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The five, the eight, the 250
commandroonts, the 3000 monastic
regulations, the ~uddha-nature
and the Wheel of Dharma, all are
comprised in Zen sitting and
eroorge from it. Of all good works,
zazen comes first, for the roorit
of only one step into i t surpasses
that of erecting 1000 temples.
Even a moment of sitting will enable
you to free yourself from life and
death and your Buddha-nature will
appear of itself. Let i t be thus
remembered that tyros and advanced
students, learned and ignorant,
all without exception should
practice zazen.
--Zen Master Meiho
( 1277-1350)
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Recollections of Harada Roshi
excerpts from

The Autobiography of Daiun Sogaku
Introduction
Harada Roshi, whose Zen name is Daiun Sogaku, was Roshi Kapleau's first
teacher. As readers of The Three Pillars of Zen know, he is recognized as
one of the outstanding Zen masters of modern Japan. He died in December,
1961, at the age of 91, after forty years as Master of Hosshinji monastery
in Obama, Fukui prefecture. The "autobiography," published in 1960, is actually a compilation by an editor of talks given by Harada Roshi.
Harada Roshi entered a Soto temple at the age of seven and trained in that
tradition throughout his school years. At twenty, in search of a true Master, he became a monk at Shogenji, in its time a great Rinzai monastery.
After more than two years of intense training there, he attained kensho.
The first selection recalls this period at Shogenji.
Later Harada Roshi became a student and then a professor at the Soto-sponsored Komazawa University. He continued his zen training, coming to deep enlightenment under Dokutan Roshi at Nanzenji. Soon thereafter he accepted an
invitation to become the Master of Hosshinji monastery. The second selection
begins with the early days at Hosshinji.

First Kensho Experiences
I worked pretty hard to reach kensho.
So my joy when I got it cannot be expressed through writing or talking. After being received by the Roshi in
dokusan, I was so happy that on the way back I entered a bathroom and did a
little dance by myself.
In those days everyone was working on the koan, "What is the sound of one
hand clapping?" (Sekishu) ,1 and I also received this koan soon after I began
the period of training at the temple.
I felt I had put a lot of effort into
it, for me, anyway. However, while Taigi Roshi was in charge I remained unable to resolve my koan; not until Doshu Roshi succeeded him did I finally do
it. That was about two and a half years after I began my formal training.

As those who have practiced Zen in a monastery know, there are some who
quickly come to kensho and others who just cannot get it. There are people
who do it in one sesshin and people who can't do it even though they work
hard for thirty or fifty years. There were even two laymen who awakened at
the same time while listening to one of my lectures, when they saw me draw a
circle on the blackboard. This was in the days when I lectured on Zen practice in Tokyo. Both were women, and one had done some zazen. But the other
was a girl who had been urged by her parents to attend and had not once done
zazen.
lsekishu, literally "one hand," is the nub of the koan.
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Even in former times there were those who attained satori at once and those
who labored for dozens of years. This comes from the difference in the ripeness of everyone's karma of many lifetimes. Therefore, even if one cannot
practice as strongly as one would wish in this life, being so fortunate as to
have encountered the Great Dharma, one must strive to store up good karma to
the best of one's ability.
Al though we make general statements about "kensho" or "satori," there are, of
course, great differences of depth. There are weak experiences of kensho
which finally disappear if left as they are, and wonderful great satori that
pierce to the bottom and open all barriers. Whatever kind of kensho it is,
to reach that state in which one deeply knows that one knows, it is usual to
experience hardships that another person could not know or be told.
As the expression "the great death and the great revival" signifies, thoroughly extinguishing the self which has craved and imagined since beginningless time is not easily attained, and I went outside every night after bedtime to continue zazen. Sometimes I sat in the snow; sometimes I sat in the
bamboo grove swarming with mosquitoes. I did zazen fiercely, and when I was
giving it everything I had, neither the cold nor the bites of mosquitoes
caused any difficulty.
I recall an interesting experience which occurred during zazen late one
night [at Shogenji]. It was a summer night before I had come to kensho.
As usual, after bedtime I began to do zazen on a rock called the Imperial
Messenger Rock in front of the main temple gate. Behind me four or five
towering cedar trees rose into the darkness. In the dead of night--it must
have been around 1 or 2 a.m.--I was totally absorbed in my koan, "Sekishu,
Sekishu.
Suddenly, from somewhere high up in the huge cedar trees,
there was raucous laughter.
I started and thought to myself, "What on earth was that? Maybe it's the
tengu ! 1 They say that when the Dharma flourishes, evil spirits also flourish. I had previously heard that people practicing at this temple had frequently had this experience, and that it was the work of the tengu. Though I
was amazed it had come, I stayed calm and absorbed myself in zazen.
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Some time passed, and then a thwacking sound began, as if a tree were being
cut with a large hatchet. I was still unconcerned, absorbed in Sekishu.
However, the thwacking approached gradually, and then it began above my head.
I didn't care. I refused to deal with it. But the thwacking continued, became increasingly acute, and even I began to feel a bit eerie. "Hey you!" I
shouted back. With this, I had become involved--it was a complete defeat for
me. There was no choice but to fold up my mat and go to a different place,
where I began to sit again.

1 A tengu is a winged spirit with a long beak or snout.
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As described fully in my training manual, Instructions for Correct Zazen,
when Zen concentration advances various mak.yo occur. When everyone talks
together after sesshin many tales of interesting mak.yo come out. No matter
what kind of interesting, welcome, or terrifying thing appears, one should
never become involved with it. It should not be a hindrance either. Neither
becoming involved nor being disturbed, one should let nature take its course
and just stay absorbed in regular zazen. Despite my weapon of zazen, I was
totally defeated by that mak.yo.
As time passed after that first ecstatic kensho I became uncertain, and my
peace of mind faltered. Aiming toward the second kensho, I once again decided to work hard. I had heard, "Practice amidst activity is a billion times
greater than practice in quiet." Whether I was quiet or active, awake or
asleep, I allowed no separation from my koan.
One morning I set out early with four or five fellow monks to go on takuhatsu
in the countryside. The first household we approached for tak.uhatsu was
still asleep, so we gathered fallen leaves and made a fire in the precincts
of a shrine on the way. As we warmed our bodies the morning light increased,
and one by one we split up and went on. As I neared a farmer's house, directly ahead of me I saw an old woman relieve herself by the front door and
go back inside.
I then approached and called out, "Takuhatsu from Shogenji."
While I waited for the people from the house to
get up and bring some rice, I couldn't help glancing
at the old woman's urine.
I saw the bubbles moving
round and round and just then I had a second kensho.
With these experiences I felt at ease for the first
time. Long afterward, when I was practicing in
Kyoto, there were two or three more.
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Hosshinji Monastery
The Hosshinji which I entered in those days was far smaller than it is now.
Many of the present buildings did not exist:
the study, the monks' quarters,
lecture hall, Founder's hall, memorial tablet sanctuary, and the main hall.
These all grew step by step after I became Master. Originally, Hosshinji had
been set up as a training monastery for monks [within Hosshin Temple]. During the period of my predecessor Master Daiei and his predecessor Master
Senrei, it appears there were always four or five monk trainees. But the
temple family did not keep the place up and it was a monastery in name only,
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with just the sign that stands in the same place today. There was indeed a
zendo, but because it was old and dilapidated we rebuilt it. When I became
Master there were at first about twenty novice monks.
I can't quite remember
what brought them there. I had been a professor at Komazawa University for a
long time, so possibly the majority had been my students there.
When Hosshinji was at its height, from 1931-2 to 1942-3, usually sixty or
seventy novice monks lived there, so our residents alone filled the zendo.
Nonetheless, at sesshin many monks and laymen would come from every province
in the country, and for the Rohatsu sesshin of certain years the group exceeded 120. No matter how much we packed them in, there was no way to further partition the zendo, so we had the older people sit in the monk's quarters next door.
To meet the expense of building a zendo we solicited donations from the temple followers throughout the area. The fact that the leaders of the collection were our own monks surprised and deeply impressed me. The monks went on
takuhatsu, brought back the offerings, and we built a splendid zendo with
just 13,000 yen in the currency of those days. However, even then that was a
lot of money.
I considered this a very important undertaking and wanted to
have much built, but for some reason I couldn't bring myself to tell people
what I had in mind.
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I am grateful even now for the representative of the temple supporters, Mr.
Sugida Yoko, who tackled the work head on.
"Never mind the cost," he said,
adding in a Mahayana spirit, "If just one person comes out of that zendo with
kensho, the task will have been of immeasurable value." The head carpenter
responsible for the construction was handling this kind of work for the first
time, and he too worked hard.
I remember with sadness how he became ill as
soon as it was finished.
Treatment was of no avail and he died, having exhausted all his energy, it seems.
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Afterward, however, far more than just one person came to kensho. In rapid
succession there were more kensho experiences than could be counted. If one
adds the nwnber of monks and laymen who practiced here to the nwnber of novice monks in residence, the figure is immense.
In any case, during the
thirty-year period from the founding to the present (1960) six week-long sesshin were held each year in April, May, June, October, November, and December. The practice there was fierce enough to draw blood. There is enormous
significance in the existence of this zendo. This may sound like boasting,
but it is no exaggeration.

My

The high reputation of this fierce zendo is widespread even today, though the
number of novice monks has dwindled considerably owing to general trends in
the contemporary world .

..
L,'.I
8

(Editor's note: This translation was done by a Zen Center member, Kenneth
Kraft. He wishes to acknowledge the generous assistance of Professor William
F. Sibley, University of Michigan, in the preparation of this work.)
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(Editor's note: This article began as a letter to Roshi from a 45-year-old
man, capsuling his post-sesshin "experience." After reading it, we urged him
to write at greater length about his daily life and practice. Excerpts from
this account comprise the first section of the article. He was also asked to
describe more fully his experience at the sesshin, leading up to kensho.
Following this comes the actual letter to Roshi, an afterword, and a response
by the Roshi. It is hoped that the article will not only be interesting to
ZEN BOW readers, but will also be a source of encouragement and inspiration
to our practice.)
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My work is in the personnel department of a company and consists in administering salaries and doing organization analysis. According to the way
people judge these things, it could be said that I am moderately successful
and probably in line for promotion to a vice-presidential position in the
not-too-distant future.
My marriage has been a great success and has produced three very fine children.
My life is a full one with varied interests.
This is all said because so often people worry about whether they can possibly carry on Zen practice and live in the world at the same time. But really
they should not be concerned because it is entirely possible. It is unlikely
that anyone would consider me exceptional and it should be taken as a great
consolation that if one person can carry on Zen practice, a full business
career and family life, anyone can do it.
9

However, it is not done without what one might call sacrifice, nor without
determination and some measure of courage. Perhaps this story might help
others to arouse this determination in themselves.
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I started real Zen practice in 1966 when, through a series of coincidences or
good karma, I encountered Yasutani Roshi. He had the kindness to visit Canada and conduct a zazenkai or workshop for eleven most unlikely candidates for
Buddhism. Before this encounter my spiritual life had been one flounder
after another, until in 1964, exhausted and depressed, I started sitting.
This "sitting" was completely untutored and could not strictly be called Zen,
but i t did give some results.
The value of a teacher was apparent to me once
I met with Yasutani and he showed me the correct way to sit.
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After the zazenkai I made inquiries about further Zen training. Can anyone
imagine the joy and gratitude that was felt upon hearing that there was a
sesshin about to take place in Rochester, at which an American Zen teacher,
Philip Kapleau, was to be installed?
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But the joy also had a most devastating effect on me in that i t awakened in
some way the most terrible fear of death, which was to haunt me almost without respite for the next two years. My blood pressure rose alarmingly, and I
was saturated by terrible anxiety and psychological numbness.
I was terrified of being alone, and as my work necessitated frequent visits away from
home and staying overnight in hotels, I sometimes felt like a being in hell.
On one occasion, I was so sure that I was going to die that I stopped the car
and got out so that I would not die unattended. As it happened, the shock of
the cold air when getting out of the car braced me and brought me back to my
senses.
The doctor recommended tranquilizers, but I kn~w that to yield to his persuasion would probably be the end of zazen.
In any case, there was the constant
and abiding faith that zazen would of itself, in due time, bring about a
cure. During this period, my teacher gave constant encouragement and pointed out that, in effect, to have such a fear was good fortune in that i t would
drive one deeper into one's practice, as indeed it turned out to do.
The
force and power of the anxiety aroused great energy and the sitting that was
done during those anxious times was very deep.
My work was also a great help and, although there was a constant temptation
to withdraw in some way from the work situation, I hung on. The very mundaneness, the inconsequential problems, the battles and disagreements, gave
some support which enabled me to continue my practice. Although the struggle
was wearing, in a deep way a profound reconciliation developed between my
life of Zen and my business life. More and more they ceased to be two independent lives. The constant humiliations that were suffered through trying
to introduce new ideas (and these humiliations sometimes were very great)
were a very powerful ego abrasive.
Thomas Merton tells the story of a Christian monk who paid people to humiliate him, and there are many Zen stories
which tell of Zen masters who humiliate their most ardent followers because
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they know that humiliation undoubtedly is the greatest ally that a person who
is serious in his practice can have. It truly has no parallel. Used wisely
and without cowering, it corrodes the ego like acid • • • •
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During one hot summer I developed insomnia. It started through my losing one
or two nights' sleep because of the heat and then my becoming concerned that
the sitting schedule that had been established so painfully would be upset.
This insomnia was to last for 18 months, during which time was suffered some
of the most excruciating tensions. Once again there was no question of taking sleeping pills. These were tried out once or twice but they ruined the
sitting for the next day. Sometimes it was possible to sit instead of sleep
but at other times the tension became so great that I could do nothing but
crawl around the room on my hands and knees. It is said that religion begins
with a cry for help and there have been several times when silently and to
myself I cried out with all my force, "Oh you forces of good in the uni verse,
please, please come to my help now!" Strangely enough, when this cry came
from the hara there would be peace. My teacher urged me to go on with zazen.
"Go to work exhausted if you have to, but don't give up your practice."
Of course, there is the problem of time. One does have to practice intensely
and it is also necessary to give a good deal of time to it. My wife and I
have practiced zazen now for eight years from five o'clock until 7:20 each
morning. This has meant that we have had to rise about 4:30 a.m. daily, with
a rest on Saturday morning. We have also practiced for an hour in the evening, again with Friday evening off when we sometimes go to a show. Once a
month, except during the very hot weather, the two of us have a one or twoday sitting over a weekend. It has also been found helpful to read inspirational books, particularly those telling of accounts of monks and laymen who
have overcome difficulties in their search for Enlightenment. So in effect,
much of our time is spent in Buddhism . . . .
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The Rohatsu Sesshin
In a way the Rohatsu sesshin started in October. At that sesshin a new hope
was generated.
This hope, with the abiding faith that had stayed with me,
gave me the conviction that success would be mine. Between October and December my wife and I spent our time preparing for the Rohatsu sesshin. We
sat through several weekends, attended Jukai at the Toronto Zen Center, and
had a "word" fast in which we read and wrote as little as possible. When
Rohatsu came around we were both well prepared, so much so that when talking
to one of the monitors I proclaimed, "This is my sesshin." This came up from
the hara with unnatural force and I felt foolish.
Somewhat to my surprise I
found that I was weeping.
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The first two days proceeded without too much incident. The normal settlingin was done. On the third day the Roshi tested me and I was aware of the
spontaneity of the responses and of his evident pleasure. I yelled at the
top of my voice and pounded the floor, "This is my sesshin!"
Returning to the zendo I flung myself totally into the koan. At a point at
which I was almost one with the koan, one of the monitors tapped me on the
shoulder and told me to go to dokusan.
I was surprised because I had already
been to dokusan and the Roshi did not encourage participants to go to dokusan
twice in one dokusan period. I tried to explain to the monitor with gestures
but, with a Fudo-like expression and an unanswerable pointing finger, he ordered me to dokusan.
I went.
Once again the Roshi questioned and answers came.
shin.

This was indeed my ses-

The next few days were an unmitigated fury.
Urged on by the kyos aku, the
shouts of the monitors, the urging of the Roshi, I tried to get deeper into
my koan, but thoughts always persisted. Try as I might during the work period, the mind wandered. During meal time, despite the constant warnings, my
mind slipped constantly to food rather than to the koan.
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The hope that had been nurtured by the two months between sesshins slipped
away. The old doubts crept in:
"I can never do this; all of those who have
passed their first koan are on the staff; they are all young and can take it;
look at so and so, how hard he has worked and he is not through his koan,
what chance is there for me?" The tautness of the mind slackened. It was
hcpeless, and with that, despair rose up.
For a brief moment I let go of the koan and reasoned thus:
The reason I feel
such hopelessness is because I yearn for Mu so much.
If there were not such
a tremendous need for Mu, there would not be this discouragement or despair.
In fact then, despair is my ally--it is the measure and expression of my
need. I could therefore despair, and despair at my despair, because that
very despair was on my side.
"Your True Nature is trying to come into consciousness." My teacher had said this so often.
This despair was the voice
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of my True Nature! This all passed through the mind in a flash, but having
seen this my heart opened up and a great yearning for Mu took possession of
me.
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I yearned for Mu so much that my own body was not enough for the task and I
borrowed, as it were, the bodies of all the sesshin participants, of the monitors, of the Roshi.
I yearned their yearning and they yearned mine.
I became the sesshin. When someone cried out, he cried out my pain. When another rushed to dokusan, he announced my eagerness. When the monitors wielded
their sticks and breathed so heavily with their exertions, they breathed Mu
for me. The Roshi's efforts were my efforts. An awful responsibility became mine.
I could not let the sesshin down.
The struggle took on titanic proportions.
"It is like a strong man taking a
weak man by the shoulders and pushing him down," said the Buddha. Yes indeed, this is how it is. The energy necessary for this already had passed my
own meager efforts. Mu, like the point of an arrow, was backed by all the
will force I could muster, but then a new force came in.
The force of the
entire sesshin seemed to become focused in my hara. The shoulders, chest,
arms and stomach were all relaxed but there was this mighty concentrating
force at work.
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The struggle was furious.
Dry periods came, but my impatience was too much
for them. It was just as though one were smashing through a wall. On the
fifth day I rose at 2 a.m. and sat until four without moving, totally absorbed in Mu. The pain in the legs was blinding and yet easily transformed
into the questioning of Mu.
I rushed to dokusan but came back bewildered.
Roshi had questioned me, had helped me, but when I came back a doubt about
him arose.
"He is going to pass me too easily. He is not deeply enlightened and doesn't want anyone else to be." The monitor struck me.
It hurt.
"This whole Zen business is a hoax! Harada Roshi admitted that all he did
was sell water by the river. He even admitted that he was a sham. There is
nothing in it!" This seemed like a clever pun and a stupid giggling rose up.
But through the work period these nagging doubts continued and the desperation grew.
"If the Roshi is no good, where do I go?" And I struggled with a
sinking feeling of being all alone, utterly forsaken.
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The teisho that morning cleared up my doubts completely. Roshi talked about
the intellect, about how it is the servant, yet claims to be the master. I
began to cry. He seemed to be talking to me alone. There were just he and
I, and as he talked he seemed to be sawing, sawing, sawing away at my depths.
I do not remember what he said, but it was very painful. The sawing went on
and on and I was racked by sobs.
It was surely this experience which made
way for what was to come.
At dokusan on the last night, the Roshi was again about to repeat to me his
oft-time warning of the importance of the last day and the need for great
effort.
I interrupted him and said vigorously, "Yes, I know, I know, I will,
I promise you I will, I'll do it!" And on leaving the dokusan room, I turned
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and flung out a final, "I will!" I had resolved to myself to sit up all
night and pour myself simply into Mu.
After the evening bell had rung and the closing ceremony performed, I sorted
out a place in the zendo and started to do zazen, but found that my attention
was scattered, thoughts arose constantly, and there was a great deal of pressure in my chest. I was sitting for at the most twenty-minute rounds, and
moving constantly. Again I fought with discouragement. I wandered restlessly around the zendo looking for a place to sit. I wandered downstairs,
carrying my cushion and sitting mat with me, but nowhere found the place that
would enable me to do the sitting that I wanted to do. I returned to the
zendo and felt utterly forlorn. It was about midnight, and I felt it would
be best to go to bed, but remembered my vow to the Roshi and myself and felt
very foolish. I tried unsuccessfully to crash through the thoughts, through
the barrier created by them. My sitting was ragged, egoistic and, it seemed,
quite ineffective. But I could not go to bed and although it seemed that the
sitting I was doing was pointless and having no effect, I nevertheless struggled on. Finally at 2:30 a.m. I gave up and, full of shame, went to bed.

Kensho

I was c
sesshir
sleep ,
inward
lack of
shins .
clos ins
fear .

Strangely, the next morning when the waking bell rang, I slipped out of my
sleeping bag with a feeling of cool assurance. On getting to the mat I found
that the sitting that had been so earnestly sought the night before came with
great ease. Having at last got a grasp on Mu, I decided not to go to dokusan
but instead to continue working at my practice.
Once more the monitor came and told me to go to dokusan. I went reluctantly
and with a feeling of misgiving about his having interrupted such good sitting. But, sitting before the Roshi, I found that answers could now be given
that had not been available before. The dokusan was a great success and
charged me with the resolve to work harder. At the lunch-time break I was so
tired that I sat on a chair downstairs and could not keep my head up. Nevertheless, I worked hard until the bell rang for the afternoon zazen and then,
when dokusan came round, joined the dokusan line once more. I had grasped my
practice and was working furiously. On going into the dokusan room, however,
the Roshi, on testing me, pointed out that my answers were still too intellectual and were no advance on what had been given in the morning. I was so
tired that I could hardly sit up on the dokusan mat. Returning to the zendo
I was totally discouraged and felt I had to give up. I sat leaning forward
and rested my weight on my hands to prevent myself from falling over. I had
no energy and, it seemed, no will. However, the young man on my right sat up
straight and he was evidently working extremely hard. I thought, "He has not
given up, so why should I?" and by a total effort of will alone concentrated
on searching into Mu in the hara, and my spine straightened of itself and remained straight until the end of the sesshin .
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Kensho
I was awakened at 2 a.m. on Sunday morning, the morning following the Rohatsu
sesshin, by my wife closing the window. She returned to bed and went to
sleep, and my attention turned inward to my inner state. With this turning
inward it was seen that there was a closing, a tensing, which arose from a
lack of faith and a resolve was made to have greater faith at future sesshins. Then it was decided to express this faith immediately by allowing the
closing to open. This opening was accompanied by a feeling of falling and of
fear.

At one time Roshi had urged on sesshin participants by saying that they could
not fall out of the universe, and recalling this gave me the courage necessary to allow the opening to continue. The feeling of falling went on and
was accentuated by probing an ancient fear. A realization came that liberation was the freedom to suffer, and not freedom from suffering, and this insight speeded up the process and the feeling of dying arose with a fear of
death.
(The word "process" is used for want of a better, although the word
gives the appearance of something happening. All that was happening was a
"knowing.")
I said to myself, "I am dying and so if this is the case then let me observe
what happens." The feeling of fear and alarm increased until it was noticed
that the heart was beating and the realization dawned that if the heart was
beating then the process was not one of dying. I then found myself in a vast
empty space, lit as it were by moonlight. There was a feeling of being completely at ease and of the feeling being perfectly natural. A feeling of
just being at home. There was no exhilaration or exaltation, just a perfectly natural feeling. I then realized with a complete, but nevertheless unconcerned certainty that I could not possibly die.
I then turned to the possibility of going mad and a new fear arose. This was
accompanied by the feeling of being increasingly enmeshed. Again came the
complete but unconcerned certainty that, although I could be in madness, I
could not be mad. Once again the fear subsided.
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Yet a new fear arose, and that was that if I could not die, then I would suffer a form of cosmic insomnia. Along with this was the concern, "Is this
then all there is?" And the answer came, "No, there is walking, talking,
eating and sleeping." It was seen that Joshu's, "When I am hungry, I eat,
and when I am tired, I sleep," had a new reality.
(Normal man looks at his
life of walking and sleeping and eating and asks, "Is this all there is?"
And answers, "No, there is a 'higher life,' the life of the void." From the
"life of the void" I was asking, "Is this all there is?" And answering, "No,
there is the life of existence.") The concern left me, and I remained alone
in vast empty space.
There is no way in which the condition can be described other than "being
natural." It was not an "experience." There was nothing that was outside to
"cause" the experience, nor was there an outside, just a wholeness and completen;ss. There was no feeling of needing to control anything, nor was
there a feeling of being in any way out of control. Perfect but natural
liberation.

'I

It was then noticed that there was a difference between knowing and thinking.
The state was one of full knowing, like bright moonlight. There was nothing
vague, unreal or hazy about it. When thoughts arose it was as though a darkening took place; the knowing was more limited and tension was evident. I
knew my wife was sleeping and I knew that if she were to awake she would disturb the process. This caused thoughts to arise. Eddies of thought clouded
this knowing, and these eddies can only be likened to ripples on water on
which the moon is shining.
There came the question, "What is happening?" A doubt arose. The Prajna
Paramita Sutra came to mind.
(How can one praise enough the Patriarchs who
have had us recite daily the Prajna Paramita?)
The question, "What is happening," the doubt, gave rise to the need to validate the process, although I do not know why, and the Prajna Paramita became
the means by which this validation could be done.

The Bodhisattva of Compassion
From the depths of Prajna Wisdom
Saw the emptiness of all five skandhas
And sundered the bonds that
Caused him suffering.
There was a looking round at the various ways
of the senses, and with this there came a sense
of an inward crushing, of melting. (Later the
process was described to my teacher as one of
honeycombs being crushed and melted.) It
seemed that the inner barriers were being
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crushed and melted. An awareness passed
throughout the body, along the limbs, through
the trunk and lastly into the head. Wherever
there was an obstruction it was melted in the
process. This continued for some time.
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Dharmas here are empty
All are the primal Void.
This is the primal Void!
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None take birth or die
This was seen as a clear and natural certainty.
But at this point arose a doubt (a doubt which
persists still) and could be phrased by the
question, "Where does it all come from? Where
is its source?"

Nor are they stained or pure
Nor do they wax or wane
So in emptiness no form
No feeling, thought or choice,
Nor is there consciousness;
No eye, ear, nose, tongue, body, mind.
No color, sound, smell, taste, touch,
Or what the mind takes hold of,
Nor even act of sensing.
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All of this was seen immediately and intuitively as being the case.
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No ignorance, or end of it.
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At this point there was a knowing of the sin of
ignorance, there was a weighing down at this
point.
I do not know what this weighing down
was.

Nor al I that comes of ignorance,
No withering, no death,
No end of them.
The part of no-death had already been seen, but
the intuitive awareness confirmed once again:
no death.
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Nor is there pain, or cause of pain
Or cease in pain, or noble path to
Lead from pain.
Not even wisdom to attain,
There is no wisdom, there is just "knowing";
not an empty knowing, but a "knowing" knowing.
Attainment too is emptiness.
So know that the Bodhisattva
Holding to nothing whatever
Alone in vast empty space, holding to nothing
whatever.

But dwelling in Prajna Wisdom
This is the state of knowing.

Is freed of delusive hindrance
The waves, eddies, stilled.

Rid of the fear bred by it
Each of the fears had been explored and dissolved.
And reaches clearest Nirvana .
All Buddhas of past and present,
Buddhas of future time,
Using this Prajna Wisdom,
Come to full and perfect vision.
The question of, "come to full and perfect vision," raised a doubt. At this point the exploration of the sutra was ended with the clear
knowing that what the sutra described was precisely whac was now occurring.
The process came slowly to an end through what seemed to be going to sleep,
but which turned out to be waking up. The clock registered 4 a.m. The whole
process had lasted two hours.
My wife awakened about 4:30 a.m. I described in detail to her what had happened, much as it is written above. Already the "reality" of the world was
supplanting the "reality" of the process and doubts were arising about
whether, in fact, I had been dreaming. A further need was felt to validate
what had occurred, and my wife and I turned to Hakuin's "Chant in Praise of
Zazen." (Again the incomparable wisdom of the Patriarchs.)

18

The gateway to freedom is zazen Samadhi,
Beyond exaltation, beyond all our praises,
The pure Mahayana.

ng.

Indeed this had been a Samadhi and indeed, because it was natural, it was beyond exaltation,
it was the pure Mahayana.

Thus one true Samad hi extinguishes evils,
It purifies karma, dissolving obstructions.

ng

These same obstructions had been crushed and
melted or dissolved like honeycomb in honey.

But if we turn inward and prove our True Nature,
That true self is no-self,
Our own self is no-self,
This vast, empty, moonlit space is our true
self; this Void is our true self.

We go beyond ego and past clever words.
There was no ego; there were no words.

Then the gateway to the oneness of cause-and-effect
Is thrown open.
There was a doubt about the meaning of this.

Not two and not three,
Straight ahead runs the Way.
There was a doubt about this.

Now our form is no-form

vix'lear
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How can we describe the form of the Void?

So in coming and going
We never leave Home .
This never-leaving-home is the naturalness of
the process. Wherever we are, whatever we do,
-we are always natural to ourselves.

Now our thought is no-thought
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The distinction between knowing and thinking.

So our dancing and songs
Are the voice of the Dharma.
How vast is the heaven of boundless Samadhi.
Boundless indeed!
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How bright and transparent
The moonlight of Wisdom.
This describes the vast empty space, lit, as it
were, by moonlight.

What is there outside us,
What is there we lack?
There was nothing outside, there was no outside, there was nothing lacking.

Nirvana is openly shown to our eyes.
This earth where we stand
Is the pure Lotus Land.
Is this all there is? No, there is also the
talking, walking, sleeping and eating. This
earth where we stand.

And this very body the body of Buddha.
Ah!

My wife and I discussed at some length what we should do. We were due to
meet our daughter in Toronto and had planned to leave with two other sesshin
participants at about 5 a.m. that morning. After some hesitation i t was decided to wait to discuss the "process" with the Roshi.
The hesitation arose because of an increasing concern that what had happened
was simply a dream or makyo.
There was no feeling of any greater insight or
understanding of the koan Mu. There was a sense of trepidation at displaying
another experience to the Roshi who has without doubt been bombarded by
thousands of such experiences. There was the concern at causing the other
two people to be delayed and of my daughter waiting in Toronto. All, perhaps, for nothing. Furthermore the Roshi had conducted a severe Rohatsu sesshin and deserved to be left alone. However, the question remained, "What
was this?" and deep in my hara was an intuition. My wife also urged me to
stay and see Roshi.
It was found that the Roshi would not be available until 7 or 8 a.m. I discussed questions of different kinds with a monk, drank tea, and became in-
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creasingly apprehensive as 7 a.m. came round. There was the constant nagging
temptation to say, "Let's leave it; let's just go home."

sit

My wife came to me to say that she had been packing the car and had seen that

Roshi's lights were on. I went and knocked on his door. He called out,
"Wait a moment • . • Who is there?" I replied and gave my name.
I felt sick.
He opened the door and overcame my fumbled apologies with a compassionate
welcome.
I apologized as I sat down, feeling foolish,and stuttered that I had had some
sort of experience and felt that it needed validation or rejection. He asked
me what the experience had been,and after I had given a broad outline,he
slowly probed and questioned until the story given above had been fully told.

~

He was obviously interested and rejected my suggestion that i t might be makyo. He had listened intently and had questioned gently throughout, and there
was some reassurance growing in me that perhaps what had happened had some
value more than a mere dream.
He then asked some questions about the koan Mu. I thought about the first
question he asked and felt it didn't make sense. He tried again and asked
another question. And again the only answer that I could give was an intellectual one. He tried a third time and I felt a restlessness stir in me. I
stood up and walked away from him. The question suddenly went deep and an
eruption, a volcano, roared up from the hara. I yelled at the top of my
voice , "This is Mu! Mu! Mu! Mu! " and danced and jigged and jumped up and
down, pounded the floor with my fists and flung myself on the ground, banging
my head on the ground. I was yelling and laughing, "This is Mu! Lovely Mu!
By God, this is Mu! This is Mu! This is Mu! Mui Mu!" The paroxysm spent
itself at .last and my teacher, as compassionate as ever, said, "Yes indeed,
you have seen into Mu."

Afterword
Eight or nine hours after leaving the Roshi we arrived home, having picked up
our daughter at Toronto. That night was passed sleeplessly. Joyful peace,
limitless, joyful peace. I was exhausted but could not sleep so great was my
joy.
iJ

Throughout the rest of the week and beyond there has persisted the feeling of
being unobstructed, of walking on my own feet, of seeing with my own eyes.
Except for periods of profound gratitude toward Roshi and the sesshin members
and my wife, it has all been natural, easy. The joy left, the peace left,
leaving just a natural open feeling.
A veritable explosion had occurred, but debris remains. Old habits, mindstates, reactions--they are still there. Irritation, anxiety, ambitions.
But they have lost their grip. Old enemies rise up, crumble and turn to
dust, and that tyrant the old dead king is broken, he need be fed no longer.
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It is as though something that was formerly tightly anchored is now adrift.
Like a boil that has been lanced--still a bit painful but so easy; or like a
sick man who has passed the crisis--he is getting well, he knows he is getting well, but he is still weak and much work is yet necessary.
The practice has also changed--it has become deep and smooth, it is no longer
something apart.

Roshi's Response
Now that our solstice and New Year celebrations are over--and the entertainment performances New Year's Eve would do justice to any group of professional actors and musicians--there is time to give you an unpremeditated response
to the events surrounding your kensho.
First, let me say how fortunate that you did not leave the Center at 4 a.m.
the day after the sesshin, as you had planned, but that you came to see me at
7:00. Your wife's intuitions that you not leave without contacting me first
were so sound.
After a kensho, particularly one as sti~ring as yours, frequently there is a
letdown--what has been termed "the post-kensho blues"--in which a melancholia
and gnawing doubt often arise; their strength is in proportion to the intensity of the initial joy and exultation. But if you persist in your zazen--in
fact intensify it--these negative mind-states usually clear up and give way
to a clarity and certainty unlike anything you have experienced before. Not
to mention a feeling of stability and rootedness. What is called for at this
crucial point is sustained sitting. Lingering doubts, such as, "Is all this
real? Will it persist?" do appear, but are like a chicken whose head has
been cut off but which still continues to thrash about.
This is not to say,
of course, that your understanding of Mu is not capable of greater depth and
sureness. As you proceed in your post-kensho training, your horizons with
respect to Mu will enlarge. You say, "There is no feeling of any greater insight or understanding of the koan Mu. 11 But there was, you will recall, a
positive demonstration of the spirit of the koan. And that is most important.
Dokusan at this point is vital. One is like a puppy which has just opened
its eyes on the world--it needs its mother's care and nourishment. So do try
to come down for at least one dokusan before I leave for Costa Rica.
To you and your family in the New Year more peace and more joy.

~
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A Monitor's Sesshin

(Editor's note: In this, as in past issues of ZEN BOW, we have printed the
sesshin experiences of various participants. It was felt that it would also
be of value and interest to our readers to present sesshin from the "other
side." And so the Rohatsu nonitors were asked to describe the sesshin from
their vantage point. In writing this article, the coauthors have offered us
many insights into the trials and joys of their work.)

How can one write about a sesshin? How can one protray so intangible an experience? The week before there is always that particular vibration, that
peculiar energy we all feel knowing sesshin is approaching. For seasoned
sitters, there's an intensity of detennination; for beginners, often a nervousness and for some, even anxiety. This is Rohatsu, the toughest sesshin
of the year. one's own mind-state is a sure indication of the quality of
the upcoming sesshin. Several people are expressing this by their actions.
Without words, they say, "This sesshin' s it!" Or as they used to say at
Hosshinji, "I can and I will!" This year, as is usual with Rohatsu, there's
a solidity, yet at the same time a unique lightness.
Once the sesshin starts, all worries and concerns drop away; there can only
be zazen. The first three days are usually uneventful. People try to settle
down, to clean out the mind's debris so the real work can begin. For old
hands these days pass quickly; for beginners whose minds are untrained these
first days can seem a lifetime. But after the third day everything changes.
4th Day -- Things are beginning to move. The joriki is building up, but the
sesshin hasn't quite caught fire yet. When the monitors meet with Roshi
after lunch he says, "Don't le·t up! There are a number of people who can
push right through Mu!" That night everyone in the zendo flies up to dokusan. Vastly encouraged, some people can't wait to get back to the mat; they
sit down with a flying leap, utterly determined. Others come down more slowly, deeply absorbed.
5th Day -- Before dokusan many people begin really straining, desperately
searching for an answer to their koan. When the encouragement talk comes,
first seven-dayers often become frantic. They are counselled: "Intensify
your questioning; don't tense your bodies." The monitors must help them hold
their energies and minds steady through this period. So the monitors use the
stick slowly and solidly right from the beginning of the zazen round instead
of waiting until the sudden flurry before dokusan.
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In the afternoon meeting, Roshi says there are more than a dozen people only
one step away from resolving Mu. How incredibly inspiring! Yet that night
the zendo atmosphere is as thick as soup. The monitors, alnost mechanically,
do their best to keep the energy flowing, to deepen the rhythm of thesesshin. Tonight's sitting is crucial; if people allow themselves to slacken,
the sesshin could just fade out. The use of the kyosaku becomes intense.
When one of the monitors waits to end dokusan, everything is deathly still;
the unbelievable tension generated by people working on Mu has suddenly
evaporated.
To continually whack people at sesshin, urging them to a greater
effort, takes an equally great effort on the part of the monitors. Sometimes
it is incredibly painful constantly to flail away with the kyosaku. But then
one remembers the words of a Sangha member when he returned from a pilgrimage
to Japan, "The jikijitsu (head monk) at Engakuji told us that during the Rohatsu sesshin 22 sticks were broken and 16 kenshos attained."
When the monitor has a moment to sit quietly before dokusan, or sits facing
the Roshi in dokusan, a certain calmness, a deep faith in the Buddha's Way,
in one's teacher and in zazen, arises. From this, one's own energy and exertion are renewed and one's ability to work in the zendo is reinvigorated.
To
see Roshi at the end of dokusan is to realize how hard he works holding
dokusan for six or seven hours a day, delivering a teisho, giving talks in
the zendo--always, always teaching .
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6th Day -- Already someone is through Mu!
If one person can do it, everyone
can! Especially in this sesshinl
Roshi keeps telling the monitors to urge
certain people harder--not to let up on them. This also means that the
monitor has to push himself harder, that he has to give everything he has to
the sesshin. As the sesshin deepens, the monitors become more sensitive and
responsive to each one's effort or lack of effort.
If the monitors become
lax, the zendo atmosphere slackens. Likewise, if they tense up, their tensions can halt the sesshin's onward movement and reflect themselves in the
participants. Each monitor must be aware of and move with the energy, yet
never cease to encourage and inspire the participants (themselves included)
to work harder and harder.
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The sound of the kyosaku resounds throughout the zendo. The monitors, their
arms aching, try to raise their shoulders a bit higher and come down still
harder, hoping to evoke that last bit of energy necessary to break through Mu.
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The sixth day is most difficult for beginners. Many feel they can't last a
minute longer in the zendo; you can sense them waiting for the end, their
minds drowned in thoughts of after-the-sesshin. These people must be closely
watched, for if they relax, the level of the whole sesshin can be brought
down. Contrariwise, these very same people, with six days of hard work behind them, can, with one superhuman effort, suddenly and miraculously revivify their energies by tuning in on the powerful collective joriki.
7th Day -- In a sesshin the kyosaku is used in various ways, but for some its
use is a no-use. Especially in this last day, when the questioning becomes

25

intense, when one must see into Mu come hell or high water, the stick can be
dispensed with entirely--a solid, quiet zazen seems most helpful. For
others, the screw must be turned even tighter.
It is the last night and more people have gotten through. Now no movement,
no gesture is overlooked by the monitors:
in kinhin, in dokusan, in sitting.
How painful to see someone close to Awakening suddenly give way to discouragement. Some people who have been to sesshin time and time again look as if
they're surely getting through, yet • . • With just a little more exertion
the prize would be theirs--the utter joy of seeing that it was here all the
time while seeming so far away! During sesshin it becomes so obvious how
vitally important constant training is. How fallacious to regard kensho as
the great panacea for those with little training!
Usually the last dokusan is for those working on koans subsequent to their
first, but now Roshi tells the monitors; "Keep the pressure on so-and-so,
push them to their limit of questioning! " The monitors receive a note from
one participant; "Please don't let up on me! If I don't break through to
Awakening this sesshin, when will I?" The last round of zazen begins, and
suddenly a monitor says; "Only ten minutes to dokusan. This is your last
chance. This is not the last mile, but the last step!" and he begins whacking people fiercely. One sitter, in a white heat, actually has sweat pouring down his body.
Ding-a-ling, ding-a-ling--then the charge to dokusan! The last few hours of
sesshin, and energy is still high. The closing ceremony--sesshin is over-clearly a number of people have gotten through!
How wonderful to see that the pain and pressure, the relentless use of the
stick, really does help! What can compare to the glowing faces, the brilliant eyes, the love and gratitude all around one! Gratitude to Buddhas,
Patriarchs and Masters whose exertions have made this possible--gratitude to
Roshi, gratitude, gratitude.
And then Roshi 's closing remarks:
Buddhas died. "
How true!
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How true!

"In this sesshin Buddhas were born,
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(Editor's note: In a recent issue of the Buddhist publication THE MIDDLE WAY
there appeared an article by Douglas Harding titled "Eleven Tests for Buddhists." In it the author suggests that the reader devote twenty minutes to
carrying out some "simple experiments" designed to bring him "beyond all
doubt" to insight into his "Void Nature." He held up to the reader a relatively easy and painless way of coming to an Understanding for which others
in the history of Buddhism have exerted themselves for years. The follCMing
poem, a response to the article, was written by a Center member and submitted
to THE MIDDLE WAY, but it was rejected for publication. Because the editors
feel that the poem has merit and relevance for our Sangha, and meaning no
slur to the fine British publication mentioned above, we are printing it here
for ZEN Bai readers.)
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An Unleavened Response
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Mr. Harding explains it all
So simply,
Makes it all
So clear.
What was wrong
With those old men
Who made it seem
Obscure?
When asked by an eager heart
For a glimpse of Truth
All an old Master said was
"Have a cup of tea."
And after years of sweat and tears
All another could do
Was thrust out his finger.
Some resorted to blows, they say,
To try to make the point clear.
One shouted
"Mu!"

When asked a serious question
And started many a headache-Though, strange to tell,
Many express deep gratitude
To this old fellow.
Joshu was his name.
One talked about
Washing the breakfast bowl,

And one old woman-You don't hear much of them-Nearly wore herself out
Beating the serious monks
Who were reasoning things out.
What a waste
Of all those years,
Of all the sweat and tears-And, some say, blood.
Twenty minutes
And eleven steps
Is all it takes
To see into one's Void Nature
Beyond all doubt,
And to keep on doing so,
Where and whenever you like.
The Dharma is pure and beautiful
And clean.
Let us not sully it with foolishness.
Too many long ages of
Words spoken through closed mouths
For one of us to fall
So loudly from the tree.
So long the staff of life preserved
For the hungry:
Let us not turn it into
American bread.

II
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~ AT THE CENTER ...
Hungry Ghost Ceremony
Traditionally, All Hallows Day was
associated with the return from the
"other world" of the spirits of the
dead. Gradually this association was
transformed into the more secularized
version we have today, with children
dressing up as ghosts, goblins and
witches.
This holiday is given meaning in our
Buddhist ceremonial cycle by observing Halloween as a time to make special offerings to the Hungry and
Thirsty Ghosts.
(In the Buddhist
cosmology, these are beings who, because of greed in a former life,
condemn themselves to an existence
of hunger and thirst. They are depicted with huge, bloated bellies
and tiny, pinhole-sized mouths; their
food turns to poison and their drink
to fire.) By "feeding the Hungry
Ghosts," we give Halloween a deeper
meaning, in a Buddhist context, than
is usually associated with it.

A special feature of this year's
Halloween observance was a dramatization, prepared by two members, of the
predicament of a Hungry Ghost. The
first performance was part of a special ceremony for Sangha children.
Sitting in the sub-zendo, with the
candlelight from flickering jack-olanterns casting shadows on the
walls, a beautiful Bodhisattva enters
and tells the children about Hungry
Ghosts. The Bodhisattva urges the
children, most of whom are carrying
full bags of trick-or-treat candy, to
offer some of it to the Hungry Ghost,
whose huge head can be seen hovering
outside the zendo door. With these
offerings from the children, and with
their encouragement of "we love you,"
the ghost grows bolder and bolder and
finally enters the room. Then, with
a little more encouragement from the
children and the Bodhisattva, he finally approaches the altar and accepts the offerings.

Thanksgiving Observances

~

,~--

As we prepared for Thanksgiving observances at the Center this year-ceremonies in which gratitude is expressed for the countless gifts of
life and practice--our Sangha could
not help but be aware of the untold
numbers of hungry and starving people
throughout the world who seem to have
so little to be grateful for. And
so, along with the usual ceremonies,
chanting and offerings, members were
asked to participate in a one-day
fast.
On "Temple Night"--the night when

As was done last year, a special altar was erected at the Center for all
Hungry and Thirsty Ghosts. Candles,
incense, fruit, flowers, cakes and
tea covered the altar, as Sangha members came throughout the evening to
make offerings and to participate in
chanting services for the ghosts.
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special altars are erected throughout
the house for personal devotional
activities--a place on the main altar
was set aside to receive donations
for famine relief. Over $1,000 from
the local Sangha was offered that
night. Since then, at the Rochester
Center the staff has continued a
once-weekly fast (no food is taken
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for 36 hours) as a way both of identifying with the famine victims and
as a means of aiding them, by turning
over the money thus saved to famine
relief. Sangha members are also encouraged to join in the fast and to
donate to the famine-relief fund.
(Please send any donations directly
to Oxfam America, 302 Columbus Avenue, Box 288, Boston, MA 02116.)

New Year's Ceremonies
Our New Year's ceremonies this year
took place over a four-day period,
beginning with the ritual cleaning of
the Center and Sangha homes on the
Sunday preceding New Year's. On the
next evening there was a Repentance
Ceremony in the zendo, attended by
over 100 members. The heart of this
ceremony is the public confession and
repentance by each person present, of
some thought, word or deed that is
weighing heavily upon him or her.
The following account of this and the
ensuing New Year's ritual was written
by a member, and expresses well the'
cleansing power of participation in
such ceremonies.

Waking up in the morning, doing zazen, the words spoken in last
night's confession and repentance
ceremony echo in my ears, S011Ehow
saying these words aloud, in front of
everyone, has made a difference,
etched them deeply into 11E. The
resolution for the New Year, to do
zazen--the only possible resolution-is born quite naturally this morning.
Doing zazen at the Center on New
Year's Eve, there is a deep silence.
In the last two rounds of sitting before midnight, something happens.
The air becomes heavy, dense. Zazen
beco11Es a struggle. Fearful shapes
appear in front of the eyes. Faces,
almost human, contorted with fierce
and agonized expressions, drift back
and forth, leaping forward, drawing
one in. Only a makyo, and no reason

to fear. A sudden strength arises
from the unshaken presence of practice. It is a battle, at times, to
maintain that practice, not to abandon oneself to the heavy cloud that
seems to have descended on the zendo,
but it is possible. It is possible/
Suddenly the monitor says that it is
almost time for the circumambulation
of driving out the demons , and it
becomes clear what is happening.
There ~ demons, and they are about
to lose their power, and they know
it! The voices of Roshi and his
assistants, chanting at the various
altars, can be heard, and with the
sound of the bell the feeling arises:
poor dem:,ns, desperate to hold onto
their power. It is so clear that if
one just gives oneself to the chant,
to the bell, to zazen, the demons
stand no chance: so there really are
no demons outside oneself!
The noisemaking kinhin: carrying the
incense pot, still overwhel,red by the
fact that this is actually happening.
This is no empty ritual, no mere
"beautiful" ceremony. What is sup-
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posed to happen, is happening! Deep
wonder, renewed faith, rise with the
smoke of the incense. After the
final clamor, utter silence. Silence
in every corner of the body and mind.
Silence like a blanket, like water.
The words of the Refuges, Resolutions, Precepts pouring like water
into water. Standing on the back
stairs, candle in hand, wrapped in
silence. Then a sound of such clarity, such completeness, it seems to
have no source. Where is it coming
from? Whatever it is, it grows,
rises, falls, opens, over and over.
It bears each person gently forward,
with his candle, to Roshi. The
lighting of the candle takes an instant, and you are borne on to your
place among everyone else.
The air is alive again, not with
fearful shapes, but with light-radiant, leaping light. Afterward,
walking home in new snow, the silence
persists. Silence that is seen,
heard, felt. Silence in the snow, in
me. Words grow: to do zazen, only
to do zazen.

New Year's Entertainment
The following evening was given over to
our traditional New Year's entertainment, and there is no question that it
was the best our Sangha has ever produced.

The performances covered a wide spectrum: from a magician who could read
his own mind; to modern dance; to Buddhist "spirituals" sung by the "Dharma
Airs"; to a Mexican bandit (closely
resembling our Roshi) playing harmonica
in a sleazy night-club scene "South of
the Border." He was accompanied by a
dazed drummer and two waitresses on
violins. In all, it was a most memorable evening of music and comedy for
the Sangha.

Sangha Co-op
Our new Sangha food co-op opened
January 25 in the renovated basement
of the Meigs Street house. The
co-op's steering committee, composed
of five Sangha members, worked very
hard for several months on the organization of the co-op.
A wide range of natural food products
is available, with only a minimal
markup over the wholesale prices to
cover spoilage and spillage losses.
Besides this very obvious benefit in
monetary savings, the co-op gives
Sangha members an opportunity to work
together on a common project, thus
strengthening community bonds. Already several members ·have put in
long hours painting and carpentering.
There are handsome new wood counters
and shelves, and with the newly
painted walls and curtains in the
windows, what was formerly a musty
sort of basement is now pleasantly
bright and warm.
The Center has helped to get the
co-op started by giving $1,000 to
cover the initial expenses of ordering the basic inventory and preparing the store itself. Some of the
items that are available include
freshly-milled flour, grains, beans,
honey, nut butters, home-baked bread
and cookies, vitamins, cheese and
fresh produce. Inventory will expand as the store gains in operating
capital and the needs of its patrons
clarify. The new store's health and
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Vietnamese Monk Visits
In late January we were honored with
a visit from the Vietnamese monk and
scholar, Thich Thien Chau. As president of the overseas Vietnamese Buddhist Association, he is on a nationwide speaking tour to try to aid the
cause of peace and reconciliation in
his homeland. He asks, very simply,
that Americans stop sending aid to
South Vietnam, thereby allowing the
Vietnamese to work out a "homemade
solution." This was the emphasis of
his talks to Rochester peace groups.
At the Center, however, Thich Thien
Chau conce ntrated on Buddhism--on his
training and studies in Buddhism.
life depend on Sangha involvement,
both in the form of patronage and
volunteer labor. So please, support
your Sangha co-op!

Becoming a ioonk at the age of 17,
Thich Thien Chau trained in a Zen
ioonastery near Hue for ten years.
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Since last summer, participants in
month-long training programs have
been contributing their energy and
enthusiasm to the work of the Rochester Center. With their help, the major renovation work on our new property next door is now complete. In
mid-January, all of the offices from
#7 Arnold Park were iooved into #5,
thus freeing the original house for
religious functions only, with all
office and administrative functions
at #5.
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However, there is still much work to
be done in the city, and training
programs are scheduled to continue
every month except in March. Also,
starting in early sunurer, there will
be an extended training program at
the country land in Honeoye. Trainees participate in the entire range
of Center activities, working and
sitting daily with the staff and
Sangha. These programs are open to
non-members as well as to members;
anyone who is interested can write to
the Rochester Center for details .
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Subsequently he studied in India,
England and France. Now a noted Buddhist scholar, Thich Thien Chau has
done extensive research and study of
various ancient Buddhist tests and
has translated portions of the Tripitika. Although study of this "very
rich literature" has been one of
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Thich Thien Chau's main activities as
a Buddhist scholar, he stress·ed the
need for such study to be combined
with the practice of meditation, because "study is not enough for Understanding."
Thich Thien Chau also spoke of the
history of Buddhism in Vietnam. The
proxirni ty of the country to both
India and China placed it in the
mainstream of the developing religion
from the earliest times; so extensive
was this influence that between the
eleventh and fifteenth centuries,
Buddhism was the state religion of
Vietnam. And today, despite the division of the country and the toll of
war, the Zen tradition is still very
strong.
One of the highlights of the evening
was Thich Thien Chau's chanting, in
both Vietnamese and Sanskrit, of the
Heart Sutra.
We as a Sangha are grateful to have
met and talked with Thich Thien Chau.
His deep feeling for Buddhism, as
well as his quiet, warm demeanor,
gave us an expanded appreciation for
our practice and our tradition.
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Gratitude, selfless gratitude! Gratitude to all Buddhas, Bodhisattvas,
Patriarchs, masters, teachers and all who have made manifest the Dharma.
As disciples of the Buddha we continually renew our faith in the Three
Treasures:
The Buddha, The Dharma, The Sangha--a faith deeper and
stronger than the roots of a great oak tree, unshakeable.
Gratitude: gratitude in Buddha, the all-embracing, complete and perfect One.
By prostrating before Buddha without reservation, without doubt, by
prostrating wholeheartedly, all distinctions of heaven and earth, good
and bad, drop away. Buddha bows to Buddha, we bow to ourselves.
The
"unattainable" Buddha is attained in this very act.
Gratitude: gratitude in the Dharma.
The Truth which is not opposed by any
untruth.
The Dharma, the all-embracing oneness mpnifesting itself in
every form, every action.
The ungraspable, unknowing Dharma.
Snow is
white, sky is blue! Gratitude in the Dharma is gratitude in the birth
and death of all things, as well as that which knows no birth, no death.
Gratitude in the Dharma is just gratitude--every moment, every breath.
Gratitude: gratitude in the Sangha.
The wisdom and warmth which sustain our
ceaseless exertion.
The practice of compassion, flowing from our deep
faith, hearts empty of greed and anger, minds pure and enduring.
The
Sangha--those who have heard the Dharma with more than just their ears,
those for whom practice is life, those who have vowed to liberate all
sentient beings and earnestly work in that manner.
The Three Jewels: in gratitude we practice, in gratitude we prostrate, in
gratitude we aid all beings. With no reservation, with no thought,
freely, gratefully.
Tears of gratitude for the Buddha, Dharma, Sangha-the Three Precious Jewels.
Tears of gratitude for all beings, all beings
just as they are. Songs of gratitude and joy for that which sustains us
all.
A gratitude which has no subject, no object, the gratitude of nogratitude. We bow, we laugh, we cry, we love.
We are born, we die, we
were never born, we will never die.
Where does this gratitude come from?
With what do we feel such gratitude? Where is our gratitude at this very
moment?

--from Thanksgiving ceremonies, 1974

"Without undergoing a winter
that bites into your bones,
How can the plum-blossoms regale you
With their piercing fragrance?''
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