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The "Cloud-Hidden Friends" are & small non-sectariar religious correspondence group.
We meet mostly by sharing our thoughts on the Dharma together in our '"Letter'.

Rather than giving some definition to the word "Dharma', we would rather emphasize
the freedom of the individual to come to his own understending about such. As a group
we would aim more at a dialogue, and would emphasize the spirit and practice of the
Dharme rather than some doctrinaire or sectarian formula.

In thaet spirit we look to Daisetz Teitaro Suzuki and Alan Watts as our Yhonerary
founders". Although they are usually associated with Buddhiam, and Zen in particular,
their spirit was alsoc a Iree and universal one, including Christienity, Hinduism,
and Tmoism etcetera. Their Dharma then seems to somehow belong equally to us all.

In a more universal spirit then we are a zen group. However we might also turn
to someone like Thomas Merton to exemplify the kind of openness and dialogue we
have in mind. In his later years, he commented that he could see no contradiction
between Christianity and Buddhism, and that he had determined " .te become as good
a Buddhist as I can'. ' -

Sinte our pages are your letters, we ask as our "subscription fee" that you write
us a letter row and then in the "spirit of the Dharma'. Poems, songs, tales, drawings
and suah are all more than welcome. We will try to publish everything we receive, but
this might not elways be possible, Letters should be of & reasonable length, and if
vou 60 request, we will type them up for you. It is presumed we will forgive each
cther a few typing errors etcetera, since pirfectiomism could easily paralyze us.

— It is hoped that our letters will somehow help us open our hearts to each other,

and deepen our sense of the Dharma. Hopefully in this way toc more than a few deep
friendships might develop.

It is our intention to be as democratic in spirit as is vossible. It does seem
that we do at least need a "Clerk" of some sort to .de the. photocopying, co-
ordinating, and mailing etcetera. This role might be thought of &as similar to that
of the "Clerk" in Quakerism, and it eeems a good model for us to follow. Your com-
ments on these matters would be appreciated.

Qur phrase "Cloud-Hidden" is taken from the title of a book by Alzn Watts. He
in turn borrowed it from a rpinth century poem by Chia Tmo. Lin Yutang translates
it as follows:

SEARCHING FOR THE HERMIT IN VAIN

) 1 asked the boy beneath the pines.
o He said,"The master's gone alone
Herb-picking somewhere on the mount,
Cloud~hidden, whereabouts unknown,

o

A.C.D., Clerk




—— e e ¥ duar SO He WELLSIE

RECAPTURING INNCCENCE

Properly functioning, Homo Sapiens is a curious creature and early-on
starts asking questions, As time passes, he may get the féeling that he is not
getting the right answers; ﬂheﬁ one day he suspects that he is not asking the
right questions. Exit, the age of innocence.

With great care, he goes forth anew, armed with a fresh set of questions
and soon finds out that not only are the answers still wrong, but that he is made
to feel guilty for even asking,

With a 1little luck, he may discover a thing czlled dualism, Webster
gives the word little praise, but the Taoists know much about it, as they know

mich about all simple things. Briefly, it suggests that man, by nature, is a dual-

- istie ereature who camnot conceive af amything except in terms of something else.

We cannot go to the West without coming from the East, nor can there be an up without

a down, o love without hate, We are reminded that some primitive people, scme-
where, have no word for war, I submit that they have no word for beace either,

There are no nice days in Honoluln because there are no bad days; in fact there

‘is reelly no weather there as New Englanders know it,

Expanding on this simple theme is the "one-ness of opposites"‘sd well
expreésed in Allan Watts' writings, Up and down are just different manifestations
of the same thing, like the head and the tail of a coin. The term "altitude" is
used to embrace the concept of up/down, as is "longitude" for east/west. Love and
hate are not really opposites at alt, They both imply ipvolvement as opposed to
the alienation when one is not loved or hatéd, but ignored.

We often feel alienated when we think of our "selves' as opposed to our

environment, The Taoists know that self and environment are one and the same thing.

The Teoists are at peace with their universe, feeling much a part of it. Many of
the people who gave us wrong answers, know nothing of these things and have set

up barriers between us and them. But we can get the answers ourselves by turning |

the coins over, one-by-one. -
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~Like the coin, the guilt that others try to hang on us can be turned over
to discover innocence. Ask someone what innocence is and they will probably come
up with a deéfinition for ignorance. This would suggest that you ecan not be informed
without being guilty of something. I don't buy that, and neither did Plato who stated
that the unexamined lifewas not worth living, Neither did Allan Watts when he suggeste:
that the idezl life was a cirele, starting with the savage (the child) énd ending
with the sage (second chiidhood?) rather than climbing the ladder of sucecess which
leads straight vp and ends only when you are lost beyond hope.

I submit that innocence waes lost only when you stopped building sand

castles on the beach aﬁd started wearing bathing suits with lzsbels, 1 think that
iﬁnocence can be recaptured, but this is only the latest of my series of rewarding
applications of dualism. I think I might wind up on the beach (where it =11 started
anyway ), building sand castles, not caring if the tide destroyé them, but caring
very much about the color of the sky, the sounds of gulls, the coolness of the
air around me and the warmth of the sand beneath me (and‘hang the labelsj}, I may
be in the company of a child, We need not spezk, We are not opposites, but mere
reflections of one-another; two sides of Allan's coin.

Without me, the author, fhere would be no you, the reader and vice-versa.
Without us there would be no commanication, Without them there would be no us.

Many thanks to them: Cloud Hidden Friends.,

John 4, Walsh
9 Country Club Rd.
Acton, MA 01720
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LETTERS RECEIVED
Uk 7/8/83

Dear Anandaj and All Cloud-Hidden PFriends:

Seems you have been 8 lost old friend, with whom I am bresking
into your domain,wlith this letter. I have thou%ht many tlmes of
writing, although there is little to be said, that has not been
sanid, ‘

Updating you on sojourn efforts,.fThese have been temporarily
delayed In part because of last years heavy snowfall. To wit-.

It i3 still on the ground in the elevations I would be traveling.
However.I did get to California to check these things out, and spent
10 days investigeting situations., California has changed dramatlcally
in the year and a half I have been away. In fact, s0o much so, I am
inclined to stay away, and be more a continental drifter, than
coastal elimber.

A new possibility has extended my outloock, with the purchase
of a trailer, A semi-nomadic 1life, like a "roliin stone", agreeca
with me. .

Pue to continuous movement, I have been unable ta complete a
hth rewrite on a paper to GCHF. It.will gave, wherever it is at.

I have found the Middle Path has taken me to the object of my
concerns, That concern is Wisdom, and its unifying ability. Wisdom
has won out over my selfish desires,

A concept has oxptalized clearly in my mind. The "Common Life”,
or "Spirit", shared in all being, animate and inanimate. A fondness
for flowers, animal lovers, and "baok to nature" ways, manifest the
connection of all resality. * And the different individuals are more
like shades and colors of the karmie processes. This brings equality
to all of (Creation. To carelessly step on an insect, becomes the
same as to carelessly kkll someone in a car “accldent". It is time
for the Western Mind to move on from its Dark Age thinking of men
as the center of the Universe. All life is important, and self-
Justified,

In the lowsr realms of thought, I have found the dualistiec
mindset of Wisdom/Knowledge. Wisdom being a unifying aspect, and
knowledge being a diverpgfying aspect of the mindts manifestation.

I suspect that people with extreme aspects of this manifestation
to be the cause of much of the world!s(humanityts) violence. Agsain
the balance of the Middle Path exceeds my expectations.

+ees Just finished brewing some comfraey tea, Care to Join me?

Unity in Each, Eaech in Unity,

NAST
obert ¢. Finch



In Héply to Tom Thompson's Letter, CHFL

DANCING UP THE MOUNTAIN

1. ,
Toes snug in thick socks,
boots bound around ankles,

knees flexing & genuflecting,
chest flying outward lungs

crashing against ribecage,
head rising above it all.
Climbing within one's self
while planting boots

in bootprints planted,
skirting wire

of watershed land
to flat open space

where tracks suddenly circlers
the hiker had to dance.

2

Leans a backpack,
woolen cap atop,

no.arms through packstraps,
no head in hat,

just voice from somewhere
hailing me, and my reply:
"Guess it was you

I followed up herel”

comes ihe reiort:
"T was following someone elsel"

Following eachcether
t0 nameless peaks,

exchanging visions,
exchanging lies..

#4, Winter

~Joel Welshaus
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Joe Lawrence Lembo

C) P.0. Box 9944l
San Francisco, CA 94109

Dear Cloud-People:

I am hovering in your midst because of Marian Mountain. I had
written her a letter to praise her book, The Zen Environment,
(which I found "empty and marvellous”). And she sent me my first
copy of this HoBo chainletter,

You may be wondering who I am? Good question. So am I. By way
of introduction, let's just say I'm a "Professional Eohemian," i.e.
an Artist, Writer, Photographer, Folk Musician, Masseur, and Fel-
low seeker, :

The greatest influences in my life have been (and still are:)
Walt ¥hitman, D.H. Lawrence, Henry killer, Alan ¥, ¥Watis, and Joan
Baez. All Bodhisattvas in their own right. They've all contributed
to my well-being and have "filtered & Tibered my blood," as Whitman
would say.

My roots are what you may call "tangled." I am 36, born and
raised in Paterson, N.J. (Hail, Ginsberg & William Carlos VWilliams)
by an Italian Catholic father and Cherokee mother who was brought
up in a fundamental southern Pentecostal household. I spent most

f my childhood attending a Methodist church {(because it was con-
veniently located), dbut Since moving to California 6 years ago, I
hegan to think for myself.

I came upon Buddhism guite naturally and by accident. About 3 or
4, years 2go I was hitting bottom, so to speak. I went on top of
Russian Hill to watch a lunar eclipse. As I was sitting there gazing
at the moon -- watching the heavenly bodies coalesce and merge into
one -~ the moon appeared to me as the yin & yang. Up to this point
I had absolutely no prior knowledge or interest in Eastern philo-
sophy. After that I was very calm and flowing with the Tao. Later
I read that the ancient Japanese also viewed the eclipse of the
moon as the yin/yang -- that's how they got the idea to render the
symbol., '

Then I wrote to Henry Miller and asked: "What are the best books
to read on Zen?" He simply replied: "No special books == just
follow your nose." (That, in itself, was a Zen answer, altho® I
didn't realize it at the time.) So I read every book Alan Watts
ever wrote and studied Zen until it dawned on me there was nothing
to study. Smile.

I am currently interested in Tantra. However, I feel one should
not hold on to any specific doctrine or religious practice., Then
it becomes dogma. Too much ritual is like the "spiritual e¢lap,” i.e.
like admitting you are not where you should be, It is because we
want to be that we are not, then you finally give-up (or wake-up)
and discover you have been there all along. Alan Vatts used to say,
"Life is like water. The more you try to grasp it the more it just
slips through your hands.,” If you want to have running water, you
must let it go.

continued
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But, alas, when this old world starts getting you down, you do ‘
need to be reminded that vou are the Buddha, and all of his doings
are your doings and vice versa. It's good to return occasionally to
your favorite Zen books. It's a form of refreshment. But rebirth
can only occur in the wvoid, i.e. when you have stopped trying to
make it happen.

Non-attachment is the key. And this includes azttachement to one-
self., As you all know, it is the self that suffers., So if you do
away with the ego, there is nobody left to suffer. While tyoing this
letter I had a satori. I was going to list some of my artistic accom-
plishments and some of the famous people I've met. But then it dawned
on me that there REALLY IS NO SELF, or else why would I be trying
to inflate, reaffirm, applaud, exhault who I am through what I've
done and who I know? Think about it. I am nobody without these
things, I don't even exizt. Thank God.

So I shall not bog you down with any autobiographical claptrap.
But X shall continue to dance to the rhythm of life, wearing hand-
me-down shoes from other Dharma Bums. Even if I have to patch em.'

Watts once wrote, "the high art, the upavz, of a true Bodhisat-
tava is possible only for him who has gone beyond all need for sel?
justification, for so long as there is. something to prove, some ax
to grind, there is no dance."

Anyone who is a fan of Whitman, Lawrence, Miller, Watts or Bae:z
is cordially invited to drop me 2z note. (Also friends of HoBo's are
especially welcomed}. Alors, I leave you with some Haiku I wrote,

Namaste,

Full moon eclipse perched
on a hilltop high, gazing:
yin and yang satori.

No other place is
~different: it is just the
Whole, thus rearranged.

My 1ife: a fleeting
moment etched on film, 0' so
transparent am I.

0% futile struggle,
death of ego: this new mind is
cresting with the waves.

The bottle washed
upon the glistening shore,
without a message.

The sunny beach now
writing halku, these sand swept
thoughts: the way of Zen.

Those who awaken
their Buddha-nature shall not
hunger after truth.



Ll TERS REOCHLVED .
Marian Mountain
/@é| Coastlands
- Big Sur, CA4 93920

Dear HoBo Friends,

A dherma buddy wrote me recently: "I notice these days
you seem to be mentioning Suzukl Roshi more and more." This,
along with a note from Ananda in the #4 1ssue of the CHFL
explaining to the readers, that the numercus references to
the late Suzuki Roshi of San Francisco Zen Center did not
indicate any kind of sectarian identification, got me to
pondering. Should I make an effort not to mention Suzuki
Roshi 2o often in my letters? I quickly abandoned that
possibility. Trying not to mention Suzuki Roshi in a letter
which attempted to expound some point of dharma was like
being ordered not to think of the word hippopotanus for the
next 5 minutes, (For new readers of the CHFL I should ex-
plain that Suzuki Roshi was my first Zen master. It has been
almost 19 years since we first met in this life and a 1little
over 12 years since we parted, But for me the living presence
of my Zen teacher is just as strong todsy, perhaps stronger
than it was during the period of our physical relationship.$

An 0ld f'riend and mentor of mine used to have the same
problem as T have., Whenever we got together for a discussion
of spiritual matters (usually after a lecture given by Suzuki
Roshi) she would bring up some anecdote about her late tea
master, OShe often repeated these stories, I didn't mind
the repetitions bscause gomething wonderful always happened
when she talked about her tea master. I could feel, in her
enthusiastic description, the living presence of the man him-
self, There had been some kind of transmission between the
master and the student that could be passed slong to a third
person who had never met her master in "real" life,

I hope everyone who was fortunate enough to have been a
student of Suzuki Roshi won't feel hesitant to share anecdotes -
of him in this open forum, I also hope students of other Zen
masters or other spiritual teach=rs can be persuaded to pass
along lots of stories of their own teachers, After all, trans-
misslion isn't just some formal ceremony. It is transmitting,
at every opportunlty, the 1living presence of our teachers,

Here is a short lesson that Suzukli Roshl passed on to me
in a privaete discussion about 16 years ago. He said: M"Zen
teachers don't really get started until they are 60, Before
that time they have too much ego.," Having reached the magic
age of 60 this spring I would llke to confess that though I
haven't noticed much difference in the size of my ego in the
1ast 16 years, I don't attach as much importance to it now.

With paims together,
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Mrs. R.M. Pirsig

TEN OXHLRDING PICTURES, for the Cloud Hidden Friends:

Seel:mc&ﬂdo‘t | | :

Alone in the wilderness, lost in the jungle, the boy is
gearching, searching |

The swelling waters, the far-away mountains, and
the unending path;

Exhausted and in despair, he knows not where o go,

He only hears the evening cicadas singing in the
maple-woods,

On a yonder branch perches a nightingale cheerfully
singing ;

The sun is warm, and a soothing breeze blows, on the
bank the wiliows are green;

The ox is there all by himself, nowhere is he to hide
himself;

The splendid head decorated with stately homs—
what painter can reproduce him?

U 3. -t.\hdsl’x(\
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By the stream and under the trees, scattered are the
traces of the lost;

The sweet-scented grasses are growing thick—did he
find the way?

However remote over the hills and far away the beast
may wander,

His nose reaches the heavens and none can conceal it.

L Qa*’du M{

With the energy of his whole being, the boy has at
last taken hold of the ox:

But how wild his will, how ungovernable his power]

At times he struts up a plateau,

When lo! he is lost again in a misty unpc.ncu-ablc
mountain-pass.




The boy is not to separate himself with his whip and
tether,

Lest the animal should wander away into a world of
defilements;

When the ox is properly tended to, he will grow pure
and docile; .

Without a chain, nothing birding, he will by bimself
follow the oxherd, :

—

Riding on the animal, he is at last back in his home,

Where lo! the ox i3 no morc; the man alone sits
serenely.

‘Though the red sun is high up in the sky, he is sl
quietly dreaming, .

Under a straw-thatched roof are his whip and rope
idly lying, .

| —(\ C)\L ﬁm‘ﬁﬁHtw —{ TN i
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Riding on the animal, he Ieisurely wends his way
home: .

Envcloped in the evening mist, how tunefully the
flute vanishes away! ,

Singing a ditty, beating time, his heart is filled with
a joy indescribable!

That he is now one of those who know, need it be
told?

All is empty—the whip, the rope, the man, and the
ox; -

‘Who can ever survey the vastness of heaven?

Over the furnace burning ablaze, not a flake of anow
can fall:

When this state of things obtains, manifest is the spirit
of the ancient mastet.
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To return to the Origin, to be back at the Source—
already a false step thist

Far better it is to stay at home, blind and deaf, and
without much ado;

Sitting in the hut, he takes no cognisance of things
outside,

Behotd the streams flowing—whither nobody knows;
and the flowers vividly red—for whom are they?

——

Editor's Note:
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Bare-chested and bare-footed, he comes out into the
market-place;

Daubed with mud and ashes, how broadly he smiles!

There is nio need for the riraculous power of the gods,

For ?e touches, and lo! the dead trees are in full
bioom.

From Mrs. R.M. Pirsig
c/o W. Morrow & Co.
105 Madison Ave.

New York, N.Y. 10016

T have taken the liberty of adding the 1C verses by Kakuan that are usually
included in the traditiomal series {(from D.T. Suzuki's "Manual Cf Zen Buddhism').

Ananda
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LETTERS

RECEIVED - Robert Breckenridge
)ffﬁ . Harbin Hot Springs
P.0. Box 782
Dear Cloud Hidden Friends, Middletoown CA 95461

Issue #4 of our letter brought me to responding immediately in my mind and
[ couldn't stop it as I lay on the sofa doing my form of California Style
meditation that I began after the knees started complaining so painfully
in the teahouse at Stiilpoint Hermitage a year ago. 1 finally had to give
in and get up and write smm;ﬁt down.

o
As I read through #4 I found myself hoping that someone might respond to
whatever it was that I wrote for #3 although this idea hadn't really come
to mind before . . . . . . . ..

How can Ananda be ... Ananda, how can you be organizing, typing, duplicating
addressing, stamping, mailing, etc.etc. the chf letter and doubt your
adequacy as a friend? And you're too honest for false humility. VYes,
wanting to extend friendship to all 1ife everywhere.. not difficult for

the animals, plants stars and all but difficult with the unfriendly ones.

So I take it to wanting to be friends with everything; unfriendly people,
our enemies, injustice, greed, suffering, death. This could get us crucified
or something it seems but I think I've found a way out that works pretty
well but not perfectly for me; It's one thing to make judgements, another
thing to take action. We can take action without judgement & caondemnation.
Let's all be friendly with Ronald Reagan, for example, and possibly vote

for someone else.

[ really got involved with Marian and Tom talking about Gurus & Masters,.
Tom asks,"Are they necessary or not?" Is this a guru's guestion or a
disciple's? Lot's of teachers ask good questions. But I'm giving an answer
so maybe I'm the guru now. All of us cloud-hidden friends can take both
sides bouncing the ball of wisdom between ourselves: Take it a bit deeper
and we can in ourselves be both master and disciple. The inner teacher,
inner guru, the Holy Spirit, the Tao, the capital "S" Self is in touch
with true wisdom, never lost it, never will. But sometimes we don't

know how or refuse to listen and any person or event that pushes us back
to Tistening is the Guru/master so what in the material world or who is
not our teacher?

So this circles back to the issue of friendliness. That blankety blank
@ er g X XXXXX so and so who did such and such to me is a teacher too
when I can get "hurt" forgive, learn something and be friendly while
getting out of the way if necessary. Not so easy to do this all the
time. This reality that I live in is simply not being run according

to my ego’s plan all of the time but I can often remember that there's
probably something else of value in it.

Here I am floating along on my cloud as you folks float by on yours.
Hearing your songs 1 pick up the tune, add a few notes and a riff or two
of my own. This responding a kind of verbal cloud hidden spiritual jazz
session. Beep peep tink bop diddy boop whoosh zing zing ziiiinnnngg. But
of course when nature calls we best get back to earth.s

T nsch.
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LETTERS RECEIVED

4

To All, Cloud=~hidden Friends:

7/27/83

Boing on the unemployment line now, again, has allowed me %o
teke one step backward , and two steps forward. The clouds of maya
are falling away, back to earth., I am finding myself naked.

Since material productivity is encouraged in the present system
of things, most psople unguestioningly submit themselves to the present
order, as hes begsn the case throughout history, We have taught to build
and save, only fto see these earthly pursuits disappear in times of crisis,
and the end of life.iMost of us have seen retirses shrivle up and die,
or strieken with dissase and loosing the material fortunes of & liletimes)

One thing I have noticed,that those rununing through this
economic maze, during these hard economic times, are running faster,
to thelr snd. And for those whose hearts are not wholeheartedly in the
race, soon find themselves weary, dropping out, and changing direction.
But it still amazes me to see how many, ilncluding myself, taking part
in thils deception, and being part of thls employment schems,

A second thing I have noticed, and which i1s becoming clearer
with each change in my life is that the longer certain elements of my
life are unchanged, the more blinded T become, to maya. For I am
realizing that even though we are taught to be robots on an assembly
line, mass production ecomomy, that there 1s never any action which
is repeatable., Even though omne goes through the motions of getting up,
going to work, coming home, each moment is totally different, and
precious uantoc itself.

Most people turn to religion, when things get tough. And I
find it ironical, that through this time of economic crisis, that the
talk of things getting better, should actually be more people tre taking
comfort in relgions.(.f course religion opiates..., rrehaps it would
be batter if those in power were to tell the people that unemployment
should be encouraged, just to get people to religion, and to round out
the edges of the peopla racing faster for materlalism....

Hobert C. Finch

P.0., Box 219
Basile, La. T05I5

Peace,rynity




LETTERS RECEIVED Gary Snyder I
s Kitkitdizze Zd,

18442 Macnab Cypress Rd.
Nevada City, CA 95959

ON THE ROAD WITH D.T. SUZUKI ,
(4n excerpt from a book, perhaps to’ be published scme day in Japan)

I clearly remember when T first read a bhook by D.T. Suzuki, it was in September
of 1651, and T was standing by the roadside in the vast desert of eastern Nevada
hitch~hiking the old Route 40. I had found his hook a few days earlier in a "meta-
physical' bookshop in San Francisce. I was on my way teo enter graduate school at
Indiana, and here by the highway in the long wait for another ride I opened my
new books, The size of the space and the paucity of cars gave me much time to read,
Essiys in Zen, First Series. It catapulted me inte an even larger space; and though
I didn't know it at the moment, that was the end of my career as an anthropologist.
It took a semester to finish up affairs at Indiana. Back on the west coast in the
spring, I found a few others who had heen touched by D.T., including Alan Watts,
and we shared our discovery with yet others.

The ground was already prepared. 1 move in circles that were acutely critical
of the direction of American politics and economics, but were also painfully leavs
ing the hope of an ideal Socialist world behind. Ve were post-Stalin, and found
some inspiration in the relict Syndicalist-Anarchist traditicmns of the Finnish zand
italian workingmens' societies of Ban Francisco, and the teachings and example of
Gandhi. As working poets and artists we were repelled by the neo-conservativism in
fashion...in:. the academies then. We got our poetits from William Carlos Williams,
Ezra Pound, D.H. lLawrence, Gertrude Steim, Wallace Stevens, William Blake, and
folksongs. Most of us were reading the Chinese poetry translations of Arthur
Waley, Witter Bynner, Florence Ayscough, and of course Pound. We were exploring
haiku and further Zen through the books of R.l. BElythi We were people of the far
west, loving our coniinent for its great wild beauty, feeling no ties to Europe.
Qur politics and aesthetics were one. Dr. Suzuki's exposition of Zen gave us an
idea of a religion and an all-embracing view of nature to augment that of scienti<:
fic Ecology, which had already begun to insruct us.

We took Dr. Suzuki as our own, and didn't realize at the time how unique he
was: a Japanese man thoroughly at home in English, writing with a full cosmo-
politan command of the occidental intellectual tradition, and presenting a com-
pelling, creative picture of a school of Buddhism that barely knew what he was up
to. And moreover, a school considered moribund by many Japanese and.actively dis-~
liked by some leading Japanese intellectuals! All that came later.

For us, 1ian our energy of the fifties, early Buddhism, Lao-Tzu, Gandhi,
Thorezu, Kropotkin, and Zen were all one teaching. We stecod for original human
nature and the spontaneous creative spirit. Dr. Suzuki's Zen presentation of the
"original life force!', the "life-impulse,' "the enlivening spirit of the Buddha''--
the emphasis on personal direct experience, seemed to lead in the same direction.
Some of my colleagues of those days took all this to mean no constraints at all,
ever in matters of form and manners. Fellow poets Lew Welch, Phillip Whalen, and
myself read in Zen the call for commitment and discipline, at least up to a point.
For some of us, the Berkeley Shinshu Church's study group~- hested by the gracious
and: wise team of Rev. Kanmo and Jane Immamura, gave us our first taste of the
livipg Buddhist tradition. That and further reading in D.T. Suzuki led me to re-
enter Graduate scheool in Far Eastern languages and take courses in Chinese and
Japanese so that I could travel to Japan and try traditiomal Zazen practice.

The daily realities of a Rinzai sodo came as something of a shock, but I
survived and worked out ways to stay with my teacher. I had playful thoughts about
how Dr. Suzuki had lead me into this, but absolutely no regrets. What hurt me was
the incomprehension of Japanese poets of my own generatiom with whom I could share
a few hours comradely talk until the subject of Zen came up, and then I lost them.
Eventually 1 came to understand that many Japanese identity Zen with authoritarian-~









