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Homage to My Teacher Shinohara
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Ancient Chinese spoke of five affinities
— towards heaven, earth, emperor, family
and teacher. The uproar of humanism,
however, has brought down the heaven
and expelled the belief in a divine earth,
while the imperial rule has long since
become obsolete. Hence, of the five
affinities, only two persist unchanged: the
affinity with one’s family and teacher.

My teacher Koichi Shinohara grew up in
a cultured family in Tokyo. A precocious
child, he set his ambition beyond the four
seas; and a young adult, he set oft to New

* Translated by Weiyu Lin #f J& 5. A town-fellow of mine, Weiyu came to

study with me as a MA student three years ago. Last summer, he moved to the

UC Berkeley, where he works on a doctoral program under the supervision of
Robert Sharf, who, along with Koéichi Shinohara and Phyllis Granoff, shepherded
my own graduate study at McMaster University three decades ago. What a string
of inconceivable (Skt. acintya) karmic des! BEEFRMRTERE  ME FREE
N . PIAERT R AR, BRI 5 S AR . AN A, 5 R B R 2 IS R
(McMaster) [FIFREZE . BB b, HR R
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York to pursue his studies. Years later, from
behind his podium, he started to teach
in North America; and for decades, his
students, like ripe peaches and pears, grew
across the field.

Professor Shinohara is, to me, a teacher
and family, to whom I owe gratitude deep
as ocean. Last year, on the day of Double
Ninth, Professor Shinohara celebrated his
eightieth birthday. And he is living his age
like the Confucian sage of benevolence
and wisdom who ‘delights in mountains
and rivers” and who lives a long life with
joy. For this occasion, I, unable to repay
even one ten-thousandth of all that my
teacher had invested in me, nevertheless
convened colleagues, friends, and young
scholars, as a modest means to celebrate my

teacher’s birthday.

In his early years, he was drawn to the
scholarship of Max Weber (1864-1920).
Then by some fortuitous karma, he
commenced years of solitary learning
of Buddhism. In the Dragon Palace, his
heart poured over the teaching of the
Buddha; and by way of patient cultivation,
he emerged one day transformed. Even
in a minutia of a text, he sees a world of
connections unfolding, while his sophis-
ticated theories flow in abundance from
his philological scrutiny. His scholarship
is analogous to a silent thunder whose
deafening roar is packed in a prudent
language and meticulous wording. He em-
bodies Sima Qian’s H] 55 #& (b. 145 BCE)
‘intuitive learning’ and Chen Yinke’s i
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B 1% (1860-1969) ‘sympathetic research’.
He walks high in the cloud, and yet his feet
always land as if on a solid ground; and his
speech overflows with nectar of insights.

With years, his reputation grew all the
higher that attracted for him invitations
worldwide. I once asked how he expends
his time on the road, to which he smiled
and said, ‘I spend it with Tibetan and
Sanskrit’.

It is in the same gentle way of the past that
Professor Shinohara treats his students.
During the years under his supervision, I
have never seen a harsh countenance, nor
heard a reprimand. His speech, tender
and meaningful, always moved me like
the warm draft of spring. By nature, I
am impatient; and in actions, I am often
imprudent. Knowing this, Professor
Shinohara has taught me, numerous times,
the way of forbearance, like that of Ximen
Bao P8 ™ %Y (Sth c.) who emulated
the taut cowhide that he wore; and the
way of concentration, like that of Dong
Zhongshu # {1 &F (179 BCE-104 BCE)
who, for three years, did not distract him-
self with even one gaze at the garden. Alas!
One’s nature resists changes. I am now
mid-way between the fifth and sixth decade
of life, and yet I have not understood the
‘decree of heaven’; nor have my ears turned
‘receptive to truth’. I subsist on my meagre
scholarship, with achievements that are still
wanting. It is only by opening the pages of
my teacher that my insecurity is soothed.
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My teacher and I are bound by incredible
karma: he is one year senior of my father,
while his birthday is one day later than the
date of my own. On this occasion, I want
to wish my teacher healthy and sound, and
that we shall together celebrate his 88th
birthday.

Reverently composed by Jinhua Chen



