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			Dedicated with endless love to my mother, 
Rosamond Patricia Elliot Ettele Sullivan,
and to all mothers who offer life’s first touch of loving-kindness.

		

	
		
			Introduction

			A Guide to the Bodhisattva’s Way of Life (Bodhichayavatara) was first taught by Master Shantideva in India during the eighth century. He was born a prince, but chose the life of a monk and studied at Nalanda University. While at Nalanda, Master Shantideva appeared to do nothing but sleep, eat, and other necessary functions of the body and was perceived by the other monks to be an embarrassment to their prestigious university. The monks resented him for his laziness, and since there were rules that prevented them from having him expelled, they designed a plan they believed would be a perfect way to shame him into voluntarily leaving Nalanda. The plan included ordering him to give a public teaching. They thought that certainly he would realize that since he knew nothing and had nothing of value to teach, he would run away to avoid humiliation.

			In the center of a field, they prepared a very high throne for him to teach from and invited people from all the surrounding areas to attend. To increase the challenge, they asked him to teach something that had never been taught before. Determined to leave no stone unturned in their effort to humiliate him, they had built the throne with no stairs by which to reach its seat. When Shantideva approached the throne, he placed his hand on its side and was immediately transported to the seat of the throne. Then, Shantideva proceeded to speak eloquently and spontaneously, reciting the Bodhichayavatara, which is now one of the most renowned texts in Buddhism. To the astonishment of those in attendance, the profound teaching flowed from Shantideva in the form of song-like poetry. It has been said that when Master Shantideva reached the final chapter on the Perfection of Wisdom, that his body raised higher and higher from the seat of the throne until he eventually disappeared from sight. His teachings continued, but his voice could only be heard by those who, having attained higher realizations in their own minds, had the ability to hear them.

			A Guide to the Bodhisattva’s Way of Life has provided students of the Buddhist Dharma from that day forward with what is commonly known as the Six Paramitas, or the Six Perfections. The Six Perfections provide the necessary guidance on how a Bodhisattva, motivated by compassion and the intention to benefit all beings, must perfect his or her mind on the path to enlightenment. For ordinary people like most of us, the verses provide the perfect guidance to live happy and meaningful lives.

			How the Root of Kindness Works is based on the second of Master Shantideva’s Six Perfections. Commonly translated as “Guarding Alertness” or “Moral and Ethical Discipline,” the second perfection is the root of all good qualities providing the conduit for enlightenment—the foundation for a peaceful mind. Understanding that there are actions of body, speech, and mind that cause harm to ourselves and to others, we recognize the importance of cultivating mindfulness to guard against these harmful actions. This perfection also teaches us that by engaging in actions that bring benefit to others, we can purify the seeds of negativity that disturb our peace and happiness. The virtuous intention to help all sentient beings with a motivation of compassion and the practice of moral and ethical discipline is the root of kindness.

			How the Root of Kindness Works continues in the style of How Generosity Works. Verses from Master Shantideva’s teaching on Moral and Ethical Discipline are woven within the story to highlight their essence. With the wish for Master Shantideva’s wisdom to meaningfully resonate in the world today, I offer this contemporary fable to link the wisdom from the past to the needs of the present.

		

	
		
			For these very reasons, the Buddha has said
That as difficult as it is for a turtle to insert its neck
Into a yoke adrift upon the vast ocean,
It is more difficult to attain the human state.
IV. 20

			Maggie had a thing for second-hand shops. Not pretentious antique shops with stuffy, creaky owners who peer over their glasses, appraising the value of each customer before extending either a cool or gracious greeting. She told Troy that the real treasures are found in the old industrial towns that outlived their glory days and somehow survived without reviving their industries. They live on, with a slow and steady pulse, in a freeze-framed sense of time. 

			Maggie’s favorite shop was on Center Street, a winding road that followed the contour of the river, past the old mill that stopped running at least fifty years ago. A wooden sign painted with the words “Olde and Older” marked the turn where they pulled into a dirt parking area. It was late March in New England, and one of the first days that brought the smell of spring in the air and the last of the snow melting into muddy lawns. Abe, the owner, was pulling old bureaus, tables, and chairs outside to display in front of the store. He was a large man in his sixties with the smile of a young man who was neglecting to age. He turned briefly to watch the blue truck drive in, and then arranged the pieces of furniture hoping to attract customers. 

			“Abe!” Maggie called from across the lot. She took Troy by the hand. “Come on, Troy, you’ve gotta meet Abe. You’ll love him.”

			Sunlight splashed off the dusty windowpanes behind where Abe stood, wiping his forehead with the red bandana he had taken from his jacket pocket. “Maggie?” He began walking towards them. He held his arms out to receive the hug she ran to give him. “I haven’t seen you in months.” He placed his hands on her shoulders and looked at her like a father might look at his daughter, and then asked, “Who is this fellow you’ve brought with you?” 

			“Abe, I’d like you to meet Troy. Troy, this is Abe.” She tried to remember the rules of introduction, and hoped she had followed the proper sequence by first introducing the younger to the older person. Neither Troy nor Abe would have cared, but she did. She adored Abe and wanted to be sure he was given the appropriate respect. 

			Troy felt his hand disappear within Abe’s massive grip when they shook hands. “Nice to meet you,” he said.

			“Likewise,” said Abe.

			Troy had the sense that within one handshake and one word, Abe had taken in everything there was to know about him. “Maggie told me you have the best shop around,” Troy said. 

			“Well, there’s not much you can’t find here if you look hard enough.” Abe rested his hand on Troy’s back. “Take a look around if you’d like.”

			Troy stepped over puddles to look with polite interest at the pieces Abe had set outside. He listened as Maggie began to tell Abe about the classes she was taking at school, and then he turned to walk into the shop. Their voices faded as the door closed behind him, and Troy entered the musty smell of memories in cabinet drawers, pages of books, and upholstered chairs with intricately carved wood trim and curved legs. His hand brushed the surface of each piece of furniture he passed, leaving a wavy trail from his fingers streaked in the dust. He wondered how many families held hands around the dining room tables, or what conversations might have been shared from the armchairs. He had a tendency to romanticize family unity, and he pushed away the lump in his heart whenever he began longing for what he imagined a loving family might be. He squeezed between a sofa and a bookshelf to work his way over to the other side of the room where, in the far corner, he saw a brown guitar case leaning against the wall. He nearly knocked over a glass lamp when he reached to lift the case by its leather handle. He could tell by its weight that it wasn’t empty, and with the hopeful anticipation of a childhood Christmas morning, he cleared a space on an old steamer trunk to set the case down flat. He opened the stiff latches and raised the lid. Pink velvet lined the case where the black-bodied guitar appeared to have been in a half-century sleep. At the top of the headstock was the famous Gibson logo, and above the fret board, Les Paul’s signature was stamped in gold. Even though Troy already owned two guitars, he always kept an eye out for other guitars that could add different qualities of tone and texture to the music he played. He knew that Les Paul had been significant in the development of the solid-body electric guitar that made the sound of rock and roll possible. From his own perspective, Les Paul was a founding father for Troy’s musical world.

			The velvet in the lid of the case bore a matted imprint of the guitar’s body, complete with outlines of knobs, strings, mother of pearl inlays, and tuning pegs. He lifted the guitar from its case and held it horizontally, with the bottom of the guitar eye level to check for warping in the neck. From this view, it looked straight. Even with the tarnished gold hardware, dents on the edge of the body, and a cigarette burn on the back, it was a beautiful guitar. He played the low E string and tuned it to the pitch he held as a constant reference in his mind, and continued tuning the other strings. The strings were old, but even so, the mahogany body produced a rich, mellow tone, which Troy could only imagine as golden when amplified. There was no price on the guitar case, and as far as he could see, there were no prices on anything in Abe’s store. He put the guitar back in its case, closed the latches, and then pulled a wallet from his back pocket. He counted two twenties, a five, and four one dollar bills in the billfold. He put the wallet back in his pocket, and looked at the guitar case while mentally searching his truck for stashes of change and tip money he earned at the diner. It was his built-in savings plan to discreetly hide folded up bills in the glove compartment, or under the floor mats of his truck. He thought it safer to have multiple hiding places so, if ever discovered by a thief, not all would be lost. The biggest flaw in his system was that once hidden, he forgot about both the money and its location. 

			He carried the guitar in its case outside and walked to where Maggie and Abe were sitting in chairs, 
appearing to be human props in Abe’s display. The sun was a soothing tonic after the long, hard winter they had just endured, and most everyone was outdoors soaking it up. People were washing mud from their cars and sweeping sand from sidewalks. Protected by the sun and wind moving through their hair, fearless children made mothers nervous riding their bikes without helmets.

			Abe watched Troy walk towards them. “Pull up a chair and show us what you found.” 

			Troy stood the guitar case on its end and leaned it against the chair where Maggie sat next to Abe. The sunlight exposed patches of mildew that spotted the case and a cobweb stretched across its base. Troy found a footstool and carried it over to join Abe and Maggie. 

			“This guitar has been in my shop for at least three months,” Abe said, resting his hand on the case. “I don’t think anyone’s so much as touched it since it’s been here. It came from the Deegan’s home about five miles from town. You see, sometimes when the last person to live in a home dies, the family members that are still around go through the house and take the things they want. Then, I’ll get a call from the lawyer handling the estate to come and take what’s left behind. I’ve been around a long time, so all the lawyers in the area know about me.” He leaned over to pick up a piece of paper that the wind had tossed on the ground in front of him and put it in his pocket. “Everyone’s happy—the family gets money for things they don’t want, the house is emptied for them so they can do whatever they’re gonna do with the house, and everyone moves on. All the furniture, knick-knacks, and books move on too.” His eyes caught the sunlight when he laughed and said, “No clothes though. I don’t want to be bothered with folding and hanging clothes.” Abe looked the case over and brushed the cobweb off it with his hand. “So, let’s see what’s inside this thing.” He turned the case to reach its handle and passed it lightly to Troy. In Abe’s hand, it looked weightless. 

			Troy balanced the case across his lap and lifted the latches. Abe’s eyes weren’t on the guitar or the case, but were watching the way Troy handled the guitar, lifting it with the careful steadiness one might lift a sleeping child. 

			“Troy, it’s gorgeous,” Maggie said as she helped him move the case onto the ground so he could hold the guitar.  

			“Isn’t it?” Troy looked at Maggie and smiled. “When I first saw it, it was kinda like when I first saw you, Mags—love at first sight.” He played a series of chords, tuning the strings between strums. “Judging by the weight of this, I’m guessing it could be one of the older models built before Gibson figured out how to make their guitars lighter.” He wanted to enjoy the sensation of holding and playing the guitar before hearing the price. A guitar like this could command a lot more money than he had, so as long as the price was unknown, he felt the fullness of possibility. 

			“The Deegans had a son who was killed in Vietnam
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