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Sitting with care

Consciousness & koans

Sei and her
soul are separated

training at the Zen Center

screen painting by follower of Ogata Kōrin (detail) | One of a pair
of six-panel folding screens, this typical genre painting of ink and
color on gilded paper is dated to the turn of the nineteenth century.
A publication of the Rochester Zen Center
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Soundings
JUNG’S POTATOES

The eminent Swiss geographer Hans Carol
(1915–1971) was developing guidelines for
regional planning in the Canton of Zurich
when, in 1950, he sought the views of various
people important in Swiss intellectual life.
One of these was Carl Jung, who gave him a
half hour’s appointment on February 8, 1950.
The subject so engrossed Jung that he kept
Carol nearly an hour longer.
Carol: I would be grateful if you, as a
leading psychologist, would comment on
the subject of man and his environment.
Although we planners try not to look at
the human being as a mere product of his
physical environment, we believe nonetheless that the environment is a crucial
factor in human existence. Just as men
are influenced by education, they are
surely also influenced by the environment
society designs for them.
Jung: I am very pleased that you are
devoting your attention to this question.
The abstract nature of work in a technological age leaves the worker dissatisfied.
Dissatisfaction induces people to look for
compensation elsewhere. Suggestibility
increases geometrically according to the
number of persons involved. Mass mental
disorder may reach epidemic proportions.
Decentralization, on the other hand,
allows for small social units. Every man
should have his own plot of land so that
the instincts can come to life again. To
own land is important psychologically,
and there is no substitute for it.
We keep forgetting that we are primates and that we have to make allowances for these primitive layers in our psyche.
The farmer is still closer to these layers. In
tilling the earth, he moves around within
a very narrow radius, but he moves on his

own land. The industrial worker is a pathetic, rootless being, and his remuneration in money is not tangible but abstract.
In earlier times, when the crafts flourished, he derived satisfaction from seeing
the fruit of his labor. He found adequate
self-expression in such work.
But this is no longer the case. First
of all, he is responsible for only a small
part of the finished product. Secondly,
the product is sold, it disappears, and he
has no further stake in it. Because the
psychological reward is inadequate, the
worker rebels against his employer and
against “capitalism” as a whole. We all
need nourishment for our psyche. It is
impossible to find such nourishment in
urban tenements without a patch of green
or a blossoming tree. We need a relationship with nature.
I am just a culture-coolie myself, but I
derive a great deal of pleasure from growing my own potatoes. People tend to look
for the Kingdom of God in the outer world
rather than in their own souls. This is
particularly true of socialism. Individuation
is not only an upward but also a downward
process. Without any body, there is no mind
and therefore no individuation. Our civilizing potential has led us down the wrong
path. All too often an American worker who
owns only one car considers himself a poor
devil, because his boss has two or three cars.

do not need to leave your room. Remain sitting at your table
“andYou
listen. Do not even listen, simply wait, be quiet, still and solitary.
The world will freely offer itself to you to be unmasked, it has no choice,
it will roll in ecstasy at your feet. —Franz Kafka

”

This is symptomatic of pointless striving for
material possessions….
A captive animal cannot return to freedom. But our workers can return. We see
them doing it in the allotment gardens in
and around our cities; these gardens are
an expression of love for nature and for
one’s own plot of land. As our working
hours become shorter, the question of leisure time becomes increasingly essential
to us, time in which we are free of commands and restraints and in which we can
achieve self-realization. I am fully committed to the idea that human existence
should be rooted in the earth.—From C.G.
Jung Speaking: Interviews and Encounters edited by William McGuire and
R.F.C. Hull

IT’S COMPLICATED

So this Zen thing… tell me why do you
do that again? Hm… it seems torturous,
what does it do for you exactly?
And from the skilled antagonist, a
dart artfully intimating that it doesn’t
really matter why I do it since even after
countless hours of zazen, sometimes I
still act like an ass… “Doesn’t seem like it’s
making much difference.”
“Well, it’s complicated,” I say.
How can it be that after 15-plus years
of sitting for countless hours, I am still
unable to provide a clear response?
Stock answers are easy: I want to find my
inner self, it calms me down, puts me in
touch with my emotions, helps me to pay
attention, it’s a path to enlightenment,
or maybe it just helps me to sleep better.
Yeah, maybe.
Truth is I’m clueless. There has to
be something. You don’t just commit
thousands of hours to sitting like a tree,
fuzzily staring at a blank wall, following
the breath (which, by the way, isn’t going
anywhere), without some darn good
motivation.
But what is it that could motivate me
so? I don’t consider enlightenment to be
a goal. At least not in this lifetime.    ▶
ZEN BOW
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And it’s not like a ton of personal afflictions have been corrected over the years.
Other drivers still send me over the edge,
I still entertain less than gentle thoughts
(fantasies of bayonets on my shopping
cart at the East Avenue Wegmans), I’m
still easily baited towards leaping into
the fray of a silly argument, and I still
suffer under the delusion that I am a
separate and superior being.
It occurs to me that had I spent those
hours practicing the ukulele, I would be
the world’s greatest four-stringed instrumentalist, showing off my enviable skills
while schooling that jazzy childhood prodigy who wows everyone at the Jazzfest
each year. And let’s not even talk about
the euphoria I could create at Sangha
entertainment night! Instead, I put forth
my daily zazen efforts towards a purpose
that still escapes me while Mr. Uke sits
un-tuned and lonely in his case.
I even raised the topic with Roshi. “Try
to sit more” he said.
I knew he was going to say that.
He’s right of course, although I don’t
know why. And so I’ve committed to
increasing my efforts.
In the end, I’ll keep sitting because it
makes me feel good knowing that I sit. I
guess that will have to do for now.—Pat
Parker

WEARING THE
ROBE AND ROKUSU

Since I left Rochester and live in Spokane, Washington, staying focused on
practice has taken on certain challenges
for me. I miss the deep and subtle energy
of the 7 Arnold Park zendo, I miss coming
to dokusan with Roshi, and I miss easy
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makyo \'mä-kē- ō\ n [Jap. “diabolic phe'
nomenon,” from ma (魔), “devil” + kyo
(境), “phenomenon, objective world”] 1 :
deceptive appearances and feelings that
can arise in the practice of zazen 2 : the
entire experienced world of the unenlightened person
Yes, makyo can be fascinating. Like
dreams, they can also be frightening, bewildering, enthralling. They reveal something
of the mind–body complex, but must never
be confused with who we really are.
We commonly distinguish between
makyo or dreams, on the one hand, and
“reality” on the other. But the so-called real
world, too, has no reality apart from mind.
Yes, there is an overwhelming consensus
as to the features of “reality,” one that is
constructed through our faculties of seeing,
hearing, feeling, tasting, smelling, and
thinking, all interpreted through language.
In Buddhism this is called the sense world,
or that of “name and form.” The work of
Zen practice is to see that which is beyond
this realm—and to see further that these
two realms are ultimately not two. When
the Buddha declared that “things are not
what they appear to be, nor are they otherwise,” he certainly meant makyo, too.
The occurrence of makyo signals a

transition into deeper absorption. We’re
no longer on the surface, distracted by time
and other ordinary concerns, but we’ve not
yet reached the deepest concentration. Still,
some people are less susceptible to makyo
than others, and can advance without experiencing much in the way of makyo.
Makyo in themselves are neither good
nor bad. What counts is how we respond
to them, and that test can begin only once
we’ve noticed we’re in a makyo. This is
the key point: to notice this side effect of
sitting as makyo. Until then we’re blind to
it, enmeshed in it. Once having identified
it as makyo, we risk going astray in two
ways. One is to react to it, fighting it or
mentally fleeing it. The other is to linger
in it, perhaps beguiled by this creation of
the mind–body (and even recounting it
later can suggest some attachment to it!).
Either of these reactions leaves us captive
to the makyo, obstructed by it. The way
through is to redirect our attention and
get back to business: the breath or koan
we’re working on.
We want to treat makyo, then, as we
would thoughts: neither getting attached to
them as real nor denying their sort-of reality.
We need to see them for what they are: transitory mind–body formations. Things that
will pass. —Roshi Bodhin Kjolhede

access to “my Sangha.” All of these things
ating between what we call “inside” and
were both grounding and inspiring, and
“outside.”
helped me stay with practice.
Because I have been so surprised
I have struggled with ways to discipline by the impact of wearing the robe and
myself to sit, to focus and engage in a
rakusu, I did a little research into the
meaningful practice being so far away and impact that clothes have on us. There is
on my own. There have been periods of
a concept called “enclothed cognition,”
time that were successful and periods of
which describes how what we wear affects
time that were “lost.”
how we think and behave. In an article
To my great surprise, in recent
in Psychology Today, enclothed cognition
months, I have found a way that has
was defined as “the systematic influence
turned this around for me—putting on
that clothes have on the wearer’s psychomy robe and rakusu. It seems like such
logical processes.... Clothing can enhance
a simple and obvious thing to do but I
our psychological states, and can improve
didn’t “get” how powerful it is. I know
performance on tasks.”
it doesn’t seem like it should be such a
Because this simple act has been such
big deal but it is. When I wrap myself in
a powerful and dramatic experience for
these garments, all I want to do is pracme I wanted to share it in the event it
tice. I experience a certain inner transcould be useful to others. With gassho—
formation that takes me right to the
Deborah Zaretsky
mat to sit, to chant, to listen to teisho
▶ Walking toward the university in Oxford, U.K.
or whatever my practice is for the day. It
(2018) Photograph by gretchen targee
really points to the illusion of differenti-
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Q
&A

Why do we keep our eyes open in zazen? I find it easier to
concentrate when they’re shut.

Although there
are systems of
meditation in
which the eyes
are left closed,
the practice in
Zen is to leave them open. Drowsiness is
one of the most common afflictions we
face, especially with extended practice,
and when there’s light coming into the
eyes, we stand a better chance of remaining alert. In addition, sitting with eyes
closed tends to make zazen a special

walled-off activity where the world is
shut out. Learning to do zazen with open
eyes helps us in our efforts to bring the
mind of meditation, of stabilized awareness, into our daily lives.
There’s one more benefit to open-eyed
zazen—we’re a bit less likely to run into
visual hallucinations—colors and forms
appearing in our field of vision that
entice us to shift our focus from whatever practice we’re working on. Open eyes
are no guarantee, but they help!—John
Pulleyn

LOVE

Love means to learn to look at yourself
The way one looks at distant things
For you are only one thing among many.
And whoever sees that way heals his heart,
Without knowing it, from various ills.
A bird and a tree say to him: Friend.
Then he wants to use himself and things
So that they stand in the glow of ripeness.
It doesn’t matter whether he knows
what he serves:
Who serves best doesn’t always
understand.
—Czeslaw Milosz
from New & Collected Poems 1931–2001
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THE PRACTICE OF BREATHING

Right physical breathing comes from
a movement of the diaphragm. If it is in
order it is not the result of a doing, the
breath comes and goes of itself. If the
movement of the diaphragm is in any way
impeded it is replaced by a movement of
the auxiliary muscles located higher up.
This is a sign that a person is held tightly
in the circle of his I even in his breathing.
Shallow breathing high up—i.e. in the
chest—shows that a man is tense and
caught in his I without knowing it.
Because the I has to do everything itself,
such a person does not allow the breath
simply to come and go, he must draw it
in, and he resists full exhalation. The first
thing that has to be learned is to let breathing happen. This is possible only to the extent that a person is able to cease directing

the breath from his I. Just how difficult
this is becomes clear when he first observes
his breathing, for then the effect of the
fixing I, interrupting the natural rhythm,
becomes immediately apparent. Breathing
falters and the beginner frequently has the
impression that he is no longer capable of
breathing properly, and that he is short
of breath. It takes a long time before such
a person, even one who usually breathes
more or less rightly, is able to breathe
consciously in the right way. To learn this
is a basic exercise…which is needed by both
the sound and the unsound. Here, for the
first time, the aspirant gets an idea of the
importance of the age-old saying, “To see
as if one saw not,” or “To do without doing.”
To his surprise and annoyance the beginner finds that mere knowledge of right
breathing alone is of no avail. Although he
already knows what is required he cannot
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prevent the interference of his I. Again and
again he resists exhalation halfway, and
half-intentionally he assists the inflowing
breath. It is as if he dared not allow full exhalation and feared that he would not get
enough air unless he helped. So it is a great
and memorable experience when for the
first time he succeeds with full consciousness, in allowing the natural, living breath
to happen and discovers that it really
does come and go, come and go of its own
accord. Letting the breath happen without
the participation of the will is therefore the
first requirement [of meditation]. But to
accomplish this the European has to learn
above all to let go, to shift the point of gravity from above to below in his body, and to
A BLADE OF GRASS
achieve this he usually has to learn how to
When Sudhana visited Manjushri,
let the breath flow out fully….
Manjushri said to him, “Go outside and
Only a teacher or therapist who has
get a stalk of medicinal herb.”
seen time and again the fear which preSudhana went out and looked all over
vents the “letting-oneself-fall” into the
the earth, finding nothing that was not
exhalation realizes that what is at work
medicine.
here is a fundamental lack of trust in life.
He returned and said to Manjushri,
The difficulty of giving up the active wak“The whole earth is medicine; what could I
ing-tension of the I is rooted in the deep
bring?”
unconscious fear that in so doing the man
Manjushri said, “Bring a stalk of medicwill lose himself. The commonness of his
inal herb.”
fear is shown by the nervous start which
Sudhana brought a blade of grass.
many people experience just as they are
Manjushri took the blade of grass, then
dropping off to sleep—when something
showed it to the assembly and said, “This
seems to pull the sleeper back at the very
blade of grass can kill people and can also
moment when he is about to surrender to
enliven people.”
the secret working of nature, in this case
Before, it was a blade of grass; later, it
to the breath of sleep. What is here a strikwas a blade of grass: how far apart are
ingly obvious resistance is at other times
before and after?
a subtler hindrance to the blessed uncon[Silence]
scious working of Nature, that is, being
They’re a blade of grass apart.
constantly on the qui vive, as if life’s whole
—from Dōgen’s Eihei Kōroku, transsecurity and continuation depended on
lated by Thomas Cleary
a man’s keeping things consciously in his
grip. It generally takes a long time before a
beginner, turning his conscious attention
We spend our lives trying to discover
to his breathing, grasps the truth that
how to live, a perfect way of life, sens de
not he but “it” breathes, and that he may
la vie. But we shall never find it. Life is the
confidently surrender even his breathing
search for it; the successful life is that which
to the Great Power which keeps him alive
is
given up to that search; & when we think
without his assistance. This feeling that “it
we
have found it, we are farthest from
breathes” not that “I breathe” (and the beit.
Delude
ourselves that we have found
ginner often imagines far too soon that he
it,
persuade
ourselves that here at least
has known it) is one of the greatest, most
there
is
a
point
at which we can rest—and
impressive and most blissful experiences
life
has
at
once
become
moribund. Just as
at the beginning of the Way.—from Hara,
to
remain
in
love
we
must
be continually
The Vital Centre of Man by Karlfried
falling
in
love,
so
to
remain
living we must
Graf von Dürckheim, translated
be
continually
striving
to
live.
by Sylvia-Monica von Kospoth with
—Michael Oakeshott, Notebooks, 1922–86
Estelle R. Healey

▷ ROUNDTABLE: MEMORABLE MAKYO

Years later, but not that
many in retrospect, an intense
makyo of a demonically
grinning face, mirthful eyes
afire, appeared to me in
sesshin. It seemed intimately
WHAT HAPPENED? AND DID YOU
familiar, but was not the image
LEARN ANYTHING FROM THE
I’d taken from the Brecht
EXPERIENCE? HERE ARE THEIR
poem. It took me a moment
RESPONSES.
to make the connection: it
was my mother. She’d been
My overall fave is a
the formative influence in
pleasant visual hallucination
my life. We resembled each
of a line drawing of a village,
other closely in looks and
very detailed although a
temperament. In many ways
bit cartoonish. There are
I identified with her. She was
hundreds of people and
one of my closest friends, and
hundreds of buildings all
closer in the way that one’s
different and all credible. I
mother is.
can look at any of them and
I was shocked. But as the
discern their activity. Then
image persisted I recognized
if I blink, the same type of
that the grin was not one of
drawing appears but every
evil—it was beyond good and
detail is different than the first. evil (all thanks to Nietzsche
And on and on. Very engaging
for the phrase). I spent many
and very distracting!
hours, not all of them in that
How in the world can
sesshin, processing the vision.
a brain generate so much
I can still conjure it at will. It
content in a millisecond? And
elucidated much about her: her
that brain is mine! The brain,
driving energy, her implacable
the last frontier.—Andrew
will, her fierce, loving but
Stern MD
often harsh devotion. I’m
still sometimes reluctant
When my younger sister and to acknowledge the demon
I were teenagers, she inscribed in myself, but that’s what
a verse by Bertolt Brecht on
has driven me deeper than I
the stairway wall leading down believe I otherwise would have
to the basement in our parents’ gone into practice—that plus
house:
the need to know, the need to
On my wall hangs a Japanese
be one with, for want of a true
carving,
expression, my true self.
The mask of an evil demon,
I’ve always been grateful
decorated with gold lacquer.
for my mother and all she
Sympathetically I observe
gave me. And I’m grateful for
The swollen veins of the forehead, that makyo, which brought
indicating
to consciousness a crucial
What a strain it is to be evil.
element of what makes each
This in turn implanted an
of us what we were and are.—
imagined demon face in my
Tom Roberts
mind’s eye which still remains
quite vivid.
RECENTLY WE ASKED SEASONED
SESSHIN-GOERS FOR DESCRIPTIONS
OF THEIR MOST MEMORABLE
MAKYO (SEE PAGE 4 FOR
DEFINITION AND COMMENTARY).

It was the mid-nineties
and I was still the owner of
an advertising agency. Late
in sesshin I was sitting in the
basement of 7 Arnold Park,
one of my favorite places for
yaza because it was warm
and I found the sounds of the
old Hydra-headed furnace
soothing. But I was tired… so,
so tired. So, like the sensible
businessperson that I was at
the time, I delegated the work
on my koan to a junior team.
That way, I could sleep. And I
did!
It is amazing how many
ways I can find to avoid
attending to the Great
Matter.—Chris Pulleyn
I often experience visual
makyo during seven-day
sesshins, mainly images
that appear on the divider
wall that take the form of all
manner of bizarre-looking
creatures. Perhaps this is why
one of the more memorable
makyo I’ve experienced
was tactile. During a formal
block of sitting, I felt as if my
entire body was covered in a
swarm of insects. I could feel
in vivid detail their tiny little
legs as they crawled across
my face, head, neck, arms,
legs, back... everywhere. At
first, I tensed up and fought
the urge to jump off the tan
and run out of the zendo. But
having remembered Roshi’s
advice to simply ignore
makyo and throw yourself
into your practice, I managed
to relax into the prickly skin
sensation—just as one would
with physical pain—and the
imaginary insects suddenly
disappeared.—Donna Kowal

My most persistent makyo
has been an overwhelming
feeling of discouragement. It
always comes later in sesshin.
Usually it builds gradually.
Sometimes there are rounds
or blocks where the whole
zendo is feeling a loss of steam.
Instead of recognizing natural
ebbs and flows and bringing
some curiosity to it—“Hm.
Look at that. I just got caught
in some undercurrent, and it
kind of looks like I’m moving
backwards”—fear and even
terror would set in. “I’ve given
this everything I’ve got, and
I don’t know how much I’ve
got left. What if there isn’t any
more to give? I don’t know if
I can keep going like this. I’m
not strong enough. Everyone
else is sitting so well.”
The stormy weather of deep
self-doubt would fill me so
thoroughly that I would come
to wonder if maybe this deep
sadness is actually my true
nature. Eventually, I would
come to a place where I could
accept it. “Let’s pretend that
there is nothing but deep
sadness all the way down.
Let’s pretend I am not strong
enough. Now what?” But
there’s no going back. The
makyo has run its course.
My legs would feel like they
couldn’t carry me anymore,
but self-pity would eventually
become less tolerable. “Okay.
This exhale, who is exhausted?”
In that moment, unbeknownst
to me, everything pivots—it’s
taken countless bouts of
intense discouragement to
see it. Courage is not always
pretty.—Dené Granger
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sitting with care
A couple years ago, I noticed that my collection
of books about illness, end of life, dying, and
death had overflowed from a third shelf onto a
fourth. Around the same time, I had started following the Facebook feed of New York Zen Center
for Contemplative Care (NYZCCC); an announcement appeared there that applications were being
accepted for their annual training program, Foundations in Contemplative Care (“Foundations”).
After reading the course description, I checked
travel and lodging logistics and costs for the nine
two-day weekends in NYC (plus a four-day retreat at the Garrison Institute), looked again at
all those books, and said to myself, “Why not?”
This was about a year after I had moved my
wife, Jane, into “memory care.” She had been
symptomatic with Alzheimer’s Disease for more
than ten years. With the exception of twelve to
sixteen hours a week of respite care (that allowed
me to keep working at my career in insurance), I
had been her full-time caregiver. Concurrently,
my mother was fading slowly through her last
five years, in an assisted-living/nursing-home
facility nearby. I came to know, as I was moving
through those experiences, that I would not have
handled them as well, or perhaps could not have
handled them at all, without the centering stability and energy that years of Zen practice had
made accessible to me.
What is that power of a persistent contemplative practice that oils the wheels of life, that cools
the fires of illness, loss, and death? Through the
Foundations course, I meant to dive into those
questions, not just through reading and talking,
but also through experiential training, through
“risking it” in real life, through the practice of the
practice itself.
Among the requirements to complete Foundations is to undertake 100 hours of supervised
text by Larry McSpadden
clinical care in a hospital, hospice, or nursing home.
buddha figure from Art After being accepted to the 2018-19 Foundations
Institute of Chicago
class, I elected to do volunteer work at Brookdale
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Hospice in central Indiana. Starting late last August, I was assigned four hospice patients to visit
on a weekly basis, at two different multi-level care
facilities. As I turned into the driveway of an urban
nursing home for my first visits, a large snowy
egret (a rare sight in Indiana, let alone in the city)
flew over just in front of the hood of my car. I am
always grateful when, as one of Carlos Castaneda’s
characters said, “The world confirms me.”
I needed that encouragement, as it turned out
(this was before I had attended my first Foundations class), as my assigned patient (let’s call him
Elwood) turned out to be very shy, very reserved,
extremely soft-spoken, almost non-verbal. What
to say? What to do? What was I there for? I felt
pretty useless, until the music therapist from
Brookdale coincidentally arrived and set up to sing
a few songs—at least I could sing along on some
of them. I had no idea how I would handle another
visit with Elwood, or with anyone else, on my own.
Twelve years ago, the co-founders and guiding
teachers of NYZCCC recognized that compassionate caregiving in the U.S. was a widespread chronic need, one not being adequately or appropriately
addressed. Sensei Koshin Paley Ellison and Sensei
Chodo Robert Campbell had each been active in
pastoral counseling, hospice work, Zen teaching,
and hospital consulting. Wherever they went,
they encountered populations of sick, lonely and/
or dying children, men, and women who had been
waiting, often hopelessly, for a sympathetic ear, a
warm hand, a kind voice—simple human needs.
They determined together that as a society
we need to be taught, or to re-learn, and to
practice, these critically important, very
basic human skills. How can we be with
each other? How can we care for one another? Koshin and Chodo had observed
that their best pastoral encounters arose from
their Zen practice, from a place of not knowing,

from “just this,” from not judging, not expecting,
from plain old “just being there.”
The prospect of providing such care appealed,
in one way or another, to 44 eager folks from
around the country who showed up on a Friday
morning early last September at the fourth floor
zendo/classroom on 23rd Street in Manhattan.
Through the open windows the raucous sounds of
the city rolled in: jackhammers, horns, sirens, and
a multitude of voices. Inside, we were folks from
22 to 77 years of age, with many shades of skin
and many accents (including Slavic, Norwegian,
southern drawls, Bostonian vowels, and all varieties of “the voice of the City”). Medical doctors,
nurses, and counselors were balanced with artists,
entrepreneurs, and retirees—each with some
form of contemplative practice, whether Zen or
Vajrayana Buddhist, Jewish or Christian contemplative prayer, yoga meditation, icon drawing (or
other art forms), or simply going to the park every
day to sit quietly.
Classes ran through the day on Friday and
Saturday. We always started each morning and
afternoon session with five or ten minutes of
silent meditation. After that, we went around
the room and individually “checked in”: “I’m Larry. I’m feeling excited and grateful to be here.”
“I’m Kendra, I’m feeling happy, but a little scared.”
These check-ins included the four class leaders.
Every month there were two, or three, or four
books to read, and one or two short papers to
write. Our core text, discussed throughout the
year, was Reb Anderson’s Being Upright: Zen Meditation and the Bodhisattva Precepts. At the start
of the year perhaps a third of the class hadn’t
heard the word “bodhisattva” before, but by the
end, my sense is that each one of us would now
affirm, “Yes, that’s a good description of what
I’m trying to do, or to be.” There were one or two
Dharma talks each weekend, and several enthralling guest speakers through the year. We’d say
Zen meal chants before breaking for
lunch, and recite The Four Vows
at the close of each day. So for
me, so far: no big surprises.
But then, in the middle
of the first morning of
the first day of class, the
hammer of reality fell. After a Dharma talk by one
of the teachers on the first
Grave Precept (Not to Kill, but
To Cherish All Life), we were asked
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to pair up in dyads, with the stranger sitting next
to us, and to sit knee to knee, facing one another
squarely. We were asked to look into each other’s
eyes for a minute. Then, one of the pair was instructed to ask the other, “How do you kill?” The
other would provide a brief answer (at the start,
probably, a superficial one). Then the questioner,
without nodding, or gesturing, or saying anything else, would simply say, “Thank you. How do
you kill?” Another answer would be followed by
another “Thank you. How do you kill?” Over and
over. Again and again. For ten minutes.
It got pretty deep, pretty quickly. Then a bell was
rung, and we were asked to sit looking at each other
silently for a minute, and the questioner would
then offer the respondent a blessing, based upon
what they had heard. Then, switch! Roles reversed,
the other would ask, “How do you kill?”, and be
answered by their partner, and say “Thank you,”
and would ask again, “How do you kill?” And again.
This hammer of reality came down regularly throughout the year; two or three times each
day of class we’d break into dyads, or triads, or
quads (almost always with someone we hadn’t
worked with before), and we would inquire, or
probe, or role play. Intimately. Vulnerably. With
all the humility we could muster, with strangers
who often quite quickly became beloved, known
friends. A community was rapidly forming. It was
precious, unique, constantly evolving, and, as we
soon became aware, impermanent.

LARRY MCSPADDEN feels
grateful he learned to read when
young, as books on the Dharma
in English started appearing when
he was old enough to buy them.
He first found his way to the Zen
Center in 1969.
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The purpose behind these well-planned exercises, of course, was to wear down our walls,
explore our stuck places, examine our prejudices,
and accustom us to being open and available to
another human person. This may sound familiar,
because, perhaps without the same outspoken
intentionality, it’s part of what happens to us also
when we sit in meditation every day, day after
day, year after year, decade after decade. Both are
training us for no more (or less) than to be able to
walk into a room and be truly present.
We were reminded of this repeatedly in class, of
how important it is to check our mind-state before
entering the patient’s room. We were told, “It’s not
about you!” We explored how critical it is: the way
we carry our body, the way we walk into the room,
the way we say “Hello,” and the way we sit down.
I remember Roshi Kapleau sharing with us in
a talk how the teacher really hears the quality of
the student’s ringing of the bell before dokusan,
that he watches “like a hawk” how the student
walks into the room, makes her bows, adjusts the

pillows. Already, the teacher knows intimately the
condition of the student’s mind. As caregivers,
we learned in class, we would be fools to imagine
that our patients, even if blind, or deaf, or with
dementia, or perhaps even in a coma, were less
sensitively aware of what kind of energy and presence we are bringing into their space.
In Case 46 in The Mumonkan, Sekiso said, “How
can you step forward from the top of a hundredfoot-high pole?” In part, working on that Case
revealed to me how even (or especially) my Zen
practice isn’t about me. What good is it? Who is it
helping? What do I have to offer back to the countless millions of beings who made this life possible?
I think there are two primary keys to the door
of helpful contemplative care. The first is this simply being present, being real, being clear, being
energetically available for whatever the patient
might need in that moment. This key is turned every day when we sit in meditation and then carry
that simple, unified presence with us everywhere.
The second key is a far-ranging set of professional skills and practices that were merely introduced in the readings and in the twenty-one days
of class instruction and practice in Foundations.
It was a good introduction; it presented the scope
and range of the field of pastoral counseling, which
would take years more of study and training for
one to even approach a journeyman’s competence.
Each student was assigned one of the four
class leaders as mentor for the year, with whom
one met (or Skyped) at least monthly to discuss
coursework, volunteering activities, and emergent issues. We each also got a new “buddy” each
month, for emailing, conversing, and sharing
issues related to the work. Monthly study topics
included the power of prayer (from many traditions) and poetry, dealing with diversity, recognizing and interpreting symbolic communication,
spiritual assessment tools, dealing with loss and
grief and mourning, the process of dying and
death, post-death practices, advanced directives
and funeral planning, recognizing and staying
with feelings, power dynamics in relationships,
visitation guidelines, working with “unresponsive”
patients, therapeutic interpersonal techniques,
and much more.
At my volunteer job at the hospice, case discussions would go on, and on, for two more hours at
least, until it finally completely sank in and saturated my awareness: we’re all dying, right quick,
right now, all over the world. Some cared for, some
forgotten, but no escapees… not a single one of us.
I know that for several days after these meetings,

when I sat, I sat a little taller, I leaned into it with
a little more intentionality and purpose, thinking
at the start that, “I, too, am soon to be gone.”
The second patient I was assigned to visit
weekly (let’s call him Fred) had been residing on
the same assisted-living wing for five years. Fred
keeps his room at 87 degrees Fahrenheit or higher.
He isn’t too fastidious about personal hygiene. He
is very hard of hearing, even with his two hearing
aids turned up to the max, so when I visit, he navigates his walker from his bed or chair over to the
small couch in his room, and we would sit almost
head-to-head and shout at each other.
We learned early on that Fred was from a small
town in southern Indiana that also produced my
best friend’s grandfather, and that one of his good
friends moved to my hometown years ago, to
work on the local newspaper. So we would shout
about that, every week. Almost every visit he
would ask me if I thought “they will ever catch
the killer of those two girls” (referring to a local
news story from a couple years back). And about
every week he would tell me again about the high
school teacher from his town who, years ago, “got
in trouble with the gamblers up in Terre Haute.”
That teacher heard the gamblers were sending
someone down to rough him up good, so he took
himself out to the railroad overpass one night
and hanged himself. “You could see him dangling
there, clear from the highway, the next morning,”
Fred shouted. “They said when they cut him down,
he had torn all the skin off his hands and fingers
on that rope. He must have changed his mind, but
he couldn’t save himself!” Every week I nod, shake
my head, and shout, “That’s really too bad!” We
eventually say goodbye, and he shouts as I leave,
“Come any time!”
Even though a hospice placement is for folks
medically expected to live fewer than six more
months, of the four gentlemen I was assigned late
last summer, only one has died as of this writing
in mid-May. I was with “Byron” five days before
his passing, and we had a decent conversation,
mostly about all the people in his independent
living neighborhood who had “already died.” I’m
realizing now that I can look around at any apartment building, or cul-de-sac, or town, and confidently state that most of the people who ever
lived there have already died (or at the very least,
are close to doing so).
In addition to inspiring me to sit zazen more
ardently, the Foundations course and the hospice
work have reinforced other elements of Buddhist

This naturally
warm and
tender heart
can be
more readily
opened
and shared
if one
is immersed
in a
contemplative
practice
such as Zen.

practice for me, including chanting. Leading up to
my mother’s death in December, as she was starting to actively die, I would recite various mantras,
prayers, and dharani for her. I also undertook for
the first time in my life, starting on her death
day, to hold daily funeral services, and did so for
49 days (the period of time, as it appears from
“this side,” that it is said to usually take for a being
who departs this world to traverse the “bardo of
becoming” before attaining a subsequent rebirth).
Caregiving can uncover some of the koans lurking in real life. Someone is dying. What can you
say? Someone is crying. What do you do? Another
screams in impossible pain. How will you be with
them? Somebody else is telling you the same story
for the fifth time. Can you listen with fresh ears
and bright eyes, eyes that invite another telling?
The Buddhist teachings point out that our
heart-mind, our essential nature, is naturally wise
and compassionate. Wisdom and compassion are
what is most needed in caregiving encounters.
This naturally warm and tender heart can be more
readily opened and shared if one is immersed in
a contemplative practice such as Zen. Make this
practice your entire day-and-night life, as I now
am aspiring to do. Reach out. Knock on the door.
Say “Hello.” Walk in. Sit down. Smile, and breathe.
Save another life, even as we all die together.
Foundations 2018-19 is over now, the classes
are done, the group—our precious group of special, wonderful, like-minded, fearless, and tender
bodhisattvas-in-training—is no more. Like everything else, “the class” never really existed as
an independent entity. The 44 “clouds” seemed to
float in one day last fall from all over; we changed,
mixed, merged, flowed, and dispersed, each one
now different, of course, each cloud miraculously
altered by the experience, each one taking something from all the others to bring back as blessed
rain, as cooling shade, as uplifting beauty, to our
own temporary floating spots. There was a wonderfully bittersweet parting party after the last class,
and a Facebook page is in place to help keep us in
touch, but I’m also moving on. I’m excited to be
able now to join in the next sesshin at Chapin Mill
(my time and the travel budget have made it impractical for me to participate there since August).
Thanks to Foundations, and thanks to volunteering
at hospice, I have a much clearer sense of why I will
be sitting at upcoming sesshins; thanks to the daily
practice of zazen, I also have a keen appreciation
of why I am now going to keep on as a volunteer. I
care to sit. I do, indeed, sit to care. / / /
ZEN BOW
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KOANS

When I left the staff at Rochester Zen Center
three years ago, I returned to work at the Center
for Sleep and Consciousness at the University
of Wisconsin–Madison, which is run by Giulio
Tononi. I am currently working on a project to
investigate different states of consciousness,
using electroencephalography (EEG) during the
normal waking state as well as during different
states of meditative absorption. Since the study
is ongoing, I cannot discuss any details or results.
I can say that the practice of meditation presents
a unique opportunity for the study of consciousness. Trained meditators are more likely to have
the ability to recognize when they are being carried away by thoughts or emotions and can report
when they have entered states of awareness where
thoughts or emotions are relatively absent. We
know that the default mode of ordinary waking
consciousness, when a task is not being attended
to, is mind-wandering. Being able to accurately report when one is in a state other than mind-wandering allows us to make predictions about theories of consciousness that can be tested.
My main goal here is to share a little about the
intersection between doing research into the nature of consciousness using the scientific method
and doing research on the mat using the mind
to investigate the Mind. (Or is it the other way
around?) Both of these styles of investigation
begin with Bodhidharma’s answer when Emperor
Wu asked, “Who stands before me?”: I don’t know!
What is meant by the word “consciousness”? Put
in its simplest terms, it is to experience something.
It does not matter what that experience is; you
know you are having an experience even if that
experience is nothing more than the experience of
being present. Descartes found that the only thing
one can know for sure is, “I think, therefore I am”
(cogito, ergo sum). The word “think” can perhaps
be taken a little too literally, because one could
just as easily say that it feels like something to be
without any thought whatsoever. In fact, I would
argue that we can never have an experience of
not being. When we fall into a deep sleep without
dreams, then wake up, we have nothing we can say,
remember, or reflect on—nothing we can call “experience”—during this period of “non-existence.”
So consciousness is the experience of being in
all its myriad forms, which includes dreaming,

since it feels like something to dream. And even
though I know, without a doubt, that experience
is, I do not know for sure if anything or anyone
else is having an experience. I can only infer that
it is the case by the way they interact with the
world. If being (I will use “being” and “experiencing” interchangeably) is the foundation of all that
is, having a working theory of this vast mystery
seems paramount, for it is the very foundation of
all our scientific knowledge, our culture and institutions. Without it, there would be no experience
of life. So, what do we know?
One example of a conscious experience is seeing the color red. We know about many of the
mechanisms by which one sees the color red.
Light waves enter the eyes, which get converted
to electrical signals and travel to multiple areas of
the brain. We know the physics of how light waves
travel, bounce off an object, and enter the eye. Yet
the actual felt experience of what it is to see red,
and who is having this experience, is still a vast
mystery. Perhaps it is because experience is closer
than close. Some may argue that this closeness is
what allows experience to happen at all. As the
philosopher Keiji Nishitani put it, “The eye sees
because it cannot see itself; fire burns because it
cannot burn itself.” Perhaps it is only because of
our complete inability to comprehend what consciousness is that an experience can arise at all?
Some would argue that the mystery of consciousness will never be solved and that humans
are fundamentally incapable of solving the “hard
problem.” The hard problem of consciousness is
how experience arises from the brain or some other
mechanism that is capable of giving rise to experience. The soft problem, which we know much about,
is about the specific contents of consciousness,
such as how we see, hear, taste, or store memory.
Some scientists and philosophers think it is just
a matter of time before we unwrap its mysteries.
Yet others believe that it is all an illusion, and we
will always be chasing a phantom. It is only very
recently, in the last decade or so, that the study of
consciousness has been taken seriously by the scientific community. We really are in the beginning text by Rick Smith
stages of attempting to investigate scientifically BRAIN image from The
just what this most common, normal experience National Institutes of Health
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of being is. So, what happens when the backward
step is taken on the mat or through the looking
glass of the mind and we turn the instrument of
our being back onto being itself?
In many ways, testing a scientific hypothesis
and taking up a koan are rather similar: we have to
begin with the foundation of not knowing. If we
knew, why take up a question at all? We also need
to have a method to test our predictions, beliefs,
and assumptions—a method independent of our
own logic, intuition, and judgment. As Richard
Feynman put it, “The first principle is not to fool
oneself, and you are the easiest person to fool.” In
science, there has to be a way of proving that a hypothesis is incorrect. This is why the question of
whether God exists is beyond the scientific method: because there is no test to prove that God does
not exist. Of course, this does not prove that God
actually exists, as some may argue. One of the
current challenges of studying consciousness is
to come up with a theory that can be tested empirically. One can come up with all sorts of ideas
about how consciousness arises, but if it cannot
be disproven, one could easily be fooling oneself.
The same principle applies when working on a
koan. I can imagine I have the answer to the koan
that I am working on, or that I have had some
experience into the non-dual nature of reality, but
without having some independent observer, such
as a seasoned Zen teacher, who has walked the
path on her or his own, I could easily be fooling
myself. Working on subsequent koans gives students the opportunity to test again and again the
limits of their insights and the ways in which one
can fall back into fooling oneself. It is all rather
humbling, just as working in the field of science
is—the further you go, the less you know.

RICK SMITH is the Group Leader at the Madison Zen Center and
works as a Research Specialist
for the Center for Sleep and
Consciousness at the University of
Wisconsin–Madison.
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Where do these two methods of inquiry intersect? For most people, consciousness is only
experienced from the perspective of the contents
of consciousness: thoughts, concepts, feelings,
sounds, sights, tastes, touch, etc. But when one
enters deep states of meditative absorption, one
is allowed a peek into what it is like for awareness
to experience itself without content. Some theories of consciousness would predict that this is
not possible, that you cannot have consciousness
without content. Does content create consciousness or does consciousness create content? Or,
from a Zen perspective, is consciousness only content and content only consciousness? And, in the
end, how does this knowledge help those who are
suffering? This is where the two methods can meet.

As the Buddha so elegantly put it approximately 2,500 years ago, ignorance lies at the root of suffering. Zen practice helps us to cut through false
ideas, thoughts, and concepts of self/other, and it
can be tested not only by how much we suffer, but
by the suffering that continues in those around
us. The scientific method helps us to see through
false beliefs that we once held to be true. It also
allows us to adjust and update our false ideas and
beliefs as we test our predictions in a rigorous
manner through careful experimentation. There
is never a final arrival point: the more we discover
the more mysterious and surprising the universe
becomes. It does not mean we cannot use the
knowledge we have gained to inform our decisions. It would be foolhardy not to. It just means
we must be flexible enough to adapt to change as
new information arises.
This seems to be the rub for all of us: change,
the only certainty. A lifelong Zen practice seems
to have the same effect; as Dogen put it, “You
have only arrived when you are halfway there.”
When knowledge becomes solidified into belief that no new information or experience can
change, we know we are stuck, and the result will
be suffering either for ourselves or others. This is
one of the major challenges in both science and
Zen practice: to keep questioning what we think
we know even when this inquiry may lead to
uncomfortable answers. One must be willing to
have the rug pulled out again and again. And this
is where both science and Zen practice become
personal. I have to be willing to be uncomfortable: to prove my hypothesis wrong; to admit I
do not know; to keep investigating the endless
koan of what it means to be alive and be willing
to be vulnerable; to not have the answer; to show
up with all my frailties; to embrace being a human on a small planet hurtling through space to
a place I cannot see—and don’t even have the
ability to imagine.
Paradoxically, many enter the field of science
or Zen practice to become less vulnerable, to have
some answers to life’s big questions. Yet we find
all “progress” is found in not knowing. Koan 20
in the Book of Equanimity brings this up in the
dialogue between Dizang and Fayan. When Dizang asked Fayan, “What is the purpose of your
pilgrimage?” Fayan said, “I don’t know.” To which
Dizang replied, “Not knowing is most intimate.”
Another translation of this last line is “Not knowing is nearest.” With that, I leave you with just
another finger pointing to the moon, with no
answers and only questions. / / /

▷ FROM THE ARCHIVE

Alert readers may remember that
last year Roshi Philip Kapleau’s papers
occasioned a road trip to Duke University,
where they are being archived (see page
23 for information about a symposium to
celebrate the creation of the archive). Zen
Center trustees oversaw the scanning of
the documents that were determined to
be of most importance and then rented a
van to deliver a couple dozen boxes filled
with letters, telegrams, teisho notes, news
clippings, and other ephemera to the
Rubenstein Library at Duke.
Inevitably, not long afterwards, a
two-drawer file cabinet was discovered
that had never been examined. It was
locked, but the Center’s business manager,
Scott Jennings, unerringly drew the right
key from a pile of possibilities. Inside
were papers that had been culled from the
rest, probably by Roshi Kapleau himself.
Two of the letters in that file cabinet shed
new light on the “break with Yasutani-roshi” story, which has been a part of the
Center’s history since 1966, the year of its
founding.
In October of that year, in the context
of a sesshin, then-Sensei Philip Kapleau
and Yasutani-roshi came to a serious
disagreement about the way that Kapleau
was leading the Rochester Zen Center.
The reasons that have been cited for the
“break” include Yasutani-roshi’s support
for the Vietnam War (he was a fierce antiCommunist while Kapleau was against
war) and his insistence that the Heart
Sutra be chanted in Japanese. As Roshi
Kapleau notes in his Afterward to Zen:
Merging of East and West:
“Because of my teacher’s opposition to
this Westernizing of Zen, and for other
reasons, it became increasingly difficult
for me to continue as his disciple, and I
asked leave to withdraw. It was a painful
step, for the relation between a master
and his disciple is an intimate one, closer
in some respects than the parent–child
relationship. But the break was inevitable. Whatever pain I may have caused my
master Yasutani-roshi I deeply regret. I

owe him and my other masters a debt of
gratitude that is immeasurable. Indeed,
the only way such an obligation can be
requited is for me to faithfully pass on to
others the essence of the teaching I was
privileged to receive. I can only hope that
during the past 13 years I have in some
measure accomplished this and thus
begun to repay their benevolence.”
In the newly unearthed materials, two
letters stand out: one from Ralph Chapin
to Philip Kapleau on November 19, 1967,
and Philip Kapleau’s response five days
later. Ralph’s letter, on his Chapin Mill
letterhead, begs Philip Kapleau to apologize to Yasutani-roshi for the disagreement. Ralph notes that he is a student of
Yasutani-roshi, a relationship that was
formalized in the Rochester Zen Center’s
October 1966 sesshin in Painted Post,
New York, where both Sensei Kapleau and
Yasutani-roshi officiated. “With my heart
and mind in my hara, humbly, I suggest
the following,” Ralph writes. “Could
you not, formally, in Japanese, with the
humility indicated for the circumstances,
apologize in writing to Yasutani-roshi and
request a personal interview with him?...
That would certainly set the pattern for
a needed reconciliation, and of equal
importance, an opportunity to review and
set the course of American Zen Practice,
thereby restoring an essential relationship between yourself and our roshi.”
Ralph notes an upcoming visit of Yasutani-roshi to New York City that would
provide an opportunity for a personal
meeting, and adds, “My intuition is that
my mind, and I sense that of others, will
rest more tranquilly when this situation
clarifies. If I have been presumptive and
am misconstruing that situation you are
entitled to and shall have my resignation
from the center.”
Philip Kapleau’s response is on the next
two pages.
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▷ FROM THE ARCHIVE

Ralph Chapin donated the use
of his company’s Xerox copier (at
that time a new and expensive
technology) for early issues of
what would eventually become
Zen Bow. (Two of the Center’s
founding members were Chester
and Dorris Carlson. Chester
was the inventor of xerography
and the founder of Xerox
Corporation.)

This would make sense from
Yasutani-roshi’s perspective, as
Philip Kapleau did not yet have
inka (official confirmation of
training completion). However,
Philip Kapleau makes a
persuasive counter-argument,
bolstered by the quotation from
Chisan Koho.

16

ZEN BOW

SU M M ER 2 0 1 9

Some of the founding members
of the Center were Dorris
Carlson, Harriet (“H”) Gratwick,
and Audrey Fernandez.
Tai-san, who traveled with
Yasutani-roshi and attended
the Painted Post sesshin, later
became Eido Tai Shimano-roshi,
the founding abbot of Dai
Bosatsu monastery and spiritual
leader of the Zen Studies Society
in New York City. He resigned in
scandal from his teaching posts in
2010 and died in 2018.

Ralph Chapin, of course, did
not resign, and later donated his
country estate, Chapin Mill, to
the Center.

Sanna was Ralph’s wife. Ralph
Chapin died in 2000.

For a more complete explanation of Philip Kapleau’s teaching credentials, please see the article by Roshi

Bodhin Kjolhede on the Zen Center’s website: https://www.rzc.org/about/who-we-are/roshi-and-his-teachers/
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Mumonkan Case 35: Sei and her Soul Separate

▷ The Commentary
▷ The Case
If you realize the One, you will
Goso asked a monk, “Sei and her
soul separated—which is the true know that we pass from one husk
to another like travelers stopping
one?”
at an inn. But if this is not yet
clear, don’t rush about wildly.
When earth, water, fire, and air
suddenly separate, you’ll be like
a crab struggling in boiling water
with its seven arms and eight legs.
Don’t say I didn’t warn you!

▷ The Verse
The moon among the clouds is ever
the same;
different from each other, the
mountain and the valley.
How wonderful! How blessed!
Is this one? Is this two?

The story of Sei’s two souls appears
in various Chinese books of ghost stories;
R.H. Blyth tells the story like this: In a place
called Koyo lived a man, Chokan, whose youngest
daughter, Sei, was very beautiful and the pride of her
father. He had a handsome cousin named Ochu, and
Chokan as a joke used to say they would make a fine
married couple. The two young people, however, took
this chaffing seriously, and thought of themselves
as engaged, being in love with each other. The father,
however, intended to give her in marriage to another
young man, Hinryo, and tragedy could not be avoided.
In indignation Ochu left the place by boat, and after
several days’ journey, found one evening, to his astonishment, that Sei was on the same boat. Overjoyed,
they went to the country of Shoku, where they lived
several years and had two children.
Sei, however, could not forget her native place, and
said she had deserted her father and wondered what
he was thinking of her. So her husband decided to go
back with her. When they arrived at the father’s house,
her husband apologized to the father for taking his
daughter away from her home, and begged him to
forgive them. “What is the meaning of all this?” exclaimed the father. “Who is this woman?” “This is Sei,”
replied Ochu. “Nonsense!” said Chokan. “Sei became
ill and has been in bed for several years. That’s not Sei
at all!” Ochu went back to the boat, and brought Sei
to her father’s house. Being told of this, the Sei lying
in bed, when the Sei came from the boat, arose from
her bed and went toward her, and the two became one.
Chokan said that after Ochu had left, his daughter
had never spoken, and had lain there as if in a stupor.
The soul must have gone from the body. Sei said that
she hadn’t known her body was in the house. When
she had felt Ochu’s love and had seen him go, she
had followed him as if in a dream, but after that had
remembered nothing.

Here we see Master Goso present this story, and
then he asks, “Which is the true Sei?” Of course,
the real question is, “What is our true nature?”
Most people really live a double life. There’s a
life dominated by ego, doing all kinds of stupid,
painful things. And then there is the courageous
side, the compassionate side, the truly loving
side. And there’s a constant war between these
two in the breasts of most people. In fact, until
awakening, all people lead this double life. And
Goso is trying to make the monk see that until
one rises above the untrue life of the ego, there’ll
always be confusion.
In the story, having Sei be sick is also very
much to the point. It’s really a ghostly life that
most people lead. Of course, as soon as one believes that one is living a ghostly life, this is really the beginning of health. Most people won’t
acknowledge it. There are moments of honesty,
when we do get sick and tired of this double existence or, as we say in contemporary terminology,
of all the game-playing, the rationalizations, the
self-justifications. We’re wandering around, like
a ghost.
What is the enlightenment experience? It is
the experience where one transcends the duality
of self and other, subject and object, true and false,
one and two. The experience of seeing that our
true nature is beyond oneness and multiplicity.
We often say there are two sides to our nature. One is the dualist, relative, or phenomenal
side, where we have birth and death, coming and
going, good and evil, and the karma of change,
discrimination, and differentiation. And the other
side, which we call the absolute, where there is
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no change, no differentiation, the unconditional.
And then over above the two, what do we call that?
Nothing stands outside of that! That is where all
of the pain, the confusion, the frustration, and
the discontent is transcended. We can’t really
say that our true nature is one; we can’t say it’s
two. We often say, “Our true nature is one.” But
inevitably, this one has to stand against two, and
so it is not a correct statement to say, “In our true
nature we are one.” “We are not two” is perhaps
a better statement. It can only be put negatively.
And to realize our true self, we go beyond this
twoness and this oneness. And the real self turns
out to be no self at all. As Hakuin says, “This self is
no self.” We can’t say it is nothing, with a small “n.”
A beautiful sunset, the vividness of a wonderful
symphony, the beauties of nature, and of love, all
come out of that. But of course, when we talk this
way, we are still on a philosophic level. Without
at least a glimpse into all of this, we’re still on a
verbal level. We’re still vulnerable. One always
falls back into dualistic modes of thought.

himself said, is, “It is not the same, and yet it is
not different.”
We must be very clear about this question of
Buddhist rebirth. Time and time again when that
subject comes up, particularly in workshops, the
question is asked, “What is the difference between
rebirth and reincarnation?” And if you say, “In
Buddhist rebirth, nothing passes over,” well then,
what’s reborn? The trouble is with the question;
it assumes that something is reborn. That is to
say, it assumes that some concrete thing is reborn.
We don’t know what’s going to happen to us
after we die. But depending on my karma, I will
take a certain form. There’s a certain pattern of
energy that has come from a previous existence.
When it has exhausted itself, that particular energy will present a new pattern before it expires,
depending on one’s last thoughts. It’s an energy
that, depending on one’s past karma, takes a certain direction, and can come into a certain form.
This is Buddhist rebirth.
For the enlightened, there is a completely,
absolutely new karma, which moves forth into
And now, Mumon’s commentary: “If you realize another kind of existence. For those who are not
the One, you will know that we pass from one fully enlightened, well, there are various residues
husk to another like travelers stopping at an inn.” of pattern, which are propelled forth into another
In a way, this analogy is unfortunate. It gives the existence. Of course, for those who are the very
impression that we are changing clothes from highest, and this is what we mean by parinirvana,
one life to another, that it’s the same person who then the energy has been completely exhausted,
changes form. This is not so—that is reincarna- and there’s no longer any more rebirths.
tion. In Buddhist rebirth, it is more like you’re
playing billiards. And you take your cue, and you Mumon goes on here, and says, “But if this is
hit one ball. Well, if you know how to play well, it not yet clear, don’t rush about wildly. When earth,
just stops. Nothing passes over except a certain water, fire, and air suddenly separate, you’ll be
pattern of energy. And this energy, or momentum, like a crab struggling in boiling water with its
disperses the other balls. And this is it, exactly.
seven arms and eight legs.” As you know, the anYasutani Roshi uses the analogy of the seal cients believed that the body was composed of
that Japanese people use to sign their names. four elements: earth, water, fire, and air. When
It is as though impressing a seal in mud, or like these are decomposed, this is death. In Buddhist
putting your foot in wet sand. The pattern left terms, we say they disintegrate when our karma
in the mud represents the energy, or the karma, is exhausted.
This doesn’t mean that there is death in the
of the previous life. What passes over? Certainly,
sense of complete obliteration of that energy,
your foot doesn’t pass over.
Or you might say that it’s rather like a flame. because as we know, no energy is ever completely
As it travels, it burns up various kinds of forms obliterated. The law of the conservation of energy
in its path. If you take a match, and you light a tells us this, and all of the great spiritual tradicandle, what passes over from the match to the tions confirm it.
candle? Can we say it is the same light? Or it is
We must never forget that death and rebirth
not the same light? Or you might take a child are going on at every moment, and that birth and
when it is very young, and then when it becomes death are of two kinds. There’s one kind that has
a forty-year-old, middle-aged person. Is this the to do with the physical body, which has already
same person when, even though it has the same been mentioned. And then there’s the other, what
name, every cell in its body is changed? Can we might be called the momentary kind, which is
say it’s different? All we can say, as the Buddha going on every millionth of a second. Cells in our
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body are dying, and being transformed. Others
are being reborn.
So what Mumon is saying here is that the great
fears and anxieties many people experience at the
time of death can be prevented. Through, first,
understanding the whole process of death and
rebirth, of momentary birth, and the birth of the
body. And second, through awakening to the fact
that there really is no death. They’re just two sides
of the same thing: one marked Entrance, and the
other marked Exit.
To die as so many of the masters die, with such
complete concurrence, sitting up in the lotus posture, actually anticipating the day of death: this
can only happen to one who has a deep understanding. This understanding of course is not an
intellectual subject–object kind of understanding.
And the full concurrence and acquiescence in the
process can only come about when there is this
understanding and experience.
Of course we are told these days, by people
who are very carefully studying the whole subject
of death, that no matter how much anxiety and
pain there is, a reconciliation does finally take
place, and a deep acceptance of the inevitable. As
you know, no doubt, this has been divided into
various stages: first the great resentment about
having to die, then the great resistance of having
to die, and then finally, the inevitable concurring,
in which there is for most people a measure of
seeming tranquility. But one would still question
what the effect of the anxiety and the pain in the
first stage is upon the quality of one’s rebirth, and
the quality of one’s karma, so to say. Inevitably, it
must have an adverse effect.
So here, Mumon is comparing this anxiety and
this frantic thrashing about to a crab that is struggling in boiling water. And then he says, “Do not
say that I have not warned you.” That’s another
way of saying, “Now is the time to prepare. Don’t
wait until you’re getting sick.” And furthermore,
one never knows when one is going to die.
Is this one, is this two?
Then we have Mumon’s verse:
“The moon among the clouds is ever the same;
different from each other, the mountain and
the valley.
How wonderful! How blessed!
Is this one? Is this two?”
This is quite beautiful, really. “Ever the same,
the moon among the clouds.” Of course, the moon
always stands for our true nature. And it’s significant in this analogy here that the clouds, as

What is the
enlightenment
experience?
It is the
experience
where one
transcends
the duality
of self
and other.

we know, obscure the moon from time to time.
There’s a certain darkness. (Although during a full
moon, there’s a wonderful kind of soft light that
comes out when the clouds go over the moon.)
Yet, we always have the assurance that the moon
is there, and the moon will come out. And it’s no
different with our true nature: no matter how
dark and cloudy our life becomes, the moon is
always there shining underneath, the moon of
truth, compassion, love, serenity, equilibrium,
and equanimity.
Mumon says, “Different from each other, the
mountain and the valley. How wonderful, how
blessed.” How dull life would be if things were
all the same! As we said a little earlier, our life
is divided into this change aspect and this unchangeable aspect, or sometimes they are called
the differentiation and the equality aspect. Mountains, valleys, flowers, trees: what would our earth
be without them? But we must never forget that
the mountain and the valley take on a peculiar
radiance because of the moon. Can we really say
that the mountain and the valley are different
from the moon, or that the moon is different from
the mountain and the valley?
How wonderful that we are all different from
each other in our relative aspect! People who are
still in darkness deplore people who are different
from them, who have different cultures, or different colors of skin, because of a certain narrowness and ignorance. Cultural pluralism, instead
of being deplored, should be cheered. We could
all profit from each other’s cultures.
Everyone has this Buddha nature, this equality
aspect. In that sense, we are all equal; one is no
better than the other. Nobody’s higher, nobody’s
lower than anybody else.
Often, we discuss these kinds of things on a
purely sociological, psychological, or moralistic
level, saying, “Well, all people should be treated
the same, after all, they’re human beings, they
suffer the same,” and all of that.
This is all right, certainly, but it takes on a
much deeper significance if we discuss it from
a spiritual point of view, and particularly when
we’ve had some experience of this equality. To
see that even something so relatively low on the
sentient scale as a flower, or a tree, is no different
from one’s self is a special kind of seeing, which
takes more than an act of the imagination. This
is what makes us have reverence for every single
thing in the universe.
So Mumon says, “How wonderful, how blessed.
Is this one, is this two?” What do you say? / / /
ZEN BOW
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further remarks
adjustments ¶ Dear Zen
Bow: I have been meaning to
write and let you know how
much I have enjoyed Zen
Bow. I did have an adjustment
period to the layout, but once
I adjusted to it I followed
easily. And the content is excellent! I love the variations in
format and the small inserts.
Really, it is all awesome! Kudos
to you and the Zen Bow staff
in particular! Hope you enjoy
spring in western New York!
Elizabeth McMahon
Bend, Oregon
thank you ¶ Dear Zen Bow: I
received my Zen Bow last night,
and read it cover-to-cover. The
stories and insights in this
issue are wonderful… and the
obit for Ken [Kraft] is one of
the best I’ve read.
Thank you so much.
Robert Kraft
Encino, California
In Print
the book: The Taste of
Silence by Bieke Vandekerckhove, translated by Rudolf
V. Van Puymbroeck ¶ What
it’s about: Bieke Vandeker-
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ckhove was 19 years old and
a psychology student at the
University of Leuven when she
was diagnosed with ALS (amyotrophic lateral sclerosis), an
incurable degenerative disease
that affects nerve cells in the
brain and spinal cord. A cruel
diagnosis, it upended her life’s
course. In this book, Vandekerckhove details her journey
to find her way “to be at home
with myself.” It is arduous, as
one might expect, and she
does not shy away from the
harsh realities of the disease
or the “wall” that she comes up
against time and again along
the way.
Vanderkerckhove recounts
how her practice of Benedictine spirituality and Zen Buddhism helped her experience
the stillness of life, noting that
they became “the two lungs
through which she breathed.”
She attended Benedictine and
Zen Buddhist retreats, and
received formal Dharma transmission in the Chinese Ch’an
tradition in 2014.
After her diagnosis of ALS
in 1988, her condition deteriorated. Three years later, when
she was paralyzed from the
pelvis up, the disease suddenly
went into remission. With the
support of her husband, she
went on to lead an active life of
teaching, counseling and writing. Bieke
Vandekerckhove died in
September
of 2015.
Why it’s
worthy: The
account of
Vandekerckhove’s jour-

ney is a mere 150 pages—27
short chapters stuffed with a
wide range of insights gleaned
from the diverse traditions
that Bieke discovered on her
path. She does not hide the
darkness she uncovers within
nor the pain of encountering
the “wall” again and again.
This is a profoundly inspiring
read, and her determination
to go on despite the obstacles
she encountered is present in
every chapter.
I was particularly inspired
by a quote from the preface: “The situation in which I
found myself forced me into
‘no-action’ and many hours of
silence. Nothing was more difficult. But I found that there is
nothing more dynamic.” This
book was on my nightstand
for quite some time, a gem to
turn to on those inevitable
sleepless nights. Whatever
happened to be plaguing me
at the moment faded as I came
into contact with this young
woman, daring and willing to
push on moment by moment.
Right now, it has returned to
my nightstand for another run
of late-night go-to reading.—
Elizabeth McMahon
on screen
the series: Wild Wild
Country six-part documentary available on
netflix ¶ What it’s about:
This Emmy-award-winning
documentary chronicles the
rise and fall of an ashram built
in rural Oregon by followers
of Indian spiritual leader
Bhagwan Shree Rajneesh in
1981. Through interviews with
residents of the local community as well as former (but still

devoted!) followers, including
Rajneesh’s diabolical secretary,
Sheela, the series chronicles
the ashram’s rapid growth and
eventual fall.
Why it’s worthy: This is an
astonishing story of a spiritual
community gone off the rails.
Like any train wreck, it’s hard
to look away. But beyond all

the drama, there’s a lot we can
learn about our human tendency to see ourselves and our
teachers as infallible, and to
justify reprehensible behavior
when we feel we’re serving a
higher purpose.
Roshi often references
Rajneesh and his community
when he wraps up introductory workshops with advice
on finding a good teacher.
Besides amassing a fleet of 99
Rolls Royces, the Bhagwan
stockpiled a cache of automatic weapons that actually left
Oregon authorities outgunned.
His followers poisoned townspeople trying to suppress
their vote, and made what
were fortunately unsuccessful
assassination attempts.
What sticks with me from
watching this series is the
earnestness and intelligence
of followers who seem to have
lost their moral compass in the
service of a guru they believed
in completely. It’s a documentary of how we lose connection

▼ Philip Kapleau at work. Based on
his hair color and surroundings,
this was probably taken in
Kamakura, Japan, circa 1964–65
while he was writing The Three
Pillars of Zen.

boldly going
LGBTQ+ Training at the
RZC ¶ The Center recently partnered with the Out
Alliance for a workshop on
LGBTQ+ inclusivity, led by
Kayden Miller, Associate Education Director. Participants
included those who serve in
RZC leadership roles, including
Roshi, local trustees, zendo
monitors, and work supervisors—and, yes, our canine
representative, Archie, was
there, too!
Kayden shared his personal story as a trans man and
invited “any and all questions”
from participants. Of particular note was his explanation of
the terms “gender expression,”
“gender identity,” and “sexual/
romantic preference” as he
made note of the fact that the
Zen Center must be sensitive
to and inclusive of diversity in all three. Next steps
include “Safe Space” training

▲ LGBTQ+ inclusiveness workshop

with the Out Alliance trainer Kayden
Miller (third from left, front)

the weather, we poured sweet
tea on the baby Buddha, a
storyteller recounted the
Buddha’s birth, the Sleeping
Sage arrived on time from
his cave in Cleveland, and
our pick-up band managed to
attract a giant white elephant.
After we heard that our
neighbors on Arnold Park were
waiting for us—and noticing
that the rain had cleared—we
were able to have a short but
sweet parade up and down the
street. And, of course, there
were cupcakes. All’s well that
ends well.—Chris Pulleyn

MARGARET MIYAKE

upcoming events
Duke University
Symposium to Honor
Philip Kapleau’s Legacy:
“Philip Kapleau and Global
Zen in the Twentieth
Century” ¶ October 11–12,
2019 will mark a symposium
to celebrate the donation
of Roshi Philip Kapleau’s
papers to the Rubenstein
Library at Duke University.
The event will begin in the
late afternoon of October 11
with a brief talk by J. Andrew
Armacost, the head of the
Rubenstein Library, about
the Duke Special Collections
Library. Participants also will
have an opportunity to see
how Philip Kapleau’s papers
have been organized for
researchers.
The following day from 10
am to 3 pm will include 30-minute presentations concerning Kapleau’s teachings and
impact on the development of
Buddhism in North America.
Planned speakers will include
Roshi Bodhin Kjolhede, Abbot
of the Rochester Zen Center;
Mitra Bishop Roshi, founder of
Mountain Gate-Sanmonji; Jeff
Wilson, Professor of East Asian

studies at Renison University
for a smaller group of Center
College, University of Waterloo, leadership.
Canada; Peter Gregory, ProfesRochester’s Out Alliance
sor Emeritus of Religion and
(founded in 1973 as the
East Asian Studies, Smith ColGay Alliance) is one of the
lege; and Rebecca Mendelson,
country’s oldest and largest
PhD student in the Graduate
human services and training
Program in Religion, Duke
organizations for the LGBTQ+
University (and RZC member).
community. Active since 1973,
Additional speakers may be
it houses the nation’s second
added to the program.
largest library and archive of
The symposium is being
LGBTQ+ resources, and its 70
organized by Richard M.
education professionals lead
Jaffe, Director, Asian/Pacific
workshops for corporations,
Studies Institute and Professchools, and not-for-profits
sor of Buddhist Studies, Duke nationwide.—Chris Pulleyn
University. Professor Jaffe
was instrumental in creating
of white elephants
the Philip Kapleau archive at
buddha’s birthday ¶ This
Duke’s Rubenstein Library,
spring’s celebration was
which also houses a collection the first in many years to be
of documentary interviews
interrupted by rain. Despite
concerning D. T. Suzuki and
a recently acquired collection
of R.H. Blyth’s papers and
letters, which may contain
correspondence with Philip
Kapleau.—Chris Pulleyn

MARGARET MIYAKE

with others when we buy in
to our spiritual superiority.—
John Pulleyn

TOM KOWAL
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▶ september

▶ JULY 7

youth sunday (Arnold
Park)
▶ JULY 19

posture workshop
with Esther Gokhale 8–9
pm (Arnold Park)
▶ JULY 21

youth sunday & Allday sitting, 6:15 am
–3 pm (Arnold Park)
▶ JULY 27–AUGUST 3

seven-day sesshin, with
Roshi (Chapin Mill)

▶ AUGUST 11

▶ AUGUST 17

annual picnic—fun
and food for all (Chapin
Mill)
▶ AUGUST 18

founder’s day & Allday sitting, 6:15 am
–3 pm; teisho by Roshi
Kapleau (Arnold Park)
▶ AUGUST 21–
SEPTEMBER 3

center closed
▶ AUGUST 29

Application Deadline
for September two-day
sesshin

▶ SEPTEMBER 5

Application Deadline
for September/October
seven-day sesshin
▶ SEPTEMBER 7–9

two-day sesshin with
Eryl Kubicka (Chapin
Mill)
▶ SEPTEMBER 21

introductory
workshop (Arnold Park)
▶ SEPTEMBER 22

sangha meeting & Allday sitting, 6:15 am
–3 pm (Arnold Park)
▶ SEPTEMBER 28–
OCTOBER 5

Seven-day Sesshin with
Amala-sensei (Chapin
Mill)

