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Zen Reflection

Who does not find the quiet, contemplative side of our nature attractive? Show me that person and I’ll show you a teenager with a DVD at home, wearing a portable CD player with excellent headphones.


Who would not choose to pursue the means to be free from passions that enslave us and hinder us from being free spirits? The challenges of Buddhist Zen meditation would be too much for most of us pleasure loving westerners. Zen requires great discipline and concentration to attempt to achieve nirvana, a state of compassion and wisdom not unlike a mature Christian Spirituality. Most of us don't know the meaning of asceticism, which is easier to spell than to follow.

Who is not fascinated by the general idea of Zen, a deeper contemplation about life? A healthy dose of Zen can bring joy and excitement to the most ordinary daily events. Let me illustrate. Recently my wife made beet jelly. I tried to bustle around in the background, running errands to the grocery store and occasionally getting close enough to clean some pots or dishes.

Some time later in the day I realized what a marvelous event had taken place. You have to taste the jelly to appreciate fully what a great day this was. It was an opportunity, a creative venture about the very sweetness of life that had to be celebrated. We could consider the many summer days it took for the beets and the sugar cane to mature. Then there is the labor of the harvest.

I tasted the jelly for supper, reveled in it, congratulated my wife on the superb product. I looked for ways to celebrate the event. Life’s moments are like that jelly, to be reflected on, paused over and enjoyed. Reality is most clearly defined in moments of honest pleasure when we revel in the joy of creation. To be a part of the creative process adds the ultimate joy to the experience. It is the difference between being a bricklayer or a cathedral builder.

Another example that pops into mind is when I held my first born son in my hands moments after his birth. I contemplated beauty. He was part of me and part of my wife and part of our ancestors. We had participated in creating this wonderful gift of God’s design. It had taken nine months of special love and care. It was a moment I will never forget.

The great joy is that we have special moments and experiences every day of our lives. What lifts us from the mundane, the boredom of life, is the realization of what we have and what we are. The contemplated life is worth living!
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