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Letter From the Editor  

by Mark Ehrlich 

Editor, The Aiki Dojo 

  

The first months of 2010 have raced by, and weôve arrived at the 

third anniversary of the death of Reverend Kensho Furuya Sen-

sei, the founder of ACLA and this newsletter.  He suffered a sud-

den heart attack while chatting with his students on the mat after 

practice on the evening of March 6, 2007.  He died later that 

night at LAC+USC Medical Center, six weeks before his 59th 

birthday.   

  

In the three years since that fateful day, I feel grateful that I can 

say the dojo has continued and even prospered.  The first year 

seemed the hardest, as we who studied under Sensei and never 

knew dojo life without him struggled to find our own way.  In 

doing so, we made some mistakes as well as some useful discov-

eries; we lost some students and found some others; we mourned 

and we moved to a temporary space not half a block away from 

Senseiôs beloved dojo while builders prepared a new one for us.  

2008 saw us settle into our new dojo and witnessed a shift in the 

way we do things at the leadership level, as our senior students 

took their first steps past modeling what they knew under Sen-

seiôs aegis, and began to reach a deeper understanding of what  

he tried to teach off the mat as well as on it.  Last year we weath-

ered an economic crisis that touched almost all of our members, 

but weôve emerged this year on decent financial footing, with a 

student body that shows a healthy mix of newer, developing, and 

senior students, and a leadership team that grows increasingly 

confident in its ability to lead us into the future with a solid 

grounding in the principles and teachings of that most remarkable 

person who made all of this possible in the first place.  We are 

still standing, and we stand together. 

 

I share this history with you not to gloat or tout ACLA, but to 

illuminate those readers who never knew Sensei or trained under 

him, or who come to this letter not having experienced directly 

the shifts that took place before today.  Weôve taken great pains 

to ensure that everything looks much as it always did at Second 

and Vignes Streets, but believe me, the effort needed to keep 

things looking serene and calm has at times seemed barely toler-

able.  It stands as a testament to Senseiôs commitment and singu-

lar ability that he did for years, all alone, what it takes a team of 

six nowadays to do to keep the doors open, the lights on, and the 

newsletter reaching you.   

 

Continued on page 2... 

Sennichi no kingaku yori  

ichi nichi no meisho  
 

 Better than a thousand days of diligent 

study is one day with a great teacher. 

ï Japanese Proverb 

Reverend Kensho Furuya 

 

April 25, 1948 ï March 6, 2007 
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Yet I think it stands as an even greater testa-

ment to ACLAôs students that, despite our 

limitations, we nonetheless try time and 

again to do our best, to honor Senseiôs leg-

acy by teaching what he taught, by learning 

the way he would have us learn, by training 

as regularly as we can, and by helping each 

other along so that the group flourishes.  I 

want to extend a heartfelt thank you to all of 

ACLAôs students and friends for all you do.  

Each of you makes us strong, and your ef-

forts give us the hope and heart to continue. 

 

In this issue, many students and others who 

knew Sensei celebrate his life, recalling 

memorable episodes together, or lessons 

learned, or exploring some aspect of their 

relationship to him and how it still impacts 

them today.  Weôve included letters from 

kind readers who only recently learned of 

Senseiôs passing, and from those who still 

marvel at his book Kodo: Ancient Ways and 

share it with everyone they can.  I believe 

Sensei would find this outpouring of affec-

tion and nostalgia pleasing, but that heôd 

still admonish us to keep our proper focus 

on training.  For those of you who train with 

us, stay with it!  For those whoôve wandered 

off for whatever reason, our doors are al-

ways open, and we welcome you to come 

back as best you can.  Sensei never seemed 

happier than when we had a crowded mat. 

  

I have so much feeling welling up in me as I 

remember my teacher, the times I had to-

gether with him and the times Iôve had since 

he departed, but no more words.  So I think 

it best to let Sensei have the last word; he 

liked to get it anyway!  The following ex-

cerpt originally appeared in the January 

1992 newsletter (vol. 8, no. 1) as an insert, a 

special note from Sensei to his students.  I 

take it to embody a kind of mission state-

ment that Sensei intended to give his dojo, 

and I think its message bears repeating.  I 

hope it inspires all of us to continue for-

ward, come what may. 
  

*          *          * 

 I am always grateful to see so many people 

practicing hard in the dojo and enjoying 

themselves and really coming to understand 

Aikido as a martial art and as a way of life. 

  

In this fast-paced world of changing values 

and attitudes, it is difficult, but so impor-

tant, to preserve the original form of Aikido 

and what it has to teach us.  It is of vital 

importance to understand OôSenseiôs teach-

ings within ourselves and pass this gift on to 

others.  I firmly believe that we can only 

make progress as those around us make 

progress.  You only advance as you help 

your practice partner and those around you 

to advance. 

  

We are each individuals with our own wants 

and needs, yet, we are so intricately co-

dependent on those around us.  It is within 

this contradiction that we can begin to un-

derstand the meaning of harmony and 

peace.  Our training guides us to transcend 

the world of ñyouò and ñmeò, ñI likeò or ñI 

donôt likeò, ñyesò and ñno.ò  Peace is 

never a form of discrimination, accepting 

this and rejecting that according to our own 

folly. 

  

There is an old saying among the samurai 

warriors of long ago: ñCry in the dojo and 

laugh on the battlefield.ò  This means that 

our own self-discipline may be harsh and 

demanding but when we enter the battlefield 

or venture out into the world, we should 

always smile and take it lightly.  If we make 

the mistake of becoming too self-indulgent 

in our training, we will assuredly be disap-

pointed in the outside world.  Please con-

tinue to practice hard and support our won-

derful dojo. 

  

ï Reverend Kensho Furuya 
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Glimpses of Sensei 

by Frances Yokota, Aikido 3rd Kyu 

  

Nearly 20 years ago I first met the 

late Reverend Kensho Furuya Sensei.  

Walking toward the dojo, I entered 

the old railroad warehouse alley that 

would soon lead me to the Aikido 

Center of Los Angeles.  As I ap-

proached the dojo landing, a short 

wooden staircase played entrance to 

something so out-of-place, yet some-

thing that just belonged.  An aged 

wooden fence hid a secret Japanese 

garden which was still moist from a 

recent watering.  As I entered the 

dojo, it was like walking through a 

portal that swept me back into ancient 

Japan.  Students in their white keiko-

gis were stretching on the tatami 

mats.  Others in black hakamas greeted me and let me sit and 

watch the class that was just about to begin.  As I sat on a folded 

blue mat set against the wood paneled wall, a middle-aged stout 

man, also in hakama, began descending the long wooden stair-

case.  It was Sensei.   

  

As he taught each class thereafter, everything he said was clear, 

simple, and certain.   He would teach with candor, humor, and 

wisdom.  We, his students, treated him with the utmost respect.  

We moved at every order he gave, and tried to follow every cor-

rection he made.  On a personal level, I had the opportunity to 

have Sensei over for family dinners.  He was always humbled by 

any invitation, and truly appreciated such occasions.  We felt hon-

ored that he would actually want to spend holidays with us. 

  

Today, nearly three years after Senseiôs passing, I still feel hum-

bled that I had the opportunity to have been taught by him, and 

also to have known him.  His teaching continues through his stu-

dents, and not just through movements and techniques, but also 

with his principles and beliefs.  Thank you Sensei.  

Senseiôs Lessons 

by Dr. Helen Hsu, Psy.D. 

 

One hallmark of a true teacher is that as time passes, the student 

continues to gain understanding of past lessons.  In this way, I feel 

that Sensei is still among us.  His teachings, both the deliberate 

ones drilled repeatedly, and the inadvertent ones he modeled, con-

tinue forward.  I am sure we all hear in our heads his admonitions 

for us to be more patient, to strive for quality, to practice more.  In 

our hearts we hear the reminders to find joy in the present, with a 

loyal Akita, a corny martial arts movie, in the craftsmanship of an 

antique, or more frequently: over a delicious meal shared with like

-minded souls. 

 

In the United States, we seem culturally compelled to strive for 

happiness all the time.  Mindless distractions abound, and itôs a 

social faux pas to bring up ñdepressingò topics.  Yet life in its 

round fullness blends all conditions and emotions.  As a psycho-

therapist, itôs my job and privilege to sit with people in pain, often 

in grief.  Although it can be difficult, these glimpses into the 

harder parts of the human condition allow one to live the highs 

more fully.  I often hear terrible and sad things, but I also witness 

a precious depth of human resiliency, compassion, and love. 

 

To know love and devotion is eventually to face a parting.  This is 

the natural way of things.  I advise clients that a ñsuccessfulò 

process of grief is when one can move from intense mourning to a 

more balanced place.  I donôt believe we ever stop missing a per-

son.  But we can attain a place of acceptance where we can enjoy 

the memories without an acute sense of loss. 

 

Sensei knew plenty about sacrificing for his art and passions.  He 

modeled diligence to his formal students.  Iôm not sure he was 

aware that he modeled humanity for us informal students as well.  

I will always admire Sensei for his accomplishments in the mar-

tial arts world, for building this beautiful dojo and community.  

But I remain grateful to Sensei for his well-rounded human heart.  

His deep loyalty to his parents, students, friends, and community 

are a lesson I still study. 

Master Hsu, Dr. Hsu, and Sensei  

Two friends  
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Sensei with boxer Sugar Ray Leonard  

and Tae Kwon Do Master Jun Chong  Sensei with Sifu Richard Bustillo 

A Memorable Dinner With Sensei 
by Gary Myers, Iaido Chief Instructor 

  

By now, itôs 

been fairly 

well docu-

mented that 

Sensei liked 

to dine out.  

He looked 

forward to 

dinners no 

matter if he 

was the host 

or was 

treated.  I have remarked many times that 

my dining experiences with Sensei were 

always enjoyable.  It was a time when he 

could relax and enjoy the food and conver-

sation without having to be sensei with a 

larger group of students.  For those of us 

who experienced those moments with him, 

they are some of our most cherished. 

  

Sensei always liked trying out new restau-

rants.  If there was a new restaurant that I 

thought he might like, my wife Sami and I 

would take Sensei to check it out.  Of 

course, traveling to the restaurant was 

sometimes interesting, because Sensei was, 

to put it diplomatically, a nervous passen-

ger.  He did not like to travel on freeways, 

due to an accident that had claimed the life 

of a relative.  But sometimes I would have 

to use one because it was the quickest and 

most direct route.  In those cases we would 

always try to keep his attention on the con-

servation and not on the road.  Sensei was a 

better destination person than he was a 

traveler. 

  

Without a doubt the most memorable din-

ner we had together wasnôt in California, it 

was in Japan.  Sensei and I went to Japan in 

1992 specifically to help me set up my fu-

ture business contacts.  As I mentioned 

before, Sensei is not what you would call 

an easy traveling companion.  The first part 

of our trip was arranged through a person 

who at the time had a relationship with the 

dojo.  Letôs just say that part of the trip was 

a disaster. The hotel he booked us was 

pretty seedy, as were the restaurants where 

he took us to eat. I was suffering from the 

flu, which didnôt help matters.  After we 

threatened to go to a better hotel down the 

street our ñarrangerò decided to ñput us upò 

in his spare apartment.  The accommoda-

tions and the part of town were marginally 

better.  The first part of the trip aimed to 

establish antique-buying relationships in 

Tokyo, surrounding communities, and Ka-

makura.  The second part of the trip was to 

go to Kyoto to do the same there.  Once 

Sensei and I got on the Shinkansen to 

Kyoto our moods improved. 

  

It was the first time Sensei had been to 

Kyoto, so it was my pleasure to show him 

points of interest, restaurants, and shops 

that I had experienced before in prior 

trips.  Hiruki-san, a friend and coworker of 

Senseiôs from Zenshuji, met us at the train 

station.  From there we went to Sosen-ji 

Temple to meet with Mrs. Hosokawa, Hi-

rukiôs mother and manager of the tem-

ple.  Mrs. Hosokawa was such a gracious 

host; we toured the temple and later we 

checked into rooms that had been reserved 

for us at the Royal Hotel.  That evening she 

arranged for the four of us to dine at one of 

Kyotoôs famous kaiseki ryori restaurants, 

located in the Gion section of the city. 

  

The path leading to the restaurant was 

through a teahouse garden and was de-

signed like the path to a tea hut, with wet-

ted stepping-stones lit by low lanterns.  

After removing our shoes at the doorway 

we were escorted to a private tatami 

room.  The room was sparsely decorated 

with a low table, and a window with a 

snow-viewing sliding shoji panel.  A taste-

ful scroll and flower arrangement adorned 

the small tokonoma.  The surroundings 

could have not been more perfect.  Our 

kaiseki meal consisted of about seven 

courses, each course using the vegetables 

of the season artfully displayed on exqui-

site pieces of ceramics.  One course stands 

out because the vegetables and the dish had 

little beads of water sprinkled on them, 

which both recreated the dew and empha-

sized their freshness. 

  

It was particularly challenging for the res-

taurant to prepare these foods in a timely 

manner because none of us were drinking 

sake.  (Typically sake is served and en-

joyed between each course, which provides 

preparation time and facilitates the timely 

delivery of each course.)  It was an evening 

of great conservation and wonderful food; 

Sensei and I profusely thanked Mrs. Hoso-

kawa for such a wonderful dining experi-

ence. For years after, Sensei and I would 

fondly relive that evening. 

ñThere is nothing worse than a bad teacher.  But all good teachers admit that they are bad teachers.ò   

ï Reverend Kensho Furuya 

Sensei with Karita Naoji Sensei  
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Stealing and Giving  

by Matt Seki, Aikido 4th Kyu 

  

Several years ago, a friend of mine told me 

he was studying Iaido.  Iaido was a martial 

art that I was interested in studying since I 

was at least eight years old.  Although I did 

not know who Sensei was, upon my first 

step into the dojo, I realized I was in the 

presence of a great man.  The dojo was an 

incredible space unlike anything I had ever 

seen.  The attention to detail and design 

was amazing.  Just being accepted to a 

school with such an environment excited 

me and when I finally had a chance to meet 

Sensei his character far exceeded my al-

ready high expectations.   

  

In every sense, Sensei exuded the unmis-

takable presence of a man devoted to a 

martial arts tradition.  The more I got to 

know him, the more depth and complexity 

he revealed.  He had the best sense of hu-

mor and was known to crack jokes at any 

time.  In spite of this, during training there 

was always a high degree of urgency and 

he stressed the importance of keeping the 

techniquesô integrity.  Sensei did not in-

struct every class, but when he did the class 

would buzz with a sense of anticipation and 

excitement.  He would help train our bod-

ies, but more importantly he would help 

train our minds.  He would often quote the 

masters of old in order to illustrate a lesson 

or prepare our minds to learn. One of my 

favorites was, ñIf you want to learn any-

thing, youôll have to take it from me.ò  I 

use this as a reminder that while learning I 

should be attentive to examples and correc-

tions.  It also illustrates that ultimately, any 

lesson is fully realized only when the stu-

dent takes responsibility for understanding 

it himself.  

 

Another important trait of Senseiôs teach-

ing style was his ability to bring out the 

most of every student.  A doctor of Chinese 

medicine once explained to me that one of 

the fundamental differences in Eastern and 

Western treatment was that Western medi-

cine often looks for a pill while traditional 

Eastern medicine looks for a means to 

strengthen oneôs bodyôs own, inherent self-

healing process.  In an analogous manner 

Sensei had the ability to help us bring out 

the best in ourselves.  He was concerned 

about fixing the superficial problems of 

technique, but even more concerned with 

teaching us how to correct and want to im-

prove ourselves.  I vividly remember him 

remarking to the class, ñThe problem with 

you people is that you donôt even realize 

what you are capable of, and that I have 

higher expectations of you than you do of 

yourselves!  Why is that?ò   

  

Three years have gone by now since Sensei 

passed away and to many of us it feels like 

it was just the other day.  I can still hear his 

voice every day, like a friendly reminder 

that chimes in periodically, always of 

course with perfect comedic timing.  Al-

though we miss him in many ways, I feel 

that those of us who had the opportunity to 

train and learn from him have been truly 

blessed to experience martial arts from one 

of the greatest teachers of our time.  For 

those who did not have this opportunity, 

they may rest assured that they are learning 

the same traditions in the same fashion as 

Sensei once taught.  His legacy runs 

strongly through his students.  Like many 

of those before him, Sensei often spoke of 

the fact that after his generationôs passing 

the true essence of martial arts would be 

lost.  I like to hope that through his stu-

dentsô diligent training and teaching of 

tradition, we may parry this thrust of inevi-

table decline, if only even for one more 

generation. 

My Memories of Sensei  

by Alvaro Rodolfo Hernández Meza 

Co-Chief Instructor, Veracruz Aikikai 

 

Itôs been six years since I first met Sensei, 

when I attended my first OôSensei memo-

rial seminar as a dojo affiliated to ACLA 

through the efforts of my friend Magal-

lanes Sensei, who had had the opportunity 

to meet Sensei on an earlier visit to Califor-

nia and, being impressed by what he saw, 

asked Sensei to give us the honor of being 

his students, since we sought an organiza-

tion that was truly guided by the principles 

of Aikido and where there was a feeling of 

brotherhood among its members, mutual 

support for the common good, and the de-

velopment of all.  We saw this immediately 

when we were received by Senseiôs stu-

dents; they showered us with attention and 

instructed us on the dojo protocol (In doing 

so, they assuaged one of our greatest fears; 

we did not want to offend Sensei with any 

incorrect behavior.).   

  

That visit was like traveling back in time 

and space to the days of the samurais and 

the dojo made it seem like we practiced 

inside a samurai mansion.  It amazed me to 

see Sensei downstairs and start the class, 

which was characterized by a very didactic, 

deep exploration of the true practice of 

Aikido.  At the end of practice we tele-

phoned our group in Veracruz and dis-

cussed what Sensei expected from our 

school if he were to allow us to join his 

organization.  He always, in a friendly and 

polite way, showed by example what a true 

Sensei was.   

  

As the years went by our relationship with 

Sensei blossomed into a friendship, and we 

became interested not only on our technical 

development as Aikidoists but also in be-

coming better human beings.  I felt that 

Sensei became the spiritual guide I had 

always wanted and I would model my ac-

tions on his daily message posts, as well as 

whatever advice he would give to us di-

rectly.  To me Sensei was a man always 

willing to give others unconditional support 

to succeed in life.  Whenever we needed a 

word of encouragement it was given to us.  

Sensei was and is a guide for us and, 

thanks to all that we received from him and 

his lingering influence through his videos, I 

think he is still with us.  I feel like a guard-

ian angel continues to guide us down the 

road of life as we try to become better hu-

man beings, one who, like Sensei, is will-

ing to help others regardless of their ideolo-

gies, with respect, and in a disinterested 

manner.  Thank you, Sensei, for the oppor-

tunity to know you and to feel every day 

that in some way you remain with us.  

         
            Rin      Byo     To       Sha    Kai      Jin     Retsu   Zai     Zen  

The bravest warriors surpass all others at the front of the battle line.  

Aikido Center of Los Angeles www.aikidocenterla.com 
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The Slow Road to Enlightenment 

by Ken Watanabe,  

Aikido 5th Dan, Iaido 5th Dan 

  

Traffic lights.  I remember the traffic lights 

and trying my best to catch their timing.  

  

I used to drive Sensei around town a lot, 

and it was a job that required strategy, sen-

sitivity, timing, thoughtfulness, and aware-

ness, not to mention the ability to operate an 

automobile competently.  

  

Being Senseiôs driver meant this: driving 

too fast was no good; driving too slow was 

also no good; martial artists never take the 

same route twice so I had to know several 

routes to and from our destination; stopping 

to gas up the car because you didnôt do so 

beforehand was also frowned upon; you had 

to park in the correct place, et cetera. . . .  

There were many other con-

siderations when performing 

this duty, but performing all 

of them correctly added up to 

one thing: a smooth, relatively 

stress-free trip. 

  

You might think itôs odd to 

include a story about driving 

in an article about Sensei and 

martial arts.  Usually, when 

we think of martial arts, im-

ages of acrobatic wirework 

might fill some peopleôs 

heads.  Others might think of 

cage matches and bloody 

noses.  However, there is 

more to martial arts than win-

ning a match, cutting down 

the enemy, or incapacitating an opponent 

with a strike or throw.  Yes, learning the 

techniques is an important part of practice, 

but it is only one part of mastery.  

  

They say that practice extends off the mat 

and beyond the dojo walls, and if you were 

a senior student training under Sensei, you 

were well aware of this.  I, along with other 

senior students, performed duties seemingly 

unrelated to any sort of martial arts tech-

nique.  Maybe we had to pick up coffee and 

a doughnut before an early morning prac-

tice, be Senseiôs driver, or vacuum the 

floor.  I, along with other senior assistants, 

used to water the garden and wash down the 

front of the dojo before the students arrived 

for practice.  

  

Cleaning the main entrance of the dojo, or 

genkan, may not seem like ñtraining,ò but 

when Sensei served as an uchi-deshi in Ja-

pan, he cleaned the front of Hombu Dojo 

every day.  I remember him telling me how 

difficult it was.  If the genkan was cleaned 

too early it would get dirty again, which 

gave the appearance that it wasnôt cleaned 

at all.  Not only were students coming in for 

practice, but high-ranking instructors also 

used the entrance.  And that entrance had to 

look perfect.  

  

Likewise, cleaning the front of our little 

dojo was an important job reserved for the 

most senior students.  If done correctly, the 

entrance should appear clean and welcom-

ing: refreshing, as if it had just rained.  If 

done haphazardly, the dojo entrance would 

be a complete mess.  Using too much water 

was wasteful, and would flood the entrance; 

not enough water, the plants would dry out 

and the air would feel too dry.  Thought-

lessly using the water pressure from the 

hose incorrectly would thrash the plants and 

the pavement would not be swept of debris.  

Washing down too early was no good, as 

the entrance would dry out and get dirty 

again; starting too late was no good as the 

front would be too wet.  Washing down the 

front had to be done at the right time, with 

the right amount of water and the correct 

amount of water pressure.  As simple as 

watering plants and hosing down the pave-

ment seemed, washing down the front of 

the dojo involved a lot of thoughtfulness, 

concentration, and sensitivity. 

  

I remember a comment made by a visitor 

from Japan.  This aikidoist witnessed one of 

the students putting the hose away after 

washing down, and seeing the manner in 

which this student performed this chore, 

complimented Sensei on the level of train-

ing at our dojo.  A layperson wouldnôt give 

this sort of thing much thought, but a well-

trained martial artist can see the studentôs 

training level reflected in even the simplest, 

unrelated details.  

  

With a first-rate teacher like Sensei, prac-

tice did not end after an hour-long class in 

the evening.  One day he told me about his 

training while, of all things, working on his 

computer.  There was a stack of letter-sized 

paper next to his desk and every time he 

went to grab some paper, he tried to get 

exactly five sheets.  This sounds ridiculous, 

since the difference between four, five, and 

six sheets of photocopy paper 

is negligible to normal people, 

but to martial artists it matters: 

this is the level of sensitivity 

they train to develop. 

  

Sensei was strict during class, 

but he was equally strict re-

garding all the ñextra-

curricularò activities outside 

of practice.  Whether cleaning, 

hanging up a picture frame, 

buying flowers for the dojo, or 

driving him to the airport, 

everything was training.  

  

I drove Sensei around town 

for years and got pretty good 

at it, but being his driver was 

not an easy job.  He was not a huge fan of 

freeways; many times Iôd end up taking the 

surface streets back to the dojo.  More often 

than not, that meant traffic signals.  When-

ever weôd get caught at a red light, Sensei 

would mention the subject of timing; i.e., if 

I could catch the traffic signalôs timing, 

weôd hit all the green lights.  Of course, it 

isnôt the end of the world when you are 

sitting at a stoplight, forget to buy his cof-

fee, or do a slipshod job of vacuuming, but 

there is a saying in Japanese: shugyo ga 

tarinai, which translates to ñnot enough 

training.ò 

  

Itôs been a while since our teacher passed 

away, but sometimes, I still get a tiny bit 

anxious around traffic signals. 
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Senseiôs Genius 

by David Ito, Aikido Chief Instructor  

  

Sensei was a great teacher with a seem-

ingly inexhaustible intellect.  From an out-

siderôs point of view he probably seemed 

like a virtuoso who flashed with genius.  I 

once witnessed a moment of this brilliance 

when I took him to the Pacific Palisades to 

meet a woman who wanted 

some swords appraised.  Her 

late husband was a sword 

collector and he had about 10 different 

Japanese swords in his collection.  Sensei 

carefully examined each one as she brought 

them out and delicately took each one of 

them apart with the precision of a museum 

curator.  One by one, he spent about 10 

minutes examining them in silence.  He 

laid them all out and began to grade each 

one.  Without any hesitation he said, ñThis 

one is fake, this one has a questionable 

signature, this one has been modified, this 

one is a forgery, and the rest are real.ò  

Then he assigned values to each one.  The 

widow appeared insulted by Senseiôs 

claims and stumped off to get the paper-

work for each sword.  Sensei told me to go 

to the car and get the only thing he brought 

with him, a tattered old dictionary of sword 

maker signatures.  His copy was worn with 

the kind of use that only comes with some-

one who has meticulously toiled over each 

one of the pages persistently over many 

years.  When she returned with the papers, 

her face looked as white as a ghostôs.  She 

read her husbandôs notes out loud and said, 

ñYou are right, this one is fake, this one 

does have a forged signature, this one has 

been altered and those values are exactly 

right.ò  Sensei laughed and continued talk-

ing about each one of the swords, their 

makers, and their dates and values.  Awe-

struck, I just sat there lis-

tening to Sensei talk about 

these swords.  We spent 

about three hours there and 

in typical Sensei style, he 

didnôt charge her for his 

appraisal.  Still in amaze-

ment, once we left I asked 

him if he had ever before 

seen those swords.  He 

said, ñNo.ò  I then asked 

how he knew those signa-

tures were fake or real.  He 

said, ñBecause I study and I 

have memorized almost 

every one of those signatures in that book.ò  

I was blown away; I would have found this 

story almost impossible to believe had I not 

just seen it with my own eyes and heard it 

with my own ears.  Sensei looked at me 

and said, ñDavid, you have to study, there 

is no way around it.ò  The expression on 

his face was dead serious.   

  

During the whole astonishing episode I 

forgot to look at my directions on how to 

get home and prepare for our departure.  As 

we started for home, I realized I was going 

the wrong way and made a quick U-turn.  

Sensei said in his loud chiding voice, 

ñDonôt you know how to get home?  I 

should have asked [Ken] Watanabe to drive 

me!ò  He rebuked me for not preparing 

myself and knowing the way home before 

we left, saying, ñYou have to pay attention, 

donôt be so lazy all the time.ò   

  

Ever since then, I always research detailed 

directions and do my homework about 

where I am going and how to 

get there and back.  I look at 

them and memorize the map 

so if I lose the map, I can still 

get back.  I once took an out-

of-town friend to the new 

Getty museum and he com-

plimented me on my prepara-

tions.  He marveled, ñYou are 

so organized!ò  I could only 

smile and think of the time 

when I drove Sensei to the 

Pacific Palisades. 

  

I truly believe that when you 

study under a great teacher, 

you become changed forever.  Sensei often 

said that if a teacher could find one or two 

good students in his lifetime, he could con-

sider himself blessed.  I believe that the 

reciprocal applies to students.  Three years 

after his death, Sensei continues to inspire 

many people around the world.  To his 

many students, he was first and foremost 

an excellent teacher of Aikido, Iaido, and 

Japanese culture, and produced many fine 

students over the years.  To others, he 

stood as a beacon of light in a rough ocean 

of counterfeits, who came into their lives 

through his numerous TV and radio inter-

views, magazine articles, his successful 

book Kodo: Ancient Ways, and his count-

less writings on the Internet.  Sensei 

seemed like a walking encyclopedia of the 

martial arts and Japanese culture.  Yet al-

though Sensei appeared to be brilliant, he 

was just an ordinary guy with one philoso-

phy: Work hard.  He lived this dictum on a 

daily basis, whether he was studying callig-

raphy, Japanese language, tea ceremony, 

swords, tsubas, or Japanese 

culture.  A moment of bril-

liance for Sensei merely rep-

resented the culmination of countless hours 

and days of relentless studying.  The Span-

ish violinist Pablo de Sarasante put it best 

when he quipped, ñFor 37 years I have 

practiced 14 hours a day and now they call 

me a genius.ò  I will always remember that 

trip to the Pacific Palisades and how Sensei 

showed me that there is no substitute for 

hard work.  The look on Senseiôs face and 

what he said forever lives on in my mind 

and informs how I live my life.  Even now, 

I constantly hear his voice whispering to 

me, ñThere is no substitute for hard work.ò  

I hope I find the strength and wisdom to 

listen to his guidance. 

Sensei with Suzuki Kajo Sensei and his wife  

Sensei teaching his Iaido students about the sword  

ñYou have to study, there is no way around it.ò   
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A Bridge 

by Paul Major, Aikido Shodan 

 

As Senseiôs memorial nears I find myself reminiscing about my days in the 

old dojo.  To be a student of Kensho Furuya Sensei was like being given 

entrance to a different world, one where the absorbing stress of Los Angeles 

melted away and the challenging process of learning began.  I came to feel 

that the dojo formed a bridge between the wisdom of a simpler time and the 

hectic world that surrounded me.  

 

But taking the lessons learned on the mat and knowing how to integrate them 

into daily life seemed an impossible task (and, indeed, continues to present 

many challenges).  For the first year of my training I felt at a complete loss.  

But bit by bit, in observing Sensei and listening to his words, I started to feel 

that the key I sought to my riddle was not a concrete answer to be found 

through a technique, but through a subtle process of development that Sensei 

embodied.  

 

One day, while going to lunch with Sensei and one other student, I was exit-

ing the car on the street side when we had parked curbside, and I immedi-

ately heard Sensei chastise me, ñDonôt go around that way!ò  At first I 

thought he was being unreasonable; I felt like a child being scolded by his 

parent.  But then I stopped and realized that Sensei had wanted to prevent me 

from walking around on the side of the street with heavy traffic.  He was 

concerned over my safety and wanted me to be more aware of my own sur-

roundings.  

 

I think that one small, seemingly insignificant moment became a catalyst for 

seeing how I might connect the dots in my training, martial and otherwise.  

That encouragement to stay constantly aware of people and environment 

falls directly in line with the awareness we must practice on the mats with 

our partners.  

 

Rather than finding this direction in the techniques in and of themselves, I 

discovered that Sensei himself, as a man, bridged the gap between where I 

was and what I was seeking.  The daily examples of his life held lessons for 

me.  This is not to deify or idolize Sensei ï he was, after all, a human being 

the same as the rest of us.  But after decades of practice and very rigorous 

study, Sensei had learned how to integrate his martial training into his daily 

life. 

 

So many people knew Sensei, or knew of him, and could tell he was special.  

Although a man whose appearance off the mats and in his regular clothes 

you might think unassuming and even silly on occasion, everyone who got to 

know him at all came to admire a fierce and dedicated teacher who always 

tried to do the best he could.  

 

I was fortunate to have many breakfasts and a few lunches with Sensei, and 

in seeing his moments of levity layered through serious introspection and 

outward analysis, I came to feel he was someone that was always trying to 

practice what he taught.  For a student to find such a teacher, one who can 

practice what he preaches, I felt and still feel incredibly lucky and grateful. 

 

If I could express anything about Sensei to any of our new students who 

have not had a chance to train with him, I would say that he was the sort of 

man that showed you, directly, that it is possible to live your ideals, and that 

it is possible to take a traditionally taught martial art and make it applicable 

in your own modern life off the mats.   

Aikido Center of Los Angeles www.aikidocenterla.com 

FAR AWAY  

 

The beautiful sail upon the sea,  

 

Sailing away from you and me, 

 

The setting sun above the ocean, 

 

Disappearing without emotion, 

 

Soon, I will go to somewhere far, 

 

A place somewhere beyond the stars, 

 

But I will still be someplace near, 

 

Still my heart so filled with care. 

 

ï Reverend Kensho Furuya  



Holding the Course 

by Mike Van Ruth 

Chief Instructor, Aikido Renbukai 

  

It has been three years since Senseiôs passing.  It doesnôt seem 

like that long ago.  I think the trials of moving and establishing 

the new dojo space may have had something to do with that per-

ception.  Although many things have changed since his passing, 

many things have also stayed the same. 

  

The dojo may not be in the same location, but when one walks 

into the new dojo, it looks very much the same in its appearance 

as the old one.  A reverence can still be felt, knowing that space is 

devoted to diligent and sincere training.  The conduct and manner 

of the students still reflects that.  

  

Sensei always demanded that the dojo observe a high level of 

etiquette and protocol.  The measure of that level can still be seen 

in his students.  It could have been very easy for the level of dis-

cipline to slip.  It could have been just as easy for the students to 

say, ñWell, Senseiôs gone. We donôt have to do that anymore.ò  

But it didnôt and they didnôt.  This consistency, this dedication, 

stands as a testament to the power of Senseiôs teachings and to the 

students who have become the embodiment of those teachings. 

  

Yes, it is very important to remember Sensei, especially on the 

anniversary of his passing.  But it will mean nothing if his stu-

dents donôt remain mindful of our responsibility to continue and 

uphold his vision for us, the dojo, and the future of Aikido.  I 

canôt think of a more fitting honor to a man who gave so much to 

the art and to his students but to continue his vision. 

 

 

 

Our Teacher Is Always With Us 

by Mike Hatfield, Aikido 2nd Kyu 

 

Bad artists copy. Good artists steal. ï Pablo Picasso 

 

 My first direct teaching from Sensei came soon after I had joined 

the dojo.  I had been practicing for a couple of months and felt 

that I was just beginning to understand the dojo protocol.  At the 

end of each class, after we were lined up and ready to bow out, 

Sensei would usually have a few words for the students, maybe a 

critique of our energy level or an admonition to work harder.  

Sometimes he would pass on a little story from one of his teach-

ers, such as I will not give you anything.  If you want it, you will 

have to steal it from me.  Try if you can! 

 

Then one day Sensei looked directly at me and said in a demand-

ing tone, ñYou need to relax and pay more attention!ò  I can still 

hear his voice.  Being called out in front of the class was uncom-

fortable and his message was intimidating, but he had given me a 

road map to improve my Aikido and I felt grateful for that.  Each 

day thereafter I tried harder to listen to his every word, watch 

every little detail, and memorize every technique. 

 

Maybe a year later, I was upstairs in the changing room next to 

Senseiôs private quarters.  While I was dressing after class he had 

come out of his office and was standing at the top of the stairs 

talking to someone down on the mats.  As I exited the changing 

room there was Sensei, with his back to me, partially blocking the 

path down the stairs.  I stood quietly behind him for several mo-

ments wondering if maybe I should try and squeeze behind him 

or just wait for him to finish his conversation.  Although he never 

turned around and never said a word to me, I noticed one of Sen-

seiôs hands came behind his back and subtly waved, like a leaf in 

the wind.  I squeezed behind him.  He was always teaching. 
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Sensei and the Art of Conversation  

by Kevin Hoffer, Aikido Ikkyu 

           

Sensei was so knowledgeable about so 

many things that it felt quite daunting to try 

to engage him in conversation.  I always 

thought, ñWhat could I possibly cover, that 

he doesnôt already know or hasnôt already 

heard?ò  I also knew that were I to let my 

mouth blabber on about whatever thought 

popped into my head, he would more than 

likely challenge my assumptions, question 

my motives, and test the strength of my 

intention. Once I learned to quit blabbing 

around senior students, I also learned it was 

beneficial to wait until it seemed like the 

right time before speaking on a new subject 

or asking a question that wasnôt training-

related.  But around Sensei, I was simply 

afraid to speak.  This was quite a new feel-

ing for me; in other circumstances I have 

no problem sharing my opinions and 

thoughts, whether solicited or not.  (It can 

be very oppressive around me, to be sure.) 

             

But I started spending time around Sensei 

when he asked me to help him run some 

errands.  We would most often either have 

breakfast or lunch along with the errands, 

and in that time, there were often long peri-

ods without speaking.  It was terrifying for 

me.  Initially I had to learn to wait for him 

to speak first.  Thought after thought raced 

through my head, but I kept them to my-

self.  I desperately wanted to break the si-

lence of the car ride, or waiting for the 

waitress, but would hold my tongue, know-

ing it just wasnôt really that important.  I 

eventually got to see how meaningless 

many of the things I wanted to say were.  It 

was frequently just ñfillerò to keep me from 

feeling uncomfortable. 

             

Now this is not to say Sensei had nothing 

to say.  At times he had long explanations 

for me.  Other times we had humorous dis-

cussions about nothing all that important.  

But I had to learn that just because I could 

not sit with my own silence did not mean 

everyone else had to suffer my chatter. 

  

It is a tool that has become important to me 

as I spend time with my father-in-law.  He 

too likes silence at times, and because we 

do not always cross the language barrier all 

that well, it is often more important just to 

sit quietly than to force a conversation.  

Like many of the tools I have learned from 

Sensei, I still have much practice to truly 

know how to utilize it.  But I know I must 

honor his dedication with my own. 
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Sensei in the ó80s 
by Louis Lee, Aikido Shodan  

  

In his late 40s, Sensei was most dedicated 

in developing his Aikido theory and educa-

tion, and in putting them into practice.  In 

any given session, he spoke no more than a 

handful of sentences of instruction, and 

even then only if he was in a talkative 

mood.  He would demonstrate a few times 

slowly, shift into high gear, and throw the 

heck out of uke, then sit zazen at the right-

hand corner of the mat and watch his stu-

dents go at it.  Nobody spoke; no verbal 

instruction was given from senior students 

either, except to fresh victims who were 

still rolling around and could not tell up 

from down.  If he saw what he did not want 

to see in your technique, he picked you out 

at the spot you were practicing and tossed 

you around until he saw your level of alert-

ness increase to the desired 

level.  Throughout the whole class all you 

heard was bodies hitting the mats, and the 

occasional gushing sound of someone get-

ting the wind knocked out of them.  There 

was no moment when you allowed your 

mind to drift off, submerged in mental con-

struction of techniques, or to dream of 

yourself as an Aikido virtuoso.  All your 

attention was fully dedicated to your sen-

sory receptacles: watching, listening, more 

watching, seeing where Sensei is, where 

uke is, where you are throwing uke, and 

who is doing what around the spot where 

uke will land. 

  

It came to me much later why this was such 

a valuable training.  At any given moment, 

a sensory activity (watching and being 

aware), and a mental activity (thinking and 

feeling lost) cannot coexist simultaneously. 

Therefore, as we were deprived of 

the freedom to daydream, our awareness of 

the moment was sharpened, like the in-

stinctive awareness of animals.  Bumping 

into others, or throwing your uke into a 

crowded spot was a rare blunder indeed, 

and such action brought Senseiôs immedi-

ate intervention, until the transgressor was 

completely exhausted yet alert as ever.  On 

the surface, it seems difficult to tell 

whether the students are indeed alert, be-

cause one can still appear to be alert during 

the practice while being totally on a differ-

ent plane altogether.  However, you can tell 

this easily by looking at his eyes. Where 

his focus is throughout the practice tells 

where his spirit is; eyes cannot hide the 

truth. 

  

To keep us honest, Sensei would admonish 

the class as follows: 

  

Do you know exactly where you are throw-

ing your uke? 

Do you continuously adjust ma-ai between 

you and uke, as well as that of you and the 

pair practicing next to you? 

Are you aware when someone is being 

thrown at you while you are going about 

your business? 

If not, if you are not aware of any of these, 

you are not paying attention, you are not 

aware enough. 

   

I think Sensei drove home a simple but 

essential point: one can, and should, think 

about Aikido technique, especially during 

the learning process, but it should not be 

done on the mats.  Everything must be 

dedicated to sensory learning; watching, 

mimicking, and more watching, 

of everyone and everything. 

  

I leave you with a few bits and pieces of 

Senseiôs words I have accumulated over 

the years.  I hope this grab bag of recollec-

tions helps all of you as much as it helped 

me on my journey as an Aikido practitio-

ner.  Since he never said much on Aikido 

techniques, these words may feel rather 

random at best: 

  

Uke, make attacks as real as possible. 
A thrust or punch must come at the precise 

moment, aiming directly at the target.  

Ukes should avoid simply raising their 

hands and charging.  Ukeôs stance must be 

in balance at all times as a real attackerôs 

would, and uke should never turn passive 

during the technique.  This does not mean 

uke must always try to bash in nageôs 

head.  Speed is irrelevant; intention and 

dedication matters. 

  

Watch and mimic your teacher. 
There will be plenty of time for you to re-

hearse, sharpen, develop, and invent your 

own techniques once your Aikido becomes 

proficient.  Until then, watch and mimic 

your instructor as best as you can.  Any 

thinking or even a mental regurgitation of 

what the instructor is doing means that, if 

there is a verbal activity inside of your 

brain, you are not paying attention, you are 

doing your own thing.  You have gone off 

somewhere else, and that makes you a li-

ability to other students. 

  

Aikido training should extend through 

everyday life. 
Be alert, attentive, and watchful of your 

surroundings.  When you clean the dojo, 

pay attention to the area you are cleaning 

and see if you are indeed cleaning prop-

erly.  Are you simply going through the 

ritual of mindlessly wiping?  Are you 

thinking about your wonderful Aikido 

skills while you are cleaning, or are you 

really cleaning with full attention? 

  

Be sensitive to everything. 
When performing a technique, if you feel 

uke preventing you from carrying out a 

waza, it is likely you have telegraphed your 

movement and uke read it.  When your 

movement is telegraphed and thus you run 

into a resistance, know you have caused 

this. 

  

Postscript From Two Masters 
Once, Sensei and a group of senior students 

had a discussion on where one should look 

while carrying out a technique, and Sensei 

used Musashiôs instruction as a good exam-

ple.  When faced with an opponent, close 

the eyelids slightly and gaze at the whole 

body in a hazy focus, so you can see the 

entire body movement.  If you stare at the 

hand that holds the weapon, or the weapon 

itself, fearful thoughts will seep in and 

paralyze you.  Stare at your opponent's 

eyes, and you could be mesmerized if your 

opponent's will and determination are 

fiercer than yours. 

Aikido Center of Los Angeles www.aikidocenterla.com 
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Chosen Path 

by Reverend Kensho Furuya 
  
Although we have a penchant for making 

comparisons and deciding which is better 

and which is not, deciding on the path of 

Aikido is a choice.  We choose Aikido be-

cause it seems to fit our personality and our 

ideals.  I donôt think it can be a matter of 

which seems the best bargain, like buying 

groceries.  For some people, Karate, or 

grappling, may better fit their needs.  For 

others, Taiji or boxing feels more satisfy-

ing.  And then again, some people search 

for the one martial art with the most flash 

or, perhaps, more body contact.  Some peo-

ple prefer something more inner or spiri-

tual.  Some prefer more competitive.  Some 

are looking for exercise.  A long time ago, I 

turned away a student who only wanted to 

do Aikido because he thought he would 

look ñcoolò in a hakama.  Whether our 

goals are high and not so high, we make a 

choice.  Hopefully, we choose Aikido for 

what Aikido offers and not for the fantasies 

of our minds.  It is usually the one who 

lives in a dream-world who becomes, from 

my experience, quickly disappointed. 
  
One shouldnôt look for Aikido as a quick 

fix for all oneôs personal problems, nor 

does it contain a miracle cure for oneôs 

ailments.  Aikido harbors no magic wand 

nor a winning ticket for the lottery.  We 

will find no magic potion in Aikido that 

makes all sadness and suffering vanish in a 

flash.  More often than not, Aikido as an 

art, inherently dictates that we will get out 

of it exactly and only what we put into it.  

Aspire to something more than mere gain: 

in Aikido, we must think in terms of trans-

formation, growth, and change.  While 

working in the Zenshuji Temple and taking 

care of our Zen meditation group, I was 

amazed to find that so many came to gain a 

miracle cure.  Some even came thinking 

that sitting would cure their medical dis-

eases.  Of course, there is something poten-

tially miraculous about oneôs faith, but 

clinging to the expectation of a miracle 

misses what Zen is all about.  In the same 

light, we should not look to Aikido as a 

medical or miracle cure. 
 

Sawaki Kodo once said about Zen practice, 

ñThe only reason to do Zen sitting is be-

cause you love Zen sitting.ò  The meaning 

here: for any other motive or idea of per-

sonal gain or profit, we will eventually fail.  

In the same light, we should practice Ai-

kido for no other reason than because we 

love Aikido.  Perhaps this love does not 

come in a flash as in the movies, but one 

can gradually learn to love Aikido very 

much as a way of life and as something 

that, in the long run, becomes very fulfill-

ing ï not in the sense of material gain, but 

in how we live our lives and view this 

world.  As for myself, I cannot live my life 

pounding and kicking another person; that 

way works for some but not for me.  As for 

myself, I cannot struggle on the ground 

wrestling closely with a sweaty body; 

that way is not my nature.  Aikido is 

ideal for me and after almost 50 years, I 

find it still very fulfilling.  This is a fact 

which I can pass on to my students.  

Aikido has lasting qualities which you 

can carry with you all your life.   When 

I practiced Judo, we all knew our com-

petitive careers would end after 25 or 

26 and by 30 we would be considered 

ñseniors.ò  Although a great sport, this 

knowledge held no fulfillment for me 

personally. 
  
It might seem like a nice pastime to conjec-

ture about which martial art looks better 

and what works more effectively and why 

this or that technique is not good and on 

and on as I usually see.  Of course, my life 

is not perfect by any means; I donôt make 

much money so I am not successful; my 

life is still a struggle and hard work.  Many 

others enjoy more success and more fame 

and on and on.  They drive better cars, live 

in better homes, wear better clothes, and so 

forth.  But I still have something in my 

Aikido life that I would refuse to exchange 

with any other.  For this reason, I recom-

mend Aikido wholeheartedly to you and 

this is why I am here. 
  
Editorôs Note: Sensei originally posted 

this article, in slightly different form, to his 

ñAikido-KODO-Iaidoò message board on 

February 1, 2005. 

ñDeciding on the path of Aikido  

is a choice.ò 
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Growing Up With Sensei 

by Maria Murakawa, Aikido 2nd Dan 

 

I was lucky enough to be a student of Sensei 

for about 11 years.  Despite training under 

him for so long, I did not grow close to him 

as others may have, was never entrusted to 

pick up his dinner or run errands for him, 

and was never reprimanded for any sins of 

commission or omission.  In that respect, I 

may not have had the fullest experience of 

being a student of Sensei as I could have.  

What I do know is that during those years 

Sensei impacted me more than I had real-

ized; I only became fully aware of this im-

pact once he passed away. 

 

There are so many things I remember about 

Sensei.  Classes were very intense when he 

taught, and I felt, as others may have as 

well, that it was going to be serious once we 

heard the swishing of his hakama down the 

stairs as we warmed up.  Very soon some-

one would get yelled at, or we would have 

to perform the same tenshin nage for 20 

minutes straight, or watch as one of Senseiôs 

ukes would be hurled countless times across 

the mat while taking his ukemi.  Despite the 

fear which would pervade the dojo while he 

taught, there were moments of serene con-

centration on our part, as we watched Sensei  

breaking down each movement to its sim-

plest explanation, and very often these dem-

onstrations of movement would lead to the 

most fascinating stories of martial arts his-

tory, and a whole world would open up from 

a bygone era.  The old dojo surrounded by 

antiques, with our sweat and blood soaking 

the mats, and Senseiôs style of strict and 

rigorous teaching, all inspired me during 

those formative years inside and outside of 

class, to become a better person. 

I looked forward to his daily messages every 

day as I took my lunch at work, a short res-

pite from the hectic days as an assistant in 

the garment industry.  I remember reading 

and re-reading Kodo and feeling inspired by 

the stories passed down through the ages.  

No matter how tough things got at work, I 

think I was always able to overcome it, in 

large part due to what I learned from Sensei, 

and the world of Aikido he opened up to 

me.  I admired how easily he was able to 

share his knowledge with others, especially 

during the open houses which we would 

have at the dojo.  While he demonstrated the 

movements, he would communicate how 

they worked in an entertaining way so any-

body could easily understand.  Then he 

would allude to some fascinating historical 

reference that would relate to what he was 

demonstrating, and the audience would be-

come immersed, if only for that moment, in 

a different way of life.  He was generous 

with his knowledge, and was able to touch 

people through his love of martial arts and 

Japanese culture, and they in turn would 

leave our dojo feeling uplifted (and maybe 

even inspired) by the beauty of the stories 

he told.   

 

Sensei once said that during the old days, 

students would treasure their teacher above 

all others, even their own parents.  When I 

first heard this, I couldnôt really understand 

it.  Then when Sensei passed away, I under-

stood.  My parents gave me life and gave 

me the tools to live this life independently, 

but it was Sensei who had guided me 

through a big part of my life with his teach-

ings.  I grew up with my parents during 

childhood, and during my 20s, grew up with 

Sensei through Aikido.  So his passing af-

fected me almost as much as if a close rela-

tive had passed away.  Sensei taught me 

what it feels like to miss someone deeply, 

and made me aware what an irreplaceable 

entity he remains in my life. 

Sensei at Iwama Dojo in 1969 

Untitled  

 

The old teacher never knows, 

 

When a student comes 

 

And when he goes. 

 

He cannot reap what he cannot sow 

 

Itôs all he can do, I suppose. 

 

Like the warm summer breeze, 

 

Blowing by so quickly, 

 

The flower continually grows, 

 

On the lonely old, crooked bough. 

 

ï Reverend Kensho Furuya 
 

Editorôs note: Sensei posted this poem 

to Aikiweb on October 30, 2003. 
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Reflection on the Way 

by Steven Shaw, Aikido 2nd Dan, Iaido 3rd Dan 

  

Sensei was hard to get to know.  

Many barriers existed to foster-

ing a relationship with him, some 

of them literal.  Coming into the 

dojo itself presented a challenge.  

If one didnôt know where the 

dojo was, it was difficult to find.  

Itôs true, there was a sign, but the 

entrance was completely ob-

scured by the fence and bamboo 

garden.  The indirect steps, the 

multiple gates with offset stones 

that had to be navigated as part 

of the training, and the black 

metal door that had to be turned 

just right in order to enter all presented physical deterrents to ac-

cessing Sensei and his teachings.   

  

Once inside, it got no easier.  I trained for nearly two years in the 

dojo before I peeked past Senseiôs door and into his office where I 

could glimpse him busily typing.  By the time I was dressed and 

ready to leave the changing room, the door to his office had been 

closed.  The dojo and Sensei himself seemed like a Japanese feu-

dal castle.  The outer walls, the designed walkways defendable 

from an inner wall, the courtyard overlooked by the keep, and 

finally the ascent of the keep to reach the interior were all present 

in the layout of the dojo and in the behavior of the steward of the 

students.   

  

Most of my interactions with Sensei occurred on the mats of the 

dojo.  I am thankful for every second under his watchful eye.  One 

day when I was training, a senior student threw me and I rolled 

out of his throw twice in the same place.  There was a leak in this 

studentôs control of my body within the technique, and I flowed to 

that opening.  Sensei asked me, ñWhat are you doing?ò  In my 

immaturity I responded with, ñNothing good.ò  I thought I had 

been doing something wrong and I thought I would relate that I 

understood that I needed to flow with my partner.  Sensei walked 

around for a minute as we continued to train.  I could tell he was 

thinking.  If you ever answer like that again, I will kick you out of 

here.  Talk to Ken Watanabe if you want to learn how to respond 

properly. 

  

The lesson from this wasnôt that there was one response that I 

should have said even though I talked with Ken Watanabe about 

it.  The lesson was that I needed to be fully present mentally and 

physically during training.  This moment could have allowed me 

to articulate a hole in the studentôs technique and help him find 

how to close that hole to have total control and force my mind to 

think about why my body was doing something naturally on its 

own.  Instead of taking the time to be reflective and serious in my 

training, I was immature and dismissive.  This dismissive attitude 

is what Sensei saw and used to shape me as an individual. 

  

Reflection is an integral part of life.  Being able to change our 

actions based upon reflection on our past experiences is what en-

ables us to grow and develop into more productive workers, more 

articulate leaders, and better people.  This is ultimately the goal of 

Aikido and our training in it.  Sensei taught that Aikido was more 

than a martial art, it is a way of life.  For me, itôs the way.   

ñWhen the student grows, the teacher grows.ò 

ï Reverend Kensho Furuya 

To Emulate a Teacher 
by Dr. Roberto Magallanes Molina 

Chief Instructor, Veracruz Aikikai 

  

In The Hagakure, there is a bit of advice about how to emulate a 

samurai, or I should say a teacher. When I was doing my gyneco-

logical training in Canada, I met a gifted surgeon who became my 

mentor. And when I visited ACLA for the first time, I felt trans-

ported to a 16th Century samurai palace; after having the honor of 

meeting Sensei, I immediately wished to practice under his wing 

and in that beautiful, traditional dojo.  

  

Being a shodan from Mexico, I knew it was not going to be easy; 

Iôd faced a similar challenge in Canada as a foreign medical 

graduate, so I decided to do with Sensei what I did in Canada: 

work the hardest I could in order to deserve such a place and 

privilege.  For five straight years, I exchanged e-mails with Sen-

sei, assisted at his annual seminars, and met his top students and 

his shihan guests of honor.  After Senseiôs unexpected death, I 

kept visiting ACLA every year, hoping to be accepted as a student 

and have the honor to train under their wing. 

  

Now that I am a part of the ACLA family, Iôve invited some of 

your senior students to visit my dojo in Veracruz, which aspires to 

follow the traditional spirit and form of Senseiôs old dojo by 

teaching sound Aikido as he taught it and by paying respect to the 

Japanese culture and traditions which gave birth to all we learned 

from Sensei.  I know I am still very far from my goals, but I keep 

practicing and learning from Ito Sensei and the ACLA stu-

dents.  Ito Sensei has done an outstanding job keeping ACLA 

together and accomplishing Senseiôs wishes. 

  

During my years of medical practice, I trained several new sur-

geons whose development made me proud of my job.  I try now to 

do the same thing with my Aikido students by following Senseiôs 

ideas of being a good teacher, so that maybe they will try to emu-

late me when my time comes as I now try to emulate Sensei.  I 

feel very proud of being an ACLA student and will make sure I 

honor the trust your dojo has placed in me.  Thank you, Ito Sen-

sei; I will do my best to make you feel proud of me.  And thank 

you, Sensei ï God bless you! 


