
all the living things on the Earth could still un-
derstand each other and could still speak to
each other. When Native People talk about all
the living things on the Earth, we mean the
two–legged, the four–legged, the winged ones of
the air, the dwellers of the water, the creepy–
crawlies, the green things with roots that cling to
the earth, and even the stones of the Earth are
living things with a spirit and a voice and a will.
When I play these flutes, I always hope that
people hear within the voice of the flute that
connection between all other living things in the
circle of life.

The Lakota people of the Northern
Plains have seven sacred ceremonies, and in
all of their ceremonies they use an expression
in their language, which is “mitakuye oy-
asin.” “Mitakuye oyasin” roughly translated
means “all my relations.” When they say “all
my relations,” they are talking about every
single living thing in the circle of life. Among
my people and among all Native People, we
talk about the sacred directions. Among my
people, the Cherokee or ‘chalegee,’ we talk
about seven sacred directions. The four car-
dinal directions, East, South, West, and
North, represent all of creation. The fifth di-
rection is the Sky above, the sixth direction
is the Earth below, and the seventh direction
is inside, at the Center. 

When Native People talk about
standing at the Center, they mean
that they understand that they have
a hundred percent responsibility
for what they create in the world.
They are a hundred percent re-
sponsible for how they live their
lives. There are things in the
world that we do not have control
over. What we do have control
over is how we behave when
things take place, how we react,
the decisions we make in re-
sponse to those things that
happen. The decisions and ac-
tions we take in response to
all these things that occur is
how we create in the world.
Where you are right here,
right now, is the sum total of
every action and every decision
that you have ever made in your
entire life that has brought you
to this point. You created it that
way. We are all creators, and as
creators, we have a hundred
percent responsibility to
every other living thing
in the circle. 

These are things that I am still learning
myself. I am still learning how to live my
life. The flute that I played for you is a very
important flute to me. I always begin with it
and I almost always end with it. It is starting
to get a little battered–looking; it has water
spots on it from being rained on. I had a lit-
tle problem with that for a while. When I
would start playing, the wind would start
blowing and it would start raining. One of
my elders, a Kikapu from Oklahoma, who
has since passed on, was very much inter-
ested in traditional Native People's ways. On
more than one occasion, he took me aside to
explain to me what my responsibility was in
playing these instruments. He told me about
a young man who was playing his flutes and
did not understand the power of the instru-
ment (because they are not just musical in-
struments), and so it rained for six weeks
straight from his playing. The elder told me
to stick to the love songs, because one of the
traditional ways in which they were used
was by young men playing love songs for
young ladies.

I had to tell him that, in order to stay out
of trouble with the flutes, I had to be careful
about playing the love songs because I did not
want my wife to get upset with me. My flute is
starting to look a little battered, but it is the

flute that I used to welcome my
grandson into the world and to help

my elders pass on.     
The mouthpiece of the

flute is a black lump and
lifeblood from the pitch of the

bristlecone tree of California.
Maybe some of you are familiar

with the bristlecones. If you go to
the Sequoia National Park, in the

Visitor's Center there you
hear languages from all over
the world from people who
come to visit those gigantic and
wonderful trees. But the bristle-

cone pine is not a gigantic tree.
It is not as tall as the sequoias.
Bristlecone pines grow at ten– to
eleven–thousand foot elevations
in almost pure rock. They grow
in places where the wind blows
so hard and the snow on their
branches is so heavy that the
trees get broken and twisted. So,

they are very small and have
very twisted shapes. But there

is a kind of scientist called a
‘dendrochronologist’ that
is involved in studying

those trees. These scientists have discovered
that the bristlecone pines are the oldest living
things on the face of the Earth. There are
bristlecone pines here in California that are
nine to ten thousand years old, and they are
still growing. They are still putting out new
needles in springtime. 

When my wife and I were there, visiting
those grandfather bristlecones, I asked for a
gift. I put a little bit of the lifeblood of one of
those grandfathers on the mouthpiece of my
flute. I hoped that when I played that flute, and
tasted the lifeblood of that grandfather, it
would remind me of something that I thought
I needed to remember. I am a grandfather,
too. I will be 65 on my next birthday. Some-
times, there are people listening to my words
and my songs who are old enough to be my
grandfather, and yet none of us have been here
very long. 

When they teach about the history of this
Earth that we all share in the schools, they
have a chart that goes all the way across the
top of the blackboard from one corner of the
room to the next corner of the room. The his-
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e Cherokee musician and storyteller, Elk Whistle, at
Shumei Hall in Pasadena. 

Oen dormant, pinus longaeva, the bristlecone pine, is the
longest-lived plant on earth. 



tory of the two–leggeds is at the very end of
the chart. And yet in our brief time on this
Earth, we have figured out how to destroy
everything, the water, the soil, the air, each
other, and the Earth itself. So when I play
my flute and I taste the lifeblood of that
grandfather the bristlecone, I hope for my
sake that it helps me remember that I need to
live my life in balance. I always hope that it
helps give me a sense of perspective about
what my place is in the circle of all living
things. We owe one hundred percent re-
sponsibility to every other living thing in the
circle. These flutes come from a time when
the world was still young. 

Back in the 1960s, the Smithsonian In-
stitution took a look around in Indian coun-
try to see where this instrument was still
alive. They only found six Indian men in
the entire country who were keeping this
instrument from becoming nothing more
than a museum exhibit. One of those was a
man named Doctape Menakoya, an elder of
the Kaiyowa people of southern Oklahoma.
The Smithsonian Institution made some
recordings of his music, and the state of
Oklahoma declared him a living treasure
before he passed on. This is an unusual
thing in this country, where most do not
have a tradition of revering our elders. Na-
tive People of North America have always
revered their elders. 

Today, after 500 years of living in a soci-
ety with a dominant culture that is different
than the Native way, a lot has been lost. Un-
til 1978, there were laws in this country that
kept Native people from their religious ways.
It was only in 1978 and again in the early
1990s that laws were passed to give back to
the Native People the right of religious free-
dom that everyone else takes for granted as
citizens of this country. Fortunately for us,
our elders have kept those old ways from
disappearing—the songs, stories, cere-
monies, and dances. We honor them for that,
and our elders mean a lot to us. They are re-
spected in our community, and we thank
them for what they have done for all of us
who have come later. This flute that I have
been playing today came alive again for a
reason. We are at a crossroads. There is an
old Jibawe prayer that says, “It is the two–
leggeds that are broken.”

Here in Southern California, there are
people from all over the world living side by
side, probably more so than anywhere else in
this country. We are all still learning how to
be human beings together. I always hope
when I play my flutes that people will hear

in the voice of the instruments a reminder
that we are all part of the circle. We believe
the spirits of our ancestors are still here
guiding us, so I am thankful for the oppor-
tunity to be here today, as you honor your
ancestors, as well, and give thanks for that
which has been given to all of us. It is too
easy to forget in the day–to–day struggle to
meet the demands of life how much has
been given to us. Native People sometimes
get caught up in dealing with the hardships
that have been handed to them. But all peo-
ple, in one way or another, have hardships.
We have to remember how much has been
given to us. I am thankful that I can do what
I do. I have no musical training, and I did
not start playing until I was 50 years old. I
feel like this gift was given to me for a rea-
son, and so I do my best to try to live up to
the music in one way or another. 

I always hope that people, when they hear
the voice of the flute, will understand what
my words are about.

Editor's Note: The bristlecone tree survives
the environment found at 10,000 to 11,000
feet above sea level, the bitter extremes of cold,
wind, aridity, and exposure to ultraviolet light,
by growing very slowly. This slow growth re-
sults in a very hard wood, so resinous that it is
extremely resistant to decay and disease. A
hero of vegetation, this pine gets tougher as
conditions become harsher. In times of long
draught and cold, the bristlecone dies back,
leaving mostly deadwood and just a thin slip
of living bark to sustain its future life; then,
when more favorable circumstances come, it
grows again. 

The highly alkaline soils favored by the
bristlecone, along with the other harsh condi-
tions, result in little underbrush or ground cover
in the terrain on which it grows, thus eliminat-
ing competition for the scarce nutrients. 

Known as the Methuselah Tree, named for
the longest–lived Biblical character, a living
bristlecone has been dated to over 4,900 years
old, making it among the oldest living things on
earth. Ironically, this oldest living bristlecone
discovered so far, the oldest on earth, was cut
down for research purposes—research that
eventually proved the tree's antiquity. When a
bristlecone pine at long last dies, its wood could
be so thick and resistant to weather and pests
that it might survive the elements and stand for
over a thousand more years.

Bristlecones live at high elevations through-
out the Southwest of the United States.

TThhee  SScchhoooolliinngg
ooff  aann  EEyyee  
ffoorr  BBeeaauuttyy
PPaarrtt  TTwwoo

Naoki Kaneko (Japan)
Translated from Japanese by Eri Ohata

When Naoki Kaneko first joined Shumei in
October 1980, he had no idea that this move
would eventually lead to his becoming curator
of the Miho Museum. Mr. Kaneko was the first
of his family to be associated with Shumei;
today both his parents are members as well. In
1985 he decided to become a hoshisha at
Misono.1 While he was there, Shumei's first
president, Kaishusama, assigned him to work
with the art collection then housed at the Villa
Miho. His artistic sensibilities were finely honed
under her tutelage, thus preparing him to
become curator of the Miho when it opened ten
years ago. 

This is the second of a two–part series of
articles concerning his aesthetic tutelage
under the guidance of Mihoko Koyama
(Kaishusama) and the art dealer Iwao Setsu.
Part One can be found in SHUMEI
Magazine's #274, March/April 2008 edition. 

The text is drawn from a lecture that Mr.
Kaneko gave during 2007 at Shumei Centers
throughout the United States. It has been
abridged and edited for SHUMEI Magazine.

II..

WWhile wandering around the city of Ky-
oto, I was very serious about looking for

things that I really liked and that were genuinely
beautiful to me. But most of the shops were full
of cockamamie goods. Not only tawdry sou-
venirs were on display, but also cheap and poorly
made goods for daily use. I was shaken. There
was nothing to indicate that the shops aimed at
providing customers with beautiful tools, or that
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1. Hoshishas are members of Shumei who perform hoshi,
sacred work done on behalf of Shumei's mission to
promote the betterment of humankind. Shumei's
International Center in Misono employs hundreds of
these volunteers to maintain the International Center's
facilities. To be a ‘hoshisha’ in Misono, Shumei's
International Center in the Shigaraki Mountains of Shiga
Prefecture, Japan, is considered a spiritual practice of the
first order by those in the Shumei organization.



the makers of these implements made them for
the sake of other people's happiness. I went to
many stores and saw thousands of goods, but did
not feel anything for them. My experiences pre-
sented a very sad commentary on modern soci-
ety. I sensed from the goods I saw  that the own-
ers were simply satisfied with the idea that they,
their families, their company, and the society
that nourished them merely survived, nothing
more. Their standards were very low. Their pur-
pose in life lacked dignity—the dignity and grace
that Mr. Setsu and Kaishusama held so dear, and
that stood out so clearly as an integral part of
everything they did. Their spirits seemed to be
manifested in what they created.

The problems of modern society can be seen
in politics as well. Here, as in the art world, in-
visible spirits will eventually take form. There is
a correlation between the citizens of a state and
their leaders. If we citizens lack dignity, then we
cannot expect our leaders to have dignity. Like-
wise, if the aspirations and expectations of ordi-
nary people are high, good leaders will certainly
appear. And, if the leader of a country is a good
man or women, the goodness of the citizens will
grow accordingly. Therefore, how each of us live
in our daily lives is very important because it af-
fects everyone and everything around us. 

What about food? Modern practices of rais-
ing livestock and farming methods aim only to
increase yields as much as possible. The result is
that commercial industries today contribute to
the deprivation of our earth. Modern values
armed with modern technologies allow people to
think only of themselves and their benefits from
increased yields and increased profits. So, we
poison our farmlands with chemicals and fertil-
izers. We cultivate vegetables while ignoring the
seasons and the natural cycles in which they
grow best. Moreover, we put additives in our
food to artificially enhance the natural taste and

sacrifice freshness for a longer shelf life. This
kind of food cheats our sense of taste and cheats
nature's own process. Children and adults take
these adulterated foods into their bodies, and the
body is intimately connected with the spirit.
What kind of philosophy, what kind of art can be
generated under these conditions? I think it is
hard, if not impossible, to find beauty in art, in
agriculture, or in our society if we ignore God's
great love; and I believe this is a law of nature. 

Further consideration will give us another
insight. It is we consumers who are responsible
for being caught in a net of false foods and sham
moneymaking ideas, for these are brought about
by our lack of high spirits. Within the last fifty
to one hundred years,  a certain type of people
has been decreasing in numbers: those people
who have aspirations to create things that are
more beautiful and righteous. Likewise, we con-
sumers have lost our aesthetic sensibility and
dignity, our aptitude for choosing authentic
goods and discerning quality. We have forgotten
what might lead us not only to happiness with
ourselves and our families, but also to the hap-
piness of those who make genuine goods, and
also the happiness of our society. 

This has come about because our beliefs
have lost a sense of dignity. Most modern peo-
ple have no believe in God or, you may say, an
invisible power. They believe only in their own
sense of morality, but mostly they believe in
money. Because of that, they do not even con-
sider the notion that the heart seeks out beauty
as a basis for the decisions they make. Because
they have lost the ability to distinguish between
the real and the fake, they do not mind at all
dealing with mediocre stuff. Streets and houses
exude the atmosphere of the second–rate. This
is the condition of modern society. We depend
on modern technologies and modern capitalism
to generate mass production, mass consump-
tion, and mass disposal. The mindset behind
this society is one that only pursues profit and
convenience without giving any consideration to
our environment. Yet, despite this, people often
condemn the educational system, politics, and
society itself for the current problems. Partially,
people talk about the importance of properly ed-
ucating the next generation without knowing
what exactly it is that should be taught.

Let me go back to the topic of beauty. Real
beauty has a power to make one's heart as pure
as a child's. When one gazes at an object to ap-
preciate its beauty, one assumes a certain trust
and belief. Being inspired by beauty is like pray-
ing. Rather than merely by hearing convincing
arguments, many more different peoples can
be drawn together to live in harmony if each has
a common appreciation for, and trust in, the

beauty found in each other's cultures. So, the
ability to assess beauty is very important to in-
ternational friendship. Dots of trust will connect
to form lines, and eventually these lines will de-
fine areas, and these areas of trust will spread
throughout the entire world. All of you who
came here today live your own lives. Let me ask
you this. What is the one thing that all of you

here wish for? I think it might be something like
world peace and the happiness of all mankind.
That wish in itself has beauty, and reflects the
common beauty in all of us. This is why we
hope that the future will shine as bright as the
sheen that occasionally illuminated certain pe-
riods in ancient cultures. Individual awaken-
ings to beauty lead to world peace. If the Miho
Museum has one message for us, it is that all of
us should apply a standard of beauty to our own
lives, a standard of beauty that is beyond time
and space, that is eternal and universal.

Let us take a look at the Miho Museum with
this one message in mind. The museum was de-
signed with a vow by the architect, who said he
would design the museum as a tribute to
Kaishusama. The famed architect was a Chi-
nese–American, I.M. Pei, who also designed
the Louvre's glass pyramid in Paris and the Na-
tional Gallery in Washington D.C. Kaishusama
fell in love with Mr. Pei's earlier works and chose
him to design her dream museum.

Beautiful art objects from various cultures,
and spirits that reside in them, are housed in
the Miho. They were created by hearts in
search of beauty during periods of world civ-
ilization in which culture was at its zenith. 

The statue of Queen Arsinoe II gently wel-
comes visitors, and the falcon–headed sun
god, Horus, is waiting for guests in the Egypt-
ian Exhibiting Room. In the West Asian ex-
hibiting room, many treasures await, such as a
metal object that is claimed to be the design of
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Noah's Ark, a seated earth goddess, and cups
and goblets decorated with animal figures.
The Greek and Roman room centers upon
blue fresco panels depicting a heavenly garden.
In the South Asia room, the gigantic Gandhara
Buddha smiles down as if ready to embrace
each visitor. The objects in the Chinese col-
lection come from a four–thousand–year–old
civilization and almost seem to act in concert
with the universe. The Japanese galleries pres-
ent a subtle beauty bred of sensitivity to the
spiritual presence found in nature, and resid-
ing even in objects used in daily life.

At first glance, these various objects from
diverse civilizations might seem incongruous;
however, the common factor that they all pos-
sess, and that binds them all together in one
harmonious whole, is the beauty and dignity
that all possess and share. Their differences
complement each other. Thus, at the Miho
Museum the brightest objects of each culture
illuminate each other and create harmony.
When coming out from each gallery, we are al-
ways able to glimpse the sky and see the mu-
seum's splendid natural setting through the
glass walls and windows, as if to remind us
that it is a common sky and affinity with na-
ture that all cultures and all humanity share. It
also brings to mind that all civilizations, from
every geographical location and era, are like
friendly neighboring villages. When I walk
through the museum amidst all its antiquities,

I do not feel as if I were strolling into the past.
Instead, I feel as if I were walking into the
bright new world of the future. 

IIII..

It is now, more than ever, that beauty needs to
be central in our efforts to establish world
peace. The 20th century was a century of war-
fare and strife. There was constant conflict
somewhere on earth between nations and fac-
tions during that century. It was the century
that witnessed the ultimate harm that mis-
placed human ego and rampant materialism at
its worst could do. 

In the 21st century, as we human beings
face more and more global crises, more and
more our awareness is growing. We are begin-
ning to understand that we cannot go on like
this. We must change our ways. This awareness
comes with the knowledge that the developed
nations are taking way too much from others
and from the earth, and that this behavior will
have serious consequences. Perhaps this is ac-
tually an opportunity that God has given hu-
mankind. In other words, it is time for humans
to awaken to the spark of divinity within us.
Meishusama called this awakening, “The World
of Day.” And the role of art in the World of
Day is to fill the world with luminous beauty
and dignity. As plants seek sunlight, human
beings innately long for beauty. The spirit of the
times and the evolutionary leaps that society

has made in the past were always led and sup-
ported by a multitude of great visionaries, such
as philosophers, artists, and spiritual leaders. It
was as if those visionaries had antennas that
could receive revelations. To cultivate a heart in
search of beauty is equivalent to enhancing the
sensitivity of our own inner antennas. I think
now is the time that ordinary people are be-
coming more and more able to utilize their an-
tennas to seek out the light, and perhaps this
might explain an increasing awareness of the
necessity of world peace in contemporary life.
A heart that searches for beauty will help this
awareness grow and flower. For beauty will lead
us to universal peace. 

Now let us consider the art and beauty of
food. At the Miho Museum's restaurants, we
provide meals prepared with seasonal crops
grown by a very special method called ‘Natural
Agriculture.’ No chemical fertilizers or pesti-
cides are used at all. We find beauty in our
crops, and believe in the innate power of seeds
and soil. We find beauty in the cycles of nature.
We look not only at the fruit and vegetables' ap-
pearance and stem condition, or at the texture
of the soil, but also at the source generating the
nutrients and warmth within the soil. The
whole earth itself is the source, and it is alive.
What we emphasize is recognizing and re-
specting the earth and its natural power to gen-
erate all that we need. We also emphasize the
appreciation of nature's beauty. To love the
earth is to foster all living things. If we attune
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our hearts with the earth's love, its soil, and its
bounty, we will harvest beauty and our crops
will be works of art. For Natural Agriculture is
the ‘Art of Agriculture.’ 

This might be the philosophy best suited
for the 21st Century. Different peoples who
have never met one another can become good
friends because of globalization. We can learn
from other cultures and further develop our
own cultures by coming together with each
other. This is the way of the global society.
The worst obstacle that hinders this develop-
ment is selfishness. However, the key to over-
coming this hindrance is for individuals to
foster within themselves a heart that seeks
beauty, and to act accordingly. 

As Shumei members, we are given the
three arts to practice: Jyorei as the Art of Life,
Natural Agriculture as the Art of Agriculture,
and Art and Beauty as expressed by the Miho
Museum. If we take these three arts into our
hearts, into our daily lives, the lives we lead
will go a long way toward promoting human
happiness, well–being, and a peaceful world.

I feel that all of us have inherited some-
thing of Kaishusama's spirit, and perhaps our
spirits and hers will become one some day. I
believe that all your hearts long for beauty
and peace. And I hope that one day all of our
hearts and spirits will be of one accord, just as
the body and soul are in accord. And I hope
that when we find this harmony amongst our
separate souls and hearts, a bright and beauti-
ful world will be ours here on earth. 

SSmmiilleess  ffrroomm
AAbboovvee::
TThhee  FFuunnnniieesstt  TThhiinnggss  
iinn  aa  LLiiffeettiimmee  

Gerard Rohlfing (USA)

Gerard Rohlfing is a very active and long
standing Shumei member, and writer who
lives in Los Angeles. He is the author of the
biography of Meishusama, “Sincerity and
Truth,” and is an editor of this publication.

The following is the beginning of a two–
part article on humor. The second part of this
article will be published in the July/August
issue of SHUMEI Magazine.

PPaarrtt  II

IIn September 2007, I heard a radio interview
with Ken Osman, who played one of the

leading roles (Eddie Haskell) in “Leave it to
Beaver,” the ever–popular television sitcom
that has kept on running for the last fifty years
or so. It is being said of this show that, rather
than centering on ‘funny lines,’ it draws its en-
during humor from a certain basic theme:
“Something that happened to you as a child.” 

This illustrates that genuine humor goes
deeper than mere words. It depends on higher
qualities, and has a more universal meaning.   

I am reminded of what, on looking back,
is one of my funniest personal memories —
something that happened back in Ohio when
I was about ten years old. We had recently
moved to our new home in the country, and
my brother Jack, then about six, came in and
said some girl from next door wanted to bor-
row something, but he did not understand
what. Outside the kitchen door, I saw an at-
tractive older girl, apparently a relative of our
neighbors on the next lot. I was completely
baffled when she asked with a smile, “Do you
have a tar pump we could borrow?”         

“A tar pump?” I exchanged glances with my
brother. No help there. 

“Yes,” she insisted, “A tar pump.”
Sounds like something we don't have, I

thought. Did she mean the tar trucks that
coated the roads, or what? My brother and I
whispered the phrase back and forth between
us; then I asked again, “A tar pump...???” 

Our visitor, still trying to smile but a bit ex-
asperated, responded with emphasis, “Oh, yew
know...a TAR pump! You pump up your TARS
with it!!!”

“Ohhhhh...yes, yes, yes!” Stumbling over
with embarrassment, I raced with my brother
to the garage to fetch the tire pump she
wanted. That was my first introduction to the
country dialect that I have since come to love. 

Always when I think of that moment, I
laugh with uncontainable delight. For me, this
illustrates one of the highest and best forms of
humor—the kind that involves laughter at our-
selves, our own humanity—not laughing at
others, but laughing with others. Just sheer
enjoyment, as if we are merely actors on a
stage (which in truth we are). 

Meishusama knew all about this higher hu-
mor and used it constantly to entertain his fam-
ily, delight audiences, encourage associates, and
forgive those he reprimanded (in short, to make
others happy). In his teaching “Religious Prag-
matism,” he indicated that artists and enter-
tainers with this higher approach can ennoble

their presentations and elevate the viewing au-
dience. “Art must be full of laughter and joy,” he
wrote, “a thing full of interest and excitement.”      

HHuummoorr  oonn  tthhee  AAiirr

Many of America's old–time radio comics and
comedians practiced this kind of humor and
built their success upon it. I grew up always
looking forward to the next Jack Benny radio
show. Jack was a master at drawing laughter
upon himself, with his miserly pinchpenny ways
and his noisy old jalopy, as well as the endless
line of creaky iron doors that guarded his base-
ment money vault, and, of course, Carmichael,
the polar bear he also housed in his basement.

Humor quite often involves the unex-
pected, but anticipated aspects can also play a
role. I am reminded of Red Skelton and the
many characters he played on his radio show,
especially his famous “mean widdle kid” Jun-
ior. This young'un always seriously debated
himself about whether or not to defy his fa-
ther's wishes, but listeners knew he would in-
evitably end with the hilarious “I dood it!” 

Others on old–time radio included Jimmy
Durante, George Burns, Bob Newhart, George
Gobel, Fibber McGee and Molly, Abbott and
Costello, Groucho and the Marx Brothers, and
many more. They all knew the secret of mirth:
making fun of themselves or their circum-
stances to make people laugh.     

Even radio commercials can occasionally
exhibit this kind of humor. My favorite is the
one I heard during the broadcast of a major
league baseball game some years ago. Often
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during these games, the announcer would
pause, and for a few seconds you just heard the
background clamor from the grandstands.
This commercial started exactly that way, with
no announcement. Suddenly, then, a woman's
voice said, “Excuse me, may I borrow your
microphone for a second? Thank you! I just
have a message for my husband, who's sitting
in row twenty. This is the only way I can get his
attention! Dear, I really need you to get me
some of that wonderful (whatever the prod-
uct's name was).” At this point, I was suddenly
“tuned in” and feeling stupefied. Could this be
real? Then the woman, who had been speak-
ing in a very nervous voice, added: “Thank
you, that's all.... (stressed–out pause) And now,
I'd like to sing for you a little song I loved as a
child.... ‘Passengers will please refrain...from
taking baths while on the train...because there
are no bathtubs, I love you...!’ ”

Her voice became muffled as she was
dragged away from the mike, and I almost fell
off my kitchen chair with laughter. Her nerv-
ousness is typical of most of us amateurs in
public speech, but also there is that sudden
sense of power that comes from holding the
microphone, and something inside us just
does not want to part with it! A common ex-
perience shared in such an unexpected way is
a perfect recipe for humor.

From all I hear, most of the on stage pro-
fessionals using microphones today have no
idea what humor is. They depend mainly on
word babble to get an audience response—
any old words, preferably cuss words or off–
color remarks—anything shocking. In short,
shock has replaced humor in their toolbox.
And sadly, the audience does respond—mostly
due to peer pressure, the innate human need
to be like “the rest of the crowd,” or even to
whoop louder. Also, some of today's enter-
tainers go so far that it gets them into serious
legal trouble. How much better it would be if
they and their audiences understood the real
meaning of humor. 

AAnndd  oonn  tthhee  TTuubbee

In the early years of TV, a special favorite of
mine was Sid Caesar, who did such laughably
sincere yet bogus imitations of foreign lan-
guages, particularly German, that his audi-
ences were always flooded with hilarity. One of
the funniest things ever on the Tube was the
time he showed up in the audience during a
spoof of “This Is Your Life,” the popular show
that startled certain unsuspecting attendees
by calling them “up front” and overwhelming

them with a procession of friends, relatives,
and acquaintances they have not seen for
years. At the start, Sid sat there casually with
his raincoat, looking aloof and disinterested,
munching some popcorn. When his name was
called, at first he did not react, but when they
kept calling him to “Come on up!” you could
see him getting aggravated. Finally he lurched
up and tried to escape by a side aisle—but no,
an usher was coming that way. He moved
faster the other way—no, another usher. Then
things got frenzied. He clobbered this usher
with his raincoat and vaulted crazily over the
seats into the next aisle back. After more hi-
larious evasions, he was finally cornered by the
ushers and carried bodily onto the stage. I
scarcely remember the rest, as by that time I
was practically hysterical. I only remember
that all kinds of emotions were unveiled as,
one by one, his past acquaintances drew from
him everything from unexpected anger to
ridiculous sentimentality.

I also recall in particular the “I Love Lucy
Show” in which Lucy was pregnant and her
husband and friends all met together to prac-
tice how to get her quickly to the waiting car
and the hospital when the time came. They pa-
raded through their assignments several times
with slow–motion precision, moving skillfully
around each other, opening doors and draw-
ers, gathering her things, and heading out to
the garage. Then, quite unexpectedly, Lucy
announced, “You know, I think this is it!” To-
tal panic followed. Her helpers all bumped
into each other, dropped things, spilled things,
broke things, and finally jammed out, slam-
ming the door behind them. Just one small
thing was wrong. They had forgotten all about
Lucy! (After a moment, of course, they shame-
facedly returned.)

HHaavvee  YYoouu  HHeeaarrdd... ??

My dear grandmother used to love limericks,
and always greeted the family with a funny
sort of chuckle through her teeth, saying,
“Have you heard this one?” I can still remem-
ber a few that she recited, but I am sure she
had not heard the one that now heads my lim-
erick parade:

Said a candid young fellow called Cratch,
‘I like Johann Sebastian Bach
His music ain't fussy
Like Brahms [rhymes with ‘hams’]

and Debussy
Sit down and I'll play you a snatch!’

Here we see a clever use of country lan-
guage to poke fun not just at young Cratch, but
also at the pretentiousness one sometimes sees
in the higher creative realms. I can almost
hear Granny chuckling and commenting, “Is-
n't that silly!” 

Now, let us see...what next? Oh, yes—have
you heard this one? This is my favorite funny
yarn; it concerns a policeman who is assigned
to traffic duty. One bright day he spots an on-
coming convertible all filled with penguins. He
pulls it over and warns the driver, “What on
earth are you doing with those penguins? They
belong at the zoo; you get those penguins to
the zoo right away!” “Oh, all right, officer!”
Very pleasantly, the driver turns the car
around and heads off in the other direction.
But the next day, there he is again with the
same convertible–load of penguins. Just one
thing different: this time they are all wearing
sunglasses! Annoyed, the officer again whistles
the car to a stop. “Hey, what are doing? I
thought I told you to get those penguins to the
zoo!” “Oh, yes, officer,” the man replies calmly.
“We went there yesterday. Today we're going to
the beach!”

Here we have three chuckles in a row: a
funny penguin–filled convertible to begin
with, a still funnier follow–up with the pen-
guins wearing sunglasses, and an explosively
hilarious conclusion. One winds up feeling at
one with the baffled officer, at one with the
goofy driver, and at one with the penguins, en-
joying their ride with them.  

It is my view that positive situations such
as this, where the circumstances are ludicrous
and obviously not real, are the gateway to the
highest and best forms of humor. True humor
is something uplifting—something that stems
from a higher source. God Himself has a vast
sense of humor, and values the joy that we
share in our laughter. On the other hand,
laughing at others to put them down or make
them unhappy is not a form of real humor at
all. At best, it might be termed malicious hu-
mor. When people really know each other and
feel close, sometimes they may tease or razz
each other a bit, but they wind up smiling,
knowing nothing harmful was meant. 

Genuine humor makes people feel good
about life, and about themselves. And it is
more than just a surface “Hah hah hah.” As
Thomas Carlyle once wrote: “True humor
springs not more from the head than from
the heart; it is not contempt, its essence is love;
it issues not in laughter, but in still smiles,
which lie far deeper.” 
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MMaayy  II  HHaavvee  tthhee  
EEnnvveellooppee,,  PPeeaassee??

Oh my! There's a surprise winner! When it
comes to humor in movies, my top award
must go to a sequence from a lesser–known
film called “Tony Draws a Horse,” back in my
college days.

There were these two British engaged cou-
ples who were obviously mismatched, but did
not know it. Dining together on the night be-
fore their nuptials, they had a drunken argu-
ment, and the two shy ones stalked off from
their assertive nuptial partners. Without a car,
they wandered in an alcoholic stupor and fi-
nally decided to take the ferry home. 

Next morning, the young man woke with a
start. Horrors! He found they were both bedded
down in a hotel room. Greatly embarrassed, he
stumbled to the phone to call his intended bride,
but the only response he could get was in
French, from the desk person. Oh, no! They
had fallen asleep on the ferry, they had crossed
the Channel! And this was their Wedding Day!

Rushing out in a frenzy, he spotted a pay
phone in a bar and managed to get hold of his
intended bride just as she was getting dressed for
the big occasion. With increasing hysteria, he
desperately tried to explain the unexplainable,
but only got himself into more and more trou-
ble. Nearing the climax, movie viewers were
dimly aware of a man who slouched into the bar
and, turning his back on the camera, slapped
some change before the bartender. Just as the
stranded bridegroom launched his final plea, the
man whirled to one side and blasted away with
a rented pistol at a target posted on the front wall
of the bar. The bridegroom collapsed on his
back in total shock—and the movie audience
did very much the same! Never have I heard
such hysteria—and I was the leader of the pack.
Every time the others began quieting down, I
kept on going and set them off again. I begged
my friend to stop me, but there was no way
short of drowning me. I could not even focus on
the remaining film—I am only sure the two
matched couples did stay together and every-
thing ended harmoniously.  

TThhee  WWoonnddeerrllaanndd  
ooff  CCaarrttoooonnss

I strongly remember, too, from many years back,
a “feature–length” sixty–minute animated car-
toon about an undersized elephant that dwelt in
the Congo. The theme music was the popular
and catchy “Bongo, bongo, bongo, I don't want
to leave the Congo, Oh, no, no, no, no, no....” To

begin with, the music slows as the little elephant
peers moodily from the edge of the jungle.
Though small, he feels superior as an elephant,
and cannot stand the cacophony of other–ani-
mal sounds that always echoes among the trees.
Unexpectedly, then, from over the plains a long
caravan approaches, lots of circus–type cages
pulled by oxen. At the fore, a tall man on horse-
back gives orders in a somewhat stilted way, as
if the great Hemingway were writing his ver-
biage. His face is never shown; he is up so high
the little elephant cannot see his face. But he has
come to capture animals! Run and hide! The
wee one seeks refuge in a jungle cave, comi-
cally hiding himself whenever he runs into the
caravan while searching for food. 

One day, with almost all the cages full, the
hunters excitedly point out a big elephant—
the one animal they do not yet have. “Yes,”
the leader tells them in his grandest Heming-
wayesque manner, “It is a good elephant, a
fine elephant, a memorable elephant, but we
will take no elephants on this safari.” 

WHAT!! How dare he say that? The small
elephant, nearby in hiding, overhears and is
stunned and outraged. Now he must sell them
on elephants! With growing boldness, he begins
flitting about from place to place in the jungle,
making noises, showing himself between trees,
trying his best to get noticed. But the safari al-
ways just trails on by, enraging him further. The
climax comes as the safari leader relaxes with a
drink outside his jungle headquarters; the cages
are all filled, they are set to leave after lunch. Af-
ter repeated efforts to get attention, the little ele-
phant finally emerges from the trees and gives a
huge trumpet blast right behind the man's ears.
No use; he still gets ignored. Ultimately he has to
witness the safari leaving the forest and trailing
off into the distance. Then, suddenly, he realizes
that the jungle is totally quiet. No animal sounds
at all—and now he cannot stand the silence!

He creeps back to the cave in sorrow, hav-
ing learned the truth. He is really one with all
the other animals, and he truly misses them.
He has no hope left, no hope—but then the
theme music brightens. Amazingly, from deep
in the cave there emerges a friendly, fatherly
animal (a hibernating bear, if I remember
rightly). The little elephant gets a loving hug
and finds himself adopted. So he will not be
alone after all—and surely, the viewer feels,
other animals, too, will eventually emerge
from hiding. So bongo, bongo, bongo, in hi-
larious fashion the wee one has learned the
happy lesson of the theme music. We are all
one, and we are meant to love one another. 

“Reflections of Light” is a column that appears
regularly in SHUMEI Magazine. It is com-
prised of stories and testimonials submitted by
Shumei members and friends concerning their
experiences with the Shumei organization and
the healing art of Jyorei.

This edition's reflections are by Lauren
Tang and Linda Tan, both members of the
New York Center in the USA.

If you wish to submit a story for this col-
umn, please address your inquiries to “Reflec-
tions Editor” at shumei.america@charter.net.

AA  JJoouurrnneeyy  
ooff  GGrraattiittuuddee
Lauren Tang (USA)

Lauren Tang, currently age fourteen, became
a Shumei member in 2006. She is involved in
taiko and in the youth group at her local
center in New York City. Lauren's hopes are to
do well in school and continue as an active
member of Shumei.

AAfter I became a member of Shumei, I ex-
perienced a miracle and much happi-

ness. From birth, I have been attending
Shumei's New York Center. Because I started
early, I became very used to going to the Cen-
ter and very familiar with my surroundings
there. Even when I was younger, I liked going
to the Center. It was fun making crafts, figur-
ing out how to read the chants, drawing, play-
ing, and eating cake at the end. To me at that
time, getting to play and eat cake after sampai
if I behaved was a good deal. Now it is not be-
cause of cake or any other material thing that
I go to the Center. Now, I go because of some-
thing deeper, I go because of Meishusama's
teachings and presence. 

I received my ohikari in 2006 after I felt I
was ready and that it was time for change. My
parents never brought up the subject before
that to me because they felt that this was a de-
cision that I should make on my own. They felt
that when the time was right, I would bring it
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up. When I requested to receive my ohikari,
my parents were very supportive and approved
of my decision. But because they wanted me to
cherish my ohikari and appreciate it more,
they said I was to pay for it myself .1 I believe
that they were doing the best for me. My par-
ents also allowed me to earn some of the
money, since I was trying to limit any spend-
ing from my savings. Although I earned the
money slowly, I eventually reached my goal
with some help from my savings. 

When it came time to pay, I handed the
money to my mother so that she could deal
with the money properly. The day I paid,
something unbelievable happened, and by the
end of the day, I had gained back all the money
I paid and more. Since my grandparents and
other family members knew I would be trav-
eling to Japan soon and that I was doing well
in school, they gave me money to spend.

After I received my ohikari, I experienced
one of Meishusama's miracles. During the
summer of 2005, while I was visiting Kishima
Island and Misono,2 I had a huge wart in the
middle of my forehead and a few other small
ones on my face. The one on my forehead was
nearly three–fourths of a centimeter in diam-

eter. My family and I had hoped that the light
from both of my visits would help me. As the
summer progressed, though, so did the wart.
It got worse and worse. Everywhere I went,
people were asking me what was on my head,
and it was very hard to explain. While I was in
Misono, I received Jyorei3 from Kaicho–Sen-
sei.4 While she was giving Jyorei to me, I felt
tingles on my wart. After that, when I got
home, it slowly died away after a few weeks. I
was very lucky. If I had gone to the doctor
and had it freeze–burned, I would have had a
scar double the size of the wart.

I am very grateful for having the opportunity
to visit Misono and Kishima during the summer
of 2005. I went to the Tri–country International
Program in Kishima along with other Shumei
America Youth Group members. There, we all
learned a lot and met new friends. I learned how
to cook rice without the convenience of a rice
cooker, how to build a tent from pieces of cloth
and wood, how to withstand many mosquito
bites, and more. But the most important thing I
learned was to be grateful for what I have. In
Kishima, you do not have all the luxuries that
you have at home. You have to conserve water,
walk, take shorter showers, and more. A lecture
that we received in Kishima told us of gratitude.
We must always say thank you, even when a bad
thing is happening. We used this advice from the
lecture during our volleyball competition, and
won. We kept saying thank you no matter
whether we won a point or not. We finally won
by having the most points.

In Kishima, everyone worked very hard,
and somehow we all felt happiness. Some of my
favorite things about Kishima were their juicy
watermelons, the air, the beach, and the stars.
The watermelons were so sweet and juicy that
you could even eat the white parts. The air was
clean and crisp. The beach had cool, calm water
even under a blazing sun. Finally, the most
beautiful things to see while on Kishima were
the stars above. If you looked up at night and
gazed at the stars, you would see so many that it
seemed to have no limits. Also in Kishima, there
was the actual calligraphy of Meishusama. Even

though the campers were not allowed to stay
long to look at it, we still did have a look. The
strokes of ink on the calligraphy were so perfect
and powerful. Kishima is a powerful and breath-
taking place. Our Kishima trip turned out to be
a great experience. I had wanted to go to
Kishima for a couple years before I did, and am
glad to have participated with the other Shumei
America youth members.

Since then, I have continued to contribute
as much as I can to Shumei and be an active
member. Last summer, in 2007, I went to Cre-
stone, Colorado, which is one of Shumei's
three sacred places.5 There, I took part in their
Liberty Camp program, where I saw some of
nature's most magnificent, beautiful creations,
and made friends who I still keep in touch
with. After that experience, I felt that I had re-
ceived a lot and that I wanted to give back to
the world that gave me so much. I wanted to
be more involved and do more for the com-
munity, and now I am doing just that. I cur-
rently volunteer, take part in taiko, and par-
ticipate at my local Center's Youth Group. 

I am very grateful to have been able to
visit all three of Shumei's sacred grounds in
such a short time. After becoming a member
of Shumei, I have been very happy in different
ways, as well, and hope to continue as an in-
volved and active member. 

I would like to thank Meishusama for al-
lowing all this to happen, Kaicho–Sensei for her
Jyorei, Sensei Eugene Imai and Sensei Chisako
Fukushima, who have given me their continu-
ous support and help, and my family who were
always there for me when I needed them. 

TTaaiikkoo  MMiirraacclleess
By Linda Tan (USA)

Linda Tan has been an active Shumei youth
member since she was five years old.  She is
now 24. Linda has served on the New York
Center Advisory Board, also as a youth group
coordinator, and currently coordinates
Shumei America's New York City Taiko group. 

IIf you ever attended a Japanese taiko drum
performance, do you still remember how

you felt the first time you heard the music? I
will never forget the first time I saw my fellow

14 MAY/JUNE, 2008SHUMEI MAGAZINE

Lauren Tang on a visit to the sand dunes near the Shumei
International Institute’s headquarters in Crestone, Colorado,
where she attended ‘Liberty Camp’ in the summer of 2007.

1. There is a fee of about three hundred dollars entailed
in the reception of an ohikari. This money covers the
cost of a new member's packet and other materials,
classes, counseling, the initiation ceremony, and a
modest donation to Shumei. There is no charge for 
the actual ohikari.

2. Kishima Island and Misono are two of Shumei's three
sacred places, the third being Crestone. Kishima is an
island in the Inland Sea of Japan, and one of Shumei's
major Centers. A designated nature preserve, the
island is used as a retreat, a summer camp for youth,
and for the practice and research of Natural
Agriculture. Misono is Shumei's International
Headquarters and Spiritual Center in the Shigaraki
Mountains of Shiga Prefecture, Japan. The name
‘Misono’ means ‘Sacred Garden.’

3. Jyorei is the spiritual practice of sharing divine light
that was created by Shumei's founder, Mokichi Okada,
and is administered to people by Shumei members.
Those who share Jyorei, either as givers or receivers,
often feel relief from afflictions, and a sense of
contentment. Repeated sessions of Jyorei might bring
improvement in physical and emotional health, and
foster spiritual refinement and growth.

4. ‘Kaicho–Sensei’ is an honorific name used when
referring to Ms Hiroko Koyama, the current president
of Shumei. The word ‘Kaicho’ means ‘president.’ The
word ‘Sensei’ means ‘master,’ in the sense of being a
teacher. Ms Koyama is the daughter of Shumei's first
president and spiritual leader, Mrs. Mihoko Koyama,
who is known to Shumei members as ‘Kaishusama.’

5. Shumei's Crestone Center is located near the town of
Crestone, Colorado above the San Luis Valley in the
Sangre de Christo Mountains of Colorado. It is the
headquarters of the Shumei International Institute and,
along with Misono and Kishima Island, one of Shumei's
three major Centers. It opened in May of 2002.



Shumei youth members from California per-
forming taiko on Kishima Island1 in the in-
land sea of Japan during our Shumei Inter-
national Youth Camp.  

I do not know where to begin describing
how I felt about my experience, because this
performance was special in so many ways.
First, it was so beautiful. They were playing
taiko in the open, fresh air with the ocean's
waves as a backdrop. Kishima Island is one of
Shumei's three sacred sites.2 It is my under-
standing that much of taiko's repertoire, its
songs and music, were inspired by men play-
ing drums on Japanese Islands, so the per-
formance on Kishima Island seemed to take
everyone back to one of taiko's origins.   

At the same time, their performance had a
particularly unconventional aspect. This had
to do with the taiko players themselves. They
were young, and at least half of them, if not the
majority, were female. Since each youth group
from all the different countries that partici-
pated in the International Youth Camp had to
perform, I felt that this was a great represen-
tation of Shumei America. In Japan, females
are not commonly encouraged to play taiko
because it might be viewed as an un–ladylike
activity. On the contrary, I felt that these young
women players from America kept their fem-
ininity in their elegant body movements and
form, while still exhibiting strength when they
beat the drums. However, the beauty of it all is
that no matter what the gender of the person
playing taiko, I felt that every drumbeat was at
one with nature. The taiko vibrations not only
moved my heart, but allowed me to feel na-
ture's heartbeat at the same time.

So you can imagine the sense of pride and
honor that I felt to be affiliated with Shumei
America and to be friends with these amazing
taiko players from California.  However, I
never imagined that youth members from
New York City, including myself, would have
the opportunity to play taiko regularly. First of
all, it is so difficult to find a place to play taiko
where neighbors would not complain, and
space is so expensive in New York City that we
probably would not be able to afford a studio. 

But I thank God that there were people who
dared to dream great things and make it hap-
pen. Just to name a few, there was Peter Finn,
Sensei Eugene Imai, Sensei Steven Tokunaga,

Kenji Ban, Assistant
Sensei Marina Tam,
and many more.

So how did it all
come together? Among
our dedicated mem-
bers, George and Maria
Cho generously built an
outdoor sound–reduc-
ing tent where we could
practice taiko inside
their Brooklyn garage.
With monetary dona-
tions from Shumei
New York members
and the Shumei Arts
Council of America, we
were able to eventually
purchase drums of our
own (at a discount be-
cause members from
Shumei's Crestone, Colorado Center person-
ally made them). Before we had our own drums,
Shumei Members from the Catskills graciously
lent their drums for us to practice on. We were
also fortunate to have the passionate master
taiko artist, Koji Nakamura, as our teacher. He
would fly all the way from Los Angeles to New
York City for a weekend almost every month to
hold workshops with us. And, of course, I can-
not thank enough all of our parents for sup-
porting us on a spiritual level and for just getting
us to the taiko practice site.

Since our beginnings in late 2006, the
New York City taiko players have performed
at the annual New York Center Shumei An-
niversary Celebration, the Catskill Festival,
the Pennsylvania Energy Festival, and at the
Washington D.C. Prayer Vigil.  After each
performance, someone would come up to us
to express their gratitude for sharing the taiko
experience with them. Some of their grati-
tude was overwhelming and unexpected.
Once, a pregnant lady came up to us crying
after a performance in Washington D.C. She
told us that she could feel the energy and vi-
brations created from our bodies and our
drums moving down and healing the earth,
and then rising up into her body to heal her
soul. At that moment, I suddenly realized that
playing taiko meant something so much more
than I had thought. Initially, I joined the
group simply because it looked like it would
be fun to play taiko, to support my fellow
New York players, and to be part of the
Shumei America taiko players, whom I very
much admired. But now I realize what a pow-
erful impact taiko can have on others, and
understand the greater purpose of Shumei

taiko, which is to cleanse, move, and heal the
people who encounter the fundamental and
pure drum beat of taiko and the energy cre-
ated by the players through their drums.

As I will never forget the first time I saw a
taiko performance, I will never forget the first
time I played taiko for someone who was expe-
riencing this music for the very first time.
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AAllll  SShhuummeeii
MMoouurrnnss

Throughout the world, Shumei deeply
grieves the deaths of 19 of its members,
all from the Tsz Wan Shan Branch of
Shumei, Hong Kong. The tragedy oc-
curred on May 1, when a bus carrying
our members sped out of control while
going down a hill, ploughed into a noise
barrier, and overturned. The passengers
were on their way to Monthly Sampai at
Shumei's Sai Kung Center. Additionally,
44 Shumei members were injured, at
least twelve critically. This is the worst
traffic accident to occur in Hong Kong
in over five years. It is the worst misfor-
tune to befall Shumei in our history.

Observances were scheduled at
Shumei Centers throughout the world.
Our thoughts, prayers, and love go to
the victims, the survivors, their families,
and their loved ones. May God's Light be
with them and comfort them all.

Linda Tan at the Washington Memorial, Washington DC.

1. Kishima is an island in the Inland Sea of Japan, and
one of Shumei's major Centers. A designated nature
preserve, the island is used as a retreat, a summer
camp for children, and for the practice and research of
Natural Agriculture.

2. The other two of Shumei's sacred sites are Shumei's
International Center and headquarters at Misono, and
the Shumei International Institute's Center and
headquarters in Crestone, Colorado.



From the  M iho  Museum Co l l ec t i on

SSttaannddiinngg  JJiikkookkuutteenn

Japan. Late Heian to early Kamakura periods (12th
century AD). Wood with polychrome. Height of
Figure 170.7 cm. Important Cultural Property.

In the late Heian period, graceful forms were
prized in Buddhist sculpture. However, as the Ka-
makura period arrived, a sudden shift in style oc-
curred and icons increasingly were rendered in a
more realistic and robust style.

The Shitenno or ‘Four Heavenly Kings’ were
martial deities responsible for defending Bud-
dhism. They resided on Mt. Sumeru where one
stood on each slope, corresponding to the four
cardinal points of the compass. Jikokuten was the
protector of the eastern realm. This Standing
Jikokuten was originally part of a full set of
Shitenno statues preserved at Kofukuji, the tem-
ple of the powerful Fujiwara clan. 

Originally, the figure had a colored finish, and
from traces of pigment on the face and fingers, it is
apparent that his skin once was rendered a greenish
blue. The armor he wears does not obscure
Jikokuten's stout, muscular build, and his bull-
necked, glaring–eyed countenance bristles with
grave potency. The use of rock crystal inlays to ren-
der the eyes intensifies his wrathful expression and
heightens the sense of strength and dynamism in his
mostly static pose. The expression of the demon he
restrains underfoot also is superbly rendered.  

This work was among the statues that tea mas-
ter Masuda Donno (Masuda Takashi) rescued from
the wave of anti–Buddhism and related icon de-
struction that swept Japan in the early Meiji period.
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