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A story of compassion and suffering, from the Shin Buddhist tradition, retold by
Taitetsu Unno
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from the poet Jane Kenyon
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Jane Kenyon died of cancer in 1995, two years after writing this poem.



Transcending Mystery and Wonder

1 know a lot of fancy words.
[ tear them from my heart and my tongue.

Then I pray.
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Sometimes 1 feel like a motherless child
Sometimes 1 feel like a motherless child
Sometimes 1 feel like ['m almost gone

A long way from home...
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My God, my God, why hast thou forsaken me?
Why art thou so far from helping me,

So empty in the anguish of my words?
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[ call to you in the daytime but you don’t answer
And all night long I plead restlessly, uselessly.

I know your holiness, find it in the memorized phrases
Uttered by those who have struggled with you

Through all the generations

These, my forebears, trusted you

And through their trusting, you touched them

held and delivered them

They cried out to you and you met them face to face

Their confidence was strong and they were not confounded.

But I am not as they

Utterly alone, I am cast out of the circle

... unheard unseen, unacknowledged and denied...
1 am poured out like water

and all my bones are out of joint,

my heart is like wax,



it is melted within my breast,
my strength is gone
1 lie in the dust, as in death.

You I entered upon leaving the womb
You I drank at my mother’s breast

I was cast upon you at birth
And even before birth, I swam in you,
my heart’s safe darkness.

Be not far from me now
When suffering is very near and there is no help
I am beset all around with threatening powers
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My God, my God,

Be not far from me now...
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I am worn, I am tired, in my quiet sorrow.
Hopelessness will not let me be...

In the silence of my heart, I'm praying...
Deep inside, I pray I'm strong. Blessed be.
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pray.
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is a crushed stalk
Between clenched fingers.
Hope is a bird’s wing
broken by a stone.
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is a word in a tuneless ditty-
A word whispered with the wind,
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A dream of forty acres and a mule,

A cabin of one’s own and a moment to rest,
A name and a place for one’s children
And children’s children at last ...

Hope is a song in a weary throat.
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Your mention of prayer in today’s service brought to mind a prayer I wrote for
myself a few years back when I was lost in pain and wanted a way to bring myself
back to the heart of the matter. It is carefully crafted to bring to mind some very
specific meanings for me (I talk about “surrender’ as opposed to the white-
knuckled desperation of “submit,” and use the word “eternal” which in my prayer
has nothing to do with time but rather the affirmation of the transcendence
possible in the here and now. [ added the word “gratefully” about a year later,
when I looked back one day and realized how much the prayer had helped me. It
is an old friend who has carried me through many encounters with evil:

Divine spirit of the universe,

I humbly and gratefully surrender

To thy eternal wisdom.

Help me transcend my confusion

And be in harmony with thy wholeness.
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worth and dignity of every person, respect for the interdependent web of all
existence...

I The living tradition we share draws from many
sources, & , ! & &
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, direct experience of that transcending mystery and wonder,

affirmed in all cultures, which moves us to a renewal of the spirit and an openness

to the forces that create and uphold life... &
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Found Letter

What makes for a happier life, Josh, comes to this:
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Gifts freely given, that you never earned,

Open affection with your wife and kids,

Clear pipes in winter, in summer screens that fit,
Few days in court, with little consequence;

A quiet mind, strong body, short hours

In the office; close friends who speak the truth;
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Good food, cooked simply, a memory that’s rich
Enough to build the future with, a bed

In which to love, read, dream, and re-imagine love,
A warm, dry field for laying down in sleep,

And sleep to trim the long night coming;
Knowledge of who you are, the wish to be

None other;, freedom to forget the time;

To know the soul exceeds where its confined

Yet does not seek the terms of its release,

Like a child’s kite catching at the wind

That flies because the hand holds tight the line.
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over which every soul must pass
to reach the kingdom of heaven
and the name of that river was suffering —
and I saw the boat
which carries souls across the river
and the name of that boat
was love.

- : § — u &

00000000000000000000000



