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In 1980, when I first came to this coun-
try, I had no temple, food or home. I was
very poor. Arriving .in New York City,
Master Soen Sa Nim opened his Zen Center
to me. He was the first Zen Master in
America to help. Soen Sa Nim has said,

- ““When you become a monk, you become a
millionaire. Any temple you enter is your
home—one million; any food which is
needed, is given—two million; and all the
clothes you will ever wear are provid-
ed—three million.”’

Our Sangha is a large family. Masters,
when spreading the Dharma, bring this
family close together. Students, when prac-
ticing Buddhism, bring the Dharma to life.
When Soen Sa ‘Nim gave me refuge in his
New York City Temple, he became a living
Buddha.

It is my prayer that all Buddhists will bow :

IN CELEBRATION OF
SOEN SA NIM’S 60TH
 BIRTHDAY

Selections from the tribute book
compiled by Diana Clark

together in the Dharma, that we may all at-
tain Buddha Nature, and lasting peace.

Ven. Maha Ghosananda
New England Khmer Buddhist Society

Congratulating 60th Birthday of
~ Seung Sahn Zen Master

““Golden Staff Traverses
Endless miles of emptiness

Harmonizing with clouds, with rain --
Nurturing true mind

Atop mountain-firm vows
The scenery is unique:

Unmeasurable prosperity, infinite life,
Deep is the ocean of merit.”’

Ven. Hakaya Taizan Maizumi Roshi
Zen Center of Los Angeles

[this is a translation of the Chinese poem]

DO YOU SEE THIS?
An Appreciation of Tubby Teacher

Tubby Teacher raised his hand before the
Maui Sangha. ‘Do you see this?’’ he cried
out. I was astonished, and so was every-
body else.

Continued on page 2
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THE SCENERY OF ZEN

Jakusho Kwong Roshi, Dharma successor to Suzuki Roshi’s lineage and Abbot of ;

Sonoma Mountain Zen Center in northern California, ha§ Jomtly led several sitting

and chanting retreats in the past several years with Zen Master Seung Sahn In these

retreats the Zen styles of the two teachers (Japanese and Korean) were blended and. - "

students of both teachers practiced together. In April 1984 Roshi and his wife Laura
visited the Providence Zen Center. The following exchange occurred between the
Kwongs, Zen Master Seung Sahn, and teachers and residents of PZC. Roshi was
asked to talk about his life and how he started practicing and teaching Zen.

A dialogue with Jakusho Kwong, Roshi
Abbot of Sonoma Mountain Zen Center

, 'Kwong Roshi Thls is actually our first time

on the other end of America, and our first
time here at your Zen Center in Rhode

Island Your hospltallty, life, simpleness
_and directness is very commendable....

Reflecting back when I was three years
old, I was a frail child, and when I went to
just cry by myself, the Scotty dog next door
would follow me and we would cry togeth-

ers (laughter) The dog knows. The dog was
very kind and compassicnate. He didn’t tell
anyone. We shared this mutual secret of
truth and seemingly, weakness. I think it
[one’s motivation for practice] goes back
further than how we began [actually] prac-
ticing, what our ideas were when we began;,

Continued on Paged4
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(Holding the ceremonial Zen stick above his THE PI L GRI M q GE T O en ieh unent a;:g;’if:i;’e et a0k :

head, Jacob brings the point of it d : WA : k.
tlf: alta?ct(;bler:z%; foic[::)m e e tures we often read that the way we live is as g
: : : if in a dream. So it is our job, according to

Budda saw a star, got a great enlighten- the Buddha and the patriarchs, to awaken 3
ment. (Hits the altar again) e , :
Guchi’s attendant saw a finger, got a - ~ That’ ; ,

; A » BOL s what happened one day to this !

great enlightenment. (Hits the altar a third By Master Dharma Teacher Jacob Perl S rsonicalled Ghlifeina Dudkiia: That's tlzo 1

time)

Today we celebrate Buddha s enhghten-
ment, but we also celebrate Guchi’s attend-
ant’s enlightenment. Which one is greater?
Which one?

Hoh!

| The following formal Dharma speech was-given at Buddha’s Enhghtenment Day

ceremonies at the Providence Zen Center on December 6, 1986

Today is Saturday.

This is the traditional form. Everybody is
familiar with it. We celebrate this experi-

ence because it’s w_q;t,h celeb;_‘ating. Shaky-
muni Buddha—Shakymuni means ‘‘the

awakened one.”’ That means, prior to his, .

‘what' happened to Guchi’s attendant. So we
celebrate their expenence. ‘but pf course,
this experience is not just limited to Buddha
or Guchi’s attendant At any moment this

_ Continued on page 6
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Excerpts from

New Book Hononng Zen Master Seung Sahn on his 60th Birthday

In honor of Soen Sa Nim’s 60th birthday, Wthh will be celebrated August I at Provi-
dence Zen Center and later in the month in Korea, a tribute book has been put to-
gether by long-term student Diana Clark, co-founder of Empty Gate Zen Center.
The book includes a long biographical sketch of Soen Sa Nim’s life before he came
to the United States (augmented by recent interviews with him), an outline of the
major landmarks of his teaching here and abroad since then, and delightful

contributions from many of his students, friends and other teachers, written

especially for his 60th birthday.

The contributions are varied: poems, anecdotes, remembrances, drawings, often
humorous and warm-hearted. Many photographs spanning Soen Sa Nim’s life are
included. We are printing a sampling of the contributions, with Diana’s permission.
The book will be available at the School Congress August 1 at Providence Zen
Center. Thereafter, write to the Kwan Um Zen School.

continued from page 1

“Tomorrow morning we will do 108
bows,”’ he said. And they did. Fortunately I
wasn’t there, or probably I wouldn’t be
here.

Since then we have had several encoun-
ters, something like a comet rushing in from
the unknown universe and engaging all the
little asteroids for a few moments, and then
rushing out again into the vast reaches of
empty space.

Where does he come from? Where is he
going? Can we catch him to make him 60?

I offer nine bows, my best effort.

“‘Skinny”’

Robert Aitken

Koko An Zendo
Diamond Sangha, Hawaii

The 60th Birthday in the Orient is very
important, because it means that an entire
cycle of the Chinese calendar has been
lived. It is traditional that a person reaching
that age is honored by the gathering of his
or her whole family, by gifts, by lots of
good food. It is a time of great celebration.
It is also a fitting moment to review the
events of the person’s lifetime, to put them
in some perspective, to look with wonder,
to say thank you....

This book has been fascinating to watch
develop. It began in a very small way, with
the idea of collecting a ' few letters of con-

- gratulations and perhaps some anecdotal

QA8

Soen Sa Nim’s first visit to Sonoma
Mountain. From the Valley of the Moon he
saw three rainbows, while we on this moun-
tain saw a double rainbow. I said to myself,
‘“This is a very special day!’’ In tradition,
when Buddhist teachers meet, it is quite
natural to prostrate before each other in
mutual recognition. After that we were
both beaming with joy! Then we, spon-
taneously, held hands! This was the first
time I had ever experienced this love with a
Zen Master. We didn’t stand face to face
with some intense Zen gaze. In fact, we
were standing side by side, not even looking
at each other. This simple gesture of fingers
touching, a purring, was just like time
standing still.

I wanted to give him a present, something
that I valued greatly, but he declined each
as our eyes fingered through the many Bud-
dhist things.  Just the day before, Demian,
my teenage son, had found a paper rainbow
lying in a downtown parking lot. It was now
lying on the livingroom floor. Soen Sa Nim

said to us with a great smile, ‘“This I can

take!”” We all laughed!

Jakusho Kwong Roshi
Sonoma Mountain Zen Center
Santa Rpsa, California

Soen Sa Nim said that the true way is not
to be dependent on any idea of God; it is
becoming independent. Christians, he said,
are too dependent on an idea of God. They
only believe in God, but do not find God.
How can you believe in God when you can-
not even believe in yourself? Flrst _you need
to beheve} in yourself, then you can believe
in God. Then you can answer the questlon
of who is the “I’’ in Christ’s statement, *‘I
am thé Way, the Truth, and the Life.”

He shared the kong-an he has developed
about Christianity: ‘‘Christ died and rose
again; so where is Christ now?”’

What is most important, he said, is to
make clear your direction, step by step. The
first step is to attain stillness. Then you
make clear your relationships, to your fam-
ily, your teachers, your friends... And all of
this comes together as JUST DO IT! Out of
this kind of teaching can come a new re-
formation, bssed on a clear teaching of this
path, beginning with stillness and moving to
correct relatlonshxps ( thsing

Rusty chks Chrlstlan Mlmster

and former Abbot of the
New Haven Zen Center

' Photo By. Richard Grabbert

material about our teacher, Zen Master
Seung Sahn, to commemorate his 60th
Birthday. The response has been heart-
warming. People have come forward not
only with many personal experiences of his
impact on their lives, but also with new
stories about Soen Sa Nim or that they have
heard him tell. Others have sent poems,
photos and drawings. It has grown into an
amazing potpourri of many tasts, many im-
pressions, many offerings of love and deep-
ly felt gratitude.

Diana Clark, editor
of Soen Sa Nim’s 60th
birthday tribute book

Time Traveler

60 years earth-born, .

The Old Man teaches whole world,
Spewing forth lies and gossip

On deaf ears.

If you want to know the true way of Buddha
And Old Man’s original face,
Look to the clock.

Tick, tock.
Tick, tock.
Tick, tock.

Robert W. Genthner

Zen Master Seung Sahn

Soen Sa Nim’s first at._temp,t“a.t establish-
‘ing an American Zen Center was in a small
apartment in Providence, .Rhode Island.

- The- apartment was.-located..on ..a.-Stregt-..

named Doyle Avenue. Soen, Sa, Nim.prob-
ably didn’t care about.the fairly violent and
unhappy mood of the street, which,would
at times stage drunken brawls and knife
fights. What he saw was a house with two
relatively large rooms and a very low rent of
$150.00 a month....

Everyone that came to the apartment in
those first six months only needed to be
there a half an hour before they understood
his purpose and direction. Soen Sa Nim
wanted to make a Zen Center out of the
apartment. He wanted the altar to be the
heart, the Dharma Room to be wide and
clean so many people could gather and
practice together:and find their own hearts.
He made his students feel comfortable and
warm, by laughing and joking with them in
the kitchen. He’d suddenly decide to make
a huge batch of kimchee, containing every

vegetable imaginable. Or he’d be sitting at
the kitchen table for hours, diligently writ-
ing letters to unknown people in Korea and
suddenly-look.up.and.-ask.everyone if.they
liked noodles:;Often he’d-have to-look the
word he was searching for'up.in his Korean-
English dictionary, that .never left his side.
“NOODLES! = You like noodles?”’ Of
course everyone would smile inside and out,
loving his accent and his enthusiasm and
give him a big nod. Then he’d proceed to
convert the entire kitchen into a flour-filled
noodle factory, producing in less than an
hour a soup that surpassed even his last,
filled with delicious homemade noodles.
And he’d be so unabashedly pleased that
everyone liked it, telling them repeatedly,
“In Korea, anytime this style soup. This
style is Number One. Eat this, become

strong -- much energy, yah" Then he’d :

laugh.

Master Dharma Teacher Barbara Rhodes
Providence Zen Center

a jade tree

falls a clay pot shatters empty

on the floor here the shards
of the zen master empty

as truth empty

as Soen Sa Nim

heat moves wind
moves pushes
anything a door
open a mind a

table over in its way a broken
clay pot holds no
rain the zen

master drinks

water from the bowl
before the sky

will crack

only the willow changes only
days I sit there is so

little time no. there

is no time all

of it there is only

Soen Sa Nim

where’s that clay pot where’s
that Soen Sa Nim?

Linda Parker

(reprinted from Sea Birds by.

permission of the author and Fathom
Press)

I remember us wondering how Soen Sa
Nim would manage to give interviews for
about 140 people during one three-day
YMJJ. For us it seemed particularly diffi-
cult because he was also going every day to
downtown Warsaw to do shopping. So,
Friday morning after bows Soen Sa Nim
called me to his room and asked how many
people were sitting this retreat. ‘‘One
hundred forty people,”” was my answer.
Soen Sa Nim said then, ‘‘Okay. New stu-
dents come eight people at once for inter-
view, older students come four people for
interview, and you and several of the oldest
students come one by one.”’ ‘“Yes, sir,”’ I
answered, and a thought came to my mind,
““There’s nothing like having been in the
military—nothing is a problem!”’....

We used to have in the Warsaw Zen Cen-
ter a Polish van. Its quality was very poor.
Its old type two-cycle engine with only 70
horsepower used tremendous amounts of
gasoline and was extremely loud. In this car
we went with Soen Sa Nim all around Po-
land. Inside we put a sleeping mattress on
the floor for Soen Sa Nim to take naps on
the way. Every now and then the van broke.
In such cases, Soen Sa Nim used to give me
a suspicious look and say, ‘“You, Andrzej,
didn’t like the car, so now the car doesn’t
like you!”’
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Another time we were going with ‘‘terrif-
ic’’ speed, 55 miles/hour, and the engine
was moaning very loudly, causing a lot of
noise inside. Soen Sa Nim shouted at the
top of his voice, ‘““Good car! Very strong
engine! You can hear how loudly it

works.”’....
There was a time when Soen Sa Nim was

doing a lot of special practices and exer-
cises. It happened that he visited Poland
during that time (in spring of 1982). No-
body in Poland knew about his special
practices, which he used to do mostly in the
middle of the night. The Warsaw Zen Cen-
ter was located then in a rented three room
house. A YMJJ with 60 people sitting had
just started. It was very crowded in there.
Everybody slept on the floor in the Dharma
Room, one of the bedrooms and the
hallway. Soen Sa Nim stayed in the other
bedroom. Suddenly, just after midnight,
terrible roars rent the air. Clearly they were
coming out of Soen Sa Nim’s room. Every-
body woke up and sprang to their feet in the
instant. And the thought popped into our
minds, ‘‘Maybe somebody is just now try-
ing to kill Soen Sa Nim, or maybe Soen Sa
Nim got poisoned by the Polish food and is
dying in terrible pains.”’ We gathered at the
door of Soen Sa Nim’s room and started to
knock on it and ask Soen Sa Nim loudly if
he needed any help. The door stood ajar
and Soen Sa Nim appeared, only in his

underwear, asking us why we had made so.

much noise, what had happened in the Zen
Center—after all, a YMJJ was in progress
and it should have been held in silence. Ap-
peased by such instructions we went back to
sleep in total silence, interrupted from time
to time by wild cries coming out of the
room which we called, next day, the ‘‘cave
of the keen-eyed lion.”’

Do Am Sunim
Abbot, Kwan Um Zen School of Poland

When I think of you in England, a whole series of scenes comes into my mind. Our
first view of you at the airport on your first visit, for instance, when we who were
meeting you did not know what you looked like but saw you at once—for who could
mistake that square, solid figure with its twinkling-eyed ‘teaching’ face, its total aura
of Zen master? In the bus back from the airport you fell asleep; in the hotel, while
rooms were being fixed up, you flicked through magazines. ‘Is this how a Zen master
behaves?’ I thought, ‘Surely he should be more aware?’ I was to learn that that is ex-
actly how you behave and it was I who was.picking and choosing among all. my ready
concepts, my glib expectations of how a Zen master should be. Thank goodness you
didn’t fit into my sterotypes, thank goodness you were you with your every breath.

I see you in a Chinese restaurant with a large group of friends around the table,
passing the food, sharing the pleasure of being together, relaxing, laughing, helping
us all to be at one with the occasion. And I see you answering questions after the first
public lecture in England by one of your Dharma teachers—with the whole hall sud-
denly waking up, paying great attention to your answers, even though they were
given in what was then for you a difficult language, and yet they understood and
wanted more. I also see you walking through sleazy Soho and passing a strip club
where a couple of touts shouted out mockingly, ‘Are you a karate man?’ From deep
down in your diaphragm came your answer, ‘Yes!” No more mocking after that!

F

author of ‘“Zen: Direct Pointing to Reality’’

Calligraphy by Jakusho Kwong Roshi

Abbot, Sonoma Mountain Zen Center

Anne Bancroft

Dorsert, England

from the Providence Fire Department.

Soen Sa Nim’s car was totalled... ‘““Clear
mind, clear mind—don’t know.”’

So, after giving a report and getting a ride
home with Mu Ryang Sunim in Sol Sand-
perl’s car, we all went to sleep.

The next morning Soen Sa Nim was giv-
ing mid-month interviews and I had signed
up for the first one—just at the beginning
of sitting. I was pretty sure that it was too
early for anyone to have told him about his
car... How loud would he yell at me for
wrecking his car?? I went in and bowed and
said, ‘‘Soen Sa Nim, last night I was driving
your car and I had an accident.””

“Oh? You okay?”’

““Yes sir, but the car is destroyed.”’

‘“‘Ah...new car soon appear!”’

That ‘was all. No problem. Then we con-
tinued with the interview.

Do Ryun Sunim
Seoul International Zen Center

Korea

Soen Sa Nim is always talking about our
‘““Back Seat Driver.”” Anybody who’s ever
had the occasion to drive him around has a
good idea of what he’s talking about. He
usually knows the city as well as or better
than the person who’s driving, and he never
hesitates to give directions. ‘‘Over there.
Turn, turn! Go left! No, no, this way!”’

We had just finished winter Kyol Che in
April of 1984 and a conference of some sort
was planned. Mu Ryang Sunim was arriving

- in Providence and I volunteered to go pick
him up. For some reason Soen Sa Nim’s car
was the only one available, so I drove it into
town, listening to the radio for the first time
in three months. Then a song by Bruce
Springsteen (called ‘‘Rosalita’’) came on
the radio and I turned up the volume. Ap-
proaching an intersection just as the light
turned green I drove through... and was hit
and spun around, crashing backward into a
fire hydrant, having been hit by a truck

““Soen Sa Nim, I have a question.”

‘“Yaa? What?”’ ‘

“In the Platform Sutra it tells how Hui
Neng, upon hearing a certain phrase, got
enlightenment.”’

““Oh...which one?”’

- See Hoy opened the book to the page,
put it on the low table in front of Soen Sa
Nim and began to read out loud, underlin-
ing the words (which he had long since
memorized) with his finger. ““If you want to
un...”

Suddenly Soen Sa Nim slammed the
book shut on See Hoy’s finger and said,
‘““No more reading! Put it down!”’

“In a mild panic, See Hoy stuttered,

““Then what can I do?’’ Soen Sa Nim re-

plied, “Who are you?”’

See Hoy could not answer.
“WHO ARE YOU?”’

nally said, ‘‘No more reading books. Only
go straight, ‘What am 1?°”’

For one week See Hoy was in a complete
daze. He would watch the busy streets out-
side the temple and feel like there was no
meaning in anything. He decided to become
Soen Sa Nim’s student and practice until he
understood his new question. He did not
read a single Zen book for eight years.
Sometimes he would peek at a newspaper
and even then he would feel guilty.

In 1984 at a small ceremony at the Provi-
dence Zen Center, Mu Deung was given a
stick and a kesa in the same tradition as Hui
Neng, and became a teacher. To this day he
reads almost nothing. :

" A story told about -
Master Dharma Teacher Mu Deung '

And, of course, ‘““Only go straight.” If
you’ve driven with him, you understand
this.

One day, I was driving him to Dr. Kang’s
house for a meeting with Korean profes-
sionals. Soen Sa Nim was directing me
through the intricacies of the back roads
along the way, when we came to an inter-
section. I’d been there once or twice before,
but wasn’t completely sure of the way, al-
though I thought I was supposed to turn
left. As soon as the light turned green, Soen
Sa Ni_m exclaimed, ‘‘Only Go Straight!”’

““But Soen Sa Nim,”’ I said, ‘‘don’t we
turn left here?”’

Without missing a beat, he demonstrated
freedom from attachment to words. ‘‘Yah,
yah, sometimes, ‘Only go straight’ means
‘Turn left.””’

Ken Kessel
Chogye International
Zen Center of New York

For the next month, Seung Sahn Sunim
stayed with us at Bok Jun Am temple, Dur-
ing that time, he never slept; he only prac-
ticed. He was not so happy to see the nuns
sleeping so much, so at 2:00 o’clock each
morning, he would hit the moktok and
chant loudly in front of our door. Some-

" times he would pause from his chanting ani
kick the door with his foot and shout, “‘Gsi
up! Get up! Time to practice! Do you want
to go to hell?”’

Sometimes I would become angry at him
because he would not allow us nuns to get
our regular sleep. He would always argue
back and then we would frequently quarrel
over this matter. After our quarrel, he
would pick up his wooden flute and play
for hours and hours on end. He playz3 the
flute for as long as it took for my niiad to
settle down.

Over the next four years, Sexsws Suhn
Sunim would come and go frony &tk Jun
Am. During that time I became ¢losely ac-
quainted with him. He had such a delicate,
sensitive mind. I remember him strolling
through the autumn leaves at Bok Jun Am
temple. Suddenly he would break out into a
wonderful song. His voice was rich and

" deep. As he sang, tears rolled down his
cheeks. The song was about his lost home-
land in North Korea—he could not go
back. I also cried. Many times he would
sing this song; each time we would both cry.

Kyung Sun Sunim
Bok Jun Am Temple
Tae Cheon City, Korea
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Scenery
of Zen

continued from page |

and what our ideas and experiences are
now. How it seems to change!

Over a period of 24 years [of practicing]
I’ve become more aware of my foolishness.
(laughter) Don’t know much about Zen
anymore. But I do know going straight
[practicing] is very immaculate and an un-

" deniable truth that Dharma is good in the

beginning, good in the middle and good in
the end. How did I see it, and how did I be-
gin exploring? Maybe [I did that] in a more
simple way.
" For instance, doing zazen [meditation]
practice and trying to attain no-minded-
ness, there is a way to get on that wave-
length, just like when you bow and all the
thoughts'stop at the end of your exhalation.
There is a way to stay on that somehow
without this mind projecting into and inter-
fering with it. Somehow I thought that was
zazen, that was good zazen when that
happened.

I read a book called Approach to Zen
written by Uchiyama Roshi (who was then
the Abbot at Antai-ji in Japan) in which he
described zazen from his practice of maybe
40 or 50 years. It was quite inspiring to me,
because he said, first of all there’s the
zazen line which you try to maintain, to
jump on. But inevitably, ‘‘sweep as you

~will, you cannot empty the mind.”’ [a quote
from Keizan Zen Master] This is a very im-

portant statement. As soon as you jump

onto that line, it [mind] inevitably goes off,
just in one thought. That’s not bad, one
thought, which means the mind has stopped
thinking. But then two thoughts is thinking,
three thoughts is sequential, and it gets
longer and longer. Before you know it, the
bell rings and zazen is over.

The other aspect was sleeping. He de-
scribes sleeping very much the same as
thinking. First is sleeping, then you begin
dreaming, three, four... So the most diffi-
cult things in Zen practice are sleeping and
thinking. He calls them ‘‘the scenery of za-

en.”’ If you just have one thought, that’s
very good. Just the scenery of zazen. But he
subtly infers that zazen is to wake up within
your zazen. So whether it’s one thought or
two, thinking in the dreaming stage, or
thoughts in the thinking stage, it’s all just
scenery; you must accept your present
condition.

You sit there and you wake up. You
return to your breath, or breathing from
your tanden [lower abdomen] or whatever
you’re doing in your zazen. But the point is,
you can wake up and return. That’s the
whole point of zazen, on a very subtle basis.
By waking up, your everyday life will have
some kind of strong root and most likely
will not be tossed by the rains and winds of
our everyday life experiences. That kind of
explanation of zazen practice is very impor-
tant, and seeing that when we sit down, we
are stil alive and thinking will naturally hap-
pea. I7 there’s no thought, there’s no scen-
ery, there’s no life. So when there is life as
in sitting, there is also scenery. The point is
jus: to WAKE UP back to zazen....Further
there is the stage of no thinking, no scenery,
ze life, no sitting, and no you! This is also
the scenery of zazen.

Q. I heard that you and Soen Sa Nim had a
retreat together last year, and I was wonder-
ing whether you thought that was helpful?
Kwong Roshi: It’s so important that we all
work z3szther, because if we can’t, how can
we #ave world peace? It’s wonderful.
Sorsyimes we get so busy,.so narrow-
minded just in our own way. When you
have another group coming, especially Soen
Sa Nim, to do it another way is very won-
derful. It’s just like the many manifesta-
tions in this room, we are many manifesta-
tions of some deep way. I like it very much.
May we do it forever! (Laughs) Every year.
Soen Sa Nim: Every year.

Q. What is your style of sitting practice?

Kwong Roshi: Shikantaza. ‘‘Shikan”’
means ‘‘wholeheartedly’”” or ‘100%”’
““Ta’’ means—(Roshi hits the floor with his
hand). ‘“Za’> means sit. Soen Sa Nim once

mentioned to me that in China, where the
term came from, there were originally four
more characters, ‘‘ta jo i hen,”” which
"means become one. So basically-(Roshi
demonstrates the sitting posture). Or,
Gutei’s holding up one finger, or you
answering when someone calls your name.

Q. When you sit, do you use some mantra,
like we do here, or some way to keep your
mind?

Kwong Roshi: Yes. Shikantaza is as I’ve de-
scribed earlier: just one thought, two
thoughts, thinking....wake up. Just exactly
what’s going on in your mind.

Soen Sa Nim: Shikantaza means, use a
kong-an or not, doesn’t matter. Hit your
true self, become empty. You must ‘‘hit,”’
then become empty mind and just sit. Hit

and just sit is not enough. Anytime there is.

subject and object, or inside and outside,
you must hit and become one. That means,
when you see this world, just world'and you
become one. When you see the sky, sky and
you become one. That’s ‘‘hit, become
one.”

Q. Are people happy there?

Kwong Roshi: Probably not. (laughter) I
don’t think so. There is some happiness, of
course, but when the potatoes rub together,
some skin falls off. That’s how it is. (laugh-
ter) Zen is not only to accommodate others,
but also to encounter the self; many things
come with that. Just as a beautiful peace is
formed only through the condition of
irritation.

Soen Sa Nim: All day long cry, cry, cry.
(laughter)

Q. How did you start teaching?

Kwong Roshi: I was ordained in 1970. Also
I worked in commercial art. I went to one
early training period at Tassajara, and
Suzuki Roshi said to everyone, cut your hair
maybe three fingers [long]. So Laura cut
my hair, I looked like a porcupine. So she
said I might as well cut it all off. When I
came back to work, the businessmen asked
what happened. They didn’t want me there.
My form didn’t fit the consumer world. So
I had to find some other way to provide for
my family.

Events Marking Soen Sa NimSs
60th Birthday

In The U.S.A.: A Special Congress and Zen Master

Seung Sahn’s Blrthday celebration will take place from Friday, July 31
to Sunday, August 2 at the Providence Zen Center. The Fifth Annual Kwan Um Zen
Congress will be held at this time: members and friends from all over the country
come together to strengthen their practice, discuss issues, and simply have fun.

Saturday afternoon ‘people ‘will gather for the birthday ceremony honoring Zen
Master Seung Sahn on his 60th birthday and commemorating his 15 years of
teaching in the West. Many special guests are expected to attend, including friends
from other Buddhist schools. Saturday evening the Dharma Room will become a
stage: there will be musical entertainment, and each Zen Center will present a short
skit or song as tribute to Zen Master Seung Sahn.

The entire weekend promises to be fun-filled: a special experience of sangha. For
further information, contact your local Zen Center or the Kwan Um Zen School.

In Korea: ‘“The Whole World Is a Smgle Flower,’’ a
special gathering, will take place on August 27 and 28 at Su Dok Sah, a temple where
Zen Master Seung Sahn trained. The schedule will include sitting, kido chanting, and
talks on different aspects of practice. Special guests will include Taizan Maezumi, -
Roshi; Jakusho Kwong, Roshi; Ven. Maha Ghosananda; and Dharma Master Ji
Kwang Poep Sa (Dr. Danette Choi). Master Dharma Teachers, monks, and many
students of the Kwan Um Zen School are expected to attend.

On August 29 the International Young Buddhist Peace Symposnum will be held in
Seoul. Many dignitaries from the world of Korean Buddhism, as well as the special
guests who had gathered at Su Dok Sah, will speak at this event. (The evening of the
29th will feature entertainment and a special meal.)

A 7 Day Tour of the Country and Its His-

t0l‘lc Temples will take place from August 30 to September 5. Korea’s tem-
ples are a unique cultural, historical, and architectural testimony to a glorious Bud-
dhist civilization. Haein-sa temple has the ‘‘Tripitaka Koreana,’’ the entire Buddhist
canon carved in 1251 A.D., on 81,137 blocks of wood; near Bulguk-sa temple is the
Sokkuram Buddha, perhaps the finest achievement of Buddhist sculpture in the Far
East; Naksan-sa temple has the largest statue of Kwanseum Bosal (Kuan-yin) in Asia

_right on‘the edge of the sea..

.the ‘tour will also include visits to the museums and

other signficant sites within the city of Seoul.

For further information on the Korean trip, including details of travel arrangements
and cost, please write to the Kwan Um Zen School, 528 Pound Road, Cumberland,

RI 02864, or call (401) 769-6476.

Q. When you have a retreat and have inter-
views with your students, do you use
koans?
Kwong Roshi:
practice.

Soen Sa Nim: Nowadays, a little bit;
Kwong Roshi (laughing): A little bit. -

No, we don’t have koan

Q. So what happens in your interviews? -
Kwong Roshi: There are many questxons I
may ask a question," a stuc(em may ask a
question. Therefore the students teach me.

Many things appear with 'this ‘kind of
intimacy.

Q. What is your daily schedule at Sonoma
Mountain?

Kwong Roshi: We looked at your schedule
here and it’s basically the same. Residents,
getting. up in the morning, zazen, samu
[work practice], eating together, same.

Q. How many people are there?

Kwong Roshi: We have a small community
right now, either 12 or 15 including the chil-
dren there. Most of the people live in the
valley, and some people come all the way
from San Francisco, especially: for “Satur-
days, our big day. Sunday’s'a day off. Ev-
ery month we have sesshin, either'a one-day
or a three- or a five-day.

A friend suggested to me that I should
teach school, so I went to Suzuki Roshi and
asked him. He said, ‘‘You’re not a good
teacher.”” (laughter) Right away, ‘‘He’s a
no-good teacher.”” Then he asked me how
much money I would be making. [When he
heard the answer] he said maybe I should
teach in school. (laughter)

So even though I wasn’t a very good
teacher, I began to learn a lot. I was out
front. Lateron, whenT-went-to the-training
period, I gave talks. Actually it’s not been
very long since I started. Sometimes your
teacher will ask you [to teach] and you
don’t want to, and sometimes when you
want to, the teacher will not ask you. Some-
how it works together. ;

Q. Will you talk a little bit about experienc-
es you had with Suzuki Roshi, and some-
thing about how you feel about the student-
teacher relationship?

Kwong Roshi: I’ve always been more tradi-
tional. Whatever Suzuki Roshi said, I
didn’t fight against it. Maybe my projection
was big. Whatever he said, I would try to
do, try to work with. Maybe it was my

‘upbringing.

‘As for teaching, there were the Dharma
talks in the zendo, but my struggle was just

to stay awake and [deal with] pain in my
legs—that was about the first seven or eight
years. My mind can’t remember his teach-
ing, but maybe my body and my ears could
remember. It wasn’t until later when I be-
gan giving talks that my mind began to be
used more. For a long time I don’t think my
mind was being used because of my misun-
derstanding of what the practice is.

The teaching was very everyday, just like
with your own teacher when you go to Bos-
ton or drive in the car with him. Sometimes
you think it [teaching] should happen in
your retreat or some brilliant flash, but
many times it’ll be at home by yourself or
with him—driving a car, cooking together,
something very ordinary.

One of the stories I remember was when
my family and I lived in Mill Valley across
the bridge from the San Francisco Zen
Center. In Japantown the Zen Center was
then called Soko-ji. In order to keep me
practicing with the sangha, Suzuki Roshi
asked me to cook in the morning. I would
come for zazen and then cook breakfast,
and then go to work. One morning I was
cooking and he had this very special teacup
on a very long table. My job, after we fin-
ished eating, was to get all the dishes and
wash them. This time I was probably in a
hurry and I had two teacups, one in my
hand and the other one was this special one
on the table. As I was getting it, it slipped
out of my hand. I knew it was a very special
cup, so I put the other cup down and went
to catch it as the special cup fell through the
back of the chair, but I missed. It broke
into a million pieces, just shattered.

Suzuki Rochi was at one sink and Kata-
giri Roshi was at the other sink, and they
both went ‘‘Ohhhhhh....oh....”" (laughter)
I said, ‘“Oh my goodness, this is terrible!’’
And they went ‘‘Oh, oh, oh, oh, oh”’ like a
chorus. Then Suzuki Roshi said, ‘‘No prob-
lem.”’ (laughter) No problem, right? But in-
side I still had a problem, because I wanted
to fix it. I picked up all the pieces, thinking
maybe I could glue it together, because it
was worth a lot of money. After I picked it
all up, Suzuki Roshi took all the pieces and
dumped them into a paper bag and shoved
it deeply down into the garbage can. It was
just the way he did it, shoved it deeply
down into the garbage can, that my attach-
ment disappeared. No problem, finally.
The next day Mrs. Suzuki asked Roshi,
‘“‘What happened to the temple treasure?’’
Roshi said that he had mistakenly broken
it. I was so relieved and thankful!

Just simple things like that, I’m sure you
experience and know when it happens, or
after the happening, that it’s very good.

Q. During all your years of training and
being at Sonoma Mountain, you also raised
a family, four sons. We were talking today
about how there aren’t very many instruc-
tions for doing all that. Could you say any-
thing about that?

Kwong Roshi: Laura, do you want to say
something?

Laura Kwong: (laughing) Actually, people
have asked us many times how we did it.
When I look at it, I realize it was immense,
but I didn’t actually think about it too
much. You just do it day by day. The first
thing to realize is that there is no model.
You learn as you go along. If you make it
into a problem, then it becomes aproblem.
[It helps] if you make it into a situation that
you simply have to deal with. You don’t
have the solutions. Nobody does. It’s just
like becoming anything—we don’t know.
Even Buddhism here in America is a
question.

All I realized was to take care of the chil-
dren when I could, to sit when I could, just
to do my best. Did you want something
more practical....?

Kwong Roshi: Becoming parents is hke stu-
dent and teacher. For American teachers
[of Buddhism)], this is our first time. Then
for children or students, this is their first
time, too. So we make mistakes, back and
forth. So let’s help each other. It’s just the
first time, you know.

Laura Kwong: I don’t know how this re-
lates to Zen, but I feel my having four sons
was Karmic. Having four sons and having
to take care of them was very, very deep
practice for me. It wasn’t so much about
taking care of my sons—I don’t know
whose sons they were, actually. I mean

Continued on page 5
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VEN. CHOGYAM TRUNGPA, RINPOCHE
INTERNATIONAL BUDDHIST LEADER

DIES IN NOVA SCOTIA

A great teacher has died.
Not one to compromise his teaching
in order to avoid controversy,
he inspired many to pursue

the way of clarity and compassion.
As we mourn his death—
where did he go?

Heaven?

Hell?

Earth?

Sky?

Where? Where?

" KATZ!

With folded hands, facing to North.
Jacob T. Perl
Abbot, Kwan Um Zen School

The Vidyadhara (a Sanskrit title meaning
“‘holder of great insight’’), the Venerable
Chogyam Trungpa, Rinpoche, an interna-
tional Buddhist leader whose teaching at-
tracted thousands of Western students, died
in Halifax, Nova Scotia on April 4. He
was 47 years old. He had moved to Halifax
last year to establish a new international
headquarters for his work, previously based
in Boulder, CO.

Thousands of people attended the crema-
tion ceremony held at Karme-Choling on
May 26. It was the first time that the tradi-
tional Tibetan funeral rites for a high
Tibetan lama were performed in North
America. The rites were presided over by
His Holiness Dingo Khyentse Rinpoche,
His Holiness Shamar Rinpoche and other
major teachers of the Kagyu Order of
Tibetan Buddhism, including the Vajra
Regent Osel Tendzin, the American student
empowered in 1976 to be Ven. Trungpa
Rinpoche’s dharma heir, or spiritual
SUCCEsSor.

Among those attending were religious
leaders and diplomats, United Nations am-
bassadors, and Buddhists from around the
world, including many members of
Vajradhatu. The traditional ceremonies
were held in a large meadow on the Karme-
Choling land and featured a processional to

the cremation site accompanied by monks’

playing Tibetan horns, reed instruments
and drums.

The Ven. Trungpa Rinpoche was noted
for his intense energy and creativity. He
founded Vajradhatu, an international asso-
ciation of more than 100 Buddhist medita-
tiqn and study centers in North America

and Europe, and Naropa Institute in Boul-
der, CO, an innovative accredited liberal
arts college combining Eastern and Western
fields of study. His work at Naropa attract-
ed major intellectual and artistic figures and
became the focus for an annual conference
on Christian and Buddhist contemplation.
He founded Shambhala Training, the
United States Committee of the United Na-
tions Lumbini Project, and was a founder
of the American Buddhist Congress.

Born in 1940 in eastern Tibet, he was re-
cognized at 18 months, in accordance with
Tibetan tradition, as the eleventh rebirth of
the historically important Trungpa lineage,
and enthroned at the age of five as Supreme
Abbot of the Surmang monasteries and
governor of the district. Years of intensive
training in the Tibetan monastic tradition
followed. In 1959, during the Communist
Chinese invasion of Tibet, he escaped to
India, eventually studying at Oxford and
founding a meditation center in Scotland.
He gave up his monastic vows in 1968 and
subsequently married and English woman.
In 1970 he moved to Boulder, CO, and es-
tablished Karma Dzong Meditation Center
(currently one of the largest Buddhist com-
munities in America) and Karme-Choling, a
contemplative center in Barnet, VT.

A prolific author whose work has been
translated into 11 languages, Ven. Trungpa
Rinpoche wrote 11 books, including the
widely read ‘‘Cutting Through Spiritual
Materialism’’ and ‘‘The Myth of
Freedom,’’ an autobiography called ‘‘Born
in Tibet’’ and most recently, ‘‘Shambhala:
The Sacred Path of the Warrior.”” OJ

continued from page 4

deeply, I do not know. As I start maturing
in my practice, I realize that I don’t know a
lot of things. Somehow I was gifted with
these four sons, and when I started practic-
ing, it was because I went to Suzuki Roshi
and asked him how to take care of my chil-
dren, and what being a mother was. I didn’t
know how and I was scared.

Somehow I realized that if that was the
place where I was so frightened of losing the
self, then that was the place I ought to be.
For many years I used that as my practice,
and didn’t care what it looked like from the
outside. If somebody says, ‘‘Oh, are you
practicing?’’, I know I’m practicing some-
thing and not just taking care of children.
It’s relative and absolute: are you really tak-
ing care of children, or are you taking care
of the Buddha?

I rather look at it as though I am giving
my whole heart to the Buddha, and it comes
in the form of children, my children.
(laughter) So that very specific situation
was a catalyst for me and a place where I
started with a lot of devotion. I used that
situation, I cornered myself in that situation
in the same sense as you would if you were
sitting in zazen: no exit.

not sitting groups, and it’s not that simple.

Q. There have been a lot of problems.
Kwong Roshi: Yes, it’s a very deep thing
and I myself asked Suzuki Roshi [if I could]
do the very same thing. But actually I
wasn’t ready. It’s a very deep thing, be-
cause you sit with people, and later on
they’ll be asking you questions. If you can
handle all that, it’s fine. But it should be
done in a very thorough way for American
Zen students or disciples.

Q. Recently we have heard about difficult
times at the San Francisco Zen Center with
teacher-student relationships. Is there any-
thing in this experience that’s a lesson for us
as Zen students or in terms of being correct
students?

Kwong Roshi: It’s a hard question, how to
be correct students. In one way, we should
definitely be able to talk to each other and
mirror each other, regardless of whether we
become very big or small. To have that kind
of channel open is very important. It’s also
a very good time when these things happen.
The puritanical way of looking at things is
very strong in this country. That’s our
karma reflecting. That is coming out so we
can take a look at it. It’s a very good time,
and also it’s a painful time, a lot of ‘‘pulling
the [dead] grass.”’

‘‘Are you really taking care of children, or are you taking care

of the Buddha?”’

Q. If somebody came to you and said, ‘I
want to start a Zen Center,”” what would
you tell them?

Kwong Roshi: It depends who the person
was.

Q. Oh, a very clear Zen Master.

Kwong Roshi: A very clear Zen Master?
Then why ask me? (laughter) What’s the
problem?

Q. Because he doesn’t know anything about
America and you’ve been in America most
of your life, so....

Kwong Roshi: Maybe it’s better not to say
anything. That person has beginner’s mind,
it’s open.....In the Zen climate in America,
a lot of monks want to open up temples,

Q. How was it for you when Suzuki Roshi
died?

Kwong Roshi: It was awful because I relied
on him. I believed in him more than I be-
lieved in myself. It was more awful than I
think I would admit. At least my idea then
was to be a strong Zen student, to go
straight [practicing] or be strong. But actu-
ally it was a very sad and big loss. For my-
self, my own karmic life, to [be] cut off
from Roshi, was a teaching. It was the last
teaching. You cannot be attached. I think
after he died, I began understanding more
and feeling closer than when he was alive.
For the first ten years I didn’t know him
that well. It was only afterward, because I
was trying somewhat to do what he was

doing. Knowing why he was doing these
things, I become very close in that way.
Your teacher Soen Sa Nim is still alive;
please appreciate this.

= * . = L% * *

Kwong Roshi: When Soen Sa Nim says,
‘“‘cut thinking’’ (like when you’re sitting
zazen), there are only two things in opera-
tion: your awareness and perception. The
other three skandhas have dropped off
(form, sensation, discrimination). The only
thing left is perception and awareness.
When you join them, then I know someone

SONOMA MOUNTAIN
ZEN CENTER

INTRODUCTION TO ZEN
WORKSHOP

Orientation for beginners to learn Soto Zen
meditation, Buddhist perspective, form and
ritual, informal discussion.

June 20 & Oct 17 9-4 pm $25
JULY ANGO PRACTICE

Opportunity for guests to experience a month
of daily practice, evenly structured and focus-
ed with meditation, prostration, ritual meals,
study, chanting, work, to enhance ‘‘mind-
fulness and constancy’”’ moment after mo-
ment. Note there is a 7-day sesshin from July
19-25.

SESSHIN RETREAT

Silent meditation intensive to ‘‘Still the
Mind”’ in a daily schedule of prostrations,
chanting, 5 hours meditation, work, dharma
talks, formal meals.

July 1926 $20/day $140 full-time
Oct 1-4 $ 60
Nov 30-Dec 5 $100

ONE DAY SITTING

For beginners to experience a taste of silence
in moderate schedule of prostrations, medita-
tion, chanting, work, outdoor walking. 4:45
am-5 pm.

Sept 5 & Nov 7 $15

On 80 acres, the Cente« is under the direction
of Jakusho Kwong-roshi, dharma successor
to Soto Zin lineage of Shunryu Suzuki-roshi.

6367 Sonoma Mountain Road
Santa Rosa, CA 95404

Photo By Ruth Kilein

just- walked in with a gray robe on and

that’s Richard. But when they’re not quite
joined yet, you have the awareness of only
‘‘someone,’’ a real subtle awareness of just
one thought, but no sequentialness. That’s
‘““not-thinking.”” If it goes to thinking or

sleeping, that’s the scenery of zazen.
There’s no judgment of ‘‘this is better than
that.”” This is what I would call ‘“‘no
thought,”’ the vastness of no thought.......

By becoming aware of whatever exactly is
happening in your zazen, your spiritual
practice will mature. That’s a very peaceful
place. Your body feels like a mountain, im-
movable, and. there’s hardly any thinking
because body and mind are one. Sometimes
there are many thoughts, sometimes there is

k 707/545-8105 -
sleepiness, but neither one is better than the
other. They’re all just scenery of zazen. Be-
cause if “‘this’’ is better, you become more
attached to ‘‘this.”’

This is what is happening in the present,
this is genjo. When you acknowledge what
is happening in the present, you are awake.
You have to be there! Even before being,
that’s Zen!!!

Q. You encourage people to take that sit-
ting mind into action, like going to work or
being with their families, but how do you
take that from sitting to your everyday life?
How do you teach that?

Kwong Roshi: That’s the most difficult.
There’s the possibility that if it exists here in
this one room, then it could also exist out-
side. So you just find yourself in action
(which is the most difficult thing), within
everyday life, doing things wholeheartedly.
You’re not thinking about breathing or
posture—it’s just happening wholehearted-
ly. It’s an attitude. It can take a long time,
or it can even happen within an instant;
that’s prajna. [wisdom]

Q. You’ve been practicing for 24 years or
so0. Could you comment on whether you see
any difference between the motivation that
started you practicing, and the motivation
that keeps you practicing now, years later?
Kwong Roshi: I don’t think there’s much
improvement. (laughter) It’s basically the
same thing. For me in particular, it [the
motivation] is suffering. It’s just the same
thing as the Scotty dog.-It happens very
early [in our life]. We don’t change that
much, you know. I see it, not only in the
Scotty dog, but now in other people’s faces
and my own. It keeps me going. There’s
something about ‘‘improvement’’ which is
also puritanical. ‘“When we study, we’re
really going te become this being’’...

But actually you don’t improve that
much. At the bottom line, suffering is still
the same. You have to deal with it, but
maybe you can deal with it in a more whole-
hearfed way. That’s what we call compas-
sion; . without suffering there 'is no

_compassion. ]
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experience can be ours. Someone asked
about enlightenment and having problems
in our lives. It’s hard for people to under-
stand how someone can be practicing very
hard and still have many problems. What’s
the relationship?

Here we are in this moment. What more
does there need to be? This moment is a
very precious moment, and if I’ve been say-
ing that a lot in my Dharma talks lately, it’s
because I’'m coming to appreciate this
more. You can never regain this moment.
Once it’s gone, it’s gone forever. Soen Sa
Nim puts it a little differently. He says,
““Time does not wait for you.”’

Every moment of our life we have this in-
credible chance, every moment of our
dream we have this wonderful chance to
wake up. Then we can experience this mo-
ment and it can become truly ours. Buddha
saw a star and experienced something.
What did he experience?

There’s an interesting story about Master
An Sang who had a dream. In his dream he
went to Maitreya’s place. I don’t know
where that place is, but it must be a very
nice place where people are practicing very
hard, because the moment that Master An
Sang got there, he was in an assembly full
of monks. He was given the third seat, one
of the seats of honor in front of the assem-
bly. Then an old monk who was head of the
assembly knocked three times with the gav-

el on the table and said, ‘‘And now the
Dharma speech will be given by the monk
of the third seat.”’ .

Continued from page ]

At the university I came to the conclusion
(this was my great ‘‘intellectual enlighten-
ment’’) that we live in order to die properly.
In a way, our life is a preparation for our
death. I still think this is not a bad conclu-
sion. There will come a culmination of this
vehicle when we have to put it aside. If we
want something or are attached to some-
thing, this process can be very painful. If we
can stay awake, this process can be very
wonderful.

At that time I was disenchanted with the
world of politics through which I was hop-
ing to make the world a better place. I
started reading about yoga and Buddhism
and the mind and what is our human poten-
tial, our potential as sentient beings. At

‘““You can never regain this moment. Once it’s gone, it’s gone

forever.”’

Master An Sang also hit the table with
the gavel three times and said, ‘“The teach-
ing of Mahayana goes beyond the Four
Prepositions and the One Hundred Nega-
tions. Listen carefully. Listen carefully.”

What does this mean? If we listen care-
fully, if we see carefully, if we pay attention
to this present moment, then maybe we can
find out the true meaning of Master An
Sang’s dream. If we want something, if we

- are attached to something, then we are los-

ing this moment. When we lose this mo-
ment, in a way we are losing our life: So
our life, our practice, is to become alive.
Not to lose this moment means we can then
be the awakened ones.

Maybe one moment we are awake and
the next moment we fall asleep. Then we
travel into our own dream world and lose
this awakening. In the past while talking
about the growth of our School, I used the
image of an avalanche, how it starts off
very small and very subtly. One person, two
people, a Zen Center starts, and then grows

‘and grows. And it has grown.

It’s the same way in our practice. It starts
off innocently. Just for one moment we
make a moment of ‘‘try-mind’’—in order
to become clear, to help others. This one
moment has its own special symbolism, be-
cause it is the beginning of the Dharma ava-
lanche in our life. We lose it and we try
again. Maybe this next try is not as fast, be-
cause we are busy in our lives and have
many things to accomplish, but there comes
a time when we try again. Then maybe we
again lose it, this effort mind, this “‘try-
mind,”’ this mind that tries to be awake in
the present, to ‘‘be here now’’ as a famous
book said long ago. We lose that and we go
off again into our own dream world.

that time the question of life and death be-
came very fascinating. I enjoyed reading
about great masters passing away. There
are many accounts, and one that fascinated
me was about the famous Chinese layman
called Pang.

Layman Pang was a family man, and it
was said that his entire family—his wife,
son and daughter—had attained enlighten-
ment. He became famous when one day he
put all of his worldly possessions in a cart
and pushed the cart into a river. I believe
his wife and son left him after that. I don’t
know whether it was a coincidence or had
something to do with his action, but they
separated amicably. He stayed with his
daughter, who made things out of bamboo
and sold them'in the market.

He was also a poét. In a way, he lived like
a monk, but he would never cut off his hair
or wear monk’s robes. He used to go
around and challenge all the teachers to
Dharma combat.

When Layman Pang understood that it
was time to die, he made the announcement
in advance. When the day came, he washed
and put on nice robes and sat on his cushion
in his hut. He told his daughter, ‘‘Let me .
know when the sun is at the zenith.”” After
a while, his daughter came into the hut and
said, ‘‘The sun is being eclipsed.’”’ The lay-
man said, ‘“‘Are you sure?’’ The daughter
went-out and came back in and said, ‘“Yes,
it’s being eclipsed. You’d better take a
look.”’

When he went out of the hut, she quickly
climbed onto his cushion, sat in meditation
position, and died. He came back inside

and saw her sitting in his place, dead. He *
said, ‘‘Oh, you beat me to it,”’ or some- :

“Our way is the way of our pilgrimage, the way of

don’t-know.”

e SR 183 LA

Whether it is caused by our ignorance or
laziness or some kind of attachment, we
lose that try-mind. Then, again there is the
enérgy of this first precious moment of ef-
fort, and the second, and the third. Some-
thing is happening, so we try again. We try
a little more, and before we know it we are
wearing grey robes and a kasa. Many things
start to happen and the process continues
because we cannot stop. Whatever we do,

somehow coming to. this kind of assembly.

and making a decision, however weak, to
try this practice will bear fruit.

SOSURO - { ¢ | 1 |- SOSE

thing to that effect. ‘“‘Wonderful, now I
cannot pass away. I have to take care of
business. There has to be a ceremony for
her.”’

In those days it was the custom to make a
fire, burn the corpse, then spread the ashes
around. For one week Layman Pang post-
poned his death and took care of this busi-
ness. Then he sat down, composed himself,
and also died. A friend, with whom he had
left instructions, performed the ceremony

< for him, burned his corpse and spread his |

ashes around. Half of the family was now |

T

THE PILGRIMAGE
TO AWAKENING

Word got back to his wife, who was liv-
ing with their son. They were supporting
themselves by farming. The wife said, ‘‘Oh,
that stupid old man and that foolish
girl—they had to do that without letting me
know.”” She went out into the fields and
told the son, who was working the ground
with a hoe. He made an exclamation, ‘‘SSS-
SSAAAA!”’ Then he stood for a while and
died, standing up.

The mother said, ‘‘Oh, that idiot son of
mine.”’ Then she went around to take care

- Photo By Ellen Sidor

On my last trip to Poland, we did a kind
of religious pilgrimage. Originally our idea
was to have an ecumenical meeting of Soen
Sa Nim with people from different religious
traditions, but things did not work out.
When we planned the meeting, we just
picked a date and by some coincidence it
was exactly the date of a meeting of many
religious leaders in Assisi, Italy, called to-
gether by the Pope. So our pilgrimage came
to be held in the spirit of Assisi. This was
very nice because it was something the Po-
lish Catholic church could relate to and
which opened many doors.

Usually a pilgrimage means visiting some
special place or person that is important to
our direction in life. This pilgrimage was to
several places in Poland of special signifi-
cance to Polish Catholics, in particular.
(There are no holy Buddhist spots in Po-
land yet, but soon there will be.) Still it had
special meaning for us as Buddhists. There
were some parallels we could draw between
this pilgrimage and the pilgrimage of our
lives. The pilgrimage itself was not so
special, because we are all pilgrims. The pil-
grimage we have undertaken is simply the
pilgrimage to become awake.

Whatever the outward form of our pil-
grimage was, whatever the outward form of
this assembly is, whatever the outward form
of our jobs or any activity we are involved
in is—the point is always the same, because
we have undertaken a kind of vow. Some-
time in our life we made a decision to find
our true self or to help beings. But how can
I help all beings? What is this ‘‘I’’ that is
going to help all beings?

We don’t know. Our way is the way of
our pilgrimage, is the way of ‘‘don’t
know.’’ That’s the basic speech form of our
teaching. That is, what are we doing at this
moment? Let’s not lose it. This way of
‘“‘don’t know’’ or ‘‘enlightenment’’ or
“‘true pilgrimage’’ or ‘‘true life’’ or ‘‘true
death,’”” how can we make this way real in
our life? With each moment, how can we
make it work, make it ours?

In traditional Buddhist teaching, we talk
about the ‘‘Four Difficult Things.”’ To be
born with this human body is considered
the first ‘‘difficult thing.”” For most of us it
was very easy. We just appeared. The next
difficult thing is to hear about the Dharma,
and the next is finding a keen-eyed teacher.
The final difficult thing is what we call ‘‘en-
lightenment.’’ But traditional teaching says
that the most important thing is to find a
keen-eyed teacher. If we find one, if we get
good teaching, then surely someday we will
all become awake.

‘‘Someday’’ may be far away. Somebody
said, ‘‘Buddha’s enlightenment is far
away.’”’ Maybe this moment now is better.
Why wait?

Before, Buddha saw a star and Guchi’s
attendant saw a finger. In order to find this,
we must find good teaching. So listen care-
fully, listen carefully.

(Hits the altar table with the Zen stick) A
great teacher once said, ‘‘Form is empti-
ness, emptiness is form.’’

‘““In a way, our life is a preparation for our death.”’

of business, said goodbye to all her friends,
and disappeared. There was never a trace of
her again.

This story fascinated me because our
practice means to really become alive.
That’s what I understood. It also means
being able to die, but most importantly it
means the death of what we call ‘‘the
‘dream.’”’ The basic truth of Buddhism, is
impermanence. Nonetheless, we continue
(to grasp that which cannot be grasped, be-
‘cause it’s impermanent. In this way, we go
‘from life to death. J2

(Hits the altar table again) A great teach-
er once said, ‘‘No form, no emptiness.’’

(Hits the altar table a third time) A great
teacher once said, ‘‘Form is form, empti-
ness is emptiness.”’

Which one of these teachings can help
us? Which one of these teachers can help
us? Which teacher is our true teacher, our
enlightenment teacher, our Buddha
teacher? ; :

Hoh!

‘Thank you.

(Jacob bows to the assembly.) (]

Jacob Perl, named

Abbot of the Kwan Um Zen School early in 1987, has been a Master Dharma Teach-
er since 1984. A resident teacher at Providence Zen Center, he was born in Poland
and speaks Polish fluently. Traveling to Poland several times a year on business, he
leads workshops and retreats and gives public talks on Zen. His presence has greatly
encouraged the growth of the Polish Zen community. A Kwan Um Zen School of
Poland was formed in 1984 and now consists of four Zen Centers and more than 10
affiliated groups in different cities. Jacob was elected president of the Polish KUZS.
Jacob was one of Zen Master Seung Sahn’s first students in the United States,
meeting him while an undergraduate at Brown University. Prior to this meeting he
studied Buddhism at several other Buddhist centers, including the San Francisco Zen
Center and the Tibetan Nyingmapa Meditation Center under the direction of
Tarthang Tulku Rinpoche. A student of martial arts, Jacob earned a fifth degree
% black belt in Shim Gum Do (Zen Sword) in 1978. He manages a real estate business

“. in Providence.
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KUZS CONTINUES EXPERI-
MENTS IN “BLENDED ZEN”’

Zen Centers in the Kwan Um Zen School
are continuing to experiment with the blend-
ing of Korean Zen forms with various other
traditions, some Buddhist and some Native
American practices. Many other Zen centers
in the country offer talks from different tra-
ditions, but it appears that offering of re-
treats in traditions not their own is fairly
unusual. Guided by the outreaching example
of Zen Master Seung Sahn and his belief that
different spiritual traditions must learn to
work together, the experiments are de-
pendent to a large extent on the willingness
of other teachers to put down some of their
barriers of form. In the past several years,
several Zen Centers within the KUZS have
been offering retreats, workshops and con-
ferences led by teachers outside the School.

In November the Providence Zen Center
hosted a retreat for over 50 participants, led
by Jakusho Kwong Roshi of Sonoma Moun-
tain Zen Center in California. The three day
meditation retreat united practices from se-
veral traditions, including the Kwan Um Zen
School’s 108 prostrations and Korean chant-
ing, Vietnamese Zen Master Thich Nhat
Hanh’s walking gatha during a daily 45
minute walk, and Soto Zen style sitting,

chanting and three-bowl style silent meals. A

brief highlight of each afternoen meditation
was a 20-minute period in which retreatants
gave each other a back rub.

In addition to leading regular Soto retreats

at his own center, Kwong Roshi recently led
several retreats jointly with Zen Master
Seung Sahn and Master Dharma Teacher
Mu Deung Sunim and members of the Emp-
ty Gate Zen Center in Berkeley. In this his
first East Coast retreat, theRoshiwas assisted
by his wife Laura, who took the role of
Doan (time and bell-keeper), PRIMARY
POINT Editor Ellen Sidor as Head Dharma
Teacher, and KUZS Director Richard Streit-
feld as Second Head Dharma teacher. These
four met for an intensive half day before the
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retreat to work out forms and to familiarize
the PZC staff with the elements of Soto ri-
tual that were to be used. Retreat partici-
pants were for the most part enthusiastic
about the results.

In the past three years, Providence Zen
Center has hosted retreats by Maurine Freed-
good Roshi (who also led a retreat last fall at
the Lexington KY Zen Center) of the Cam-
bridge Buddhist Association and Thich Nhat
Hanh, as well as numerous conferences, in-
cluding a series hosting women Buddhist
teachers. This summer it is holding a work-
shop co-led by Zen Master Seung Sahn and
Stephen Levine, noted for his work with the
dying. In September a second conference
uniting Zen with Native American practices

~will feature Cherokee leader Dhyani
Ywahoo, Seneca Elder Twylah Nitsch, and
Kwan Um Zen School’s Barbara Rhodes.

Cambridge Zen Center featured a retreat

with Toni Packer of The Springwater
Center, Springwater, NY, and speakers
from many different traditions. Dharma
Sah Zen Center of Los Angeles has been
active for the past several years in All-San-
gha Day activities, an annual West Coast
spring event which includes Buddhists from
many different ethnic backgrounds.

CLASSIFIED ADS

A WALK FOR ALL LIFE: August 6
-September 7. A New England Walk for
Peace, Disarmament, and Social Justice, be-
ginning at the Peace Pagoda in Leverett,
Massachusetts, and continuing through Wor-
cester, Boston, Plymouth, and Providence to,
Groton Connecticut. For more information,
contact: ‘

Paula Green or Jim Perkins
49 Richardson Road.
Leverett, MA 01054

(413) 367-9520

THE INFLATABLE ZAFU weighs under a
pound and is very compact. Inflatable zafus
and traditional zafus, zabutons, and support

ing Designs, a small home based cottage in-
dustry located in the Smokey Montains. Free
brochure. Write: Carolina Morning Designs,
Dept. P, Rt. 1 Box 31-B, Hot Springs, NC
28743 or call 704-622-7329.

Southern Dharma Retreat Center in the Great
Smokey Mountains offers meditation retreats
and workshops. Call or write for summer
program: Route 1, Box 34-H, Hot Springs,
North Carolina 28743, 704-622-7112.

The rate of classifieds is $.15 per word. Please
send your ads and a check or money order to
PRIMARY POINT, Kwan Um Zen School,
528 Pound Road, Cumberland, RI 02864.

cushions are available from Carolina Morn- -
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School News

Using the Zen Center practice schedule,
simple vegetarian diet and her own skills as
a counselor and healer, Ji Kwan Poep Sa
Nim (Dr. Danette Choi), resident teacher at
CENTRE ZEN DE PARIS, has developed
a new kind of workshop that is creating a
lot of interest among European profession-
als in health, education and human
services. In late February, 47 people attend-
ed a 3-day workshop entitled ‘‘Psycho-
Energy and Zen’’ that was designed to heal
physical and emotional problems and to
promote personal and spiritual growth in a
setting of daily life activities.

The workshop used the Zen Center envi-
ronment and diet, work periods and Zen
practice schedule, in addition to talks and
healing sessions with Dr. Choi. Attending
were psychiatrists, doctors, psychologists,
hospital personnel, teachers, dentists, heal-
ers and psychics. Abbot Do Mun Sunim
said, ‘‘It was surprising to see professional
people sleeping together in the meditation
room, sharing two toilets and eating simple
and healthy temple food.”’ Residents and
Zen Center members took time off from
work to support the kitchen and household
staff.

Similar workshops have been held in
Spain, Norway, Belgium, Switzerland and
Austria, keeping Dr. Choi on the road. She
is booked up for the rest of this year and
next, and is receiving return invitations to
many meditation and psychology centers in
other countries.

BOOKS ARE IN THE AIR....The first
book of the newly formed Primary Point
Press was published in April. ‘‘A Gathering
of Spirit’’ is a collection of talks of women
Buddhist teachers who spoke at the Women
and Buddhism conferences at PZC in 1983,
1984 and 1985. The editorial board for the
press consists of Ellen Sidor (PRIMARY
POINT editor), Mu Soeng Sunim (Direc-

tor of Diamond Hill Zen Monastery), "

Richard Streitfeld, (Director of the Kwan
Um Zen School), and Jacob Perl (School
Abbot). The next book, due out in July, is
entitled, ‘“Ten Gates,”’ and is an explana-
tion of Soen Sa Nim’s kong-an system.
Stanley Lombardo and Dennis Duermeier
of Kansas Zen Center put the book togeth-
er, with help from Dhananjay Joshi of
Chicago Meditation Center....Mu Soeng
Sunim’s first book is on the verge of publi-
cation. ‘““Thousand Peaks: Korean Zen —
Tradition and Teachers,’’ will be published
in several months by Parallax Press of
Berkeley....Diana Clark’s labor of love, a
tribute book for Soen Sa Nim’s 60th birth-
day (excerpted in this issue), will be pub-
lished by the end of July.
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718-855-0563
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Richard Shrobe, C.S.W, A.C.S.W.
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Specializing in the Gestalt approach
201 East 34th Street, 5th Floor
N.Y., N.Y. 10016 (212) 689-7740
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New Retreat Center to be Built
in Kentucky Mountains

After years of search, a beautiful mountain
property in Kentucky has been found for
the site of a new retreat center for the Kwan
Um Zen School. Robert Genthner, Abbot
of Lexington Zen Center, recently pur-
chased the 110 acre site, located on one of
the highest elevations in Kentucky. The
land consists of fields, woodland, streams
and springs, and cliffs from which spectac-
ular views of the Kentucky countryside may
be seen. Unoccupied for 20 years, the prop-
erty has long been‘recognized by local peo-
ple as a site of natural beauty and power.

Zen Master Seung Sahn declared that he
had never seen a more perfect place.

““Many great men and women will be born
Sfrom this spot,”’ he said.

Soen Sa Nim held a dedication ceremony
on March 29 for the new retreat center,
which will be called Kwan Seum Sang Ji
Sah, or ‘“‘perceive world sound high land
temple.’’ Planning for a retreat building is
already underway. The following account
was sent to us by Bob Genthner.

Sitting here on the edge of a mountain.
Buddha fairies masquerade as dogwood
blossoms flickering everywhere. Do Haeng
Su Nim and I are sitting in the ‘“‘Nest.”” The
spring sun is warm and golden. Above we
can hear the sound of Buddhas rappelling
off the cliffs of ‘‘Amitabul Rock.”’ They
are hanging like children on the clothes of
their parent.

We are somewhere in the bowels of
America, deep in Kentucky in what is called
southern Appalachia. Concern has rung
across America, not because of its spectacu-
lar springs, dogwoods, redbuds and fruit
trees that rival any Asian ritual, but because
of its poverty, mountain people, Appal-
achias children. Here we sit on the edge of it
in the Golden Chicken’s Nest., Welcoming
Spring and ourselves. Welcoming our true
selves in this wonderful power spot.

On March 29, Soen Sa Nim and 20 of us
dedicated the land by chanting Kwan Seum
Bosal into the Pure Land. The Pure Land
traditionally is West, which is the direction
that the great Amitabul Rock faces, looking
down a long valley and overseeing the great
Power Spot.

Korean geomantic lore [geomancy is the
study of wind and water geography] says
that power spots must have certain ingredi-
ents. Like the human body, mountains and
geography have meridians that work to
protect the ‘‘womb of power,”” the
Tandien. Arms, legs and body trunk all
support the ‘‘energy garden’’ from which
new life is created and born. In geomancy,
the head is called Turtle (Amitabul Rock),
the north arm White Tiger, and the south
arm Blue Dragon. In the distance a moun-
tain called Red Bird holds the energy in,
with Golden Chicken hatching Golden Egg
in the womb-nest of his multi-armed, multi-
legged earth beast.

What is wonderful about this land is that

it has all the essential ingredients prescribed
by geomancy for a power spot, with its
many mountains near and far supporting
this one spot. Residents of this area already
know its power and hold it in reverence.
People visit the rock regularly since the land
has been mostly unoccupied for 20 years,
and they are happy that we will not restrict
their coming to visit. Public access to the
top of the rock does not cut through the
farm so it should not interfere with retreats.

Soen Sa Nim named the land Kwan Seum
Sang Ji Sah (Perceive World Sound High
Land Temple). In the headdress of statues
of Kwan Seum Bosal is Amita Buddha, the
Buddha of the Pure Land (High Land).
Also in this land a huge rock sits in the
crown of the mountain farm below.

On the farm is 110 acres of fields and
woodlands. There are some old outbuild-
ings and a small log cabin. Caves and cliffs

roamed are
abundant and there are lots of trails with
spectacular views. ‘“This land is very holy,”

where American Indians

Soen Sa Nim said, ‘‘a very special place.
We must build a temple for people to come
and get energy, not just for sitting and
formal practice but for healing of all kinds:
psychotherapy groups, a school for chil-
dren, workshops for the s1ck and dying,
and so forth.”

So this has become our vision and direc-
tion to use the land for others. Currently
the cabin, equipped with electricity and free
natural gas (the land has its own well), is
habitable. We are clearing land for the
temple site, fixing the road and improving
the water system. There are several natural
springs. Solo retreats are possible and
camping sites abound. Currently we are
planning to build a retreat structure in the
Nest. Please come and visit if you can.[]

Great Energy,
No name, no form.
Only follow situation. Make everything

| Earth, Air, Fire, Water merge.

| Dharma appears.

| Name and form appear.

! Energy, name and form interpenetrate.

. Energy coming, going.
Everything appears, disappears.
: Big energy, great things.

!lNo energy, nottung

The sun, the moon, the mountain appear.

Kwan Seum Sang Ji Sah Temple
Dedication Poem

Turtle, White tiger,

Blue dragon, Red bird,

Golden chicken hatches golden eggs.
gig energy comes, get enlightenment.

there is big energy?
Do you understand?

KATZ!

Kwan Seum Sang Ji Tah Temple
In Kentucky.
Tree grows up, water flowmg
Just Do It!
Zen Master Seung Sahn
March 29, 1987

The Third Interview

by Jerry Shepherd

My heart is pounding in the palms of my
hands as I come into the interview room,
make my bows and take my place before

Zen Master Seung Sahn.

Entering my third and final interview of
the retreat with this man, I am again strick-
en with awe and, this time, something
more: Fear. Fear of failing a test I have read
about but never faced...till now.

I settle my legs, calm my hands, take a
deep breath, and wait.

‘“What is your name?’’ the Master says.

My third interview came on the second full

day of a three-day Zen retreat that a friend
and I attended—the first full retreat for
either of us. Wendy Swenson and I had
been sitting weekly with an-Indianapolis
Zen group for three years; but that did not
prepare us for the remarkable experience
we were about to have...an experience that
for me would climax in that third interview.

We had arrived Friday evening at Bob
and Mara Genthner’s home, which serves
as the Lexington Zen Center.

When we arrived the others had already
begun the evening chanting. Knowing no-
thing about the rituals, practices and proto-
cols of this particular group we went down
the stairs and took our places, trying to be
unobtrusive.

It was then that I saw Zen Master Seung
Sahn for the first time.

The Master was seated on his red mat,
cyes closed, singing powerfully, his face
gleaming with sweat in the warm room. He
accompanied the singing with a percussion
instrument that he struck with such skill that
he made the sound come and go in waves,
ebbing, flowing, and reverberating through
the room. I was moved by the sound.

The Master was seated at one end of the
room, facing the figure of the Buddha at
the other. Between these two spiritual
poles, lining each wall in rows facing each
other, sat some thirty retreatants,. all
chanting.

We were handed chanting books and
joined in, watching everyone else to know
what to do.

I was struck by the chantmg, and as the

days passed I came to appreciate its beauty
more and more.

After chanting we meditated for two hours
in 40-minute sittings. During our sitting
meditation the interviews began. As the

Master’s bell sounded from the interview

room we left the room. (called the Dharma
room) one by one in a prescribed order, to
meet him. Interv1ews continued through the
retreat.

That evening during meditation I tried to
calm my mind amid the tempest of new sen-
sations and experiences, both within and
without me. So much was new, so much
was different.... By

After meditating, we had a brief orienta-
tion; then it was time for bed. We made our
beds wherever we could. Lights went out at
ten; then all I could hear was the soft
breathing in, breathing out of the other re-
treatants throughout the house.

Just breathe in, just breathe out, breathe
in, breathe out, in, out.... .

‘“What is your name?’’ he asks as my
third interview continues.

I hit the floor as I have learned to do in
the earlier two interviews: An action to cut
off thought at the moment it arises.

“‘Only that?’’ he asks.

‘“Jerry Shepherd.”

‘““‘How old are you?”’

I hit the floor.

““Only that?”’ 5

““Thirty-eight.”’

He nods. Clad in his robes, seated on his
red mat and cushion, he is a powerful, im-
posing man—centered, solid, resolute. He
has been sitting here, legs crossed, for near-
ly two hours.

Before him on the floor lies a varnished
gnarled wooden stick, a foot and a half
long. To the right, in front of the stick, sits
his bell. His hands-are poised, one on each

knee. :
He now picks up the stick and holds it be-

fore him.

“Unmum* said the Buddha is a dried shit
stick,”’ he says. Then he points at the stick.
“‘Is this a dried shit stick?”’

*Zen Master Unmun (c=yun-men: 862-949)

g
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A bell sounded: Saturday morning, 4:30:
Time to wake. Not used to such early rising,
I forced myself to get up, roll up my sleep-
ing bag and prepare for the day...though I
had no idea yet what the day would hold.

I waited and watched the others for cues
as to what to do next.

A gong sounded. We silently assembled
in the Dharma room. There we sat on our
mats and awaited Master Seung Sahn,
whom his students called Soen Sa Nim.

He arrived. After making our ceremonial
bows to him, we began our morning’s cal-
isthenics of the spirit: 108 prostrations.

"I found the prostrations very invigor-
ating; not only did they awake my body and
mind, but doing them as part of a group
made me feel that I and all the other
retreatants were coming together. This feel-
ing grew throughout the retreat.

Around 5 we finished our prostrations.
Then and hour and a half of meditation,
followed by chanting for an hour led by the
Master. Through it all I watched the others
closely and tried to follow along.

Seven forty-five: Breakfast, and with it
my first experience with ‘‘four-bowl style’’
meals.

By itself, I could have eaten the food
easily enough. By itself, I could have hand-
led the form. It was doing both at the same
time that threw me. But by watching others
closely, I managed to avoid making a com-
plete fool of myself.

I was amazed at how quickly the meals
were conducted. Ten minutes were spent in
setting out the food and serving it, and
five—if that many—were spent in eating it
and cleaning our utensils.

I watched the Master out of the corner of
my eye, trying.to follow his lead without
seeming to do so. I couldn’t keep up with
him. When he had finished his food I was

still straightening my bowls. When I had.

finished my food he was calmly sitting,

waiting for tea. When the tea came he’

drank his down, scalding hot, with one

gulp. I needed three swallows, and still my

eyes stung from the pain.

By the end of the retreat I not only had
learned the ritual but had begun to ap-
preciate its beauty and simplicity.

Through the meals, and through all the :
other activities of that day, I began to feel

my mind becoming calmer, more centered
and more clear. :

After breakfast, one hour’s work. We
pulled weeds. Cleaned the gutters. Scoured
the bathrooms. Washed dishes. Swept the
driveway. Raked leaves.

Ten o’clock. Once again the gong called
us to the Dharma room for another two
hours of meditation. Forty minutes of sit-
ting, then walking, then sitting, walking,
sitting.

Meanwhile, interviews continued. The
bell called to us one by one to the interview
room. I had never had an interview with a
Zen Master; but as the other retreatants
went and returned to the room, one by one
in the prescribed manner, my turn grew
closer and closer, and the aniticipation
charged me.

The bell rang again: My turn had come.
Actually it was my turn and two others’ as
well, for we three beginners were to see the
Master at one time. We rose and proceeded
in.

For years I had looked forward to this
moment with the most profound desire. I
- had read many books about historic, cru-
cial interviews between Zen masters and
students—interviews that ended sometimes
in triumph, sometimes in disaster; interviews
that altered the course of Zen and changed
lives. I had read so much of this that I was
now both excited and terrified: fearfully
eager.

At that moment, as we stood outside the
door of the interview room, my heart
pounding, I had a sudden, crazy comic
vision:

A fleeting, slapstick image of the three of
us marching into the interview room, all in
‘arow like cartoon characters, and bumping
heads as we bowed, and knocking things
over, stepping on the Master’s foot: A
scene straight out of The Three Stooges in
‘‘Zany Zen Monks,”’ maybe, or The Marx
Brothers in “‘A Night at the Monastery.”’

We entered; and my flash of comic vision
faded just as quickly as it had come. I was
in the presence of the Master now. I was
there. It was time.

‘no sxr‘;éll, * he says.

We bowed and took our places. The
Master smiled and said good morning. The
interview began. It lasted about five
minutes, I know; but it seemed to be over
instantly, so great was my attention, so
keen my enjoyment.

He dismissed us; we withdrew. That was
my first interview. It had been fun; it had
been easy; it had gone smoothly, predict-
ably. The Master was friendly, even ijial,'
and seemed more like an older brother
than a Zen Master as he gently taught us
about clear mind and hitting the floor and
blue skies.

But now, in my third interview the next
day, he seems different. The Master is less
brotherly, more masterful now. He seems

serious, never forbidding as he continues the

line of questioning:
““Is this a dried shit stick?”’
- I answer with a gesture.
‘““No.” He taps my knee with his stick in

reprimand: a symbolic thirty blows. ‘‘No
R

It is a dried shit stick.
Is it a dried shit stick?”’

I hit the floor.

““‘Only that?”’

I hesitate, then aswer in words.

He nods. ‘‘Buddha say all things have
Buddha nature. Joju says a dog does not
have Buddha nature. Does a dog have
Buddha nature?”’

I bark.

‘““You say woof. Joju said Mu. Which
answer is right?”’

I hesitate again, then answer.

““Only that?”’

Another answer.

“Yes.”” He nods. ‘‘The sky is blue. What
color is the sky?”’

Answer. : :

“Yes. The walls, what are they?”’

Answer.

He laughs and taps my knee again with
his stick: Second reprimand. ‘“No.”’

Another answer. ;

““Good.”’” He nods, then leans forward
on his stick. ‘““Now, a man. comes into the
temple, smoking a cigarette. He begins to
drop ashes on the statue of Buddha. He

says if you try to stop him he will hijt you.
What do you do?”’

My heart thumps once, hard. Then I sud-
denly know what clear mind is: I have no
answer at all.

Saturday moved on. We sat Zen from 1:30
to 4, enjoyed some free time at 5, worked or
wrote or read or walked around or napped.
Dinner came at 5:30, then chanting, then
sitting Zen again from 7 to 9. The day
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closed with chanting from 9 to 9:30. This
evening singing was both calming and invig-
orating, subduing and at yet exalting. The
singing seemed to penetrate me.

Lights went out at 9:30. My first full day
of Zen living came to an end. I lay in bed
listening to my own breath come in, go out,
smooth and slow as time itself. Then sleep.

Sunday came. Waking, prostrating, medi-
tating, eating, working. A second inter-
view, equally easy, equally swift as the first.

Through the course of the day’s activities
I came to feel sharper and clearer in every-
thing I did.

I felt myself penetrating deeper and
deeper through the everyday world where I
usually lived, and into the true world
beneath it, the world of mind. Everything I
did partook of this change—meditating,
working, eating, walking, chanting.
Indeed, it was in walking meditation and
chanting Sunday afternoon that this feeling
manifested itself in a remarkable way.

~ We were chanting “Kwan Seum Bosal’’*
and were walking in very close quarters,
because of our numbers; the closeness

seemed to concentrate the feeling of

community. We were walking very slowly,
much more slowly than we walked at our
Indianapolis group. The whole activity had a
calming yet energizing effect on me.

Suddenly I found myself weeping. I had
the feeling that I was everyone in that
room: I was myself, and yet I was also the
woman in front of me whose back I was

gazing at...I was the man behind me whose

voice and rustling robes I could hear...I was
everyone there, and yet none of us.

I had the idea that what I was doing at
that moment was reflected in an endless
series of mirrors...as if I were chanting not
just at that moment in that place, but
chanting for all time, everywhere.,.chanting
since time began...then, now and forever.

That moment exploded outwardly for all
time: An eternity packed into an instant.

*“Kwan Seum Bosal”’ is the name of the |Bodhi-

attva of compassion, often used as a repetitve
chant.

Sunday drew on, and time for my third in-
terview approached. Eating, sitting,
working, resting, napping, working kong-
ans, listening to the daily Dharma talks:
each of us filled his day. :

The Master continues my third interview:

““This man is dropping ashes on the Bud-
dha. What do you'do?”’

I answer.

““No, no.”” He shakes his'head and taps

my knee with his stick: Third offense.

He holds the stick up. ‘“This man says he
is already enlightened and he will hit you if
you try to stop him. What do you do?”’

Another answer; confusion.

‘‘No.”” He shakes his head. ‘““No, he will
hit you if you do that. You will start a fight.
Do you understand what I mean by hit?”’
And he puts his stick over his right shoulder
as if preparing to swing at a pitch. ‘‘Hit.
Hit.”

Monday. The last day, a day of summing
up and celebrating. In the morning four re-
treatants took the Five Precepts* in a cere-
mony led by the Master.

*The first five lay vows of Buddhism.

Then one of his Dharma teachers gave a
talk.

Afternoon came, and the retreat neared
its end. Our silence began to lift in the mid-
dle of the afternoon; I talked for the first
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