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sacramental and we must incorporate that
insight into our own personal spiritual quest
and integrate it with all the wisdom teaching
we have received from the nearer past. The
expression of it is simple: gratitude to it all,
taking responsibility for your own acts;
keeping contacts with the sources of energy

that flow into your own life (i.e. dirt, water,
flesh).8

Perhaps you would have chosen some other theme in Issa, and
perhaps you would have related him to other companions than an
Indian chief, the doctor from Lambarene, and the poet who
celebrates the old new ways of Earth. If so, that is all to the credit of
Issa and the richness of his “showings.”

If through his life and words he has become a spiritual
companion in one manner or another to some readers, then our
task has been worth while, and there are those who are less lonely
among earth’s creatures today.
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it: for whom “primitive” is not a word that
means past, but primary, and future.®

Snyder speaks of a “next step” which sounds much like the
intensely personal step Issa took in discovering religion in the face
of a snail or voice of a sparrow:

A book like Black Elk Speaks, which would
probably have had zero readership in 1900, is
perceived now as speaking of certain things
that nothing in the Judaeo-Christian tradition,
deals with. All the great civilized world
religions remain primarily human centered.
That next step is excluded, or forgotten- “well,
what do you say to Magpie? What do you say
to Rattlesnake when you meet him?” What do
we learn from Wren, and Hummingbird, and
Pine Pollen, and how. Learn what? Specifics:
how to spend a life facing the current; or what
it is to perpetually die young; or how to be huge
and calm and eat anything (Bear). But also,
that we are many selves looking at each other,
through the same eye.”

About The Ink Paintings

The ink paintings reproduced in Everything Under Heaven are from a famous
Oriental handbook for teaching the art of painting with the soft Chinese brush.
The manual is called The Mustard Seed Garden Manual of Painting (Chieh Tzu
Hua Chuan), and was the work of three brothers of a family named Wang in
seventeenth century China.

Though of great popularity in the Orient, the manual’s worth was only
gradually recognized by scholars, and no complete translation in a Western
language has yet been published. Translation of a large part of the manual, along
with its illustrations, appeared in the two volume The Tao of Painting, published in
1956 as number forty-nine in the Bollingen series, and, more recently, much of the
manual with its illustrations has been published by Princeton University Press
(1977).

There have been numerous editions and translations of The Mustard Seed
Garden in Issa’s homeland, Japan, witnessing to its influence there. The manual
focuses upon the painter’s inner spirit, or ch'i, which participates in the great Ch'i,
the life-force of the Tao. The expression of this Ch’i, “the harmony of heaven and
earth.” in the brushstrokes of each figure drawn, makes them suitable companions

to Issa’s “showings” of “Everything Under Heaven.”

The subterranean stream of concern for earth’s rhythms and
creatures has surfaced for Gary Snyder, and he has recognized it
as an old new way, “the old new sense of the Earth” as sacramental
in its variety yet interdependence:

We once more know that we live in a
system that is enclosed in a certain way; that
has its own kinds of limits, and that we are
interdependent with it.

The ethics or morality or this is far more
subtle than merely being nice to squirrels. The
biological ecological sciences have been laying
out (implicitly) a spiritual dimension. We must
find our way to seeing the mineral cycles, the
water cycles, air cycles, nutrient cycles, as

50



Contents
FOTOWOTH & os s s s s ssvemonn g HEREEREISS 3283 0 nnewamansssmns 1
My Mountain Village . ......cooveerreemnrnnreneeeeeen. 4
The Wandering Poet ... .c.overeermenrenrenceniaiiain... 8
Even the Tiniest Bird Builds a Nest ............ovvvonenn. 11
Snails and Frogs, Flies and Fleas .............coovennns 15
BEOGS . . covmsivs & 5 ssegios v wowloins » sosiaddio a2 § 3 ¥ § §E G0N 3 16
BRES: oo v v oseonins 5 & S50 & © waribes o o o svomsosmimmivaps o 28 & 3 § HATGEG § 5 17
BloaS e o ssommsnios o o sl & 5 & SEAEES § & §FAemmamTems % % o & & o snivin 3 8 17
MOSQUItOES v vvveeeenueevnerninneeteenaneeeaaanneenn, 19
TRl s «is s o svorrs v 5 etoress o « dkatons & s & & syémanarosaioiniols & 3 § § HOQH & 20
Our Feathered Friends .......covviviiiiiniinineeennen, 21
Cats and DoGs s = Mibriy -« e s &5 svaessrsmees + o s 23
All the:Other Creaturesh. »: ; saatwesis & 5 & seswRasEss & & s 25
Country Grasses Flower Too ................coiiiiiinns 27
The Struggle to Remain One Foot High ................... 30
Life is Brief -~ Desire: Infinite. W o0 o550 w5 ssmmes o o 31
Peddlers and Migrant Workers .................c.ccccvuiun-. 32
Just a World Fashionedof Dew .......................... 34
Great Buddha's INGse . . B i 40
Loversitlave So Little e . 888 .. ... ....eeees 42
Still Singingdis SONG 5 i BB s s e e 44
Ask the Grasshopper Sl L . ... 45
Afteniord . B . e e ... 46
Notes to the Afterword 52

The great fault of all ethics hitherto has
been that they believed themselves to have to
deal only with the relations of man to man. In
reality, however, the question is what is his
attitude to the world and all life that comes
within his reach. A man is ethical only when
life, as such, is sacred to him, that of plants and
animals as that of his fellow men, and when he
devotes himself helpfully to all life that is in
need of help. Only the universal ethic of the
feeling of responsibility in an ever-widening
sphere for all that lives- only that ethic can be
founded in thought. The ethic of the relation of
man to man is not something apart by itself: it
is only a particular relation which results from
the universal one.

The ethic of Reverence for Life, therefore,
comprehends within itself everything that can
be described as love, devotion, and sympathy
whether in suffering, joy, or effort.

Finally, let us add a contemporary voice harmonizing with the
concern for earth’s creatures voiced by Issa two centuries ago. It is
the voice of Gary Snyder, Beat Generation poet, translator of
Chinese poetry, author of Earth Household and The Old Ways.

Snyder draws inspiration from the shaman of old who speaks
for wild animals, the spirits of plants, the spirits of mountains. He
recites the songs and stories of Indian tribes, the Cahuilla and the
Papago, to whom “the many are all precious.” He encourages a
new generation of poets to create songs of belonging to the land:

We're just starting, in the last ten years
here, to begin to make songs that will speak for
plants, mountains, animals and children.
When you see your first deer, or your first red-
wing blackbird- I saw one this morning! Such
poetries will be created by us as we reinhabit
this land with people who know they belongto

.
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It struck me as incomprehensible that I should
be allowed to lead such a happy life, while | saw
so many people around me wrestling with care
and suffering.?

Dedicating his life to serving suffering humans through his
hospital in Lambarene, Africa, Schweitzer broke through to an
elemental insight far broader and deeper than his original vision of
serving human need. Schweitzer’s insight came during a 160 mile
river-voyage to visit a patient:

Lost in thought I sat on the deck of the barge
struggling to find the elementary and universal
conception of the ethical which I had not
discovered in any philosophy. Sheet after
sheet I covered with disconnected sentences,
merely to keep myself concentrated on the
problem. Late on the third day, at the very
moment when, at sunset, we were making our
way through a herd of hippopotamuses, there
flashed upon my mind, unforeseen and
unsought, the phrase, “Reverence for Life.”
The iron door had yielded: the path in the
thicket had become visible. Now I had found
my way to the idea in which affirmation of the
world and ethics are contained side by side.

The description of what is meant by “Reverence for Life” is best
given by Schweitzer himself:

At the same time the man who has become
a thinking being feels a compulsion to give to
every will to live the same reverence for life
that he gives to his own. He accepts as being
good: to preserve life, to promote life, to raise
to its highest value life which is capable of
development. This is the absolute,

fundamental principle of the moral, and it is a
necessity of thought.
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He saw the face of God in every face, in faces where no one had
seen God before:

Here at my old home
It is the face of God in
The face of a snail

Creatures whose lifetime was but a few days taught him to
celebrate life in the presence of death:

A bug on a branch
Swept away down the river
Still singing its song

He lived so close to his creatures that he learned their secret of
the mirror-mind, reflecting nature’s widest contours just as they
are, without grasping or distortion:

The distant mountains
Reflected in the eye
Of the dragonfly

His name was Yataro Kobayashi (Yuh-tuh-row Ko-buh-ygh-
she), but he chose to write under the name Issa (E-suh), v_vhlch
means “a cup of tea.” A cup of tea is the simplest experience
Japanese share with one another. The name suited a life of weaving
straw sandals, planting and harvesting, and hiking mountain trails.

Issa was borna Buddhist. He grew up inspired by Zen’s sense of
indwelling Spirit and Nichiren’s faith in Amida, the Buddha qf Light.
But Issa’s sentiment and appeal are universal, and we believe he
would favor translating “Amida” with the word “God” and would



hope “Buddha” had meaning as “Awakened Spirit” to persong 5
any religion.

Issa was a saint. His simple life of la}bor and hardship close tq the
earth gave birth to a vision of thg ngh’}s of all creaturgs to “lfe,
liberty, and the pursuit of happiness.” At tbe very tlme.when
Thomas Jefferson was writing those words in a Declaration o
Independence, Issa was creating a Deglaratlor? .of the Intey.
dependence of all forms of life. His private vision preacheq
recognition of the life-struggle of every creeping, c'rafwlmg., buz;ing,
budding, and blossoming thing. For Issa, every thlest blt of life in
this universe has been entrusted with some vital piece in the great
puzzle of life. Only by putting all the parts together in one great
bundle of sharing can the total mystery be experienced and
appreciated.

Saint Francis had preached to God’s creatures. Issa listened to
God’s creatures. He became spokesman for the songs and cries
and rustles of those bits of life humans normally slap or swat,
trample or spray, clip or crush:

Please don’t kill the fly
He asks you to save his life --
See him rub his hands

His message was that their voices celebrate the will to live; they too
have a place in heaven. Sensitivity to their presence brings a deeper
sharing in the life of the universe. To be sensitive to the mystery in
every whisper and flutter of life in our universe is to discover the
meaning of our own humanity.

Issa expressed his vision in seventeen-syllable statements the
Japanese of his day called “hokku,” and later generations calle
“haiku.” Borrowing a term Saint Julian of Norwich used of her
visions, we might call Issa’s slim descriptions of the manifestation©
life in nature “Showings.” Still small voices and motions in naturé
revealed themselves to Issa, and Issa reflected this vision M
seventeen-syllable “Showings.”

What follows is our translation of about a hundred of 155°

from us? Every part of this earth is sacred to
my people. Every shining pine needle, every
sandy shore, every mist in the dark woods,
every clearing and humming insect is holy in
the memory and experience of my people.

The chief went on to issue a warning to the United States, the

warning of a “great loneliness of spirit” destined to afflict those
insensitive to earth’s needs:

If1decide to accept your offer to buy ourland, I
will make one condition. The white man must
treat the beasts of this land as his brothers.
am a savage and do not understand any other
way. | have seen a thousand rotting buffaloes
on the prairies left by the white man who shot
them from a passing train. What is man
without the beasts? If all the beasts were gone,
men would die from great loneliness of spirit,

for whatever happens to the beast also

happens to man. All things are connected.

Whatever befalls the earth befalls the sons of

the earth.!

We might place beside that warning the words spoken by Dr.
Lee Talbot while serving as Senior Scientist of the President’s
Council on Environmental Quality:

During the past 150 years, the rate of
extermination of mammals has increased 55-
fold. If (these) exterminations continue to
increase at that rate, in about 30 years all the
remaining 4,062 species of mammals will be
gone.?

Another voice joining in harmony with Issa and the chief of the
Duwamish is that of Albert Schweitzer, the New Testament scholar
and celebrated musician. Schweitzer learned medicine later in life

for the sole purpose of returning in gratitude some of the happiness
he had received:
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Afterword

What can we learn from such a few moments with Issa? Some
of us may have discovered a fellow pilgrim in quest of
enlightenment, others a rustic saint, spiritual master, companion in
suffering, or celebrant of everything under heaven. Life broadens
and deepens through the discovery of such persons. We practice
living through sharing in such a life.

Allow me to single out one elemental theme in Issa’s life that
serves to broaden and deepen our living. That theme is the value of
sharing in the mystery of life hidden with the most defenseless and
often despised of earth’s creatures. Like some subterranean
stream, that conviction surfaces only occasionally in human
history, and only rarely among those capable of communicating the
experience. | believe that Issa is one of those rare persons. In our
day that stream seems to be surfacing again in a few individuals and
societies sensitive to the needs of the variety of earth’s creatures.
Perhaps Issa has a new circle of friends born in this generation,
friends who realize that earth’s creatures kept humans alive for
hundreds of thousands of years, and those very creatures are now
threatened with extinction due to the very success of human
culture. A measure of the quality of human life is its sensitivity to the
needs and the value of those threatened creatures.

Searching history for other voices that harmonize with Issa on
this theme, we would certainly include that of the chief of the
Duwamish tribe who wrote a letter of concern to President Pierce
regarding the government’s plan to purchase tribal lands. The chief
wrote:

- We do not own the freshness of the air or the
sparkle of the water. How can you buy them
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“Showings” woven together with passages from hjs i

create a story of his life. An “Afterword” reflects | 7 JOl’Jrn.al' to
and places it in company with Albert SchWeitzer’sp‘?]; ssa’s vision
Life,” Mahatma Gandhi’s experiments i, “ Ahim everence for
Snyder’s “Earth Household.” sa,” and Gary

We borrow the title of this little book, “Ev,
Heaven,” from a preface written by a Japanes
very first printing of Issa’s journal, Oraga E{aru%ﬁiﬁlﬁgiz ;?;ithe
Issa’s “perfect yet private style,” and speaks of him as one of thgzs
who described “everything under heaven -- from the skylark singing
in the sky to the earthworm crawlingin the dust....” The modest ink
drawings scattered through the text are likewise borrowed. They
are from the seventeenth century Chinese painting manual, The
Mustard Seed Garden, which had great influence on Japanese
aesthetics, and seems to share Issa’s vision of the celebration of life
in nature.

erything Under




My Mountain Village

Issa was born in a small mountain village of central Japan in
1763. He tells in his journal of the hard snows and frost on his
mountain farm. He learned simplicity and closeness to nature early

in life. He shares the harsh weather with the stunted mountain
trees:

My village is high on the gentle slopes of Mount
Kurohime. No sooner has the snow of last year
disappeared in summer than the first frosts of
autumn have come. All the trees not native to
this place but brought in from better climates
undergo some changes. The mandarin orange
tree shrinks to half its natural size...

A common primrose
Nine flowers but here it fades
With just four or five

Perhaps it was these harsh surro
mother’s energies and led to her early de
but two years old, she died. That loss pert
feelings for the mother he had known so
his haiku:

Until his father remarri d

remembers her sacrifices:

>

Ask the Grasshopper

Five months before Issa’s own final illness, his old farmhouse
burned to the ground. The old poet died as lonely and as poor as he
had been when a motherless child. Under the pillow of his bed in an

old storage room where he died in mid-winter, was found his last
scribbled haiku: 0

My final thank-you--
Snow falling on my bed-quilt
Is also from God

Long before his death, Issa had considered t
gentleness and humor, reminding us of

request regarding his death: pees



Still Singing
His Song

Issa did not give up his lifework as poet-priest. He turned again
to earth’s creatures, and sought to be their spokesman to the end.
Their persistent will to live, to build their nests in the presence of
danger, to sing their song through every loss, was a story that
deserved to be told. How closely Issa must have identified with the
tiny bug whose story he tells here:

A bug on a branch
Swept away down the river
Still singing his song

lssa was determined to sing the song of the universe through his
“showings” to the very moment of death. He had determined to
express the beauty of life no matter where his path might lead:

In this world of ours
As we cross the roof of hell
Let’s search for flowers
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She begged milk for me --
She borrowed medicine to
Cure this sickly child

When Issa was seven, his father remarried and had a child by
his new wife. Issa felt alone and rejected now. He had been sent
earlier to a village poet, the haiku-writer Shimpo, to learn to read
and write. Now he was forced to give up schooling to babysit for his
step-mother’s child and to carry a heavy load of the farm chores:

By day I picked herbs and cut grass and drove
the horse. By night I prepared the straw and
wove straw sandals. | had no more time for
reading and writing.... Tears fell from my eyes
every day of the year.

In such a family-centered land as Japan, the loss of his mother
and the unhappy relationship with his stepmother brought almost
unbearable pain and loneliness.

In his loneliness, he would turn for solace and companionship
to the small creatures around him. Village children teased him
about his unhappy situation, adding to his sorrows:

When | was little, | stayed by myself and kept
away from the village children because they
made fun of me by singing:

A motherless child
Known everywhere
Stands all alone



Outside his door
Sucking his thumb
Hungry and poor

So | would hide in the backyard and spend my
time by the woodpile, or crying in some dark
corner. In my sadness | wrote:

Come and play with me
We are both here alone
You orphan sparrow

When he was but thirteen years old, the year his grandmother
died, Issa left his farm village and travelled to the city of Edo (Tokyo)
to seek his fortune. Likely there were lonely days for the young boy
in the city. Perhaps he was longing for the grass and breezes of the
farm when he wrote this haiku after purchasing a woven grass fan

one hot summer day in the city:

Ten cents worth of grass
Buys exactly that much breeze
In the hot weather

EoY
A
A

Longing for his childhood village stayed with Issa through the
years:

Though I try I can’t
Stop seeing and thinking of
My native village

But the hurt of his loss and rejection there remained:

In the small village
The place where | was born
Even flies bite deep

The rgmaining child survived his mother by only a few months
and died in the arms of a nurse. Issa was alone again.
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Lovers Have
So Little Time

Three years after the death of his daughter Sato, two vears
after the death of son Ishitaro, Issa and Kiku had another son born
to them. Not only was the new son ill from the beginning, but Kik,
was now dangerously ill after childbirth. As though Issa had not hag
grief enough, he was now about to lose the one companion who had
shared the poverty of his later years and had borne with him the
loss of one child after another.

It was the seventh day of the seventh month in the Japanese
vear, and families had decorated bamboo trees to celebrate the
popular festival of the Weaver Star. The legend tells that a human
herdsman, the star Altair, fell in love with the heavenly maiden
represented by the Weaver Star, Vega. He was given permission to
cross the Milky Way and visit her in the seventh month. On that
festival night, as his wife died, Issa, certain that his insect friends
were sharing his grief, wrote: :

Stop crying insects--
Lovers have so little time
Even among the stars

For all his love of life, Issa was not sure that he could go on
alone. From his days as an “orphan sparrow” on that very farm, he

had now come full cycle to a deeper loneliness. Even nature seemed
little comfort:

Without you in truth

Too many and too wide
Are the dark forests
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We hear that Issa by age twenty-four was studying haiku in the
city of Edo under a master-poet named Chikua. He was a talented
student, and when his master Chikua died three years later, the
twenty-seven-year-old Issa became the new haiku-master of the

school.

A year later he revisited his old village for the first time since his
leaving at age thirteen, and he had a reunion with his aging father.
We can only imagine the memories his childhood farm brought to
his mind:

Cool summer evening --
I gaze at the same old tree
Standing by the gate




The Wandering Poet N |

Just a year or two after revisiting his native village, Issa, n
his late twenties, made a momentous decision. He woqk.'l becor
wandering poet-priest. He knew the stories and wntln9§ o
Japanese poet-priests of the past. These men had spent their
wandering the rugged mountain paths of Japan in sea
wisdom. Wandering was their way of purifying the soul, kee
uncluttered, and seeking truth through the hardships an
imposed on them by the rugged terrain of Japan. O A

A holy temple--
Here even the snake has shed
His earthly skin

For allits seriousness, Issa’s religion is not long-faced or sour.
He could joke and smile even with the Buddha. Viewing the huge
two-story bronze Buddha-image in the city of Nara, he must have
laughed at the scene that led him to write this:

The great Buddha'’s nose--
Out from one of its nostrils
There flies a swallow

Many Buddha images have one hand raised with the pointer
finger directed toward the sky. Inside an old temple, Issa notes a
tiny worm hanging from a thread above the Buddha, a worm the
Japanese call a “stinkworm”:

Buddha smiles calmly
And points with his finger
At a stinkworm

For Issa, love of trees and snails is not different from love of
God, for God is present in all his creation. The name “Buddha”
actually means “Awakened One,” and to Issa’s faith all of creationis
capable of awakening, of becoming Buddha:

Here at my old home-- '
It iS the fac 'QJ Y




Great Buddha’s Nose

Issa’s personal religion is probably best encountered in the full
range of his haiku. His sympathy for the poor and powerless, his joy
in sharing the life of all the universe, and his compassion for the
tiniest creatures were all religion to Issa. His mission as a poet-
priest was to speak for the right to “life, liberty, and the pursuit of
happiness” for all creatures, using all his art as a haiku writer to that
end.

But it is true that Issa did belong to a particular sect of
Buddhism, and his association with what the Japanese call Jodo
Shinshu, Shinran Shonin’s school of Pure Land Buddhism, was of
great importance to him. Founded in the thirteenth century, this
form of Buddhism emphasizes faith and prayer as the means of
opening oneself to a heavenly grace which assures one of life in
heaven, the Pure Land, once one has died. But just as the Christian
monk Thomas Merton felt a close kinship with Tibetan lamas and
Zen Buddhist Masters, so the religion of Issa carried him beyond
the limits of any one sect or tradition and made him kin to any who
share the life of the universe with compassion and humor.

Issa, in his travels, often stopped for prayer or spent the night in
Buddhist mountain temples. The atmosphere of these worn
wooden temples with their stone paths, temple bells, and misty
gardens finds its way into many of his haiku:

A misty spring day--
Not a sound not a whisper
In the Buddha hall

His keen eyes see a snake’s discarded outer skin at a country
temple, and he writes:
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into a bowl of boiling water with a bamboo whisk, creating a foamy
drink. The poet saw himself as common as tea, as fragile and short-
lived as a wave’s wind-blown foam or a tea-bowl’s froth.

For the next ten years he wandered over the mountain trails of
Japan, probably much as some of the mountain-men of the
American frontier risked their lives above the inhabited valleys in
search of some simpler and deeper experience of life. From 1792 to
1799 he wandered by foot to Ise, Nara, Kyoto, Osaka, the island of
Shikoku, Nagasaki on the island of Kyushu, and through the
mountains of central Honshu.

Later in life he wrote a passage which tells us how intimately the
art of haiku was associated with his urge to travel, and how he saw
himself as a humbler sort of poet-priest travelling in the shadow of
the great poet-priests of the past:

| decided to travel to the northernmost part of
Japan to get more experience in writing haiku.
When | put my beggar’s bag around my neck
and my bundle over my shoulder, I was
surprised to see that my shadow was the
image of the ancient poet-priest Saigyo. | was
ashamed when | thought how different his
mind was from mine — his white and pure as
snow and mine black as coal.

No doubt many of his haiku reflect scenes encountered during
his journeys. This haiku tells us of a message he left for a travelling
companion who was less energetic:



In late autumn sun «

s e ) g e | rall?

I have gone ahead

The simple beauty of the following “showings™ seems to reflect
the long training of the lonely wanderer accustomed to moving
quietly through nature without cracking a twig, or sitting on
mountain rocks so long the wildlife claims him as one of its own: |

See it lie lightly -
Stem of flowering clover
Across the deer’s tongue

- The distant mountains
~ Are reflected in the eve
Of the dragonﬂy

|
4
|

By herself at home
My wife surely is gazing
As | am at the moon

Then Issa goes on to tell us of a recent dream:
I dreamed of my daughter’s smiling face:

Only in a dream--
My daughter takes a melon
To touch her soft cheek

But Issa can immediately follow the deep quietness of this dream-
scene with the almost circus-like happiness of the following forest-
scene:

_ Through the twigs and leaves
i As though through hoops fieldmice
:'., Show us all their tricks
bl ]’he*fdlounngyearatfnrdchlldwasbom tolssaanthku. hey







