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PILGRIMAGE DIARY
by Pat Simons
INDIA (II)

March 5

and merely eat and sleep at the ashram.

Sensei and Hugh went to see Kirpal
Singh, the Sikh teacher today, having
beaten us back here to Delhi by two
days. What follows is the substance
of their experiences at hi$ ashram.
Like most well-known Indian teachers
nowadays, Kirpal Singh travels a lot
to teach in other places, and Sensei
and Hugh were· lucky to find him at
the ashram.

After the mid-day meal, Kirpal
Singh was gracious enough to receive
Sensei and Hugh in darshan. Darshan
is a spiritual practice whereby a
person will come before a teacher
merely to be in his presence.
Occasionally something may be said,
but darshan functions as a teaching
technique through the spiritual power
or 'vibrations' of the guru. If the
student comes before him with a sincere and humble attitude, it is said
that he can take in the teacher's
vibrations and benefit from them.

The first thing they noticed about
the place was that, as ashrams go,
it was remarkably clean and orderly.
Some half-dozen Westerners were
living there at the time. Within a
short time of their arrival, Sensei
and Hu'gh were invited to a luncheon
prepared by these disciples ••• their
first unquestionably healthy meal
since arriving in India.
During the meal Sensei and Hugh
learned that the ashram is loosely
organized, having no particularly
structured discipline. Residents - can
come and go as they please. They are
also permitted to choose among several
possible relationships to the ashram.
They can work there full-time, parttime, or work entirely on the outside

''Tl,a mind
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Except for an exchange of pleasantries almost nothing was said
during Sensei 1 s and Hugh's darshan.
Massively built, the guru stood
almost six feet tall, with an erect
posture, despite his seventy odd
years. As is the Sikh custom, he
wore a turban and had a flowing white
beard. His eyes were those of a man
who had absorbed much pain in his
life. Sensei and Hugh came away with
the impression that he was also a man
of considerable energy.
During the darshan, a group of
Kirpal Singh's Indian devotees, six

a.de.pf i~ to..11f-reo..dy llk.e o. dro.wn how.''

or eight women, came and stood outside the entrance gite with their
hands in namusta (gassho). When
Sensei mentioned this to one of the
Canadian disciples later she replied
that many of the devotees, especially
women, did little else in the way of
discipline. She also said that
Mr. Singh often expressed impatience
with such followers, rebuking them
with, "When I tell my Western disciples to meditate for several hours
a day and to practice mindfulness in
their daily lives, they do it. But
when I tell you to do these things,
all you do is just act humble and
respectful. But you hardly ever
meditate, yourselves, or act mindfully
during your daily activities. Why
don't you obey me the way they do?"

the city government
In the latter case,
which are buried in
While we were there
of both procedures.

supplies firewood.
it is one's ashes
the river.
we saw something

Today is the last day of a 40-day
birthday celebration for Rama. Rama
is one of the Hindu avatars, or mythical incarnations of .the god Vishnu.
As the sun went down over the
Ganges, saddhus (monks) in orange
robes, beggars, and devotees milled
about or sat by the river in large
groups chanting "Ram, Ram te Ram.,;
The filth and the stench of burning
flesh was indescribable and equalled
only by the confusion and the fervor
of the chanting.
After leading us along the river
bank for a while , Nandoo took us
through the back streets of the city
to the Golden Temple of Shiva. The
streets, not more than 10' wide,
were packed with people, the soot and
stench penetrating everywhere. In
one alley, two old men were roasting
the carcass of a dog over an open
fire. The corpse of another dog
lay nearby. Every house was a
store-front of some sort selling
trinkets, cloth, or short-order curry.

March 6
We flew to Benares today. Once settled on the edge of the city in a
government guest house (where a couple
from Rochester were staying),we hired
two rickshaws for a ride downtown.
As our caravan entered the heart of
the city, it gradually became caught
in a river of people and pedi-cabs,
more rickshaws, dogs and Brahma bulls.
In time the avenue we traveled emptied
into a large open square, where it
mingled with the deposits of three
other thorough-fares. The resulting
whirlpool of bodies and noise, exhaustfumes and sweat seemed too much even
for our "drivers" and they refused to
go any further.

The Golden Temple was another
whirlpool of devotees, this time
worshipping the lingam, a phallus, 1
which is the symbol of Siva, the
Preserver, one of the Hindu trinity.
There was also evidence of worship
of the monkey-god R~~w.i~n. In the
RAMAYANA, the Hindu epic in which
Rama is the central figure, Ha.ntma.n
is the individual with whom Rama
joins forces in order to regain the
throne of which he has been deprived.

Paying them off, we dove into the
sea of people surrounding us and came
up with a young man named Nandoo.
Actually, Nandoo, a graduate student
at Benares University, came up with
us, offering to show us his city-merely out of kindness.

After dinner, we took a rickshaw
to Benares University to meet with
some Thai monks we had encountered
near the Ganges. Sensei spoke to
them at some length about the Rochester Center. They also expressed
great interest in American Buddhism
in general. We told the monks we
will be going to Bodh-Gaya tomorrow.
One of them was going also and offered to have us put up at the Thai

Our first st9p was the Ganges,
one of the sacred rivers of Hinduism.
If they can manage it, Hindus will
travel here to die so that they can
be buried in their "Holy Ganges."
For the poor, this entails being
wrapped in a shroud, weighted down with
stones, and dropped in mid-current.
For those who can afford cremation
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monastery there. The other monks gave
us letters of introduction to monks in
Bangkok. These include one for a
Theravadan samadhi -master in the north
of Thailand, but it is doubtful that we
will have time to go up-country there
and see him. Our meeting concluded,
we parted with Nandoo until tomorrow
and took rickshaws home.

"I at least can claim that I have
not run away from my share of these.
For the last twenty years I have
lived in a part of old Delhi where
none of the makers of new India ever
visit me , not only because that would
be physically unpleasant to them but
also for the reason that it would be
socially derogatory. Yet I have not
moved out, nor will.

It is a startling experience to be
pulled along in a cart by another
human being--unnerving and embarrassing. There was something granitic
about the man pulling Bob Knebel and
me. He ran at an iron pace, for what
must have been five miles, slowing
down only on hills or when hindered
by traffic. A torrent of sweat poured
from his back. He paused for breath
only once during the trip, just as
one was beginning to feel sorry for
him, and turning around, gave us a
look of such ferocious pride that one
nearly choked on one's sympathy.

"I live just inside the old wall
built originally by the Mogul Emperor
Shah Jahan, overlooking a fine park
and connnanding a magnificent view of
the famous Ridge, the Jumna, and the
Jami Masjid. It is probably the
finest aspect to be seen anywhere in
Delhi. My Western friends say that
it reminds them of the view of the
Borghese Gardens from the Pincio.
But after independence, for four
years, I saw people easing themselves in this park in the morning,
sitting in rows. Duri.ng this time
the stench was so foul that after
inhaling it for a year I fell ill
and came very near death. Within~
the city I have seen ·streets running
with sewage water and faeces floating on it, while, undisturbed by
this, vendors of vegetables and other
foodstuffs were selling their produce on the adjacent pavements. I
have never objected to or minded all
this, and I will say t~at if I have
any living knowledge of my country
it" is a reward for this unflinching
realism .•••
"But at the same time I must warn
all Western observers against misinterpreting this all-pervasive
squalor and untidiness •••• There are
two appearances in India which are
utterly deceptive. The first of
these is the glib talk of the Anglicized upper middle-class, and the
second the external squalor. Neither
mean what they would have meant in
the West. To take only squalor, in
our society it does not have the
same correlation with character as
it has among European peoples. For
instance, in the West a man who has
not shaved or has not changed a
dirty' shirt will be judged as a man

About a mile from the guest house
we passed a dog eating puke in the
middle of the street. The sight gave
rise to two thoughts. The first was
of his cousins being roasted for dinner down by the Ganges and of the
order of nature in Benares which it
reflected. The other thought ~as of
a passage in a book about India (which
was r~commended to Sensei) by the wellknown Indian writer Hirad Chaudhuri.
It provides, like the rickshaw driver,
an antidote to one's Western squeamishness.
·
"Occidentals come from a clean and
tidy material world, in which dirt,
squalor, and disorder are sins. But
I declare every day that a man who
cannot endure dirt', dust, stench,
noise, ugliness, disorder, heat, and
cold has no right to live in India.
I would say that no man can be regarded as a fit citizen of India until he
has conquered squeamishness to the
point of being indifferent to the
presence of fifty lepers in various
stages of decomposition within a·
hundred yards, or not minding the
sight of ubiquitous human excreta
everywhere, even in a big city.
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with an inefficient -mind and slovenly
character. In our soci~ty this association does not exist, and an unkempt
person might pe an exemplary person,
besides being an efficient hand. 11 1

tary practice."2

a

But nearby
group of Indians, who
apparently consider Tibetans their
inferior~, lolled about on the grass
picnicing and jabbering in loud voices,
utterly oblivious or contemptuous of ·,
what the Tibetans were doing. The
scene was one we encountered sever~l
times throughout India, a country
that apparently considers itself the
most religious in the world but
somehow feels it can afford to regard
Tibetans as primitives.

March 7
Nandoo took us to Sarnath this
morning. We spent some time in the
Sarnath museum, which is devoted to
Buddhist art, and we also vj_sited
the Deer· Park, where the Buddha delivered his first sermon. After
2,500 ¥ears there are deer still
living{ there! Neatby stood a MahaBodhi Society Temple, with frescoes
of the Buddha's life, even more
impressive than those at the New
Delhi chapter. Wit-hin ~the Temple
groupds also stood a descendant
grafted from the original Bo-tree.

This afternoon Nandoo· took us to
meet . the Thai monk, P. Y. Kantaksa,
and catch the train for Gaya. We
arrived at the Thai ,monastery in BodhGaya, about ten miles from Gaya,
quite late.
March 8
I
Before breakfast this morning we
sat in zazan in the temple of the Thai
monastery. Afterwards we visited the
Bo-tree and its great s tupa. - The
tree, which has heart-shaped leaves,
is about 40 feet high. The joyful
Tibetans had strung their prayer flags
about its
., trunk. A flock of crows sat
in- its branches. The stupa, built in
the 2nd century n~c. by King Asoka,
is cov,e red with Buddha statues and
-relief-carvings of Buddqas and Bodhisattvas. Here, too, there were
Tibetans prostrating themselves, .
while a group of Indians stood, nearby
looking at them and chuckling to each
othe,;.
·,

Of particular interest at Sarnath
was a Iseries of events around the great
stupa. Tibetan laymen we're performing
puja (the making of offerings either
material or men~al), slowly circumambulating the stupa and prostrating
with great fervor as they went.
I

"The climax of a [Tibetan's] pilgrimage takes the form of perambulation. This consists of walking slowly
round the principal centre of devotion
108* or 1,080 or 10,800 times, perhaps
1
stopping to make grand prostrations
at every three steps. During perambulation, the mind is held still and
an appropriate mantra recited to the
rhythm of walking or breathing. As
with everything else, body, speech
and mind must play their part. People
unable to go on long pilgrimages _are
fond of perambulating ~tower s or temples
in the neighbourhood. The practice
is warmlYJ recommended, as, combined
with meditation, tt is a means of
combating the ill effects of s~den-

On the second story of the Sfupa
were two Tibetanmonks sitting in
front of a large- Buddha-niche. The
older of the \ two was quietly spinning
a prayer wheel, while the other sat
with flowers in his hands. As th~y
chanted, the younger monk threw the
flowers one at a time in towards the
Buddha.
Then we visited the Maha-Bodhi

1THE CONTINENT OF CIRCE, Jaico Publishing
House, Bombay, +967*According to Buddhist teaching there
are 108 defilements clouding the human
mind.

'j
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2
THE TANTRIC MYSTICISM OF TIBET by
John Blofeld, E. P. Dutton & Co.,
N.Y., 1970, p. 193.
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Society and the Tibetan temple here.
At the latter, we sat in the main
hall, which was brightly painted and
gilded, as two double rows of monks
of the Yellow Hat sect sat facing
each other chanting sutras. The
walls of the hall were decorated with
many Buddha statues and Tanka paintings. Especially noteworthy was the
Buddha, which easily reached eight
feet in height (sitting) and was
covered with gold-leaf. At the Tibetan
temple there was also a large room
containing a prayer wheel which must
have been ten feet in diameter and
eighteen feet high. Both the room
and the wheel were brightly painted.
Pilgrims were circling and turning
it in the same fashion as they did
the small ones in Dharmsala, "telling"
their prayer beads and quietly
reciting sutras and prayers to themselves.

encountered the head of the Burmese
Vihara. The three of us went over
to the Maha-Bodhi Society library,
situated nearby . Sensei and I were
introduced there to a tall heavyset monk from Bangalore, a wellknown Buddhist scholar and teacher
of meditation. Sitting in his small
garden--it was near dusk by now--we
fell into a discussion of drugs and
spiritual practice. Sensei related
his general experiences as a teacher
of former drug users. The scholar
then said he had once tried drugs
at the persistent prodding of an
American hippie who claimed to have
reached satori through the use of
LSD.
The monk scholar had prepared for
his "trip 11 by getting together
plenty of warm blankets and several
buckets of water. If the LSD turned
out to be poison, he figured he
could wash it out of his body by
drinking the water. The blankets
were to wrap up in when the water
lowered his body temperature.

Just before lunch we visited the
Burmese Vihara. Sensei says that the
Burmese have the strongest meditation
in southeast Asia. The head of the
temple is an Indian whom he met
twelve years ago in Burma when both
were there practicing Vipassana; a
system of meditation closely resembling
Zen, under Mahasi Sayadaw. Sensei's
friend is gentle and delicate--in
behavior as well as physical appearance, but underlying it one senses
great determination and will.

After the monk took the "acid, "
he told the American not to say anything to him, as it would only
structure his reactions to the drug
and preclude an unadulterated respOtLse.
But the young man tried to "coach"
him through the trip and had to be
sent from the house.
The drug began to take effect and
our host grew numb. Next his visual
imagination went berserk. He was
overpowered by a vision of Kali, consort of Siva, and the Hindu goddess
of death. She had been his main
object of worship when he was a child.
Now she appeared in all detail,
complete with her protruding tongue
and her bloody sword. Next he "saw"
the various parts of his body as
though they were flayed and loathsome
(a form of meditation he had been
practicing recently), but now far
more graphically than at any other
time. Considering these visions
merely heightened sensory awareness,
however, and not greater unity with
existence, he said that they were not

There were two Americans and a
Greek girl in residence at the Burmese
Vihara. We told them about the Center
and compared our experiences of Indians
and Tibetans. Our impressions coincided pretty much.
During the afternoon, while Hugh
and Bob napped, Sensei and I went back
to the Bodhi-tree to perform puja.
Our ceremony took place at the request
of Sensei's wife, deLancey, and consisted of circling the tree and the
stupa with hands in gassho 10 or 12
times while we recited the 10-Verse
Kannon Sutra. Several Tibetans
were doing a different kind of puja.
Later we walked over to the MahaBodhi Society, where once more we
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try LSD.

even samadhi but a sidetrack to satori.
The only conclusion he could reach
from this was that the young man was
merely misusing such terms as· samadhi
to rationalize his own self-indulgence.
Satisfied, the scholar proceeded to
drink all the water he could get down.
This, he said, flushed the LSD down
from his system. Then he wrapped up
in the blankets and lay down awaiting
the chills, which came--and went-as expected. When he finally went
outside again, he found the American
looking both ashamed and embarrassed,
which our host took as an implicit
confession of guilt for having
foisted LSD on him, as well as at
having been caught trying to pass LSD
off as a legitimate spiritual device.

In the evening we came back to the
Great Stupa to see and hear the monks
from the Ti.be tan temple perform a ,
large puja . Each night they congregate here to light 1200 candles and
chant sutras before the Bo-tree.
Tonight's ceremony seemed special,
as the monks had spent the afternoon
in front of the Bo-tree making 6" tall
cones .of wet clay (small replicas of
the stupa?) and topping each off with
a small flower. During the chanting
the monk~ sat facing the tree in two
groups, several tows deep. Each of
them, wearing the red robes of the
Yellow Hat sect, held a dorje
(thunderbolt) in one hand and a bell
in the other, which he rang in unison
with the rest at marked intervals

In post-script, it should be added
that this man was an experienced
meditator and seemed quite erudite.
Besides--as he himself stressed-he had demonstrated a willingness to
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throughout the deep-bellied
chanting. The chanting was also
punctuated by the blowing of long
ceremonial trumpets. Behind the
monks a pair of double-level stone
altars held the cones and the 1200
glowing candles. ·

from which the Buddha delivered many ·
of his sermons. On top of Vulture's
Peak is a recently completed stupa-white and immense in its proportions-built through the cooperation of the
Japanese and Indian governments under
the inspiration df the Japanese
Nichiren sect. It is one of several
erected throughout India and Japan.
We took a cable car up to the top
of the mountain to see the stupa,
which had a golden spire and a huge
gold and black Amida Buddha set in
its side. From the top one could
see 50 miles in any direction. In
the Buddha's day, the whole area was
heavily wooded, but today is quite
rugged and bare.

Near the end of the puja two monks
got up, went to the altar in front of
the Bo-tree, and gathered up some
offerings of food and money which
had been placed there. They then
presented these to the head monk
with full prostrations. He was
sitting in the first row of one of
the two groups. Then they brought
small gifts from the altar to each
of the assembled monks. Finally
one monk came and got the five or
six laymen who had been sitting
behind the monks and took them to
the front, where they prostrated
themselves before the head priest
and made a small offering to each
monk. This concluded the ceremony.

From Vulture's Peak we went
directly into Rajgir, where we found
a Nichiren temple. It was run by an
_ old priest, who was a real character,
plus two assistants, kids in their
late teens or. early twenties. Quite ·
naturally the subject of chanting
came up, since chanting is the core

March 9
We drove from Bodh-Gaya ·to Patna
today. Except for occasional palm
trees much of the land was a lot
like Western Iowa. On the way we
stopped at Vulture Peak near Rajgi.r,
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March 11

of Nichiren practice. Sensei
told them what chants we do at the
Center and suggested that we four
demonstrate our rendition of the
Kannon 10-line Sutra. We did
this "on the spot" and the old
man fairly exploded in surprise.
The two kids roared with laughter,
shouting to Sensei '~ou've defeated
him. rv With much laughter and
enthusiasm we all then joined
on their main chant, 11 Namu Hyoho
1
Ren Gekkyu 11 (''·I pace
my trust
in the Lotus of the True Law Sutra"),
the two kids beating the big
drums on the side and the old
man striking a smaller one in
the middle. Everyone else used
hand-drums. Finally the old
priest gave us a short lecture on
why Nichiren devotees chant this
particular chant. The Buddha
had said that anyone could liberate himself simply by reciting
t h e ~ of this Sutra with all
his heart. Thus, according to
Nichiren teaching, the entire
essence and force of the Lotus
Sutra can be compressed into the
phrase "Namu Myoho Ren Gekkyu. 0

Hugh and Bob went to Darjeeling
and environs today. Sensei and I
flew to Calcutta to pick up the
big Buddha and take it to Tokyo
on the 17th via five days layover
in Bangkok. Bob and Hugh are
scheduled to arrive in Tokyo on
the 19th.
March 13
The past two days were spent
getting our big Buddha cleared
through customs. During this time
we stayed in the Maha-Bodhi Society,
where we were received with exceptional kindness by its director,
the Ven. Jinaratna.
Calcutta, "the worst city in the
world, 11 is in a lawless state. Or
nearly so. The Communist government
of Bengal is about to topple. The
poor here literally are born in the
streets. And live and die there as
well. This is not an unusual condition for Calcutta, we were told,
but when it is compounded by monetary
inflation and a lack of po-fice protection, it created in the people
a brittle anger, an. anger Sensei
said he has seen only once before-in China just prior to the Communist
Revolution.

The old man and his two helpers
told us they chant the '~Namu Hyoho
r,en Gekkyu" for four hours a day,
5-7 a.m. and 5-7 p.m. Their bright
and energetic spirit is such a relief
after three and a half weeks in India.
The despair and enervation of life
here must really have gotten to us.
Even the flashes of color and activity
which seemed so enthralling when we
first arrived no longer have the
power to mask the aimlessness which
haunts the life of this poor country.

The Naha-Bodhi Society in Calcutta
runs an orphanage in addition to conducting daily devotional services.
The orphans receive Buddhist training
and chant every day, once before
breakfast and once after supper. Last
night they chanted for us the Three
Refuges and a passage from The Mirror
of Wisdom, all in Pali. Typical
children, though, they kept us awake
well past 10 p.m. with their shouting,
and woke us up before 6 a.m. in the
same way. Kept alive and running by
the enthusiasm of the Ven. Jinaratna,
the assistance of his personal attendants and a loyal Board of Governors,
the Society, we were told, survives
on a financial shoestring.

Setting out from Rajgir, we drove
at last to Patna, arriving about
9 p.m. In Bodh-Gaya we had been
blessed with beautiful, clear
night skies, and a full moon.
Here the coal dust smog blots out
all but the brightest stars, making
one almost gasp for breath. It is
another Benares.
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This involves first of all a recognition of impermanence. The feeling of
impermanence drives one into Ch'an
(zazen) and Ch'an leads to the
renunciation of attachments. If one
can renounce attachments, one is then
ready to take up the Mahayana. The
Mahayana involves the development
of the Bodhi-heart--the wish to help
others--and finally the realization,
as Yogi Chen put it, of "no self."
This realization is the same in
substance, according to Yogi Chen,
as the Buddha's, and it lies at the
heart of Buddhist teaching. But the
ultimate aim of Mahayana Buddhism
is to come to full enlightenment
and then devote one's life to saving
others. In the Hinayana, Yogi Chen
felt, the man of full enlightenment
stops short just enjoying Nirvana
for himself. He does not seek to
help others.

March 17
Today Hugh and Bob visited the
"Buddhist Yogin, C. M. Chen, at his
house in Kalimpong, West Bengal.
This is their report:
Yogi Chen received our, friends
seated on a low b~d. A university
professor who fled the Chinese
revolution in 1947, his room was
crowded with books and papers and,
along the walls, decked out with
tanka paintings. Throughout the
conversation, Yogi Chen, a short
rotund figure, talked and moved
about excitedly, at several points
being moved to copious tears by
mere thought of human suffering.
Speaking in a high voice, he poured
forth a torrent of broken English,
the substance of which, recorded on
the cassette, follows here.
Yogi Chen felt there is a great
difference between theory and practice
in Buddhism. 11 Talk is one thing,"
he said, ' 1and work is another. 11 (Two
years prior to leaving China, Yogi Chen
felt impelled to leave his wife and
family and spend two years in a cave
meditating on the question, 11t-Jhere
is the mind?") Regarding theory by
itself to be a d.ead-end, he felt
the practice of the Buddha's Way
follows a natural and open-ended
course.

On the subject of hallucinogenic
drugs. Yogi Chen didn't seem totally
averse to their use. He did say,
however, that he thought LSD was
a poison.
·
In answer to a question from
Bob about disturbing thoughts in
zazen, Yogi Chen said that if one
has too many thoughts it is because
his renunciation is not complete.
Just keep working, he said--and try
to simplify your life.

Before entering into the Way the
important thing, according to Yogi
Chen, is "studying the Hinayana."

Anyone, he finally emphasized,
can get full enlightenment in this
lifetime.

THE BUDDHA 1 S ENLIGHTENMENT
As a counterpoint to the impressions of the three pilgrims at Bodh-Gaya, it may
be inspiring to set forth at this point a description of the enlightenment of the
Foremost Pilgrim which took place at Bodh-Gaya some 2,500 years ago. The following
description is from Professor P. Lal's 11The Buddha, His Life and His Teaching."
Prof. Lal's rendering, which serves as an introduction to his recent translation
of THE DRAMMAPADA (Noonday Edition, 1970, pp. 10-13), is translated from or
inspired by various Pali texts.

He went to the forest of Uruvela near Bodh-Gaya with five disciples, Kandanya,
Bhaddaj, Mahanama, Vappa, and Assaji. There he joined the ascetics in severe selfmortification for six years.
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He took food daily equal to the size of a sesamum seed. His flesh grew dark;
his ribs showed; the thirty-two holy signs appeared on his body. One night, after
the third watch, he collapsed.
A villager's daughter Sujata brought him food.
better than the one brought to me by Sujata. 11

He said later,

11

No food tasted

The ascetics knew only asceticism. Picking up his staff and begging bowl, he
left them--and his five disciples, disillusioned, left him.
With Sujata's food in his hands, he sat down under the sacred Bo-tree.
wanted to eat it undisturbed.

For he

.* * *
There he was assailed by Mara the temptress.
with these words :

"She came to me," he said later,

11

'Lean, suffering, ill-favored man,
Live!
Death is your neighbor.
Death has a thousand hands,
You have only two.
Live!
Live and do good
Live holy, and taste reward.
Why do you struggle?
Hard is struggle, hard to struggle all the time.'"
To which the holy Siddhartha replied:
I

"Why do you pick on me, Mara?
What will I do with goodness,
I who have faith?
I struggle in faith, evil one,
My faith is my life.
For look, my faith, like a burning wind
Drying up rivers,
will dry up my blood,
will dry up everything that flows.
Till blood, bile, and phlegm dry up,
I shall sit here,
with tranquil mind,
and steady wisdom.
Faith is my weapon. Powerless
Against it is your army, 0 temptress.
Bring Lust and Restlessness,
Hunger and Thirst,
Sloth, Cowardice, Doubt, Hypocrisy-All powerless. "
He sat under the Bo-tree, unmoved, while Mara assailed him incessantly. Around
him danced a host of fierce soldiers, with spears, swords, clubs, and diamond
maces. They had heads of hogs, of fish, asses, horses, snakes, tigers, and
dragons. Some had one eye only, others many. They flew and leapt, striking
at each other, howling and hooting and whining till the earth shook. The earth
shook like a loving bride abducted from her husband.

*· * *
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~·
That evening, from sunset onwards, till the next dawn, wisdom slowly came to
Siddhartha. He achieved Nirvana at dawn, and as the full experience o~ truth
flashed -on him, he exclaimed:
~
How many births have I known
Without knowing the builder of this body!
How many births have I looked for him.
It is painful to be born again and again.
But
All
The
You

now I have seen you, 0 builder -0f this body!
desire is extinct, Nirvana is attained!
rafters have crumbled, the ridgepole is smashed!
will not build them again. n
'

He was now the Buddha.

FROM THE TRAVELS OF HSUANG-TSANG
Hsuang-Tsang is a famous seventh century A.D. Chinese Buddhist monk. The
translation printed here (THE LIFE OF HSUANG-TSANG) was made by Mr. Li Yung-hsi
for the Chinese Buddhist Association in 1959.
j

11

Continuing south for a hundred 1i (approximately 33 miles), he reached the
Bodhi-tree. The enclosure of the tree was built of brick, and it was high and very
strong. It was long from east to west and narrow from south to north. The ma~n
gate faced the Nairanjana River in the east, the southern gate connecting with a
large flower-tank, the west side bordering on a steep hill, and the northern gate
communicating with a big monastery. Inside many holy places connected one with the
other. These were temples and stupas, all built in memory of the Buddha by the
kings, ministers and rich noblemen. In the centre of the enclosure was the Vajrasana, Which existed with the world at the beginning of the Bhadra-kalpa. It
occupied the central position of the Three Thousand Great Worlds, extending from·
the -surface of the earth down to the Golden Wheel. It was constructed with "vajra"
and was more than 100 paces in circuit. It was called the Vajra-sana to signify
that it was strong and indestructible and that it could destroy all things. If it
~ad not been at this place, the Buddha would not have stayed here; and if it
were not made of "vajra, 11 there would be no place suitable for him to enter the
Vajra-samadhi. In order to subdue the maras a_nd to attain enlightenment, he must
stay at this place. If he stayed elsewhere, the earth would quake and collapse.
Therefore the one thousand Buddhas of the Bhadra-kalpa will all come to this
place to realize Buddhahood. The place of enlightenment was also called the
Bodhimanda, which would never stir even if the earth quaked.
"During the last one or two hundred years the people, being less virtuous,
could not see the Vajrasana when they came to the Bodhi-tree. After the Buddha's
Nirvana, the kings of the various countries set two images of the Avalokitesvara
Bodhisattva sitting towards the east at the southern and northern limits of the
seat. It was said in tradition that Buddhism would come to an end when these
images sink into the earth and disappear. Now the image at the south side has
submerged up to the chest.
"This Bodhi-tree was a peepul tree; it was several hundred feet high at the
time of the Buddha. Afterwards it had been cut down several times by evil kings,
and at present is only 50 feet high. As the Buddha had sat under it and attained
Buddhahood, it was called the Bodhi-tree. The trunk of the tree was of a yellowish
white colour and the branches and leaves were green and would not wither even
in the autumn and winter seasons. But on the day of the Buddha's Nirvana the
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leaves would all fall suddenly and new leave~ would burgeon the following day.
On this day every year the kings and ministers of the various countries assembled
under the tree to water it with milk. After having lit lamps and offered flowers
to it, they would ' collect the withered leaves and depart •
"The Master (i.e., Hsuang-Tsang) worshipped the Bodhi-tree and the Buddha's
image in the posture of attaining enlightenment made by the Maitreya Bodhisattva.
After having respectfully worshipped the Bodhi-tree and the Buddha's image, he
prostrated himself and wailed with regret, saying in a manner of self-reproach:
'I do not know where I was born at the time when the · Buddha attained enlightenment
••• How heavy my evil deeds must have been!'
!!As it was just at the time when the monks had spent their summer season, a
number of several thousand people congregated at the place from fa,r and near.
Those who saw the Master all shed tears of sympathy with him. 11

DHARMA DIALOGUES AT THE CENTER

Beginning a few weeks ago, the Center
'instituted a series of Friday night
.iDharma Dialogues 11 that have proved
very popular with the Rochester members.
In the spirit of pure experimentation,
Sensei decided to put one of his students on the spot (so to speak) every
week. After an hour of za2en, the
selected student gives a short talk,
and then the evening is open toques- ~
tions and challenges from the audience.
As Sensei has explained it, the purpose of these dialogues is not to imitate the hossen, or "Dharma Dueling" of
the masters, but rather to give students
a chance to develop and test themselves
in a new way. Each week he encourages
lively and direct questioning and testing of the evening's speaker.
In the past weeks Milda Vaivada,
Tom Scott and Hugh Curran have spoken,
and the zendo has fairly crackled with
the electricity of the question-andanswer periods. For those who have been
unable to attend the Dharma Dialogues,
we hope the following excerpts from the
transcript~ convey some of their flavor
and excitement.

Q: What happens when you completely let
go of your faith and you completely
let go of your non-faith? Where is
your faith?
A: That's very good faith.

*

*

*

Q: During the work day, how is the Buddha teaching us this faith?
A: By the very belief in Buddhism, in
the Buddha, he's teaching us this
faith.

Q: Can you show us how he's teaching us?
I . don't really see that during the
work day very often.

A: (Getting up, going

to questioner,
kneeling down) Well, when I come to
you and give you some correspondence
to do, this is work, this is the faithmind acting at that time.

Q: Can you show me how its acting?
A: Well, I enjoy this very much, but ••.
(Kisses her. Much laughter.)

Q: I've never seen a work day like that!
Q2:You should pay more attention to the
work!
A: Perhaps we can start these sort of
work days in the near future. ·

*

*

*

Q: If you were at a meeting and some
student who didn't know anything about
Zen asked you what is the purpose of
practicing zazen, what would you tell
him?
A: (Si ts in zazen.)

Q: Suppose he said he didn't understand?
A: Watch. (Sits.)
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What have you accomplished after five
years? IS THERE ANY SPIRITUAL DEVELOPMENT WHATSOEVER?

Q: That's not convincing to see a man
just sitting there with his hands
crossed and be told that that's the
reason for practicing zazen.

A: NONE WHATSOEVER!
Q: Thank you!

A: There's no other reason I could give
that ~ould be any more convincing.

* *

A: You're welcome!

*

( They gassho.)

Q: How are you helping anybody by what

*

you're doing right now?

*

*

Q: If there was a house two blocks away
and there was a fire, and there was
somebody in it, from what you said,
you ought to be able to sav~ him,
sitting right where you are •••

A: My problem is my proQlem.

How are
YOU helping anybody? Ask yourself
that question. I ask it to myself
every day.

Q: Have you come up with an answer yet?

A: How would I save the man?

A: I don't know.

Q: Yes.
A: HELP! HELP! THERE'S A HOUSE ON
FIRE! (Getting up) I've got to get
the hell out .o f here! (Runs out of

I don't know.

*

*

*

Q.: I' 11 put to, you a question that a
Yale student put to me. If we all
have the Buddha-mind and this inherent perfection and yet we live
lives of violence, pain and sorrow,
who played the dirty trick on us?

zendo.)

Q:

A: Indeed, who?

9:

* *
Is there anything out here?

*

A: Wh~re?
Q: Where are you looking?

I'm asking you.

A: I'm asking you. I would ask the
student. That's the only place the
answer lies.

A: At you. (Pause) If you don't exist,
Irv, there's nothing out there.

Q2: What's imperfect about a dirty trick?
Q3: Whai's wrong with violence?

Q: Is it possible fox one person to
help another?

Q4: What is Yale?

A: (Pause, then quietly) As long as
there are persons, yes.

(Laughter.)

* * *
Q: How about anger?

*
I

(Questioner goes
toward speak.er, starts hitting him)
Is there any anger left?

A: (Still scuffling} Oh, I have much
anger. Much anger: MUCH ANGER!
Q: (Heatedly} Much anger? Much lust?
You have shown anger and you have
shown lust and you have shown n~te
cards and you have drawn your chin
into your chest (i.e., doing zazen}.
ZEN BOW is published every other
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Christoff, Audrey Fernandez, Jim
subscription rate: one year, $3;

*

*

*

*

~

Q: If you oave nQ spiritual development, why are you continuing to sit
there?
A: I'm an ignorant man, I'~ speaking
from ignorance~··

Q: Why are you continuing to sit there
and answer questions?
A: v1ell, don't ask questions.

*

*

*
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THE COUNTRY PLACE
JUNE-JULY, 1971

As August draws closer, the major
summer projects on the country land
are nearing completion. The entrance
road to the property (left) is
finished and the work crew is now
landscaping the hills and valleys left
by the bulldozer.

Compared to the spartan existence
they were leading early in the summer,
the country land crew now lives in
relative luxury ••• sleeping in (finally)
leakproofed domes and cooking in a
well-stocked A-frame kitchen. The
"zendome" (below) can accomodate up
to thirty sitters, and tapes of Sensei's
Zen talks are now being played every
week.

