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 FOREWORD

I am very happy to write a few thoughts for the book Towards the True Kinship of Faiths, a spiritual classic by a great sage of our times, His Holiness the Dalai Lama. Through his five decades of experience, His Holiness has advocated the view that every religion in the world has similar ideas of love, the same goal of benefiting humanity through spiritual practice, and the same hope that they can make their followers better human beings. All religions agree upon the necessity to control the undisciplined mind which harbours selfishness and other roots of trouble. And each in its own way teaches a path leading to a spiritual state that is peaceful, disciplined, ethical and wise, thus helping living beings to avoid misery and gain happiness. These thoughts inspired me to think of the Creator’s message. Almighty has created human beings with a brain and thinking faculty. He has commanded  His creation that this faculty must be used by everyone with reasoning in order to reach His image.


On reading this great book by His Holiness, I was reminded of visits to religious establishments and worshipping places. There, I used to get a feeling that I had entered into a beautiful garden. A place where flowers blossom, giving off a fragrance of honey that cheers the human mind. But when I left these divine institutions, I used to feel a vacuum. I felt as thought a gulf had been created by humans who had been influenced by multiple religions, and I felt a bridge was needed to unify all these differing religions. His Holiness has shown us that compassion is the foundation of all religions.


Towards the True Kinship of Faiths gives an answer by suggesting a programme for inter-religious understanding in a way that solves exclusivism. The book has a beautiful spirit and shows the great experiences of great mind of our time, offering a solution to all of humanity. Here, I quote the Dalai Lama: ‘To all people, religious and non-believing, I make this appeal. Always embrace the common humanity that lies at the heart of us all’ His Holiness further says: ‘The only appropriate, responsible and effective way to live in this undeniable reality is to follow the principles of compassion.’ In modern times, particularly now when we are witnessing constant social, political and religious unrest, it is essential to encourage the unity of religions. If humanity understands this unity, humanity can find its way to a prosperous, happy, peaceful and bright future. My reverence to His Holiness for providing a beacon light to the searching enlightened readers.


A. P. J. Abdul Kalam  
Former President of India  
April 2010





PREFACE

Fifty years ago, a young man of twenty-four, I walked out of the Norbu Lingka palace in Lhasa, the capital of Tibet, with a gun slung over my shoulder. I was disguised as a bodyguard, wearing a chuba,  the traditional Tibetan layman’s costume, and without my glasses. With a small group I fled the city and began the journey to freedom and exile in India. The political circumstances that drove me into exile remain such that I have not been able to return.

Since that night of March 17, 1959, our world has changed almost beyond recognition—and certainly beyond the imagination of a Tibetan monk who had never been outside of Asia. Some of today’s household words—Internet, e-mail, digital camera, genome, AIDS, globalization, iPod—had not even been coined. Today, the world we live in is truly global. No country can remain untouched by technological innovation, environmental degradation, the globalized systems of modern economics and banking, instant communications,  and the World Wide Web. Furthermore, the pace of exchange in ideas and people—both tourists and refugees—has created unprecedented contact and closeness among the world’s many cultures. Swiftly, the effects of what happens in one part of the world are felt everywhere else. Nowhere is immune. The challenge before us—much more urgent than in the past—in this era of nuclear weapons, international terrorism, financial uncertainty, and ecological crisis, is simply peaceful coexistence.

This challenge of peaceful coexistence, I believe, will define the task of humanity in the twenty-first century. As early as 1930, one of India’s greatest modern visionaries saw the problems clearly. In his Hibbert Lectures at Oxford, Rabindranath Tagore wrote:
The races of mankind will never again be able to go back to their citadels of high-walled exclusiveness. They are today exposed to one another, physically and intellectually. The shells, which have so long given them full security within their individual enclosures, have been broken, and by no artificial process can they be mended again. So we have to accept this fact, even though we have not yet fully adapted our minds to this changed environment of publicity, even though through it we may have to run all the risks entailed by the wider expansion of life’s freedom.

(THE RELIGION OF MAN, PP.141-42)





These sentiments are exactly to the mark. But the pressures on us now are far greater than when Tagore wrote.

In the face of the stresses caused by the confrontation with other cultures and ideas, and the rapidity of their effects on one’s own world of such global events as the economic downturn, which  in part originated elsewhere, it is not surprising that some have spoken of a “clash of civilizations.” Personally, I find such talk disturbing and unhelpful, for it only serves to accentuate the potential for discord. There is another possibility. The pressure cooker of globalization can move humanity in another direction, to the deeper plane where peoples, cultures, and individuals can connect with their basic, shared human nature. In that place, it is possible for us human beings to recognize the global nature of the problems facing us and our shared responsibility to confront them together, and to affirm the oneness of our human family. If we do not, the very survival of our species is at stake.

One area where peaceful coexistence has been hugely problematic in the history of humankind is in the relations between the world’s religions. In the past, conflicts generated by religious differences may have been significant and regrettable, but they did not threaten the future of the planet or the survival of humanity. In today’s globalized world, where extremists have access to vast technological resources and can draw on the immense emotive power of religion, a single spark could ignite a powder keg of truly frightening proportions. The challenge before religious believers is to genuinely accept the full worth of faith traditions other than their own. This is to embrace the spirit of religious pluralism.

The line between exclusivism—which takes one’s own religion to be the only legitimate faith—and fundamentalism is a dangerously narrow one; the line between fundamentalism and extremism is even narrower. The time has come for every individual adherent of a major world religion to ask: “What, in my heart of hearts, is my attitude to the followers of other faiths?” We, the believers, no longer have the luxury of the kind of tolerance that does not accord full respect to other religions. After 9/11, the upholding of exclusivist  religious bigotry in today’s world is no longer a private matter of an individual’s personal outlook. It has the potential to affect the lives of all.

The lesson I draw is that understanding and harmony between the world’s religions is one of the essential preconditions for genuine world peace.

 



 



Over the years I have come to recognize that I have three principal commitments in my life—one might even call them missions. First, as a human being, I am committed to the promotion of what I call basic human values, by which I mean especially compassion, which I see as the foundation of human happiness. Nurturing this compassionate seed within us and acting from this innate capacity are the keys to fulfilling the basic aspiration to happiness. There is an intimate connection between love and compassion, on the one hand, and genuine happiness, on the other. The indispensability of compassion touches us all, whether we are rich or poor, educated or uneducated, religious or nonreligious, from this nation or from that one. It is innate in us, the birthright of everyone born human. From our very first day in this life, we are wholly dependent on the love of our mother or some other caregiver. If we as a species are serious about creating a more caring and happier world, then it is this precious quality we need to foster and practice.

My second commitment, as a religious person, is to the promotion of inter-religious understanding and harmony. This book, which I have been so happy to write, is primarily aimed at contributing to this objective. Finally, my third commitment, as a Tibetan and as the Dalai Lama, is to the pursuit of a happy and satisfactory solution to the sad crisis of Tibet and its people. While the third commitment is  an inherited one, bequeathed to me in my role as the Dalai Lama, the first two are voluntary—willingly and happily taken up by me—and will last until my final breath.

 



 



Despite the tremendous progress in material conditions the world over, suffering remains. The afflictions such as greed, anger, hatred, and envy that underpinned much of our misery thousands of years ago continue to do so even today. Unless there is a radical change in human nature within a rapid period of time, these afflictions will plague us for many centuries to come. The teachings of each of the world’s great religions, in their own unique way, have been and will continue to be a spiritual resource to counter the effects of these afflictions. Therefore, religion remains relevant and will have an important role in human society for the foreseeable future. Supremely, the religions have inspired the flow of compassion and great acts of altruism, the effects of which have resonated in the lives of millions. So, both from the point of view of peace in the world and to foster the beneficial potential of religion in the world, the faith traditions must find a way of relating to each other with mutual acceptance and genuine respect.

This book attempts to outline the arena within which it may be possible to create the dialogue that can lead to genuine inter-religious understanding. As I look at the world today, I see dangerous forces of polarization. There are worrying trends within the religions to denigrate other faiths; there is also increasing polarization between the religious and those with no religion. Such attitudes will only harden mutual suspicion and distrust. Yet, I believe that those arguing for exclusivism are fundamentally misguided as to the essential ground on which a religious spirituality is based. It is the task  of all human beings with an aspiration to spiritual perfection—not just the leaders of the world religions but also every individual believer—to affirm the fundamental value of the compassion that lies both at the heart of human nature and at the core of the ethical teachings of all the world’s major religions. In this way we can truly develop a deep recognition of the value of other faiths, and on that basis, we can cultivate genuine respect.

 



 



When I came to India as a refugee in 1959, I knew very little about religions other than my own. In the last fifty years, I have spent a substantial part of my time and attention learning and thinking about the great world religions beyond my own Buddhism. This has been hugely uplifting, for it has affirmed for me the extraordinary richness of the human spirit when it comes to envisioning the ideal of perfection and examining the fundamental questions of existence. On the metaphysical level, all major religions confront the same perennial questions: Who am I? Where do I come from? Where will I go after death? On the level of living a good life, all the faith traditions turn to compassion as a guiding principle. They use different words, invoke different images, root themselves in different concepts. But what they have in common is far more than what divides them, and their differences form the potential for a tremendously enriching dialogue, rooted in a marvelous diversity of experience and insight.

This book attempts to explore these convergences while setting up a model where differences between the religions can be genuinely appreciated without serving as a source of conflict. The establishment of genuine inter-religious harmony, based on understanding, is not  dependent upon accepting that all religions are fundamentally the  same or that they lead to the same place. I do maintain, however, that their very different metaphysical teachings give, in each case, a truly inspiring foundation for a beautiful ethical system rooted in compassion. I have no doubt that a sincere believer can, with integrity, be a pluralist in relation to religions other than his own, without compromising commitment to the essence of the doctrinal teachings of his own faith.

My engagement with the world’s religions has convinced me that, whatever the differences of doctrine, on the level of actually living a religious life or fulfilling a spiritual aspiration, there is a striking degree of shared understanding. In particular, all the great religions stress compassion as a fundamental spiritual value. Whether it is in scriptural prescriptions for leading a good life, in the ideal of life that is admired and propagated, or in the exemplary lives of many of the remarkable individuals of different faiths, past and present (some of whom I have been privileged to meet), I have no doubt that compassion lies at the heart of all these religions. If this is true, there is a tremendous potential for the world’s religions to come together in the cause of human goodness. Yet the task is massively difficult. The history of religion seems fraught with discord, mutual suspicion, and ideological conflict rooted in bigotry and exclusivism, or the view that one’s own faith is the only legitimate one. I believe that the underlying causes of this history of divisiveness have no defensible basis. The challenge before us—which I see as most urgent—is to overcome this history and move to a harmonious understanding rooted in compassion.

 



 



Although this book deals with the world’s great religions, the story it tells is of one man’s experience and of a personal engagement. I have  no illusion that what is offered here does justice to the totality of any one religion, nor even succeeds in capturing its essential teachings as understood within the tradition itself. However, I sincerely hope that the story told here—of a Buddhist monk’s journey into the world’s religions—offers encouragement, perhaps even inspiration, to others to enter deeply into traditions different from their own.

I should like to thank the innumerable people from all the religions who have granted me their time and helped me to come to a deeper appreciation of the world’s great teachings. From my personal conversations with India’s religious masters, such as the Jain teacher Acharya Tulsi, to deep exchanges with Christian practitioners like the Trappist monk Thomas Merton, I have been accorded a tremendous privilege and a rare opportunity to enter the wonderful world of other faith traditions. In order that the reader is not taxed with too many names I shall not be able to list the names of so may of the religious leaders and practitioners I have been privileged to meet over so many years. To all of them, however, I owe deep personal gratitude for their time, wisdom, and compassion.

I have a boundless respect for my own Buddhist faith, but to see it within the context of its brother and sister religions has afforded me a vision of the grandeur and extent of what I truly believe to be the finest aspirations of the human spirit. My gratitude is also due to my two editors—Dr. Thupten Jinpa, who has been my principal translator now for a quarter of a century, and his colleague, Dr. Jaś Elsner—for helping me express my thoughts as cogently as possible in English, and especially for their help in selecting and checking citations from the world’s scriptures. In the process of writing, the editors, as well as members of my own personal staff, have helped me think through the implications and consequences of some of the more challenging aspects of my ideas. I  would also like to thank those individuals who have read and commented on the manuscript.

May the effort of this book be of benefit to the emergence of a genuine understanding between the world’s great religions, and may it foster in us deep reverence toward one another.




1

 LEAVING THE COMFORT ZONE




 1956, The First Opening 

When I was growing up in Tibet, and especially after my serious engagement in studies of classical Buddhist thought and practice from the age of fifteen, I used to feel that my own Buddhist religion was the best. I thought that there simply could not be any other faith tradition that could rival the depth, sophistication, and inspirational power of Buddhism. Other religions must, at best, be “so-so.” Looking back, I feel embarrassed by my naïveté, although it was the view of an adolescent boy immersed in his own inherited religious tradition. Yes, I was vaguely aware of the existence of a great world religion called Christianity that propounds the way of salvation through the life of its savior, Jesus Christ. In fact, as a child I had heard the story of how some Christian priests had once established a mission in western Tibet in the seventeenth century. There was also a small  community of Tibetan Muslims right up until modern times, who had lived in Lhasa city for over four centuries. As for Hindus and Jains, followers of the two other major religions native to India, I was convinced that the philosophical arguments, found in the classical Buddhist critiques of their tenets, had effectively demonstrated the superiority of the Buddhist faith centuries ago.

Needless to say such naïveté could be sustained only so long as I remained isolated from any real contact with the world’s other religions. The first time I had any direct contact with a real Hindu was when a sadhu, an Indian holy man, with matted hair and white lines of ash painted on his forehead, appeared at the Potala Palace when I was a child. He was shouting “Dalai Lama, Dalai Lama!,” and appeared to have wanted to see me. Of course, he spoke no Tibetan and nobody in the vicinity spoke any Hindi. There was quite a commotion as my attendants, bodyguards, and all sorts of onlookers tried to stop him! Nobody had any idea who or what he was, or from what religious background he came. The pivotal moment of contact came when I had the opportunity to visit India for the first time in 1956. Before this, the only other country I had been to was China, which was then in the full swing of communism.

 



 



It was the crown prince of Sikkim, in his capacity as the president of the Maha Bodhi Society, as well as the special committee set up by the government of India to organize the 2,500th anniversary of the Buddha’s death, known as the parinirvana, who officially invited me to India. My spiritual colleague, the late Panchen Lama (who later suffered a lot in the wake of the communist takeover of Tibet yet did so much for the Tibetan people until his untimely death in Tibet in 1986), also joined me on this historic visit to India. During more  than three months’ stay in India at that time, I had the honor to meet many people from all walks of life, as well as from all kinds of religious backgrounds. The president of India, Dr. Rajendra Prasad, graciously engaged me in deep conversation on several occasions. A noted legal scholar, India’s first president was also a deeply religious man who took seriously the historical legacy of India as a birthplace of some of the world’s great religions. His humility and his deep humanity made me feel that in being with him I was in the presence of a truly spiritual man, a being dedicated to the ideal of a genuinely selfless life of service. India’s vice president then was Dr. Sarvepalli Radhakrishnan, a famed scholar of Indian philosophy and religion. Speaking with him was like being treated to an intellectual feast. On the personal level, getting to know the president and vice president, as well as Pandit Jawaharlal Nehru, India’s first Prime Minister, made me feel somehow close to the great being Mahatma Gandhi, whom we Tibetans used to call at that time Gandhi Maharaja (literally, “Gandhi, the Great King!”).

One meeting that left an enduring memory was a surprise visit from a senior Jain master who came to see me with an assistant monk. I remember clearly being surprised by the asceticism of these two Jain monks. It was, I later came to know, part of their everyday lifestyle always to sit on hard surfaces and not on soft cushions. Since we were in an official guesthouse, there was hardly any furniture without soft padding on the seats. So, finally, the monks sat on the coffee table. We had a lengthy conversation on the similarities between Buddhism and Jainism, which historians often refer to as twin religions. Here, for the first time in my experience, was a real Jain practitioner whose articulation of his own faith tradition had little resemblance to the characterization of Jain views in the scholastic texts and refutations I had studied in my youth!

After the official celebrations of the Buddha’s parinirvana, I was able to go on pilgrimage to the ancient Buddhist holy sites, especially Bodh Gaya, where the Buddha attained enlightenment; Lumbini, where he was born; and Sarnath, near Varanasi, where he preached his first sermon on the Four Noble Truths. Face-to-face with the holy stupa at Bodh Gaya and standing in front of the Bodhi Tree, which is descended from the very tree under which the Buddha attained enlightenment more than 2,500 years ago, I was moved to tears. This holy place is revered by Buddhists the world over—in Tibet there was even a custom of sculpting miniature models of the  stupa at Bodh Gaya as objects of veneration. In my first autobiography, written soon after my going into exile in India, I described my emotions when I first saw the Bodh Gaya stupa: 
From my very early youth I had thought and dreamed about this visit. Now I stood in the presence of the Holy Spirit who had attained Mahaparinirvana, the highest Nirvana, in this sacred place, and had found for all mankind the path to salvation. As I stood there, a feeling of religious fervor filled my heart, and left me bewildered with the knowledge and impact of the divine power which is in all of us.





While on pilgrimage to the Buddhist sites in central India, I had the chance to witness a truly historic event. At Rajgir—where the tradition believes that the Perfection of Wisdom scriptures, so dear to the practitioners of Mahayana Buddhism, were originally taught—a grand ceremony took place in a colorful tent. Prime Minister Nehru had come to formally accept a gift to the people of India that was brought in person by the then Chinese premier, Zhou En-lai. This  was a holy Buddhist relic that, I was told, had been brought to China from India in the seventh century, possibly by the famed Chinese pilgrim Xuán Tsang, and was now being returned to its original home. I felt so deeply honored to be present at this ceremony, which was what we Tibetans call a tashipa, or auspicious occasion. Nehru was agitated at the time because the Tibetan officials who accompanied me to India were divided in their thinking. One group suggested that I remain behind in India until the political situation inside Tibet became more settled, while the other group urged me to go back to Tibet and negotiate with the communist authorities in Beijing.

It was also during this Indian tour that I saw the famous Elephanta Caves, a historically significant sacred site for the Hindu tradition located just off the coast of Mumbai (Bombay). Dated to around the ninth century CE, this temple complex of caves contains many beautiful rock carvings of important divinities from the Hindu pantheon. The central image is a twenty-foot-high three-headed Shiva, whose three faces, I learned, represent the divinity in his three distinct but interconnected forms: the right face, which has a sensuous appearance, represents Shiva as the creator of the world; the left, which has an expression of anger, represents Shiva as the destroyer; while the central face, which has a gentle expression, symbolizes Shiva as the preserver of the universe.

As a Tibetan Buddhist, a follower of a tradition that takes great pride in its continuous lineage from the ancient Indian monastery of Nalanda, with its unsurpassed religious and philosophical legacy, to actually visit the site of Nalanda was truly memorable and moving. It was from here that came most of the great masters whose works are closely studied to this day in the Tibetan monastic colleges—works many of which I had myself studied as a young monk. In fact, one of the founders of Buddhism in Tibet, Shantarakshita, was a noted  philosopher from Nalanda in the ninth century and the initiator of an important Buddhist school, the Yogacara Madhyamaka. Shantarakshita’s classic Tattvasamgraha (Compendium of Epistemology) is highly admired to this day as a philosophical masterpiece, both in India and in Tibet. It was wonderful, too, to have the opportunity to pay homage to Nagarjunakonda in southern India, a monastic site associated with the great second-century Buddhist master Nagarjuna, to whom the Tibetan tradition refers as the “Second Buddha.” By the 1980s, the monastery’s actual location was under water, as a result of the construction of a large electrical dam near the site. Personally, being able to walk on the very site where Nagarjuna once lived was truly meaningful. Nagarjuna remains to this day one of the deepest sources of spiritual inspiration and philosophical insight for me.

Looking back to this trip in 1956, I realize that my visit to the Theosophical Society in Chenai (then Madras) left a powerful impression. There I was first directly exposed to people, and to a movement, that attempted to bring together the wisdom of the world’s spiritual traditions as well as science. I felt among the members a sense of tremendous openness to the world’s great religions and a genuine embracing of pluralism. When I returned to Tibet in 1957, after more than three months in what was a most amazing country for a young Tibetan monk, I was a changed man. I could no longer live in the comfort of an exclusivist standpoint that takes Buddhism to be the only true religion. When tragic political circumstances in 1959 forced me into exile in India to live as a refugee, I was paradoxically afforded the freedom to deepen my personal journey of understanding and engagement with the world’s faith traditions.

 



 



Ironically, as political circumstances compelled me to move out of the physical comfort zone of my homeland of Tibet, my exposure to  the grandeur of India’s great religions brought me to let go of the mental comfort zone, a space where my own Buddhism was the one true religion and other faith traditions were at best mere similitude. As so often happens when we are confronted with tragedy and suffering, we come closer to reality—and this leaves little room for pretence and wishful thinking. Such were the circumstances as I began to establish my second home in India and helped to lay the foundation for the new lives of so many of my fellow Tibetans who came to India, Nepal, and Bhutan as refugees. On the personal level, this new situation—being a refugee and a guest of India during one of the darkest periods in Tibet’s long history—brought with it a degree of freedom that I could never have imagined in my previous life as the head of a country, struggling under an ever-increasing loss of freedom. This new life allowed me to be what I call a “simple Buddhist monk,” now free to forgo the ceremonial trappings that were such a pervasive aspect of the life of the Dalai Lama. I never really liked the ceremonies anyway, so I was happy to see them disappear. Perhaps, the most precious thing that this life in exile has brought me is the ability to meet so many people, especially ordinary people, from all backgrounds.




 A Knock on the Door from the West 

One remarkable person who crossed my path during my first decade of exile was a Christian monk who left a lasting impression. To this day, I vividly remember my meeting with Father Thomas Merton. He came to see me at my residence, in Dharamsala in northern India, in November of 1968. As a Trappist monk, Merton wore a  white robe with a hood and a broad leather belt around his waist. In addition, he wore a pair of tall brownish boots, which looked quite out of place in Dharamsala. In appearance, nothing could be more striking than the contrast between our robes. As a Tibetan Buddhist monk, I wear maroon robes with a patch of golden yellow on my sleeveless vest. Our monastic robe is made of two pieces. The lower part is a robe that has several folds to allow easier movement of the legs when walking; this is tied with a sash around the waist. The upper part is a sleeveless vest with a loose shawl-like maroon cloth around it covering the left arm but leaving the right arm exposed. So, except for our hairstyle—in my case a shaved head and in Merton’s case a natural baldness—there was hardly any similarity when it came to our appearance.

Merton’s visit came at a perfect time. The initial task had been completed of ensuring the rehabilitation of the thousands of Tibetans who had fled mainly to India in the wake of my escape. The other priority for my community—the establishment of Tibetan schools for our refugee children—had also been accomplished, thanks to the kindness of the Indian government. So, the period from the mid 1960s to the end of that decade happened for me personally to be a wonderful time of critical reflection, spiritual contemplation, and meditation practice. In particular, I was able to revisit the great texts that I had studied in Tibet and delve into a series of new teachings and practices. I also had the opportunity to dedicate weeks at a time—sometimes even a month or two—to deepening my meditation practice and to philosophical reflection. My two tutors were with me in Dharamsala, as were several other great Tibetan masters who provided wise counsel when needed. So I spent many hours in meditative cultivation of universal compassion, as well as in deepening my understanding and experience of  emptiness—the truth of the profound interdependent nature of all things—that the Nalanda tradition understands to be the ultimate reality. When Thomas Merton came to see me, I was able to explore deeply with him, in a series of conversations, some personal spiritual experiences on my part.

Merton was a robust man, both in the physical sense—he had a bodily frame with big bones—and in the spiritual sense. In him I saw a monk who cared deeply for the world, passionately believed in the power of spirituality to heal the wounds of humanity, and had an intense spiritual search. An advocate of inter-religious dialogue, Thomas Merton would penetrate into the realms of other faith traditions—Buddhism, in the case of discussion with me—so that he could, as it were, taste the actual flavor of the teachings that other traditions represent. For me, there was a real inspiration in Merton’s engagement with Buddhism in that it reflected great courage on his part to explore traditions beyond his own. In our discussions, every now and then he would cast a deep, penetrating gaze at me, suggesting the full awareness of his presence in our conversation.

 



 



There is no doubt that my meeting with Thomas Merton opened my eyes to the richness and depth of the Christian faith. Later I found out that there were quite striking similarities between our lives. At his monastery, Merton’s day began at 2:30 AM, while mine begins at 3:30 AM. He, too, spent many hours in the morning in contemplative prayer and silence, and had his breakfast early, which I do as well. Merton was a great and deeply knowledgeable advocate of inter-religious dialogue while remaining true to his own Christian faith. He, too, was a proponent of harmony among the followers of the world’s great religions, based on a deep understanding of each  other’s profound spiritual teachings. Of course, as a monk, like me, he led a life dedicated to celibacy and service to others.
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