

Dear Mettavihari,


We have gathered here to take leave from our beloved teacher Mettavihari. The people of the first hour speak about Ta maha, the great teacher; the Thai people call him Luong Por, father, monk, sometimes you hear: achaan, sometimes bhante, but for most of us he is Mettavihari. It might sound impolite to some people, but in fact it is both a familiar first and second name. In his passport is written: Matthaviharee. Call me my true name: a concept, a legend, a friend, a father. Mettavihari has many names, many colours and many sides. I would like to honour him and pay my respect to him from this spot as meditation teacher. That is why I would like to tell you his very first meditation experience. This experience has marked him for life.

Once upon a time, there was a small boy... He lived in Thailand and went to live in a monastery at the age of fourteen. He started to meditate and experienced a deep concentration. He had no more thoughts and no more pain. He felt wonderful. Full of delight he went to see his teacher and told him: 

“I am enlightened, I am enlightened.”


The teacher, a wise man with much experience and insight into human nature, said that this experience of his was a beautiful start, but that he should simply go on practising meditation. 


The boy disagreed with his teacher and decided not to meditate any longer. 


So then the teacher said: 

“In that case, go and study Pali and the suttas.” 

The boy was a brilliant student. 


At the age of 20 he had passed all the theoretical examinations. 


At this stage, an old monk comes passing by, a friend of his teacher, that sees him sitting around with his books. He starts to talk to him and says:


“You are very intelligent and you like books, but you should go and meditate.”


“Why?” asks the boy. 


“You have a head full of knowledge, but you still do not know anything.”


“I do know already what meditation is,” says the boy, “I felt without pain and without thoughts. What else can there be?”


“Did you like it?” asked the old monk.


“I loved it.”


“That’s exactly what it’s all about,” said the monk. “That is your great obstacle. You should let the knowledge descend into your heart.”


“How?” asked the boy.


“By practicing Vipassana meditation.”


“But I dislike my teacher so much. He he tells me I don’t do it the right way.”


The old monk encourages him to go and meditate all the same. The boy respects this monk and so decides to follow his advice after all. He then goes back to tell his own teacher. 


The teacher says:


“OK, but you must promise to stay for three months.”


The boy promises to stay for three months. His retreat is intensive, the boy experiences a lot of pain and the teacher is strict. His dislike of the teacher gets worse and worse. He could kill him. He wants to run away, but he also does not want to break his promise. 


In the mean time his aunt comes by every morning to bring him food, as is the custom with the monks. He is very fond of his aunt, she is like a mother to him. Every morning he looks forward to her visit and her consolation. 


Then the teacher says that his aunt should not come any longer. Now the boy gets totally furious. He goes to see his teacher and says:


“I hate you.”


“Why?” asks the teacher.


“Because you forbade me to have contact with my aunt. She brings me food… and I prefer to see her rather than you.”


“You let yourself be guided by preference and aversion too much - that is not Vipassana.”


“What is Vipassana then?”


“Vipassana means that your feelings for your aunt and for me become the same. As soon as you can exchange the feelings for your aunt and me, your mind will no longer be disturbed and you will become quieter.”


From that moment on he began to meditate for real and he acknowledged his preference and aversion. Again and again. A hundred times, a thousand times. 


After a while, he had developed so much equanimity that his aunt and his teacher did not make a difference to him any more. He, himself, was the most surprised! And so, he decided to dedicate the rest of his life to Vipassana meditation. 


This boy has come later, as the Buddhist monk Mettavihari, to The Netherlands and has devoted his life to people. Not in a general, but in a very personal way. He was as a shepard that knows his sheep, excuse me for this biblical comparison. By the way: Mettavihari would have loved it, because he liked to be oecumenical. “Meditation,” he used to say, “is for everybody, not just for Buddhists. Vipassana meditation is for mankind.” 
And so it could happen that during a Buddhist (Vipassana) retreat, you would be sitting on your cushion next to a Muslim, a Sufi, a Jew or a Christian. Everyone would understand him in his own language, since he spoke the language of people, the language of suffering and miscontent, of the cause of sufferance, that is: living in the illusion of the day, living from stinginess and madness. “Mundane world is a crazy world,” used to say Mettavihari. And sometimes it was: “You all are crazy.” 


But he never ended down in the dumps, he showed the way, the way from the dead to the deadless, the way from sorrow to where there is no more sorrow and sufferance, the way from the mundane to the supramundane: to nibbana. He was as a lamp in front of your feet and he told you how to go and what to do, endless times, over and over again. 


With patient discipline being aware: one thing at a time, on time, all the time. Hour after hour, day after day, retreat after retreat. Just as he had done himself, in order to overcome his preference for his aunt and his aversion of his teacher. 


He spoke with authority, because he had allowed his theoretical knowledge to descend into his heart. Tirelessly he has made it clear that there is bookish knowledge and knowledge from hear-say and knowledge from the heart. This last knowledge is wisdom. And so he said: “It is thanks to meditation and to my teacher that I got insight in the desire to go and the desire to stay. The workings of the heart and of the head. The processes of love and hatred have become clear to me within two months. I have learned to live with these in peace.


When desire ends, there will be peace. This was his teaching to us. May you beloved Mettavihari and all of us share this inner peace.

Jotika/dear mettavihari
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