s

© e e —

- In the quiet and misty forests-ef Tassajara Springs near Blg Sur 2 colo

- of Zon Buddhists quietly ‘turns. on”n the oldest way known to man-<hy probir
= their own minds in peaceful and (the writer found) sometimes painful medits=
 Yion:-and :search for awakemng to universal truth. By RASA GUSTAI

e to the sound of ‘a; bell’s
angling and. the. heavy thuds of

pull my arms out from under
chkly I draw.-

work and study.

enclosed by steep mountains. The

-~ slopes are so steep all around that

Y

PP

trees and bushes look - like :an -
““avalanche suspended momentarily

by -an invisible force. We are only
eight miles from the Pacific, but
there are four moumam ranges in
between.

The narrow valley rung along the
edge of Tassajara Creek. At the
western end are hot mineral baths, at

©1869 BY EASA GUSTAITIS. EXC.ERP.[‘ED FROM
, “TUBNING ON." mmsmm Y

2.;m ig¢ to the long low bmldmg at the

‘- The monastery is deep na va.lley, :
. miles from the nearest  neighbor,

‘theweastern is ‘a “swimmin
Rows.of cabms a guest'dining 1o

-was farned into an awarenes
Indlans -used. to _.come ;

.of -which. -.lamplight -glows
AsIcrqss the

‘bow as they enter, facing the
oom fit by kerosene lamps

Tground of a blue velvet cloth. To the
right of the altar the priests and their
assistants sit beside gongs, bells and
drums used dunng the chantmg of
sutras, "
A plywood partmon, about four
feet high, runs along the center of
the room. Along either side of it, and
along both walls, are low platforms
covered with tatami mats. On these,
at intervals of three feet, are round
black pillows or zafus. I walk to one
of these by the partition, bow to it
-with palms together in front of my
chest, bow to the opposite wall, and
settle, facing the partition, for forty

B . R A £ am . o3

mmutes of zazen, or sxttmg medita-
“tion:~ s
& Most of the studeats, about 30 of
®them, are already sitting, still as
- 3tatues, with eyes half-open and legs
erossed. My legs won't go into half-
: fotus position. I can’t even get my
s knees down to the floor as I cross
my legs. With envy I glance at the

straight-backed girl beside me who

““iseems perfectly comfortable in a full -

Flotus.- But.in Zen, T've been told

such things don’t matter.

“Whatever you do is right. Noth—

“But some im-
provement :ds necessary . . . The-.
point is. pot’ whether your posture is
right or wrong, The point is constant
effort.or way-seekmg min ;
position,. in whlch the

ually pictured, 'is
. The stomach area

breathing, - thoughts%g )
bside like ripples on a lgkp Whe

,' luz Buddha-nature wlm:h 501
od immanent.

it my mind is jumpy, my 1mpuls

move, to run, so that the mess

hile, ‘the grain in the plywood
ore me blurs. and. its wavy lines
begin to take on shapes. I see a face
th open mouth and hands above
ie_head, contorted * bodies, bodies
under torture, long flowing legs—
shapes created from the -pain. of

ng.

,After an etenuty has passed I‘

hea.t a rustling near the altar where
thqmests sit—Kobun Chino Sensei,
chk Baker and Philip Wilson. Peter
Schiieider, an advanced student who
might become a priest, is also up
there. Now Chino Sensei comes
down the aisle between our ramrod
backs—I see his shadow, with the
:ltaﬁ -raised before his eyes. He walks

ing is: Wrong with what you do,” -
. -Shunryu Suzuki, roshi, said in one.of
= the lectures: I read. -

-z, zendo door..He begins to beatit, six
:'1t1mes, slowly, and the deep vibrating

ny head will fall into some kind *
ythm. It’s hard to be still. After -

 office, remove my sandals at 2 little
< bridge, and cross-‘the creek.to the

.the way around the room and .

then—whack! wftack!——there’:s the-
sound of the stick hitting shoulders,’
Whack, whack again. T look from

-the corner of my right eye,. without

turning my head. A girl bows, hands

_together, to indicate. she wants a

whack. It is administered. She bows
again. Chino Sensei passes on. The
woman next ‘to -me-bows. Shall. I
ask? . Do I need to be snapped into
alertness from distraction or drowsi—.
ness? Yes, I bow. He pulls my. hair
to the left, whacks me.on the right
shoulder; pulls it to.the right, whack.
Not painful, invigorating. The blood
courses faster, my- back stralghtens,
the mind grows calmer. But the pain
in the legs gets worse. :
At:last I hear:that someone is
walking to the huge.drum beside: the

sound goes rightginto my head and

I run past guest quarters and the

baths. I slip.off my.clothes, sit.on a-
step o the pool, and .put my toes
into the the hot -water. It's hotter
here than at Big Sur, and I spend
quite awhile getting used to the
temperature. Two girls are already
bobbing in the- ‘water “and talkmg
s_oftly . -
“The thing I’m most afrald of is
colds,” says one.
“That and backaches,
other. -

“Colds give me a backache aud
zazen is murder then.” :

“I know a good yoga exercise to
clear up congestion. I'll show you
later.” * /Continued on Page 11
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Continued/ A third girls appears
(the baths are segregated by sex
here) and 1 move over so she can sit
down on the step next to me to dip
her toes. But to my amazement, she
dives right in.

“You'll get used to it,” one of the
other girls says to me. “It’s like
getting into cold water fast.”

I slowly lower myself into the
pool. There is just barely enough
time to let the wonderful warmth
seep in, then we all hurry out, dress
and run back to the zendo. The
schedule at Tassajara is rigidly
structured and you move to the
sound of the han, the drum and the
bell automatically. “Our way of
training,” Dick Baker told me, “‘is to
limit students in time and space so
that their entire day is reduced to
essentials. There is no opportunity
for personal time. The student

doesn’t’have to think about anything”

“ and we try to make it so that he

“other people.” .

can’t. If he starts to think he can’t
keep up with the schedule. This
forces the student to deal with
himself and his relationships with

" Every activity at Zen Mountain is;
held to be of equal importance, All

is an aspect of the practice of Zen: .

There is no distinction between
zazen and peeling onions. Nothing is.
preparation for anything else. Every-
thing is what it is. In cultivating this *
attitude, the student becomes aware
that there is no distinction between

Simplicity and peace
are the mainstays of life
at Tassajara Springs,
where Zen Buddhists
and guests live and
meditate in bucolic sur-
roundings like these. At
left, kerosene lamps are
filled. Below, a man sits
in traditional lotus posi-
tion during zazen. Bot-
tom, students are served
their meal of harley
rice and oatmeal, while
another rak e s leaves.

the mundane and the spiritual,
trivial and important, slight and
profound. The student also becomes
aware how he and everything else is
constantly changing and learns to go
with the changes by accepting
everything for what it is.

A lot of this becomes real to me in
the ritual of the meal. We are now
again in the zendo, this time facing
the aisle, with our oryoki, the eating
bowls before us. They are wrapped
in white napkins in the prescribed
manner, together with eating uten-
sils. After singing a series of gathas,
or verses (“. . . may we be re-

lieved from self-clinging /Continued
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Continued/ with all sentient
beings™) we untie the cloths
and fold the ends under,
forming a placemat. We take
the second napkin, which lay
on top of the bowls, and
spread it across our crossed
knees, The rag, for wiping the
bowls later, we lay beside the
placemat. The chopsticks and
teaspoon go in front of the
bowls, a little cloth-tipped
stick, the setsu, to be used for
washing the bowls, goes on
the right. The three bowls are
lined up, with the biggest on
our left and the smallest on
the right. Then we wait.
With a roll of the enormous
drum, one of the cooks
appears, holding high a sym-
bolic food offering for the
Buddha. He gives it to the
priest, who puts it on the
altar. The. cook bows and
goes out again. Afew
moments later, two kitchen
helpers enter with huge pots.
Starting with the priests, they
dish out a gruel of barley,rice
and -oatmeal. But they don’t
just go around slopping it
into the bowls. They stop and
bow, and we bow back, two
at & time, with palms together
" before our chests, The bow is

-recognition of the Buddha-.

natire in each of us. Then

L

they kneel, fill the bowis,
stand up and again we bow to
each other. The same hap-
pens with the second course,
half a bowl of warm milk,
and the last, half a banana.

Then Chino Sensei begins
another gatha, about rice
coming from the efforts of all
sentient beings, and we reply:

First,. seventy-twg labors
brought us this rice,

we should know how it
comes o us. . . .

Now I don’t know what the
72 labors are, but as 1 taste
the first spoonful I do feel at
one with all that went to
create this meal and, there-
fore, at one with the natural
order, And, concentrating on.,
the taste, I appreciate the
subtlety of flavors in this
simple food. Ground sesame
seeds and sea salt are passed,
again with bows, for sprin-
kling on the gruel. )

At the end of the meal, the
servers bring kettles of hot
water and pour some into the
biggest bowls. We sing:

The water with which 1
wash these bowls

tastes like ambrosia. . . .

I offer it to the various
spirits to satisfy them.

‘We wash the big bowl with
the cloth-tipped stick, then

pour the water into the
second bowl and then into
the smallest. The servers
return with pails to collect the
water. I don’t learn until later
that we are expected to pour
only a little into that pail and
to drink the rest as tea. When
I do find out, I am shocked
that we're to drink dishwater.
But there I get another lesson
in Zen: what” to me is
dishwater is also tea and an
offering to the Buddha.

My first work assignment is
as dishwasher, Adjoining the
zendo, on a platform that is
covered with a roof but open
on the sides, a sink and some
tables have been piled with
pots and dishes used by guests.

A bearded fellow, John
Steiner, is already elbow-
deep in a caldron when I
arrive.” Barclay Daggett, a
retited enginesr, is sweeping
the floor. =

Barclay has -toured the
turn-on circuit. He has been
to Esalen, to another center,
called Bridge Mountain, to
assorted gurus and-ashrams.

. “I've- had three ecstatic
experiences in my life,” he
tells'me. “One was a shot of
morphine, in a hospital be-
fore : major surgery. The

o o

second was in a ﬁ omb tank,

the third was a little salon on
the seventh day of a seven-
day sesshin in Honolulu.”

“They were all similar,” he
says of his three ecstasies.
“They had in common that
you don’t care. You just
don’t care. Everything is
perfect. There’s nothing to
want,” .

In midaftemoon, John,
Jim, Patty and I go down the
creek for a swim in a natural

" pool that spring water has

carved in the rock. Afterward
we stretch out in the sun-and
John tells me how he got into
Zen. : R

He was a graduate student
in city planning at Berkeley
last spring, he says, when he
became ill with mononucleo-
sis and, confined to bed, too
weak to read, was forced to
reflect on his life. He found
that it had been extraordina-

rily mental for most of his -
then twenty-three years. He

had been active in a lot of
social causes at Harvard and
Berkeley, had spent a year in
Guatemala on a Peace
Corps-type project, but ey-
erything seemed to be in the
same- dimension as his stu-
dies. He began to go to the

- Zen center in San Francisco,
'drqpped out of graduate

school—at least for a while
—and, in the summer, came
to Tassajara for two months.
Originally, he thought that
this time off would be
valuable because it would
make him. a better city
planner. But now it became
important in its own right.

Later in the day, I talked
to Taylor Binkley, a dropout -
from his last year at the Mas-
sachusetts Institute of Tech-
nology.Taylor,like alot of peo-
ple here, came to Zen by the
psychedellic drug route, He
attended the summer training
session, when the schedule
was much more.-.vigorous
than now, allowing only six
hours of sleep and -half an
hour of personal time every
day. At the end of the month,
during zazen, he says he ex-
perienced sarori; - “All the
classic problems-—greed, an-
ger, pride—flew apart and 1
rose up into beautiful reds
and oranges and came down
green and blue.”

Like John, Taylor does not
know precisely -where he is
going now, but:has no doubts
about being :on--the - right
course. ‘“Most people here
have no plans "because they
don’t know where they’ll be

= fContinued

THE BIGGEST PATIO <

SALE OF 1969.....

APOLLO S%.2

NEW CEILING BEAUTY

The Curved PAN is so strong, it requires no
- . unsightly understructure — no beams, no
rafters. New modern patio with curved pan )

beauty. Built-in Gutter,

Don‘t Buy on Pictures Alone—Insist on Seeing An Actual Sample
The ALUMINUM PATIO COVER that makes all’
other awnings ““old fashioned”

. NO OTHER AWNING OFFERS
THIS UNCLUTTERED DRAMATIC

N

20th

ANNIVERSARY

__.—" - D Sy
" All3this. .and ™,
a FREE :Vacation }

o,
. g
O

Today's
Gurved-pan =

Patlo Cover, Low ER pnlc Es

yours at
than even old-fashioned obsolate awnings

NO MONEY DOWN o%.new:

NO PAYMENTS ‘TIL SUMMER
Before buying any awning or screen room . . . You must see APOLLO

APOLLO

PATIO AWN'NG CENTER PHONE COLLECT—24 HR. SERVICE
13100 CRENSHAW, GARDENA, CALIF.

VISIT OUR SHOWROOM, or MAIL COUPON 32‘ -9 I 81

ALUMINUM AWNINGS FOR WINDOWS, DOORS, MOBILE HOMES & COMMERCIAL INSTALLATIONS

APOLLO, 13100 Crenshaw, Gardena, Calif. 90249

i'm Interested in Patio (3 Screen Room (J T2
Windows (] Daors O

Name.

S,
hghtst,
nightst,
Phone 0o

Addr

City.

T
i
i
4




. .. For 1969 family fun
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“jeave,” another
student tells :me later. But
most will not stay forever at
the monastery. They will take
their training back with them
when they return.

At zazen this same day—
after a supper of rice, tomato
and lettuce salad, burdock
roots and carrots—my legs
don’t bother me as much.

" Now thereids the sound of
““crickets together with -the
quiet rushing of the creek. 1
go to sleep, around” 10

" o'clock, feé]mg that, . some-
how, thmgs are nght w1th the
world :

But the followmg mommg )
dream fragments again crash
around- in"my head and the

- pain in my‘legs is so bad that
I feel sick to my stomach.
What -use is this sort of
torture, I wonder angrily. Tt
deadens the faculties. Surely
“in Iapazr, where people sit
- cross-legged all the time; they -

’ don “go:through - this. How -

f&d unity.'-wnh-the

Continued/

x| cant get

Fyou -compare-
* someone who'

you’re mtich" stronger than
. you rcallzr: Zthat you have

L —winds.,” sl
So now I%eel challenged I
--continue - to ~sit-cross-legged:

*That evenmg, beyond a cer-;

tam'pomt'the Pain gets no
_worse and#] can actually
_ concentrateﬁoh my breathing.
. !

“When ym’x‘SF are completely -
absorbed it your breathing,
--there- is nogself,” the Roshi
- has sald,%"l'he grain of the
plywood before me begins to
- flow and; watching my breath
and hearing. the sound of the
- brook and‘ ‘the crickets, I
‘become one with the flowing

. wood, theisounds, and the
sap of the trees rising all
-~ around iff* the valley and. the

_-mountains.”- It is only a

.. moment. The next morning, I
wake with a sense of gladness

—just-before-the bell. But at
zazen, thestruggle begins all
over again'and my mind will
not be still. . .

One person who seems to
know What that means is

14
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z:hasno paing’ % -
“But song. people: can sit
cross-legged¥’ easily, “others

can’t: | negpr could.” e
:fwo years to get

Phillip Wilson, who beats the
big fish drum or rings a gong
during the sutra singing after
zazen. He is an advanced
student and has spent about a
year in Japanese monasteries.

Ten years aga, he tells me,
he got a B.A. degree in

medieval history from Stan- :
ford, and thought of teaching. -

“But I looked over the whole
system, the way everything
was being = done,
decided 1 couldn’t do it that
way. So I just cut myself

loose and let myself wander -

until something happened to

put me in the direction that -

was right.”

About seven years ago,
Phillip went to a lecture by
Roshi and felt he was very
quiet. “No one could under-
stand- his language, his ima-
ges didn’t follow a train of
thought I was used to. At that
time, I could tell how some-
one’s mind was by the ob-
vious — how they dressed,.

-combed their hair, picked up

an object and put it down, by
a certain. quality or feeling.
But “he had - ‘an - unusual

-~ condition in his- mind and_
-when I tried to follow it, it

would become 1nv1s1b1e Sol

%P t‘7” mwdgtan right, ,L accept_the-
hépain only exists - challenge... 7

“So-I went- ro the Zen

! Center every day for a year;
+: and.I thought, liow can-he'do -

it? I'was going batty trying to
get up.at 5:45 every morning,

~-while -he -was.getting -up at

5:45 and -thei’ wotking all
day . and¢ ., meditation

every evening and staying up

till 10 or 11 with conferen-

ces. After one year I gotso I
~could do my morning zazen,

2ia—decent amount of work |0 vie‘:’g:'iﬁfng Beach Blud,
during _the .day "and my ]~ W 2
evening. zazen,.and then I’d : -uom%sa&cmm7 Blvd
- go out and ‘have a beer or Mantcisir Union
. play -around-but he was still Oﬂéwgbbhw B

working and still ' more com-

-mltted to life. .
“I was a very bad student

he continues. “Now 1 listen to
people differently. I see that
they’re expressing their na-
ture or their confusion with:
it, or their understanding of
it, or they’re trying to com-
plete themselves. I like
people I used to avoid—like
greedy, grasping businessmen
or politicians. They show an

-unusual vitality. 1 see how

they're struggling with their
life. I don’t feel separate now
from anyone.”
Zen—Buddhism has -no
-doctrine or creed. It is a
mind-body discipline, a path
toward the awakening to a
truth that cannot be taught,ex-
plainéd/ ContinuedonPage 16
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Continued/orconceptualized.
It can best be spoken of in
paradoxes and contradictions.

Zen stories tend to be
illogical, irreverent and often
seem nonsensical. Though
they are not symbolic, they
always point to something
beyond themselves. They are
always vivid, never abstract.

For example, some monks
asked one of the ancient
masters to speak to them
about Buddhism. The master
told them to first work in the
fields, They did so and then
gathered to hear him. He
stood up before them and

‘simply spread. his arms.

Or, a monk asked his
“piaster, “What'is the doctrine

that goes beyond the Bud- -

-dhas and Fathers?" The
-master held up his staff and
answered, “I call this-a staff.
What would you call it?”
Zen - teachers, .in these
‘stories, had -no -orthodox
procedures. They were
brusque and abrupt ‘replied
to students’ serious, thought-
ful questions with laughter or

slaps or by pulling their

noses. The students, in turn,
upon experiencing satori,

" proved they were enlightened

by behavior that would be

‘held. jrreverent jin’ "Tost reli-

The: masters - were’ -
invariably; .,pk.ased JAsca
tesult, Zen remains in touch .

gions.*

with simple, ‘daily reality.’

" The history: of Zen begms

in - 520 A.Djgwhen Bodhi-
Dharma came o’ China from
India. At that,nme, Buddhist
monks were busy medltatmg’
on the transiendy of all things
and seeking rirvana by trans-
cendence. Zen'ﬂbrought the
message that Aifvana is to be
found in dailyJife—that daily
life becomes a manifestation
of the infinite. .

In the thu'tecnth century,
Zen reachc& Japan, where it

was taken up by the warrior '

class. In thea195()s the Beats
took up Zen,'m the - United
States and§populanzed it
somewhat in’ their writings.
The San anclsco Zen Cen-
ter began in 1958, when the
poet Gary Snyder’s wife and
some other pegple began to
come to the- Japanese Zen
Buddhist congregation. Suzu-
ki Roshi iwas, and still
remains, thée- head of that
congregation. He had come
to the United States in 1958
and was one of about thirty
Zen masters in the world.
He had his own temple in
Japan and had been offered
the headship of a large
monastery, ~ but turned it
down. Among the early me-

ditators was Richard Baker, a
former Harvard student
working on an, M.A. in
Oriental studies and Japanese
history at UC Berkeley.

“I read a lot of Zen,” he
told me, “but I never did
anything with it until
someone recommended [ see
the Zen master. I went to a

‘lecture and couldn’t disagree

with anything he said. So I
went back and saw that
everything he did—the way
he held his body, the way he
moved his hands—as all of
one piece.

On my fourth evening at
Zen Mountain, Suzuki roshi
returns from San Francisco.
The first evening I watch him
in the role of the diplomat. A
couple of wealthy people,
contributors to the Zen Cen-
ter, are visiting. The -roshi,
Dick Baker, and some stu-
dents have dinner with them
in the guest dining room.

The roshi is a short, slight
man in a black robe. He is
polite, he laughs a lot and is
gracious, But whenever a
question becomes awkward, I
notice, he suddenly fails to

“understand English.

The next day he works on
his rock garden, carrying and
placing huge. stones
Phillip Wilson’s-help. I watch

him  from a .distance. He

works intently. In the evemng
he gives a lecture.

He starts off by reminding
the students that = Zen -is
Buddhism, and talks about
the - history of Buddhism.
When it is time for questions,
he gives answers that leave a
lot of people as baffled as the
students in the classical sto-
ries. A girl complains that she

cannot concentrate during.
-zazen because the weather
. has grown cold and she was

chilled from inside her
clothes.

“I understand how you
feel,” the roshi says. “A cold
or sickness won’t kill you. No
practice will kill 'you. So
practice despite the cold. It is
a good chance to practice.
Take a negative attitude to
your desires and you have a
better chance of realizing
your true nature. I do not
mean annihilate your desire.
So, if it is cold, you should

. not wear too much.”

“Do you mean we should
deny' ourselves satisfaction
when you say take a negative
attitude to desires?” someone
asks.

“Negative and positive are
very important,” says the
roshi. “You have to twist a
rope from two strands. Posi-

with =

tive is not always what it
seems. Which is stronger, a
man who beats or a man wheo
is beaten? It is easy to beat
but not so easy to be beaten.”
“Is it ever all right to say
yes to your desires?” a
worried voice asks. “It seems
to me that what’s bad is to be
attached, Isn’t it all right to
enjoy food as long as we can
forget it once it’s gone?”
“Yes, that is so,” says the
roshi. “There are no rules.
There are. rules but they are
not " always: to be read -the
same way.” ’
When the lecture is over,

. students cluster outside,

trying to understand what the
roshi had meant they should
do about their desires. They
are uneasy. Zen is not
supposed to be a rejection of
the ~world.: What did he
mean? It ‘is:similar to the
problem ..of - the raspberry
patch and the fig tree.

When the: raspberries ri-
pened, someone put up a sign

by the patch: “To -be free
_from -clinging. you - must - be

free-from-greed.” So nobody
ate -any -berries, - they fell to
the. ground and rotted. Now
the figs are ripe and nobody
knows how to- reconcile free-
dom from-clinging with the-
desire for figs and—acceptance -
_of their ripeness, e
Tdomot stay. long enough to
learn. the answer to .the fig
problem or get past the first "
glimpse -of Zen, But when I
leave, I understand a little
better why .one girl returned
to Tassajara even though her
father- offerqd her a $4,000

with the monstery’s laundry,
with Taylor Binkley, Tim
Buckley and-a lovely long-
haired girl who says her own
father is embarrassed to tell
the neighbors where she is.
On the way, we stop once at
an overlook to gaze at the
vast. wilderness. As far as we
can see there are only valleys
and peaks covered with
forest. The silence is abso—
lute.

Back in the city therc is the
pleasure of a big meal eaten
at a table with friends, But
though I enjoy it, I miss the
simple beauty- of the Zen
eating ritual. I also reflect on
something Phillip Wilson
said: “When you’re nowhere,
three steps in any direction
are three steps from the
center of the universe.”
Sometime, I might return for
a longer stay at Zen Moun-
tain. .




