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DEDICATION

This book is dedicated to all mothers, past, present and future.

By the merits of printing this book,

May all sentient beings have happiness and its causes,
May all sentient beings be free from suffering and its causes,
May all sentient beings not be separated from sorrowless bliss,
May all sentient beings abide in equanimity,

free of bias, attachment and anger.
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Our parents are the most wonderful and
precious treasures that we are given. But
we never fully realise their importance
or ever cherish them enough. I never
understood how dear my parents truly
are until I became a mother myself. The
hardship of the pregnancy, the labour,

the birth experience, the difficulties of nursing and looking
after a newborn — all these and more along the path of
motherhood enabled me to comprehend just how dear and
precious my own parents are, especially my mother. I can
never be thankful, grateful, appreciative or ever repay her
enough for what she has sacrificed and done for me.

[ believe the same goes for everyone out there. We can never
love our parents enough because our love will always be
wanting compared to the boundless love and sacrifice which
our mothers enveloped us in since we were conceived.

This book pays tribute to all mothers and fathers, past,
present and future.

'@WWW’ reads, lalks,

I sincerely thank Venerable Thich Nhat Hanh from the
depths of my heart for giving this wonderfully simple yet
direct teaching, and for so kindly allowing us to republish
this book for free distribution.

May all sentient beings be well and happy.
May all progress well on the path of the Dharma!

Yours in the Dharma,

Sister Esther Thien

Executive Editor -
Kong Meng San Phor Kark See Monastery

Awaken Publishing & Design

Dharma Propagation Division
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A ROSE FOR YOUR POCKET
Thich Nhat Hanh

The thought mother' cannot be separated from that
of 'love. Love is sweet, tender and delicious. It is the
nourishment you need to grow. Without love, a child
cannot flower, an adult cannot mature. Without love,
we weaken and wither.

On the day 1 lost my mother, I wrote this in my
journal: “The greatest misfortune of my life has just
happened!" Even when you are an adult and living
away from your mother, her loss leaves you feeling as
disconsolate and abandoned as any young orphan.

You have all opportunities to hear songs and poems
praising a mother's devotion. They are all beautiful,
effortlessly beautiful and charming even if talent
is lacking. The songwriters and the poets seem to
pour their hearts into these works, and when we
listen we are moved. Writings extolling the virtues
of motherhood have existed since the beginning of
time throughout the world.

When I was a child, I heard a simple poem about
losing your mother. Till today it is still dear to me. If
your mother is still alive, you may feel tenderness for
her each time you read this, while dreading that far
off but inevitable event in the future.
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All of us are showered with tender love for many
years, and without even knowing it, we are quite
happy with that. Only when it has vanished do
we awaken with a start. Viethamese peasants

Years ago, like to speak simply. They do not understand the
£} carefrec and young, complicated language of city people. Describing
‘1; S lost my molter mothers as treasures of love is too complex
\y How I understood only then for them. Instead, country people in Vietnam
. The pilight of an orfithan. compare a mothers devotion to the finest
v Ofaﬁ ﬁ varieties of bananas or to honey, sweet rice
Pocky A Everyone wepl around me or sugar cane. They express their love in these
8 2 Bur 7{ gricved in stlence, simple and direct ways. For me,
i Tgnarant that lo relicve sorrow
% Ko’ Yood of tears must fall. A molher’s love is sweet i
Like the highest quality ba huong bananas |7
Duss envelofss the lombstone. Like the best nefp mol sweel rice A
The soft bell of the lemple lolls. nd the most delicious mia lau sugar cane. h ng’YSP
Rty Gion 4 ok i Pocket
5 lo lose the whole univense. "
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Remember those moments when
you have a bitter aftertaste in
your mouth following an attack
of a fever and everything you eat
is bland and tasteless? Only when
your mother comes and tucks you
in, gently pulling the covers over
your chest and placing her palm on
your burning forehead (is it really a
hand oris it the silk of heaven?) with
gentle whispers of My poor child!"do
you feel restored, surrounded by the
sweetness and warmth of maternal
love. Her love is as fragrant and as
sweet as ba huong bananas, nep mot
sweet rice and mia lau sugar cane.

Father's work is enormous, as huge
as a mountain. Mother’s devotion
is like the water flowing from a
mountain spring which gushes
forth without end. Maternal love is
our first taste of love, the origin and
source of all feelings of love.

to her, we have the capacity to love our
bours. Thanks to her, we can love all living
eings. Through her, we acquire our first notions
of compassion and empathy, because her love is
he source of all love. Many religious traditions

ognise this and pay deep tribute to a maternal
ﬁgu%ﬁuddhism has the Goddess of Mercy, Kwan
Yin, who is a mother image. Catholics have a mother

saint, the Holy Virgin Mary.

When you are little, your mother is like a gentle and
sweet angel who makes your pains and worries
disappear. You barely let out a cry, and she is there

- atyour side. Just the word mother' fills your heart
with love. Itis only a few steps to go from this love to
a spiritual faith and action.
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In the West, we celebrate Mother's Day which falls
on the second Sunday of May every year. Years ago,
I didnt know of this custom as | was unfamiliar
with Western culture. One day as [ was going to a
bookstore in the Ginza district of Tokyo with a fellow
monk, we ran into some Japanese students who
knew him. One discreetly asked him a question. Then
she drew from her bag a beautiful white carnation
and pinned it on my robe. I was surprised and a little
embarrassed. I had no idea what this gesture meant,
and [ didn't dare ask. I tried to act natural, thinking
this must be some local custom.

Only later, when we were in the bookstore, did
Master Thien-An explain to me that it was Mother's
day in Japan, a custom they had adopted from the
West. If your mother is still alive, you will be given a
red flower to wear on your pocket or lapel. If she is
dead, you wear a white flower. Looking down again
at the white flower on my robe, I was suddenly filled
with grief. I felt like a young orphan, as unfortunate

and unhappy as could be.

Those of us who wear a white flower cannot be

happy. We cannot forget she is no longer there. But
the white flower did make us remember tenderness
and love. And those who happily wore a red flower
were reminded to try to bring their mothers joy and
contentment before she is gone and it is too late. 1
found this a beautiful custom, and proposed that
we do the same thing in Vietnam and in the West
as well.

Our mother is a boundless source of love, an
inexhaustible treasure; yet so often we don't realise
this. Our mother is the greatest and most beautiful
gift life offers us. Those of you who still have your
mothers around, please don't wait till her death to
say: ‘1 have lived beside my mother all these years
without ever looking closely at her. Just brief glances,
a few words exchanged - asking for a little pocket
money, or one thing or another.” Or you lose your
temper, kick up a fuss, sulk and whine restlessly.
You only complicate her life, causing her to worry,
undermining her health, making her sleep late
and get up early. Many mothers die young because
of their children. Throughout her life, we children
expect her to cook, wash and clean up after us,
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while we think only of our grades and our careers.
Our mothers no longer have time to look deeply at
us, and we are too busy to look closely at her. Then,
when she is gone, you are overcome hy a sense of loss
because you never fully understand the meaning of
her presence and devotion.

This evening when you return from school or work,
or the next time you visit your mother if you live
away from her, go into her room with a quiet smile.
Sit down beside her. Without saying anything, look
at her really closely, for as long as you can. Do this
in order to see her, to realise that she is there, she
is alive, beside you. Take her hand and ask her a very
short question to capture her attention,”Mother, do
you know what?" She will be a little surprised and
will probably smile when she asks you, ‘What, dear?’
Keep looking into her eyes, smiling serenely, and
reply, ‘Do you know that I love you?" Ask this question
without waiting for an answer. Even if you are thirty
orfortyyears old, or even older, ask her as the child of
your mother. After this, both of you will feel peaceful
and happy, basking in the conscious knowledge of
your undying and indestructible love for each other.

So that even if she leaves you tomorrow or in the
future, you will have no regrets.

In Vietnam, during the holiday of Ullambana, it is our
custom to listen to stories and legends about the
Bodhisattva Maudgalyayana, about filial piety, the
fathers effort, the mother's devotion and the duties
of children. Everyone prays for the longevity of his
or her parents, or if they are dead, for their rebirth
in the heavenly pure lands. We believe that a child
without filial piety is without worth. But filial piety
also arises from love itself. Without love, filial piety
is artificial. When love is present, that is enough,
and there is no need to talk of obligation. To love
your mother is enough. It is not a duty. Loving your
mother is completely natural, as natural as drinking
water when you are thirsty. Every child must
have a mother, and it is totally natural to love her.
The mother loves her child, and the child loves his
mother. The child needs his mother, and the mother
needs her child. If the mother does not need her
child, nor the child his mother, then there is neither
mother nor child. There is only a misuse of the terms

‘mother and child
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Long ago, a teacher asked me, ‘If you love your
mother, how do you show it?" I told him, T must
obey and help her, take care of her when shes old,
and pray for her after her death." Now, however, I
would only say: I love my mother and I don't have
to show' anything at all. Just loving her is enough.
To love your mother is not a question of morality
or virtue.

Please do not think I have written this to give you a
lesson in morality. Loving your mother is a question
of profit. A mother is like pure spring water, like the
very finest sugar cane or honey, and like the best
quality sweet rice. If you do not know how to profit
from this, it is most unfortunate for you. I simply
want to bring this to your attention, to help you
avoid complaining one day that there is nothing
left in life for you. If a gift such as the presence of
your own mother doesn't satisfy you, even if you are
the president of a large corporation or king of the
universe, you probably still will not be satisfied. 1
know that even the most powerful god is not happy,
for he arises spontaneously and does not have the
good fortune to have a mother.

Let me share a story with you. Sometimes, I think
my sister shouldn't have married and T shouldnt
have become a monk. Both of us left our mother,
one to lead a new life with someone she loved, the
other to follow religious ideals he had embraced.
The night my sister got married, my mother looked
harassed, worrying about a thousand and one
things but wasn't particularly sad. But when we
sat down at the table for some light refreshments,
while waiting for our in-laws to come for my sister,
my mother couldn't take a bite. Finally she said to
my sister: For 18 years you have sat and eaten with
us. This is your last meal here. After this, youll go
away and from then on take your meals in another
family's home.” My sister cried, her head bowed
barely above her plate. She said: Mama, I don't want
to get married anymore.” But, of course, she did
and I, too, went away to become a monk. There is a
saying which praises the one who seeks truth and
wisdom by leading a monks life. But I'm not proud
of it. T loved my mother dearly, but 1 also have an
ideal, and to serve it I had to leave her. So much the

worse for me.
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In life, it is often necessary to make difficult choices.
Just as we cannot catch two fishes at the same
time, one in each hand, if we accept growing up, we
must accept suffering. I do not regret having left my
mother to become a monk, but I am sorry I had to
make such a choice. I didnt have the chance to profit
fully from this precious treasure. Each night, 1 pray
for my mother, but it is no longer possible for me
to savour the excellent ba huong banana, the best
quality nep mot sweet rice, and the delicious mia lau
sugar cane. Please dont think that I am suggesting
you forsake your career and remain home at your
mother's side.Thave already said I do not want to give
advice or lessons in morality. I only want to remind
you that a motheris like a banana, like good rice, like
honey, like sugar. She is tenderness, she is love. So my
dear brothers and sisters, please do not forget her.
Forgetting creates an immense loss, and I hope you
do not, either through ignorance or negligence, have
to endure such a loss. I gladly put a red rose on your
lapel so that you will be happy. That is all.

If I had any advice it would be this: Tonight, when
you return from school or work, or the next time you

visit your mother, go into her room calmly, silently
with a smile and sit down beside her. Without
saying anything, look at her really closely, for as
long as you can. Look at her well in order to see her,
to realise that she is there, alive and sitting beside
you. Then take her hand and ask her this short
question, “Mother, do you know what?" She will be
a little surprised and will probably smile when she
asks you, ‘What, dear?” Continuing to look into her
eyes with a serene smile, tell her, Do you know that
I'love you?" Ask her this question without expecting
for an answer. Even if you are thirty, forty years old,
or older, ask her simply because you are the child
of your mother. Both you and your mother will be
happy, basking in the conscious knowledge of your
undying and indestructible love for each other.
So that even if she leaves you tomorrow or in the
future, you will have no regrets.

This is the refrain [ give you to sing today. Brothers
and sisters, please chantit, please sing it often, till the
end of your lives, so that you won't live in indifference
and forgetfulness. Now, I have already placed a red
rose on your lapel. Please be happy.
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