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Membership at Zen Center

We invite you to join Zen Center as members.

Perhaps you've considered becoming a member of Zen Center but aren’t sure what
sort of time and financial commitment this entails. The answer is that it’s up to you.
We encourage you to participate in our activities to the level of your own interest
and to support Zen Center according to your interest and ability.

Members receive the Wind Bell magazine twice yearly, discounts on bookstore pur-
chases and practice events and library privileges. Those who have been members
for three years also vote to elect Zen Center’s Board of Directors,

Membership forms are available at the City Center or at Green Gulch Farm. If you
have questions about membership or suggestions about how we can be more acces-
sible to you, please call or stop by and speak to Jeffrey Schneider, the Zen Center
secretary.


















not take anything for granted. Because we, myself together with my sur-
roundings, are this person, there’s no me apart from my surroundings.

There’s a koan in the Mumonkan which many of you are familiar with; I've
spoken about it before. It's based on a Chinese folk tale, but Master Mumon
used it and adapted it as a koan. It's the story of Seijo and her soul. When
Seijo was a little girl she used to play with a little boy called Ochu. Seijo and
Ochu were very close, and even when they were very young they said,
“When we grow up, we'll get married.” And when she did finally grow up,
her father wanted her to marry some wealthy businessman whom she
wanted nothing to do with. She was really disappointed, and she decided to
run away. In the middle of the night she took a boat and headed down the
river and she saw this little figure on the shore, waving. She pulled the boat
over and it was her boyfriend, Ochu. S0 Ochu hopped on and they both left
together down the river. They stopped in a city downstream and settled
there, and they got married and had a couple of children. About five years
passed. And Seijo said to Ochu, “I really think I should go back and see my
father. I miss him, and [ feel some obligation, and I'd just like to see him
again.” So they came back up the river and stopped at the dock, and Seijo
said to Ochu, “Why don’t you go up and break the ice, knock on the door
and I'll stay here and see what he has to say.” So Ochu knocked on the door,
and the father opened the door and he said, “Ochu! Gosh, | haven't seen
you since you left five years ago.” And Ochu told him the story: “Well, we
left, and we got married and we had these children, and we wanted to come
back and see you.” And the father said, “What do you mean?” He looked
puzzled. He said, “Seijo left? I don't know what you mean. Ever since that
day that you left she’s been here in her bedroom asleep, unable to wake up.”
And Ochu was rather surprised at that, and he said, “No, no. She’s down
here with me. Come on down and I'll show you.” In the meantime, Seijo
thought she’d come up to the house anyway. When she arrived the father
looked at her and went back into the bedroom and opened the door. Seijo
went in, and at the moment that he opened the door, the other Seijo got up
out of bed, and the two Seijos embraced and at that moment there was only
one Seijo. And the koan is, Which one is the real Seijo?

Suzuki Roshi used to say, “When you are you completely, Zen is Zen.”
When you are you, through and through, Zen is Zen. Which is the real you?
That's the koan. When you find the real you, then at that moment Dharma is
transmitted to you by the universe. Then you have your own way.

50, this is our aspiration: no gaining mind, but strong, hard practice to ex-
press the way, to become the way. Strong, way-seeking mind. When you
have this, then nothing can hinder you. There actually are no obstacles.
When you have way-seeking mind and this kind of aspiration, you have
your practice, and your security of non-security. Please think about this.










































and forth, back and forth. The exercise was designed to help those people
who feel unempowered and subordinate and dominated, devalued and dis-
counted, to actually step forth and say, This is part of me, and to see others
who are with you.

[n any community each person is dealing with—and brings to the situa-
tion—their own pain and suffering, their own personal stream, their own
past history; no one is exempt. When you have a sangha life, when you have
community life, you have all this unspoken suffering. So to untangle the
tangle of our lives together is not easy. To sit together and work together,
recognize each other and help each other: this is the practice of the good
friend and of everyday Zen.

And there are myriad opportunities for practice—numberless, measureless
opportunities. We are immersed in the practices, What are these practices?
Being friendly, bowing when passing each other, washing up your dishes,
taking care of your posture, being on time, washing your feet. These are just
regular old, every minute, every second Zen practices that abound. And yet
if we don’t make the effort to practice, we don’t realize this. It is not that
they abound in and of themselves, they abound when you come forward
with effort to practice. [ know that some people think that the real practice is
somewhere else, it's at Tassajara or somewhere. To me this is like a person
who is very thirsty sitting in the middle of a clear spring saying I'm thirsty,
I'm thirsty. The Dharma that abounds in each one of us is revealed through
our constant effort and this effort is practice-realization. This has nothing to
do with being a dutiful daughter or a good little boy. It has to do with com-
passion and understanding the life of community.

I have another story that I'd like to tell called “Olive.” The theme of this
story is found in stories throughout the world: the theme of the handless
maiden. The handless maiden always reminds me of people who come to
practice.

Once upon a time a rich man lost his wife in childbirth-and didn't feel he
could take carc of the baby, a girl named Olive. He found a farming family
who was willing to take the baby and said, “Please take care of this child.
I'm going to tend to my affairs, and I'll come back when I can. If I don’t
show up in ten years time, just think of the child as your daughter; that will
mean [ won't be coming back.” So Olive grew up with this farming family.
She was an affectionate and cheerful child and the family grew to love her
dearly. Always in the back of their minds was the knowledge that she might
have to leave them. Finally her tenth birthday arrived and passed and her
father didn’t show up to reclaim her, and they rejoiced; now she could really
be with them as their daughter. Olive was happy and they all lived together,
their minds at rest.






“Don’t you see, | have no hands, I can’t do it. [ must hold my babies.”
“That doesn’t matter. Go on and try.”

So Olive kneeled down, and as she did the babies fell out from under her
arms and went down into the water. Olive cried, “Oh, my babies, my ba-
bies, they’ll drown. Help me, help me.”

“Fish them out.”
“I can’t, I can’t. [ have no hands.”
“Plunge in your stumps, plunge in your stumps.”

And Olive immersed her stumps, and she could feel her hands growing,
growing, growing, and she was able to grab her babies and save them. And
the old woman said, “Now you have hands and can do for yourself, so go.”
The story goes on and Olive is reunited with her husband. (She forgives her
mother-in-law, which is unusual in folktales.)

So to me, this is the practice of sangha and community life: plunge in your
stumps. Everyone has stumps, is handless, in some way. There is no one
who is outside of suffering. And this is our practice—plunge in your
stumps. Whatever it is you bring to the situation, whatever difficulty you
have, whatever is in your past, for whatever reason you would have crossed
over to the other side of the room—with that, you plunge in your stumps,
and you enter the practice, with whatever and whoever you are, no holds
barred. And out of this, from the living water of our practice and from what
it takes for you to do this over and over again, every minute Zen, this will
allow your hands to grow. And then, when you’ve got your hands, you can
help yourself and other people.

And this old woman who said, “No, I'm not going to do it for you”—she
wouldn’t squeeze water into her mouth, she’s not going to save those ba-
bies—she said, “Just do it, do it.” This is being a true good friend. Katagjiri
Roshi always used to say, “Just do it!” And you might say, do what? what?
what? Nobody can tell you what it is. I'm not talking about our preferences,
what our personal history is, what we're drawn to, or what our affinities
are. ['m talking about when the least like or dislike arises, you plunge in.
And there is trust there. This is zazen mind, where you allow and communi-
cate with whatever is coming your way. It's a sacrament. And when you
make this effort, what it takes for you to make this effort is the miracle.
Miracle comes from a root which means, “to cause someone to smile.” It's
wonderful. And that's what happens in practice, wonderful things happen.
You grow hands, you know. So plunge in your stumps.

Thank you very much.
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Rebuilding the Tassajara Stone Dining Room-Dormitory

The work of the first generation of Zen Center students was to establish
Suzuki-Roshi’s practice and to purchase the practice centers. These were
literally the soil into which Zen Center helped to plant Buddhism in
America. The work of our present generation is to preserve, develop, and
share that which was so generously given to us.

Having recently completed the major rebuilding and seismic upgrading of

the Green Gulch zendo, our concern and energy now turn, by necessity, to-

wards Tassajara Zen Mountain Center. We are preparing to rebuild both the

Stone Dining Room-Dormitory and the food service area. Affectionately

known as the upper and lower shacks, the food service area contains a dish-

washing facility and rooms for food storage. Quickly built after the fire of :
1978, the “shacks” were always intended as temporary buildings.

The Stone Dining Room-Dormitory, however, has a more ancient and digni- .
fied lineage, dating back to the late 1800s. The existing stone work, com-

posed of rocks from the creek and mountainside, is unusual and rare. Tassa-

jara is included in the inventory of Historic Building Structures in Califor-

nia. We believe that the simple character and quality of this building reflects

the character of Tassajara itself and should be preserved.
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on the phone. Later she came by and we went to St. Luke’s [hospital], where
we had put a woman in the psych. unit. (Part of my job is to walk around
the Tenderloin and try to coax psychotic bag ladies into some sort of care
and shetlter.) This woman, a forty-two year old schizophrenic, had at one
time been a writer and married to a successful attorney. When we found her
she was so dirty that she looked like a coal miner. She went around barefoot
with a rag hanging off of her. When she had her period, she just let the
blood run—she walked around with caked blood on her legs and feet. She
did this to keep the predators away. Every isolated homeless woman down-
town is at any moment vulnerable to rape, murder, whatever. This was her
mode of self-defense, to be so filthy that even the most depraved predator
on the street wouldn’t touch her. No one else would either, of course, no one
would talk to her. Marion and 1 gave it a shot, we connected with her, and
we got her to 5t. Luke’s so she was safe and secure, on medication, and so
on. We went down to see her, then we took the number 42 bus back down-
town. While we were on the bus, a guy started falling into a diabetic coma.
We said, ‘What can we do to help you?' Tdon’t want no one to help me.” So
we got off with him to follow him; the guy could hardly walk, but he did
not want to be helped. He finally got on a 31 Balboa and took off, never to
be seen again. Then we were supposed to go down to a vacant lot at Golden
Gate and Jones where a bunch of people were hanging out smoking crack,
thirty or forty people. They were establishing little camps with cardboard
and pieces of plastic. I'd noticed, walking by, that there were at least three or
four young women there-—teenagers, pregnant and smoking crack. So we
thought we'd try to break into that, see if we could get someone to do some-
thing. We weren’t successful. By that time, it was about 4:30 and we went to
a Vietnamese restaurant for our weekly meeting. Those of us who work in
the Tenderloin are a very close interdisciplinary team. We get together every
Wednesday afternoon to regroup, catch our breath, and see what we have
to do. After that we went to the shelter, the old Channel 7 KGO building on
Golden Gate—a huge cavernous room full of cots. I went there to see this
client, Joe, who's an ex-con, former biker, has AIDS, IV drug user, amphet-
amines; zero T-cells. Joe had been assaulted; a couple guys had beat him
with two-by-fours and he was covered with lacerations and bruises. [ went
to see how he was doing. At the same time, one of my co-workers went to
see this older man Ed who has alcchol-related dementia. For years when he
has gone to pick up his social security check, as soon as he walks out the '
door there’s this line of guys, saying, ‘Ed, you owe me ten bucks.” ‘Hey, Ed,
where’s my money?’ By the time he’s gone twenty feet, he’s out of money;
he sleeps on the sidewalk. We had been talking to him; we wanted to be re- 5
sponsible for his money. That way we could get him into a hotel, pay his
rent, and he’s off the street. But he’s a fiercely independent person; most
older homeless people are extremely independent. They may be absolutely
bananas, but they’re very independent. So picture this huge big room with
lots of activity, people milling around. It's like lithographs you see of Bed-
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depressing place, outside the shelter is this guy with four kids. They’d just
been evicted and there was no room at the shelter. The rain was falling
down, and I thought ‘Oh, god .. "And then the cops said, That's okay, pile
inand we'll take you to the family shelter in the Haight.” So we crammed
dad and the four kids into the car, closed the door, the cops waved, and off
they went. As we walked back up Market Street we saw a teen-age girl. She
was a runaway, about thirteen, sitting there on one of those black granite
blocks. Off in the shadows there were about six guys just waiting for things
to slow down so they could grab her. I said to her, "You can’t stay here. Do
you know what’s going to happen to you if you stay here?” She was so out
of it, so numbed by her situation, she didn’t say anything. So I called Larkin
Street [Youth Center]; they have an outreach van in the evening, and we
stayed with her until they came. On that same day, the city made available
170 rent-assisted apartments for families. 1200 families applied that day.
That's a typical day. Sometimes it's worse, sometimes it’s better. I never
know what I’'m going to do when 1 go to work.

Tony went on describing the job:

“It’s exhausting to be homeless. Everyday | see acts of courage. | don't know
how some people do it. If there’s a job available, how do you get it? Where
do you get twenty cents to make a phone call? Where do you find a public
phone that works? Where do you get clean clothes, a haircut? Where do you
get a resume? Where do you clean the dirt out from under your fingernails?
Once you're out of the loop, the societal loop, it’s hard to get back in. I think
it requires more courage and perseverance than most of us have. Every
single homeless person on the street {and there are between ejght and
eleven thousand in San Francisco} at one time lived somewhere. Everybody
lived somewhere. What happened? And what you will discover for almost
every person who is homeless, is a series of things: bad Iuck, and then more
bad Iuck. For example, a low-paying job. You get sick, no insurance, you
lose the job. You can’t pay your rent and you're evicted. Wrong choices, us-
ing drugs. Often there will be one or two terribly traumatic events that just
shattered someone’s life. There’s one guy, a Vietnam combat vet, so he had
all those problems. He came home to his wife and two kids, and when he
was home about two months, they were on the freeway and were in a ter-
rible accident. He was thrown clear only to watch his family burn to death
in front of his eyes. It drove him mad. Most of the women, easily ninety-five
percent, have suffered abuse—not one or two isolated incidents, but long
histories of physical abuse, sexual abuse, psychological abuse, from parents
and partners. Most women are on the run from something like that. And [
would guess that at least seventy percent of the men I see were sexually
abused as children.”

When I asked Tony if he had any advice for his fellow practitioners at Zen
Center, he commented that he works hard at trying not to judge others. “1
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Zazen Is Like Going to the Rest Room

Suzuki Roshi lecture
March 29, 1970

How do you feel right now? I just thought of a funny thing. I don’t know

how you feel, but I feel as if I just finished in the rest room. As I am pretty
old, I go to the rest room often. Even when I was young, ! went to the rest
room more than the usual person. [ had some advantage because of that;
when [ went to Eiheiji monastery and sat in tangaryo [a period of continuous
sitting for several days, required for entering a Zen monastery], I could go
to the rest room without any guilty concern—because I had to! I was so
happy to go to the rest room. I think that to go to the rest room is a good
way to Iook at our practice.

[Zen master] Ummon may have been the first one to make some connection
between our practice and rest room. “What is our practice? What is Bud-
dha?” someone asked him. He answered, “Toilet paper.” Actually, nowa-
days it is toilet paper, but he said, “Something to wipe yourself with after
finishing in the rest room.” That is what he said. And since then many Zen
masters are thinking about it, practicing on that koan: What is toilet paper?
What did he mean by it?

Anyway, our practice is closely related to our everyday life. Physiologically
it may be to go to the bathroom, but psychologically I think we have to prac-
tice zazen. In our everyday life, we eat many things, good and bad, some-
times fancy and sometimes simple, something tasty or something tasteless
like water. But after having this kind of food in our everyday life, without
practicing zazen, our thought will eventually become very unhealthy. Itis
necessary for us to make our mind blank before we study something. It is
like drawing something on white paper; if you do not use clean white pa-
per, you cannot draw what you want. So it is necessary for you to go back to
your original state where you have nothing to see, nothing to think about.
Then you will understand what you are doing,

The more you practice zazen, the more you will be interested in your every-
day life. At the same time, you will find out what is necessary and what is
not; what part should be corrected and what part should be emphasized
more. So by practice you will know how to organize your life more and
more. We organize our life for some purpose, but it is more important to
observe our situation clearly. We should clear our mind and start from
original starting point. That is how to go to the rest room.

In comparison to the way people usually enjoy their lives, our way may be
very different. Our culture is based on some gaining idea—to accumulate



something. Science, for instance, is the accumulation of knowledge. I don't
believe that modern science is greater than science or scientists in the 16th
century. The difference is that we have accumulated our scientific knowl-
edge. We human beings know how to accumulate it. That is a good point
and at the same time dangerous. We are in danger of being buried under all
our accumulated knowledge. It’s like trying to survive without going to the
rest room. We are almost buried; we are already swimming in the pond of
polluted water and air. We are talking about air pollution, but that is just
human picture. Actually we can hardly survive in polluted knowledge.

Each one of us should know how to go to the rest room without attaching to
something we have in our bodies. If we realize that we already have every-
thing, we will not be attached to things. Actually, we do have everything,
Without going to the moon, we have it. To try to go to the moon means that
we think the moon is not ours. Our mind, as Buddha told us, is one with
everything. Within our mind, everything exists. If we understand things in
this way, then we will understand our activity. To study something is to ap-
preciate something. To appreciate something is to be detached from things.
When we become detached from things, everything will be ours. Our prac-
tice is to obtain this kind of Big Mind; in other words, to go beyond each be-
ing including ourselves, and let our self work as it works. That is zazen
practice. When we practice zazen, we actually clean up our various attach-
ments.

We are very much afraid of death. But death is something which should
happen to us when we are mature enough. When you are young you may
be very much afraid of death. And if you die, that is a terrible thing, It is so.
But if I die, it is not such a terrible thing. For me and for you, too. Because 1
am mature enough to die. 1 understand my life pretty well and I understand
what is human life—what it is to live one day and what it is to live one year
and what it is to live sixty or one hundred years. So anyway, when you be-
come mature, experienced, when you eat many things in this life, I think
you will be happy to die as if you go to rest room. It happens in that way.

An old man, eighty or ninety, hasn’t much problem. Physically, old men
may suffer, but that suffering is not as big a thing as you see. When they're
young they think about death as something terrible, so when they’re dying
they think it is terrible. But actually, it isn’t. There is some limit to our capac-
ity to endure suffering, physical suffering. And mentally there is a limit to
our capacity, but we think it is imitless. We have limitless suffering because
we have limitless desire. That kind of desire, as Buddha says, creates our
problems. We are accumulating our problems one after another with limit-
less desire, so we have bottomless fear.

Actually, there is not much problem in our lives if we understand our lives
clearly. If we only know how to clear up our mind, we will not have as
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Speaking in that way, they ignore their everyday life. They do not take care
of their life. They do not know how to organize their life or know what kind
of thythm they should have. To know the rhythm of our lives is to under-
stand what we are doing. It is necessary to see our activity with a clear
mind, through zazen experience.

I came to America because I was almost disgusted with Buddhist life in Ja-
pan. I had too many problems. I don’t know, but perhaps that is why I came
to America. When [ was in Japan, I didn't practice zazen as I do here. Asa
matter of fact, since I came to America, I have very different problems than I
had in Japan.

Anyway, my mind is like a garbage can. So even though 1 am in America,
which is called a free country, my mind is a garbage can—even though T am
practicing zazen with you. I am a Japanese and I have many Japanese
friends here. So I have enough of the problems most Japanese have, in addi-
tion to some other problems. Sometimes I wonder what I am doing here.
But when [ know what I am doing clearly, without any overestimation or
underestimation, very honestly and truly, I have not much burden in my
mind. Zazen practice especially has been a great help. If I hadn’t been prac-
ticing zazen, I wouldn’t have survived in this way.

1 started my practice when I was pretty young, actually. But even more, I
think I started my practice in its true sense after I came to San Francisco. 1
think you have a pretty difficult time with me. I know that, and I'm doing
something which makes your practice difficuit. But this kind of effort to un-
derstand things from another angle is not possible without communicating
with people who are brought up in a quite different cultural background. To
understand things just from some certain egoistic personal or national view-
point is our weakness. We cannot develop our culture in its brue sense.
When our culture comes to this point, the only way to make it healthy is to
participate in the cultural activities of various human beings. Then you will
understand yourself better, as I understand myself and zazen better simce ]
came to San Francisco. '

If you understand yourself better and others better, there is not much time
to study—just be yourself. And just to be a good American is just to be a
good Japanese. Just to be a good Japanese is just to be a good American. Be-
cause we stick to Japanese way or American way, our mind becomes a gar-
bage basket. [ think that if you notice this point, you will understand how
important it is to practice zazen. Fortunately or unfortunately, even though
you don't like it, we should go to the rest room, stinky rest room. I'm sorry,
but I think we have to go to the rest room anyway, as long as we live.

If T were young I would like to sing a Japanese folk song right now, about
rest room. Thank you very much.
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