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The Return of Rosan 
 John Bradin, Bowlinjg Green, MO 
 
  "In the course of the horse 
   of flying light of the day, 
   How few are those 
   Who ride the right way!"   
      Dogen Zenji 
 
I had waited with the eager anticipation of a young lad 
waiting for the circus to come to town ever since I had 
been told that Zen Master Rosan Osama Yoshida had 
returned to the United States to visit his friends and 
students at the Missouri Zen Center.  For those of you 
who may have read my earlier article, "A Visit With 
Rosan," I described my astonishing encounter with this 
great master, in his role of an unassuming, humble 
Buddhist teacher.  The great bliss I attained while in his 
presence, and the amazing gift he transmitted to me, 
allowing me to greatly enhance my ability to still my 
thoughts, cause me, of course, to be distracted from the 
teaching of Buddha while allowing myself to get caught 
up in the excitement of seeing this great master again.  
Did he like the article I wrote?  Would he be happy to 
see me?  Or would he even remember me out of all the 
thousands who seek a blissful moment of his precious 
time in this early plane? 
 
He did not come when he was supposed to.  Rather than 
realize that great beings are not bound by laws or 
customs of conformity or normalcy that society vainly 
tries to place upon them, I chose to wallow in the 
shallowness of my disappointment.  In reflection, the 
width and depth of my egoism and arrogance is almost 
unbelievable, but I'm sure that all those who  
know me will say, "Oh, yea, that's John all right."  To 
think that I actually had some right, some claim to even 
a moment of Zen Master Rosan's presence is the height 
of conceit, and I see that now, but was unaware of it at 
that time. 
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Some Thoughts on Mantra Practice 
 Sangha Gonpo Dhondup, Cameron, MO  
 
I thought I’d offer some thoughts on mantra (man=mind, 
tra=protection) practice to establish and stabilize the 
“rigpa”—the nature of mind-awareness mind states. 
 
It is the sound more than the words that counts. 
 
With OM MANI PADME HUM, the jewel within the 
lotus, the awareness within this physical body, 
 
 OM is like home without the h 
 MA is like Ma, the word for mother 
 NI is like knee 
 PAD is pronounced like pod 
 ME is pronounced like the month of May 
 HUM is the sound of whom without wh… 
 

Ommm Ma-Knee Pod-May Oooommmm 
 
The Om begins at the heart chakra and resonates up and 
finishes in the head chakra, and thus continues the 
mantra with the attention ands resonates with the all-
over sound of the mantra, giving homage to the jewel in 
the lotus. 
 
Practice is the heart of any spiritual or philosophical 
discipline—the energy of citta bhavana produces the 
Buddha nature.  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
"If you have come here to help me, you are wasting 
your time.  But if you have come because your 
liberation is tied up with mine, then let us work 
together."   Lilla Watson, Aboriginal activist  
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…by following Buddha's 
teachings, and faithfully 
practicing our breathing, we 
can not only lengthen our 
lifespan and increase the 
quality of our health, but we 
can actually be happy, no 
matter what our 
circumstances… 

The Return of Rosan, from page. 1 
 
  "Isn't there a true human 
   in this wide world? 
   No limit is seen 
   in the great sky color."  
  Dogen Zenji 
 

When he came to see us here at Northeast Correctional 
Center, through the kindness of Superintendent Jim 
Moore and the blessed efforts of Chaplain Tommy 
Barnhart, and the persistence and determination of our 
truly fantastic V.I.C.'s Kalen and Carl, I could tell he 
was physically tired.  As he began 
to speak to our group, Rosan 
recounted how he had been 
working for the past few weeks on 
helping to remove the 400 year 
old tree that had been blown down 
by a big storm at the Zen Center.  
Then, he and Kalen had been 
working to build a wonderful 
Japanese garden, and Rosan had, 
single-handedly, built a replica of 
Mount Fuji, but they hadn't quite 
figured out a way to simulate the 
snow at the top.  Then, Zen 
Master Rosan gave a wonderful talk on Limitless Life, 
and that how, by following Buddha's teachings, and 
faithfully practicing our breathing, we can not only 
lengthen our lifespan and increase the quality of our 
health, but we can actually be happy, no matter what our 
circumstances. 
 

During the question and answer period that followed our 
sitting that evening, I was able to ask Master Rosan 
several personal questions and, honestly, the answers 
were deceptively simple and sensible, and this time I did 
not experience the overwhelming bliss and joy that I did 
during our first encounter.  And what the great Zen 
Master has given to me this time is even more powerful; 
he has transmitted strength and calm to me, in a time of 
trouble and sadness, and it has taken me a month of 
meditation and reflection to accept these blessings.  
Domo arrigato, Zen Master. 
 

   "In the evening moon light, 
    Lighting mountain edges dimly 
    Firefly fly 
    With dim light."   
  Dogen Zenji            
 

Growing Pains 
 Bryan Taylor, Gatesville, TX 
 
He made her cry again. I remember laying awake staring 
at the ceiling. I was probably 14 or 15 years old. They’re 
arguing…they try to be quiet so we won’t hear, but 
that’s no good. My heart is as black as the darkness in 
my bedroom. I hate him! I wish that he was dead…over 
and over again. Someday I will be grown and he will be 
sorry. I swear that someday my mom will never cry 
again. 
 

I remember being much smaller, hiding 
under the kitchen table. They were 
both yelling. He was throwing stuff. It 
was the first time I ever saw him 
angry. Not the last. 
 

I remember me and my step- brother 
fighting. He beat my step-brother with 
a belt for making me cry. He beat me 
for crying. I remember him with a air 
of scissors and a razor, pretending to 
cut chunks of our hair until one of us 
decided to tell him why we were 
fighting.  

 

I remember wishing that I had someone to teach me to 
play ball. I remember going to Cub Scouts on “Father 
and Son Day” with mom. I remember him beating our 
pet Labrador in the head with a shovel because he got in 
the way. I remember feeling like I was somehow always 
in the way. 
 

I remember being hungry and afraid to eat because I 
knew I would get in trouble for it.  I remember living in 
a shack with no plumbing or heat because he was out 
sending all of his money on his girlfriend, his guns and 
his car. 
 

I remember him grabbing mew by the hair and yanking 
me out of the chair. I remember him throwing me to the 
floor and I remember the shoe smashing into my groin as 
I lay on the floor in a ball. 
 

I remember a lot about my step-dad. For all of these 
years I’ve despised him. Just to hear his name made my 
jaw tighten and the veins pop out on my forehead. The 
dream of that teenage boy never went away. I still 
wished him death, and all the misery that could find him 
between now and then. 
 
 Cont’d. page 3 
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This path that I’m on never 
ceases to surprise me. Just 
when I feel like I am going 
nowhere something always 
happens to make me realize 
just how far I’ve come. 
 

Growing Pains, from page 2 
 

I remember one of the last times that I saw him. He 
drove my mom to pick me up from the police station 
after I had been arrested for robbing a convenience store. 
He had a look on his face that seemed to say to me, “I 
told you so.” That was 1984, and I guess I’m right where 
he figured I’d be all those years ago. 
 

Every day of those twenty years I have had the blackest 
of hate for him. Even throughout my Buddhist practice 
when dealing with other sensitive issues I never for a 
second considered letting go of my madness. I’ve never 
had an ounce of empathy for him. Never a thought of 
forgiveness. Not until a couple of months ago, anyway. 
 

A few weeks ago I received a letter from my mom. My 
step-dad’s mother died and my mom had attended the 
funeral. She told me how he had looked and said that he 
wasn’t holding up so well. From her description I had a 
vivid picture of him old and broken and grief stricken. 
My day had finally come. He had lost.  
 

He finally knew what it felt like to be alone. He finally 
knew my helplessness. Time for me to relish a taste of 
victory. But it didn’t work out that way. His pain didn’t 
bring me one ounce of joy. Instead, for the first time in 
my thirty-seven years, I saw that he had feelings. He 
loved and missed his 
mother, just as I love and 
miss mine. I thought of 
what that must be like. I 
thought of how devastated 
I would be if I were to 
have to walk in those 
shoes.  
 

At first, that was al I could 
do. Al I had was some 
empathy. Slowly I began 
to realize that his suffering 
had not just started upon his mother’s death. His misery 
had been with him all along. His anger and his nastiness 
had just been by-products of his unhappiness. He has 
been running through samsara, trying to do it all his way, 
just like me. The man I’d become wasn’t really much 
different from him.  
 

My hatred for him had left me bitter about life in 
general. Because of it, I hurt the ones I loved and those 
that loved me. Empathy took on a new light. I felt pity, 
some forgiveness and maybe a little bit of compassion. 
 

It was all so unexpected to me. I had to go back and 
rehash a lot of old junk that I really would’ve rather left 
in the dark. In doing so I realized I remembered a lot 
about him but I had only dwelt on the memories that 
made me a victim. Oh I’m not saying that he was Mr. 
Nice Guy or that I condone the way he treated me and 
my mom. I’m just saying that as I reflect about it, there 
were times when he was really OK. 
 

I remember being in the bi-centennial parade dressed as 
a soldier. He gave me a real rifle to march with. (It 
wouldn’t shoot, but so what. I was nine.) I remember the 
pinewood derby car that he helped me build (He did 
most of the work. I was fairly inept at being a craftsman. 
Still am.) Man that car would go. I remember us going to 
the beach with the metal detector and digging for buried 
treasure in the sand. I remember  us making those old 
reel to reel home movies on his camera. I remember the 
day that we went and picked up that Labrador puppy and 
how that puppy became my refuge during the tougher 
times. I remember that bicycle that he made me out of 
old spare parts. It was the coolest bike in the 
neighborhood (until I wrecked it). I remember how I 
used to steal his cigarettes and try to smoke (so I could 
be cool like him.) I remember he would sometimes let 
me steer the car when we were driving down the road. I 
remember how he always smelled good, a mixture of 

musky cologne and Marlboros. 
 

I remember a lot of things. I’m just 
starting to realize that they weren’t all 
bad. I spent so many years 
remembering the pain that I never 
thought to remember the joy. This path 
that I’m on never ceases to surprise me. 
Just when I feel like I am going 
nowhere something always happens to 
make me realize just how far I’ve come. 
 

He’s an old man now. Yesterday I heard 
a song on the radio called “Live Like I’m Dying.” It 
made me sad because I realize that more than likely he’s 
going to die like he lived. For the first time I wish him 
well, I offer him forgiveness, and I pray that he’ll find 
peace.  
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Beauty and the Bugs 
 Leighton Bates, Salem, OR 
 
Today has been a day of wonder and eye-opening 
realization that love and beauty can and do exist even in 
the darkest of places and circumstances! 
 

I woke up this morning as I have every morning for the 
better part of 26 years—in prison. Prison is home now, I 
admit that. I do not mourn that fact, it simply is. Yet 
what is not usual is the way my morning has unfolded 
and the feelings and energy that surround me. It was as if 
the universe was saying just to me, “I see you and I 
cherish you!” 
 

Anyway, as I was saying, I woke up this morning and 
did not want to get out of bed or partake of the half hour 
of rec. period that is granted us five days a week. I did 
however push myself to go and walk off the cobwebs of 
a lousy night’s sleep and shave the three days’ growth of 
whiskers off my face. My dharma teacher was coming 
this morning, and I did not want to look as bad as I felt. 
 

Once the guards led me through the rec. yard door and 
led my into the 30’x12’ dog run we call a “yard” it 
seemed that the entire world (or at least my little part of 
it) had changed into a wonderful twilight zone created by 
loving kindness! 
 

Normally the little rec. yard where I reside in the intense 
management unit for unruly prisoners is devoid of life, 
cluttered with dust, old fingernail clippings and bits of 
paper disposed of by the numerous men who use it to 
pace of their frustration, or to get away from the daily 
smell of men who live cramped too close together. 
 

Today was different! 
 
The first thing that I noticed was a small, black water 
bug racing along one wall. 
 

The bug was definitely looking for someplace to hide, 
but like bugs do in their micro-world where ten feet is 
ten miles, he was racing along then turning about then 
racing the other way and not getting far in any 
direction—but sure looking like he was! 
 

I greeted him and smiles, reminding myself that I would 
need to keep an eye on him so that I would not 
inadvertently step on him as I paced the area. 
 

I was starting to feel the atmosphere of the new morning 
and glanced up over my head where a portion of the rec. 

area has been left open to the sky, covered only by a few 
bars and large knuckle wire. 
 

The sky was cobalt blue, deep as the sky gets on 
cloudless summer days reflecting the ocean’s clarity and 
immensity all at the same time. What a beautiful day, I 
thought, and breathed deep of the fresh air. 
 

As I began to turn to head the other way and resume my 
pacing, I came face to face with one of the largest flying 
beetles I had ever seen! At first I was startled from the 
sight. I am used to seeing a glob of spit or an old spider 
web when I make that turn along the wall! Then I 
reached out my finger in greeting and said, “Hello, little 
brother!” The beetle wiggled his inch-long antennae as if 
to say, “Stay away!” but did not fly off as I half expected 
it to.  
 

I looked at him, or her—I really can’t tell a male flying 
beetle form a female one—and it was a pretty thing. The 
beetle was approximately 2 ½ inches long, and about ½ 
inch wide. Its head was tapered to a set of antennae that 
seemed to have little bristles on them. The carapace was 
a glossy black and you could see its wings sticking out a 
little in the back. Again I smiled and took off pacing. 
 

As I made my second round down past the water bug, 
who was now making a bee line toward my red gym 
shorts that I had tossed with some laundry on one corner; 
I noticed movement on the ground by my feet. When I 
looked closer I noticed that it was a wasp in a stupor as it 
slowly awakened to the morning. 
 

Personally I don’t care for bees, or especially wasps! I 
remember as a child how much pain and torment my 
mom went through because of them. I also don’t want to 
get stung by them, but this was right in the middle of the 
path I was walking and I already ad to keep an eye on 
the water bug and beetle! I would have to do something 
if I wanted to continue my morning walk and keep from 
stepping on these beings. 
 

I bent down to the water bug and gently coaxed it into 
the palm of my hand, then carried him over to the water 
runoff drain. As soon as I set him down he rushed into 
the darkened drain and settled down into one of the 
drain’s cover slats. I knew that he would not be moving 
for a while. Next, I went to my pile of dirty laundry and 
took out an old sock. I walked down to the wasp and 
tried to gently push her into a corner of the rec. yard. She 
was slow-moving at first, but after five or six prompts 
with my sock on her back side, she was headed in the 
right direction, albeit she was trying to sting that smelly  

Cont’d. page 5 
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Beauty and the Bugs, from page 4 
 
old sock with each push! 
Finally I got her into a 
corner and she went back to 
waiting for the day to warm 
up. Bet she kept an eye on 
me and I could see her little 
head moving back and 
forth each time I walked 
by. 
 

I walked up and down that dog run for the next twenty 
five minutes or so, and I reflected on the beauty that had 
entered my life in that moment. 
 

A lot of us just go about our day enduring yet blind to 
our surroundings. For many of us this is a survival tactic 
that helps keep the intense and usually negative 
emotions at bay. I truly understand why it is done, yet I 
am finding that the more I open myself up to what 
surrounds me (even if it is negative) I can find the 
beauty in it and learn something from it. 
 

Today I was able to see fellow creatures striving to live 
and grow. They asked nothing from me, but shared the 
awareness that I exist with them in their moment. 
 

I smile to the blue sky, to the bugs and to myself—
seeing, feeling, existing without harming; it is enough 
for me right now and I am grateful!  
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 Joy 
 Daniel Sealock, Bowling Green., MO 
 
She asked me, a nobody, a nothing, to write something 
for somebody, which makes me a someone, and I thank 
her for that, her being a teacher, Kalen, whom I’ve had 
the pleasure of meeting recently in a small Buddhist get 
together group at the Northeast Correctional Center. 
 
At first insecure, me not being a writer and wondering 
what would anyone want to her from me. Then the 
excitement, I can write about anything.  
 
Anything being joy. The joy of learning, open 
mindedness and understanding. I may not have an 
abundance of these qualities yet, but learning brings self-
satisfaction and joy all its own. 
 
For instance, meditation. I was recently so enlightened 
and overjoyed at the simplicity of meditating a headache 
away. If you don’t think that was a joyful occasion, think 
of it this way: think of all the money I’ll save in the 
future on Tylenol and aspirin.  
 
The joy of open mindedness gives us the ability to see 
everything in a new light. The joy in realizing how 
everything is connected to karma. I could go on and on 
in my excitement and joy.at learning. Perhaps as I learn 
and understand I will share more and more.  
 
Thank you for letting me share with you and I wish you 
all a joyful journey in seeking a perfect peacefulness.  
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Rohatsu: December 8, 1997 
Shoshin, St. Louis, MO 

 
 The poem Rosan sent me says: 
  without water there is no ice 
  without being, no Buddha 
 
 Tumble down tumble down tumble 
  down, snow 
 
 Little lotus petals 
  so tragically fragile 
 
 No two of my students 
  are alike, but we all catch each 
  other glancing out the west window 
  during class, thirsty for 
  glimpses of the land 

enlightened  
 
 It is just that elusive, I think. 
  Focus so hard on what you are 
  doing that you don't know 
 what you're doing…and... 
   
  Katsu! 
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CORRECTION: The editor apologizes for a 
mistake in the last volume of Inside Dharma 
which listed the address of Leighton Bates 
incorrectly. His correct address is: 
 

Leighton Bates 
 
 

Salem, Oregon 
 

Please feel free to notify Inside Dharma of 
any errors or issues that merit attention via 
our P.O. box or through your VIC. 

Announcing 
 The First Ever 

Inside Dharma 
Haiku Contest! 

---------- 
 

Submit up to five haikus to: 
 

Inside Dharma 
P.O. Box 220721 

Kirkwood, MO 63122 
 
A haiku is a three-line poem that does 
not rhyme. The first line has five 
syllables (beats), the second line has 
seven syllables, and the third line has 5 
syllables. 
 
Here’s an example: 
 
Walking so slowly (5) 
Through a school of falling leaves (7) 
I have much to learn (5) 
 
 
 
 
 
Traditionally, a haiku hints at a 
particular time of year (in this one, the 
falling leaves call to mind images of 
Autumn). 
 
A haiku also tries to capture a moment, 
a feeling, a thought or a realization. 
 
Give it your best shot. All it costs to 
enter is a stamp! The top six haikus, as 
judged by a panel of haiku fanatics, will 
appear on the front page of the 
December issue of Inside Dharma. 
 

Deadline: November 22, 2004 
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Cool Cats 
Are Wearing 

Inside Dharma 
T-Shirts 

 
Tell Your 

Family and 
Friends 

 
(Not available  

in some camps!  
Check the rules.) 

$6 for prisoners 
(green checks to be 

made to Inside 
Dharma) 

 
$15 for friends 

and family 
 

White Graphics on 
Buddhist Maroon T-

shirt 
 

“I’m wearing one right 
now!”    -Shoshin 
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