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WHAT’S NEW 
by Sandi Monica-Pier 

Nam-myoho-renge-kyo!!! In our 
essay this 
month, we 
mention 
the 
powerful 
daimoku 
of 
longtime 
Nichiren 
Buddhist, 
Tina 
Turner. 
Click here 
to hear her 
chant for 
yourself 
along with 
an 
interview 
about her Buddhist practice: 
http://tinyurl.com/yfqb2j3 

Any student in Kindergarten thru 
Grade 12 can enter an essay contest to win a 
copy of the new book by SGI-USA Ohio 
member M. LaVora Perry: PeaceBuilders: 
Daisaku Ikeda and Josei Toda, Buddhist 
Leader, which will be published on March 16, 
2010. For details: 
http://tinyurl.com/yg6hfz4  

Happy trails... 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
MORE BETTER 
by Linda Segall Anable 

 

I was sick with the flu in February and my 
poor respiratory condition caused my chanting 
volume to plummet. Being healthy enough to 
chant is a huge benefit, something I realized 
while I was ailing. It’s great good fortune to 
encounter this practice and continued good 
fortune to be physically able to chant. You don’t 
get a pass if you’re ill. That’s not unfair; just 
cause and effect. It’s like going to the gym. If 
you’re unable to exercise, for whatever reason, 
the universe doesn’t take pity and magically issue 
you a fit body. You have to do the work yourself. 
That’s true about all human revolution. No one 
can do it for you. 

While ill, unable to say four words 
without coughing and choking, I was reduced to 
staring at the Gohonzon and mouthing Nam-
myoho-renge-kyo for a few minutes. Normally, I 
chant at least an hour a day, my minimum daily 
requirement. Lacking the oomph to chant, I 
could not do the very thing I needed to do to get 
well. I tried to substitute quality over quantity—a 
few good chants—but my weak life force was 
reflected in my daimoku. There was no way 
around it—it was one of those “Suffer what there 
is to suffer…” situations.  

To complicate matters, I passed the flu 
along to my husband, and since I am the chanter 
in the family (job description: in charge of good 
fortune) my compromised practice affected him 
as well. Everyone’s life condition took a dip, even 
Ozzie the dog. One of the things I most cherish 
about my practice is the near-symphonic rhythm 
I enjoy in my daily life. Thanks to practicing the 
Mystic Law, I’m confident that my life is 
unfolding at just the right pace. I’m practically 
nonchalant about it. But while I was sick and 
barely chanting, that sublime rhythm was 
definitely off. 
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Since I couldn’t chant much, I tried to 
chant better. Like if I could just utter the three 
most breathtaking daimoku anyone ever chanted, 
that would equate to an hour of “ordinary” 
daimoku. Well, nice fantasy, but quantity counts. 
Tina Turner has amazing vocal magnitude but 
that doesn’t mean she can get by with less 
daimoku than other people. She has said—and 
her life is evidence—she chants a lot. It’s 
appealing to think that quality is more important 
that quantity—who doesn’t want a shortcut?—but 
I need my minimum hour. It’s like gas, or sleep, 
or protein—you need a certain amount to keep 
you going.  

Recently I heard some simple but 
fascinating guidance from President Ikeda, 
passed along by a senior leader. It went like this: 
If you have $300 and go into a store, you can 
purchase $300 worth of goods. If you have $10, 
you can only buy $10 worth of goods. To 
extrapolate this to Buddhist practice, if you chant 
three hours a day, you will get three hours worth 
of benefit. If you only chant ten minutes a day… 
not so much. 

I’ve known members who have been on 
three-hour-a-day daimoku campaigns. Not once 
have the results been anything less than 
astonishing. One young man, who was working 
as an accountant in LA, went to an FNCC 
conference (Florida Nature Culture Center) and 
afterwards was inspired to chant three hours a 
day. A few months later he landed a starring role 
on Broadway! People I’ve seen who consistently, 
relentlessly, chant two hours a day have an 
obvious, unmistakable Bodhisattva air about 
them. I’ve never heard of anyone who went on a 
two or three-hour a day campaign and nothing 
happened. In all cases, there were big results. I 
sometimes wonder what it would be like to chant 
three hours a day, which I do once in a great 
while. Could I actually become too happy, have 
too much rhythm? I’d love to find out but sadly, 
I’m not that ambitious.  

Another popular equation is that 
introducing one person to the practice of 
Nichiren Buddhism is equivalent to chanting a 
million daimoku. Shakubuku certainly creates 
tremendous good fortune—is there a more 
blissful feeling than teaching someone to chant 
and seeing them become truly happy? I don’t 
know of one. But it’s still no substitute for your 
own practice. Back to the workout example, you 
could become a trainer and help someone 
become fit and healthy, but doing that, no matter 
how positive the cause, will not give you firmer 
abs or make you effortlessly shed unwanted 

pounds. You still must perform your own 
workout.  

Ironically, taking care of your own life is 
itself helpful to others. On the airplane they tell 
you to put your oxygen mask on first and then 
you’ll be able to help your children—just the 
opposite of a parent’s instinct. It’s like my 
favorite Jewish mother joke. “How many Jewish 
mothers does it take to change a light bulb? 
“None. You take the light bulb. I’ll sit in the 
dark.” 

There is simply no shortcut to 
enlightenment. No tricks, no substitutions, no 
outsourcing. You can’t hire someone to do it for 
you. It’s still faith, practice, study and human 
revolution. Quality does count but more 
important is the amount of time you spend in the 
lofty Tenth World of Buddhahood. When I was 
squeaking out a few daimoku at a time, 
interrupted by hacking and sputtering, I felt I 
was making such a huge effort, I should be 
rewarded with instant well-being or some other 
fabulous benefit. All that struggling should be 
worth something! But in fact, I had merely lost 
my ability to practice the Mystic Law for a couple 
of weeks, a rare privilege I realized I had taken 
for granted. Appreciating how wonderful it is to 
be in basic respiratory shape was a benefit of my 
illness. So the flu wasn’t all bad.  

I’m all recovered from the flu. My 
chanting muscles are back in shape and I’m up to 
my usual hour-plus daimoku level. The first time 
I chanted an hour after being ill, it was like, 
whoosh! My rhythm chugged back to life and our 
customary high life condition returned to the 
Anable household. When it comes to actual 
proof, I must say I prefer the positive (daimoku 
works) kind to the negative (lack of daimoku 
causes a drop in life force) variety. I’ve looked at 
daimoku from both sides now and I can say with 
confidence, more is better. 
 

GREETINGS FROM NEW 
ZEALAND 

by Angelique Jurd 
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How does that John Denver song go? 
Some days are diamond, some days are stone? In 
my life some days start out as stone, but after 
some good old polishing with the daimoku cloth, 
they can turn into something really special.  

Each month I take one of my children 
out—just the two of us. We call it date day and 
they get to choose the activity, which ranges from 
movies (Avatar with Josh, who is 17) to table 
hockey and pizza with 11-year-old Elijah. 

February was the turn for nine-year-old Meg and 
she decided she wanted to do the Stingray Splash 
at Kelly Tarltons: 
http://www.kellytarltons.co.nz/Animal-
Adventures/Stingray-Splash.htm 

Kelly Tarlton’s is an underground tunnel 
aquarium here in Auckland that is built around a 
central tank containing all kinds of fish, including 
sharks. Visitors stand on a conveyor belt and go 
through the tunnel while fish, sharks, turtles, 
rays et al swim around and above them. There 
are also more conventional static tanks and a 
fabulous penguin experience. Meg’s favourite, 
however, has always been the stingray tank which 
is home to Phoebe the Stingray, a sea turtle, and 
a gazillion fish. Stingray Splash is an experience 
that allows you to get in the tank with the rays 
and feed them. The only real criterion is that 
children under 15 have to be accompanied by an 
adult and must measure one-and a-half metres, 
which Meg does. Exactly. It’s a little pricey but as 
it turned out I had a voucher that would allow 
Meg to get in free. 

The first week I tried to book there were 
no openings available. Meg was really 
disappointed. The second week I had no budget 
for it. Meg was even more disappointed. The 
third week was the winner. I booked the places; 
got our swimsuits ready and the excitement 
began to mount. Then, late on Friday afternoon, 

the children’s father rang and said he wanted to 
take them out for a movie on Saturday. Rather 
than get in an argument, I said they could go to 
the morning show, as Meg and I had an outing 
booked in the afternoon.  

Saturday morning Meg was up and ready 
to go before I was even awake, let alone had my 
coffee. About half an hour before we needed to 
leave I went to find the voucher book. It was 
nowhere to be seen. We turned the house upside 
down. We turned the car upside down. We 
hunted and hunted as I chanted furiously. By 
now we were running late for the movie so I piled 
the kids in the car and drove them to town, still 
chanting furiously under my breath the whole 
way. As I left, Meg turned and asked, “We’re still 
going, aren’t we Mummy?” I nodded yes but the 
truth was I really needed that voucher because I 
had budgeted on having it. Meg was too young to 
do the Splash on her own, so I had to find the 
voucher.  

I chanted all the way home and turned the 
house inside out once again. The more I hunted 
the more frustrated I got. My partner Dennis 
tried to help but I was so upset I couldn’t even 
talk about it—I just wanted to find the dratted 
voucher book. After the third time through the 
house I was in tears. I didn’t want to break this 
promise—Meg was so excited. I know my 
children and they all understand and accept 
budget constraints. I knew Meg would 
understand but I really wanted to do this for and 
with her. The day was certainly “stone.” I sat on 
the sofa and sobbed. 

Dennis sat beside me, took out his wallet 
and said, “Look, this is simple. Here is my card, 
get your things and get going.” I sniffled, 
hiccupped a thank you and raced for the car. The 
movie would be getting out soon and now I’d be 
late picking them up. I chanted all the way to the 
movie, grabbed the kids, explained to Elijah he 
would have to come to Kelly Tarlton’s with us 
and that Josh would have to catch a bus from the 
aquarium to his next destination because we were 
late. I was still chanting as we set off for the 
aquarium. We had forty minutes to get there. 

Meg was chattering away beside me in the 
car about how much fun it was going to be to see 
and feed a real live sea creature. Elijah started 
humming the theme from Jaws but stopped 
when he caught sight of my face in the rear vision 
mirror. I kept glancing at the clock on the dash 
and chanting to myself but I soon realised the 
traffic was slowing. Then it totally stopped. So 
had Meg’s chattering. We now only had thirty 
minutes left. An ambulance zoomed past and 
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then a police car. There had obviously been an 
accident. Meg seemed upset so I told her not to 
worry, that we’d exit the next off ramp and take 
the back way. 

There were two problems with this plan. 
First it took us nearly fifteen minutes to go to the 
off ramp. Second, that’s where the accident was. 
By now I’d fished my chanting beads out of my 
bag and was gripping them as hard as I could, 
telling myself that no prayer goes unanswered, 
not even prayers about stingrays. We were going 
there to swim with them, no matter what! 

“Next off ramp honey, don’t worry.” Along 
we crept until Meg finally asked what we were all 
wondering: “If the accident was back there, why 
hasn’t the traffic started again?” 

My worst suspicion was soon proved 
right. There was another accident at the next off 
ramp! The universe was definitely making this 
journey as difficult as possible! We had only ten 
minutes left and were at least fifteen minutes 
away from the aquarium, even if the traffic were 
to start moving. It was another five minutes 
before it finally unblocked and we were able to 
leave the motorway. The whole time I kept 
reminding myself that all prayers are answered—
even small ones like this.  

Luckily we got green lights all the way to 
the aquarium—only to find there was no parking. 
Out of the corner of my eye I could see Meg 
chewing her lip and trying not to cry. The arrival 
time was now ten minutes behind us. “There’s 
one!” Josh yelled in my ear, possibly leaving me 
permanently deaf but I didn’t care. I parked, 
threw him the keys, grabbed Meg and the 
swimming bag and screamed, “C’mon Meg! Run! 
Run!” 
The young man on the cashier kiosk that day 
looked more than a little surprised at our arrival. 
I imagine it’s not often that a grown woman 
comes to a screeching halt in front of his window 
sobbing, “We’re here for the Stingray Splash! 
Please, please let us in—there were two accidents 
on the motorway!” 

He blinked and for a split second I 
thought he was going to turn us away but instead 
he said, “Oh they’re running a bit behind for 
some reason—you’ve still got time.” Hooray! 
Daimoku works! I tossed our spare gear at Elijah, 
told him to watch for us at the tank, grabbed Meg 
by the hand and we ran inside. 

After filling in a million forms and 
donning what they called wetsuits and I call 
mobile saunas, we got to the tank. Let me tell you 
about stingrays: they might look big when you’re 

standing on the outside of the tank but they’re 
not. They are huge. Phoebe, the largest ray, 
weighs in at 225 kilos. They can’t hurt you—well 
potentially they can with their barb (see: the late 
Crocodile Hunter, Steve Irwin) but they’re really 
not aggressive creatures—more defensive. The 
ones at the Stingray Splash are handled several 
times a day and are used to people. In the twenty 
five years Kelly Tarltons has been operating 
they’ve never had an accident with the rays. I felt 
a bit nervous but I remembered President Ikeda’s 
guidance: Faith is to fear nothing.  

We slid into the tank with our guide 
James and waited. Around came Phoebe the 
stingray. Meg’s eyes were the size of saucers—her 
hand crept into mine. Phoebe was much bigger 
than she had expected. Heck, Phoebe was bigger 
than I expected but I have to say it was very cool 
being so close to her, all the while pushing 

thoughts of Steve Irwin from my mind. 
 

Phoebe is very used to people. She loves 
people. Phoebe knows that people in her tank 
means one thing: treats. Phoebe likes to cuddle 
up people to get her treat. In stingray terms 
“cuddle” means she glides up, her wings sort of 
wrap around you and her mouth opens up. You 
are in no danger—they can’t bite—she just wants 
her treat. It was disconcerting to find myself 
fighting for balance while a stingray pretends to 
be a Labrador begging for a bone. So imagine 
what happened when Phoebe turned her 
attention to Meg. Up went Phoebe. Up, up, up. 
Way over Meg’s head. Down, down, down went 
Meg into the water. James acted quickly, 
grabbing her legs so she didn’t inadvertently kick 
Phoebe and trigger an accident. I grabbed Meg’s 
shoulders and held her above water, again 
pushing away thoughts of Steve Irwin. Elijah was 
laughing so hard, he nearly fell in the water.  
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James helped us to the side and we sat 
quietly on the edge watching Phoebe get treats 
from him before he took us back to get changed 
and receive our certificates. Meg was feeling 
embarrassed but he told her he was impressed 
with her, that she had done very well for a little 
girl of nine. She was still white as a ghost but 
muttered something neither of us heard. We 
asked her to repeat it. 

“I want to do it again! Next year when I’m 
bigger!” Yes, next year. When I’ve recovered and 
had a chance to chant some serious daimoku 
regarding the whole experience. Because while 
Meg will indeed be bigger....so will Phoebe.  

Meg and my Stingray Splash was easily 
one of the best things experiences I’ve ever had – 
eventually. I spent a fabulous moment with my 
little girl doing something really different that 
will be with us both forever—and I learned a 
valuable lesson about the importance of even 
small prayers and never giving up. 

Nichiren says in Reply to Kyo’o: “The lion 
king is said to advance three steps, then gather 
himself to spring, unleashing the same power 
whether he traps a tiny ant or attacks a fierce 
animal.”  

It’s not the size of the obstacle that 
matters—it’s that you face it with determination 
and prayer, for as President Ikeda says: “When 
your determination changes, everything will 
begin to move in the direction you desire. The 
moment you resolve to be victorious, every nerve 
and fiber in your being will immediately orient 
itself toward your success.” 
 

HEALING FAMILY 
RELATIONSHIPS 

by Thea Wendelgest 
 

I have been practicing Nichiren 
Buddhism for ten years. On January 1, 2008, I 
set a goal to have a peaceful and healthy 
relationship with everyone in my life. I knew it 
would not be easy, because I had a very strained 
relationship with my parents and one of my 
sisters. I was also holding on to a tremendous 
amount of animosity. At one point I did not 
speak to my parents for twenty years or my sister 
for fifteen. It wasn’t until 2006, when I went to 
visit one of my sisters, that I saw my mother 
again. I decided to chant as many millions of 
daimoku as it would take to change poison into 
medicine. I knew that if I could not have a 
healthy relationship with my family it would be 
very difficult to have a healthy relationship with 
anyone else.  

I come from a 
very large family, with 
four sisters and three 
brothers. My parents 
were very religious 
and strict. My 
stepfather, who raised 
us, was a Baptist 
reverend who told us 
we would burn in hell. 
My parents used to 
beat us with extension 
cords until we bled. 
We were constantly 
reminded that we 
were worthless. My 
stepfather molested 

my sister and me on a regular basis. My mother 
often said that if she’d known about abortions 
when she was pregnant with me, she would have 
had one. All the anger, resentment and hatred 
that my parents felt, they took out on us. My 
mother, with the help of my ex-husband, went so 
far as to fight me for full custody of my eldest son 
when he was six, also naming my siblings as 
witnesses against me without their knowledge. At 
the same time this was happening, one of my 
sisters was having an affair with my ex-husband. 
That was the last straw. After I won full custody 
of my son I stopped speaking to my parents and 
sister. I only started speaking to my mother in 
2006 with my sister’s coaxing. And I was still 
mad!!!!!! 

In 2006 I started calling my mother once 
a month. At first I could see that she was 
reaching out and trying to get to know me. But I 
wanted no part of it. Just the sound of her voice 
made me cringe. When she would call and ask me 
to call her back, to punish her I would not call 
back for weeks. It was only until one of my sisters 
called to tell me how upset and worried she was, 
that I would call her back, feeling very satisfied 
that I had put her through hell. I withheld my 
children from her. When she would ask me about 
them, I’d say nothing. I told my children very 
negative things about my mother. 

One of my favorite goshos is the New 
Years Gosho, which says, “First of all, as to the 
question of where exactly hell and the Buddha 
exist, one sutra states that hell exists 
underground, and another sutra says that the 
Buddha is in the west. Closer examination, 
however, reveals that both exist in our five-foot 
body. This must be true because hell is in the 
heart of a person who inwardly despises his 



6 

father and disregards his mother.” (WND, p. 
1137) 

According to this gosho, I was in hell, and 
that is what it felt like. I was disgusted with my 
behavior, felt consumed with self righteousness, 
and knew I was not practicing correctly. I knew I 
was not making the progress I needed and 
wanted to make. However, I felt that my mother 
needed to apologize to me, and that’s all there 
was to it! I decided to seek guidance. I went to my 
chapter leaders, deciding to call them separately 
and use the guidance that I liked best. As it 
turned out, they both gave me the same guidance, 
which was that I needed to do my own human 
revolution and change poison into medicine. It 
was up to me and not my mother to change.  

So, on January 1, 2008, I started my 
daimoku campaign. By January 1, 2009 I had 
chanted two million daimoku and was making 
progress. I was now calling and speaking to my 
mother once a week. It took three years and one 
visit for us to get that far. In these conversations 
with my mother I learned things about her that I 
never knew. Her mother died of TB when she was 
10 years old. She was then sent to live with her 
violent, alcoholic father. Her parents were not 
allowed to marry, because it was illegal for blacks 
and whites to marry in the ‘30s. When she was 
14, she was forced to marry a man twice her age, 
who later went to prison for life for murder. At 15 
she had my brother. At 16 she was married to my 
father who beat her regularly then left her. By the 
time she was 21 she had six kids. At 23 she 
married for the third time and had two more 
children. Hearing all this, my heart began to 
soften. I realized my mother had no training on 
how to be a good a parent and did the best she 
could. It was the same with my stepfather. He 
had a very violent childhood, much like my 
mother. Soon I started calling and talking to my 
stepfather and was sending both of them gifts. 

April 2009 was the start of a life-changing 
year. Two of my uncles died. Two days after my 
50th birthday, the ex-girlfriend of one of my sons 
died. Two weeks after that my oldest son lost a 
friend to a motorcycle accident, and the next 
month my youngest son lost a friend to a heroin 
overdose. In July I found out one of my sisters 
had lung cancer. On Sept 21st my stepfather died. 
I’d gotten the chance three days before to thank 
him for being there for us for 48 years and that I 
loved him, and I really did mean it. Then, three 
days after Thanksgiving, my oldest brother had a 
massive stroke that left him paralyzed on the left 
hand side. I called him and told him about Nam-
myoho-renge-kyo and the first thing he said was, 

“Praise God, I found it! I found Renge Kyo!” 
There had been an SGI member in the same 
room as my brother who chanted all the time and 
my brother had started chanting with him. When 
the member checked out of the hospital, my 
brother kept repeating, “Please let me find Renge 
Kyo!” I contacted the SGI in Las Vegas and 
members came to chant with my brother at the 
hospital. 

So far, I have chanted 3 1/2 million 
daimoku about my family, which has helped me 
to be in rhythm with my mother. Two weeks ago I 
was the only one my mother could reach to 
report that she was having chest pains and was 
scared. I stayed on the phone with her until she 
arrived at the hospital emergency room. I told 
her that I loved her, that she was a good mother 
and she was going to be fine. I found out later 
that she’d had a minor heart attack. That night I 
called my brothers and sisters to them about our 
mother and about my practice, that I was sorry 
for neglecting them, and from this day forward I 
wanted to be in their lives. I did not want to talk 
about the past, but wanted to move forward. 
They all received me with open hearts. My sister, 
whom I did not speak to for so long, is now 
chanting. I call my mother every other day. She 
has not changed and has not apologized to me for 
the things she did. But I have changed. I'm no 
longer the victim. I have become my mother’s 
counselor and confidant and if she gets 
belligerent, I compassionately correct her. I have 
her trust and respect. 

I would like to close with President 
Ikeda’s words from Faith into Action (p. 129) “I 
want you to be assured that the challenge to 
which we set ourselves day after day—that of our 
human revolution—is the royal road to bringing 
about reformation in our families, local regions 
and societies. An inner revolution is the most 
fundamental and at the same time the ultimate 
revolution for change in all things.” 
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