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I’m not usually exactly what you would call a great
traveller, that is unless you take into account the mileage
I clock up every year visiting prisons and away on Buddhist
related prison business. But last year was different. As
usual I was away in January for the Ajahn Chah memorial
event, and that was followed by a week in Burma and then
another week back in Thailand. In May I was invited as a
speaker to the UN Day of Vesak in Vietnam, and that was
followed by a short conference on Mindfulness and
another Vesak celebration at the UN building in Bangkok.
In June every year at Wat Pah Pong there is what is known
as the June Meeting, a huge Sangha gathering of monks
from the various Wat Pah Pong branches mostly in
Thailand but also from all over the world, and I went to
that too. Then later in the year I was invited to an event at
a new forest temple in Norway and in December I went to
Slovenia to conduct the first ever novice ordination of a
Slovenian in Slovenia.
Now this year, I’ve once again been on my annual
trip to Thailand and Burma. The main reason for this is the
Ajahn Chah Memorial Day on the anniversary of his death,
January 16th, twenty-eight years ago.
I’ve written about the Ajahn Chah memorial event
before and every year it follows much the same format but

with the crowds never diminishing, but if anything,
increasing, although as time passes and we all age it’s
inevitable that practically every year there are one or two
familiar faces missing from the front line of elder monks.
It remains an extraordinary tribute to a monk who rose
from very humble origins to become a teacher and
inspiration to millions across the globe simply by being
true to his monastic discipline, practising what the Buddha
taught and talking about it in ways that spoke directly to
the hearts and minds and experience of those who heard
or have read what he said. As every year, in the afternoon
there was a procession of many hundreds of monks
followed by thousands of lay followers that from the main
meeting hall then wound its way all the way out to and
around the Ajahn Chah Chedi where his relics are kept,
until with the entrances and steps packed with monks and
the whole area gridlocked and covered in devotees the
Acariya Puja was read out and we each made our offering
of flowers, candles and incense.
Then two days later, I was off to Bangkok and from
there to Mandalay. This too is becoming a habit. Our little
party numbered five in all: me, Ajahn Manapo and three
lay followers. From the same hotel as every year we went
out each day to various beautiful and inspiring places.
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