ways ready to flow off again, it can work its in-
exhaustible power because it is free, and be open
to everything because it is empty. This state is
essentially a primordial state, and its symbol, the
empty circle, is not empty of meaning for him
who stands within it.

Out of the fullness of this presence of mind,

disturbed by no ulterior motive, the artist who
is released from all attachment must practice his
art. But if he is to fit himself self-effacingly into
the creative process, the practice of the art must
have the way smoothed for it. For if, in his self-
immersion, he saw himself faced with a situation
into which he could not leap instinctively, he
would first have to bring it to consciousness. He
would then enter again into all the relationships
from which he had detached himself; he would
be like one wakened, who considers his program
for the day, but not like an Awakened One who
~ lives and works in the primordial state. It would
never appear to him as if the individual parts of
the creative process were being played into his
hands by a higher power; he would never experi-
ence how intoxicatingly the vibrancy of an event

is ‘communicated to him who is himself only a

vibration, and how everything that he does is
done before he knows it.

The necessary detachment and self-liberation,
the inward-turning and intensification of life un-

til full presence of mind is reached, are therefore
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not left to chance or to favorable conditions, the
less so as the more depends on them, and least of
all are they abandoned to the process of creation
itself—which already demands all the artist’s
powers—in the hope that the desired concentra-
tion will appear of its own accord. Before all
doing and creating, before ever he begins to de-
vote and adjust himself to his task, the artist sum-
mons forth this presence of mind and makes sure
of it through practice. But, from the time he sue-
ceeds in capturing it not merely at rare intervals

"but in having it at his fingertips in a few mo-
- ments, the concentration, like the breathing, is

brought into connection with archery. In order
to slip the more easily into the process of drawing
the bow and loosing the shot, the archer, kneeling
to one side and beginning to concentrate, rises to
his feet, ceremoniously steps up to the target and,
with a deep obeisance, offers the bow and arrow
like consecrated gifts, then nocks the arrow,
raises the bow, draws it and waits in an attitude of

supreme spiritual alertness. After the lightning |
release of the arrow and the tension, the archer
remains in the posture adopted immediately fol-
lowing the shot until, after slowly expelling his
breath, he is forced to draw air again. Then only
does he let his arms sink, bows to the target and,
if he has no more shots to discharge, steps quietly
into the background. ’
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in the state of highest tension. You cannot even
learn to do this without continually asking your-
self: Shall I be able to manage it? Wait patiently,
and see what comes-—and how it comes!”

I pointed out to the Master that I was already
in my fourth year and that my stay in Japan was
limited.

“The way to the goal is not to be measured! Of
what importance are weeks, months, years?”

“But what if I have to break. off half way?” I
asked. ‘

“Once you have grown truly egoless you can
break off at any time. Keep on practicing that.”

And so we began again from the very begin-
ning, as if everything I had learned hitherto had
become useless. But the waiting at the point of
highest tension was no more successful than be-

fore, as if it were impossible for me to get out of

the rut.
One day I asked the Master: “How can the shot
~ be loosed if I’ do not do it?”

“ ‘I’ shoots,” he replied.

“I have heard you say that several times be-
fore, so let me put it another way: How can I wait
self-obliviously for the shot if ‘I’ am no longer

‘there?” ‘
 “‘It’ waits at the hlghest tension.”
“And who or what is this ‘It’?”
“Once you have understood that, you will have

no further need of me. And if I tried to give you
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~ a clue at the cost of your own experience, I would
§ be the worst of teachers and would deserve to be
g sacked! So let’s stop talking about it and go on
i practicing.”

Weeks went by without my advancing a step.
At the same time I discovered that this did not
disturb me in the least. Had I grown tired of the
whole business? Whether I learned the art or not,’
whether I experienced what the Master meant by -
‘It’ or not, whether I found the way to Zen or not
—all this suddenly seemed to have become so re-

| mote, so indifferent, that it no longer troubled
8 me. Several times I made up my mind to confide
t in the Master, but when I stood before him I lost
- courage; I was convinced that I would never hear
i anything but the monotonous answer: “Don’t
ask, practice!” So I stopped asking, and would
i have liked to stop practicing, too, had not the
E Master held me inexorably in his grip. I lived
B from one day to the next, did my professional
f work as best I might, and in the end ceased to be-
i moan the fact that all my efforts of the last few
B years had become meaningless.

Then, one day, after a shot, the Master made a

- deep bow and broke off the lesson. “Just then ‘It”
¢ shot!” he cried, as I stared at him bewildered.
. And when I at last understood what he meant I
~couldn’t suppress a sudden whoop of delight.

“What I have said,” the Master ®old me se-

verely, “was not praise, only a statement that
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ought not to touch you. Nor was my bow meant
for you, for you are entirely innocent of this shot.
You remained this time absolutely self-oblivious
and without purpose in the highest tension, so
that the shot fell from you like a ripe fruit. Now
go on practicing as if nothing had happened.”

Only after a considerable time did more right
shots occasionally comes off, which the Master
signalized by a deep bow. How it happened that
they loosed themselves without my doing any-
thing, how it came about that my tightly closed
right hand suddenly flew back wide open, I could
not explain then and I cannot explain today. The
fact remains that it did happen, and that alone is
important. But at least I got to the point of being
able to distinguish, on my own, the right shots
from the failures. The qualitative difference is so

great that it cannot be overlooked once it has

been experienced. Outwardly, for the observer,
the right shot is distinguished by the cushioning
of the right hand as it is jerked back, so that no
tremor runs through the body. Again, after wrong
shots the pent-up breath is expelled explosively,
and the next breath cannot be drawn quickly
enough. After right shots the breath glides effort-
lessly to its end, whereupon air is unhurriedly
breathed in again. The heart continues to beat
evenly and quietly, and with concentration undis-
turbed one can go straight on to the next shot.
But inwardly, for the archer himself, right shots
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B have the effect of making him feel that the day

has just begun. He feels in the mood for all right
doing, and, what is perhaps even more important,
for all right not-doing. Delectable indeed is this
state. But he who has it, said the Master with a
subtle smile, would do well to have it as though
he did not have it. Only unbroken equanimity
can accept it in such a way that it is not afraid
to come back.

“Well, at least we’ve got over the worst,” I said
to the Master, when he announced one day that
we were going on to some new exercises. “He who
has a hundred miles to walk should reckon
ninety as half the journey,” he replied, quoting
the proverb “QOur new exercise is shooting at a
target.”

What had served till now as a target and arrow-
catcher was a roll of straw on a wooden stand,
which one faced at a distance of two arrows laid

i end to end. The target, on the other hand, set up
g at a distance of about sixty feet, stands on a high
. and broadly based bank of sand which is piled up
g against three walls, and, like the hall in which
I the archer stands, is covered by a beautifully
. curved tile roof. The two halls are connected by
E  high wooden partitions which shut off from the
}  outside the space where such strange things hap-
' pen.

The Master proceeded to give us a demonstra-

f' tion of target-shooting: both arrows were em-
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work with the test in mind; not a word was said
about it, and often the lesson was broken off after
a few shots. Instead, we were given the task of
performing the ceremony at home, executing its
steps and postures with particular regard to right
breathing and deep concentration.
'~ We practiced in the manner prescribed and
discovered that hardly had we accustomed our-
selves to dancing the ceremony without bow and
arrow when we began to feel uncommonly con-
centrated after the first steps. This feeling in-
creased the more care we took to facilitate the
_process of concentration by relaxing our bodies.
And when, at lesson time, we again practiced
with bow and arrow, these home exercises proved
so fruitful that we were able to slip effortlessly
into the state of “presence of mind.” We felt so
secure in ourselves that we looked forward to
the day of the test and the presence of spectators
with equanimity. '

We passed the test so successfully that the
Master had no need to crave indulgence of the
spectators with an embarrassed smile, and were

“awarded diplomas on the spot, each inscribed

with the degree of mastery in which we stood.
The Master brought the proceedings to an end by
- giving two masterly shots in robes of surpassing
magnificence. A few days later my wife, in an
open contest, was awarded the master title in the
art of flower arrangement. ‘
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From then on the lessons assumed a new face.
Contenting himself with a few practice shots, the
Master went on to expound the “Great Doctrine”
in relation to the art of archery, and to adapt it
to the stage we had reached. Although he dealt in
mysterious images and dark comparisons, the
meagerest hints were sufficient for us to under- -
stand what it was about. He dwelt longest on the
“artless art” which must be the goal of archiery if
it is to reach perfection. “He who ean shoot with
the horn of the hare and the hair of the tortoise,
and can hit the center without bow (horn) and
arrow (hair), he alone is Master in the highest
sense of the word—Master of the artless art. In-
deed, he is the artless art itself and thus Master
and No-Master in one. At this point archery, con-
sidered as the unmoved movement, the undanced
dance, passes over into Zen.”

When I asked the Master how we could get on
without him on our return to Europe, he said:
“Your question is already answered by the fact
that I made you take a test. You have now
reached a stage where teacher and pupil are no

longer two persons, but one. You can separate -

from me any time you wish. Even if broad seas
lie between us, I shall always be with you when
you practice what you have learned. I need not
ask you to keep up your regular practicing, not
to discontinue it on any pretext whatsoever, and
to let no day go by without your performing the
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ceremony, even without bow and arrow, or at
least without having breathed properly. I need
not ask you because I know that you can never
give up this spiritual archery. Do not ever write
to me about it, but send me photographs from
time to time so that I can see how you draw the
bow. Then I shall know everything I need to
know.

“T must only warn you of one thing. You hayve
becotne a different person in the course of these
years. For this is what the art of archery means:
a profound and far-reaching contest of the archer
with himself. Perhaps you have hardly noticed it
yet, but you will feel it very strongly when you
meet your friends and acquaintances again in
your own country: things will no longer harmo-
nize as before. You will see with other eyes and
_ measure with other measures. It has happened to
" me too, and it happens to all who are touched by
the spirit of this art.”

In farewell, and yet not in farewell, the Master

handed me his best bow. “When you shoot with -

this bow you will feel the spirit of the Master
_near you. Give it not into the hands of the curi-

ous! And when you have passed beyond it, do not.

lay it up in remembrance! Destroy it, so that
nothing remains but a heap of ashes.”
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AFIER ALL THIS, 1 FEAR THE SUSPICION WILL
have grown up in the minds of many readers
that, since archery is no longer of any importance
in man-to-man contests, it has survived merely as
a highly sophisticated form of spirituality, and
has thus become sublimated in a not very healthy
way. And I can hardly blame them for think-
ing so. .

It must therefore be emphasized once agai
that the Japanese arts, including the art of arch-
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ery, have not come under the influence of Zen
only in recent times, but have been under its in-
fluence for centuries. Indeed, a master archer of
those far-off days, if put to the test, would not
have been able to make any statements about the
nature of his art radically different from those
made by a master today, for whom the “Great
Doctrine” is a living reality. Throughout the cen-
turies the spirit of this art has remained the same
—as little alterable as Zen itself.

In order to dispel any lingering doubts—

which, as I know from my own experience, are .

understandable enough—I propose, for the sake
of comparison, to cast a glance at another of
these arts, whose martial significance even under
present conditions cannot be denied: the art of
swordsmanship. I make this attempt not only be-
cause Master Awa was a fine “spiritual” swords-
man as well, and occasionally pointed out to me
the striking resemblance between the experiences
of master archers and master swordsmen, but,
even more, because there exists a literary docu-
ment of the highest importance dating from feu-
dal times, when chivalry was in full flower and
master swordsmen had to demonstrate their
prowess in the most irrevocable way, at the risk
of their lives. This is a treatise by the great Zen
master Takuan, entitled “The Unmoved Under-
standing,” where the connection of Zen with the
art of swordsmanship and with the practice of
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the sword contest is dealt with at considerable
length. I do not know whether it is the only docu-
ment to expound the “Great Doctrine” of swords-
manship in such detail and with so much origi-
nality; still less do I know whether there are
similar testimonies with regard to the art of arch-
ery. However that may be, it is a great stroke of
luck that Takuan’s report has been preserved,
and a great service on D. T. Suzuki’s part to have
translated this letter to a famous swordmaster
more or less unabridged, and thus made it avail-
able to a wide circle of readers.! Arranging and
summarizing the material in my own way, I shall
try to explain as clearly and succinetly as possi-
ble what one understood by swordsmanship in
the past, and what in the unanimous opinion of
the great masters one has to understand by it
today.

1 Suzuki, Daisetz Teitaro, Zen Buddhism and its Influence on
Japanese Culture. Kyoto: The Eastern Buddhist Society, 1938.
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‘ AMdNG SWORDMASTERS, ON THE BASIS OF
their own and their pupils’ experience, it is taken
as proved that the beginner, however strong and
pugnacious he is, and however courageous and
fearless he may be at the outset, loses not only
his lack of self-consciousness, but his self-con-
fidence, as soon as he starts taking lessons. He
gets to know all the technical possibilities by
which his life may be endangered in combat, and
although he soon becomes capable of straining
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his attention to the utmost, of keeping a sharp
watch on his opponent, of parrying his thrusts
correctly and making effective lunges, he is really
worse off than before, when, half in jest and half
in earnest, he struck about him at random under
the inspiration of the moment and as the joy of
battle suggested. He is now forced to admit that
he is at the mercy of everyone who is stronger,
more nimble and more practiced than he. He sees
no other way open to him except ceaseless prac-
tice, and his instructor too has no other advice to
give him for the present. So the beginner stakes
everything on surpassing the others and even
himself. He acquires a brilliant technique, which
gives him back some of his lost self-confidence,
and thinks he is drawing nearer and nearer to
the desired goal. The instructor, however, thinks
differently—and rightly so, avers Takuan, since
all the skill of the beginner only leads to. his
“heart being snatched away by the sword.”

Yet the initial instruction cannot be imparted
in any other way; it is thoroughly suited to the
beginner. All the same it does not lead to the goal,
as the instructor knows only too well. That the
pupil does not become a swordmaster, despite
his zeal and even despite his inborn skill, is un-

-derstandable enough. But why is it that he, who

has long since learned not to let himself be swept
away by the heat of ‘battle, but to keep a cool
head, to conserve his strength, and who now feels
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jnured to long-drawn combats and can hardly
find an opponent to match him in all his circle—
why is it that, judged by the highest standards,
he fails at the last moment and makes no head-
way? )
The reason, according to Takuan, is that the
pupil cannot stop watching his opponent and his
swordplay ; that he is always thinking how he can
best come at him, waiting for the moment when
he is off his guard. In short, he relies all the time
on his art and knowledge. By so doing, Takuan
says, he loses his “presence of heart”: the deci-
sive thrust always comes too late and he is unable
to “turn his opponent’s sword against him.” The
more he tries to make the brilliance of his sword-
play dependent on his own reflection, on the con-
scious utilization of his skill, on his fighting ex-
perience and tactics, the more he inhibits the free
“working of the heart.” What is to be done? How
does skill become “spiritual,” and how does sov-
ereign control of technique turn inte master
. swordplay? Only, so we are informed, by ‘the
pupil’s becoming purposeless and egoless. He
must be taught to be detached not only from
his opponent but from himself. He must pass
through the stage he is still at and leave it behind
him for good, even at the risk of irretrievable
-~ failure. Does not this sound as nonsensical as the
demand that the archer should hit.without taking

aim, that he should completely lose sight of the
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goal and his intention to hit it? It is worth re-
membering, however, that the master swordsman-
ship whose essence Takuan describes has vindi-
cated itself in a thousand contests.

The instructor’s business is not to show the
way itself, but to enable the pupil to get the feel
of this way to the goal by adapting it to his indi-
vidual peculiarities. He will therefore begin by
training him to avoid thrusts instinctively, even
when they take him completely by surprise. D. T.
Suzuki describes, in a delicious anecdote, the
exceedingly original method employed by one
instructor to submit himself to this far from easy
task:

The Japanese fencing master sometimes uses
the Zen method of training. Once, when a disci-
ple came to a master to be disciplined in the art
of fencing, the master, who was in retirement in
his mountain hut, agreed to undertake the task.
The pupil was made to help him gather wood for
kindling, draw water from the nearby spring, -
split wood, make the fire, cook rice, sweep the
rooms and the garden, and generally look after
his household affairs. There was no regular or
technical teaching in the art. After some time the
young man became dissatisfied, for he had not
come to work as servant to the old gentlemdn,
but to learn the art of swordsmanship. So one

day he approached the master and asked him to

teach him. The master agreed. The result was
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that the young man could not do any piece of
work with any feeling of safety. For when he be-
gan to cook rice early in the morning, the master
would appear and strike him from behind with
a stick. When he was in the midst of his sweep-
ing, he would be feeling the same blow from
somewhere, from an unknown direction. He had
no peace of mind, he had to be always on the qui
vive. Some years passed before he could succéss-
fully dodge the blow from whatever source it
might come. But the master was not quite satis-
fied with him yet. One day the master was found
cooking his own vegetables over an open fire. The
pupil took it into his head to avail himself of this
‘opportunity. Taking up his big stick, he let it fall
on the head of the master, who was then stoop-
ing over the cooking pan to stir its contents. But
the pupil’s stick was caught by the master with
the cover of the pan. This opened the pupils
mind to the secrets of the art, which had hitherto
been kept from him. He then for the first time
really appreciated the unparalleled kindness of
~ the master.!

The pupil must develop a new sense or, more

accurately, a new alertness of all his senses,

which will enable him to avoid dangerous thrusts

as though he could feel them coming. Once he

has mastered this art of evasion, he no longer

1 Suzuki, Daisetz Teitaro, Zen Buddhism and its Influence on
Japanese Culture, pp. 7, 8. :
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needs to watch with undivided attention the
movements of hig oppoheﬁi;"br even of several
opponents at once, Rather, he sees and feels what
18 going to happen, and at that same moment he
‘l‘las al'ready avoided its effect without there being
“a hair’s breadth” between perceiving and avoid-
ing. This, then, is what counts: a lightning reac-
tion which has no further need of conscious
observation. In this respect at least the pupil
makes himself independent of all conscious pur-
pose. And that is a great gain,

What is very much more difficult and of truly
decisive importance is the task of stopping the
pupil from thinking and spying out how he can
best come at his opponent. Actually, he should
clear his mind of the thought that he has to do
with an opponent at all and that it is a matter of
life and death. |

To begin with, the pupil understands these in-

structions—and he can hardly do otherwise—as

meaning that it is sufficient for him to refrain
from observing and thinking about the behavior
of his opponent. He takes this non-observation
very seriously and controls himself at every step.
But he fails to notice that, by concentrating his
attention on himself, he inevitably sees himself
as the combatant who has at all costs to avoid
watching his opponent. Do what he may, he still

‘has him secretly in mind. Only in appearance

has he detached himself from him, and the more
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he endeavors to forget him the more tightly he
binds himself to him.

It takes a good deal of very subtle psychologi-
cal guidance to convince the pupil that funda-
mentally he has gained nothing by this shift of
attention. He must learn to disregard himself as
resolutely as he disregards his opponent, and to
become, in a radical sense, self-regardless, pur-
poseless. Much patience, much heart-breaking
practice is needed, just as in archery. But once
this practice has led to the goal the last trace of
self-regard vanishes in sheer purposelessness.

This state of purposeless detachment is fol-
lowed automatically by a mode of behavior
which bears a surprising resemblance to the pre-
vious stage of instinctive evasion. Just as, at that
stage, there was not a hair’s breadth between per-
ceiving the intended thrust and evading it, so
now there is no time lag between evasion and ac-
tion. At the moment of evasion the combatant
reaches back to strike, and in a flash the deadly
stroke has fallen, sure and irresistible. It is as if
the sword wielded itself, and just as we say in
archery that “It” takes aim and hits, so here * t”’
takes the place of the ego, availing itself of a fa-
cility and a dexterity which the ego only acquires

by conscious effort. And here too “It” is only a.

name for something which can neither be under-
stood nor laid hold of, and which only reveals
itself to those who have experienced it.
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Perfection in the art of swordsmanship is
reached, according to Takuan, when the heart is
troubled by no more thought of I and You, of the
opponent and his sword, of one’s own sword and
how to wield it—no more thought even of life
and death. “All is emptiness: your own self, the
flashing sword, and the arms that wield it. Even
the thought of emptiness is no longer there.”
From this absolute emptiness, states Takuan,
“comes the most wondrous unfoldment of do-
ing.99 ~

What is true of archery and swordsmanship
also applies to all the other arts. Thus, mastery in
ink-painting is only attained when the hand, ex-
ercising perfect control over technique, executes
what hovers before the mind’s eye at the same
moment when the mind begins to form it, with-
out there being a hair’s breadth between. Paint-
ing then becomes spontaneous calligraphy. Here
again the painter’s instructions might be: spend

B ten years observing bamboos, become a bamboo

yourself, then forget everything and—paint.
The swordmaster is as unself-conscious as the
beginner. The nonchalance which he forfeited
at the beginning of his instruction he wins back
again at the end as an indestructible characteris-
tic. But, unlike the beginner, he holds himself in
reserve, is quiet and unassuming, without the
least desire to show off. Between the stages of ap-
prenticeship and mastership there lie long and
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eventful years of untiring practice. Under the in-
fluence of Zen his proficiency becomes spiritual,
and he himself, grown ever freer through spirit-
ual struggle, is transformed. The sword, which
has now become his “soul,” no longer rests lightly
in its scabbard. He draws it only when unavoid-
able. Thus it may easily happen that he avoids
~ combat with an unworthy opponent, a cockscomb
who brags about his muscles, accepting the
charge of cowardice with smiling indifference;
though on the other hand, out of esteem for an
opponent, he will insist on a combat which can-
not bring anything but an honorable death to the
latter. These are-the sentiments that govern the
ethos of the Samurai, the incomparable “path of
chivalry” known as Bushido. For, higher than
anything else, higher than fame, victory and even

life, stands the “sword of truth” which guides .

him and judges him.

Like the beginner the swordmaster is fearless,
but, unlike him, he grows daily less and less ac-
cessible to fear. Years of unceasing meditation
have taught him that life and death are at bottom
the same and belong to the same stratum of fact.
He no longer knows what fear of life and terror
of death are. He lives—and this is thoroughly

characteristic of Zen—happily enough in the

world, but ready at any time to quit it without
being in the least disturbed by the thought of
death. It is not for nothing that the Samurai have
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lf - chosen for their truest symbol the fragile cherry
g Dblossom. Like a petal dropping in the morning

sunlight and floating serenely to earth, so must
the fearless detach himself from life, silent and
inwardly unmoved.

To be free from the fear of death does mnot
mean pretending to oneself, in one’s good hours,
that one will not tremble in the face of death,
and that there is nothing to fear. Rather, he who
masters both life and death is free from fear of
any kind to the extent that he is no longer capa-
ble of experiencing what fear feels like. Those
who do not know the power of rigorous and pro-
tracted meditation cannot judge of the self-con-
quests it makes possible. At any rate the per-
fected Master betrays his fearlessness at every

‘ turn, not in words, but in his whole demeanor:

one has only to look at him to be profoundly af-
fected by it. Unshakable fearlessness as such al-
ready amounts to mastery, which, in the nature
of things, is realized only by the few. As proof of
this I shall quote a passage from the Hagakure,
which dates from-about the middle of the seven-
teenth century:

- Yagyu Tajima-no-kami was a great swordsman
and teacher in the art to the Shogun of the time,
Tokugawa Iyemitsu. One of the personal guards
of the Shogun one day came to Tajima-no-kami
wishing to be trained in fencing. The master said,

E- “As I observe, you seem to be a master of fencing
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yourself; pray tell me to what school you belong,
before we enter into the relationship of teacher
and pupil.” ,

The guardsman said, “I am ashamed to confess
that I have never learned the art.”

“Are you going to fool me? I am teacher to

the honorable Shogun himself, and I know my
judging eye never fails.”

“I am sorry to defy your honor, but I really

know nothing.”

This resolute denial on the part of the visitor

made the swordmaster think for a while, and he

finally said, “If you say so, it must be so; but still
I am sure you are a master of something, though
I do not know of what.”

“If you insist, I will tell you. There is one
thing of which I can say I am complete master.
When I was still a boy, the thought came upon
me that as a Samurai I ought in no circumstances

to be afraid of death, and I have grappled with

the problem of death now for some years, and
finally the problem of death ceased to worry me.
May this be at what you hint?”

“Exactly!” exclaimed Tajima-no-kami. “That
is what I mean. I am glad that I made no mistake
in my judgment. For the ultimate secrets of
swordsmanship also lie in being released from
the thought of death. I have trained ever so
many hundreds of my pupils along this line, but
so far none of them really deserve the final cer-
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‘ou need no techni-

tificate for swordsmansh . Y

cal training, you gre alr eadya master.

Since ancient times, the practice hall where
the swordsman’s art is learned has been called
the “Place of Enlightenment.”

Every Master who practices an art molded by
Zen is like a flash of lightning from the cloud of
all-encompassing Truth. This Truth is present in
the free movement of his spirit, and he meets
it again, in “It,” as his own original and name-
less essence. He meets this essence over and over
again as his own being’s utmost possibilities, so
that the Truth assumes for him—and for others
through him—a thousand shapes and forms.

In spite of the unexampled discipline to which
he has patiently and humbly subjected himself
he is still a long way from being so permeated
and irradiated by Zen that he is sustained by it
in everything he does, so that his life knows only
good hours. The supreme freedom has still not
become a necessity for him.

If be is irresistibly driven towards this goal,
he must set out on his way again, take the road
to the artless art. He must dare to leap into the

‘Origin, so as to live by the Truth and in the

Truth, like one who has become one with it. He
must become a pupil again, a beginner; conquer
the last and steepest stretch of the way, undergo

1 Suzuki, Daisetz Teitaro, Zen Buddhism and its Influence on
Japanese Culture, pp. 46, 47. i
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new transformations. If he survives its perils,
then is his destiny fulfilled: face to face he be-
holds the unbroken Truth, the Truth beyond all
truths, the formless Origin of origins, the Void
which is the All; is absorbed into it and from it
emerges reborn. :
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