2,500 years ago, two powerful nations and a dozen city-states
were at war with one another, bringing great instability to
people’s lives. The teachings of Sakaymuni Buddha were
influencing more and more people, and even some kings had
begun ruling according to Buddhist principles.
When the kingdom of the Aiku royal family is conquered,
the princess is rescued by a vassal who loves her yet despises
the Buddhist order embraced by her father, especially the
young disciple called Anan…

Written by Japanese spiritual philosopher Masahisa Goi, Anan
is a trilogy of fictional stories centered around one of the
Buddha’s ten great disciples, known in the West as Ananda. Set
in ancient India and Nepal, the books bring together characters
both historical and fictional in tales of overcoming karma and
inner demons to find one’s true self and attain a state of peace.
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Born in Tokyo in 1916, Masahisa Goi was a poet,
philosopher, writer, and singer. Though he aimed at
a career in music, he found himself spontaneously
drawn to the realms of philosophy and spiritual
guidance. At the age of 33 he attained oneness with
his divine self. Mr. Goi authored more than 60
books and volumes of poetry. Based on the universal
prayer May Peace Prevail on Earth which he advocated, Masahisa
Goi founded a worldwide movement of world peace through prayer,
transcending religious, ethnic, and political boundaries.

BOOK

a novel

ANAN
book one

MASAHISA GOI

ALSO BY MASAHISA GOI
God and Man:

Guideposts for Spiritual Peace and Awakening

One Who Unites Heaven and Earth
The Spirit of Lao Tsu
The Story of Anan

a two-part comic book series

Living Like the Blue Sky
five talks by Masahisa Goi

a novel

ANAN
book one

I Heard It Like This:

The Wisdom of Masahisa Goi
Compiled by Hideo Takahashi

How to Develop Your Spirituality, Vol. 1
Essays on the Bible, Vol. 1

MASAHISA GOI

This story takes place some 2,500 years ago, in what is
today India and Nepal. Two powerful nations—Kosala in
the north and Makada in the south—and a dozen citystates were constantly at war with one another, bringing
great instability to people’s lives. In this environment, the
teachings of Sakaymuni Buddha were influencing more
and more people, including King Aiku, who had begun
ruling according to Buddhist principles.
ANAN: Book One
Copyright © 2021 Masahisa Goi
All rights reserved.
ISBN 979-8-5968-9239-0
Originally published in Japanese as Shōsetsu: Anan (小説 阿難),
Byakko Press, 1958
Translated from the Japanese by Grace Roberts.
Edited by David W. Edelstein, Kinuko Hamaya, and Mary L.
McQuaid.
Designed by David W. Edelstein
Cover photo by Couleur from Pixabay
Cover illustrations by Freepik

* Please note: In this book, the names of most people and places are taken
from the pronunciations used in the original Japanese text. Although
based in history, this is a work of fiction, and not all the characters and
places have known historical counterparts.

CONTENTS
Major Characters

1

Commonly Used Terms

3

一

Princess Sondari and Masla

5

二

Anan

14

三

Shabira’s Group

33

四

The Divine Power of Mokuren

40

五

Magic

52

六

The Four Noble Truths, the Eightfold
Path, and Makakasho

64

七

The Wounded Demon

80

八

Destiny

86

九

Power of the True Mind

93

十

Departure to the Front

98

十一 Meditation

106

十二 A New Shabira

133

十三 Buddha Nature

142

十四 A Woman’s Heart

150

十五 Counseling

168

十六 Blind Warrior

179

十七 A Heart of Great Mercy

191

十八 Frost Melting in the Light

246

Anan: One of the ten great disciples of Sakyamuni Buddha,
who served as Sakyamuni’s personal attendant for a long time.
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Masla: Former vassal of King Aiku. Serves King Hashinoku
after the fall of the castle.

MAJOR CHARACTERS

Princess Sondari: Princess of the Aiku royal family.
Concerned about Masla’s hostility toward Anan.
Hirume: Princess Sondari’s lady-in-waiting. Like the princess,
she reveres and adores Anan.
Shabira: The head of a heretical Brahmanist sect who is
plotting the collapse of the Sakya order.
Sakyamuni Buddha (also called Gautama, Seson,
Shakuson): The historical Buddha—an enlightened being who
inspired people’s love and devotion by teaching principles
of truth for 45 years after reaching his own awakening. Born
as Siddhartha Gautama, he founded the Middle Way, which
became the Buddhist religion.
Kasho (also called Makakasho): One of the ten great disciples of Buddha, known as being foremost in overcoming
material desires.
Mokuren: One of the ten great disciples of Buddha, known for
his mystical divine powers.
Sharihotsu: One of the ten great disciples of Buddha, known
for having the highest level of wisdom.
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COMMONLY USED TERMS
Brahmanism – a religious tradition of ancient India, based
on Vedic writings. Brahma, or Brahman, refers to the absolute reality, the supreme existence, or the ultimate universal
principle. The ideas and practices of Brahmanism, in part, gave
shape to modern-day Hinduism.
-dono (Japanese) – an honorific suffix used in old Japanese to
show respect when addressing or referring to someone (more
formal than san or sama).
karma (Sanskrit) – originally means ‘work,’ or ‘creative activity
of thoughts.’ One’s thoughts, words, and deeds—whether good
or bad—create causes which, when triggered (it may be in a
future lifetime), produce corresponding effects in one’s own
life. In the writings of Masahisa Goi, the word karma often
represents the idea of ‘darkness’ or ‘dark thoughts.’
Nyorai (Japanese, 如来) – Tathagata in Sanskrit, one of the
ten honorable titles of a Buddha, meaning ‘the thus come one,’
or ‘the one who has come from the realm of truth.’ Nyorai
could also be explained as ‘the presence of divine light’ or ‘a
being that is sacred and holy.’
-sama, -san (Japanese) – honorific suffixes used in Japanese to
show respect when addressing or referring to someone (never
used with one’s own name). Sama is slightly more formal than
san.
Seson and Shakuson (Japanese, 世尊, 釈尊) – respectful
names for Sakyamuni Buddha.
Sonja (Japanese, 尊者) – honorific term for a Buddhist saint
or person of high repute.
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一
CHAPTER 1

Princess Sondari
and Masla

ONE

“D

o not fight, do not take up arms! Honor the holy
teachings of Buddha Seson…”
As the sounds of her father’s cries faded into the
distance, a vision of the gentle, handsome face of Anan
suddenly appeared before Princess Sondari’s eyes.
“Oh, Anan-sama, you have come to rescue me!” Anansama has come to rescue me… The moment she had this
thought, the princess lost consciousness, as if she were
pulled into a deep sleep.
Meanwhile, Masla the warrior continued to fight
bravely.
“How foolish it is to die without putting up a fight!”
Masla had deliberately ignored the king’s orders and
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thrown himself into enemy territory. Considered the
bravest man in the country, he stood more than six feet
tall and had unshakable confidence in his own physical
strength and in the martial skills he had honed over the
course of many battles. Without hesitation, he cut down
every enemy soldier that crossed his path. Yet no matter
how many he eliminated, their numbers never seemed
to diminish. This was not the case with his side, however.
They had dwindled to a mere three or four soldiers, and
there were no more brave men left to bring up the rear.
“We can’t go on like this!” Realizing that defeat was
imminent, Masla was suddenly gripped by a sense of
alarm. Turning on his heels, he abruptly stopped fighting
and headed back toward the castle, running as fast as
he could, paying no attention to the enemy soldiers all
around him.
As he ran, a seething anger pierced his chest with a
sharp pain. What fools! If all our men had joined forces
to fight, we would have won this battle! The exasperating
thought that those who could have taken up arms had
chosen not to ran obsessively through his mind, adding
more and more fuel to his anger.
In a rage, Masla stormed into the castle. Once inside,
he could hear the jubilant, boastful voices of enemy
soldiers: “We’ve got the king’s head! We beheaded King
Aiku!” Shocked by this revelation, Masla instinctively
headed in the direction of the voices. Then, changing his
mind, he made his way to the princess’s chamber—this
was his reason for coming back to the castle.

TWO
Princess Sondari had a vague sense of being carried
through the air, as if in a dream. Though her awareness
was hazy, she felt sure that the person carrying her was
Anan. The rhythmic, back-and-forth movement of swift
running was quite soothing to the princess, and as she
tried to imagine Anan’s face behind her closed eyes, she
thought that she would like this pleasant feeling to go on
forever.
Masla had wasted no time in picking up the unconscious princess and carrying her to safety. Bounding
through the castle at great speed, he cut down two or
three enemy soldiers who tried to prevent him from passing. By the time he allowed himself to succumb to fatigue
and stop for a rest, he had already crossed the border into
the neighboring country. The resting spot he chose was a
grassy clearing in a bamboo forest. The moon was already
high in the sky. After gently lowering the princess onto
the grass, Masla sat down and drew a deep breath, wiping
the sweat from his brow with the back of his hand. He sat
gazing intently at the princess’s face, illuminated by the
moonlight that shone intermittently through the bamboo
trees swaying in the night breeze.
Beautiful. What a beautiful face.
Masla continued to gaze adoringly at the princess’s
face under the pale light of the moon. Her soft, delicately
shaped lips were curved in a slight smile, and it looked as
if she were about to speak.
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二
CHAPTER 2

Anan

J

ONE

oining the other monks on their way to seek alms,
Anan left the grounds of Gion Monastery. The singing
of birds filled the air in the early morning light. These
past few days, Anan knew, he had lacked the mind of
a Buddhist monk innocently seeking alms; instead, his
thoughts were straying, like a breeze rustling through
the forest. His handsome face was clouded by a troubled
expression, and his beautiful, almond-shaped eyes were
downcast with a look of bewilderment. No matter how
hard he tried, he could not dispel the relentless waves of
sadness that kept sweeping over him.
A monk named Surada, who was older than Anan and

who had once been a Brahmanist, placed his hand on
Anan’s shoulder.
“Anan, there is no use in wearing such a sad face. You
are, after all, Seson’s beloved disciple. What happened to
you was really nothing to worry about. Why should it be
considered wrong for a man to fall in love with a woman?
This is not something I should be saying out loud, but I
think the rules are a little too strict. Even a brilliant and
beloved disciple like you makes mistakes… Something
like that could have happened to anybody. Try to cheer up
a little, and let’s keep walking.”
Anan turned and glared at Surada but said nothing.
He could not help but feel strong disdain for a man who
uttered such nonsense, and he almost felt like spitting at
him. He may be older than I am, but how could a person
like him understand my suffering?! What impudence!
Quietly removing Surada’s hand from his shoulder, Anan
quickly moved away.
The fact that there were many among Seson’s disciples
whose state of mind never rose above such a base level
was a source of continuing discontent for Anan.
“Anan, you always seem to be high-minded and deep in
thought. But considering your nature, I am not really sure.
How long do you think you can carry on living the life of a
monk? You’d probably be better off if you forgot all about
being related to Seson and gave up being a monk—went
back to worldly life. I myself am thinking of leaving this
way of life to become a merchant or something like that. I
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she looked outside, she was struck with terror, and her
face rapidly turned pale. In the distance, she spied a tall,
well-built man walking briskly towards the house.
“Oh my goodness, Your Highness, it’s Masla. Maslasama is returning home! What shall we do?”
Princess Sondari was alarmed at first but soon regained
her composure and said, “Anan-sama, please forgive my
discourtesy today, but someone whom I would not like
you to meet is about to arrive here. Please just walk past
him as if you do not notice him. This is a man who is after
your life. Please avoid him on your way back home.”
Anan had taken just a few steps outside the door when
Masla cast a sharp glance in his direction. Anan instinctively looked back at Masla.
Princess Sondari and Hirume watched the two men
apprehensively from behind the door.

九
CHAPTER 9

Power of the
True Mind

M

asla’s eyes flared with bloodthirsty rage as
they remained fixed on Anan. He recognized
this stroke of luck as an opportunity not to be
missed. So determined was Masla that he forgot where
he was and that it was now broad daylight. Hatred for
his sworn enemy surged through every vein of his body,
rapidly spreading down his spine to his legs, and from his
neck to his face and head, causing every blood vessel to
swell and protrude.
It was as if Masla had suddenly transformed into a
Rakshasa demon6 as he stood in Anan’s path. His hand
was already on the hilt of his sword. For a man as skilled
as he at martial arts, one swift stroke was all that was
needed to ensure his victim’s immediate departure from
this world.
As Princess Sondari and Hirume watched from behind
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the door, they felt their blood suddenly run cold. Unable
either to run outside or to retreat inside, they stood rigidly immobile behind the door. Their bodies trembled in
small, uncontrollable shudders, and their eyes were open
wide, practically protruding from their pallid faces.
Masla was now standing before Anan, and his left foot
kept edging closer, little by little. The two women instinctively closed their eyes and prayed with all their might,
“Sakyamuni Seson! Sakyamuni Seson! Please, please help
Anan-sama.”
Anan, for his part, surprised himself with his ability
to retain his composure. As he looked into Masla’s menacing, ferocious eyes, he felt not a hint of fear, and again
noted his surprise as he calmly stared back.
It was only the night before that Anan had overcome
the spell placed on him by some unknown person. Since
then, his inner spirit had quickly grown more and more
radiant, though Anan was not at all conscious of the
change taking place. He did not realize that believing in
Nyorai’s unhindered power and light and great merciful
love had drawn out the radiance of his true self and made
his mind steadfast. Because of this, he was somewhat
amazed that he was able to remain so calm even as his life
was being threatened.
His mind was now entirely free of disturbance and
anger. Only prayerful thoughts of his mentor Seson occupied his mind. At this moment, neither life nor death
was of concern to Anan. All that existed was a pure mind
thinking only of Nyorai. He returned Masla’s piercing

gaze with serene, gentle eyes. Should Masla decide to
use his sword, there would be no mercy. Anan would be
struck down on the spot, yet he gave no thought to this.
He simply stood there in silence, facing Masla.
All that occupied Anan’s mind now was his connection
with and deep gratitude to Nyorai. No other idle thoughts
found their way in. His mind was completely clear and
free.
Masla continued to edge his way toward Anan, but
Anan did not budge an inch from where he stood. His
was a completely defenseless posture—the mental stance
he had naturally learned to adopt in his struggle with the
spell that had been placed on him.
The moment one’s thoughts stray from the divine
mind, that person is drawn into the vortex of karmic
causalities. Anan had become keenly aware of this the
previous night, and this wisdom enabled him to respond
with gentle composure to Masla’s determination to bring
about his demise.
Masla exhaled long and deep. All of a sudden, he felt
a harsh, stifling sensation at the back of his throat. Oily
sweat oozed from his hand to the hilt of the sword that he
gripped tightly. He knew that, in a flash, this sword would
sever the monk’s head from his body. With a single stroke
it would be over, he thought, and yet for some reason,
Masla found that he could not muster the will to raise his
sword.
Despite Masla’s evident determination to kill, Anan
wore a gentle smile that showed no fear or resentment.
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十
一
C H A P T E R 11

Meditation

ONE

A

shudder of blinding light rose from amidst the
trees in the night sky, almost immediately followed by a deafening clap of thunder that seemed
to burst through the ground. Even the monks at the
monastery were startled, and momentarily shut their
eyes. Further claps of thunder reverberated in succession
as bolts of lightening raced across the sky. Lightening
seemed to be striking everywhere, and several fiery columns could be observed through the darkness.
As he prepared to enter into meditation, Anan listened
to the thunder and contemplated the various heavenly
phenomena.
In the transition from the dry season to the rainy

season, everything that has been parched and shriveled
becomes re-energized and full of life. Not only human
beings, but all of nature’s creatures—animals, birds, fish,
and insects—thirstily absorb the long-awaited water.
The lotus flowers turn a deep blue, and giant trees
stretch toward the sky, joyfully fanning out their green,
palm-like leaves as broadly as they can. Flocks of peacocks
bask in this yearned-for moment, elegantly unfolding
their moistened plumage as they utter joyful cries, and
the kadamba, sarja, and arjuna flowers open their petals
and blossom in full glory.
But this joy that ushers in the beginning of the rainy
season is short lived. As the rains persist day after day, at
times developing into raging thunderstorms that seem
like they will wash everything away, all sorts of anxieties
begin to occupy people’s minds. They fear floods, poor
harvests, and impassable roads. Just as the dry season
brings with it a host of worries, the rainy season, too,
brings all kinds of dangers and fears.
What might holy Buddha think of these natural phenomena? Anan wondered. And where does the power that
controls these phenomena come from?
Anan held the belief that the earthly fate of each
human being was shaped by the karma from his or her
past lifetimes, and that once this karma faded away, the
person could transcend that fate to give direct expression to his or her true self. Anan himself had very little
interest in having his destiny determined by karma, and
therefore intently followed the path of cultivating and
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“Thank you, thank you so much!” the young disciple
said when his tears finally stopped. “I sense the great
mercy of Buddha deep within me.”
“I’m happy for you. What I want to tell you all is this. No
matter how tarnished or misguided your present thoughts
may be, or how thoroughly you may have been captivated
by a demonic influence, the great mercy of Buddha Seson
is always working to uplift you all, just as you are. Even
in the case of this young man, who was taken over by
a demonic influence, the great mercy of Buddha Seson
utilized that influence as a vehicle for uplifting him, extinguishing his mistaken thoughts of turning away from this
world—thoughts that covered up his true mind, and that
he had entertained because things were not going his way.
I therefore advise all of you to attain a mind that is completely free of all past thoughts, and to intently focus your
mind on Buddha Seson. The most important thing is to
single-mindedly unite all your thoughts, past and future,
with the holy presence of Nyorai. With this in mind, I
would like you to resume your meditation.
“Ultimately, evil is not evil, and good is not good. They
are simply two different perspectives on the same single
point. We must believe in the infinite expanse of our true
mind, and have faith in Buddha and Nyorai, which, seen
through our physical eyes, take the form of Sakyamuni
Seson. The person that you see with your physical eyes as
Sakyamuni Seson is in reality your own true mind. When
your true mind shines forth in the image of a human
being, it appears as Sakyamuni Seson.

“So, as I have just said, Sakyamuni Seson is the same
as your true mind, and your true mind is the same as
Sakyamuni Seson. Now, I would like you to resume your
meditation practice.”
The other monks were moved by the tears of joy emanating from this young disciple who had been set free
from a demonic influence, and they followed Mokuren
Sonja’s advice to depict an image of Sakyamuni Seson in
their mind and focus their thoughts on it.
“Sakyamuni Seson, Sakyamuni Seson!” All of the monks
were intently focusing on the holy image of Buddha Seson.
The lightening and the thunder outside had stopped,
but the rain continued to fall steadily.
Again, Mokuren observed the monks in their meditation practice, carefully purifying any thought waves that
might interfere with their meditation on divine oneness.

TWO
Anan was deeply absorbed in meditation. In recent days
he had shown rapid progress in his meditation practice,
and tonight his mind was in a particularly harmonious
state. Although it was already fifteen years since he had
become a disciple of Seson, he could not remember ever
being in such a deep state of meditation.
When Anan, a son of King Kanrobon, was a child
of about seven or eight, a fortune-teller foretold that
the young prince would one day enter the monastic
life, becoming Shakuson’s disciple and later his formal
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十
七

next. Finally, they reached a consensus. Shabira, who had
been closest to Masla in the past, would go as the next
messenger and bring Masla home.
Momentarily focusing on his thoughts, Mokuren
Sonja said, “Anan, I believe Seson is asking for you.”
“Yes, I also had the same feeling just now.”
“Is that right? I think your mind is becoming wellattuned. I am sure Seson will have confidence in you,
too.” Mokuren heartily rejoiced at the fruits of Anan’s
dedication.
Bowing to all present, Anan left for Seson’s living
quarters.

CH A P T ER 17

A Heart of
Great Mercy

ONE

A

lthough Shakuson was in a meditative state, a
slight smile appeared on his face when he saw
Anan enter the room.
Bowing deeply, Anan asked, “Seson, did you call for
me?”
“Anan, your mind continues to grow brighter. You show
great promise. As you apply yourself even more in the
development of your true mind, I expect you will reach a
state similar to that of Mokuren.
“Anan, the reason I summoned you has to do with
the rescue of Masla that you and the others have been
planning today. This person named Masla is someone
with whom you share a deep connection from a previous

196 E Masahisa Goi

ANAN: book one E 197

treatment for his eyes and other injuries. He hoped to
see Masla become a disciple of Seson, as he himself had
done, and be guided on his true path in life. He had been
thinking about this repeatedly.
Only Hirume was harboring bitter feelings as she witnessed the joy of Princess Sondari and Shabira and looked
at the smiling, relieved faces of the three messengers. The
moment she heard that Anan was to go on a mission to
rescue Masla, she felt a chill run through her body that
made her tremble.
Even these sturdy-looking warriors returned from those
remote mountains completely exhausted and on the verge
of collapse. So why is there any need for a gentle monk
like Anan to go and rescue a demon like Masla, who once
pursued Anan with the intention of striking him down? If
something should happen to Anan-sama for the sake of a
man like Masla, there would never be enough tears to shed.
It would have been better if Masla had just died.
And then there’s the princess. Masla was supposed to
have died in battle, and then she had to go and create all
this commotion. She could not be in her right mind to happily agree to sending Anan-sama, who is incomparable to
someone like Masla, to that remote place in the mountains where there are probably all kinds of savage animals
and poisonous snakes. At one time, the princess yearned
for Anan-sama and detested Masla, and now she seems
to be doing the exact opposite. I really cannot understand
what is in her mind.
For a moment, the princess seemed almost like an

enemy to Hirume. For Hirume, Anan was the only man
who existed in her mind, and it would be this way until
the day when another man appeared in her worldly life.
“Well then, we shall return to the castle feeling relieved
and reassured. We will make our reports to the king and
convey the message that Seson has called on both Anan
Sonja and Shabira Sonja to undertake this mission. Our
great king will no doubt be very pleased.” With this, the
three messengers left in high spirits.
Princess Sondari and Hirume departed from the monastery after entrusting everything to Anan and Shabira.
Hirume walked one step behind Princess Sondari with a
glowering look that she had never displayed before.

TWO
Anan and Shabira continued their journey, seeking alms
as necessary along the way. Stopping only for brief periods of sleep, the two had already covered a remarkable
distance since leaving the town of Shae. They hoped to
reach their destination as quickly as possible.
Like a pair of disciples who had been training together
for a very long time, they shared warm feelings that ran
deep in their hearts. What they felt was the great joy of
coming together over their love and reverence for Seson.
Even as they walked in silence, this sentiment united their
hearts and minds and, like two brothers, they felt in each
other a kinship whereby they could forgive each other for
anything.

