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Formerly Known As the "Cloud-Hidden Friends Letter?®

OQur Pages Are Your Letters

The Zen Freethinker is
devoted to a more natural
and free spirit in Zen, with
an emphasis on the way of
the individual, rather than
the wvay of an organization,
termple, or sect.

Such a spirit is perhaps
best exenmplified by Daisetz
T. Suzuki, Alan Watts, and
Nyogen Senzaki, three
important early pioneers of
Zen in the West. Although
the greatly loved
traditional Zen, 1in their
own lives they each chose to
go a more free-ranging and
individual way, remalning
unallied to any particular
organization or sect. Nor
di they seek some loft
religious title, no doub
in the spirit of Rinzai's
phrase "A true man of no
rank". They then might
indeed be regarded as being
Zen Freethinkers.

There are of course also
others with such a spirit,
such as Faul Reps, R.H.
Blythe, Christmas Humphre{s,
and no doubt some of the
members of the Kyoto
School, although they 4id
not themselves use the tern
Freethinker,

In the Western religious tradition there also have
Freethinkers, such as Edward Herbert,
Thomas Paine, Benjamin Franklin, and Thomas Jefferson.
often scorned as being a bunch of atheists and deists,
illustrious heritage. To describe so free a tradition is hazardous,
it might be said that "Freethinking trusts most deeply
religion, anhd in the natural divinity which

Manjusri (Monju Bosatsu)

is the inmost nature

&2

been many important
Voltaire, Rousseau, Spinoza,

Although they are
to us this seems an

but

in natural

of

everyone. A Freethinker is then free from dependence on revealed truth,

or external religious authority.” .
with an equally hazardous definition of Zen,

and you have a Zen Freethinker.

Combine such a definition
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THE 2ZEN FREETHINKER

Issue #33, The First of 1991
NEWS & NOTES

1} With this issue we begin the eighth year of our uncertain
existence. Hopefully there will be four issues in the coming
year, although such plans are flexible. We also greet the New
Year with a new title for cur periodical. Close to half of your
comments were in favor of keeping our old title "The Cloud-Hidden
Friends Letter". It was then not an easy choice to make. The
Intent here is partly to give greater definitlion, but this is
more Iin a philosophical sense than a sectarian one.

Our subscription policy remains basically the same. For our
"fee" we request a letter from you nov and then for our pages.
However, if even sending us one of your favorite hailkus is too
much to ask, we might accept instead a small contribution to help
cover our costs. We also would greatly appreciate your pledge to
personally correspond with some of the ZF subscribers.

Sample copies are available upon request. It would help greatly
if you were to spread the word to a friend or two.

4s editor, I could produce a better-looking periodical on my
computer, although we are wary of slick professionalism. An 8 1/2
11" format may be best. Your comments would be appreciated.

2) There have been several criticisms concerning Ed Star's last
letter. I should mention that Ed was worried about his letter,
and actually reguested .that it not be printed. He felt that it
was perhaps far too negative and judgmental, and I gather from
your respomrrses that a number o0of you would agree. Ed then was
right, and as editor I should have listened to him., I then owe
an apology to anyone who .might have felt offended. Do note,
however, that the opinions .of our subscribers are not necessarily
those of the ZF itself.

3) Another Zen piloneer has passed away. Paul Reps, well-known
author and an occasional contributor to our periodical, died on
July 12 at the age of 94. He was truly one of a kind. I wonder
what he would say about our new title "Zen Freethinker".

‘Certainly that is how I think of his spirit. A tribute to him

appears in this issue.

4) The letters that appear in this issue are from:

Basco Ananda Dalenberg
Jerry Bolick . Kanya McGhee
John Boyd Cal Steimetz
Robert Breckenridge : Tom Thompson

Ananda Dalenberg, Editor

Z¥, Floating Zendo. 753 44th Avenue, San Francisco, CA 94121




A Poem for the ZF Y. &

Often this last year

Alone in my house on the mountain
Awaiting friends and relatives
Who seldom came to visit

I saw in my aloneness

The image of rejection

The humiliation of the outcast.

Read some psychology books

Joined a Men's Group

Sought therapy and healing

Told my tale of lost love
Confessing to loneliness and shame.

Heard my companions - all mostly mated
Speak of cold beds, hot tempers
Frustration and struggle

In marital relations.,

Began rising again

Each morning before dawn

As 1n years past

In temples and hermitages with others
But now in my small house alone.

Like hermit mystics of old.

Build fire, brew tea, light incense, bow.
Take a rebellious, reclining position
Meditate and contemplate ....painlessly
In dark, warm, delicicus, solitude.

Scraggly bearded, raggedy clothed, Han Shan
Left this poem among hundreds
Scattered on cold mountain:

"Born thirty years ago

I've wandered a million miles

Along rivers where green grass gathered

To the frontier where red dust swirled
Concocted drugs, sought immortality in vain
Read books and chanted stories

And now retired to Cold Mountain

To lie in the stream and wash cut my ears.”
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And whirling dervish Sufi Master, Rumi,

Writing to his dead lover
Gone from the world
But alive in his heart:

"I stand up and this one of me
Turns into a hundred of me.
They say I circle around you
Nonsense. I circle around me."

So, now, I, Robert, embrace aloneness
Longingly, achingly, blissfully

Take companionship as it comes

Leave it as it goes

Occasionally turn down invitations
Snuggling into myself !

For morning meditaticns.

Praise God, Praise Tao, Great Spirit,
Feed the black and white cat

Teacher of self sufficiency

Eats on my porch

Looks me in the eye

Never lets me get close.

Oh, yes, of course

It really is more nourishing
To chew my own food

Than suck on an empty tit.
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Robert Breckenridge
262 Kings Road
Brisbane CA 94005




For the ZF £y
Dear Cloud-Kidden Friends: Toronto. December 1550

Once again,having all but ziven up on the
sustainability of our CHFL fellowship,I was delighted to receive our
joined issues #30 and #31,confirming that we are indeed still alive and
welll Great,and thank you Ananda for not giving up just yet.

Your suggestion that we change our name to "The Zen Freethinker®”,sits
well with me,though I would not wish to argue very strongly either way,as
I think that our openness of mind and spirit in matters pertaining to how
and where we might find our own path,is by far the most precious thing
governing our fellowship,and I would trust that any change of name would
not affect this. The words "friends™ and "letter" also feel appropriate in
our current name,for surely friendship through the exchange of letters is
2 big part of what we are about? What about "Zen Freethinkers Friends
Letters (ZFFL),but then again,what's wrong with our existing name? So totally
free from any hint of sectarianism - besides I've always liked the image
of hiding in the puffy white clouds that I used to fly through when training
to be an R.A.F. pilot at #3 B.F.T.S. in WMiami,Cklahoma,back in 194511
More importantly perhaps is our acknowledgement of those who's free spirit
we aspire to uphold -~ namely D.T.Susuki,Thomas Merton,Alan Watts,Krishnamurti,
Nyogen Zensaki and perhaps Thomas Berry;who's voice currently cries out so
clearly - 1f we are looking to be a little more eclectic in our chosen
inspirational pedigree. There are of course,2s you mention in your "news
and comments*, others who might also fit the noble ranks of 2 Zen Free-
thinkers model.

I don't think that the word "religion” telongs in any definition of
Freethinking,which,as you more or less say,is simply "an affirmation of the
natural divinity that is present in the innermost nature of everyone"., How
well our Aboriginal people understand this.

I alsc agree with your statement that in order to find "the highest truth
{or wisdom)one must turn deeply within", Surely one of the greatest of all
jllusions is that we can ultimately "find it out there",presumably cloud-
hidden in someone else's doctrinaire teachings....these alas,can only be
useful stepping-stones at best,yet they are also capable of becoming powerful
instruments for our own entrapment,from which it is then extremely difficult
to break loose ~ as in the case of all established religious forms.

Judging from the various comments made in response to your gquestionalire,
it would seem that most of us harbour powerful residual cravings or desires
to become affiliated with some kind of easily identifiable form,no matter
how much we might also(paradoxically)wish to be freethinkers! It seems that
our deep need for identitysfor defining who and what we are;for belonging,ls
constantly urging us to don labels of some kind - to cover up our basic
existential nakedness and vulnerabllity! It certainly seems to be a big part
of our essential nature,yet I personally regard the ability to transcend ALL
heavy-duty labels of affiliation used to define our sense of identity and
self,and which seem to promise us security so seductively(as I have often
stated),to be a necessary prerequisite for anyone seeking to really know/
experience unity consclousness or the abillity to actively embrace uncondi-
tional love and compassion in thelr lives. What do you say good friends?

Here is an observation/comment/question for our CHFL circle of friends,
based on the enormous diversity that I see in our individual points of view
and the way we have expressed these in our letters over the vears. Why is
it that we are only able to speazk/talk/write from the deep subjectivity that
keeps each one of us in our chronic states of separation(zloneness}and which
so dominates our personal views of what constitutes reality? I am always
impressed by the great diverslity in what we have to say and the way we
choose to say 1t,particularly given that we share a substantial common
ground (perhaps this is itself an assumption based on illusion?)py the mere
fact of being interested in things/matters pertaining to Zen Buddhism?

Isn't it fascinating how many paradoxical puzzles life presents us with
at every turn in the road? It seems to me that a deep acceptance of this
fact is essential,and it helps to illustrate how 2 good question is always

worth more than any answer!
In friendship, (:%i;;1*--' John H,Boyd.
33-5

—




SN

(N

An Article for the IF Basco, PO Box 2781
South San Prancisco
CA 54083
AN ESSAY

The greatest gift of Buddha is light. The best gift one of us
can give to friends especially now, during this season of Jjoy, is
light. :

I have a "wandering" clay Buddha in. my room whose eyes I
perforated so that the changing color light from the base o0f an
ornamental lamp, whose fiber optic strands are missing, can shine
through them. The Buddha's eyes change from blue to amber, to
red (iike our perception of a non-changing world; where mountains
are mountains and rivers are rivers, and deserts are deserts}.
It's my version of a votive .candle. Chinese use red lights, Xmas
type bulbs attached to imitation candle holders painted gold,
with a golden dragon, frozen in flight, sliding down to a
holder's box. The flight of eagles or the flight of dragons...

I wish the X-mas spirit or Buddha's spirit would move us to show
some light on what might unfortunately be our motivation to send
so many lives to possibly die. Instead of sending so many tons
of turkey, so many cans of cranberry and nuts, we might start by
saying something 1like this: "Dear Fellow Anmericans, Sons and
Daughters, we are sending you there to protect the American way
of life; so that we back home can continue to drive our
Chryslers, BMW's, Lincoln Continentals, and Mercedes Benz's. You
are expedient, because we are a nation with many children and
blood is cheaper than oil; but if you die on the morrow, we
assure you, a monument will be erected to your heroic memory for
generations to see. After such a speech our troops would raise
their wvoices and M16's -in unison to exclaim, as did the
gladiators in the arena of ancient Rome, "Ave (Caeser gui
muribus te salutamos!" (Hail Caesar, we, who are about to die,
salute youl).

Will Buddha's light shine fiercely from one eye to evaporate the
gift of blood from the desert sand; Buddha's other eye closed

in a gargantuan mischievous "Blink"?

"Let there be 1light, and there was 1light!" Let there be
knowledge, and there was knowledge, which 1like a susumi shall
sweep away the barricades of sandbags erected by the ignorance of
our times.

Basco

{Editor's note: We would also invite other thoughts and perhaps
differing views on the subject of Kuwait and Irag.)

Let me end with a few guotes which I think of as being in the
Freethinking spirit, plus some thoughts on the New Year.
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Tor. the 7ZF

Dear

Jerry Bolick

1547 Wallerx
San Francisco,

Cloud Hidden Friends:

St.

Sﬂ)r?

TA

Haya Akegarasu celebrated both the blooming of flowers and the
blooming of the human eqo -- he saw both, equally, as natural

expressions of the truth of Buddha Dharma.

94117

I believe he would say

that as humans we separate ourselves from the very essence of our

existence,

not because of our unquestioned assumption of the

correctness and righteousness of our own thoughts and emotions, but
because of our unswerving determination to defend and promote those

thoughts and emotions far beyond the point where they cease to have

any connection with the reality or truth of the present moment.
{present}

time,
self,

first blush,
Buddhist teaching;

we suffer and we die,

then, we become stiff and unylielding to our real
in the very midst of our living.

the celebration of the self seems to run counter tc the
but I find in Askegarasu's work a very compelling

At

ring of truth, mostly of careful considezration ( if I do say so
myself ).

Brothers and sisters, I invite your comments, observations and,
criticisms.

From Akegarasu's "Shout of Buddha":

FIRESIDE CHAT

Several days ago, slttilng by the fireslde, a frlend and | were '

discussing varlous matters, Suddenly, without thinking, he
began to critlclze our mutual frilend Mr.N.: "N. keeps class-
ifylng everyone he meets as good or bad. That's why he'll
nevermake areal leader.," Even though the comment was made
without much thought, It intrigued me.

A person ltke Mr. N. uses hls own hidebound system to eval-
uate the people he meets. if someone measures up to his stan-
dards, he calls him a fine person, bellever, enlightened man.
And he doesn't Just say this but believes It from the bottom of
his heart. If someone doesn't measure up, he calls him a ter-
rible person, unbellever, uneniightened man. Again, he not
only says it but belleves It completely. As a result, he can
become one with some people but never with others. And once
he has made up hls mind on a judgment, he kﬁeps trying to

stick to it forever.
The mind of such a person is filled with "enemies” and “ai-

lies." So there is always a fixed, though hidden, hard feel-
ing in his mind, and he senses himself a stranger evento his

own life.
337
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Fromthis stateof mind come the religious and political bick-
erings in this world of ours. People with minds like thismay
make up fine rational izations , but they are simply trying to man-
ipulate the consent of others or get it by force, wanting others
to agree to their particular understandings, thoughts, asser-
tions  faiths ,or awarenesses. Becausethey live in a dualistic
world, they try to be conquerers . And they do conquer the timid
people and put them in theprison of their own experience, study,
faith, isms, and assertion.

In the past | wanted blindly to have friends who believed the
same isms and faiths that | did. Notonly didt want such friends

but when | didn't get them | felt that everyone was a stranger,
allen to my own way. Whenever | have my own ism or faith {
can't help belng (ke this. That's why | used to fight to get
followers and members and captives. Occaslonally even now
| have this feeling but it Is rare now, because | have become
an ordInary person who has nothing of isms, flxed Ideas or
falths, To me my own living is the most important thing. |
long for life; therefore | see life and adore it In all things.

Various people live by this thought, that ism, the other re-

ligion or faith. Don't think that | hate them! 1 think of them
as | think of a varlety of flowers blossoming. [f the ideas
really live In tbem, then this Ism and that rellgion are fasci-
nating. But ! myseif never become the foliower of any ism or
religion, not even my own! Of course [ too think, feel, be-
lleve! But | don't want that to alter my life either. My life
moves on continuously, freely, | seek only this, love oniy
this. .
In my last letter | told you | loved plants. You wrote back:
"Why don't you transfer your love from plants to the sutras?"
} know you don't see things as | do, but to me flowers and hu-
man thoughts are the same--except perhaps that human thoughts
and isms sometimes have no life in them, while the flowers are
always filled with life, whichis why | respect and adore them,
White plum-flower, yellow flower of pheasants-eye, blossom-
ing so solemnly next to my desk--how lovely they are! How
worthy of respect! Thelr life beats with the same pulse as
mine. The plum has no isms. [t flowers in white, but never
forcesotherstobecome white. The pheasants-eye has no par-
ticularfaith. Itflowers inyeliowbut never demands that others
become yellow, The plum is spontaneously white; all of her
world shines with her whiteness, The pheasants-eye is by na-
ture yellow and all of her world shines with her color. One
who is filled with life has such power.

[n order to get work done or anything else of that kind, we
have to get together under one premise or Ism or way of think-
ing--but this Is with regard to work. A business or political
organization Is doing work, so it's natural that one ism or as-
sertion should be used to organize people into a unit or party to
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fight other organizations. As soon as a man becomes a pro-
paganda agent for one religion, he will naturally reject other
religions. But all of this has to do with work .

[ don't want to be merely an entrepreneur. | respect my own
life more than my work'. | want any work or job that | do to be
the manlifestation of my own life. Therefore I'd rather as a na-
ked man dlg Into {Ife deeper and deeper and become one with
all maked things, living and non-fiving, than do the work of
organizing and fighting other organizatlons. | want to shove
aside these stiffened curtains of reserve, these experiences,
1sms and falths, which makefor such a difficult separation be~-
tween people. | want to embrace all, warm skin to warm skin.
| want to see all, shining eye to shining eye.

Inorder to do any organizational work , it's convenlent to have
order and promises and rank. | am not advocating an unreason~
able destruction of everything! But as a human being | enjoy,
more than these organizational matters, the warm, living com-
munication, as if the same hlood flowed in all. My friend,
don't mistake this as a manifesto-- *m not making the remark
as an assertion but just letting you know my life as It Is. My
life Is not that popular "Life" discussed by contemporary philo-
. sophers and writers. It'snotso difficult to understand as that.
No, It's very ordinary, this life of mine. It goes on its way
quite naturafiy--life as such . This is not the Life philosophers
and writers define and talk about,

But I've wandered off thetrack. [ justwanted to tell you: To
throw away the judgments and criticisms of self and others that

resuft from fixed and hidebound ruies of Good and Bad-- this is

to enjoy the life of "leaving artificiality and coming back to
reality ."

There is no fixed enemy or fixed ally.

| just wanted you to know the enjoyment of my life as it Is,
as an ordinary person,warmly touching skin to skin, after dis-
carding those external coverings made up of thinking the en-
vironment Is or is not sultable or the assertiondoes or does not
conform.

Just longing for, just adoring!

In my room is apicture of Gautama Buddha's Nirvana scene,
drawn by Yamada Yusen. An atmosphere of deep solemnity
pervades the scene. All human beings are in mourning, and

all animals, and trees, and grasses. Such a feeling of long-

ing fills it! My room is heavy with the fragrance of the poly~
canthus flowers., The sun shines through dark clouds like a
flower of light. Whatever ! look at, the feeling of longing
brings me close to tears. '

33-9
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A Tetter for the ZF
Tom Thompson

.Dear Friends:

It has been a long time. The other day when I received the CHFL,

it was like hearing from an old friend. You all have been with

me through alot- and alot more has just happened in the last year
that has led me from Connecticut to North Carolina.

About eight years ago I co-founded the Woodbury Yoga Center and
moved there with my four yeaf old daughter, Kelly. The Center is
located on 38 acres of woods, fields, streams and lawns. In the

last few years we've built a beautiful two story meditation hall
called Mukti Dham (place of liberation)which can hold about 120
people meditating. Our original idea for the Center was for it to

be eclectic and open so people of all faiths or lack of faith gould
study the spiritual sciences of Yoga and Meditation without having
to believe or accept anything. The procf is in the pudding, so to
SPeak.'The Center became succesful and as it became successful, all
sorts of stuff began to happen. There became more "shoulds" and
"have tos" and the place definetly took on an Indian Hindoo atmosphere,
There began the subtle messages that those realiy in the know take
this or that initiation.or retreat.Now my own attitude towards spiritus’
life is similar to sixth patriarch Hui-neng's and J. Krishnamurti's
and even U.G. Krishnamurti’s,(any of you folks familiar with U.G.?)
Basically, one only has to:believe.in those things that aren't true-
because if something is true, then its true and one doesn't have to
believe in it because it is Qhat is. Truth canpot'be impacted by
either belief or disbelief-thank god that humén beings are incapable

of doing anything to the truth other than occasionally awakening
to iti1At any rate, I seemed to be teaching pecple how to examine,

inquire into everything while the other teachers were teaching that
asking too many guestions indicated lack of faith in god,guru and
self. More and more I began to feel out of place.

aAnd then my mother died last March. Death, as Natchiketa discovered,
is a geood teacher. My mother's &eath clarified alot of things for
me and I realized it was time to move on and be free of the
organization. There were many other reasons for moving on such as
being close to my very sick father, and my older brother who also
lives down here( and is getting married Dec8- Buddha's Awakening
day according to the misinformed Japanese)(but then we are about
Jesus's birthday too!). And so here I am., Although I retain custody
of Kelly, at 13 she has chosen to live with her mother in Watertown,

Ct. which is fine with me. We are extremely close and because of
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that I feel no need to clutch at her and control her. She will be
here with me for Christmas and in the summer. She also plans to

go to Duke for collége. She sure héé a beﬁgéf chance ofrgetting in
than I ever did.

I continue to teach and do counseling here. I am amazed at how
much cultic stuuf sets into one's subconscious without one's even
knowing it. I'm doing stuff for Hospice and the local cancer support
group~ and if Richard Boerstler is reading this-Dick,everyone's
reading Letting Go and benefitting from it. Hospice is offering
meditation training to its members and one of the methods they'll
be instructed in is the co-meditation!

I'm also with a sweet, gentle, wonderful woman (Bonnie) who did
about ten years in a christian cult. She has extremely sensitive
radar for cultic thinking, behavior, games, rackets,etc. And it
abounds everywhere-in Buddhism,Hinduism, Christianity- and even
you and me! If you all haven't read it yet, I highly recommend
Mary Lutyen's Krishnamurti-The Years of Awakening. I especially

recommend chap.33-Truth is a Pathless Land.

Our home here is wonderful and has more of a Zen atmosphere than
a Hindoo one. We have a dojo for the Hara Training and Hatha Yoga
classes, and other classes, a Meditation room and I have my own
office, which is lovely.And even a typewriter which I'm gradually
learning to use.

Mystudents are my friends-no-one's head above or below anyone
elses. There are no inner or outer circles, nothing to join,

and I have once again been bleésed with wonderful friends/students.
2And so it goes.

I'm enclosing a couple of columns I did for my father when he was
sick. Perhaps they may be useful to some of you-they were useful
to me as I wrote them.

Hope you all have a wonderful holiday season., I look forward to

hearing from you all in the next CHFL.

My best- . 7

Tom Thompson

140 Elk RAd.

So. Pines, N. Carolina
28387

819-692-4854
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continued

-This week, and perhaps some bt
next week, I'm going to 1ake some
time off and make gomeone else do
my columnt As you shall see ghortily,
that someone knows time - off, on
and always! He may have learncd
some of it by watching mc waste or
spend my time, whichever [ waos
doing. Yes, he's my younger son,
Thomas Edward, who gives me some
of his time, trying to improve mine!
He has now left Woodbury, Conn.,
and settled here. .

So now @'turn the rest of this over

Time is Life

by Thomas Edward Thompson
One of the reasons I enjoy lving in
Nonh Carolina over New England is

the slower pace. Most people here

seem 10 have the time to smile and be
friendly even when they are busy in
their day,

Just a few days alter I moved into
my ncw home, [ was out wandering

. about in my driveway when the per-

gon whio delivers the mail actually
stopped, got out of the truck and intro-
duced himself to me. A friend. e
sald if I have any problems with the
maii to let him know. [ fived inthe
game place in Connecticut for eight
years and I haven't the fogglest idea
who dclivered my mail except some-
fimes they didn't,

As we getolder, we begin to realize
that time is our most precious com-
modity. Time is fife. Bach one us is
meted out just so much time. How we
use it Is up to us, Unfortunately, many
of us waste it on petty little gricvances
and arguments or watching the re-
runs of Qilligan’s Island, And then
suddenly we realize we are almost out
of time, If only we could do it over
zgain{

» - Flight
J Shots
i
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by Carl Thompeon

To master time is fo master your
life. Since time I3 our most precious
commodity in life, then how do we
went to spend our time? Do we want
to hold on to i llke a miser, never

sharing it with anyone or do we .

wrecklessly throw itaway, neverreal-
ly Investing in life? Or do we fihd &
middle way? This means we invest
our lime well and spend our time well,
And we don’t waste much of it in the
peity little problems that seem to pop
up everywhere. _

1t Ia not easy to know how to spend
our time wiscly, Afler all, our Hves
are so different from one another that
what may be wonderful for you may
not he so wonderful for me. 1 may
want to spend my time on the golf
course and you may not. lfow can we
be clear about what ls the best Invest-
ment of time for each one of us? There
Is e method 1've used many times that
is extremely effective, In fact, it was
by using this technigque that helped

me decide t0 move South. - .

The method is based on realizing
that the most honest advisor we have
in our life is our own death, AsThave
sal with dying people in their lastdays
ur hours, 5o many of them have had
regrets about how they've lived thelr

lives. If they could do It over, they
would never have done this or that or
they'd delinliely not worked for that
organization for 30 years or whatever,
What [ began to realize is that it-
would be wise, while we still have -
gome time lef\, to place ourselves on
our death beds and take & good, hard
ook at our iife and sec the ways we
are wasting our time doing things we
really don’t went to be doing and not
doing the things we really want to do.
We olien come tothe siartling realiza-
lion that we are not In control of our

. lives nor our timeé. We may be spear

~farriers in someone else’s soap opera.

One of the things ofien realized is
how we are always living into the
future, wailing for a particular event
to occur before we can really begin
living. The event mey be getting =
benter job, getting a Ph.d, gewing mar-
ried, retiring, geting divorced, win-
ning the lottery (do you ell have loe-
ries here in N.C.7 Half of Connecticut
is tiving for the day they win the big
one), getling well, having a baby,
leaving home for college, finishing

~ coliege, makitg your first million.

You fil} In the biank for wheever I is
in your life you're walting for before
you can teally begin to live. And 20

* we put our life on hold walting for the

day when .. and then suddenly you
are on your death bed end the games
over! When you use death as your
advisor you realize that today, just the
way it 19, is a8 good as it gets, Yes, 1
know sometimes it does get benerand .
sometimes It s worsé bart the bottom :
line iy today ls today and this is as
good as it gew. Don't spend your tife
waiting for Godot, He .may fiot be |
coming. Today s & remendous gift.
Don't wait untll 'your death-bed to
realize thig, iyl it
(But walt for next week fovthe rest .
of “TIMBRI™, frrtenl - o i

Another wny of wasting tine is by having that pressured
feeling that we don't bave enough time! We fec! we have
so much to do and o litile Ume to do it in. We rush ahom
trying to get it sl done only to (ind out that there s much
mare to do. It Is n never-ending viclous circle,

Most people who fecl this way (there are many of us but
fortunately most of us nre stitl living up North) rre what {x
_known at A-typc persorafitics. A-types wre Intense,
abrup, pressured, overwhelming, direct, sertous. They not
only get ulcers and various forms of heart discase but glso

tend to give them o others,

_ Wihcn you nre around an A-type, you tend to fect you
shoutd hurry up and get done what you're doing so yov enn
gct ont to the more imporiant serious stuff that needs to be
done, neeording to the A-type person. The myththe A -type
lives into ta that if they work harder and frster they 'l final-
ty pet it afl donc. And sa they work harder and faster untit

—
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they drop i their uacks. On their death beds, they look
back inta their fives and sce it still Ist'talt done. i they had
to do it all over ngnin, they wouldn’t swcat over the smafl
siwff. And from the death bed, almost all of it Is small stff.
i Your life is your time. Invest in yourself, Invest time in
_Inking caccllent eare of your hody, your mind, md your
spirit. One hour a day is mintmum. These sre 168 hours in
a week, The avernge American ndult spends 30 of them
watching television so we all really can afford an hour n
day invested in ourscives,

A car doesn't travel far if you don't take time to put gas
init. A saw doesn't cut well if you don't take tisne to shar-
pen it, And we don’t five well if we don't take time for nus-
turing our body, mind nnd xpitit. Then 1nke some tme for
your family and fricnds. Someday, perhaps lying on your
death bed, you'll be glad you didl







"the church." | have traveled to many points in the BCA realm early-on, and with Etsuko's
work within the system, in background=-support, to many more places where | was already well
known and had famiiy-feeling.

Amida-pietism was appealling though | did not deal seriously at first with problems of
demythologizing and/or remythologizing, which seemed to relate to making Shinran Shenin's
version of the Pure Land School an attractive challenge to the general papulation with

its “practice of no practice™ with pews, organ music, no real meditation, but "just tistening”
--to sermons--all very like Christianity, from which it seems to need to be distinguished.
And all the talk about total depravity and sin, and & Lutherish doctrine of "grace alone."

| simply enjoyed uncritically for a long time. Gradually, however, | began to feel that

it was insufficient, that discipiine is what is needed, especially meditation, and it would
seem that a few clerics have altlowed that some truth exists in that and have set up Zen-5Shin
Sanghas and such. Rev, Masao Kodani excited me greatly with his Kinnara movement and
retreats and we practiced to a degree, meditation with Rinzai Roshi Sasaki. But later |
iearned from Mas, whether as a matter of change or original intention | am not sure, that
meditation was practiced to show what use or good it was mot (!) And more and more | became
aware of the heavy 1ine that wes drawn by most between the rest of Buddhism, even the rest
of Mahayana Buddhism;- | noticed that the Shinshu establishment had little interest in
expressing fellow-feeling with Buddhists of other schoals or denominations, of which there
are many in Berkeley, with the exception of Rev. Toshio Murakami who is now. socho in Canada;
and former U.5. socho Kenryu T. Tsuji now of the Washington D. C. area.

| have known Elson Snow from | think about 1960 when i came down from Portland to Pacific
Crove for Pacific Seminar, and on to when 1 settled in Berkeley where |'ve been since 1962,
He is a very unique and special person and his understanding of Jodoshinshu has always
warranted my respect, as far as | could follow his thought., He strikes me as being very
erudite while a very unpretentious person. | have the idea that he is not a hide-bound

kind of sectarian, though certainly committed {which is important) since he has such an
admiration of Nichiren and has spoken of him with such warmth, whilke a devout Shin-follower.

! have had varying degrees of closeness with fnstitute of Buddhist Studies (BCA/Shinshu pre-
seminary now under the umbrella of Graduate Student Union, Pacific School of Religion,
University of California) and have,back to the days when it was Buddhist Study Center,

Back to Ryukyu Fujimoto-sensei, and Rev. Ryosetsu Fujiwara’s times. And thanks also to

Rev. Masami Fujitani, whose friendship continues to this day.

| followed with some interest the coming of new students to fB5. Greg Gibbs, also of these
pages, | have met, had 1ittle interaction, though that is not his fault. There was one
extended encounter, however.

I was sitting cutside on a "break" from my desk on the campus of the University of California,
where | am employed in a clerical capacity at the Counseling Center. | was reading some
Buddhist Publication Society pamphlets on a nice bench. These are Theravadin and from

Sri tanka. | was surprised by the hailing approach of Greg Gibbs and Chas. Niimi and

laughed happily to point out that | was discovered reading "pious literature' when a

couple of seminary-types should come along. My literature was examined--and severely
castigated. "Abominable doctrine!'™ | had not thought it was that extreme, though there

were inklings in the past and more indications, however gently put, in even more fresh
disclosures.,

As | grow older, | am decreasingly of an argumentative mind--though perhaps that is belied
in these lines of "finally writing." Therefore | will hope at some indefinite future time
come to grips with what Greg and others might really mean (as against the way "l took it?"),
but | feel myself siiding away from all the precious disputes and atmospherss of negativity
and division, and | want in these my coming years of retirement, to privitize without

total withdrawal.

In embracing John Boyd's #30-31 p, 5 letter, | refer readers back to it rather than my
starting to quote this and that and even most of it., John asked in the final paragraph
Y...if others share my concern with these distinctions?" This a response of sorts.

At this point | am not sure whether | really had nothind to say, or if | said too much.
But this is my leap into the unknown.

- Calvin C. Steimetz
1950 E1 Dorado Avenue
Berkeley, CA 94707-2405
527-0830 (415)

Gl
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An Article for the ZF Ranya McGhee
' 730 Columbus Ave.
10

New York, NY
Dear <loud Hidden:

If there iz one "cloud-hidden"™ Trutl I am now sure of, 1t's that
all zrezligions tell the one common Truth about the SUN! Under
different names, It .is all the same, cespeclally the story of the
birth of Jesus Christ etc. which is the enclosed story - and if
you were to ever read the book "Antiguity Unveiled" by Atty. J.
M. FRoberts, 1878, you would then understand in full - including
the tzuth about Judaism, Buddhism, Zoraster, Hercules, stc etc.
I then want to share the following with you: :

Christian Story is the dramatization of Natural Phenomena

From earliest times mankind has depended upon our great central
Orb, the SUN, center of our planetary system to create and regulate all life
on our particular place of residence, the Earth. To those who cared to do
their own thinking and analysing, the Sun governed with unfailing accuracy
the length of the days and seasons in every clime. Spring, Summer,
Autumn and Winter followed each other with such regular punctuality that
man attributed divine power to the Sun which never ceased bestowing
food and warmth through the productivity of the Earth.

To the thinker, the Sun rescued man from the severities of the Winter
months and therefore was considered a Savior; and as life was
re-activated in the Spring, the Sun assumed the role of a Creator; and then
as the Great Praserver in the Summer and Autumn months as focd and
comfort were suppiied to fortify and provide for man's future.

Through the ages, and among most peoples, as mankind came to
realize its complete dependency upon the Sun, this magnificent "Orb of
Day" became the Great Benefactor or "the son” of God and the center of
Worship, Dy priestly direction.

The part played by the Sun is most strikingly to be observed in the
Christian Religion. For demonstration's sake, let us assume that the story
of Christ, as expressed in the modern text, is a parable for the Sun's
activities. The birth takes place on the 25th of December. The Sun in its

annual circle through the signs of the Zodiac, or the months of the year,
shines upon the Earth in regular orderly manner between the Tropic of
Cancer on the North and the Tropic of Capricom on the South. December
21st of each year the Sun reaches its lowest point of declination at the
Tropic of Capricom.

It then remains, seemingly motionless (Sol, the Sun, "stands still"
Sol-stice) the 22nd, 23rd and 24th, and then on the 25th of December
(Christmas) it has noticeably started its return North toward the Equator
and therefore is "born again”. (Perhaps this metaphor will be more easily
grasped when the phenomenon of the New Year repiacing the Old year is
represenied by the tableau on the stage by a young child's entering as an
old man exits on the opposite side).
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in Christianity, Jesus (l-ES+us, the one ES-sence or the Sun), born
again every December 25th, is portrayed as a babe because at that time of
the year its power is weak. Begmnmg December 25th, the Sun's
northbound progress is depicted in the increase of daylight; that is longer
and longer days until on the 21st of March, the Vernal Equinox, when the
Sun has reached the Equator, the length of the days and the nights is
equal. On the 25th of March the Sun has progressed Northward into the
Northem Hemisphere and has therefore impregnated that section of our
globe with the fertile seed; and plant life activity hecomes more visible
everywhere, in our part of the world.

This natural annual eccyrence on March 25th checks accurately with

the religious story because exactly nine months later, December 25th the
gon (Sun) is born. Astronomers tell us that one minute after midnight on
December 24th the constellation Virgo rises above the horizon with its
bright star, Vipdimiatrix (located in the figure's elbow), of major propensity
and clearly to be seen, gives evidence of the birth's being virgin.

Referring again to March 25th the days begin to be longer than the
nights thus signalling the triumph of "Light"” over "Darkness”. This physical
astronomical phenemencn is celebrated in the Christian churches by the

designation of a partlcular Sunday called Easter.

In symbology, idered the f the Sun and
therefore Easter, at present mﬂmmmmmm
the 25th of March, (the Spnng Equinox) that is, after the Sun crosses the
Eguator. {Nine months later in the rehgtous storv, the "Holy Mother"” has
the child).

The Summer Solst:ce when the Sun has reached the Trop:c of
Cancer in its northern trek, takes place the 21st through the 24th of June,
and on June 25th the days beg:n to grow shorter as the Sun's path (the
Ecliptic) descends Southward to the Equator which it crosses the 25th of
September.

in the reizgtous story this is cailed Mwﬂlﬁwﬂ_ﬁn&mﬂa
where the god is crucified between twe thieves and mention is made of the
presence of a hand maiden. '(Virge, the Virgin). . After this the Sun's
journey continues Southward to the Tropic of Capricorn which it reaches
on December 21st and the annual phenomenon is repeated. {The ever
repeating "Crucitixion of the Lori, the SUN)!

Just as children would continue to believe in the myth of Santa Claus,
so would, and so do human grown-ups believe in the priestly concocted
Le[jg_w until they, the humans, tum their s searchiights of thinking
and reasoning upon what they have been “fed" since birth and compare

them rationally and reasonab!y to the nnenomena of Nature occuring

_ continuaily bafore thelr eves.
| “Ye Shall m The Truth:

'Nld THE TRUTH SHALL SET YOU FREE!"

Just as the 20th Century was accurately designated by W. E. B.
DuBois as "The Century of the Color Line" or Racism, s0 do we see the
21st Century as "The Century of ‘The Truth' about the World's Religions".
But it will not take a full century with today's technology to fully disclose the
{ruth which will in turn bring about the Earth frufy tuming into “A Garden of
Eden"” with Mankind clearly recogmzmg the same Central Energy pulsating
through all that lives! (And everything is alive!}

Finis
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An ArTigle for Uhe IZE

z Ll o Anande Dolenbez;
753 44tk Ave
Zan rrarncisco, TA S41Z2°

Dezr Friepnds:
I wrote this recently in

honor of Paul Reps,

ago. It Iz reprinted with permission frxom the

who died not long
"Wind Bell".

Paul Reps
by Ananda Dalenberg

Another pioneer of Zen in the West is no longer with us. Paul Reps passed
away on July 12, 1990, at the ripe old age of 94. Reps visited us frequently at
Zen Center over the years, and he was a good friend. His presence was
always a delight and joy.

Zen can be overly serious, and to remedy this there could be no better
antidote than Paul Reps. At a lecture he gave some time ago at Zen Center,
he was faced with a very serious crowd sitting quite stiff and proper. He
began his lecture with “Who says we Zen students can’t have fun, huh, who
says?” That really broke the ice. And it also was quite a challenge, particu-
larly for those who recently hadn't really had much fun at all. He then
proceeded to invite everyone to take some more comfortable posture, and to
follow him in doing a Reps version of some spedial centering and relaxation
exercises. This soon had everyone loos-e and laughing, and feeling oh-so-
good.

In another lechire, he once commented that although Buddhism teaches the
truth of suffering, what the Buddha actually came for was to liberate us
from suffering, and certainly not to burden us down with even mare of it.
That seems a simple and obvious truth, but when everyone is always oh-so-
serious, and when a playful spirit such as that of Reps is not around, it tends
to be forgotten.
Reps also urged a more creative and flexible apprmch to zazen. For ex-
ample, he was a great advocate of “ten minute zazen,” which he felt was a
kind of practice that anyone, regardless of age or lifestyle, could easily
manage, He felt that if one whole-heartedly gave oneself to that ten minutes,
it would prove to be as valuable as much longer periods, especially if the
latter had become a mostly dull and lifeless chore. He even hoped to some
day sharten it to just one minute, but that perhaps was too difficult a goal,
even for such as Reps.

Paul Reps wrote several fine books on Zen. He also was close to Nyogen
Senzaki, The two of them collaborated in writing Zen Flesh, Zent Bones,
which has long been a favorite of many. Some of his essays appear in Square
Sun, Square Moon. And for some of his delightful picture poems, see Ten
Ways To Meditate, which in the words of Aldous Huxley, “will take one
further towards the realization of the ancient self-knowledge than all the
roating or pathetic eloquence of generations of philosophers, theologians,
and moralists.”

Although Reps is often labeled as Zen, his spirit was a free and broad-
ranging one, and he refused to be pinned down so easily. But it also might
be said that a spirit such as his actually represents the true spirit of Zen, and
with this he might agree. But then suddenly, just as you are about to pin
him down once more, he will be off again, laughing and ranging free.

2517

continued

g7

A



DEEF WAKING

freeing

fresing
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continued

Let me enéd with a few gquotes which I think of as being in the
Freethinking spirit, plus some thoughts on the New Year.

From Walt Whitman's "Leaves of Grass", 1855 edition:

"This is what you should do: love the earth and sun and the
animals, despise riches, give alms to everyone that asks,
stand uvp for the stupid and crazy, devote your lncome and labor
to others, hate tyrants, argue not concerning God, have
patience and indulgence towards the people, take off your hat
to nothing known or unknown or to any man or number of men..
re—examine all you have been teold at school or church or in any
book, dismiss what insults your own soul, and your .very flesh

shall be a great poem."

Carl Jung writes from his retreat in Bellingen: ™At times I feel
as 1f I am spread cut over the landscape and inrside things,
living in every tree, in the splashing of the waves, Iin the
clouds and the animals that come and go, in the processions of
the seasons. Without my piece of land, my life's work would not

have come into being."

Blbert Einstein in his later years said, as I remember, "There is
only one really fundamental gquestion, and that 1is, can the
universe be trusted”. (Anyone know where this might be from?}.

A HAPPY NEW YEAR TO ALL
Let us celebrate New Years Day as a glerious and Jjoyful holy

day, as it was in days of yore. We need more Jjubel trumpets,
hymns, Cdes to the New Year, Odes to the birth of the world, new
resclutions, new hopes, meditaticns, universal prayers, mummers,
conch shells, and much divine nonsense. And let ‘it be in a
universal and harmonious Splrlt so as to truly honor and adorn
the birth of the New Year.

Also let New Years Day be a glorious universal blrthday for
everyone, for the earth, the sun, and the meoon, for deer and
seagulls, and of course also for each cne of us, as has been the
ancient tradition in China and many lands.

Also Lo and Behold, and just as 1t should be, our holy day is a
gdreat celestial event amongst the planets called Perihelion Day.
It is the day in the elliptical orbit of the earth around the sun
when the earth i1s closest to the sun, on or about Jan. 1.

New Years Day then is all about the great cycles of cosmic
renewal and rebirth. It is &lso about our own rebirth, and the
joy, suffering, profundity, and mystery of birth itself. It is
about the sheer wonder that the world is here at all, and doubly
amazing, that we are all here on this old planet-earth together.

It is then a time for merriment, but also for meditation and
prayer, including perhaps a silent New Years Eve walk alone,
contemplating the mystery of the stars.

Ananda
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