining face of the Buddha, with his
gentle eyes that bless tha world. You may lock at his hands that have never clenched as
a fist. WFuam can you find such a Buddha? To find him, you have to look in the quiet
places of your life, where there's truthfulness and love. Thal's what we do when we sil
quieﬂi}rl braathing in and out. : _

ave you ever heard a few of Buddha's diamand words in your heart” Words thal
remind you who rnu really are and where all restlessness and unharpunass end. 'No
wonder you feel so bad, thoughts are unsaliﬁlantmx. You're not your thoughts. If
were, how could you watch them coeme and go? You're nol your thoughts, lel
hem go. You're not your thoughts, rise above them. You're not your thoughts,
you're a Buddhal® If you trust in the Buddha, he can show you who you really are.

T ——rr———
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A Family Day Success
by Carol Williams
The popularity and purpese of the last Family

Dhamma camp at Amaraval inspired same dedicated
Eirants and taachars 1o have a mini family day in
ghton

Hazel Waddup, headmisiress of Harglelon
Indants’ Schaol, ganercusty Alowed us the wsa of her
school ong Salurday in Manch, Abaud G parenis,
childran and halpers came aswell as four Sangha
members. from Chithurst, 3

W began the day by preparing and oflering the
| meal bo the Sangha. Later, the childnen med with (he I
| moniks and nuns 1 exlone the day's theme of 'Giving’ ahk T
| During the gama period, e adulls had ﬂ‘laﬂppumjnig.a |
I melae and o isten to Dhamma refiecions from the Sangha, Throughaut the day, thare was  Rapey |

ing ol guided maditatons, workshops, games, and refreshmaent bréaks ending wih an impregsive pUppe!

. The puppéls, music, naration and scenery, al craated with in absoul an hour, told the sioey of Prince |
gncaunbas wish the heavenly messmgmaml hiora this led o his renunciation of waridly ife. |

Wi'g all penefited from the lond ol ness ard play, of devotion and dedication, of iving and |

recaiving. Wi hape that the success of our Family Day will encourage parents and beachers in areas 10
prganise a simiar day. We recommend it
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Make Your Own
Paper Buddha Rupa

1. Colour in the Buddha

2. Cut out the pattern along
the dotted lines. (Cut the
arms free from the hase).

3. Bring the ends of the base
together. Join them with
some sticky tape. Be gentle!

Materials needed

Crayons or colouring pencils
A pair of scissors

Sticky tape

A steady pair of hands

4.With another piece of
tape, join the arms

together at the base of
the Buddha Rupa.

5. Now your Buddha
Rupa will stand freely.




An Open Heart
."""l-rl.“ﬂ

() fr’iﬂtd:

Rememdier those ufio Rave been Eind to you,
Wha Rave Brought you foy

(O Relped you on your ualy.

And, especially

Remember Prase tfte were unkind,

Wiciows ar cruel,

Who tried to harm or afuse gou

(O harder Gou o0 HOWr WATY,

N, do not remember their words or deeds;
“Their deception, violence, anger ar greed.

Fui remember the uny their actions tawnis you
Tor be Bumble, frave. generows witk them

And comprasionale;

Mt your Aeart opered up

A you endured the difficult momenes;

HMow yra learned to be strong yer Kind,
Talerant and forgiving.

And sn, to fove them.

£ yes, my__fnl'mi;

Fe grateful and remember them well.

The jruit of all vheir unskilful actions,
‘That you have strugaled through,

[s mowr the (ighe that sfhines in your feart.
Let this be their fomiveness.

Sr. Medhargndi
{inspired by @ Christien prager)

Dirawing by Edward Walters

Spreading Loving Kindness
I feel my Breath flrming gently in and out,
Citresitng the tip of my mase
And running through my tiroat,
“Warming the glowing furnace of wy Redrt.

Happingss rusies uith my food
Through my veins,

And e o from me

Like @ shimmenng golden river,
Farfing ehe room in a soft glen.

{ feel my Freath feave my fungs
And carry through my Fodiy,
Sereams of foeing-Kindness

And compirssion
Spreading vver ehe rest of the world.

Sijota Mol (1382 years)



Tales From A Lotus Blossom

By Sister Uppala

Sister Uppala's name means ‘loms ' in
Pali, W recently celebrated her 90th
birthday at Amaravati. When asked if she
had some stomies o coneribute 1o
Rambows, this is what she offered.

Dear Rainbow readers,
Here are a couple of stories for you.
* %

‘:‘ll'lll\'.l.ﬁ Iy '|I||:'|_l'|{"|' Sl 'r"lll.ll'lJ;. Elir
belonged to a very fine tennis club in
town. She was a very keen tennis player
hierself.

One day, a young man who was
new to town came and joined the club,
He seemed to be a very nice young man
and everyone liked him very much.
Gradually they noticed something that
was puzzling. He was a very nice man,
and had quite an adequare salary but he
never gave anything, not even a penny,
to the afternoan tea fund, the marking
c;lf ||:'|¢_' Courts '|-||:1-:|I N § :ln'g.'l'hin;l; else that
was outside of his subscription to the
club. Everyone in the club began to
dislike him. Then I::ull.' chanee, one day r|!||:":.' found out he was SUPPOTTIE |:'Ii'|'|'li'-‘tf1 his old
mother and a blind sister on his salary. Afver that, everyone in the club vowed never to
juige anyone apgain unless they knew all about them.

For this reason we must never judge people. Bur I think that there is another reason
. All of us are in different _:;.[.;gnu_-;i of de l..'l_'ll;_IE]rlll_'ﬁl. We are born ignorant and have to
learn Lo Erow ok of IEMOrAnce [ know truth. You never know where someone else [y
be coming from. And so we must be patient with each other,

There is another sLory I ean rell YOILL

My mother was 12 vears old when she left home to go to Boarding School. When
she arrived, the headmistress said to her, Wellie, to be clever is good. But o be good is
mich, much berter and much, much harder. '

lI:'l-'ll-”!'I |-I.F.-'L‘ | %] ::||| I.Ir I:||.|_' L|‘1i|-'.|rr_'l1.

S fpuse



Snakes and Ladders
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The ﬂuest fnr H Dhanna Sthunl

you wull need a dice, a friend or two and a marker each.
Egi?hw m

dice in turn. To start, each must
"’Eﬁhm t'-'hthtn yer's tum, he moves his marker the amount shown on the dice. Mm&mnﬂﬂﬁlﬂﬂmdmﬁm
squares on the game sheet.

Fﬁéﬁhﬂlmm rest at the foot of a ladder, then on the same turn, it is moved up and stops lnl:he

of a snake, then it must slide down the snake to the square at the
reaches the goal at the end of the numbers.

= M .mmtﬂtﬂt ;&:

throw a six.

.ontributions to Rainbows

es, erc., which are based on Buddhist

M

Hul to receive drawings, stories, poems, pa
cially h [0 receive mm-ihul:innsic

our children would

m children. If vou or
own and put pen/penci

[o:

ferayon to paper!

T

do not hesitare o sic d

: Send contributions

st Monastery

o Amaravati Buddhi

!l Hempstead Herts HP1 3BZ
ded ln help Rainbows to benefie children and young people

ely, are also appreciated,
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