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FRoM THE EDITOR

In the thirteenth century, Zen Master Dogen wrote: “Why leave behind the
seat that exists in your home and go aimlessly off to the dusty realms of other
lands? If you make one misstep, you go astray from the Way directly before
you.” I asked myself this question often as I traveled in the dusty realms of India
last December, one of a group of people on a “Buddhist/Christian Pilgrimage.”

Here’s what I think a pilgrimage is, in list form. (I’m a Buddhist, after all.)
1) A pilgrimage is an outer journey that reflects and makes possible an inner journey.
2) The outer journey has a beginning, middle, and end.

3) You leave your ordinary life, and therefore your personal identity, behind.

You let go of everything familiar. Who are you?

5) You keep moving, so that the process of letting go continues throughout the
pilgrimage. What do you long for?

6) A pilgrimage is not a very comfortable journey. You don’t stay in luxury hotels.

7) On a pilgrimage, you go in faith, not knowing what’s going to happen next.

8) Pilgrims are all equal to each other. To the extent that it’s possible, pilgrims
leave both privilege and poverty behind.

9) You journey not only for yourself but for all sentient beings. You may even have
particular beings in mind. (And this is why pilgrimage is a suitable subject for TW,)

In Bodh Gaya, where Buddha was enlightened, about 60 of us gathered for
three days of Buddhist-Christian dialogue between His Holiness the Dalai Lama
and Father Laurence Freeman, a Benedictine monk from England who had
organized our trip. (For more about the trip, see page 31.)

On the first day we went early in the morning to the Mahabodhi Temple to med-
itate with the Dalai Lama. Beforehand, for the security of the Dalai Lama (whose
life is often threatened), the entire temple grounds—several acres in all—had been
cleared by police of hundreds and hundreds of regular pilgrims and worshippers.
Then we 60 Westerners followed the Dalai Lama and his bodyguards through the
streets to the temple gate. Crowds of Tibetans parted to let us through, bowing and
offering katas to H.H. as he passed by. He seemed to greet every single person, and
we followed in his wake (failing to leave our privilege behind).

Inside the strangely quiet temple, we sat down to meditate under the bodhi
tree. I was excited to be sitting in the very spot where Buddha was enlightened,
under the grandchild of the tree that sheltered him. Would I get enlightened, too?

And this is the one slide I want to show you here. Facing us, right under the
tree, side by side and cross-legged, sat Father Laurence, in his white robes, and His
Holiness, in red and yellow. I was at the heart of the heart of the Buddhist world,
at sunrise, meditating under the bodhi tree with the Dalai Lama! Birds called. A
leaf fell from the tree. And right in front of me were not two but four men: sym-
metrically flanking the teachers of peace stood two soldiers in camouflage green,
as still as meditators, holding automatic rifles diagonally across their chests.

I went to the dusty realms to see that sight, to understand that this is the
world I live in, and to keep searching for my true response.

TW has a new assistant editor, Marija Duerr. She’s a cultural anthropologist
who is currently studying spirituality and health in Asian and Asian American
women. Former editor of the Mindfulness Bell, she’s a member of Thich Nhat
Hanh’s Order of Interbeing, and the Zen Peacemaker Order, and her root teacher
is Joan Halifax. She introduces herself to you in this issue (on page 15) with a piece
about a pilgrimage she recently made. We’re lucky to have her. € —Susan Moon

Coming themes for Turning Wheel:

Spring *00—Class, deadline: 1,/1,/00

Summer ’00—Buddhism and Human Rights, deadline: 4,/1,/00

Fall ’00—Asian & Asian American Buddhists in the West, deadline: 7/1,/00
Winter *01—Aging, deadline: 10,/1/00.

We welcome submissions on these and other subjects. Please include SASE.
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Letters

LETTERS

[Please write to us. We welcome your rvesponses to what we
print. When you think we are one-sided, or leave out impor-
tant perspectives, let us and our readers know. Tell us what
you like, too. Letters may be edited for space and clarity.]

INEB Confevence and Diversity

As a participant in INEB’s (International Network of
Engaged Buddhists) Tenth Anniversary Conference in
Sri Lanka in February, 1999, I would like to expand on
some of the observations made by Alan Senauke in his
Conference Report (T7W Summer 1999).

I agree with Senauke that before Buddhists venture
into new contexts, they need to try to understand the
complexity of local political, economic, and cultural real-
ities. If not, even the most well-intentioned outsiders may
end up aligning themselves only with those groups that
have access to funding, modern technology, the English
language, and other connections to the external world.

Had Sri Lankan Buddhist activist groups been con-
tacted and invited to the INEB Conference, a diversity
of perspectives on the Sri Lankan conflict and on social-
ly engaged Buddhism would have been available. The
absence of diversity contributed to the perpetuation of
the narrow but commonly held view that the civil war in

San Francisco Zen Center

Call for a meditation schedule or list of
classes, lectures & retreats:

City Center & Green Gulch Farm

300 Page Street S. F Hwy 1 near Muir Beach

415-863-3136 415-383-3134

or visit our website: www.sfzc.com

Sri Lanka is simply a conflict between Sinhalese
Buddhists and Hindu Tamils. This view tends to over-
look the similarities and traditions of peaceful coexis-
tence between the two groups. Moreover, such an eth-
nically based analysis conveniently ignores how the his-
tory of colonialism, the contemporary globalization
project, and the arms trade originating in the West have
shaped and perpetuated the conflict in Sri Lanka and so-
called ethnic conflicts in other parts of the world.

The precious jewel of the Buddha Dhamma is avail-
able to the world today because it was preserved under
great duress for several centuries by Buddhists, especial-
ly the monks and nuns in Asian countries such as Sri
Lanka. Do Buddhists in the West now owe a debt to help
preserve the Dhamma and Buddhist cultural heritages in
Asia, which are severely threatened by the forces of glob-
al economic and cultural development? For example,
should they help preserve Buddhist sacred sites such as
the Temple of the Tooth in Sri Lanka that was recently
bombed? Should international Buddhist networks pay
attention to the ethics of Christian and other proselyti-
zation efforts that use economic incentives to convert
poor Buddhist, Hindu, and other communities in Asia?

—Asoka Bandarage, Associate Professor of Women’s
Studies, Mount Holyoke College, Massachusetts

On Being in Prison

I have been reading Turning Wheel for some years
now. I am serving a “life” sentence for a second-degree
murder which occurred in 1981. It took me 10 years
after I was sentenced to figure out who put me in here.
Finally I realized it was myself, not society, not bad luck,
or the Vietnam conflict.

There is a lot of talk about how we, too, are victims.
To some degree, that may be true. But we are alive, our
families and friends can visit us. I think a lot of us have
forgotten about the real victims and their families. All
that family members can do is stand over a piece of earth
and try to remember what the smile of their son or
daughter was like. What is done is done, but to forget
the past is to ignore the future.

When we embrace the Noble Path and give it an hon-
est try, we will find a peace we have never found before.
When one lives in the present with a still heart, the past
cannot haunt you, the future cannot scare you, and
where you are at shouldn’t bother you. Being at peace
with one’s circumstances is not determined by a certain
location, or stature in society. It’s inside all of us every-
where...just realize it.

—Frank Benson, Folsom State Prison, California

Correction:
In the Summer 99 TW, in Ralph Steele’s “Open
Letter on Diversity,” his website was incorrectly given.
For information on Ralph’s retreats, contact:
<www.lifetransition.com>.
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Short Reports

SHORT REPORTS

Cambodian Monk Worked Quietly for Peace
Bhante Dharmawara Mahathera, a revered Cambodian
monk, died this past June in Stockton, California, at the
age of 110. Bhante had been the spiritual adviser to King
Sihanouk of Cambodia and a friend of Jawaharlal Nehru,
but he thought of himself as a simple monk. Those who
met him spoke of experiencing true lovingkindness. In the

the Buddhist Peace Fellowship.

Born in Phnom Penh when Cambodia was a French
colony, Bhante became a distinguished magistrate in the
King’s Court and an administrator. In 1924, at the age
of 33, he resigned his position and left his wife and two-
month-old daughter to become a monk. He spent seven
years in the forests of Thailand, studying with Buddhist
teachers and subsisting on wild plants and offerings
from peasants in nearby villages.

Bhante then moved to India where he founded the
Asoka Mission, which grew to include a monastery, tem-
ple, and health-care center. He studied, taught, and
became known as a healer. During World War 11, Bhante
traveled on India’s behalf to Japan, Germany, the
United States, Britain, and the Soviet Union, seeking a
peaceful end to the war. He met with government rep-
resentatives and tried to awaken in each a deep under-
standing of the others’ perspectives.

In the late 1970s, Bhante moved to Stockton to join his

the war in Cambodia. There he built a temple for the grow-
ing Cambodian community. He continued to travel around

the world to conduct meditation courses, healing work,

Stockton school, after a massacre left five children dead.

In recent months, Bhante had been in and out of the

- hospital. On June 26, Bhante took breakfast in his gar-
: den and came into the house. A friend said, “I asked if
. he wanted to go for a walk around Victory Park, and he
. nodded. And then he just breathed out, and did not
¢ breathe again.”

Japanese Buddhist Sect Takes Stand Against

Capital Punishment
The Tendai Buddhist sect of Japan has called for the

last years of his life, Bhante was on the advisory board of abolition of the death penalty, invoking Buddhist teach-
- ings that prohibit the taking of life and that call for com-
. passion for all living beings. This is the first time the
. centuries-old sect has publicly expressed an opinion on

.~ capital punishment.

Between 1989 and 1993, there was a de facto mora-

. torium on executions in Japan, with Ministers of Justice
. in office who were personally opposed to capital pun-
. ishment. Executions resumed in 1993 and death sen-
. tences and executions have increased since. The
. Japanese government carried out six executions in 1998.
. Currently, about a hundred prisoners are under sentence
. of death. These prisoners often spend several decades
. awaiting execution, under extremely harsh conditions,
. with more stringent restrictions than other prisoners on
. exercise, correspondence, and visitation. Some have
. been held in almost complete solitude for years.

Execution is by hanging and is carried out in secret on

the order of the Minister of Justice. Both the scheduling
of the executions and the selection of victims appear to be
grandchildren and other relatives, most of whom had fled  arbitrary. No advance warning is given to the prisoners,
. their families, or their lawyers. Families generally learn

- that their relative has been executed by reading the press.

The Tendai sect, founded in the ninth century,

and ceremonies. In 1989, he led a spiritual cleansing at a - accounts for about a third of the 96 million Japanese

* Buddhists in a country of 124 million. Although polls

Acclaimed solo performance artist Canyon Sam
premieres her provocative new one-woman show

Capacity to Enter

A hilarious and riveting tale about mid-lifes changing passions and identity,
and one woman’s discoveries about the Third Precept on sexual responsibility

Benefit Preview Performance for

the Buddhist Peace Fellowship

Thursday, October 14, 1999

A master storyteller...one of the best
of the current wave of Asian
American performance artists.”

~ Village Voice

Performances: October 15-31, 1999
Fridays and Saturdays at 8 pm, Sundays at 2 pm
Yugen / Noh Space, 2840 Mariposa Street (at Florida), San Francisco, CA

Co-sponsored by the Buddhist Peace Fellowship and Dance Brigade

Tickets and Info: (415) 621-7978
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The Wheel of
Engaged Buddhism

A NEW MAP OF THE PATH
by Kenneth Kraft

The Buddhist tradition has taken a new turn at the end
_of the twentieth century as Buddhists around the

The Wheel of

: . world seek to apply wisdom and compassion to urgent
Ellg ang B uddhlSIn social, politicafpa);d environmental Pissues. Kenieth
A New Ma p ()f the Path Kraft creates a compelling map of engaged spirituality

in the form of a mandala, a traditional visual depiction
of Buddhist practice. Each of the mandala’s ten images
represents a path, an area of concern and activity for
modern Buddhists and like-minded people. In essays

on each path, the author shows how ancient Buddhist
insights can be actualized in contemporary life.

112pp e+ 62 x 8¢ Il watercolor illus
0-8348-0463-8 » Buddhism * $12.95 (soft)

W EATHERHILL

o . Publishers of Fine Books on Asia and the Pacif
KENNETH KRAF1 41 Monroe Turnpike, Trumbull, CT 0661 |
Tel (800) 437-7840 * Fax (800) 557-5601
www.weatherhill.com

AUTTENTIG -
PRACTICE 5

R ~  ZEN MOUNTAIN MONASTERY
RETREATS AND RESIDENCY
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Nancy conen

Short Reports

show that a majority of the public support the death penal-
ty, this move by a major Buddhist sect should help open
up dialogue on the issue and perhaps even lead to a ban on
capital punishment, as was the case in premodern Japan.

Editor’s Note: Don’t worry about the hiatus in Stephanie

Kaza’s ecology column. Her clear voice is with us here in the

book review on page 40, and we look forward to her column
in the Winter 2000 Turning Wheel.

A NOTE ABOUT Y2K

One of the dangers of Y2K is the nuclear threat.
The U.S. has many computer-dependent nuclear
weapons systems set on hair-trigger alert. Our
nuclear reactors are also hooked to computer sys-
tems which, if they crash, could cause melt-downs.

Please call President Clinton and ask him to take
our nuclear weapons off alert, and to close down all
our nuclear reactors on December 1, until it can be
determined that they won’t melt down. The White
House comment line is: (202) 456-1414.

Interfaith Vigils Against Hate Violence

This past year, our nation was shaken by the terror and
hate that killed Amadou Diallo, Matthew Shepard, and
James Byrd. While these recent murders were unusual in
severity, hate-motivated violence is neither unusual nor
new. According to FBI statistics, in 1996, more than
11,000 Americans were victims of hate violence. Last year,
the Fellowship of Reconciliation (FOR) sponsored inter-
faith vigils in more than 20 states in memory of James,
Matthew, and all victims of hate violence in our society.
This year the FOR and the Interfaith Alliance are co-spon-
soring Stop the Hate, a national campaign for healing in the
midst of hate violence. On October 7, 1999, religious
communities will organize vigils against violence, bringing
together ordinary people of faith and goodwill to make a
change in their neighborhoods, local schools, workplaces,
and houses of worship. For more information on how to
organize Stop The Hate vigils, please contact the
Fellowship of Reconciliation at 914 /358-4601 or visit the

. Web site at www.tialliance.org,/sth.html. <

IN MEMORIAM

Rick Fields, Buddhist writer and editor, died on June |
6, 1999, in Fairfax, California, four years after he was

diagnosed with lung cancer. He was 57.

Rick was the author of a half-dozen books, mcludmg |

How the Swans Came to the Lake: A
Narrative History of Buddhism in
America. He was the editor of the
Vajradhatu Sun (the precursor to the
Shambhala Sun), a founder and con-
tributing editor of Tricycle, and for the
last several years of his life, until he was
too ill to work, he was editor of Yoga
Journal. He was a Tibetan Buddhist
practitioner and had been a student of
Choégyam Trungpa.

Completely unpretentious, Rick was
Buddhist through and through, with-
out putting on either airs or robes,
without rejecting his own culture.

Rick joined the BPF Board and the
Turning Wheel editorial committee in
1995. He was diagnosed with cancer
shortly thereafter, and so was unable to
continue in those capacities. Still, he was a good friend
to the Buddhist Peace Fellowship to the end of his life,
and was supportive of Turning Wheel, sharing ideas and
suggestions with us.

I was grateful to be able to attend Rick’s memorial
service at Spirit Rock on August 1, 1999. One of the
many devoted friends who spoke was Marc Barasch, a
fellow Tibetan practitioner. To quote from Marc’s trib-
ute, Rick “was not into self-improvement for its own

sake—he knew hopelessness and fearlessness were the
only way to go—but always strove to deepen his prac-
tice without recourse to orthodoxy, and that in order to
learn to be saner and kinder to others.”

Rick married for the first time in his life less than a
year before his death. Of the wedding, Marc wrote,
“After their vows, Rick tottered to his
feet to dance his wedding waltz on the
dais. His face was suffused by a joy so
incandescent it was hard to look at. He
had, to the amazement of those who
knew his romantic history, at last found
love through commitment, and a com-
mitment through love.”

And another quote from Marc: “He
stayed around for longer than he had to,
I think, to share himselfjust a little more.
He faded out slowly, incrementally, like
some gorgeous sunset...leaving only an
indelible imprint on your heart.”

Rick’s wife Marcia spoke of how pre-
sent Rick was during the weeks and
months of his dying. “I just want to
help my friends,” he told her. Marcia’s
gritty description of the particulars of
Rick’s last days was unusual for a memorial service. It
was a gift to us who were there to hear about the hard
work of dying, the earthiness of it, the sound of the
breathing and then of the silence.

Rick’s practice really showed, she said. When he final-
ly died, and the doctor came to sign the death certificate,
she asked, “So what was the actual cause of death?”

“Letting go,” said the doctor. %

—Susan Moon
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History Column

I-Ching
by Diane Patenaude Ames

Just as Buddhism changed China, the Chinese merchant ship with another Chinese monk, who

inevitably changed Buddhism. Some characteristically promptly died of some tropical disease. In Sumatra,

Chinese innovations, such as a new emphasis on charity I-Ching studied Sanskrit for six months before sailing to
- Tamralipti in India. There he studied Sanskrit for anoth-
Chinese Buddhists. Others, however, alarmed some of = ¢ year and met another Chinese monk, who also died
- of some tropical disease. However, before this compan-
~ ion succumbed, the two monks made pilgrimages to
on - Bodh Gaya, Vulture Peak, the Jetavana monastery, and
Buddha. Not only did it come to be the norm for new  pumerous other Buddhist sites. Everywhere, I-Ching
- took notes on the lifestyles of Indian monks, who, as he

had expected, never mutilated themselves.

and good works, met with general approval from

the more thoughtful Buddhist clergy. In particular, the
Chinese took all too literally a passage in an obscure
sutra about offering one’s very limbs and body to the

monks and nuns to burn holes in their scalps at the time
of ordination, but a surprising number of early Chinese
Buddhists piously chopped off their fingers, starved
themselves, or burned themselves to death.

Critics of these self-destructive practices pointed out
that intentionally harming one’s own precious human
body was a clear violation of the rinaya, the traditional
body of rules laid down for Buddhist clergy by the

young monk named I-Ching (635-713 C.E.). The prob-
lem, he concluded, was that China still lacked a complete

Vajrapani

Oct. 1-3
Overcoming Codependency:
The Bodhisattva Ideal
Chris Kolb

November 3-5
Tonglen (Giving and Taking) Retreat
Ven. Geshe Gyaltsen

December 29-January 1
Magic for the Millennium: Special
Vajrasattva Purification Retreat
Amy Miller

Beautiful solitary retreat cabins.
Delicious vegetarian meal delivery.
Group Rentals. Blessed setting.

Vajrapani Institute,

PO Box 2130, Boulder Creek, CA 95006
Tel: (831) 338-6654 Fax: (831) 338-3666
Email: Vajrapani@compuserve.com
Web: www. geocities.com/Athens/2094

- vinaya. Someone would have to sail oft to India in a small
wooden boat, learn Sanskrit, collect the needed texts,
- study them with qualified Indian teachers, and translate
- them into Chinese. And why shouldn’t it be he? After all,
- of the dozens of Chinese monks who had attempted to
- go to India and collect Buddhist texts, only two or three
had survived to complete their missions.

So, in 671, I-Ching set off for Sumatra on a Persian

After these journeys, I-Ching studied at the famous

- Buddbhist university at Nalanda for 10 years, collected a
© number of Indian Buddhist texts on the vinaya as well as
. sutras and commentaries, and translated some of these
. texts into Chinese. Finally he returned to China, via
. Sumatra, sending on ahead his record of monastic prac-
Buddha himself. The argument impressed a scholarly . tices in India. For the rest of his life, in addition to trans-

. lating texts and teaching Sanskrit, he advocated bringing

Chinese monastic practices into line with the Buddha’s

- original rules as he understood them, with some success.
. While he did not succeed in abolishing scalp-burning
. during ordinations (the practice lasted until 1983), his
. writings exerted, down through the centuries, an influ-
. ence against some of the extreme practices he deplored.
Incidentally, he was also instrumental in introducing the

(Indian) umbrella into China. %

MOON HAIKU

Poked in the eye by
These fingers
Pointing at the moon.

—Rick Fields

In the Tradition of Thich Nhat Hanh
and The Order of Interbeing

Manzanita Village

In the Chaparral hill country of Southern California,
East of the Coastal Ranges, West of the Anza-Borrego,
2Y4 hours from Los Angeles, 1%2 hours from San Diego.

Retreats, Long & Short-term stays, Aikido, Work-study
Catriona Reed and Michele Benzamin-Masuda

Write or call for full schedule or more information:
PO Box 67, Warner Springs CA 92086. 760-782-9223
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Family Practice

FAMILY PRACTICE COLUMN

Family Visits to Buddhist Places

by Mushim Ikeda-Nash

The middle-aged Vietnamese couple sitting at the lit-
tle kitchen table both speak English. They want to tell
me their story. It’s Phoenix, Arizona, 1987, and I am
visiting a Vietnamese Buddhist temple, a tract house
with a Dharma hall in the garage.

“My husband was put into prison,” the woman tells

me. “I sent food and medicine to him, but the guards took

all of it. And I couldn’t get news about my husband, so I
worried very much.” She glances sideways at her husband.

“One day I sent our child to school,” she continues.
“It was immunization day. But the shot was contami-
nated. He was our only child. He didn’t feel well when
he came home. And three days later he was dead.”

Her husband is angry at me. “You Americans,” he
says, “you had everything. You had weapons, money,
power. You had everything. And you lost the war.”

My visit to them was part of what I’ve come to think

of as a pilgrimage. I’ve never forgotten that family, the
mother and father who had lost their one child. As a stu-
dent of Korean Zen, I was trained to view Buddhist pil-
grimage as visiting places of Buddhist practice, meeting

a meal, and listening to their stories. I consider these

stories to be heart-teachings, expressions of ordinary

people’s struggles to survive and understand life.
In the U.S. we have Tibetan, Japanese, Burmese,

Vietnamese, Korean, Cambodian, Chinese, Sri Lankan,
Thai, and European-American Buddhist communities—
rich, poor, rural, urban, monastic, lay. I want my son to
be comfortable in Buddhist environments, and to respect
them all as expressions of the Dharma. My husband and

I both like adventures, and when we’re on vacation we
like to find local temples, call, and visit if possible.

When Josh was a toddler, we occasionally used to :
visit the garden of the Nyingma Institute in Berkeley,
marveling at the huge, electrically powered prayer
wheels, prostrating in front of the stupa, and sitting on

the little bridge to watch the goldfish in the tiny pond
beneath. Before leaving, we would circuamambulate the
prayer wheel pavilion, walking slowly hand in hand.

We also used to visit our friend Bhante Suhita Dharma,

the African American monk who later performed Chris’
and my marriage ceremony, at his Metta Vihara hospice.
Bhante had established his temple in Richmond,

California, because so many poor people there were dying
of AIDS. He would produce stuffed animals and sweets,

and we would examine his collection of cactus plants in
the backyard, or sit awhile in the shrine room with its

large golden Buddha figure. Through a half-open bed-
room door we could see a dying man in a hospital bed,
hooked to a respirator. Our family donated furniture, and
Chris, who is an accountant, helped set up the temple’s
bookkeeping system on computer.

Because Josh is half Korean, it is fortunate for us that
we have Dharma friends at the Sixth Patriarch Zen Center
in Berkeley. They have a peaceful Korean-style meditation
hall with a heated floor. When we visit, Josh plays with the
dog Banya (Korean for “prajna”), and I have tea with my
Dharma sister Jaguang if she has time. The teacher,
Hyunoong Sunim, once invited Josh to a “tea” ceremo-
ny and formally served him Coca Cola in an exquisite
ceramic cup! We always make bows to the Buddha figure
in the Zen hall before we go home and sometimes offer
fruit, flowers, or a donation envelope on the altar.

You don’t have to wait for a special “family practice
day”—many Buddhist centers, such as the Buddhist
Churches of America (Jodo Shinshu), would welcome a
visiting family if called in advance. For me, pilgrimage
isn’t so much about going to special places as it is mak-
ing the effort to appreciate how people have made places
special through their Buddhist practice and devotion.

I remember what the Vietnamese man said to me: “You
have everything.” He was right. I do have everything. I
have heard there are 10,000 Dharma doors; some are in
my neighborhood. I encourage you to make your own pil-
grimage to the Buddhist temples and centers near you.

people, practicing with them whenever possible, sharing

SAMADHI CUSHIONS

4" BELL,
CUSHION
& STRIKER
$65

ZABUTON
44" loft $51
2'4" loft $44

Sitting anyone?

Samadhi Cushion sales support the retreatants at Karmé Choling Buddhist
Center here in Northern Vermont. Our 100% cotton cushions are sewn and
hand-tufted by local residents. Our quality is guaranteed. We also offer a

Buckwheat Hull Zafu and Kneeling Benches.
To order or receive our brochure call

1-800-331-7751 rax 0802 633-2387.
International calls 802 633-4440. Credit card orders shipped
promptly. Visit us at: www.samadhicushions.com

SAMADHI CUSHIONS - DEPT TW, RR1, BOX 1 - BARNET, VT 05821
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Prison Page

[ - PRISON PAGE

Doing Hard Time, Doing Easy Time

Robert DeHart, incarvcerated in Pennsylvania:

“I am a 39-year-old white male who spent 13 years

on Death Row. I grew up in a broken family, raised by

my father who was self-employed in construction. As an
adolescent I abused drugs and alcohol.

In 1982, while serving time for burglary, I met a fel-
low prisoner who practiced Zen Buddhism. In 1983 1
was arrested and convicted of escape and homicide and
placed within maximum security segregation...I wel-
comed the thought of the death penalty while at the
same time abhorred the fact that the government I
despised would be imposing it upon me.

1 wrote the World Institute for the Advanced Study of

Religion and requested literature... They sent back the

Diamond Sutra. I immediately read it through, and didn’t

ing meat-laden food trays. After a number of other pris-
oners and I began dropping our food trays on the floor,
they started replacing them with non-meat trays. I then
stopped eating all dairy products...After several years of
being moved to different units [where vegetarian trays

Here arve some excerpts from an article we received from ~ WEre 1ot available], T found myself living on rice,

peanuts, and peanut butter from the commissary, as well
as some fruit from some sympathetic guards...

After a while I began to suffer pain in my feet. I clung
so tightly to the need for purity that it never occurred to
me that I could be suffering from malnutrition. A
month later I could no longer move about and suffered
pain so intense that I could only lay on the floor...I was
unable to refuse trays again, with the memory still so

vivid of the suffering I had just experienced.

Meanwhile, a woman in an anti-death penalty group
had started visiting me. She was very concerned and
could not bear the thought of my pending execution. I
had concluded that if my karma mandated my death, my
destiny was set. She never accepted that, and found me
some pro-bono legal help which resulted in my sentence
being vacated (commuted to life without parole).

understand a word of it. But I knew
that this was something special: that
the key to the comprehension of my
very being lay therein.

Some months later, after having,
been sentenced to death, 1 was
given the address of the City of
10,000 Buddhas. I had only $25 a
month, but I began purchasing
individual volumes of the Lotus

I wasn’t permitted candles
or incense, so I collected
butter from my food trays,
heated and separated it, and
made candles to burn on
my home-made altar.

My ordeal has taught me many
things. Without compassion, we
are doomed to suffer the continual
wheel of births and deaths. The
Buddha gave us the way out. Itis a
difficult path with many pitfalls.
Every sentient being is replete with
Buddha nature. The
Buddhadharma is wonderful
beyond expression...and reveals

Sutra. What a wondrous thing! I
read these sutras, and for the first time in my tortured life
found peace and ease with myself. Over the next year or
so, I purchased the first seven volumes. I began writing
it out by hand until I had three copies, which I then gave
away. I wasn’t permitted candles or incense, so I collect-
ed butter from my food trays, heated and separated it,
and made candles to burn on my home-made altar,
where I read the sutras and recited the Buddha’s name.
During this process, I came across the Shurangama
Sutra as well as the Great Compassion Mantra. I again
wrote the City of 10,000 Buddhas and they taped both
mantras for me to listen to. To my amazement, the
Prison Security Board agreed to allow me to receive the

tape and even supplied me with a tape recorder. I spent

hours every day trying to learn the 544 lines of the

that was my monastery.

As I sat in my cell and contemplated the bodhisattva

precepts, I became increasingly aware of the suffering I
had caused throughout my life. All my life I had eaten
meat. My father raised sheep, pigs and chickens, which
we butchered and ate. I hunted and fished, never giving
a thought to it. The next thing I knew, I started refus-

wonders that forever change your
life. When you fall down, the Buddhas and Bodhisattvas

will always pick you back up and accompany you.”

News from the Prison Project

e I recently co-taught a four-day Nonviolent
Communication workshop in a Texas prison. To my sur-
prise, every inmate in the workshop was a born-again
Christian. We discovered an inspiring harmony between
our Buddhist and Christian values of compassion, kind-
ness, and patience.

e The first meeting of the post-prison/jail sangha took
place in August. This new post-incarceration meditation
group will follow the model we use inside (mindful
movement, meditation, check-ins, and possibly some

.~ journal writing).
sutra. I had never felt better in my life. I enjoyed the cell

e We are interested in thoroughly mapping all current
American Buddhist prison projects. If you are involved in
one, or know someone who is, please call BPF’s nation-
al office at (510) 655-6169 or email <prisons@bpf.org>
and tell us about what you are doing.
e The Prison Project needs and welcomes volunteers
to come in to the BPF office and offer time. <
—Diana Lion
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Awuschwitz-Birkenau

by Marianne Dresser \
I’hotographs by Peter Cunmngham
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Auschwitz-Birkenan

In front ofithe kglling wall at Auschwitz 1, the group chants Kaddish in rew and in English,
French, German, Italian, Polish, and Spanish translations.

an execution ground between two buildings with
boarded-up windows. The ground in front of the wall is
covered with bouquets and candles. We say Kaddish, the
Jewish prayer for the dead, in the original Hebrew and
in several translations. As we pray here, strong emotions
break through the shock brought on by immersion in
the atrocity exhibitions. Many weep openly. Others
stand with heads bowed. We have gotten in touch with
the task before us.

The rest of the retreat follows a simple schedule: after
breakfast and small group discussions, we walk the two
kilometers from our lodgings in Oswiecim, where
Auschwitz I is located, to Birkenau, the larger of the:
camps, a huge, efficient factory of death. We follow
railway tracks that bisect the grounds.and that lead; ulf
mately, to the crematoria at the far end. We form a large
circle at the former selection site along the tracks and sit
in meditation all morning. Peoplc at four points aﬁmlg
the circle take turns reading names, taken from Nazi
archives, of individuals—and whole families—who
killed here. The voices sometimes catch on unfam
Eastern European names or break into weeping. Th
unusual cadence settles over us with the ground-hug-
ging mist.

- We break into smallcr gl‘Oups for prayer services—
Jewish, Christian, Buddhist, and Sufi—then follow the
haunting sound of the shofar (ram’s horn) to the ruins

of one of the crematoria where we again chant Kaddish.
The group disperses and slowly walks back the length of
the camp to the main gate for the midday meal. Bread
and a bowl of hot soup, served and eaten with no
spoon—the way prisoners ate. Here, possession of a
utensil ranked you among the very fortunate.

After lunch, we follow the tracks back into Birkenau.
More sitting, more names. The heavy mist turns to a
cold rain, so we crowd into one of the drafty barracks,
which offers marginal protection. Candles are placed
along the concrete lamne that runs down the center of

i g only occasmnaﬁy td read
els placcd around‘the camp.

to wait their turn, in sight of the crcrﬁat
full capacity, smoke billowing from the chimneys.
Walking is a pilgrim’s practice, but in Birkenau it feels
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Auschwitz-Bivkenan

After spending the morning in meditation at the sclection site on the vailway tracks mt Birkenau,
pilgrims offer pravers from Jewish, Christian, Buddbist, and Sufi traditior

like an escape attempt, as if by staying in motion I might
outpace the anguish that permeates the very ground. I

want to take the measure of this place: perhaps by walk-
ing its vastness I may be able to grasp its enormi
mind. But understanding eludes me, and gm ,
overtakes me.

All pilgrimages involve a degree of risk and sacrifice.
But whatever discomfort 1 might ¢ i
comparison to what hundreds of thousands endured in
this place. It is hubris to think that I can trul uhagmc
what it would have been like to have been imprisoned
here. I am not Jewish, nor a member of one of the other
European populations the Nazis dc med inferior and
expendable. '

The one characteristic | sharc with those “lives not

worthy of being lived,” in their twisted lchiow !
homosexuality. Zen teacher Pat Enkyo O’Hara asked
me to bear witness when I.came here to “the latest
incarnation of this kind of hatred in the world.” I honor
her request and invoke the name of Matthew Shepard
when it is my turn to read. But the difficulty of collaps-
ing the wall between victim and perpetrator remains. It
is far casier to identify with the oppressed than with the
oppressor, especially here. The deepest challenge of
Auschwitz-Birkenau is to recognize the human totality
of this place, in all its guises and faces.

During an evening discussion,
Glassman remarks that, for him,

Roshi Bernie
“The place is the

, Bauhaus e,a design in the stanchions and watc

teacher We are encouraged to “bccomc mtlmate

I seem to sec scmaphores in the shapes of
barbed wire; I take in the pastel hues of the stoncs lin-
ing the tracks, the delicate layer of moss on the caved-in
roof of a erematorium, the reflection of statc!y birches

dumped. A friend tells me of Elie V
comment, on returning to Auschwitz for a m
ceremony: “I didn’t know it would be so beautiful.”

And Isce too that t,hc rlgorous symmetry of thc elec-

, the precisely placed guard towers support a
spcuﬁc function. The structure of the camp—physical
and psychological—enforced separation of people: from
their families and possessions; from their community,
culture, religion, and language; from their dignity and
integrity; from solidarity with others; and ultimately
from their very lives. Genocidal programs, now as then,
are based on the principle of radical separation, and are
designed to cleave certain human beings from the body
of humanity itself.

Reflecting on this, I grow to appreciate what our
group—a diverse mix of personalities, ethnicities,
nationalities, cultural and religious traditions, including
Holocaust survivors, the relatives of survivors, and the
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Mount Kailash

by Marija Duerr

His Holiness The Dalai Lama has written, “If people
are so highly developed spiritually that they can practice
their religions effectively by staying in one place, even in
some unholy place, then a pilgrimage may not be impor-
tant for them...Many ordinary people, however, espe-
cially those who find religion difficult to practice in a
devout way in their normal lives, set off on long jour-
neys with the hope of communicating virtue and gain-
ing merit.”

Clearly, I fall into the latter category. For much of my

life, I have struggled to maintain a consistent meditation
practice at home, but will happily go into debt to travel
to far-off lands in search of sacred sites. When I learned
that my friend and teacher Roshi Joan Halifax was plan-

ning a journey to Mt. Kailash in western Tibet, I knew -

I had to join the trip.

For both Hindus
and Tibetan Buddh-
ists, Mt. Kailash is the
center of the universe,
the axis around which
the world revolves. In
Hindu cosmology it is
the abode of Shiva,
the god of creation
and destruction. For
Tibetan Buddhists, it
is the home of
Demchog, the wrath-
ful emanation of the
Buddha. Many Bud-
dhists and Hindus
consider the pilgrim-
age to Mt. Kailash and
the circumambulation around it, called a kora, to be the
pinnacle of spiritual life. Tradition has it that performing
one kora will erase the bad karma of one lifetime, while
108 koras lead to full enlightenment.

My own intentions were less lofty. Over the past five

years, my practice with Joan had been in the mindfulness
tradition of Thich Nhat Hanh and, more recently, as a

member of Roshi Bernie Tetsugen Glassman’s Zen
Peacemaker Order (ZPO). Tibetan Buddhism was fasci-
nating to me, but I didn’t understand much about the rit-

uals and symbolism. I simply wanted to make the journey

to experience whatever the mountain had to teach me,

and to try to live out the three tenets of the ZPO: Not

Knowing, Bearing Witness, and Healing Ourselves and
the World. It seemed especially important to bear witness

to the courageous struggle of Tibetans to maintain their

JOURNEY, TO MT. KAIUASH

Roshi Joan Halifax offering a Dharma talk in Nepal

culture and religious traditions in their own land.

This past May, on a warm, smoggy day in Southern
California, a group of fellow pilgrims from all over the
United States gathered at Los Angeles International
Airport to begin the journey. When we arrived in
Kathmandu two days later, we were joined by others
from Denmark, Switzerland, and India. In all, there
were 20 of us, ranging in age from 17 to 67.

We would not arrive at Mt. Kailash until nearly three
weeks later. Located in a remote corner of western
Tibet, there is no fast, direct way to get to the moun-
tain, no major airport for hundreds of miles. The pil-
grim has to earn his or her way there with every step. In
the old days, pilgrims walked for months to reach
Kailash. Now, the trip is slightly easier, but still entails
either a multiple-day drive from Lhasa in Landcruisers,
or walking a number of days overland from Nepal, as we
did. Lama Govinda
wrote, “Nobody can
approach the Throne
of the Gods...without
risking his life—and
perhaps even the sani-
ty of his mind.” The
| mountain exudes
supreme bliss, but it is
not easily gained. The
wrathful energy of
Kailash acts like a
sword to cut through
any illusions—physi-
cal, mental, or emo-
tional—that get in the
way of directly facing
reality. I hoped to use
this quality of the
mountain to explore my bodhisattva nature and the
obstacles that stood in the way of it shining forth.

A large number of our group had never traveled to
Asia before, and our first two days in Kathmandu
bowled us over. Garbage, urine, and shit mixed togeth-
er in the streets, diseased children begged for money or
food, and diesel fumes choked the air. Suffering and
poverty were clearly in view; nothing was hidden. How
could we possibly make a difference in the face of such
overwhelming despair?

We flew from Kathmandu to Nepalganj, a smaller city
in the southwestern part of Nepal, and then on to the
Humla district in the northwest, where our trek would
begin. Over the next seven days we trekked 35 miles
through the high mountains, following the Karnali River,
to the Tibetan border. We began at 9,000 feet and gradu-
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Mount Kailash

ally worked our way up to nearly 15,000 feet. The trail was
extremely mountainous. When Tenzin, our Tibetan guide,
gave us a rundown of each day’s terrain, he would some-

times tell us that the trail was zerzo, the Nepali word for
smooth. Then he slyly smiled and made a rolling motion

with his hands. Terzo meant that the ups and downs were
only slightly less steep than mountain passes that would

terrify a goat. Day after day, we walked through terraced
fields of barley, meadows of wild cannabis and nettles, and

pine forests laced with waterfalls.
The morning of the third day, I woke up feeling nau-

seous. Soon I began vomiting, but there was really no
choice except to walk toward the next campsite, even |

though I couldn’t imagine hiking for seven miles. I

fellow pilgrim and also a doctor, gave me some medica-
tion which stopped the nausea later that afternoon.

. horseback because of a toe broken earlier on the trek,
. was four feet higher off the ground than the rest of us.

Her horse’s every step sent showers of rocks cascading
down the mountainside into the abyss. Every so often, a
herd of yaks would come from the opposite direction,
and we stepped off the trail and clung to the canyon wall
to let them pass. After this traverse was finished, we
descended an extremely steep serpentine grade, slipping
and sliding nearly 2,000 feet down to the river and the
border town of Hilsa.

We had barely caught our breath when we realized
that we would have to return over the same trail in a
couple of weeks. The downhill we had just descended

: would be even more forbidding on the way back up, and
lagged behind everyone else, accompanied by Tenzin
and two sherpas who were saintly enough to stay with
me the entire day. They carried my pack and stopped
with me when I threw up every half hour or so. Ted, a
who had practiced in Thich Nhat Hanh’s tradition, lift-

the motivation of getting to Kailash would be gone. But
there was no other way to get home. We conjured up
ideas about how to fake an illness that would necessitate
a helicopter evacuation to avoid the return trek. Ted,

ed one of Thay’s favorite phrases to remind us that “fun

Until then, I just put one foot in
front of the other and sweated my
way along every inch of the trail.
Demchog’s sword was cutting
through my illusions of being
invulnerable and not needing any
help, assisting me in literally
purging myself before approach-

We stopped at a burial ground.
Along with other pilgrims,
we lay down and visualized

our own deaths.

is made up of non-fun elements.”

We were allowed to cross the
border into China/Tibet with no
problems, a blessing considering
that the U.S. bombing of the
Chinese embassy in Yugoslavia
had taken place a couple of weeks
before we arrived. We continued

ing Kailash.

On our final day before reaching Tibet, we had to
cross Nara La, a mountain pass that we affectionately
came to call Gnarly La. At altitudes near 15,000 feet,
everyone’s breathing was labored and our pace became
very slow. I understood why Tibetans use mantras so pro-
fusely; the only way to successfully walk in such condi-
tions is to synchronize breathing with walking. My own
mantra, with every step, became, “Just this, just this.” We
finally reached the top of the pass, and were rewarded by :
the sight of a pile of stones and prayer flags flying against
a sapphire sky. Following the Tibetan tradition, we each :
added a rock to the cairn and cried out, “So so s0!” a
Tibetan saying requesting the gods to bless our journey

and that of the pilgrims who would come after us.

Having summited the pass, I thought the way down

would be easy. Another illusion waiting to be skewered!

Going down the trail from the top of Nara La to the
border turned out to be one of the most difficult and :
terrifying episodes of my life. After the pass, we skidded
down a steep slope for about an hour and then traversed
the side of an immense canyon. The slope below us °
angled down sharply several thousand feet to the bot-
tom. Some sections of the trail were no more than five
inches wide, and those inches were not solid ground but
rather loose rock and scree. While the sherpas virtually :
danced across these sections, we inched our way along
and prayed we wouldn’t slip. Meanwhile, Joan, on :

over the Tibetan high plateau, a harsh country resem-
bling a moonscape, to Lake Manosarovar. Surely one of
the most beautiful places on earth, the lake stretches
across the vast, empty desert plain as far as the eye can
see. We spent five days on the north shore in solitude
and silence, preparing ourselves for the kora that lay
ahead of us. Most mornings, the water was absolutely
calm and still, like the surface of a mirror. By the after-
noon, the wind began to rise and waves rolled onto the
shore. This land was elemental: extreme sun, unrelent-
ing wind, no trees for shade, and the earth littered with
the bones of sheep and yak who had expired here. From
a hillside high above the lake, I looked out and marveled
at the gradations of color that changed with the water’s
depth—turquoise to light green to dark emerald to deep
lapis blue—and considered the unknowable depths and
mysteries of our own souls.

We finally reached Darchen, the beginning point of
our kora, on May 29. The next day, Sagadawa (when
Tibetan Buddhists celebrate Buddha’s birth, enlighten-
ment, and parinirvana), we emerged from our tents into
several inches of fresh snow. From that point on, snow
fell on each of the five days we took to circle the 32-mile
perimeter of Kailash. By the time we reached the north
side of the mountain, the nighttime temperature
dropped to about 20 degrees below zero. The daytime
temperature was warmer, but still well below freezing—
our water bottles froze as we walked. I turned to my
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Mount Kailash

tentmate and good friend Andrea and wondered aloud

whether we would ever be warm again.

We didn’t sit in zazen very much on the trip; the walk
and the trail itself became our meditation. The Kan Ro
Mon, a Soto Zen service adapted by Tetsugen Glassman

to include Tibetan and Jewish elements, was the key-

stone of our journey. In the ceremony, we chant, “By
this practice I sincerely wish to extend all my love to my
own being, friends, enemies, family, and community
and to all creation, for so much done on my
behalf...May those suffering on the three paths come to

atonement and be
cleansed of all their ills.
May they be liberated
from samsara and arrive
in the Pure Land
together.” We are asked
to put our whole bodies
on the line to feed the
hungry ghosts, to heal
suffering in ourselves
and in the world.

We performed the
service twice—once in
Nepal at the conver-
gence of two powerful
rivers, and then at a sky-
burial ground at the foot
of Mt. Kailash, amidst butcher knives, pools of blood, and
fragments of bone and flesh. For Tibetans, a sky burial is
a very honored ritual. The body is dismembered and then
left for vultures and the elements to consume.

As we circled the mountain, Joan taught us about the
mandala of Mount Kailash. Each direction of the moun-
tain, including the center, is home to one of the Five
Buddha Families. Perhaps most importantly, we were
reminded that Zen is about bringing every element into
the mandala of our practice, excluding nothing.
Walking around the mountain, we entered this living
mandala and reflected on parts of ourselves and the
world around us that we had rejected.

On the third day of the kora, we ascended through a
snowstorm to the Dolma La pass, the highest point of the
route at 18,600 feet. Several hundred feet before the top
of the pass, we stopped at another burial ground. Along
with other pilgrims, we lay down and visualized our own
deaths, meditating on the truth of impermanence.

The symbolic meaning of the kora is that we die to
our old way of being, and as we cross over the Dolma
La, we are reborn. When we reached the top of the pass,
faint from altitude, we helped each other to climb up on
the Tara rock to leave prayer flags and wishes for peace
in a world torn apart by war. Joan had brought the ashes
of her father who had died the year before, and Pam,
another pilgrim, brought her brother’s ashes. As the
snow and wind pelted us, we chanted to Kanzeon and

Pilgrims climbing to Dolma La pass, Mount Kailash

conducted a ceremony for Werner, one of our group
who was entering the Zen Peacemaker Order. Tears of
gratitude and exhaustion washed over me. We tumbled
down the trail to our next campsite on the east side of
Kailash, weary but renewed.

After the kora was finished, we slowly made our way
back towards Kathmandu, retracing our steps back to
the Tibetan border, over the dreaded Nara La, and
through the mountainous Humla area. Strangely, Nara
La no longer seemed so treacherous. I marveled at my
lack of fear and my ability to walk the trail with strength
and confidence.

A few days before the
end of our trek, the
monsoons set in and rain
fell day and night. The
last day’s walk was very
easy, no more than two
hours, descending
through  lush  pine
forests, rhododendron
groves, and jasmine.
Although I had been
longing for a hot bath
and a dry place to sleep,
the sudden realization
that I was about to leave
the realm of mountains,
rivers, trees, and clouds saddened me greatly. I was leav-

ing a world where time is measured by how long it takes
¢ for the burning sensation of stinging nettles to fade away

and how many days it takes to walk from one village to

- another. I wanted to carry some sense of that wildness
: with me—the raw beauty of the mountain that mirrors
¢ our unadorned selves, the fearlessness and complete trust

that permeates nature.
When we finally returned to Kathmandu, I noticed
that I did not turn away from the eyes of a hungry child,

or avoid breathing the polluted air, as I had done

before. Aversion had been replaced by openness and

5 curiosity, by a much greater receptivity to the full spec-

trum of suffering and joy present in life. And with this
openness came a yearning to alleviate the sufferings and
celebrate the joys. What a great gift Kailash had
bestowed upon me!

I am sure that His Holiness is right when he says that
people can practice their religion effectively by staying

home. But for me, the Dharma came vividly alive

through this journey to a sacred mountain, and through

- immersion in another culture that forced me to let go of
- all T knew. The words of Milarepa, the great Tibetan
- yogi and poet, echoed through my mind: “Just to leave
- home is half the dharma.”

Marija Duerr is a cultural anthroplogist, and a member of the
Order of Interbeing and the Zen Peacemaker Order. She is the
new Assistant Editor for Turning Wheel.

TURNING WHEEL © FALL 1999 17




The Middle Passage

In May, 1998, a group of pilgrims began a year-long jour-
ney that vetraced the steps of slavery from Massachusetts,
through the South, and across the ocean to South Afvica.
These five writers parvticipated in the pilgrimage, which was
organized in part by the Nipponzan Myohoji Buddhist Order.

Walking through the South this past summer with the
Interfaith Pilgrimage of the Middle Passage, many of us
thought of Martin Luther King, Jr., at the Lincoln
Memorial 35 years ago. “I have a dream that one day on
the red hills of Georgia the sons of former slaves and the
sons of former slave-owners will be able to sit down
together at the table of brotherhood.” This part of the
dream always brings tears to my eyes, in part because I am
a daughter of slave-owners, but more because there is
some deep universal appeal about unity after difference.

Although it was not one of our explicit goals, the idea
of walking together touched many of the pilgrims I got
to know during my two and a half months on the jour-
ney. Yet the harmony of Dr. King’s vision eluded us as
we struggled—young and old, black and white, male
and female—with the divisions set in place by our com-
mon history and all too alive in our own community.
White pilgrims often seemed locked into feeling that
there should be unity, whether or not we were doing
our homework on our own racism. Our privilege as
white Americans and our difficulty in seeing and
acknowledging this privilege were central obstacles to
unity on the pilgrimage. Some pilgrims of African
descent, quite understandably, did not feel safe journey-
ing into so painful a history with white people who
seemed unaware of their own racism. As James Baldwin
once said, from the other side of the color line, “We
cannot be free until they are free.”

The day we were to walk into Dr. King’s home city,
we made a predawn ascent of a holy mountain. Stone
Mountain, a huge, anomalous dome of pinkish granite
rising out of the Georgia pine forest twenty miles north-
east of Atlanta, was once a sacred site for indigenous
Cherokee, Chickasaw, and other peoples. But the
mountain was desecrated, as European settlers claimed
it and Southern whites carved giant, Rushmoresque
images of Confederate generals in the steepest of its
rock faces (which we could not see from the top). Most
shameful of all, the town at the base of the mountain
became the center of Klan revival in the early twentieth
century. The awesome granite-slab summit became the

i% e
site of torture and death in that era of the lynch mob.
But a cleansing has begun: the town of Stone Mountain
now has an activist black mayor who invited us to the
top for prayer at sunrise.

In this most holy place, many pilgrims seemed to
receive messages from the felt histories we sought to
heal. Yet I think none of us felt like sons and daughters
at the “table of brotherhood.” In but a few minutes, the
prayer circle we usually formed at sites of suffering
began to dissolve into small clusters; individuals scat-
tered here and there on the vast summit or wandered
toward or away from each other, whipped by wind and
veiled in surreal mists. An African American lay prone
on the rock, her white robes fluttering in the wind,
while another stood in a yoga pose some distance away;
a local Baptist minister preached into the wind; two
indigenous pilgrims found a small grassy spot for prayer;
seven Buddhist monks chanted above the site of the
Confederate carving and white photographers roamed
from place to place looking for shots. Many, including
myself, felt power in these experiences, but many others
felt daunted, discouraged, that in more than three
months of walking together we had not grown more
united and powerful as a community. (Excerpted from
Peacework, Dec. 98 /Jan. 99, page 18.)

~ Louise Dunlap

December, 1998

(One month after my return from the American por-
tion of the pilgrimage.)

Returning to the so-called “real world” after partici-
pating for six months with The Interfaith Pilgrimage of
the Middle Passage, I realize that I am still on a pilgrim-
age. After walking and drumming across America, retrac-
ing slavery and engaging in a deep process of reflection
on the conditions of African people, I am not sure quite
how to re-integrate into society’s normality. I met the
spirits of Africans at particular sites of suffering, and there
is no doubt that I have carried more than one of these
spirits back with me to New England from the South.
Looking at the world around me through the eyes of
another spirit, situations appear more pronounced—par-
ticularly my encounters with racism in Boston. The pil-
grimage gave me the inner strength and clarity to con-
front the legacy of slavery up close—a legacy that has
been a taboo topic of discussion in this society.
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Kathleen Anaerson

The Middle Passage

My inner rage as an African-American female in
America is intricately related to the cellular memory of
the enslavement of my ancestors. Slavery: how can
something which was so central to the creation of
American society be so blatantly dismissed from educa-
tional curricula, social discourse and understanding?
Revisiting these numerous sites, hearing the stories, tak-
ing part in serious discourse on race matters with people
of all nationalities (particularly with those of European
descent), all necessitated a willingness to engage with
the past—despite the reluctance by some participants to
do so. To look at each other in the present, to question
our history, to grieve, to remember the enslaved and the
enslavers is an integral part of this retracing of slavery.
Not a day goes by when I do not reflect on the pilgrim-
age experience and what it did for me. My Ashiko drum
“Shango” sits in my room now as a reminder of my link-
age with the Ancestors.

This drum took on a life of its own, sometimes beat-
ing its own rhythm, speaking and talking, crying and
screaming through my hands. Drumming in the heat
across America was a healing, spiritual force for me. On
this pilgrimage, I have garnered the energies of the past
and present through the spirit of the drum. In decaying
inner city neighborhoods, rural communities, upper-
middle class suburbs, and bustling metropolitan areas,
Shango spoke in tongues, carrying a message of hope
and a healing of the wounds of the past. The message is
now deeply ingrained in my being.

July 12, 1999

James Farmer, one of the founding fathers of the
Civil Rights Movement, passed away last Friday from
heart failure. I had the honor of meeting Mr. Farmer in
his home last July with the Interfaith Pilgrimage. We lis-
tened as he told us about his own pilgrimage during the
Civil Rights Movement and his recollections of the ear-
lier years of American apartheid. He was completely
blind and unable to walk because both of his legs had
been amputated (as a result of diabetes). But he had that
same deep, rich voice filled with strength and convic-
tion. Mr. Farmer recalled his years with the Congress of
Racial Equality, the organization that he founded in
1942 when he was 22 years old. He shared stories of the
Freedom Rides that he was instrumental in orchestrat-
ing throughout the South. He told us how he was
almost lynched by an angry KKK mob in Plaquemine,
Louisiana. Mr. Farmer retraced his history for us, care-
ful not to skip over important details, as if he was reliv-
ing it in his mind’s eye. He paused occasionally as we
gave him water to sip through a straw.

This man was truly a grioz, exercising his gift in the
oral tradition of storytelling. He asked us about our pil-
grimage and wanted each of us to introduce ourselves to
him as he repeated our names, listening to our voices to
determine the face of our souls. I asked Mr. Farmer if he
had any advice for us as we prepared to journey deeper
South. He told us that we would find that the South had
not changed in many ways over the years, even though

“Family photo” taken in the Slave House on Gorée Isiand
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there had been much progress on the surface. Many ele-
ments of the past were still entrenched in the present
day. He told us to work together, to stay together, and

he admired our courage in undertaking the task of

addressing the legacy of slavery and racism in America.
Mr. Farmer was intrigued by the Buddhist sojourners
and was curious about their drum. The monks and nuns
played for him and then let Mr. Farmer play the drum.
At the end of our time together, we sang to him:
“Thank you for your love, brother, thank you for your
love. Your healing, your
healing, your healing love!”
and then took turns hug-
ging him, kissing him on his
cheek, shaking his hands
while he lay there in his
bed, with tears streaming
down his face.

James Farmer was a pil-
grim in the truest sense—
risking his life organizing
bus rides to the deep South
in the face of racial hatred
and bigotry. He confronted
the ugly face of injustice and
racism in American society
during a volatile period. We
are the pilgrims of the twen-
ty-first century—retracing
the journey of slavery and its
legacy. Now, we must carry
on this work of addressing
social injustice and healing
the wounds of our collective
past and present. We must
hold fast in our struggle to
construct a more humane
and just future in the next
century. ~ Teresn Willinms

* % *

Middle Passage.

I joined the pilgrimage in South Carolina and ended

in New Orleans. In the Deep South, in the heat of early

September, we were educated by the gentle people we

met as we walked. In many places, the local people would
take us to a plot of ground or a tree, some unmarked :
space, and tell us what happened there: a lynching, a |

small rebellion. In some places there were plaques to
commemorate killings from slave times to the present.
We met brave people who helped to launch the Civil

Rights Movement. We talked to elders whose parents or

grandparents were slaves or who themselves worked on
plantations in the early part of this century. With the yel-
low-robed Buddhist monks and nuns, we drummed and
chanted down the streets bordered by handsome old
buildings where slave brokers once practiced.

i give thanks

This prayer was written as a reminder to myself, upon
my return, as to how | could continue walking my prayer
and the truth I gleaned on the Interfaith Pilgrimage of the

My dearest Ancestors, i thank you for the great
sacrifice you've made to the continuation of life—
especially mine...i acknowledge you for your
endurance of the unimaginable and unfathomable
cruelties of slavery...i acknowledge you for your
unfaltering commitment to survival and life—even
when death was imminent...i thank you for the
thousands upon thousands of gifts you brought to
humanity through your suffering...i desire to
always be conscious of your truths thus: in my life,
to demonstrate your profound courage and deter-
mination for freedom and the equality of all
life...recognizing at times you have been both vic-
tim and perpetrator of the most heinous acts, i
dedicate my life to stand for the healing, Divine
justice, peace and balance needed to transform
and transmute the energies that created your
oppression and mine.

Aho Mitakuye Oyasin Aché

During the days that we walked (an average of 15 to
20 miles a day), it was hard on everyone because of the
extreme heat. We slept on gym floors or most often in
the small African American churches which welcomed
us with love and generosity. We spread out our mats on
the pews or in the aisles. Our water use was limited due
to a paucity of bathroom and shower facilities for the 60
or more of us who would descend upon these small
communities of faith. But we kept in good health
because of the generous meals we were fed, and also
because of the presence of
the Nipponzan Myohoji
Buddhist monks and nuns.
Their commitment to the
work of peace and reconcil-
iation was profound. They
doctored our blisters, cuts,
and bruises; they gave us
massages when our bodies
ached; they expressed a
respect, kindness, and
humor that was universal in
its inclusion; they walked far
and worked hard; and they
prayed all along the way.

There was a further
reason that our spirits were
kept up. We weary, smelly
pilgrims had never been so
hugged and kissed as we
were by the members of
these churches. Many of
these communities of faith
have suffered consistently
since the days of slavery,
through segregation and
into the present time with
racism. They have not only
maintained themselves but
have deepened through their prayer and faithfulness.
Because they have lost so much over the generations,
they have lost also the filters and buffers between them-
selves and their God. They know that the only impor-
tant thing is relationship. Having experienced this, their
love goes out to everyone—all the time.

In the spirit of the Buddha, whose monks and nuns
were an inspiration throughout the journey, we sought
to alleviate, in some way, a history of suffering by walk-
ing, praying, and chanting, and by remembering who
suffered and why. We became more aware that the ances-
tors hovered over us: the Euro-Americans secking for-
giveness; the Afro-Americans seeking honor; and both
urging peace and reconciliation for us, their children.

~ Dan Turner

by Akiba Onada-Sikwoia
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November 29, 1998: Havana, Cuba

This pilgrimage was a moving miracle. Many times a
person came to the walk at just the time we needed
them most. Early in the morning, pilgrims piled into an
old school bus donated by my home state, Minnesota.
Our destination, La Cueva Del Agua—the water caves.
Here, escaped enslaved African people hid for 50 years.
Drawings decorated on the ceiling above sleeping places
remain as records of a people focused on freedom.

Driven by a volunteer from the Martin Luther King,
Jr. Center in Havana, our bus chugged and choked its
way across deserted highways toward our destination
several hours away. Motor traffic was eerily lacking.
Pedestrians, bicycles, and wagons driven by horses trav-
el these roadways. With the caves still six miles away, our
bus came to a stop. Efforts at revival failed. We could
wait or walk. The decision to walk came swiftly to some.
Government officials had forbade our walking, fearful
that our procession would seem like a rebellion. Now,
our broken bus in the middle of the countryside seemed
the only chance to “walk our talk.”

“But waiting may be what the ancestors have in mind,”
I said, as pilgrims took to the road. After a few minutes
rest, our bus driver got the bus moving forward. Excited
cheers turned into exasperated sighs when we stopped
again, this time in front of a house in a tiny village.

An elderly man came toward us. Through our inter-
preter, this man told us of his morning prayer. In his quiet
time with God, just moments before our arrival, he’d
asked for a sign that would give him hope for divine peace
and divine justice. And there we were, The Interfaith
Pilgrimage of the Middle Passage. We visited long
enough for him to present us with two ceramic birds that
he called “Divine Peace and Divine Justice” and to eat
our lunch. We continued on to the caves, and had no
other troubles with our bus.

Every time I think of this day, I recognize that a mir-
acle happened! Had our bus not stopped, we would have
rolled on past the village and never met this man, who
refused to offer his name, saying, “I’m just a humble
man. ’'m not meant to be big like the trees.”

February 22, 1999: Gorée Island, Senegal

On Friday, we held a ceremony on Gorée Island,
Senegal with many people of this island community. The
prison here had been the final departure point for thou-
sands of slaves. Several traditional drummers led our pro-
cession around the small island, culminating at the seaside
in front of the so-called “Door of No Return.” Walking
back with us through the slave house were the thousands
of ancestral spirits we had collected as we came through
the U.S. and the Caribbean, as well as those raised up as
we drummed our way around the island. Reversing the
exit of our ancestors and coming back through the Door
of No Return had a deep impact on the African-Americans
and the Africans in our entourage. As one young man

remarked, “Never has anyone come back through that
door. Thank you, this should become an annual event.”

Imagine Africans from the Diaspora and Africans
from the motherland reentering the door that so many
thousands of our ancestors departed from, expecting
never to return again. Imagine the tears which flowed
from our eyes, the rejoicing which ensued, the whoops
and shouts, the rhythmic beat of the drums celebrating
our return home. In the vestibule of the house of slaves
pilgrims and community members danced and
rejoiced—smiling, laughing, crying all mixed up togeth-
er. Then we took a “family photo.”

There is so much work to be done to undo the legacy
of slavery, so much to bring the world together in unity.
If only this walk, reversing the slave trade journey, will but
begin the process of reversing the tide, then our work will
be accomplished. Our prayer is that this will be so.

~ Kathleen Anderson

Louise Dunlap teaches yoga and writing for social change. She is a
member of the Old Path Sangha of the Community of Interbeing
in Boston. Dan Turner is a writer and social justice activist who
lives with his wife, Elizabeth, in Oakland, California. Teresa
Williams is a peace educator and a graduate student in the field
of human services living in Cambridge, Massachussetts. Kathleen
Anderson, a single mother of two who works as an instructional
Lbravian, lives in Amberst, Massachussetts. Akibn Onada-
Sikwoin, a Two-Spivited womon of African, Native American,
and Irish ancestry, vesides in Durbam, North Carolina, living life
as a bealer, writer, and artist. <
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New York Prisons

by Louise Dunlap

In early April, I joined the Prison Reform Walk orga-
nized by Jun-san Yasuda, a Buddhist nun, known affec-
tionately by the Japanese honorific Jun-san. For a
month, the walk had been making its way through
upstate New York. Now it was heading down the east
side of the Hudson River. I was to join the ten walkers
for three days, as we went past Sing Sing Prison and into
the white suburbs of Westchester County.

I longed for Tizita and Teresa, two African American
women from the Pilgrimage of the Middle Passage, who
had wanted to come with me today. I longed, especial-
ly, for Teresa’s savvy.
She is studying the
“prison industrial sys-
tem” in a master’s pro-
gram, and she knows
the same shocking and
painful facts that I do:
one out of three
African American
males will go to prison
in his lifetime, and 70
percent of our prison
population consists of
people of color, with
nearly half of them
African American.
Teresa also under-
stands the deeper story. Her writings have helped me see
the alarming racism of the system. “Prisons are the new
slavery,” she tells me, “and also the place for a new flow-
ering of the civil rights movement. We need to ally all
the other movements under this struggle for justice.”
But serious issues of economic survival had come up for
both Teresa and Tizita. At the last moment, it was only
I—the white, middle-class woman—who was free to go.

As I near the Hudson River on Interstate 84, a sign
says “New York Correctional Facility.” Squat new
cement buildings glow oddly in the bright spring sun.
On the right is another, older prison coiled in barbed
wire. These are the warchouses for people the Empire
State doesn’t want. If Teresa’s research is correct, about
three quarters of them are African American and Latino.
None are receiving rehabilitative care.

That morning, I had left home distressed by the news
of our country’s efforts to resolve what we call “ethnic
cleansing” in Kosovo by bombing. I now see more
clearly what we do not learn in school—that our own

country was founded and continues to thrive on ethnic
cleansing. Until we recognize and grieve our own histo-
ry, we will continue to make problems worse with “solu-
tions” such as bombing and violent prison systems.

I feel my breath growing shallow at the brutality of the
place. I recognize these feelings as a call, an opening of the
heart. At last I am out of my head and into the present
moment, ready to walk and chant for the next three days.

You don’t need facts or analysis when you walk; you
just need to be present to the experience in all its dimen-
sions. For me, the chanting and drumming help with
that. The chant is antiphonal, like the call and response
of African music. Small hand-drums reinforce our voices.
The rhythm of walking
also helps the mind stay
open. Mostly, we don’t
converse as we walk.
This way, we can take
in everything: the pris-
ons, the people and
their stories, new leaves
on the trees, daffodils,
torsythia, weeds grow-
ing in the toxic places
around abandoned fac-
tories, and Victorian
mansions along the
Hudson that once
belonged to the rich.
People in passing vehi-
cles give us the thumbs-up surprisingly often, along with
an occasional third finger or angry swerve.

Everything carries the potential for both obstacle and
change. A group of mostly white high-school kids rushes
out at lunchtime in their platform shoes to snap a picture
of our tall purple banner and our simple sign, “Prison
Reform Walk: Abolish the Death Penalty.” Do these kids
know that the prison down the road touches them too?
All of this is what Thich Nhat Hanh would call the “inter-
being” of prisons, and of racism itself. All of it becomes
the subject of our walking meditation and prayer.

We usually don’t try to translate or explain our chant:
Nawmu Myoho Renge Kyo, which literally means,
“Homage to the law of the great Lotus Sutra.” This is
the central prayer of Jun-san’s order, Nipponzan
Myohoji, a small activist order begun by a follower of
Nichiren, a Japanese Buddhist reformer of the thir-
teenth century. Nichiren embraced the Lotus Sutra and
the Buddha’s promise that all people could find peace in
themselves and in their society, not just in a distant par-
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adise. When I have to explain, I say we are chanting for
“respect for all beings.”

Jun-san’s teacher, Reverend Nichidatsu Fujii (1884-
1984), known affectionately as Gurujii, began drum-

ming and chanting to bring this teaching to people of

the twentieth century. Walking, especially in areas beset
by violence, became part of his practice after Gurujii’s
exchange with Mahatma Gandhi in 1933. It is said that
Gurujii walked for India’s independence and the
Mahatma beat Gurujii’s drum. The World War 11 devas-
tation of Hiroshima, Gurujii’s birthplace, deepened his
practice, enlarged his following, and launched the build-
ing of stupas or peace pagodas with volunteer labor.
Today, the order consists of some 150 monks and nuns
in small centers in troubled parts of the earth.

The 10 of us on the prison walk are either white or
Japanese. Greg, a young man younger than 20, tells me
that he started out believing it was mostly “your own
fault” if you got into trouble with the law. After a visit
with a 24-year-old prisoner who had never had a visitor,
Greg came to see that “the breaks don’t break evenly for
everyone.” An older walker, Toby, tells a story about the
time Jun-san bowed to a hostile guard at Coxackie
Maximum Security Prison, and the man paused to
reflect, then bowed back. The guards don’t usually
understand that our action is not a demonstration
against them, but rather a prayer.

The next day, we hold a vigil at Sing Sing, the prison
so deeply associated with the electric chair. It has been
raining all afternoon and most of us are soaked to the
skin as we approach this grim fortress on the Hudson.
The place was once a marble quarry where prisoners
labored (its name means “stone upon stone”). A
Franciscan sister, who is chaplain at Attica prison, offers
a prayer and notes the songs of birds even at this place
of pain. Here, the guards observe us from distant tow-
ers, this time without bowing.

I am 60 and getting ready for the twenty-first centu-
ry. As a political activist for many years, it’s no longer ical
discipline of walking, the practice of chanting with the
drum, the melting together of social justice with the
weather and the land forms, the deeper awareness of feel-
ings, Jun-san’s exemplary bodhicitta, the stories of peo-
ple we meet—all these become my “cushion,” the
grounding from which I draw new energy and insight.
The demons are ever-present. It’s not always easy to get

along with other walkers, to deal with blisters, changes of

plan, wet weather, or thirst. But there is also learning and
transformation—perhaps of the guards in their towers,
but more crucially of what is within ourselves.

* k %

Six weeks later, I am nearly blinded by glare at anoth-
er prison quarry. Walls of limestone on South Africa’s
once-infamous Robben Island reflect the sun so harshly
that many of the world’s most revered political prison-
ers damaged their eyes, laboring here year after year. I

have come to this island for three days of reflection with
the Pilgrimage of the Middle Passage, now ending its
year-long walk. Here the towers no longer hold guards.
The island where Nelson Mandela and other freedom
fighters served sentences has become a museum and cul-
tural center where artists create healing works of
remembrance, and former inmates serve as guides and
interpreters of a history the new South Africa wants
never to repeat. Ferry loads of travelers come daily to
hear the stories of political prisoners who faced the
apparently unchangeable and found ways to change it.
One former inmate, artist Lionel Davis, tells of cellblock
alliances between generations of radicals—black and
white, political prisoner and “criminal.” He tells of the
“university” that evolved here, of hunger strikes that led
to change in repressive prison practices and eventually in
the world outside. Another former political prisoner,
Vnsumzi, glows with love as he tells of embracing his
white warder—who now helps to interpret the painful
story of apartheid for visitors to the island.

In the early 1980s, some of us began wearing a black
ribbon that said “Free Mandela and all political prison-
ers.” Now we are talking with some of these same pris-
oners and sharing ideas about transformation. If such
change is possible, what is not?

Please see page 21 for Louise Dunlap’s biographical statement.
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LaBrea Boulevard

PILGRI

by Sarah Forth

When Los Angeles police shot a homeless, African
American woman this spring during a confrontation
over a shopping cart, I felt angry, helpless, confused. For
days, I nursed a stunned grief at the tragedy: the need-
less death, the bereavement of family members, the
career of a young police officer jeopardized, and, in the
threadbare quilt of trust between the African American
community and police, another tear.

A week after the shooting, not knowing what else to
do, my partner Joe Maizlish and I made a pilgrimage half-
way across Los Angeles to the site of the shooting, to do
an hour of walking meditation. I hoped it would bring
comfort and clarity: comfort to me and perhaps to others
on the street, and clarity to help
me understand how best to
respond to the vast needs of
L.A’s homeless people. I e-
mailed our intentions to other
BPF members and every dharma
center in L.A. for which I had an
address.

The site of the shooting,
Hancock Park, is one of L.A.’s
prouder neighborhoods. Shade
trees line streets of large frame or
stucco houses with manicured
green lawns. Bisecting the neigh-
borhood is La Brea Boulevard, a
major  north-south  artery.
Upscale boutiques, restaurants
and automobile showrooms fill its
commercial district. We assemble
in front of one of these show-
rooms, on the southwest corner

An empty shopping cart marks the site of the shoot-
ing. Surrounding it are pots of yellow and white
chrysanthemums, teddy bears, and other stuffed ani-
mals, a painting dedicated to “Mary,” a hand-lettered
sign of lament, and many, many votive candles in tall,
narrow glass containers, some still flickering in the stiff
breeze. It is a remarkable outpouring, considering it
honors a woman who, although she lived publicly, was
known to only a few until she died.

* ¥ %

The dead woman was Margaret Laverne Mitchell, 54,
a college-educated former bank employee who single-
handedly raised her son, Richard, after her husband died.
Richard, now 35, remembers that his mother enjoyed
golf and Sunday Mass, and saw that he got to his little

“Crushed can scan #3” by Lawrence Watson

of Fourth and La Brea, where a makeshift memorial dom-
inates the broad sidewalk.

league games and Big Brother events on the weekends.

According to Richard, about five years ago his moth-
er began to exhibit signs of mental illness, most likely
paranoid schizophrenia. Not believing she was ill, Mrs.
Mitchell would not see a doctor. She lost her housing
and began to live on the streets, intermittently staying at
church shelters and with her son. During the past two
years, she became a familiar figure to the merchants on
La Brea, who reported that she did not panhandle or
bother their customers. She slept on the bench of a bus
kiosk. According to The L.A. Weekly, one shop clerk
remembered her as “a little kooky”—she sometimes
waved her arms and shouted—*“but harmless.” Another
merchant said Mrs. Mitchell regularly came by her
women’s clothing store to assess her window display.
“She would do thumbs up or
thumbs down, to let us know
what she thought.”

Richard Mitchell attempted to
get care for his mother but was
told she had to become “a threat
to herself or others” before she
could be involuntarily commit-
ted for psychiatric observation.
On Friday, May 21, 1999, she
became that threat. About 4 pM,
two LAPD bicycle patrol offi-
cers, Edward Larrigan, 27, and
Kathy Clark, 29, stopped Mrs.
Mitchell, wanting to know if the
shopping cart she pushed was
stolen. Mrs. Mitchell became
agitated. There was shouting—
by all parties—and Mrs. Mitchell
brandished a screwdriver. The
officers drew their guns.
According to Larrigan, when Mrs. Mitchell lunged at
him, he stumbled as he attempted to get out of her way,
and fired once, striking Mrs. Mitchell in the chest. She
was five feet, one inch tall and weighed 102 pounds.

* % *

Sunlight glints off chrome and asphalt. Buses whoosh
by. A bright red sports car, top down, speeds away from
the light, its driver honking her support for the two men
standing on the corner with hand-written signs calling
for an end to police brutality. As we wait to begin our
walk, Joe and I chat with protesters who have set up an
organizing table next to the memorial. Suddenly, a line
of men troops out the front door of the car dealer’s
showroom. Some wear suits, others polo shirts embroi-
dered with the dealership name. We pause. The men
approach the table—and ask to sign the petition for bet-
ter oversight of police misconduct.
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When the hour to begin arrives, Joe and I constitute
the entire parade. My stomach is heavy with dread. To
tell the truth, I’ve done all of ten minutes of walking
meditation before today. Plus, Joe is midway through a
bad head cold and I’m just starting one. But we’ve told
half the city we’re doing this, so we can’t back out.

A homeless man named Shawn
commands our attention:
“People come and they’re angry, but
they’re not really intevested in us.”

The route for the walking part of our pilgrimage is
very short: from the corner south to the dealer’s drive-
way, and back again, maybe 30 yards. Back and forth,
back and forth. I lead, moving very, very slowly, as much
from head-cold haze as from principled concentration.
Half-step, half-step, half-step, my hands held lightly
together at my waist. I focus on everything and nothing.
I try to be aware of my feet as they move across the
pavement, but I’m wearing sneakers and they feel large
and clumsy, like clown shoes.

Nowhere else to be, nothing to think, everything to
behold. I relax into the slow, steady movement. A few
feet from my elbow, expensive cars and SUVs gleam qui-
etly in the protection of the showroom portico. I feel
open to the street like Mrs. Mitchell was for so many
years: open to the noise, the glare, the constant move-
ment, and the smell of exhaust.

At our third turn, I realize there’s another body in
line with us. I feel a leap of joy but keep walking. At last,
Joe, our appointed timekeeper, whispers the hour.
Returning to our beginning point, I come to a halt, but
too abruptly and we bang into one another.

I talk with our lone compatriot. She received a for-
warded e-mail and drove some miles to be here. “I guess
I came because my own mother is paranoid schizo-
phrenic,” she tells me. We talk about how it was to grow
up with a mother who was present but absent. Finally I
ask, “Is she okay? Is she getting treatment?”

Hesitation. “Well, it’s kind of complicated,” she says.
“She’s in prison.”

Two members of BPF who were detained by other
business join us on the corner. We talk quietly, looking
over the makeshift memorial. “Thank you for bringing
us here,” one says.

A homeless man named Shawn, bronzed by the sun,
commands our attention. “I knew her to see her but she
didn’t say much,” he says of Mrs. Mitchell. “You try to
look out for the ladies on the street.” He has a lot to say
about the shooting and subsequent events. He’s not
happy about the demonstrations and press conferences
held on the site since her death. “People come and
they’re angry, but they’re just coming to espouse their

own causes. They’re not really interested in us.”

They’ve not veally intevested in us. His words stay with
me after we leave. Like many other people of good will
and enough to eat, I’ve often felt helpless about the
many begging, homeless people I see on L.A.’s streets.
I smile, I say hello, sometimes give money or food. But
what else can I do?

I make a point to attend the next meeting of the city-
wide coalition of service providers and advocates for
homeless people. The room is packed, and a nervous
tension buzzes in the air as activists and representatives
of elected officials, service providers and street people
wrestle with Mrs. Mitchell’s death. The delegate from
the LAPD comes in for some sharp questioning, and the
group drafts demands for better police training.

At the next BPF chapter meeting, I suggest that we
speak with some service providers to the homeless com-
munity and formulate ways in which we can be allies,
through service or advocacy projects. Other members,
equally passionate, want to focus on other social con-
cerns, but one or two people express interest in joining
me. A member who works for a funding agency ofters to
help put us in touch with the right people.

This feels good: a direction, some companions, and
some assistance. My pilgrimage did not end on La Brea.
It’s still a steady half-step, half-step, half-step. <

Sarah Forth teaches and writes about women’s studies, ethics,
and veligion. She practices with the Zen Center of Los Angeles.
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Bodh Gaya

by Joanna Macy

Soon after sunrise, the marble is already warm under
our bare feet. It’s freshly washed and wet when we enter
through the eastern gate. Below us is a many-acred
mandala of shrines and memorials, trees and flowering
shrubs, with the towering temple in its center, yellow in
the early sun. But we don’t pause for long;; like the other
pilgrims, we have our circumambulations to make, and
in another two hours the walkways not in shadow will
be hot as griddles. We don’t descend the stairways yet to
walk the lower paths; we like to start out on the highest
level. Opening our striped umbrella, whose shade can
cover us both, we smile to each other and begin.

I have been to Bodh Gaya before, and treasure each
visit to this spot of Gautama’s enlightenment. But I

vipassana retreat, I dedicated each day to a being who
mattered to me. When the long hours on the meditation
cushion became scary, I discovered that the one to

whose benefit I had offered the day buoyed me up. Or

at least my love for them did.

Fran likes the idea; it gives added purpose to our
earnest pleasures. So here in Bodh Gaya we dedicate
each day to someone we hold in our hearts: friends with
a teenage child in trouble, a couple struggling with their
marriage, a neighbor in surgery, colleagues in Moscow
caught in the collapse of the Russian economy. As we
start out, clockwise from the eastern gate, we decide
who it will be this day, then settle into the silence of
mindful walking. It is such a luxury to be able to reflect
at length on those who have graced our lives. Soon our
concerns and intentions for them give way to thanksgiv-

never came with Fran. I
never thought he wanted to
come. Now here we are, in
the fifth decade of our mar-
riage, on either side of 70,
giving 10 whole days to the
enjoyment of this place.

At the tail end of the mon-
soon season, it is swelter-
ing—off-season for tourists.

We dedicate a day to each of our
childrven... And soon they seem to be
walking beside us in the bright, green
morning. 1 pretend they can see through
my eyes the emerald parakeets swooping
by the red bibiscus blossoms.

ing for their existence.

We give a day, of course,
to each of our children—
Peggy, Jack, Chris. And the
same magic happens. We
start out picturing their lives
back in Berkeley, focusing
on the particular challenges
they face. Soon they seem to
be walking beside us in the

Our fellow pilgrims are so
few, their faces grow distinct and familiar. With a smile
and a bow, we greet the regulars—the slender, bespecta-
cled Japanese girl; the orange-robed Sinhalese bhikku, so
sternly concentrated on his solo chanting; the radiant,
round-faced Burmese woman; the tall, fast-walking
Tibetan monk, easily as old as we are. Like them, we
come mostly in the mornings and again after sunset, to sit
in our favorite contemplative spots and walk round and
round the encircling pathways.

It is the bodhi tree, not the grand, nine-story temple
above it, that holds the center. In the course of the
morning, Fran and I move ever closer to it, until its
rustling, heart-shaped leaves are overhead and we can
touch the mammoth, gold-flecked trunk. Here, two and
a half millennia ago, under an ancestor tree to this one,
Siddhartha Gautama sat in vigil, became the Buddha.
Here the pilgrims cluster, as they have through the ages,
offering flowers, intoning prayers, sitting in silence.

Fran moves off to sit on the petal-strewn pavement,
knee to knee with a family of Thais, and closes his eyes.
Leaning back against the stone railing, I stare up into
the thick green canopy.

On our first morning, I tell Fran about the Buddhist
practice of “transferring the merit.” On a three-month

bright, green morning. I
pretend they can see through my eyes the emerald para-

- keets swooping by the red hibiscus blossoms, and feel
- through my soles how the marble cools in the shade.

The innermost walkway around the bodhi tree is

- enclosed by a stone rail fence. It was built, they say, by
- King Ashoka, 2,200 years ago. Each pillar is carved with
- medallions, and on this day dedicated to Peggy and her
family, I see that most of the medallions are lotuses, that
: many of the lotuses enclose sculpted faces, and all of the
- faces are smiling. I see Peggy’s smile, and Mama’s too,
- for whom she was named. Peggy never seems to lose her
. buoyancy, though many of the children she has cared for
¢ in the pediatric AIDS program of Oakland Children’s
- Hospital have died.

My fingers caress the eroded face in the stone lotus. I

- see Peggy sitting in the backyard of the two-flat house
- that Fran and I bought with her and her husband
Grégoire. She is making a quilt for the 30 children she has

lost, a differently colored and patterned square for each
one. It is an act of completion, and also an act of hope,

- because the quilt is for the child she hopes to conceive.

And in a later image, I see her smile as she holds her
baby boy, and Grégoire’s as he roars home on his
motorcycle to greet his “petit poussin.” And it is baby

26 TURNING WHEEL & FALL 1999



Bodh Gaya

Julien’s smile, too, as he climbs the stairs to our flat and
heads to the toy basket, as if he owns the place.

On Jack’s day, after sunset, when the heat is spent, we
return to the bodhi tree, walk through pools of darkness
and lamplight. A tide of chanting Sri Lankan pilgrims
sweeps around us, sets the banks of oil-cups ablaze. Jack
loves south Asia, too—our earnest, blue-eyed son. I stop
before a smoke-blackened deity in the temple wall, glint-
ing in candlelight. Who is this son, who has accompanied
me into danger and discovery? As I stare into the stone
face, I can almost see Jack, grime-streaked at the
encampment around the Seabrook nuclear reactor. And
I’m crying a little, knowing how he impelled me to learn
what I needed to learn about this time in which we live.

I move on to find Fran. He is on the temple’s western
side; he is easy to find, being so tall, with silver hair glis-
tening in the light of the oil lamps. We take each other’s
arm for one last go-round. We don’t need to speak, for
we know cach other’s gratitude: for Jack, for his decision
to take a job in San Francisco and settle in Berkeley close
to our house, for beloved Charlotte who followed him
from Boston, and for their child, year-old Eliza.

Bodh Gaya was once anchored in wealth and pres-
tige—monasteries and monuments crowding together,
extending for a mile and a half around the sacred tree.
But assaults by the Hindu priesthood and invasions by
the Moghuls drove Buddhism from the land of its birth.
I find it hard, in the stable serenity of this place, to
imagine the long centuries when it lay neglected, deso-
late, piled with refuse. Or to think that it was only in the
last 60 years, shorter than my own lifetime, that it was
restored as a pilgrimage site. I think of these reversals of
history on the day we walk for Chris.

As Fran and I head out on our rounds, we step into
our old patterns of worry on Chris’s behalf. How deeply
we want for Chris the fulfillment of his dreams. But
once again, as happens to us so repeatedly here, con-
cerns give way to gratitude. Chris is no longer lost to us,
drifted out of sight. When he came down from Oregon
to paint the rooms of our house, he stayed on. Now,
with his wolfdog, Esther, he lives and works nearby, an
integral part of our lives.

Today, in the Mahabodhi morning, Fran and I
branch off the south side of the perimeter to the
Muchilinda pond, where a carved Buddha sits amidst
the water lilies, protected by the serpent king, whose
hood spreads above him like a parasol. The scene fades
into images of Chris in Nigeria, with his royal pythons
around his shoulders; Chris in the flea markets of cities,
at home among what is broken and discarded; Chris,
the survivor, who may help us pick our way some day
through the ruins of our civilization.

It’s our last night in Bodh Gaya, and out of a clear
sky falls a light rain. Fran is sitting right under the bodhi
tree with a passel of pilgrims; he sits as quietly as they

. do, though he’s not used to the posture and his knees
. stick up. His big hands hold the prayer beads that
. Choegyal Rinpoche blessed for him two weeks ago; his
. eyes are closed. I imagine him hearing the rain on the
- leaves, as we used to on the roof of our tent when we
- camped in the Adirondacks. As I walk past him on my
¢ way around the temple, I secem to be dedicating these
. last circles to him—to us. I let myself be thankful, once
. again, that we never turned our marriage into a prison,
- from which I would have needed to escape.

Tired, I sit on a low ledge in view of the tree. All

. those for whom we have walked come again to my
. mind, and others as well. They hover so close I can
. almost see their faces, hear their voices in the patter of
. rain on leaves.

The tall Tibetan monk strides by me, his lined face

. catching the lamplight. And there is the young Japanese
. woman, still as a stone, and the Sri Lankan bhikku rear-
- ranging his robe and his sheaf of texts. For 10 days their
- devotions have enriched my own. I want to say good-bye
- to them, to tell them that tomorrow I will be gone. But
- Idon’t. I only thank them, silently, for their company. %

Joanna Macy, a teacher and trainer in socially engaged
. Buddbism, is on the Advisory Board of the Buddhist Peace
. Fellowship. Her books include World as Lover, World as Self

(Parallax), and the most recent, with Molly Youny Brown,

Coming Back to Life (New Society). We have excerpted this piece
- from ber memoir in process.
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In Buddha’s Footsteps

A Tiv

by Vicki Cohn Pollard

I sit on a hilltop outside of Sravasti, India, as the day
comes to a close and the sun goes down. Graceful
women in brilliantly colored saris return from working
in the fields; men follow oxcarts filled with hay; cows
and goats amble back to their homes. I can see a great
distance, across lush green fields splashed with yellow
mustard and blue coriander. Suddenly I am startled by a
bicycle riding across the irrigation dikes. Anything faster
than walking seems too fast. [ feel transported to anoth-
er time by the slowness of the pace of life.

I traveled to India with 11 other Americans, our
guide, Shantum Seth, and his wife, Gitanjali Varma, on
a three-week pilgrimage called “In the Footsteps of the
Buddha.” During our journey, we visited Nalanda,
Vulture Peak, Bodh Gaya, Sarnath, Kushnigar, Lumbini,
Kapilavastu, and Sravasti.

Pilgrimage, for me, involves making a journey into the
unknown, opening to the possibility of seeing in a differ-
ent way. It means wandering around, often lost—inter-
nally or externally—traveling in sacred territories, asking
sacred questions. These are some of the questions I asked
while I followed the path where the Buddha walked.

Who Was the Buddha?

Before this pilgrimage, I had been a devotee of
Buddhism but not of Buddha, the person. Still, it was
moving to see the tremendous amount of devotion dis-
played towards this historical man. Our first major stop
was Vulture Peak, a hill upon which the Buddha liked to
teach and watch the sunset. As we slowly climbed the
path, I imagined the Buddha covering the same ground,
looking out at similar trees, breathing similar air.

At the top, in an enclosed area, was an altar filled with
marigolds and burning incense. A group of Burmese
monks and nuns were chanting the Metta Sutta in Pali.
After they left, a Japanese group dashed up, sat down,
and chanted the Heart Sutra. With their cameras flash-

In the Footsteps of the Buddha
Pilgrimage with Shantum Seth through India and Nepal

Lumbini, BodhGaya, Sarnath, Varanasi, Rajgir, Nalanda, Sravasti, Kushinagar

With each step and breath, the Buddha comes alive.

Shantum’s balance of knowledge, insight, and humor
brings joy to those journeying with him in the foot- y
steps of the Buddha.  ~ Zen Master Thich Nhat Hanh \\“
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16 Days - December & January 20 Days - February
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India: Shantum Seth, 309B, Sector 15A, Noida, India 201301
Tel: 91-11-91-5632641 Tel/Fax: 91-11-9152-1520
Email: Shantum@ivpas.unv.ernet.in

USA: East Coast: Vicki Seglin, 545 Lincoln Ave. Suite 4, Winnetka, IL 60093
Tel: 847-441-0120 Email: vis638 @ nwu.edu
& West Coast: Aura Wright, 2507 N.E. 27 Ave. Portland, OR 97214

Tel: 503-335-0794 Fax: 503-288-1558 Email: aura@spiritone.com

ing wildly, they appeared to be typical crass tourists,
even here. But as they settled into their practice, I felt
their sincerity. Listening to them, my heart filled with a
sense of how many people’s lives have been touched by
the Buddha’s teachings.

Bodh Gaya, the place of the Buddha’s enlighten-
ment, is in Bihar, the poorest state in India. Bodh Gaya
is a celebration of Buddhism: a complex, multi-faceted,
energy center with fabulous temples built by practition-
ers from all over the world. Lumbini, just across the
Nepalese border and festooned with thousands of prayer
flags, is also a celebration of a particular moment—the
Buddha’s birth. Great joy radiates around that moment.
In contrast, the Mahabodhi Temple at Bodh Gaya has
more the feeling of awe, acknowledging lifetimes of
practice culminating in enlightenment.

During our five days in Bodh Gaya, I returned to the
Mahabodhi Temple and the bodhi tree many times.
Each time, my connection with the Buddha and with
myself deepened. One morning, meditating close to the
bodhi tree and breathing in the fragrance of the myriad
marigold offerings, I understood, viscerally, something
basic in the Buddha’s teachings. My experience was far
beyond intellectual comprehension. I could feel, deep
within, the suffering of “I want” or “I don’t want,” and
the pain of self-centeredness which doesn’t allow the
flow of the river of life. The teachings are so utterly sim-
ple. I felt such gratitude for the Dharma.

What is Suffering?

At the beginning of the trip, I wrote in my journal a list
of intentions for this pilgrimage. Among them was my aspi-
ration to open my heart to suffering. From the moment we
walked out of the gate at our Buddhist guest house in
Bodh Gaya until we entered the grounds of the Temple, we
were surrounded by beggars and hawkers. Many were chil-
dren; some were adults with leprosy or deformed limbs. In
their desperation, they wouldn’t accept “no” for an answer.
They kept repeating, “Mama, mama,” or “Eat, eat,” or
“Want some post cards? I give you good price.”

Every evening, after dinner, our group would gather
to share our “strucks,” that which had most struck us
during the day. When we were in Bodh Gaya, most of
our “strucks” pertained to the beggars. One person in
the group cried, saying that he was completely bewil-
dered about what it meant that one week of his salary
could probably feed the entire population of Bodh Gaya
for several days. It was difficult not to be overwhelmed
with guilt and to stay open to the suffering.

Because I work as an acupuncturist, I am constantly
touching people. I like to be physically connected to the
person with whom I’m working. My practice with the
beggars was to touch them as we spoke, with a hand on
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the shoulder and a look in the eyes. Direct contact

helped me remain open, rather than hardening to the
pressure and the pain. It required a lot of focus to man-

age this touching, and it was casier to do with children
than with adults. When I was too tired, I cut myself off
from the humanity of the beggars and wanted to avoid
them. But when I could do it, this tool of touching

helped me to feel something was shared between us.
One day, our group visited a village just outside Bodh

Gaya. While others were talking to some of the villagers,

I wandered oft to take photos, holding hands with sev-
eral of the children who accompanied me everywhere.
Having heard that it is nice to have something special to
give to children, I had packed large boxes of pencils. I
brought them along to this village, thinking it would be
a good place to hand them out because we would have

a more personal connection with the children here. As
we were ending our visit, I dug into my backpack to
bring out the pencils and handed them out to the few :

children who were nearby. Within moments, I was sur-

rounded. The atmosphere, which had been quiet and

casy-going, became frightening. If one of the adults
hadn’t intervened, it is quite possible that I would have
been hurt in the children’s desperate push to have some-
thing. I was shocked at how quickly a moment of con-
nection turned into greed and suffering. I became aware
that my lack of understanding of what these people’s
lives are like had produced this painful scene.

What is Death?
In India, many aspects of life and death that are con-
sidered private in the West are available to be seen. From

the windows of our bus, we saw dead animals lying by

the side of the road, with vultures and dogs picking the

meat off the bones. In other places, stacks of bones

turned white in the sun.
Varanasi is the holiest place for a Hindu to die. One

member of our group had brought the ashes of her

friend to scatter into the Ganges. As we rowed up the
river at dawn, we saw carcasses of animals and the
enshrouded bodies of children float by. Several cate-

gories of people, including small children, are not
allowed to be cremated and so their bodies are put

directly into the river.

Later that day, a few of us returned to the river just

before sunset, to the cremation ghats. I walked to a path-
way between the cremation ghats, where seven funeral

pyres burned brightly—three were just above me, four

below. At each one, men and boys huddled near the fire

of their loved one. They seemed to be chatting. Our
guide explained that the women were at home wailing
while the men came here. The men cry before they come
to the ghats and they will cry afterwards, but while they
are here, they are able to feel the utter naturalness of
death. In this large community of mourners, they !

seemed to be comforted by the universal aspect of death.

I was touched by the sight of a young boy, about 14,
who, as the eldest son in his family, performed a Hindu rit-
ual. His head was shaved and he was wearing the white
garment of mourning. Several older family members sur-
rounded him closely, leaning into him, almost holding
him. It was his job to smash the skull with a long stick, as
part of breaking the body down. Then the attendants
poked and prodded at the bones until the body coalesced
into a small black glob, perhaps six inches long and an inch
or so in diameter. The son then used two long sticks to
pick up the black substance from the fire, carry it down to
the Ganges, walk out waist deep and toss the remains of
his mother or father as far out into the water as possible,
for a good rebirth. I couldn’t imagine what it was like for
the boy to be so tangibly connected to his parent’s death.

Who Am I?

Pilgrimage continues for me, in my inner exploration
of what I have learned from this outer journey. I feel dif-
ferent from who I was before this sojourn. My eyes are
more open and so is my heart. I appreciate nature in a far
deeper way than I ever have. When I attended a fund-
raiser recently, I found myself drawn to a group of phys-
ically and mentally disabled people who were on the
periphery. I am able to see suffering and touch it more
casily. I remember the slow pace of life in India and move
my own life more in that direction. I don’t know where
these changes will lead, but I feel quite happy to remain
in the river of life, to watch the continual unfolding. <

Vicki Cobn Pollard lives in Blue Hill, Maine, where she teaches
and practices acupuncture and leads occasional retrents.

THANKSGIVING

My buddy stopped

& sat down beside

the homeless beggar

& giving him some
small change they talked

whereupon the battered guy
said, “Thank you for stopping,
man! | mean, the money’s

great but | thought | was gonna
like lose my mind! Nobody's even

looked at me all week! | was like
starting to feel like | was on
Mars!” - whereupon my buddy
smiled and thought, “Thank you -
for giving me an opportunity

to practice compassion.”
—~Gary Gach
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Cambodia

Photos by Valentina DuBasky from a peace pilgrimage in Cambodia
Top: Buddhist nun, Aun, age 72, journeys up a sacred mountain. Bottom: A little

il plays amonyg the stones at Angkor Wat.
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On Beggars

ST o
by Susan Moon

When I was ten, on a family vacation, my father and

I took a walk through the narrow cobbled streets of
Quebec city. A band of barefoot children danced along

beside us, chanting in French. Was this an invitation to

lay? My father, blushing slightly, i d them. Aft .
P ays NV Taticr, DIISIICS 806 1y, 70T, ISt i point of our trip was a meeting in Bodh Gaya, where

they were gone, I asked him what their song meant, and
he said they were poor children begging for money. I
was ashamed for him, that he had not given them any—
I knew he had money in his pocket. But I said nothing,
sensing discomfort on my father’s part.

How contagious is leprosy?

I wondered this and was ashamed
to catch myself wondering.
For Buddhist monks in Asia, begging is honorable.

They may not till the soil—lest they break the first pre-
cept by killing insects—so they beg for their food from

the villagers, and in exchange they offer prayers and

meditations for them. They must beg each day, as they
can’t keep food overnight. Begging makes them inti-
mate with the people around them. Everybody gets
merit. Everybody is giving something to somebody else,
in accordance with their situation in life.

In California we don’t call it begging, we call it pan-
handling.

Years ago I had a boyfriend, an alcoholic in recovery,

from whom I parted when he went back to drinking. He
soon became jobless and homeless. I"d come out of the
Safeway and practically trip over him sitting at the edge
of the parking lot. Or he’d be on the sidewalk by the
drugstore, his upside-down blue beret beside him,
smelling so strongly of alcohol that I didn’t even have to
lean over to notice it.

Sometimes he played the flute, if he hadn’t pawned 5

it, but mostly he sat and waited, and when someone
gave him money he would say, “God bless you,” as if he
was giving something back. He told me begging was his

way of earning a living. It was hard work, he said. Just

like everybody else, he was making the money to buy
what he needed to get through the day—in his case for-
tified wine and a muffin. And like a Buddhist monk, he

was not hoarding anything overnight. He shared his é

spoils with his friends on the street. Still, when I passed
him on my way to the drugstore, I felt angry at him,
knowing he’d traded a job and a comfortable rented
room for this besotted life on the sidewalk.

ONBEGG RS™

I didn’t put any money in his blue beret—I didn’t

¢ want his blessing—but I knew he slept under some

boards behind the bakery, and once, that rainy winter,
when nobody was looking, I left a blanket there for him.

Last December, I was fortunate to be part of a
“Buddhist-Christian Pilgrimage” to India. The center-

His Holiness the Dalai Lama and Benedictine monk
Father Laurence Freeman engaged in a dialogue for sev-
eral days, in a small Tibetan meditation center.

Before I left for India, an American friend who had
lived in Bodh Gaya advised me to make up my mind
ahead of time as to whether I would give to beggars or
not, so that I wouldn’t have to make a decision every
time. She told me about parents who maimed their chil-
dren to make them better beggars, about lepers walking
away from a cure for the same reason, about gang lead-

. ers who took the most crippled people they could find
- in the village and put them down to beg in the middle
- of a busy intersection in town, and then took away their

carnings, a la Oliver Twist. She said that if you gave to
one beggar, you were immediately surrounded by
dozens more. She told me begging was an industry she

Sakyadhita
6th International Conference
on Buddhist Women

Lumbini, Nepal
February 1 - 7, 2000

“Women as Peace Makers:
Self, Family, Community, World”

~ Conference Program:
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Women for a Peaceful Millennium-—
Learning Peace Building Skills
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Leadership and Empowerment—Practical Skills

For more information and to register, contact
Sakyadhita: International Association
of Buddhist Women
1143 Piikoi Place, Honolulu, HI 96822
Fax: (808) 944-7070

Email: tsomo@hawaii.edu
Web: www?2.hawaii.edu/~tsomo
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had decided she didn’t want to support. So before I left

for India I decided I wouldn’t give to beggars.

On the way to Bodh Gaya, our group stopped in the
holy city of Varanasi. On the steps by the river, there
were many lepers. I’d never seen a leper before. The way
the flesh is gone is not the clean cut of an amputation,

parts of India, because it is a Buddhist pilgrimage site,
and pilgrims often give money to beggars in order to
gain merit. During our dialogue meeting in Bodh Gaya,
questions were invited, and Ven. Santikaro Bikkhu, an
American monk and teacher in Thailand, commented
that being confronted by so many beggars was a dis-

but a gradual eating away, like a
worn-down pencil stub. Leprosy
is a scary reminder of imperma-

nence: time eats the victim alive, opengd wider and wider, so that

too impatient to wait until death

The gaping hole of her mouth

turbing experience for visiting
Westerners, and he asked how
we might respond to them.

The Dalai Lama spoke of the
importance of social programs

for the body’s meat. The invisible i ﬁ"lt I was loo,mnﬂ -’Trﬂiﬁht MO0 | that can provide education,

truth is made visible. This body
of mine will also be disassembled.

the mouth of hunger.

health care, job training and a
sense of personal dignity for peo-

A woman walked along beside

me, sideways, as I went down the steps to the river. Her
dark face was framed by a bright pink sari, her mouth °
looked moth-eaten, and on the hand that reached out to
me were little bumps where her fingers used to be, not
long enough to grasp anything. She stuck right with me,
thrusting her hand in front of me all the way to the river. °
How contagious s leprosy?> I wondered this and was
ashamed to catch myself wondering. “Good morning,” I
said to her, looking into her eyes. This became my three-
part vow: to look into the eyes of every beggar who °
approached me, to speak to them, and to remember that I

could be in their bare feet instead of my shoes.

There are more beggars in Bodh Gaya than in most

ple, so that they don’t have to
become beggars. He mentioned intentional communities
formed to help disabled people. He said that he gave
some of his Nobel Prize money to a self-help community
of lepers. He said that politicians lack a sense of responsi-
bility for poor people. There is too great a gap between
rich and poor, he said, not only in Bihar, but in the world,
between rich nations and poor ones, and this is the cause
of many problems. He said there is something morally
wrong when there is that much of a gap, and that giving
money to beggars does not change the situation.

At first this came as a relief, seeming to get me off the
hook. It was okay for me not to give to beggars! But
really, it’s a big hook, and we’re all on it. Each time I
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meet a beggar, we demonstrate, in street-theater form,
the global economy. As Buddha said: Because there is
this, there is that.

But interconnectedness is complicated. There’s not
having enough, there’s having what you need, and
there’s having more than you need. You can guess which
category I fall into. There’s also the fact that poverty is
relative, and there’s the truth—a truth that shouldn’t
keep on surprising us, but does—that material wealth
doesn’t bring happiness.

After the teachings were over, my friend Diana and I
sat on our suitcases on the platform of the Gaya train sta-
tion, waiting for our train to Varanasi. It was three hours
late. We were the only Westerners in the crowded sta-
tion. A small ragged boy with the face of a teenager

- his mouth like toothpaste, then hurled the peel down
. onto the train tracks, and retreated, crab-like.

“I’ve spent years in India,” said Diana, “and I’ve

~ never had that happen. I completely left my body.”

Now, at a safe distance, on the other side of the

globe, I can wonder: Was he an orphan? Did he live in
. the train station? Did he have a relationship with any-
- body at all? How did he keep warm on cold nights?

On Christmas Day I sat on another train platform, by

. myself, in Varanasi, waiting for the train to Delhi. The
. train was late and I had a long wait. There were many
. beggars in the crowded station, and as the only
- Westerner in sight, I was the most obvious target. I only
- had two small coins in my purse, and if I gave to one
. beggar, the others would all surround me in a crescen-

dragged himself toward us on
hands and knees along the filthy
platform. His bare legs were
twisted like a pretzel. When he
reached Diana, he put his hand
firmly on her shoe. We remained
in this silent tableau for a
moment, and then he gripped
her ankle with both hands and

For 49 days after my father’s

death, I gave money to every

person on the street who asked
me for money.

do of requests, and I’d have to
fend them off till my train came,
which could be another two or
three hours.

An old woman, bent over
almost at a ninety-degree angle,
hobbled over to me, leaning on
a stick. Her brown hand reached

laid his head against her thigh. “Hey,” Diana said. “No.”

He pushed his face into her, the way a cat rubs its
nose against your leg, but unlike a cat, there was no
affection in his movements. No feeling other than: I’'m
here. Give me something. He made no appeal to pity. He
was not cute. But perhaps the attempt to bury his head
in Diana’s lap was a misapplication of something he’d
seen, his version of a gesture of supplication.

Diana looked frightened, and this worried me fur-
ther. An experienced traveler, she’d been living in Asia
for a year and a half, and I took my cues from her. She
stood up, but he still held on to her ankle. He made a
strange, sharp, sipping noise with his lips and tongue,
over and over—a hissing, kissing, sucking noise, like a
blind baby goat looking for the nipple. She moved her
foot, but he wouldn’t be dislodged. She moved her foot
more vigorously. He let go and grabbed my ankle
instead, in the same vise-like grip, and buried his face in
my thigh. I stood up too, but he didn’t let go.

Suddenly I noticed that a dozen Indian men stood in
a semi-circle on the platform in front of us, watching
with amusement. Their stares were neither hostile nor
friendly. I moved my foot, tentatively. The boy held on.

Diana offered him a banana from our bag of food for
the train. He shook his head almost angrily, and nodded
at the whole bag. Diana addressed the staring men.
“Can you help us?”

One of them stepped forward, shouted at the child,
and raised his arm to threaten a beating. As the boy
scrambled away he took the banana after all. He split the
peel with one hand and squeezed the whole banana into

out from the folds of a brown

. shawl. Her brown face twisted into mine, and the gap-
. ing hole of her mouth opened wider and wider, so that
i I felt I was looking straight into the mouth of hunger.
- She was so wrinkled and toothless, so archetypal, she
. could have walked out of a Shakespeare play, a dream, a
- dharma talk by the Buddha. She wasn’t dead, but she
- looked like she might keel over in front of me at any
. moment.

And it was Christmas, the birthday of the man who

- said, “Inasmuch as you have given unto the least of
- these, you have given unto me.” My wallet in my pock-
- et was full of bills, and I shook my head. The old woman
. looked again into my face, pleading, then faded back
- and disappeared down the platform.

“God forgive me!” I said out loud.
Then a boy of six or seven came up to me, not visibly

. disabled but with a glazed look. He stood before me,
- held out his hand, and waited, without aggression. His
. eyes were dull. In his face I saw no anger, no hope, no
- despair, no disappointment.

I shook my head and he walked dazedly on down the

- platform. I saw him stop in front of a food cart. The
- vendor handed him a samosa. Perhaps he lived in the
. station and survived on what he was given by the food
- vendors. He walked on, eating his somosa. There didn’t
- seem to be anyone with him.

A woman in a bright sari squatted before me with her

. two children, a boy and a girl. These children, about
- four and five, were very cute. The woman’s sari was so
- pretty—bright purple and orange—but dirty at the bot-
. tom. She pointed to my water bottle. Afraid of germs,
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I didn’t want to share it with her, so I bought her a bot-
tle of water from a nearby cart. She tucked it under her
shawl, and she and her children continued to squat
before me and stare and smile at me. She didn’t seem to
be asking me for anything more, though I wasn’t sure.
I smiled at the kids, pointed to myself, said my name,
pointed to them, asked their names. They didn’t say
anything, but seemed to enjoy my meaningless antics.

I heard a charming sound of wooden clackers, and a
man walked by carrying a big tray on his head piled high
with colorful wooden toys and noisemakers. I went after
him, and bought two brightly painted wooden dolls
who nodded their heads: a soldier and a fat woman. I
gave them to the two children according to their sex.

“Merry Christmas,” 1 said.

They grinned, examined the toys, showed them to
their mother, clutched them. This was how I celebrated
Christmas.

My blanket decision not to give money to beggars
while I was in India was supposed to save me from
“dealing with it” every time. But it saved me from noth-
ing. A pilgrimage is a double journey: inner and outer.
Each time I looked into a hungry face, I felt my own
longing. Each time I turned away from a beggar, what
was that turning? Now it seems to me that my decision

not to give to beggars brought me face to face with their

poverty in a way that giving wouldn’t have done. I don’t
say this to justify it, but in saying no, I felt their situa-
tion more keenly. I entered into the NO that their lives
were made of.

Whether I give to a beggar or not, the moment of
turning away still comes, and the beggar is still in need.
My own longing is still unsatisfied. The beggars are
everywhere, inside and out, real and metaphorical. 1
can’t feed them all. What can I do?

Seven years ago, when my father died, I took a vow.

According to Tibetan Buddhist beliefs, for 49 days after |

death, the departed are in a sort of limbo state called the
bardo, and they need all the help they can get from the
living. So for 49 days after my father’s death, I gave
money to every person on the street who asked me for
money. This was no small matter in Berkeley, though it
would have been a much bigger commitment in
Varanasi or Bodh Gaya. I tried always to have change in
my pocket. Usually I gave a quarter. But if I didn’t have
change, I’d have to give something bigger in order to
keep my vow. I dedicated the merit of my giving to my
father. It made me feel better, even though he might not
have wanted this kind of merit. He would have agreed
with the Dalai Lama that poverty has to be addressed at
the systemic level; he worked for social justice all his life.
Only now, as I write, does it occur to me that there

could be a connection between my vow and the beggar

children in Quebec to whom my father gave nothing.
Because there is this, there is that. <

Back Road to the Orchard

| am that woman you reported
feeling sorry for, waking

alone to the house-of-every-morning,
making so much of the company
of birds, making crumbs

into cake, carrying

breakfast back to bed

beside the carved Tibetan figure
whose hands meet

perpetually in prayer, its soles
taped to the nightstand

to keep it from falling

on its face again.

| am the woman with no children
leading neighborhood children

in the promised, annual
carrot-pulling brigade,

when on our knees inside the garden
we all look up and claim

to see it—one dispersing,
threadbare angel

sketched against sky

out of vapor and wind.

| am the woman rebuilding

the four steps to the porch,
where rips in the screen

are patched with squares

of screen—the one walking

-past dusk up this hill,

interrupting, like any animal,

the beam of your headlights.

| am that woman, setting out for it
day after day, reaching

the orchard and catching my breath
before swerving toward home again.

—L.R. Berger
Previously published in The American Voice

L.R. Berger is a poet living in New Hampshire.
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Avound a Lake

Nort THE DUT

by Ven. Santikaro Bhikku

The fourth pilgrimage, or Dhamma-Yatra, around
Songhkla Lake in northern Thailand took place in the
spring of 1999. The walk was organized by local Buddhists,
with the support of monks, including the author, who are
concerned about the environmental devastation and com-
munity breakdown in the lake basin caunsed by “develop-

ment.” This year’s walk took two weeks, and hundreds of

people joined in for some part of the way. —Ed.

For years, these words—
“not the duty of monks”—
have been used to warn
monks off of activities and
work that are deemed inap-
propriate. But deemed inap-
propriate by whom? Some-
times “inappropriate” means
they go against the vinaya,
the monastic discipline that
we monks have accepted by
ordaining. Often, however,
“inappropriate” means any-
thing that goes against the
interests and profits of social
elites. Especially in the anti-
communist years, anything
political was “not the duty of
monks,” and these words
meant, “Stay away, don’t pay
attention, and keep your
mouths shut.” Many monks
were scared off in this way.
Nonetheless, they fared bet-
ter than lay people, who
were simply shot (with
American-supplied bullets).
On the other hand, if you
took the government cum military’s side, you could say
as much as you wanted, and would be chauffeured
around to do it, and receive nifty perks for it.

Silencing the Sangha

This silencing of the monks has a devastating impact.
First, it removes an important protection from lay peo-
ple involved in legitimate political work. When monks
and religious leaders speak out on behalf of justice and
human rights, and on behalf of those who work for
these values, an important safety net is created. When
monks remain silent, the lives of social activists are more
at risk.

tived and thirsty

Second, the many legitimate ways that monks can
contribute to the alleviation of social problems are sup-
pressed. As traditional community leaders, monks once
played a central role in all aspects of community life.
Few initiatives were taken without their blessing. Their
participation eased divisions within the community.
Without the monks, village cohesion and the villagers’
ability to stand up for their own interests was weakened.
Monkish silence has contributed to the very disintegra-
tion of Thai society that the monks themselves lament.

Third, whenever we blind ourselves to one aspect of

' ‘ reality we tend to have trou-
ble seeing other aspects as
well. Blindness in the social
sphere of life contributes to
blindness in spiritual mat-
ters. When the Sangha, out
of fear, looks only to itself,
spiritual life is stunted. No
wonder the mainstream
(male) Sanghas throughout
the Buddhist world are spiri-
tually derelict.

Fourth, when the Sangha
focuses all its energies on
itself; its relevance to society
decreases, and this ultimate-
ly undercuts support for it. A
sangha cut off from its social
context devotes itself to
increasingly ~ meaningless
pursuits, such as chasing
after titles, ritualism, and
obsequious courting of the
rich and powerful.

Lastly, to justify their iso-
lation and silence, the monks
preach a  disembodied
Dhamma. Thus, the vitality of
Buddha-Dhamma is petrified into abstract principles
without any meaningful linkage to real life. But where
else does suffering occur but in real life? And where else
can it be addressed? We are told of some nibbana tloat-
ing in the clouds, found only after countless lifetimes.
How is that relevant to our lives?

Since dukkba cannot be alleviated except where it
arises, disembodied Dhamma is pseudo-Dhamma. The
silence of monks slowly squeezes the life out of
Buddhism, in both its centralized institutions and its
popular manifestations. We end up with superstition,
the science of sleeping rather than awakening.

Fortunately, the social and political climate in Siam
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has changed since the *60s and *70s, but monks are still
warned off of many activities. Stay in the temple, chant,
perform blessings and other rituals, watch TV, eat, sleep,
smoke cigarettes, and drink Nescafe, but don’t do any-
thing political. Better yet, serve the latest ideology:
Consumerism. And many willingly do.

It is convenient for corrupt elites, whether business
or political or religious, to paint a picture of a Buddha
who sits passively in meditation and never leaves the
Wat. However, this is not the Buddha story that we
most need today, and it is not the whole story.

Another Buddha Story

The Dhamma-Yatra is another telling of the story,
one that starts with the Buddha sending out his first 60
disciples to teach the Dhamma. “Go forth, brothers, for
the well-being of the manyfolk, for the happiness of the
manyfolk, out of compassion for the world, for the wel-

fare, the blessing of devas and humans. Let no two of

you go by the same way. Preach the Dhamma that is
splendid in the beginning, middle, and end.”

This alternative story honors the great distances the
Buddha walked to bring the Dhamma to those who
were open to it. In dawn meditation he surveyed the
world, then set off to instruct those who were ripe for
waking up. Even at the age of eighty, he walked in order
to share his message and his life, and died doing so.
Silence, meditation, debate, preaching, versitying, walk-
ing: the Lord Buddha manifested himself in this world
in many ways. He conversed with Kings but did not
allow them to dictate to him.

Our saffron and white robes (ordained) and banners
(lay) are a symbol of bringing the Dhammas of mind-
fulness, truth, community, and social relevance into the
villages, cities, swamps, forests, and temples.

The Dhamma-Yatra is a pilgrimage of mindfulness. In
air-conditioned cars it is now possible to whizz past all
kinds of suffering without noticing it. Not so easy when
walking through acres of moonscapes, former man-

groves, devastated by tiger prawn farms. Not so ecasy

when the ditches give off ugly odors. Not so pleasant
when we see the poverty of people whose livelihood has
been taken away by the market economy.

Walking also lets us feel the beauty of nature and of

village life, a beauty that hangs on tenaciously. Walking

teaches us things about these strange mind-bodies of

ours. None of what we learn fits into our preconcep-
tions and theories very well, but it is fresh and alive. For
many of the young cityfolk who have walked with us,
the Dhamma-Yatra has been their first taste of mindful-
ness practice—a pilgrimage of truth.

During the walk, we have created forums where local
people can tell us about what is going on in their neigh-
borhoods, how things have changed over the years, how
they are suffering, and how they are responding. The
villagers, too, suffer from imposed silences. Local offi-
cials are invited, too, but not allowed to dominate. A

well-chosen monk facilitator can keep the balance. Like

-+ the storytellers of old, we retell these stories in other vil-

lages. The divide-and-rule tactics of the government
often blame the problems of one area on the people liv-
ing along another part of the lake. These are almost
always distortions. We counter the disinformation with
true stories we have heard. Thus we hope to nurture sol-
idarity and networks of response.

The Dhamma-Yatra is a pilgrimage for the integrity
of local communities. Our explicit goals have been the
rejuvenation of the lake as a viable ecosystem and of the
communities around it as sustainable homes. The two
are interdependent, and the obstacles are huge. We have
tried to affirm the local communities’ right to self-deter-
mination and control of local resources. We hope we
have partially countered the modern message that deval-
ues almost everything that is local or traditional.

The Dhamma-Yatra is a pilgrimage of social rele-
vance. Our vision of Buddha-Dhamma is that it must
respond to the real life problems and suffering of other
beings (including Muslims!). For this, we must leave the
emotional comfort of the temple walls and get a little
hot, dusty, and thirsty, shed a few pounds and lots of
sweat. While unable to claim clear material successes—
immensely difficult in a country falling apart morally
and culturally—we at least validate the experiences and
feelings of the people we visit.

Discovering Our Duties With The People

We have shown that Buddha-Dhamma and its practi-
tioners still have a place within society. A group of monks
walking through the countryside and not asking for
money! Old cultural norms bring people out to greet and
feed us; our lack of pecuniary interest earns trust.
Dhamma teachings, river blessings, tree ordinations, and
meditations give people ways to participate, rather than
just watching. When we ask people to walk with us, many
do for a kilometer or two, even to the next village and
beyond (though the youth—spoiled by motorcycles and
TVs—are conspicuously absent). And it is sanuk—fun!

How can they say it isn’t our duty, isn’t proper, when
the Buddha himself did it? The Buddha spent most of his
teaching career walking from village to village throughout
the Ganges valley. We spoke to our various hosts of fol-
lowing that tradition. Wherever Buddha was received, he
talked with the people. We, too, have been well received
wherever we have gone, and have learned as much as we
have taught. The people still have hope. The Buddha’s
purpose was the end of suffering for all, not just for him-
self or a chosen elite. Let’s share in that purpose. <

Ven. Santikaro Bikkhu fivst went to Thatland in the Peace Corps.
He has been an ovdained monk there for 15 years, and studied at
Suan Mokkh with the late Buddbadbasa Bhikku. He has been
active with the International Network of Engaged Buddhists. He
plans to relocate to the U.S. to start a sangha for lay and
ordained Buddbist activists.
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Buddba’s Naturve: Evolution as o

Practical Guide to Enlightenment

by Wes Nisker
Bantam Books, 1998, 242 pages, $23.95, hardcover

Reviewed by Barbara Hirshkowitz

One of Buddhism’s claims to fame is that it is ground-
ed in scientific thought. Buddha’s Nature: Evolution as a
Practical Guide to Enlightenment is a book for people
who are puzzled but interested in understanding that
fundamental Buddhist teaching—dependent co-arising.
Using the Four Foundations of Mindfulness as a struc-
ture, Nisker takes us on a journey through evolutionary
biology, with an eye toward understanding ourselves by
understanding our development.

The most striking aspect of this book is the wit and
humor Nisker brings to the complex ideas he discusses.
Here’s an example from the section on “Die Before You
Die” on page 80.

The sages say that only by learning how to die do we finally
learn how to live. Such a deal—two lessons in one! But there’s
a catch. Many of those sages will also tell you that once you
have learned how to die, and hence how to live, you finally are
free of the wheel of rebirths; you will not be born again. In
other words, just when you get it right the journey is over. Oh,
well. That’s life.

Ever wonder why the mind wanders during meditation,
not to mention when walking down the street? Here
you will discover the answer, traced all the way back to
the primal soup.

Nisker draws lessons and stories from his long expe-

rience as a practitioner, teacher, and writer. Author of -

Crazy Wisdom and co-editor of Inquiring Mind, he is
no stranger to the science of psychology, having served
as secretary to the International Transpersonal
Association. He relates the Buddha’s teaching to con-
temporary scientific thought with scamless prose and
thorough documentation. The reader is provided with
exercises at various junctures to check out the ideas for
him- or herself.

The one problem with the book is that Nisker quotes
from so many other interesting texts that I had a hard
time not putting thzs book down and rushing off to find
another. I leave you with one that tempted me: “Life is
the story of bodies that learned to contain the sea,” says

William Bryant Logan in Dirt: The Ecstatic Skin of the

Earth.

Barbara Hirshkowitz lives in Philadelphin, where she practices

Buddhism, gardens, and works as Publications Coordinator for

the Friends General Conference. She has been a BPF member for
many years.

The Hungry Tigress: Buddhist Mytbs,

Legends & Jataka Tales

As told by Rafe Martin
Completely Revised & Expanded Edition
Yellow Moon Press, 1999, 261 pages, $16.95

Reviewed by Robin Hart

As a child, I loved fairy tales. As an adult, I acknowl-
edge the values impressed upon me through such sto-
ries, and particularly the belief that virtue is rewarded.
When 1 picked up The Hungry Tigress, 1 hoped my
fledgling understanding of Buddhism (gained thus far
through texts, commentary, and interaction with other
Buddhists) would be expanded by these Buddhist fables
and morality tales, and that I would have as much fun
reading them as I did when I was a child immersing
myself in western fairy tales. I was not disappointed.

This new edition of The Hungry Tigress is revised and
expanded. In the foreword, Roshi Philip Kapleau says
that Rafe Martin rewrote the stories in the light of his
“deepening and evolving understanding of narrative and
of the Buddhist tradition.”

As the reader may know, the Buddha lived an infinite
number of lifetimes before he was born into the one in
which he would attain enlightenment. Jatakas are tales
about the Buddha in his various incarnations. They
show his compassion, courage, patience, and selfless-
ness, which, of course, led to his becoming awakened.
These delightful animal stories gave me examples of
how to live the Buddhist way, not simply to mouth its
principles or perform its rituals. I also discovered that
there were other Buddhas throughout time. Although
we call him the Buddha, Siddhartha Gautama is only
one in a long line of Buddhas.

Along with the old stories, the book also contains
material to satisfy the scholar. Commentary on ecach
jataka appears in a separate section in the back of the
book. Sometimes I read the commentary immediately
after reading the jataka, but many times I enjoyed the
fables one after another and turned to the back of the
book only when more seriously minded.

The jataka with which T most identify, perhaps
because of my current life circumstances, is “The Brave
Moment.” In it, a non-teaching Buddha entered a city
and stood in front of a merchant’s house. (According to
the commentary, the merchant was Shakyamuni Buddha
in the life just before his Enlightenment.) The merchant
saw that the Buddha was a man at peace with himself
and the world, and determined to make an offering to
him for the sake of Buddha-knowledge. Mara, the
tempter, knew that if the merchant made the offering,
his faith would increase until he was beyond Mara’s
power. As the merchant walked to the gate to give the

(Continued on page 39)
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by Tofu Roshi

[Editor’s Note: Tofu Roshi is the Abbot of No Way Zen
Center in Berkeley, California. The following article is
based on a dharma talk given at No Way by Tofu Roshi,
and is his contribution to Turning Wheel’s ongoing dis-
course on the subject of the lineage, and the transmission of -

the lineage. |

I want to talk to you today about the very important
and misunderstood matter of The Lineage, and explain
to you where we stand in that regard, here at No Way

Zen Center.

As you may be aware, we have had some trouble with
the official confirmation of our lineage. We belong to
the Toto Zen tradition, but in the generations since the
Toto teaching came to the West, we have lost our con-
nection with the parent organization in Asia, and our

papers are no longer accredited by them.

We know, however, that while the red thread of our
teaching may be frayed, it is not broken. In an effort to
renew our credibility, we have turned to a Western orga-
nization that has a deep understanding of the meaning

- RED LLEASH OF TH

LLINEAGE

Documents with the American Kennel
Club seal of approval arve virtually as
valid as documents bearing the seal of

the head Toto Temple.

of lineage; we have appealed to the American Kennel
Club for confirmation of our pedigree. I want to tell
you today what the result of this effort has been.

The model followed by the American Kennel Club is
so similar to that used by the Toto lineage that docu-
ments with the AKC seal of approval are virtually as valid
as documents bearing the seal of the head Toto Temple.
AKC papers are widely recognized throughout the world,
perhaps even more widely than Toto transmission papers.

As you know, our lineage is passed from teacher to
student through mind-to-mind transmission. My own
teacher was Master Baba Wawa, out of Aha Woof Woof,
who received transmission in Japan. We trace the red
leash of our lineage all the way back to the ancient
Chinese Master, Zed Bow Chew.

AHA WOOF WOOF AND TEN BOW CHEW
ReCEIVE TAIL TRANSMISSION DIRECTLN
FROM  SHAKLYAMUTTIL, :
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Mind-to-mind trans-
mission is not visible to
the naked eye. Just as the
sperm that contains the
complete genetic code
of a full-blooded minia-
ture poodle swims in the
dark to meet the ovum
that perfectly mirrors it,
so master and disciple
meet in  the realm
beyond the opposites,
and the dharma is trans-
mitted in secret. In the
light, the whelp is born,
and steps forth to utter
the dog-ma. Only a dog
whose lineage is fully
confirmed can transmit
that lineage, and his
papers along with it, to
the next generation.

Sometimes there are
questions about gaps in
the bloodline. In such
cases, the dog owner
must apply to the AKC and submit evidence to affirm
the pedigree.

In the present case, I am very happy indeed to report
to you that in yesterday’s mail I received official AKC
papers recognizing the Toto breed, tracing our blood-
line all the way back to Shakyamuni.

The piece of paper is important, for it is the mind-
seal made manifest. Yes, it is only a piece of paper, but
it is the visible evidence of the invisible fact that I am
Buddha. Now I have the papers to prove it.

Of course we are all Buddha, lineage papers or not.
The Buddha has no marks. Still, you want to know who
the ancestors of your teacher are, don’t you? When you
get a dog, you want to know its sire and dam. You don’t
go to the pound if you seek the true teaching.

I don’t want you to think that I’m being exclusive in
my attitudes. The good thing about Toto Zen is that,
unlike miniature poodles, a place in the lineage is gained
not by biological birth but by spiritual birth. You can
attain this mystery and this pedigree when you deeply
understand that there is no picking and choosing. When
you equally accept either kibbles or horsemeat, then you
can carry on the red thread.

To prepare for dharma transmission, you must be able
to write out your own papers, to copy out in calligraphy the
names of all the ancestors who have gone before you. A
dog can’t hold a brush and write out his or her own pedi-
gree, so, unable to receive transmission through calligra-
phy, he must attain it through birth. This is one reason we
are grateful for the precious opportunity of human birth.

You'RE MY
KaLYANA MUTTA |

Shall we go to the
dog show? Bring your
red thread, your red
leash. What are the
signs of the breed? Not
cropped tail or clipped

cars, but dangling
lobes and ringlets of
hair.  Check  your

teacher’s gums. They
should be rubbery, not
spongy. Look at the
teeth, and make sure
the upper incisors
come in front of the
lower canines.

You can get charts
from the AKC listing
the features of different
breeds. <

Mari, whose art appears on
these pages, lives with her
husband and other ani-
mals in Southern Medford,
Oregon, on Ffoshelyy Parc
Farm, where they raise cer-
tified organic culinary herbs. She teaches both yoga and vipassana
meditation. Her book The Buddha Smiles, drawings and

- Dharma quotes, is forthcoming from White Cloud Press.

Jataka Tales, continued

* Buddha his offering, Mara surrounded him with flames,
. demons, and terrible moans. The merchant was full of

terror, but kept walking for what seemed like forever

¢ through unmentionable horror. Suddenly the sky
- cleared and he was in front of the Buddha. His dreadful
- walk had actually taken only one minute. Trembling, he
- made his offering and received the Buddha’s blessing.
¢ The jataka ends with the following, which I have passed

on to my friends in times of struggle: “Gains and losses

- pass swiftly by, even as the drifting clouds pass silently

overhead. But to those who walk on despite obstacles
and fears, success comes at last, a triumph beyond all
dreaming and doubt.”

Not all of the jatakas affected me so. Martin wrote

- two of these jatakas himself, setting them in the twenti-
- eth century, and I didn’t think they flowed with the
- tone of the others. As well, some of the commentaries
- seemed to ramble on with no apparent point. On the
. whole, however, Martin’s observations provided much
. appreciated background information, and the jatakas
. were a joy to read. I highly recommend this engaging
- book for both the young and the young at heart. %

Robin Hart is a practicing attorney, Buddbist, and writer, and
o lives in Alameda, Californin.
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Review

The Wheel Of Engaged Buddhism:
A Mayp of the Path

by Kenneth Kraft
Weatherhill, 1999, 104 pages, illustrated, $12.95

Reviewed by Stephanie Kaza

Every so often a book comes along that you want to
give to all your Buddhist friends. Ken Kraft’s little gem,
The Wheel of Engaged Buddhism, is just such a book. For
those struggling to apply compassionate action in every-
day life or political activism or environmental work, this
beautifully produced volume has many words of wisdom
to offer, Yet it does not preach. Instead, the author
invites readers to explore a new map of the path specif-
ically for socially engaged practice.

Maps of Buddhist practice are not new; Kraft reviews
the ancient Wheel of Life mandala and the Path of Calm
from the Tibetan tradition, as well as the Ten Ox-herd-
ing Pictures of Zen. Each offers a route through stages
of practice, with guideposts along the way. Despite their
various merits, none of the paths effectively addresses the
contemporary challenges of socially engaged Buddhism.
Hoping that “someone wiser and more qualified” might
have taken on such a project, Kraft found “alas, silence.”
So he embarked on the exploration himself,

As a Buddhist scholar, a former BPF board member,
and a long-time Zen practitioner trained by Philip
Kapleau, Kraft has considerable experience to offer.
However, in this volume he emphasizes the inspiring
examples of others who are following the bodhisattva
way. The stories are told simply and without praise; in
this they are gently encouraging. Kraft’s writing is clear
and direct, yet artfully deft. He provides the reader with
useful models of practice and, at the same time, creates
a coherent picture of engaged Buddhism as a whole.

The gift of this book is its conception of a new path.
Kraft lays out a mandala-like hub of interrelated activity,
with “moving into the world” at the center. As he points
out, “A wheel format makes it possible to envision ten
paths simultaneously and give them equal weight, and to
consider their mutual relatedness.” The first ring is the
foundational “cultivating awareness in daily life”; the next
ring includes four fields of practice—family, work, politics,
and caring for the earth. The outermost ring suggests
modes of practice—extending compassionate action,
exploring new terrain, at ease amid activity, and spreading
joy in ten directions. Kraft describes each of the ten
domains in depth, showing how each can function inde-
pendently as a path. On “Embracing Family,” he writes:

Commitments to one’s family and commitments beyond
family must be adjusted and balanced all the time. Concern for

the world’s far-flung conflagrations does not justify neglect of

the hearth close at hand...In a period of familial disintegration
and social fragmentation, the most radical course may not be
to abandon a family, but to embrace one.

The paths are illustrated with hand mudras and lotus
flowers. The genius of this map is that engaged practice
can be entered at any point on the mandala, a true
reflection of real life. Moreover, the map gives meaning
and structure to what might appear in one’s own life to
be disconnected practice.

Kraft grounds the wheel in the bodhisattva ideal and
the root practice of compassion. In the five fields of
practice, he offers exercises and suggested activities,
even as he explores new definitions of traditional con-
cepts. Mindfulness, for example, “combines wholeheart-
ed involvement in the here-and-now, steady attentive-
ness to the task at hand, and a tolerant openness to the
elements of inner and outer experience.” Kraft suggests
ways to cultivate spiritual strength and awareness even in
the midst of difficult activity, and shows how social
action is linked with development of character.

This book succeeds in tying many strands of thought
together around engaged Buddhism. In its simple and
familiar style, it is accessible to anyone, Buddhist or not.
For those who wish more depth, the Notes section is
filled with useful references. This book is not only con-
ceptually creative but well researched. It is ideal for per-
sonal reflection, engaged Buddhist discussion groups, or
college courses. May it have a long life!

Stephanie Kaza is a writer, a scholar, and a professor in the envi-
ronmental studies program at the University of Vermont. She is a
long-time BPF member, and former President of the BPF Board.

The Monastery Store

New Dbarma Communications Catalog
Support for Your Spiritual Practice at Home

® Echoless Valley, Book of Taizan Maezumi Roshi’s Discourses

® Quality Line of Meditation Cushions and Mats
® Mountain Record: The Zen Practitioner’s Journal

® Live Words Audio Tape Subscription Program
® Original Hand-crafted Incense Bowls i
® Unique Statues and Altar Sup

® Informative and Inspiring Vid

® Wide Selection of Books on Zef

® Dharma Discourses from Zen Mountain{§o

Y /9
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Dbarma Communications

PO. Box 197 Mt. Tremper, NY 12457 * (914) 688-7993 * zen-mn.org /de
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What You Can Do

WHAT You CAN Do

Pilgrimage

Walking is central to Buddhist practice, a close sec-
ond to sitting meditation. Pilgrimage also has a long his-
tory as a form of spiritual practice, and indeed as a form

of engaged spiritual practice. In fact, pilgrimage as a

form of nonviolent social action has been a powerful

tool used by many campaigns for social justice in our

time. Gandhi’s Salt March, or the walks and bus rides

for freedom during the American civil rights era, could
be seen as pilgrimages. While one is walking for one’s :
cause, there is also an internal pilgrimage that occurs, as

one walks deeper into oneselt along the way.
In this column, I want to offer some examples of the
ways that people have walked for peace and justice: to

connect with their bio-region, to remember their dead, to

bear witness, to offer safety. Each of us can make pilgrim-
age. Through this powerful form of nonviolent action, we
can deepen both our selves and our work for peace.

I. Spiritual Practice.

Walking brings us in touch with our surroundings

and with other sentient beings in a very immediate way.

Meditative walking can reveal to us the sacredness of a
place, be it our neighborhood or a local mountain. Try
making one of your regular walks a meditative one that |

highlights an area of concern or interest.

Pilgrimage can also be an internal process, the jour-
ney we take to come to a new place of understanding.
Think about your inner “pilgrimage” to engaged

Buddhism; where you have come from and where you

are going. Have a discussion in your sangha or BPF
chapter in which each person can share their journey.

I1. Be Inspired!
So many have made pilgrimage. The Middle Passage
Pilgrimage written about in this issue was a massive

undertaking, but there are countless smaller ways we can
incorporate pilgrimage into our work. Use the articlesin

this TW as inspiration for organizing a pilgrimage
around the issues that matter to you.

Some resources:

o Peace Pilgrim: Her Life and Work in Her Own Words,
(Ocean Tree Books, 1982). An inspiring account of one
woman walking more than 25,000 miles for peace.

o Circling the Sacrved Mountain: A Spivitual Adventure

Through the Himalayas, by Robert Thurman and Tad
Wise (Bantam, 1999).
o Altars in the Street, by Melody Ermachild Chavis

(Belltower, 1997). A BPF member’s account of her
struggles to build community in a neighborhood being

taken over by drugs. The narrative includes a pilgrimage
to the sites of the many shootings in the neighborhood.
o Bearing Witness, A Zen Master’s Lessons in Making
Peace, by Roshi Bernie Glassman (Bell Tower, 1998).

Examples that can be adapted to your own interests:
e On the “Stone Walk” from Massachusetts to

- Arlington, Virginia, in memory of all civilians killed in

war, pilgrims carried a one-ton stone.

e Monks and lay people made a pilgrimage to a 1000-
year-old redwood tree and visited with Julia Butterfly,
who has lived high in the tree for a year and a half. See
article in TW, Summer ’99.

e Small groups have done pilgrimage when there is a
violent death in the neighborhood to bear witness and
offer prayers.

e Watershed walks are held at Green Gulch Zen Center
in Muir Beach, California, every fall and spring.

¢ An annual walking pilgrimage goes from one town in
North Carolina to another to highlight the U.S.
involvement in Central American wars and the plight of
refugees and immigrants.

e A Buddhist group walked eight miles in silence to
arrive at the site of a five-day retreat.

e Deep Ecology Walks are led by Santi Prachadhamma
in Thailand and by the Arcata, California Zen Center in
the ancient redwoods of Headwaters Forest.

III. Join a Walk

e The 10 different U.S. temples of the Nipponzan
Myohoji order of Buddhist monks and nuns regularly
plan walks. Drumming and chanting, they walk many
miles a year for peace. Contact Sister Clare Carter at

Leverett Peace Pagoda for upcoming pilgrimages:
413/367-2202. In November they will walk from

: Atlanta to Fort Benning, Georgia, to join the annual

demonstration to close the School of the Americas.
Contact Sister Denise Laffan at 404,/627-8948.
e The Dhammayietra in Cambodia is an annual peace
walk led by Ven. Maha Ghosananda. Contact CPR, P.O.
Box 60, Bungthong Lang Post Office, Bangkok 10242,
Thailand. To order a video about the Dhammayietra,
An Army of Peace, see classifed ad on page 44.
e Millennium 2000, Religious Action for Disarmament.
Join 1000 people in a candlelight procession onto the
Nevada Test Site at midnight, December 31. Nevada
Desert Experience: 702,/646-4814. See ad, page 44.
e Zen Peacemaker Order offers regular “street retreats”
“as well as the Auschwitz-Birkenau Bearing Witness
Retreat, Nov. 8-13, 1999. (Sece article on page 11.)
Contact Peacemaker Community, Box 2583,
Westwood, CA 96137. 530,/596-4552.

—Margaret Howe

Margaret Howe is o long-time BPF member. She currently lives
in Mendocino with her husband, Gary Pace, and their daughter,
Maya.
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Activist News

BPF Activist NEWS

Chapter & Activist News

Diana Winston, BASE (Buddhist Alliance for Social
Engagement) founder, is back from Asia. She will be
coordinating BASE as part of her new role as BPF’s
Program Director. I will continue to be the Chapter
Coordinator and will be BPF’s first Development
Director. Both of us will be contributing to this column.

Welcome to new BPF contacts, John Martone in
Central Illinois and Patrick Ejo McMullen in Portland,
Oregon. We also welcome the new Los Angeles Chapter
Coordinator, Andrew Rasmussen, and thank Kara
Steiniger for her leadership in the last two years.

The new Green Gulch Farm Zen Center Chapter
meets weekly, writes Lee Lipp, “to discuss the function
and form of our lively, committed group.” The group
holds “educational programs and weekly letter-writing
sessions addressing local, national and global issues.
Some of our members are actively involved in corre-
spondence with inmates, while others have been going
into jails to teach meditation. Others are active in
informing our community about the death penalty.”

The San Francisco Chapter has been focusing on
four activities: twice weekly soup distribution to people
living on the streets around Civic Center, monthly bag-
lunch distribution to people in need, monthly outings
with children and their mothers from a transitional shel-
ter, and prison correspondence.

The New York Chapter sponsored a performance by
the First Light Project to commemorate the 54th anniver-
sary of the Hiroshima bombing. The First Light Project is
a group of multicultural performing artists who are on a
ceremonial pilgrimage from New Mexico, the site of the
first nuclear bomb test, to Hiroshima and Nagasaki.

In Spokane, Washington, chapter members are
preparing for a two-and-a-half-day residential retreat in
late September with Jason and Jacqueline Siff, vipassana
teachers. Merry Armstrong writes: “We have two sit-
tings a week and are looking for community projects
that fit schedules (not casy).”

In Twin Cities, Minnesota, chapter members held
an all-day sitting at Stillwater prison in July. Volunteers
are working in hospice, disabled, and drug settings.

The Texas Hill Country Chapter showed the video
“Doing Time, Doing Vipassana” at its June meeting,
and in August had a speaker from the Austin Shambhala
Center’s Prison Committee. The chapter decided to get
involved in prison work.

I am looking forward to traveling to Australia in
September, where DI’ll give talks sponsored by the
Sydney and Melbourne BPF Chapters. In October I’ll
go to Texas to offer a one-day “Introduction to
Engaged Buddhism” workshop organized by the Texas
Hill Country Chapter.—Tova Green

BASE News

On my return to BPF after a year and a half in Asia,
I find a BASE that has matured and grown. Tova Green
has nurtured the strong grassroots vision of BASE.

. Various people have been inspired to start BASE groups,

a few are ongoing, and others are winding down, one
after several years of meetings.

BASE is now at a crossroads. Where are we going
next? What is BASE’s role in the larger socially engaged
Buddhist movement? How can we best meet the needs
of the BASE community?

To explore this question, local BASE members held a
visioning day in June that combined a “historical” look
at BASE with envisioning the future: where did we come
from, where are we going? The discussion was rich and
moving as well as vast in its scope. A BASE visioning
committee is following up, aiming to clarify our purpose
so that we can make choices about where to put our
energy in the coming years. We are focusing in four dif-
ferent areas: ongoing community for BASE graduates,
Buddhist social analysis, development of new BASE
forms and focus groups, and further education and train-
ing in the wider community. I’ll keep you posted.

Some ongoing BASE manifestations include the
upcoming (third) issuc of “Touching BASE” (the BASE
alumni newsletter), and monthly BASE community
retreat days. The most recent retreat examined the sense
of self that comes from “being” an activist.

BASE alumni have formed a graduate BASE group to
learn how to better apply what we get from BASE to
our work in the world; to read and study the works of
other practitioners of socially engaged spirituality; to
inquire honestly into what’s most alive for us in our
emotional lives; and to refine our process as a group.”

This September marks the start of the “Educator’s
BASE” for teachers and others in the education field. It
will run a full nine months to coincide with the acade-
mic year. BASE graduate Beth Levine will be coordinat-
ing it, and BPF board member Lyn Fine is the mentor.

Additionally, a “Caregiver’s” BASE will be starting up in
Marin County, CA. This will be a local group for people
who are already working in social work and related fields in
Marin. BASE graduate Brenda Frechette is coordinating it
and will be accepting applications through the end of the
year. Contact the BPF office for more information.

See box below for a new BASE program.

—Diana Winston

BPF ANNOUNCES A SIX-MONTH BASE
PROGRAM FOCUSING ON HOMELESSNESS, IN SAN
FRANCISCO, BEGINNING EARLY IN 2000.

* K K

For more information, contact Diana Winston or
Tova Green at the BPF office: 510/655-6169.
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DIRECTOR’S REPORT

Columbine, Atlanta, Granada Hills Jewish Com-
munity Center—the level of armed violence in this
country seems to escalate daily. The violence that fills
our newspapers, magazines, and television screens is
unfolding in wealthy suburbs and corporate offices, not
in the ghettoes, where the structural violence of pover-
ty and despair is less sensational, but every bit as deadly.

[t seems self-evident that the availability of weapons
multiplies tragedy. Never before have there been so
many guns in people’s hands. Let’s urge our legislators
and civic officials to put an end to this madness. The
violence that the U.S. government and others have been
purveying with arms sales around the world is, as
Malcolm X bitterly quipped, like “the chickens coming
home to roost.” Our vow not to take life or to allow
others to take life means vocally opposing the arms and
military industries, and it means not knowingly benefit-
ing from their corporate profits.

Much of this killing is being done by adults and
youth who are white and come from middle- and upper-
middle-class backgrounds. The illusion of American
prosperity has gaping holes in it. Our culture of con-
sumption and spectacle cannot sustain itself. Meaningful
work is hard to come by, and corporate greed threatens
real connection between people.

I wish I had strategies to suggest in order to reclaim
our society quickly. Practicing Dharma is a slow revolu-
tion, and sometimes no revolution at all. I don’t say this
cynically, but in hopes that you, BPF members and
friends, will keep discussing and experimenting with
radical solutions to our systemic greed and violence.

The midsummer news in Berkeley was a painful con-
flict between the staft of listener-sponsored progressive
radio station KPFA and the board of its parent organiza-
tion, the Pacifica Foundation. After KPFA’s popular sta-
tion manager Nicole Sawaya was summarily fired by
Pacifica, programmers Larry Bensky, Robbie Osman,
and Dennis Bernstein spoke about her firing and were
fired themselves. Things escalated, and to everyone’s dis-
may, armed guards were brought in by Pacifica to “pro-
tect station property.” In mid-July the station was board-
ed up and the staff was locked out. An amazing diversity
of community people demonstrated and camped outside
the station in support of KPFA and its staff.

There is no space here to go into the complexities of
the conflict. (For more information, see the website
<www.savepacifica.net>.) But KPFA has always been
there for BPF, providing airtime to publicize events,
interviewing Buddhist activists, and co-sponsoring and
broadcasting Thich Nhat Hanh’s Berkeley talks. BPF
has tried to be there for KPFA in this conflict. We took
part in rallies and marches, and we organized silent sit-

tings outside the closed KPFA studios (an expression of
support that translates poorly into the medium of
radio). As Buddhists we try to practice right speech, but
there can be no right speech without free speech.

After three weeks of lockout, KPFA is back on the air,
but the struggle for local community control continues.

Well, it’s time to say some more about our ongoing
staff reorganization. Tova Green and Diana Winston are
settling into their new positions. Tova is our develop-
ment director, overseeing BPF’s fundraising and working
with chapters. Diana Winston is our program director.
She coordinates the BASE program, works with me on
international projects, and directs our “futures” process,
which is creating a strategic plan for BPF’s future work.

The newest member of our staff, Paul LeMay, began
full-time work in late August as Administrative
Coordinator. He will handle all the financial tasks that
Lewis Woods so ably managed, as well as maintaining our
computer equipment and helping to design and imple-
ment new bookkeeping and database systems. Paul is a
Tibetan monk, long affiliated with Lama Zopa and the
Foundation for the Preservation of Mahayana Tradition.
Everyone in the office is happy to have a coworker who is
equally at home with Dharma and technology.

And Lewis Woods is leaving the BPF staff after nearly
six years. He is beginning a graduate program in philoso-
phy, something he has wanted to do for a long time. I
know that Lewis will continue to be closely connected to
a life of liberation, and to the work of BPFE. But still, we
won’t be working together day by day as we have over
these last years. It is impossible to enumerate all that
Lewis has brought to BPF, or to convey how different it
is today thanks to his passionate participation. This applies
to financial policy and procedures, personnel issues, solic-
iting new memberships, fundraising letters, computer
troubleshooting, and so many other administrative tasks.
But his real gift to BPF has been to show us how our
vision, our actions, and our heart must all intersect for the
sake of an engaged Buddhism that really helps things
change. Lewis has always been willing to do his home-
work, and his drive compels me to do my own. I hope he
will keep keeping me on my toes. % —Alan Senanke

Love
Flutes

& O &
0’0 LS4 4

1 800 4 FLUTES

www.]135,com/loveflutes

T
&
o
=
4
”
C
o

B

&
&
e
-t
[
Q
)
Q
=
-
<
o

MAKERS OF THE MOST BEAUTIFUL SOUNDING
NATIVE AMERICAN FLUTES.,
& VERY EASY FOR BEGINNERS.

TURNING WHEEL © FaLL 1999 43




Notices

ANNOUNCEMENTS & CILASSIFIEDS

ANNUAL BPF MEMBERSHIP
MEETING! Sunday, December 12, in
the Berkeley area. Dinner and brief
reports, followed by a screening of
“Rabbit in the Moon,” directed by
Emiko Omori, a documentary about
the internment of Japanese Americans
during WWII. The film raises questions
about history, citizenship, and racism,
which we will explore in a post-film dis-
cussion. For details, call 510,/655-6169.

HEALING RACISM IN OUR
SANGHAS. How can we make our
Western sanghas truly welcoming to
people of all ethnic and racial groups?
This question is the focus of monthly
gatherings for Buddhist practitioners of
color and of European American origin,
at Empty Gate Zen Center, 2200 Parker
St. in Berkeley, on the first Friday
evening of each month from 7:00-9:30
rM. Info: 510,/464-3012.

SANGHA FOR BUDDHISTS OF
COLOR meets monthly in the San
Francisco Bay Area, for meditation, dhar-
ma talks, and mutual support. For infor-
mation, or to be placed on their email list,
contact Lauren Leslie: 415/ 642-7202 or
email: <bebuddha@hotmail.com>.

THE UNTRAINING is designed to
help you “untrain” the subtle program-
ming of white liberal racism. Put your
meditative awareness to work for all
beings. Ongoing groups: 510,/235-6134.

PRISON SANGHA. Zen group in
Ohio needs books, tapes, robes, incense,
candles, malas. Please send to: Lotus
Prison Sangha, c/o Ven. Shih Ying-Fa,
Cloudwater Zendo, 21562 Lorain Rd.,
Fairview Park, OH 44126.

GAY BUDDHIST FELLOWSHIP:
sittings, speakers, and discussions every
Thursday evening and every other
Sunday morning in San Francisco.
Classes, workshops, retreats, monthly
potluck dinners, and work in Buddhist
AIDS projects. Newsletter, with informa-
tion and articles on topics of concern to
gay Buddhists, available on request. (See
inside back cover for address).

DIVERSITY AND SOCIAL CHANGE
SANGHA. A sangha for those interest-
ed in blending mindfulness practice in
the tradition of Thich Nhat Hanh with
social change work meets weekly in
Oakland. Contact Rosa at 510,/534-6302.
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HOMELESS AND HOUSED people
meet weekly in Berkeley, CA, for medi-
tation and discussion. Volunteers from
Berkeley Zen Center and East Bay
Insight Meditation facilitate sessions ori-
ented toward stress reduction. Tea and
cookies. Mondays, 7:30-9 pM, off the
courtyard on the west side of Dana
between Durant and Channing. For
more info, call 510,/548-0551.

HELP HOMELESS WOMEN AND
CHILDREN by donating needed per-
sonal care items—toothbrushes, tooth-
paste, soap, shampoo, hair brushes,
combs, and hand lotion—to the
Women’s Daytime Drop-in Center in
Berkeley. Volunteers are also needed to
work with the women and children. For
more information call 510,/548-6933.

THE CONCH-US TIMES, the
Journal of the Dead Buddhists of
America, for those appreciating both
Grateful Dead and Buddhist cultures:
$8 /yr. Payable to: Ken Sun-Downer,
Box 769, Idyllwild, CA 92549.

CAMBODIAN VIDEO. “An Army of
Peace,” 52-minute video in English,
about Ven. Maha Ghosananda and the
annual Dhammayietra (peace walk) across
Cambodia. Send $25 check payable to
“CPR” to: CPR, P.O. Box 60, Bungthong
Lang Post Office, Bangkok 10242,
Thailand. Proceeds support CPR—the
Committee for Peace and Reconciliation.

BPF VOLUNTEERS NEEDED,
WANTED, LOVED. In particular, we
need help organizing our library of
books and tapes—Come have a biblio-
blast! Also, Turning Wheel can use your
help. Call the office: 510,/655-6169.

INTERFAITH SOLIDARITY WALK
IN NORTHERN THAILAND in
support of indigeneous people, Dec. 7-
17, 1999. Contact the Boulder Institute
for Nature and the Human Spirit, 1314
8th St., Boulder, CO 80302.
303,/939,/8398,

<invoke@dimensional.com>.

POSITION OPEN: The Fellowship of
Reconciliation (FOR), a national inter-
faith peace organization, seeks a
Nonviolence Education & Training
Coordinator. Application deadline: Oct.
1, 1999. Send resumes and contact
Yvonne Royster: FOR, Box 271, Nyack,
NY 10960. 914,/358-4601, fax:
914,/358-4924.
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PRISON CHAPLAIN is attempting
to establish regular Buddhist services
and activities. To offer assistance, please
contact Friar Ponchie Vasquez, OFM, at
North Kern State Prison, P.O. Box 567,
Delano, CA 93216, 661,/721-2345
ext. 6862, <ponchie@lightspeed.net>.

INTERNATIONAL COLLOQUIUM
on Buddhism and the Future of
Humanity will be held Oct. 29-31,
1999, in Chittagong, Bangladesh. To
register or present, contact Dr.
Sadananda Misra, Hon. Secretary
General, IAFH, 5 Professors’ Colony,
Talabania, Puri 752002, Orissa, India.
Tel /Fax: 91,/0/6752-22290.

PRISON DHARMA NETWORK
(PDN) is now located in Boulder, CO.
PDN needs your donations of dollars and
used Dharma books to continue making
the Dharma available to prisoners. If you
are interested in forming local or regional
chapters to facilitate contemplative prison
ministry, contact: PDN, P.O. Box 4623,
Boulder, CO 80306-4623, 303 /544-
5952, <pdn@indra.com>.

FOR SALE: 20-acre organic farm in
northern New Mexico. Contact Paul
Michel, <ojitopaul@yahoo.com> Web
site: www.geocities.com/rainforest/
jungle /9202.

NEVADA DESERT EXPERIENCE
presents Millennium 2000: Walking the
Ways of Peace, Religious Action for
Disarmament. Dec. 29, 1999-Jan 2,
2000, in Las Vegas and at the Nevada
Test Site, including special youth pro-
gram. Co-sponsored by Fellowship of
Reconciliation and other groups. Bring in
a new millennium of peace and justice
with a candlelight procession onto the test
site! For info: Nevada Desert Experience,
P.O. Box 4487, Las Vegas, NV 89127.
702 /646-4814. <nde@igc.apc.org>



Gratitudes

HELPING TURN THE WHEEL

BPF gratefully acknowledges contributions above membership received between January 1
& March 31, 1999 which were regretfully omitted from the Summer 1999 Turning Wheel:

Diana Abrashkin % Ronald Alexander % Sean Applegate % Stanley Arnold # Fairley Babnes % Ray Ball < Scott Baltisberger <
Christopher Bandini % Debra Beck < Robert Booth % Elizabeth Brandt % Carol Brennan % Dave Brus < Simone Carbonel #
Joan Casey % Michele Clark < William Collins <% Ann Constantino < Carol Cook < David Cook % Timothy Smith < David
Curto < Laura De Freitas < Margaret Dellenbaugh < Russell Delman < David Depue < Travis Donoho < Ron Donovan <
Kate Dunn < Kenneth Elder < Scott Ferree % David Foecke % Steven Fortney % Wendy Foulke % George Franklin < Richard
Fremont % Bethany Freshnock < Jacob Gendelman < Joanne Genet % Christine Glendening % Peter Gregory #* David Grewal
% Dan Grussing % Donald Helm % Randy Hicks % Dennis Hilker <+ Marjory Hirsh < Marc Hofstadter % Jill Holmes # Mariina
Illich % Jean Jarvis % Robert Jenne < Sonia Jirka < Wendy Johnson % Peter Johnson < John Jory < A. Kaji < David Kast %
Bonnie Kelly < David Kenigsberg < Michael Kieran % Charles Klein % Jan Kristiansson % A.]. Kuntze % Bob Laskin «
Gwendolyn Lee < Lee Klinger Lesser % Maryanne Levine < Robert Lix < Robert Lyons % Ian Macphail % Charles Manninen
% Victor Manny % Genjo Marinello % Dr. Joseph McGrory % Dr. Megan McKenna < Frederick Millen < James Miller < David
Mills < William Milton < Paul Mines < Marion Minewski < Richard Modiano < Marian Morgan < Mary Myers < Thomas
Nishikawa < Kathy Noborikawa < Peter & Susan Overton < David Parlato % Diana & Richard Pawu < Douglas Pengilly <
Dorothy Perkins +* Jane Peters % Brook Phinney % John Porter < June Pulcini < Andy Rader < Todd Rambo % Gary Rancourt
% Mark Redmond < Beth Redwood % Andrew & Grace Reposky % Rebecca Riehur < Veronica Ries % Chris Ritter < Kokai
Roberts < Alex Rose < Chris Rose % Cecilia Santana % Carol Sawyer % Bryan Schaaf ¢ Tom Schaub < Richard Shaw « Allan
Shuman < Ellen Sidor + David Simon % Susan Snider % Gary Snyder < Carolyn Sonfield % Linda Spangler < Blair Spangler +
Charlene Spretnak < Baird Standish < James Sterhardt < Margaret Stohr % Robert Stone < John Stott % James Szpakowski <
Alan Tilson % Kenryu Tsuji % Jean Vogrin % Morty Walters % Steve Warres % John Wasmund < Mel Weitsman < Molly
Wheelwright < Edward White < George Willoughby % Joe Wilson % Adele & Larry Wise % Anne Wolf % Jessie Wood <
Elizabeth & Joe Wray % Thank you!

BPF gratefully acknowledges contributions above membership received between April 1 & June 30, 1999:

John D. Abramson < Diana Abrashkin < Robert Aitken « Bobbi Allan < Nina Allen % Kathy Altman < Louise Altman % John
R. Anderson < Bruce Anderson # Ruth Christine Angell % Barbara Ann Kennedy < George Appenzeller < Clyde Appleton +
Elsie Archer % Jane Ariel < Stephen Gregory Ascue ** Joyce Asmussen % K.M. Atkinson < Ralph Bailey <+ Paula Bakalar < Elinor
Bannwart % Roy C. Bath < Steven & Linda Bean # Jacqueline Beaudet % A. C. Beaverson #* Joe Benenate < Steve Bergman <
Jane Berquist % Chris Berndt < Linda Beutner % J. Cathi Billue % Ian Black % Myron Bruce Blackman # Barbara Blouin # Neal
Blumenfeld % Annabel Boissevain < William Boll % Sylvia & Seymour Boorstein < Robert Brager < Raymond Brock < Peter
Bross % Kate Brown #% Zanaide Budd % Judy Bunce < Kent Bunting < Fredrich Burian % Robert Merle Burnham % Lea
Burroughs % Les Cammer % Rhonda Campbell < Kevin Canterbury < Jay Cantor % Sawrie Carroll-Wuest < Christopher
Chapple < Elaine Chilton % Michele C. Clark % Alice Clawson # Trena Cleland % David Cloar < Kay Coleman % Merrill Collett
% Garret Condon % Karen T. Connelly % Sarah Conover < Charlotte Cooke % Annie Cooper % Robert Cornell % Judy
Countryman # Terry Cox % Larry Crenshaw < James Crouse % Robert & Geraldine Curran < David Curto % Ann Dasburg %
Sharon Davisson < Susan Day % Martha De Barros < Karen De Cotis % Margaret Dellenbaugh < Anne Dellenbaugh < Christie
Denhart < Laura Denman < John Dinsmore % Robert Doll, Jr. < Nancy Donald % Rosemary Donnell % Danny Dover <
Susanne Dowouis % James Doyle % Kate Dunn < Mary Duryee < William Edinger < Kenneth Elder < David Eliscu < Thomas
Ellis ¢ Cynthia Embree-Lavoie & Connie Lavoie < Patricia Ercolano % John Ferris ¢ Robert Festa % Linda Filippi % Lyn Fine
+ Shelley & Molina Fischer % Ann Fischer Hecht % Victor Fitterman % Diane Fitzgerald < Inez Flores < Andrew Fort % George
Franklin < Anne Fraser < Marion Frazier <* Roni Rogers Freed 4 Charles Frechof % Lenore Friedman % Gil Fronsdal < B.
Ronald Frost < Noriaki Fujimori < Ann Marie Fuller < Ellen Furnari % Jim Gallas % Elly Ganowsky < William Gardner +
Katherine Garnett % Alice Ghiradelli < Barbara Gibson < Brian Goller <> Ronald Golterman < Elenna Goodman % Janice
Gordon + Barry Gordon % Narayan Grady * Frederick Graf % Julie Graham + Lynn & Scott Grannan % Barbara C. Green %
Lisa Greene % Ann Greenwater % Dan Grussing % Chad Gusler 4 Arthur Hagen < Stewart Haight < Jack Hale < Moffett Hall
% Marcia Hansen # Karen Harley < William Harrison < Sally Harrison < Blanche Hartman < Robert Hass % Barry Heath +
Joseph Heikoft < Christopher Heininger % Robert Hendricks < Helen Hickey % Joann Hickey % Gregory Hill < Alan James
Hill % Cynthia Hoffman « Barbara Holbrook # Judith Hollan & Arthur J. Kaufmann < Jill Holmes % Jeannine Hopfensperger
% Patricia Huber < Mary Ann Huckabay % Gary Hughes % J. Hutchins < Victoria I < Kenneth Inada < Leavenworth Jackson
% Caren Jackson % Nancy Jaicks % Sara Jenkins < Robert Jenne % Jane Nordli Jessep % George Johns < J. Alan Johnson % Rev.
Ellen Johnson-Fay < Breck Jones < Agnes Kaji % John Kane & Mary Damon < Bruce Kantner < Roshi Philip Kapleau «* Susan
Kaplow < Lawrence Katz % Peg Kazda % Linda Keller < Virginia Kemp < David Kenigsberg + Nancy Kern & Rix Jennings
Michael Kieserman % Judith Kinst < Terry Kinzel % Charles Kirousis % Chris & Brad Klafehn < Charles Klein % James Kline %
John Kneip % Thomas Kopka < Kenneth Kraft < Marshall Krause % Murali Krishnaswamy < Luois Kubicka % (continued)
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Gratitudes

% Bernice La Mar % Susan Lafleur < Frederick Lancaster < Christopher Landriau % Sherry Larsen-Beville < Andrea Larson <
Stephen Lassiter % Sharon Leahy < David Lear < William Lee % Reiner Leibe < Robert L. Leschack « Jerome Levine % Beth
Levine % Andy Levy # Judith Lipton & David % Joseph Loftin % Kit Long < Don Longfellow % Rhea Loudon % Susanne Loyd
< Catherine Lucas % Claire Ludlow % Anna Machan % Joanna Macy < Judith Magann < Barry Magid < Alice Magorian <
Thomas Mallabar ¢ Maureen Malvern % Howard Margolis % Alan Margolis % Jude Mariah % Michele Martin % Michael May
“ Rebecca Mayeno # Ian Mayo-Smith % Anni McCarthy % William McCarty < Judith McCullough < Leslie McHenry <
Melanie Meer < Carole Melkonian % Tova Meltzer % Renny Merritt < Spero Michailidis < Gaia Mika % David Mills % Colleen
Mills % Mark A. Mills < Michael Milward < Greg Minshall % Mordecai Mitnick < Mary Mocine % Richard Modiano < Phillip
Moftitt < Susan Moon % Jeff Moore % Meredith Moraine % Miriam Morgan % Thomas Moritz <% Victoria Mudd % Rowena
Muirhead < Molly Mullin # Virginia Mullin & Bernard Somers < Donna Mumma & Chris Bartlett < Leslie Ellen Murphy <
Lawrence Murphy < Patricia Murphy % Joseph R. Murphy % Karen Musalo < Frederick Myers < Ronald Nakasone # Lee
Nedler < Margaret Neidorf < R. Scott Newcomb <+ Clifford Nielson % Lily Noon % Michael Noone < Robert O' Keefe <
Robert O' Malley % Jeremiah O'Driscoll < Carolyn O'Grady % Robert O'Malley % Yuji & Emi Okano % James B. Osgood <
Karen Palazzini % Richard Patterson % Ross Payne < Christine Aquilino & Tom Pedulla < Alex Pham < Mai Nhu Pham < Brook
Phinney + Billy Pick < Ruth Pierce < Melvin Pohl < Lore Anne Politzer % Allan Pollock < Steven Pomerantz % Vivian Pon +
Dorie Porcelli ¢ Michael Port % John Porter < Ellen Poss % Renee Potik < Albert Presgraves & Jenny Ruth Yas < Judith
Pressmar % Randal Price < Mark Pringle < Harry Prochaska < Tony Prokott < Rosario Pugliese < Cynthis Lynne Quick
Ralph Quillman % Alby Quinlan % Jennifer Rader % Debbie & Peter Rahalski < Francine Rainone # Carol Ranzel-Wallace %
Ann Ratcliffe < Mitchell Ratner < Mark E. Redmond % Gloria Reed % Caitriona Reed < Charles T. Reeser < William Riley <
Marilyn Rinzler % Chris Ritter % Diane Rizzetto < Kokai Roberts % Tey & Elliot Roberts < John Roberts % Paul Rossi %
Virginia Rubel % Claire Rubin % Janina Rubinowitz % Catherine Rule % Susan Ruml « Deborah Russell % Mitchell Ryerson <
Ellen Sabine % Frank Salomon % Grace Sanchez % Charles Ware & Rondi Saslow < Melissa Savage < Carol Ann Sawyer
Kenneth Sax < Carolyn Scarr < Bryan Schaaf < Paula Schank < Edward Schelb % Georgia Schneider % Dawne Schomer «
Barbara Seabridge < Jan Sells < Julie Sgarzi % Dave Sharp % John Shechy < Tazuko Shibusawa < Lee Shields % Joel Siegal <
Jerome Siegel & Tessa Lamont-Siegel % Layle Silbert < Martha Simpson % Gloria Smith < Sharon Smith < Therese Snyder
Thelma Soderquist % Frederick Solomon + Julia Sommer < Mary Kate Spencer % Mr. & Mrs. William Speth # Elaine Spieler
% David Spurgeon % Richard Stafford & Margaret Bernens % Barid M. Standish % Terry Stein < John Steiner % Dean Stephens
% Mimi Sternberg % Barbara Stetta < Kathryn Steuerman < Maryanna Stewart % Judith Stronach % Rhondalynn Summers <
Karen Sundheim % Michael Sweet < John Tamburino < Kazuaki Tanahashi < Barbara Tandy < Ann Temple % Andrea Thach
+% Sara Theiss % Michael Tracy % Constance Trowbridge < Fredrich Ulrich < Lois Vanderkooi < Michael Vest < Angic Vorhies
« Ryan Waite < Patrick Walker % Roberta Wall % John Wallin < Bernie Walters < Tucker Walton #* Steve & Melpa Warres %
David Weeks < Jean Weille % Sandra Weinberg < Mel Weitsman + Sara Wexler < Edward K. White < Katherine White % Will
White < Susan Wilder & Natalie Robb % Peter Williams # Claire Willis < Carol J. Wisnieski 4 Terry Wissler < Robert Wist <
Dorothy Wonder % Janice Wood % Key Wu < Denoya Wyatt < Kirk Yarnell 4 David Young % Polly Young-Fisendrath < M.E.
Zoloth % Lilian Zwyns % Bohyun Sah Buddhist Temple < Brookrod ¢ Teriananda < Dharmadhatu < Monterey Bay Zen Center
% Clouds In Water Zen Center % Hara Foundation % Lake Superior Zendo < Ebsco Industries, Inc. < Thank you!

For donations above and beyond the call of fundraising,
including those regretfully omitted from the Summer 1999 Turning Wheel:

Sheridan Adams & Jeff Kitzes % James Albright < William & Diane Ames % John & Alex Ankele % Karen Arnett < James A.
Babson < Jerry Bass < Eric Berger «* Bill Boll ¢ Gabrielle Bolton % David Bordinat < David & Roberta Borglum < Barry Briggs
% Valerie Brown < David Brown < Bruce & Bettina Buschel % Chris Cardozo % Elizabeth M. Cheatham % Robert Chender %
David Chura < Sue Conner * Helen Cooluris < Mary Kay Dadabo % Donna Denman % Thomas Durocher < Peter & Stella
Elliston + Priscilla Endicott < Galen Eversole % Gael Foord & Stan Hoffman < Apiwat Ford % Donn Fry < Rhoda Gilman <
Sheilah Glover % Sarah Gorin % Paul & Melody Haller < Susan Harrow % Lynn Hays < Mimi Hohenberg % Tom Hohnhaus
% Jean Holroyd-Sills < Allan Hunt-Badiner % M. Anne Jennings % Philip Johnson < Edwin Joseph < Athalie Joy % Stephanie
Kaza + Andy Kelly % Bruce Krawisz % Beth & Bill Krumbein < Albert Kutchins < Matthew Laney < Dale Laney < Jeffrey Lee
% Lee Lewis < Walter Lindley % Toinette Lippe % Diana Lynch < C.H. Macgregor % Rose & Rafe Martin < Don Maurer <
Martin McCarthy % Alan McCollom < Dr. Fred Millard % Craig & Devra Morton # John Mullen % Pete Nelson < Robert
Nimz < Nancy J. Noel % Fran & Tim Orrok % Sara Overton < Mitchell Ratner < Joy Reese < Tina Render % William Richards
% Patricia Rollinger % Tom Roose % Isabella Rosekrans < Donald Rothberg % Jerome Sala % Peter & Jill Schireson % Sally
Sheridan < Wynelle Snow % Douglas Spiro < Mark Sprecher % Peg Stone % Meredith Stout < Judith Stronach < Julia Summers
% Carolyn Sweers % Clay Taylor % Denise Taylor % Angelica Theriot < Gordon & Margo Tyndall % Lee Vogelstein % Roberta
Wall ¢ Charles Wan < Cynee & Bill Warner < Elliot B. Wood % Debra Wuensch < Patricia Yenawine < Rachael Young < BCA
Social Welfare Fund % Berkeley Zen Center < Empty Gate Zen Center % Green Gulch Farm Zen Center < The Henry J. Kaiser
Family Foundation < Kannon Do < The Pew Charitable Trusts % The Stronach-Buschel Fund < The Vanguard Public
Foundation < Thank you!

A special thanks to all our event and office volunteers, with special thanks to Greg Fain, Annette Herskovits, Sandy Hunter,
Rebecen Mayeno, Michael McCamish, Steve Osserman, Isabella Rosekrans, and Heather Sarantis.
And thanks to Mawra Singer for the gift of a beantiful fountain for our office. Thank you!
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Chapters & Affiliates

BPIj“ CHAPTERS & AFFILIATES

CHAPTERS

BosTtoNn, MA

Rob Weiland

62 Three Pond Rd.
Wayland, MA 01778
508,/358-0145

COLORADO

Bob Knott, 1930 Niagara St.
Denver, CO 80220
303/388-0808

East Bay, CA
Sandy Hunter
510,/548-7843

GREEN GULCH, CA
Nancy Petrin, Jeremy Levie
1601 Shoreline Highway
Sausalito, CA 94965
415/383-3134

HonovLuru, HI

Karma Lekshe Tsomo
400 Hobron Lane, #2615
Honolulu, HI 96815

808 ,/944-6294

Los ANGELES, CA
Andrew Rasmussen

1166 N. Canyon Trail
Topanga, CA 90290-3604
310/455-3578

MILWAUKEE, W1

Paul Norton

3238 N. Shepard Ave.
Milwaukee, WI 53211
414/961-9281

NEw YOrk, NY

Val DuBasky

463 West St., #G111
New York, NY 10014
212/691-2543

PRAIRIE BUDDHA
Karuna Maduva

201 Forest Knoll Dr.
Palatine, IL 60745

SACRAMENTO, CA
Steve Walker

3550 Watt Ave. #2
Sacramento, CA 95821
916,/481-0424

SAN DieGgo, CA

Ava Torre-Bueno
POB 33110,

San Diego, CA 92163
619/266-2442

SAN Francisco, CA

Paul Haller, S. F. Zen Center
300 Page St., S.F.,CA 94102
415/863-3136

SEATTLE, WA

Rick Harlan, 911 29th St. So.
Seattle, WA 98144-3123
206,/324-4153

SonoMA CounTty, CA
Ella Rozett, POB 646
Grayton, CA 95444
707 /874-3397

SrOKANE, WA

Merry Armstrong

POB 31124

Spokane, WA 99223-3018
509,/455-3987

TAssAJARA, CA

Cristina Cruz

39171 Tassajara Rd.
Carmel Valley, CA 93924
408,/659-2229

Texas HiLL COUNTRY
Travis Donoho

5412 Meg Brauer Way
Austin, TX 78749-2178
512,/899-2537

TRIANGLE AREA, NC
Hans Henning
558 East Road
Pittsboro, NC 27312
919/542-6060

Twin CrTiEs, MN
Lee Lewis

1493 Lincoln Ave.
St. Paul, MN 55105
612/699-1330

CONTACTS

ARrcata, CA

Mark Pringle,

POB 2085
Trinidad, CA 95570
707 /677-0429

CENTRAL IL

John P. Martone

325 W. Tyler, Apt. B
Charleston IL 61920-1865
217/345-3915

CHICAGO, IL

Dave Reszak

9125 Mango Ave.
Morton Grove, IL 60053
847/966-1475

CoRrvALLIS, OR
Meghan Caughey
25111 Webster Ave.
Monroe, OR 97456
541/424-2215

EUGENE, OR

Patrick Ejo McMullen
POB 744

Eugene, OR 97440
541/607-0772

GREENSBORO, NC
Daniel Rhodes,

6 Branch Ct.
Greensboro, NC 27408
336,/274-7907

Housron, TX
Wallace Craft
11260 FM 1488
Conroe, TX 77384
409/321-2444

MARIN County, CA

Ken Homer, 83B Clark St.
San Rafael, CA 94901
415/457-1360

Mip S.F. PENINSULA, CA
Lance Miller

181 Second Ave., Suite 450
San Mateo, CA 94401
650,/340-9698

NEevapA City, CA
Daniel Flanigan

16874 Jackass Flats Rd.
Nevada City, CA 95959
916,/292-1801

NEW JERSEY (CENTRAL)
Dodie Murphy

2 Windingbrook Rd.
Bordontown, NJ 08501
609,/291-1412

NEw YORK CAPITAL AREA
Michael Fallarino

POB 178

Stuyvesant Falls, NY 12174
518,/799-2118

NORTHERN OHIO

Matt Wascovich, POB 65921,
Cleveland, OH 44101
216/556-2847

OKLAHAMA
Katherine Williams
1021 Harding St.
Seminole, OK 74868
405,/382-5723

PHILADELPHIA, PA
Barbara Hirshkowitz
4709 Windsor
Philadelphia, PA 19143
215/724-8131

PORTLAND, OR

Bob Ryan

1845 Southeast Ladd Ave.
Portland, OR 97214
503,/234-7713

RHODE IsLAnD, S.E. MA
Rebecca Capolungo-Hartman
Providence Zen Center,

99 Pound Rd.

Cumberland, RI 02864
401,/658-2499

SANTA FE, NM

Ann Dasburg

50C LaBarbaria Trail
Santa Fe, NM 87505
505,/982-8179

VERMONT

Richard Dunworth
45 Pleasant St. Ext.
Ludlow, VT 05149
802,/228-2476

Yakima, WA
Douglas C. Ray

261 Rowberry Way
Topenish, WA 98948
509,/865-6045

YeELLOw SPRINGS, OH
Eric Lang

743 W. Sparrow Rd.
Springficld, OH 45502
937/327-9491

TURNING WHEEL & FALL 1999

AFFILIATES

AUSTRALIA (MELBOURNE)
Jill Jameson, 50 Daveys Lane
Hoddles Creek, VIC 3139
tel: 61-3-596-74-372

BPF AUSTRALIA (SYDNEY)
Gillian Coote, 31 Bonnefin St.
Hunters Hill, NSW 2110

BPF BANGLADESH

Brother Jarlath D’Souza
St. Joseph’s School

Hsad Gate, Mohammedpur
Dhaka, 1207 Bangladesh

BUDDHIST SOCIAL ACTION
NETWORK OF B.C.

Valerie Goodale

#24-710 West 15th St.
North Vancouver, B.C.
Canada V7M3K6

BPF LADAKH

Ven. Bhikku Sanghasena
¢/0 Mahabodhi Centre
POB 22, Leh, Ladakh
194101 Himalaya, India

BuppHIST AIDS PROJECT
555 John Muir Drive #803
San Francisco, CA 94132
415/522-7473

GAY BUDDHIST FELLOWSHIP
2236 Market St. #9

San Francisco, CA 94114
415,/974-9878

INTERNATIONAL NETWORK OF
ENGAGED BUDDHISTS

POB 19, Mahadthai Post Office
Bangkok, 10206, Siam

tel /fax: 662-433-7169

INEB JAPAN

Suzuki Ryowa

81 Honyashiki

Minowa Anjo, Aichi 446
Japan. 81-566-76-2486

KARUNA CENTER
Paula Green

49 Richardson Rd.
Leverett, MA 01054
413/367-9520

LEEDS NETWORK OF
ENGAGED BUDDHISTS
91 Clarendon Rd.
Leeds LS29LY

West Yorkshire, U.K.
0113-2444-289

LESBIAN BUDDHIST SANGHA
Carol Osmer-Newhouse

510,/222-7787

NETWORK OF ENGAGED
BUDDHISTS

Ken Jones, Plas Plwca,
Cwmrheidol, Aberystwyth,
Wales, U.K. SY23 3NB
097,/084-603

PrISON DHARMA NETWORK
Fleet Maull

POB 4623

Boulder, CO 80306-4623
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NAROPA 1999: 25 YEARS OF CONTEMPLATIVE EDUCATION - 2500 YEARS OF TRADITION

Naropa 4

fwww.na ropage NC

Come to a FREE public meeting with

BO LOZOFF

A Nation Bebind Bars ~ Creating a Safer and Kinder Society
Friday, November 12, 1999 @ 7-9 pm

First Congregational Church in Berkeley
Entrance on Dana between Durant and Channing @ Wheelchair accessible

Donations to support the Prison Project will be gratefully accepted but are not required
Sponsored by the Buddhist Peace Fellowship’s Prison Project

(Buddhist Peace Fellowship Non-Profit \
P.O. Box 4650 Organization
Berkeley, CA 94704 USA i
Address Correction Requested Permit No. 413
Forwarding & Return Postage Berkeley, CA

Guaranteed
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