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A Whole World

Flowe> Blooms

Talk by Zen Master Seung Sahn
Nam Hwa Sah Temple, China

The whole world is a single flower. What does that mean? Twenty
five hundred years ago, Buddha stayed at Yeong Sahn Mountain. One
day, in front of an assembly, he picked up a flower. Nobody under-
stood; only Mahakasyapa smiled. Buddha said, “The all-pervading
true dharma I transmit to Mahakasyapa.”

Eight hundred years later, Bodhidharma came to China. The
emperor of China, Emperor Yan, asked Bodhidharma, “I have made
almost infinite temples, I have made almost infinite robes and kasas
for monks. How much merit have I earned?” Bodhidharma said, “No
merit.” Buddha’s flower had infinite merit, but what is the true
teaching in this flower of Buddha? Bodhidharma said, “Only don’t
know.”

Three hundred years later, the Sixth Patriarch said, “Originally
there is nothing, where can you find dust?”

So Buddha’s holding up one flower, Bodhidharma’s don’t know,
and the Sixth Patriarch’s originally nothing, where is dust... those
three, are they the same or different?

If somebody says that they are the same... this stick will hit them
thirty times.

If somebody says that they are different, this stick will also hit them
thirty times.

Why is that?

The sky is blue and water is flowing. Today at Nam Hwa Sah, this
whole world flower has blossomed.

This world is changing all the time. The last time we came here,
three years ago, we noticed that the roads were not so good, and that
Shaoguan, the city near here, was not very developed. This time, we
cannot help but notice that the roads are very well constructed, and
there are many new high buildings in the town. This gives us evidence
that China is growing up, developing, and becoming a modern
society. I have been traveling all over the world, and I have seen the
development of many different countries. No other country has
demonstrated the kind of rapid development, and change in people’s
minds, that [ see today in China. This makes me very happy.

However, this outside environment does not necessarily mean that

our minds are becoming pure. Many temples have been recon-
structed, many new temples have been built, many congregations are
forming and people are attending temples again. I hope that people
continue to come to these temples, learn sutras and do chanting, also
do meditation, attain their true selves, and become teachers for all
human beings. We have gathered here from all over the world to
recognize that Nam Hwa Sah has a very important role to play in this
matter. I sincerely hope that the people gathered here from many
different countries attain the Sixth Patriarch’s “originally nothing”
and help this world.

Everyone can see that our world is not clear. There are many, many
problems. Why? On this earth, the human population has suddenly
exploded. Before the end of World War II, the whole population of
this planet was less than two billion people. Today, the population of
this earth has increased to five-and-a-half billion people. Over many
thousands of years on this planet we only reached a population of two
billion people, but in fifty years it has increased by three and a half
billion people. In this short span of time, the minds of human beings
as a whole have become less human and have become more animal-
like. If we cannot fix the animal mind inside ourselves, then how can
we expect to achieve world peace, how can we expect to make the
whole world a single flower?

Starting from here, we need to fix this world, make this world a
better place. The Buddha taught us a special mantra for cleansing our
minds and purifying this world. This mantra is “Jong Bop Gye Jin On
Om Nam.” Let’s all together try Om Nam. By doing this mantra we
cleanse our minds. By cleansing our minds, we can cleanse the whole
world. So hold your hands together in hapchang, and together we will
do the Om Nam mantra.

Om Nam Om Nam Om Nam Om Nam Om Nam...

Thank you. This world is now becoming a better place. This world
is becoming clearer. Attaining world peace has now begun at Nam
Hwa Sah temple.

Always the sky is blue, and the water is always flowing down, down
to the ocean.

Thank you very much.
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Clockwise from top lefé: Dae Kwang Zen Master, Ven. Maha Ghosananda, Seung Sahn Zen Master;
Nam Hwa Sah temple; Ven. Fo Yuen, Hyon Gak Sunim, Dae Kwang Zen Master,

Hyang Um Sunim JDPS, and Seung Sahn Zen Master; Ven. Fo Yuen.

Last October’s fourth triennial “The Whole World is a
Single Flower Conference” brought together Zen Master
Seung Sahn and over a hundred and fifty of his students from
around the world. The gathering was held at Nam Hwa Sah,
the Sixth Patriarch’s temple, located in Guangdong Province
in Southern China.

This was truly an international celebration. Dae Kwang
Zen Master and Wu Kwang Zen Master came from the
United States, Hyang Um Sunim JDPS from Hong Kong,
and Heila Downey JDPSN from South Africa. There were
students from Korea, China, Malaysia, Singapore, Cambo-
dia, Russia, Europe, South Africa, and the United States.
There were also many Chinese monks, nuns, and govern-
ment officials at the ceremony, and the atmosphere was one
of mutual support and harmony.

The western visitors convened in Hong Kong, where our
host Zen Center, the Su Bong Zen Monastery, treated us to
several days of sightseeing and delicious food. From Hong
Kong we took a train 185 miles north into China, to the city
of Shaoguan. From there we traveled to T’sao Chi Shan, the
mountain where Nam Hwa Sah is located. Founded origi-
nallyin 506 by an Indian monk, the temple wasand still is one
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of the most famous Buddhist tem hina.

Zen Master Seung Sahn calls this temple our “primary
point,” since it was the home of the Sixth Patriarch, the founder
of modern Zen. Our host at Nam Hwa Sah was Ven. Fo Yuen,
one of the most famous monks in China. During the cultural
revolution he hid the remains of the Sixth Patriarch from the
Red Guards and spent several years in prision suffering many
hardships.

Since that time he has worked tirelessly to reconstruct Nam
Hwa Sah and Un Mun Sah, the original temple of Un Mun
Zen Master, of which heisalso the abbot. Both of these temples
are today quite impressive architecturally. They are also quite
lively Buddhist centers, housing many new monks who have
appeared during the recent resurgence of Buddhism. The
second day of the conference was spent touring Un Mun Sah,
which is on Un Mun Shan (Cloud Gate Mountain.)

Aside from being a worldwide gathering of our school, this
conference provided an opportunity for Western Buddhism to
meet and connect with its most important historical root—the
monks and nuns of China. As Zen Master Seung Sahn says,
“It’s now our duty to help re-establish Zen in China, where it
originated.”




RBeeome One

This is an excerpt from a talk given by Zen Master Dae
Kwang on October 5th, 1996 at the Whole World is a Single
Flower Conference.

Twenty-five hundred years ago the Buddha held up a
flower, but at that time only'one person understood.

Thirteen hundred years ago Hui Neng, the Sixth Patri-
arch of Zen said, “originally nothing.” At that time, only a
few people understood.

Sixty years ago, as.thé Japanese withdrew from Korea at
the end of the second World War, Zen Master Man Gong
picked up a flower, dipped it in ink and wrote this calligra-
phy: The whole world is a single flower. At that time, how
many people understood?

The meaning behind each of these Master’s teaching is
actually the same, become one. That’s our big job in life.
Many people have come from all over the world—from
South Africa, from the United States, from Europe, from
Korea and from throughout China—to attend this confer-
ence. One reason for coming here is to celebrate the gift of
the Zen teaching of Hui Neng. Hui Neng was the founder
of Zen aswe practice it today. Hui Neng’s teaching, China’s
great gift to theworld, is now traveling all over theworld and
helping many people. That gift is wonderful, but more
important is that we attain this gift in our hearts and minds.
So the reason for our Whole World is a Single Flower

Garden and pond at front entrance of Un Mun's temple on Un Mun Mountain.

Empty Cloud Zen Master’s memorial at Un Mun’s temple in China.

conference is to help all people become one. Everybody
understands that in our world there is a lot of suffering. All
people become one means, everyone find their true self and
help thisworld. Then this conference is not just a ceremony,
but has real meaning for the life of this world. So I want to
thank you all for coming here to Zen’s primary point and I
hope that we all practice hard and continue to attain our
true self moment to moment.

Tomorrow we will visit the home temple of another great
Chinese Zen teacher, Un Mun Zen Master. His name
means “cloud gate” after the name of the mountain where
he taught. This temple is also the home of a large memorial
to the famous modern Zen Master Hsu Yun. Hsu Yun
means “Empty Cloud.” So here is a poem for you:

Empty Cloud Gate says, “Hello!

Do you see me?

If you see me you are blind.

Ifyou don't see me you are still blind.”
Do you see this gate?

=5
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6. Study hard by raising your faith. Raising your faith is sincerely re-examining the matter

just mentioned.

7. To be born-a-human being is most difficult. It is even more difficult to be born into

Zen Master Kyong Ho
Great-grandteacher of
Zen Master Seung Sahn

1. It is no small thing for a person to become a Bhikku or Bhikkuni. A person does not
become a Sunim to eat and dress well. Rather, they want to be free from life and death by
accomplishing Buddhahood.

2. To accomplish Buddhahood, one has to discover one’s own Mind, which is already
within one’s own body.

3. To discover Mind, one should understand that one’s body is no more than a dead corpse
and that this world is, for good or bad, nothing but a dream. One’s death is like popping out
in the evening of the same day that you have popped in during the morning. After death,
sometimes one may be born in one of the hells, sometimes in the realm of animals and
sometimes in the realm of ghosts. Then one must endure incalculable pains and sufferings.

4. Since thisis true, do not concern yourselfwith the worldly life. Just examine and carefully
observe your mind atall times. What does this which is now seeing, hearing and thinkinglook
like? Does this have any form or not? Is this big or small? Is this yellow or green? Is this bright
or dark?

5. Examine and observe this matter carefully. Let your examination and observation
become likea mouse-catching cat; or like a hensitting on her eggs; or like a desperately hungry,
old, crafty mouse gnawing a hole in a rice bag. Let your examination and observation be
focused at one point and do not forget it. Keep it before you by raising doubt and by
questioning yourself. Do not let this doubt go away while you are doing chores or the like.

"Do not let your question (doubt) escape from you even while you are not doing anything

special. By eagerly and sincerely practicing in this manner,
finally, there will be the moment of awakening to your
own Mind. o f

favorable circumstances—harder still to become a Bhikku or Bhikkuni. It is the most difficult
thing of all to find correct and righteous Dharma teaching. We should reflect on this matter
deeply. ‘

8. Shakyamuni Buddha once said, One who is already a human being is like a speck of dirt
clinging to a fingernail, while the one who has become an animal by losing his human form
is as common as the dirt of the ground. If one loses the human form this time, then one will
have to wait countless aeons to recover it. When someone is in one of the many hells, he is
unaware of it, as if playing games in a flower garden. Becoming a hungry ghost, asura, or
animal, he acts like he is dwelling in his own home.

9. However, if one is awakened and has accomplished Buddhahood, he does not have to
live or die. That s, he does not have to endure any kind of suffering again. These words should
be carefully considered one by one.

10. Once, Zen Master Kwon, a Bhikku, began meditating from morning to night. As soon
as the sun would set, he would beat his fists against the ground in frustration and cry out, “I
have lost another day without realizing my Mind.” He continued this way every day until he
was fully awakened. Since there are many who have exhibited the determination of Master
Kwon, itis impossible for me here to cite everyone who has had the determination to meditate
until enlightened.

11. None of them were worried about living or dying, nor about eating, dressing well, nor
sleeping. In our study, we should practice the same way. Consider this carefully!

LHEL

and

T4
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Building Paris Zen Center
Grazyna Perl, JDPSN

There was a very nice apartment on a little street in Paris.
Big living room, big dining room, big hallway with mirrors,
three nice rooms with ﬁrefilaccs, bathroom and a rtoilet.
Kitchen not too big, enough for a maid to prepare a meal
and bring it to the dining room.

Itis 6:00 am. From every corner of the apartment people
arecoming. Alineis forming in front of the bathroom; three
or four people are squeezing over the sink. Well, I decide to
brush my teeth after bows.

Fifteen people are in the dharma room, clumsily reciting
the Four Great Vows in French. Students from Germany,
Hungary, Poland, Nigeria, the United States, the Slovakian
and Czech Republics.

No chanting; we think our neighbors wouldn’t like it.

After practice, another attack on the bathroom.

In the meantime, Marica is preparing oatmeal, Andrzej is
running to the boulangerie to buy baguettes, Udo and Azara
are organizing the mats and cushions in the dining room.

While eating breakfast, we talk and laugh, but also
organize work on the construction. Darek will tell every-

body what to do today. Ewa will do the laundry for

everybody. Marica cooking; Jareck woodwork; two Roberts
and Jacek will scrub old paint from old windows. Ania,
Dorotaand Gosia will paint, continuing the work of Suzana
and Pavel who left already. Piotrek and Karel will paint
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beams and windows, work which Horst started while being
here. Judith and Michael will clean the glass roof in the
dharma room. Lali and Szandor will install lamps in an
almost-finished part of the house. Silke will scrub layers of
old glue and paint from the floors. Grzegorz will fill holes
and cracks with gypsum. I am going shopping to buy more
materials: gypsum, paint, brushes etc. Everybody is busy all
day around the construction.

Lunch is brought to the construction site and we eat
sitting on empty paint containers, using one of the doors as
atable. Dirty but smiling faces. Today we have ice cream for
desert.

Matthew is very happy to have so many aunts and uncles
to play with. Playing Asterix [a French comics character] is
so funny. One has to get used to new names, and new
greetings: “Ave Centurion,” “Ave Cezar.” Yesterday he did
two hundred bows with Darek. Today, preparing himself
for Heila Downey JDPSN’s visit, he didn’t take his robe off
and spent all day chanting in the dharma room.

A few weeks later. ..

Today after a Precepts Ceremony, our Hungarian friends
and some of the German students have to leave. It’s always
asad moment. We got to know each other, got used to being
together. Part of the family has to leave. We hug for a long
time, promising to keep in touch.

Now Ewa is cooking. “Yummy, yummy”—that’s the
best comment. Actually, our food karma is just wonderful.

After work, and before practice, the bathroom is most
popular. The first three or four people will have warm water,
and the rest will try to get there first tomorrow. It is difficult
to get rid of paint with cold water—try mind is very useful,
as is olive oil.

Today is time for a picnic, so we pack some sandwiches,
tea, wine, and fruit, and off we go to Bois de Boulogne.
Laying on grass all day by a stream, eating, laughing, we all
get a very deserved rest.

Finally, at the beginning of May, after changing the dates
four times, we are moving to our new home.

Not that the house is ready, but at this point we don’t
care. There are a couple of bathrooms and toilets which
work and that is already better than the apartment we have
been in. The movers do not share our enthusiasm. They
look at the condition of our new place, and freeze with the
furniture in their hands and a strange expression on their
faces. Their comment s that this is the first time they moved
anyone into a middle of a construction site.

Here we can practice more freely: morning and evening,
including chanting, interviews, dharma talks and Yong
Maeng Jong Jins. There are not many of us, but the practice
is strong, “don’t know” is strong and “just do it” is strong,

Between running to the bank, City Hall, the architect’s



officeand lumberyards,I'm
spending time on the con-
struction side. Welive here,
so we eat, sleep and practice
here.

Once, when the kitchen
was still being worked on,
thiswas thelunchtimescene
I found upon returning from some errands: Ewa sitting in
the middle of the livirg room, cooking on a little portable
stove with two pans on it. Around her many people work-
ing; assembling kitchen furniture, fixing windows, finish-
ing walls. Ewa just cooked, sometimes lowering her head to
avoid being hit by a passing ladder or a long piece of wood.

More images: Robert splashed paint directly into his eye,
we got it clean—with olive oil.

Heidi, who is coming regularly once a week to help,
burned herself with a heat gun. It is good that we have some
Oxyfresh gel—it will help.

Kuba said another joke—everybody laughed.

Marcin can make delicious cakes, Robert delicious curry.

Dorota is a master of soy pate.

Ola can balance on the edge of the window on the second
floor, cleaning them.

Wu Bong Soen Sa Nim came, and everybody is very
happy. More teaching, and painting the new floors is going
smoother.

Again we skip a few weeks. ..

More partings, and some new arrivals. Now Beata is
cooking, while her husband Piotr, together with Marzena,
Iwona, Piotr #2, Dorota, Nicholas, Victoria and Olek, are
continuing the renovation work.

Little Hania from Szczecin is a wonderful companion for

all of us, but especially for Matthew. They are also building;
tree houses from whatever construction leftovers they find.
Darek is still here, working hard. Robert left, then came
back, so did Ania with her husband Tomek and son
Mateusz.
We still don’t have the necessary permits, so we cannot
finish changing the rotting exterior. That means that for
another few months our apartment will look like a camp
with boxes for cabinets and closets.

The dharma room, however, is finished, as are a few
other rooms, so practice is going smoothly and people are
living more comfortably, and can get rest after hard work.

The third Yong Maeng Jong Jin in our new place was the
biggest. Seventeen people fromall over the Europe, includ-
ing several French students who tried our style of retreat.

The chanting book was translated by Michel and
Margarita, and Hania from Cologne worked hard setting
it into a nice book format. The final result has not yet
appeared, but the prototype presages a very beautiful
chanting book.

Jean Michel wrote a nice announcement which was
placed in a newspaper, so more people are calling and
asking about the new Zen Center. My French must get
better. Construction words are not enough, more dharma
words are necessary.

Final image. ..

From a busy street between Place de la Bastille and Gare
de Lyon, one can get into a courtyard. There is a green gate,
behind which is a quict, little garden and a house: Centre
Parisien de Zen—Kwan Um.

On thesstepsa group of friends is sitting, drinking tea. It’s
a sunny late afternoon, and soon practice will start. Guests
are coming. A little introduction in broken French, and an
invitation to the next Yong Maeng Jong Jin with Wu Bong
Soen Sa Nim, and to the Buddha’s Eyes Opening Cer-
emony which is to take place at the end of this retreat.

The official Opening Ceremony has been scheduled for
the coming Spring; Zen Master Seung Sahn promised to
come. We are very happy.

-
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MOUNTAIN
Walking:
RACUPACHING

Meditation

RLTREAT

We sit together, the mountain and me,
until only the mountain remains.

LiPo

Dorota Streitfeld
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The line for walking meditation moved smoothly and
quietly along. I could feel the shifting of my weight, the
pressure of each step. As usual during a week-long period of
practice, I felt the simplicity and directness of just walking
without distraction. There was just a slight difference. My
back was covered by a fifty-pound pack, my feet were
encased in heavy boots, and our meditation hall was ashady
grove of old growth trees along the White River in the
Cascade Mountains. This would be a different retreat.

Inspired by a friend’s tales of practicing with the Ring of
Bone Zendo’s Mountains and Rivers sesshins in the wilder-
ness of Northern California, and armed with photocopies
of some basic information the Ring of Bone people had put
together, I had lightheartedly suggested that our group, the
Dharma Sound Zen Center, put together a backpacking
retreat. And after arranging for Dae Kwang Zen Master to
fly out from the Providence Zen Center where he is the
guiding teacher, after soliciting interested practitioners
from our sangha, after trips to the REI store and food co-
ops, and after what seemed like a very short meeting to get
organized, we were on our way.

This would be a walking Zen retreat. Morning and
evening practice, with a long walking meditation filling our
day. And rather than snaking our way back to a building or
Zen hall after ten minutes, we would settle our practice
circle wherever we chose to stop. Rather than deciding just
how much cool air to let in the room or how high to turn
the lights, we would let nature choose for us. Had to, really.
We had stepped off of the raised platform labeled “Control”
that we usually enjoy in the city. We were not in charge.
Gloriously out of the egocentric throne we imagine our-
selves to occupy most days.

After halfan hour or so we stop for a short meditation by
theriverandan openingtalk by Dae Kwang Zen Master. He
mentions thatwe'll be practicing in silence for the week, just
doing the minimum communication for cookingand camp
chores, but letting our tongues rest otherwise. The better to
hear the teachings of the river and trees, the subtle pointing-
out instructions contained in the bird calls and scurrying of
chipmonks. Dae Kwang Zen Master encourages us to
maintain our practice throughout the day, especially while
walking. I've brought along a short mala to remind myself
of my mantra, to link it up with my steps and breath.

After the talk we ease on our packs and silently walk off
down the deserted trail. Mid-week and off-season, we hope
to have the woods mostly to ourselves. With seven days of
food and fuel, plus tents, clothes and assorted knicknacks,
the weight is undeniable. I ask myself, “Am I a pack animal
orahuman?” Definitely haveabody here... we’'re havingan
“in the body experience” as we walk. “This very body is the
body of the Buddha.” Zen Master Hakuin’s song seems true
in a different way than before. Very real body, real sweat,
real weight, real sound of water flowing.



Here we are. Home at last.

The rhythmic clacking of two rocks wakes me. The sound
fades and rises in strength as the wake-up person walks the
camp. A predawn greyness fills the sky and the air has a
gentle nip as we squirm out of our sleeping bags to wash up
with cold water from the creek and sip a cup of hot tea the
cooks have made. My job has become “bear bagger.” I walk
over to the tree we've hung our food in and juggle down the
stuffsacks filled with our meals, treatsand toothpaste for the
week. Brother bear is a member of the greater sangha here
in the mountains, but needs to find his own dinners, so we
string our food up in a tree each night for safekeeping.

Weall pull out a pad and something to use as a zafu, and
come to the practice area for morning sitting. The tempera-
ture is cool enough to keep us all awake, and with the slight
incline of the hill, I'm
sitting without any
cushionatall under my
bum. Simple and el-
egant, close to the origi-
nal style of yogis out in
the forest. Save for all
the Goretex and
goosedown, of course.

The campsite is on a
ridge, so our group
shapesintoasimpleline,
following the contour.
We face across the val-
ley, a long view into
space and openess. We
are on the shady side
and let the dawn light
up the other side of the meditation hall aswesitin the breeze
that rises with the sun. A handclap signals walking medita-
tion, and we lace on boots to walk around the meadow.
People slip off to pee or get gloves as we walk, coming back
to our seats for another clap to signal sitting.

It feels completely natural to be sitting in silence here in
the middle of an even greater silence. My mind is loose and
relaxed, yet awake. The struggles with stray thoughts or
grogginess are somehow less pronounced or less important
thaninaretreatinsideabuilding. Aswesitin thesilenceand
the chilly air, a group of deer arrive on their morning
rounds, comfortably picking their way through us, com-
pletely at ease as they eat their breakfast grass. Raising up
heads to gaze at us with what seem to be enormous,
unmoving eyes, they decide they are safe and continue to
graze. 'm reminded of our dharma ancestor Han Am
Sunim and how no dogs would bark or babies cry when he
was nearby, so clear and strong was his mind. Without
thoughts of self, we are naturally one with all our relations.

Sitting ends and breakfast arrives. Our meals are one-

bowl affairs, with no choices in menu and everything served
until it’s gone. Just eat. Tea to clean the bowls. Drink the tea
and we’re done, except I've caught a glance of my face and
twisted hair in the bottom of the bowl. My fellow traveller,
who are you? He answers with silence and he doesn’t go
away, that one I don’t know; as we clean the pots and pack
up the tents. Now we have work period. Putting away our
little huts of nylon fabric and aluminum poles. Repacking
food and getting out shorts and sunblock for the warmth
and light that is moving towards us across the valley. Still in
silence, the silence that seems to hold us like a container,
together in a way that I rarely feel outside of retreat.

We gather together, and walk off, up towards the pass.
We walk up and up on a steep set of switchbacks through
fields of wildflowers standing in warm sunshine. The head
of the valley is filled
with the sound of
rushing water as
snowmelt runs down
the scree- and talus-
covered slope. It all
seems such a gift,
unbought and un-
imagined by anyone.
We surprise a mar-
motout forhis morn-
ing sun. He retreats
to a hillock, then
watches us as he
whistles an alarm for
other mountainside
residents. “The two-
leggeds are coming!”
Still standing, balanced on hind legs, he doesn’t retreat but
stands and stares and watches us climb up and out of his
little meadow. Just watching with his small mouth open as
we walk off.

My world shrinks way down to a small scope. Step...
step... step. Thelabored sound of my breath coming in and
out. The sight of the trail in front of me or the pack of the
person just ahead in line. Mantra. Move one bead. Mantra.
Move one bead. Mantra. I remember a Tibetan teacher
telling me that mantra means “mind protection.” It sweeps
me out, cleans off the slate of awareness so the facts come
through. The body. The trail. The taste of the air. And my
unknown fellow traveller, thiat face in the bottom of the
bowl.

A hand clap. Rest break. And we are in nature’s candy
store. Surrounded by berries. Huckleberries, plump and
ripe, hang from little bushes all over the hillside. Free food!
Not bought, not carried, not planted, and not sprayed. My
hands are soon stained purple and I start to feel like brother
bear as I ramble from bush to bush munching contentedly.
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The feeling of a visit home, a visit to a place where we were
meant to be, rises again. The tart and pulpy berries are as
sweet as any home-baked snack I've known. Another hand
clap and we move on. Upwards. This morning is only up.
Now out onto thesaddle of theridge, up into adifferent bio-
climatic zone. It looks something like tundra, with small
twisted trees and tight clumps of grass and a chill wind
blowing over the top.

We pause and look over into the Napeequa Valley, a deep
V shape spread out before us. The trail winds down and
down into what has become a grey and chilled expanse.
Without the heat of walking up and with no sun, our bodies
cool quickly and out comes an assortment of sweaters,
sweatpants and rain coats. We've put on our fur and walk
down to lunch out of the wind.

We eat in a circle, with the squeaky barks of pika echoing
off of the rocks. We’re next to an ice field, and after cheese
and bread and hot broth, walk up to see. Of all things, I see
a small bug run across the ice and dive down a tiny hole.
Without thinking, I scrape the soft ice with my finger to see
where on earth it could have gone. The bug ends up on the
ice again, not moving. Ah!! What have I done? A Buddhist
come all the way to this wild world only to murder an
innocent bug! I gently scoop the tiny thing onto my hand
and try to warm it. It starts to move and trot around my
palm but obviously missing a couple of legs. My one small
mistake means that this little one’s life may well be over. As
I hold him in my hand he runs off down my arm into my
sleeve. I say a prayer for him and walk on.

The ice field has a cave, with an opening in the center of
the field where the central runoffspills out. A few of us climb
down and enter yet another world, one of ice and freezing
water. The cave spreads and grows as we follow it to theside.
It ends in a kind of ice hall, litaquamarine from the ice and
feeling like a secret hall of the mountain spirit. Sahn Shin,
in Korean. The one the old ladies prayed to every morning
at Hwa Gye Sah temple near Seoul, when I lived there. We
walk down out of our alpine world to grey skies and
raindrops.

The first few days we’ve had lots of sun and warmth, and
now therain god visits. A final skin appears on our little herd
as ponchos and rainpants get taken out and zipped on. The
trail down is steep and exposed. My mantra wheel is
running round and round. Wesstep... step... step... down
into the mud and forest-cover. This is a hard point for me.
I have a strong dislike for getting really wet, and this is not
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just a shower but a Northwest rainstorm. Just walk. Let my
neck get wet. Yuk! Let it go. Yuk! Let it go. Just walk. Feel
the drops hitting my poncho. It turns out OK. Water is after
all just wet.

We reach camp and set up in the rain. Collect wood for
a fire and start to dry out under the trees. The rain lets up
in the evening and we decide to keep our food in camp
rather than get it wet in the rain. This despite the enormous
bear scat smack in the middle of the trail just before camp.
Rather than keeping to what has been our night schedule of
practice from midnight to 2:00 am, we decide to sit in shifts
until morning to watch the food. Dac Kwang Zen Master
and I take the midnight to 2:00 am shift and sit down to the
primal television and first visualization of all: our campfire.
Just letting the flames fill our field of vision, letting the
shapes appear and disappear in front of us.

Despite the damp chill, the sitting again comes easily,
with the sense of being supported by everything seen and
unseen in the circle around the fire. My unknown friend
loses his solidity and there is just the smells of the woods and
sounds of the night. Just a great mystery. We take breaks
from sitting to dry our clothes.

I haveasense, in the flickers of the fire, of our having gone
down the lineage tree, down past our teacher, Seung Sahn
Zen Master and his teacher Ko Bong Zen Master; way down
to Buddhists and Taoists who lived far away and long ago;
down to shamans and native healers; down to places we
don’t pay much mind to these days. Down to our nature
and the belly of our common mother. It feels good. Feels
like coming home.

David Ledeboer is a senior dharma teacher.




HOST ins GUEST

Bridget Duff

I'd like very much to share a
couple of little stories with you. It
is about two brief moments some
seventeen years ago spent with
our teacher, Zen Master Seung
Sahn.

My relationship with him has
always been a series of very brief
but nonetheless significant en-
counters. A lot of these moments
have branded themselves into my
memory. Theystaywith me. They
have been mind-meals for me to
chew on, sometimes for years, be-
fore I eventually began to swallow and digest them. Each
one hasbeen a kong-an that only the heart can answer. They
are vignettes. Quick glances out of the corner of my eye or
through the crack of the door as it was closing.

Or just him dashing through the kitchen after a grueling
afternoon of religious politics with the Korean temple board
of directors, and proclaiming to me with his tired face the
color of ashes, “Soon dead! What can you do?” His eyes were
piercing me for an answer.

“Ji Jang Bosal,” I replied.

“Thank you,” he said and dragged himself upstairs.

Or, at 3:00 a.m. I am standing out in the hall waiting to
use the bathroom. Zen Master Seung Sahn comes out of the
bathroom and sees how sleepy and fuzzy I am, and imme-
diately uses this moment to wake me up in a big way. He
asks me, “Why are you crying?”

“I'm not crying,” I reply, truly bewildered.

“WHY ARE YOU CRYING?” he asks again.

“TAM NOT CRYING!” I say.

“O.K. you ask me the same question and pretend I am
you, O.K.2”

“Why are you crying?” I ask him.

“Because I am a woman and many women are suffering
in the world, so I am crying.”

These kind of moments are what I am talking about:
volumes of teaching stuffed into fleeting moments. So, here
are two more about host and guest.

Seventeen years ago I was housemaster of Tahl Mah Sah
Zen Center (since renamed Dharma Zen Center). At that

time the housemaster
was also the Zen
Master’sattendant. Iwas
not very good at it. In
fact, the other students
called me “Godzilla”
behind my back! There
was an awful lot to do in
those' days. Our Zen
Centerswereyoungand
pioneering and we
learned by trial and er-
ror. My personal experi-
ence was one of lots of
trials and lots of errors.

In those days our Zen Center was located on the same
property as the Korean temple. We were always interfacing
with the Korean Buddhist community of Los Angeles. Zen
Master Seung Sahn was always receiving tons of guests. In
Korea, a Zen Master serves as psychotherapist, father con-
fessor, marriage counselor, financial advisor, referee, and
mother hen. They came in droves. In squadrons. At any
time of the day or night. And Zen Master Seung Sahn would
welcome them all in for a chat or some solace no matter if
he was feeling like the last Native American on the “trail of
tears.” And I had to keep a half step ahead of him and be at
the ready to serve them. Just like a good hostess. This was
quite an ironic position Zen Master Seung Sahn had
deliberately placed me in, seeing as I had no inclination
towards being humble and accommodating,

So, a large part of my job was to be ready, willing, and
gracious, to take care of him and his guests and make sure
they had proper refreshments. And if they needed to be
taken sightseeing or driven home or to the airport, it was to
be done on the spur of the moment. Aside from that, the
housemaster was responsible for all the money, shopping,
making sure the house was cleaned, the kitchen was in
order, that overnight guests had a place to sleep and to run
the whole domestic side of the Zen Center in general, right
down to a burned-out light bulb.

Itseemed like I was always hitting the ground running. A
lot of the time I just felt exhausted, confused, and flat-out
inconvenienced. There was so much to do and not enough
time to get it all done.

PRIMARY POINT Spring 1997 13



14 PRIMARY POINT Spring 1997

One thing in particular that bothered me was, there never
seemed to be any time for me to take a proper bowel movement.
Yes, you heard me. We only had two bathrooms and so many
people were always coming and going. Either the bathrooms
were occupied or [ was. My intestines felt like they were tied in
knots. What I wouldn’t have given for just fifteen minutes of
uninterrupted bathroom time! Sure enough, as soon as I would
sit down on the toilet I'd hear Zen Master Seung Sahn yell,
“HOUSE M-A-A-A-STER!!”, and I'd pop off like a cork to go
run and see what he needed or if there were some guests that I
needed to put the kettle on and cut up fruit for. Damned if it
didn’t happen just like that every single time.

Sometimes wishes do come true. One afternoon I was in-
credulous to find myselfall alone in the Zen Center. Zen Master
Seung Sahn wasn’t expected back until dinner time and everyone
else was off somewhere for the day and most of my work was
caught up on. Fabulous! I have plenty of time for a healthy visit
to the “throne.” Perhaps I might even be able to sneak in a bit of
a snooze, ] was thinking to myself happily as I sat there on the
toilet.

All of a sudden I hear the downstairs door open and someone
is pounding up the stairs. I cringe. No! it can’t be... [ wait, hear
nothing. I begin to relax... perhaps it’s just one of the other
students home early...

Then, like a Marine Corps drill sergeant cracking my ear-
drums and blasting my tiny moment of contented calm like a
fragmentation grenade, I hear the dreaded words “HOUSE -
M-A-A-A-STER!”

Without thinking I scream back from behind the bathroom
door, “WHAT?!” Never before had I disrespectfully screamed
back a reply to the Zen Master (though I would have loved to at
times!) I came crashing out of the bathroom, just furious.

There stood Zen Master Seung Sahn in the hall, eyes wide in
surprise at my outburst. He did not apologize. I was suddenly
deeply embarrassed and regretted having yelled at him.

“We have a guest,” he said. I sighed in resignation.

“O.K. I'll go put the kettle on for tea and cut some fruit...”

“No, not necessary. Not that style guest. Come here...” he
crooked his finger at me to follow him into the dharma room.

It was summer and very hot, yet the dharma room looked
magical in that particular light. The dust moats swirling in shafts
of sunlight, the brown meditation cushions lined up symmetri-
cally on the blue carpeted floor like stepping stones across a calm
blue lake. The smell of incense being burned for years had
permeated into the foundation of the house itself. The gold
Buddha, and the black iron bell hanging from the red bell stand.
The match-stick bamboo window shades cast stripes of light and
lavender shadows that crept across the floor and up the walls. I
was once again graced with another moment of perfect calm, my
bathroom experience forgotten.

Zen Master Seung Sahn had walked straight to his meditation
cushion and was standing