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No one can doubt the power of meditation if he has practiced zazen seriously
even for a few months or observed its effects on others at close range. Proof
of these facts was demonstrated recently by a group from the Yale University
community who practiced Zen meditation at my house for eight months.
Before reporting their experiences in their own words, I should like to
offer my impressions. Conventional friends warned me of the danger of taking
a group of young people with long hair and beards into my house. "They may
take drugs," my friends said, "or use your house as a cache and you might be
raided by the police and disgraced. The habit is so expensive the newspapers
say they have to steal. And they don't bathe often enough. Or they may be
political activists and destroy your beautiful house. You know nothing about
them."
"But," I protested, "I know the essential thing. They are seeking spiritual
Enlightenment so perhaps I can look for the persons BEHIND the externals."
What really happened was that meditation transformed this heterogeneous
group of different sexes, ages, races and backgrounds into a harmonious, warm,
friendly, sharing community with no competition but much cooperation, few traditional manners but much kindness. They expressed their gratitude by rendering service in return. They were startlingly honest, idealistic, but with a
delightful sense of humor. It was astounding to find that they were acquainted
with the eternal verities it had taken me a lifetime to comprehend. They were
not interested in careers or money but in actualizing their finest potentials,
serving others, and eventually creating a good society for all..

''Tl,e mind

of flae. Zen o..de.ft i3 to..vf-retAdy lil<e o. dro.wn bow.''

Meditation produces an incredible sense of kinship. There were 18 in all--13
men and 5 women. Not all came each time. Most of the group were Yale undergraduates, and graduate students. There were as well a few graduates, and others.
We met three times a week from two to seven hours. We often ate together, went to
lectures and Buddhist movies together. After our sitting ended at six o'clock we
frequently talked--brilliantly we thought--until eight or nine at night, forgetting
all about dinner. At first I talked too much. Gradually these shy young--and
older--people blossomed out in the warm atmosphere of zazen.
Zen was teaching us to laugh at our own foibles. My housekeeper said I had
laughed more in these eight months than in the last seven years. Snow, sleet,
rain, nothing prevented their coming. Some walked the forty-five minutes from the
university. Later those with cars were generous in sharing them. Our leader was
a Junior at Yale who had had some Zen training under Philip Kapleau at the Rochester
Center. Kapleau's THREE PILLARS OF ZEN was our guide book.
The most unexpected aspect of medit~tion, we discovered, is that the mere SEARCH
for Enlightenment, which may require years to attain, produces numerous beneficial
changes. Insoluble problems become solved between sittings as it were. Zen gave
our lives a goal, a direction and guide lines.
As for myself, I need make only two points. Meditation has awakened my creativity, which had lain dormant all during the long years of my husband's illness and
after his death even though I had published several books and magazine articles on
spontaneous self-realization. One day early in my practice, instead of counting my
breath, I found myself composing an entire magazine article with ease and swiftness.
/

Zazen has also cured me of excessive attachment to material things. I had insisted that it was impossible to sell my beautiful home, where I had lived with my
husband for thirty years. It was part of me. Now I am planning to sell my house
and move to Rochester. The most important thing in my life is to work in and for
the Meditation Center with the hope of eventual Enlightenment.
Now, working on my koan, Who am I?, often brings me new strength which I badly
need, joy and fearlessness. Once I nearly had a breakthrough. After I typed the
article and read it through I began to practice zazen. I deeply realized that I
was part of the universal laws and felt and saw myself as a segment fitted into its
place in a huge circle of the whole sphere. A beautiful abyss opened up and I was
ready to plunge into it when unfortunately my thinking mind snatched me back from
it. I really enjoy sitting now--even alone--though with others is better.
I for one shall never again doubt the power of meditation.
Zen and to Philip Kapleau.

I am so grateful to

Such is the power of meditation for both young and old.
Many of the older generation, like myself, are deeply concerned about the universal despair and suffering today of our most sensitive and intelligent young
people. It suggests something more than the possibility of mere personal neurosis
or unhappy relations with their parents. It suggests that the West may be passing
through a transitional stage in evolution, emerging painfully from three hundred
years of worshiping reason, science and materialism and developing toward a spirit-·
uality that may usher in the golden age--tomorrow if not today. Is it then any
wonder that concerned youths seek methods of accelerating their own evolution-such as Zen meditation?
I think not. Perhaps the following accounts by three members of our group telling what zazen has done for them will indicate why.
I

-2-

A Yale Undergraduate
When I was twelve our family moved
to an area in Virginia near Washington, D.C. Our house was in a location not yet suburbanized, and we
were further isolated by forest on
three sides. I do not remember being
lonely as such, but I do know that
I began to withdraw into myself. I
would lie in bed at night and ask,
"Where do thoughts come from?" Or,
I would stare at my hands and arms
and ask, "Where did this body come
from?'t

J

The eighth grade of school for me
was torment. I suffered from feelings
of inferiority and rejection, and
withdrew further into myself. During
one period I stayed home from school
and wrote long gothic poems. I admired my older sister, ·who ~as wellliked by almost everyone. I admired
people who were well-liked, but more
than any particular type of person I
believe I admired those who showed
spontaneity--a quality I lacked because of my terrible self-consciousness.
In high school I began to open out.
Literature and philosophy began to
truly absorb me, and I had some excellent teachers.
In junior year I developed an in·tense although sometimes tense relationship with a girl, a relationship
that at last nurtured some positive
qualities in me.
The last two years of high school
were, on the whole, happy and quite
meaningful. I had decided to become
a poet, and I entered a creative
writing class. That class seemed
slightly blessed. A group of people
simultaneously came into bloom. Also
in senior year a group of us with a
strong intellectual rapport emerged
as "disciples" of a sociology teacher
who was a kind of " intellectual guru"
to us at that time!
It was in this man's class that I
first read about Zen. I read Alan
Watts and Nancy Wilson Ross's THE

WORLD OF ZEN. Zen had a strong appeal
to me, so that when problems with my
family or romantic relationship began to overwhelm me later that year,
I felt that Zen could somehow provide an answer. Unfortunately the
books I read said little about zazen.
As a result I did a lot of THINKING
about Zen Buddhism, and tried to solve
my inexplicable problems by adopting
a " Zen" attitude toward life.
I soon went off to Yale University
with all my semi-suburban innocence.
By this time I was already in real
despair. In addition to the sadness
and guilt that should plausibly accompany the collapse of a love relationship I suffered from a more
generalized fear, dread and anxiety.
I felt like one insignificant and helpless existence among a vast number of
meaningless existences. Everything
seemed terrifyingly absurd. Anyone
who has gone through an experience
like this will recognize something of
the state I am describing. I would
sit in my dorm room with serpent-like
thoughts writhing in my brain, beyond
suicide, which occured as only one
more absurd thought in a mind seemingly gone completely out of control.
It seemed to me that everyone must be
suffering or else lying to themselves.
This feeling was reinforced by the
people around me who were nearly all
going through some crisis and nearly
all taking drugs.
I visited the University's psychiatric clinic a few times but felt
a strong urge not to return. Even in
my desperate state of mind I realized
clearly that I wanted something more
than ordinary "mental health." For
me, everything would never be all
right in quite the same way as before.

By October of Freshman year I was
poised before the two college paths
of politics and drugs. A friend had
kindly promised to get me some acid,
but it happened that befo.re the deal
went through I went to Washington for
an anti-war rally, and there met a
close high school friend who had been
practicing zazen very intensely for
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about two months. I was impressed
with the added warmth, spontaneity,
and real serenity of my friend, who
suggested that I read THE THREE PILLARS
OF ZEN, edited by Philip Kapleau, which
I immediately did when I returned.

/

I began to do zazen but my practice
was erratic at first. I would sit for
15 minutes one night and two hours the
next, according to my frame of mind.
In not too long, however, I calmed
down and in December of that year went
to two days of Rochester sesshin. My
first impression of the Zen Center
struck deep. I was met at the door
by the head monk whom I immediately
took to be a bodhisattva. I was told
to keep silent, my eyes focused downward and led to a room where correct
sitting postures were demonstrated.
Everything from the quality of the incense to the handwriting on signs
added to a quality of deep tautness, a
quality which I realized intuitively
to be very much what I needed. My
zazen was further strengthened over the
Christmas vacation when my friend and
I did sitting and working zazen together. By now I was becoming determined, and told my parents I was
leaving college to become a Zen monk,
to which their reaction was quite unfavorable.
Before leaving college, however, I
went to a special sesshin conducted by
Mr. Kapleau in Florida in February.
I remember one incident just prior to
the sesshin: overhearing a certain
record brought back some of the most
joyful memories of my life, and later
in zazen the thought came to me with a
force not felt before or since--now I
am ready to die if need be. I didn't
think I could attain kensho during the
sesshin but resolved to sit on the
beach afterward, mind stilled by the
waves, until I either collapsed or
attained Enlightenment.
From the minute I arrived in Florida
a special rhythm or aura pervaded
everything that happened. Students
worked hard in preparation and before
long the sesshin was under way. I had
been given a koan before and worked

hard on it; at one point a thought came
to me sharply, "There is something to
be realized." Later I began to have
intense makyo. I found myself shouting MU! with all my body-mind, feeling
like a baby just born. On the last
day, even though I was unable to resolve the koan, I felt waves of excited joy surging from some underground current. After the sesshin I
sat for several hours on the beach.
They seemed only like several minutes.
I felt as if I had escaped from
crumbling ruins into a brightness
brighter than any sunshine. The radiance from the sesshin was so strong
that it lasted two months; in a sense
it still remains. I seemed to have
been opened up to a harmony with some
larger principle for I was aware of
everything working out perfectly. For
me, in my state of darkness, it was as
if I had been given the magical power
of making good things happen merely by
concentrating on the koan.
For me , now, however, there is nothing so "magical" or "mystical" about Zen.
"Just become one with everything you
do, 11 I was told. And though this is
not easy, it expresses the most universal and essential element in Zen.
I learned that it is possible to feel,
in so simple an act as putting on a
pair of socks, an absolute purity, a
feeling that there is nothing to ask
beyond this.
Strengthened by this feeling, I decided to return to college. This decision had nothing to do with what is
abstractly right or wrong but was a
personal intuition that came from the
hara, establishing a precedent for the
handling of such future decisions. I
knew at that point that the best thing
to do was to return to college, establish a strict sitting schedule, and try
to form a Zen group with which to sit.
I did this and> in fact, during the
time just after my return from Florida
I was in such a state everyone around
me was sitting, from football players
to teachers.
The two pillars of my practice since
that time have been the group at college
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and sesshin at the Center. Zazen builds
up the energy to overcome obstacles.
One sentence from THE THREE PILLARS
especially has stayed with me: "The
rewards of Zen are in proportion to
its difficulties." One of the rare
values of a rigorous practice of zazen
is that it can teach the value of suffering and pain. I never thought I
would be grateful for pain, but I have
felt this gratitude a number of times.
I know of nothing so effective in
terms of total well-being as Zen practice.

/

Some people develop the idea that
Zen practice is a matter of trudging
from one sesshin to another until one
"experiences" sudden - enlightenment by
which and only by which everything is
transformed. But the unfoldment of
Buddha-nature actually takes many forms.
In all cases however the qualities of
one who is truly practicing are warmth,
spontaneity and awareness. Nonetheless,
many complexes will drop away with each
sesshin, giving one a taste of true
freedom.
I have found that zazen resolves many
personal problems. After two years of
sitting it is rare for me to sit without experiencing an increasing purity
and clearer insight.
A Yale Senior
When I was in my second year of high
school, a friend showed me two small
booklets: one about Taoism and one
about Zen Buddhism. I was very much
taken by the 11 trut!i" they contained.
I tried in small ways to adopt some of
the teachings to my life. But I had
no teacher, and the state of my mind
at that time was too confused to do
very well. I read more when I could
and my greatest experiences of peace
and understanding came when I had been
reading or thinking in this area.
When I came to Yale and was faced
with the decision of what I would
choose to study, it began to appear
that psychology offered "lux et veritas" to a greater degree than anything
else. The quest for truth and under-

standing seemed to me to be the legitimate business of life and hopefully of
one's activities, so I chose psychology as my major academic field.
But this choice wasn't final.
I felt there was a conflict between
my plans for a conventional approach
to life and my interest in the "mystical" oriental tradition. This conflict was compounded by the fact that
I was under psychological strain at
the time, and was in psychotherapy for
nearly two years. I took every opportunity to research extant areas of
contact between psychology and oriental
mysticism. This quest resulted in two
research papers and an experiment proposal, one research proposal being to
establish experimental verification
for a terminological distinction between the literature of mysticism and
the literature of psychology ••••
My real study of Zen began when I
started sitting in October of this year.
I happened on the small Yale group which
has connections with the Zen Meditation
C~nter of Rochester. Since October I
have been sitting every day. I sat
with the group that met at Mrs. Owens'
house.
Since I began sitting my life has
changed a great deal. Zen has become
the focus of my life; it is my life's
work. I am totally committed to it,
as a philosophical system; a psychological system; and as a way of
life. For me there have been numerous
positive benefits: I am less anxious
generally and less prone to depressions;
I feel less awkward socially; I am less
lonely although I spend much time alone;
my powers of concentration and organization have improved; I have experienced considerable abatement of such
psychosomatic problems as hay fever.
I have come to believe that psychology offers answers within a dualistic fra!l).ework, which I would like to
go beyond. That is why I wish to be
a Zen man rather than a psychologist.
So as a result of all these researches,
and experiences and conclusions, I'm
going to Rochester this summer to enter
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a training program which Mr. Kapleau
offers there.

value to me. To my astonishment I
found myself more concerned with the
welfare of others than with my own.
I assumed--erroneously--that I would '
remain on this high spiritual plane.

I feel that society and the older
generation generally urge the young man
to become a worldly success, make money
and become famous. The university is
oriented toward materialism. The professors respect either material success
or higher academic degrees. They often
make the student feel that if he fails
to take a higher degree he is zero-nothing,--nobody,--of no importance-that he will lose his identity. If I
had not found Zen, I feared suicide or
insanity.
I learned nothing spiritual at the
university even in the classes on religion or psychology. I've learned more
from Mrs. Owens' books and conversations
and the eight months of meditation at
her house than in all four years in the
university--! mean things of valµe in
my daily life.

J

A Mature Woman
Before I came to Zen, I had had a
taste of spontaneous Enlightenment
years ago. It was precipitated by
despair at the state of the world and
a mystifying personal problem. Suddenly one day I "died" psychologically.
My ego drowned in the sea of my deeper
unconscious. All consciousness of my
body, of my surroundings vanished
right a-way. Hy last little nugget of ·
consciousness was absorbed into a
great golden light that filled the
world. I felt at one with the entire universe.

After twelve glorious years I descended gradually to the mundane world
again. So I instituted a desperate
search for that altered state of consciousness. I tried nature, the arts,
solitude, participation in Humanistic
Psychology groups for sensitivity
training, basic encounter, and nonverbal communication. I dashed to
human potential meetings from Montreal
to Boston to Washington. I attended
Jungian lectures in New York.
I even submerged myself in philosophy. While lying in the hospital for
four months with a broken leg I read
Plato's DIALOGUES entire--2,OOO pages.
Socrates' dialectic search for the
good, the true, and the beautiful
elevated me almost to the top rung of
his Ladder of Perfection, that is,
love of Absolute Beauty or the spiritual experience. Alas, it was a near
miss.
I was put into a trance by an AudioVisual Environment machine at the Foundation for Mind Research in New York,
and guided by Dr. Jean Houston through
a profound religious experience. My
mind's eye beheld a projected image of
Michaelangelo's painting on the ceiling of the Sistine Chapel. It was as
if I had a confrontation with Deity.
Next day I felt blissful serenity,
certitude, peace, and joy. I longed
to rush out into the rioting streets
of New York and sacrifice my life to
save others. This euphoria lasted
three days.

I was ecstatically reborn, I believed. This process of self-realization revolutionized my life and marriage. It awakened all the innate good
and kindness in my husband, who believed neither in religion nor psychology. We enjoyed the most beautiful
twelve years of our long marriage.

\

After having unsuccessfully experimented with nine different methods to
induce Enlightenment, I turned in desperation to the reading of Philip Kapleau's THREE PILLARS OF ZEN and was
deeply impressed. Next I began to practice zazen meditation with the Yale
group at Mrs. Claire Owens' house.

This rebirth freed me from prejudice
concerning race and social status, from
fear of sickness, old age, death, and
from anger. Money, minks and diamonds,
Cadillacs, bigger houses and other
material things ceased to be of supreme

At first, however, I was dubious.
How could any system that caused such
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excruciating pain in one's knees lift
anyone to religious heights? Secretly
I imagined that since I had once
glimpsed Enlightenment I would now act
as a high priestess to these young aspirants. To my dismay it was not that
way at all.

I no longer felt alone, or queer. Certainly this storm of passion proved to
me the FOWER of meditation if nothing
else.
Nevertheless I avidly sought rational
explanations in various books. Kapleau's THREE PILLARS quotes Govinda on
the centers of force or cakras in the
body: "They are the focal points in
which cosmic and psychic energies crystallize into bodily qualities and in
which bodily qualities are transmuted
· again into psychic forces."

Kapleau had strongly urged us not
to adopt an intellectual approach to
Zen but to experience, EXPERIENCE!
Consequently during our eight months
of practice I read almost nothing concerning the theory of Buddhism. I
was also ignorant of Zen term~nology.
I had, however, had years of training
in Freud and Jung, Maslow's Humanistic
psychology and Jean Houston's· discoveries in psychology through her research with psychedelics and certain
machines. Nothing, though, had prepared me for the overwhelming experiences that meditation now brought.

J

Often as I alone innocently read
the newspaper such tumultuous waves of
desire surged through my body they nearly swept me away. This tempestuous
erotic passion had no connection with
any person. It demanded no outlet. It
seemed an independent entity in itself.
I had been married and was not unacquainted with the ecstasy of sex,
but never in my entire life had I been
caught up in so violent or prolonged
a storm. Without my consent it ebbed
and flowed like the tides of a raging
sea during a hurricane. How any
human body could withstand such intensity was a mystery. Surely this
was not the way to Satori! Paradoxically enough, it revitalized
every atom of my being, filled me to
bursting with a zest for life. I
felt strangely purified as if being
prepared for a new life. It continued intermittently for about two months.
As I pursued my practice of zazen my
desire automatically subsided.

According to Buddhist and Hindu
yogic systems there are seven cakras,
the second being in or near the reproductive organs, the fourth the
heart, the sixth between the eyebrows,
and the seventh the top of the brain.
When this stored-up energy progresses
upward and reaches the seventh cen- /
ter, the person experience~ Enlightenment or Samadhi. Next, apparently
this uncoiling energy in me moved up
to another cakras, the heart.
I had never been considered the
maternal type. Now strong maternal
feelings toward these young men and
girls surged through me. The urge to
sacrifice my comfort for theirs was
irresistible. Who would have suspected, however, that lurking in my
unconscious might be a passionate
longing for a son repressed all these
many years?
One of the handsome young men and
I had been attracted to each other at
first meeting. Without willing or
wishing it we found ourselves intensely involved with each other emotionally. He was young enough to be my
son. We both tended to arrive at
the meetings earlier and remain later
than the others.
"You are always there," he said
to me. 11 You listen. You're interested. You understand my problems with
girls. You ar~ the wisest person I
ever met yet you are as natural and
spontaneous as youth itself. You wear
your years with rare grace."

To my relief another mature woman
happened to phone me from New York at
this time. My friend confessed that
when she first began Zen meditation
such tidal waves of desire invaded her
she feared she was going insane. So

Never before in my life had I been
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that night in tears and anger. The
following morning :i; had an insight.
Where was my Buddhd-nature? I realized
suddenly that I was suffering from
selfish possessiveness. It was horrifying and humiliating. I told the
young man to bring the girl. He didn't.
I telephoned the girl and invited her.
Those were my words. Those were my
thoughts. They were NOT my feelings.

seized by so powerful a force that it
left me helpless in its grip. Little
fountains of joy bubbled up inside me.
Life was one long breathless exhausting
ecstasy. It was all ineffably sweet
as love of any kind always is, yet I
knew enough Freud and Jung to warn the
young man against me. I told him it
might be delightful for me but detrimental to him--unnatural,--unhealthy.
He merely laughed. The intensity increased steadily until I feared I might
be consumed in flame and smoke. Otherwise our relationship was highly proper.
For, as Jung explains, the son is seeking in the mother a "sense of security,
of reciprocated love and trust." Anything else usually fills him with horror.

J

I consulted THE THREE PILLARS. Yasutani-Roshi said, "Zen teaching frowns
on all theoretical questions as not
conducive to direct first-hand experience of the truth." But hadn't I had
enough experience for awhile? Was it
not possible aften1ard to seek explanation? My rational mind demanded it.
I turned to Jung's books and the
PSYCHIC ENERGY of his pupil, Esther
Harding. There it all was. They said
the mother instinct was one of the
strongest on earth, primitive, primordial, often selfish and destructive.
"For the race as for .the child, 'the
mother is the one who is always there.'"
This maternal instinct, the Jungians
warned, must be brought up from the
unconscious into consciousness and understood. Then it can be integrated
into the mother's (even the substitute
mother's) higher values. Then she can
be fond of her son as a person not as
an exclusive possession. The books
did not tell me how to accomplish this
much desired feat.

Despite the intoxicating days, by
night conflict and guilt robbed me of
all but about four hours of sleep.
Being older, I felt it my duty to free
the young man from his excessive attachment to me, the substitute mother.
I promised myself I would inform him
any day now that we must not see each
other again. Yet I was reluctant to
disturb the harmony of our group or to
deprive myself of his affectionate attentions. My own selfishness appalled
me. It was now becoming evident that
he too was in conflict with himself.
Exactly because of these six delicious months, the young man's healthy
instincts rebelled against so unhealthy a situation. He announced he
was bringing one of his girl friends
to the group sittings. A thousand pains
shot through my body in a dozen places.
It threatened ,to explode. I said, no
.•. not yet •.• later. We quarrelled.

I related these intellectual analyses
to the young man. He angrily contended
that EXPERIENCE through zazen would be
sufficient. We were both painfully unhappy but still felt helpless.
Shortly after this I took a trip to
the Zen Center at Rochester for the
first time. It was too embarrassing
to discuss such intimate matters with
Sensei but a profoundly moving dokusan
with him, sitting with fifty other aspirants in the large zendo every night
for a week, the warm friendly genuineness of the staff, and the mysterious
atmosphere of the good that emanates
from the place--all had effects that
surprised me. Yet it was not until I
was driving home that a realization

I plunged more fiercely into meditation for guidance from my deeper better
nature. My unconscious became so activated it projected a complicated
fantasy before my eyes. The main point
of it seemed to be the figure of a man
whom, I believed, Jung would designate
as one of the archetypes common to all
people's unconscious--the Old Wise Man.
His purpose was to guide me. He said
nothing, did nothing.
Utterly frustrated, I went to bed
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flashed over me like a revelation.
"WHY, I AM CURED!" Now I felt toward
the young ' man merely a warm friendliness. He had been right. Not the
conscious reason but the unconscious
aroused by meditation solved our insoluble problem. I had forgotten that
all religions are psychotherapeutic.
He too had become freed through zazen.
It was a relief to both of us to be
released from emotions beyond our control, however delightful.

J

came mildly activated. While following
my breath my eyes involuntarily strove
to cross themselves as if to see between the brows. Images passed before
my eyes as if drawn with a luminous
golden pencil--outlines of opening
flowers, urns, a Grecian column, the
prow of a ship, and dolphins.
Again THE THREE PILLARS was consulted. Yasutani-Roshi says "Makyo are the
visions, fantasies, and illusionary sensations which one practicing zazen is
apt to experience at a particular stage
of his sitting .•. But such visions are
certainly a sign that you are at a
crucial point in your sitting and that
if you exert yourself to the utmost you
can surely experience kensho." So back
to practicing zazen harder than ever,
I said.

Later when he brought one of his
many girl friends into our group, the
girl looked so young and shy and vulnerable she touched my heart. I leaned
over and kissed her and later we became friends. I felt fulfilled as if
my capacity to love had performed its
natural function, not been left to
atrophy like an unused muscle. To love
enriches one's self, to be love4 is to
live and move and have one's being in
the warm fragrant world of eternal
spring. As Yasutani-Roshi said, the
bodily qualities were transmuted into
psychic qualities.

At the end of the eight month period
of our sitting, my friend telephoned
me to inquire how my meditation had
progressed. I described my strange and
beautiful experiences.
"Your reactions to meditation are
classic, " Dr. Houston commented. 11 When
St. Theresa experienced all these ecstasies she interpreted them as her
passionate love of Christ. Please
write yours up for me and let me have
them for my files." (Dr. Houston is
conducting research on the psychology
of the religious experience in its
various stages.)

"You have helped me to find myself
and I am deeply grateful," the young
man said.
Now I understood that zazen was not
unlike Jung's therapy, the object of
both being to release the deeper unconscious with its intuitive wisdom
and spi rituality. I saw that Zen preceded by a thousand years the discoveries of our Western psychologists:
that the human unconscious is constructed of different levels--an upper
personal level where neuroses may occur
which must be purged and another level
which Jung terms the Collective Unconscious and Houston calls the Integral level. When this is penetrated
man partakes not of individual qualities but of univer~al qualities--a
feeling of oneness with the universe,
identity with all mankind and the religious experience. Thus the Jungian
in me acc.epted the principles of Zen
intellectually as well as experientially.

When the sitting group disbanded for
the summer I felt that if meditation
could cause such profound changes in
an aspirant, surely it possessed the
power to elevate me some sweet day to
Enlightenment and that zazen would
help me to remain there.

The Zen Heditation Center is presently producing cushions and mats for
zazen. For information please write
to "Cushion Project" at the Center.

Then apparently the sixth cakras be-
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stead of asking FOR something, he has
felt that the lesson of humility could
also serve as an opportunity to remedy
our cultural carelessness. Using the
mindful-mindless attention that breaks
koans, members could clean up the neighborhood, removing impurities in fact
and symbolically, for the benefit of
the neighbors AND themselves.

TAKUHATSU, AMERICAN STYLE
When Philip Kapleau was training in
a Zen monastery many years ago he went
out with the Japanese monks on takuhatsu, a special form of religious mendicancy which dates from the Buddha's
day. On takuhatsu, Zen monks walk
through the streets of a town in single file chanting "Ho," i.e. , Dharma.
Believers and sympathizers, hearing
their cry, offer them sustenance either
in the form of money, placed in the
monks' wooden bowls, or uncooked rice,
received by the monks in cloth bags.
Recipients and donors then bow to each
other in mutual gratitudt, humility
and respect. The idea behind takuhatsu is that the monks, as guardians
of the Dharma, offer it to the public
in the example of their own lives, and
in return are sustained by believers.
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So an American form of takuhatsu has
evolved. It has become, in Rochester, a
series of Wednesday morning sorties by
teams of members and trainees who comb
the neighborhood around the Center, burlap bags slung over their shoulders,
picking up candy wrappers, broken bottles, tin cans and the rest of the hastily-used, hastily-tossed detritus which
reflect our habitual indifference to the
ultimate value of things.
A story is tol~ of a student seeking
a Zen master in the mountains. Nearing
his destination, he sees a lettuce leaf
bobbing down the brook, and is about to
turn back--no Zen master wastes even
this much. At that moment the old master bounds down the slope and retrieves
the leaf. The student then feels justified in his pilgrimage.

In the West, however, the custom of
'begging' is associated with sloth and
transiency. American affluence presumably allows each person to earn his
keep easily, so why beg it? This que~tion, natural enough in a largely utilitarian society, reveals a misunderstanding of the contemplative life.
But what most Americans are only beginning to see is that this very
emphasis on production and selfsufficj:ency is defeating itself in
the p6isoning of air, earth and waters,
on which we all depend, and in the
human body being vitiated by chemicals
and irritants largely unknown to earlier cultures.

Here at the Center a strong effort is
made not to waste anything. Scrap paper
is used for notes, leftover grains and
vegetables put into soups, hardwood
scraps made into parquetry, unused
lights turned off, bottles recycled,
toilets used twice before flushing and
old clothes used for rags or given ·
away.

Despite all the difficulties ar1s1ng
from our concepts of mendicancy, Philipsensei has felt for some time that an
expedition in this vein could further
the spiritual practice here. But in-

Even though we don't beg for our
bread we can try not to waste it. And
by picking up papers around the neighborhood we hope to learn and reflect
the interdependency of all living things '.
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