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From the Editor 
st week I went to a teach-in on torture and international law. On a cold 

winter afternoon, a small circle of people stood in weak sunshine outside 
oalt Hall Law School at U.C. Berkeley. Inside, Professor John Yoo was 

giving his weekly lecture. Yoo is the author of the legal justification for the Bush 
administration's policy allowing torture of"enemy combatants:' The teach-in, 
also a weekly event, was organized by Buddhist activist Taigen Dan Leighton 
and is sponsored by the Buddhist Peace Fellowship and other organizations. 

I learned a lot from the day's speaker, Naomi Robt-Arriaza, a professor of 
international law at Hastings School of Law in San Francisco. I learned, for 
example, that never before has there been such thing as an "enemy combat
ant." According to international agreements, a prisoner from one country 
who is held by another country is either a prisoner of war or a civilian, with 
no wiggle room in between, and protections against torture are clearly 
spelled out for both categories of prisoners. Prof. Robt-Arriaza stood there 
in the sunken courtyard, without benefit of lectern, or blackboard, or audio
visual equipment, or even a chair, and spoke clearly, gesturing with her hands 
for emphasis, about the many international treaties to which the U.S. is a sig
natory-as well as various laws of the U.S.-that clearly prohibit torture. 
(Please see page 9 for excerpts from these treaties.) 

More photographs of the torture at Abu Ghraib prison have recently been 
released. Some of them were on display at the teach-in, on a piece of poster
board that leaned against a tree. The U.S. was once a country that at least had 
a public position against torture. But now my government is telling the world 
it's necessary to subject nameless prisoners to extreme pain and humiliation 
in order to protect my security. 

It was hard to keep standing there in the cold, listening to the bad news. A 
few of us sat down on a stone ledge. Toward the end, someone asked, "What 
can we do?!" Prof. Robt-Arriaza suggested that we insist on the appointment of 
a special prosecutor to investigate U.S. policy on torture and the situations at 
Guantanamo and in Iraq, since our attorney general is clearly not doing this. 
To that end, we can support the various human rights organizations, includ
ing the ACLU and Amnesty International, that are working to make this hap
pen, and we can write to our Congresspeople to push for an investigation. 

Later that day, I joined the ACLU. And the very next day, I went to a 
Buddhist retreat in the redwoods, with a group of women, for the weekend. We 
sat together in silence, we cooked, we ate, we talked, we walked. I was about as 
far from Abu Ghraib as a person can get. My Buddhist practice has two parts: 
sitting down on my cushion, and getting up. This was the sitting-down part. 

Settled on my zafu, listening to the cozy crackling of the logs in the fire
place and smelling the mushroom risotto that was being prepared for our 
dinner, I tried to hold in my mind the forgotten prisoners at Guantanamo. I 
dedicated the merit of my sitting to them. Not that it's going to do them any 
good directly-I'm not so arrogant as to think so--but it does me some 
good. It connects the sitting down and the getting up. 

The more horrible the torture gets, the greater the temptation to turn away 
from it, and the more likely I am to think there's nothing I can do. That's why I 
tried to bring those prisoners with me into the redwoods, as if I could share the 
risotto with them. Their world is my world. I don't want to shut them from my 
mind. I practice ( and I do mean practice) being alive to the agony in my world, 
and at the same time, I practice taking delight in eating mushroom risotto with 
sangha friends at a silent dinner in the redwoods. ❖ -Susan Moon 

Coming deadline for Turning Wheel: 

► Fall '06: Special Issue on finding a socially engaged Buddhist response to 
our current crisis in government. Deadline: June 12, 2006 
Send submissions of essays, poetry, drawings, or photographs to Turning Wheel, 
P.O. Box 3470, Berkeley, CA 94703-9906, with SASE; or to <turningwheel@bpf.org>. 
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Letters 
We welcome your responses to what we print. Write to Turning 
Wheel, P. 0 . Box 3470, Berkeley, CA 94703, or send us an e-mail at 
<turningwheel@bpf.org>. Letters may be edited. 

Diversity in Sanghas 
I would like to thank Turning Wheel for continuing to 

address the issue of diversity in Western Buddhism, and I 
would like to praise work being done by people of color 
(POC) and whites at institutions such as SFZC and Spirit 
Rock to address the homogeneity found in their sanghas. 
Diversity committees, scholarships, and retreats meant 
specifically for POC have given me and many POC an 
opportunity to take greater ownership of our practice. 
There is, however, a common ground that has been over
looked. 

I would like to encourage many of the teachers and sen
ior students to draw upon an existing bridge that has sel
dom been traveled by those engaged in the diversity dis
course; this is the bridge between the suffering of POC and 
that of the Jewish people. After reading essays, having dis
cussions, and participating to a limited extent in the issue 
of diversifying our sanghas, I have heard and read little 
with respect to the apparent and natural relationship 
between Jewish people and POC. 

While there is a growing population of POC in tradi
tionally white sanghas, there is a firmly established group of 
ethnic Jews-many of whom are the guiding teachers of 
these institutions. As these leaders and teachers address 
diversity, I suggest that in addition to investigating racial 
oppression in the United States they should also reveal their 
own experiences as an oppressed minority. I never hear the 
emotional experiences of Jewish people in dharma talks and 
essays; a heartfelt expression of being oppressed-and being 
liberated through practice-would be a great opportunity 
for many people, including POC, to see how the Buddha's 
teachings directly relate to the lives of their teachers and to 
their/our own lives. With this suggestion, I would like to 
heap praise upon those who have accepted and addressed 
the diversity issue at their practice centers. Thank you, 
thank you, thank you, and Reace. ❖ 

-Blake T., Oakland, California 

~ JOIN Us IN CHICAGO! ~ 

The Chicago Chapter of the Buddhist Peace Fellowship is 
active and welcomes new members. We organize events 
and actions based on need and interest, support other 
peace activist groups, and assist one another in respond
ing to our complex social, political, and economic conun
drums from a Buddhist perspective. We meet monthly, 
normally on the last Thursday. Please contact us for 
details: www.bpforg/chicago, <bpf@zencommunity.org>, 
<bpf@liberationpark.org>, or 708/848-4816. 



------------------------------------------------------------~ 
Buddhist Peace Fellowship Membership Gathering 

June 22-25, 2006, Garrison Institute 
Registration Form 

PLEASE COMPLETE IN FULL AND PRINT CLEARLY 
Mail to Garrison Institute, P.O. Box 532, Garrison NY 10524 

Name Gender ------------------- ------
Address --------------------------
City ________________ State __ Zip _____ _ 
Phone Email --------- ---------------

Have you been to the Garrison Institute before? Yes No 
If yes, is the above a new address? Yes __ No __ 

In partnership with the Garrison Institute, BPF has tried to keep these rates as affordable as possible. 
The rates shown below cover only the cost of lodging and food (3 nights total). During the gathering, 
there will be an opportunity for you to make a gift of dana to BPF to help cover other expenses related 
to the event, and to support our ongoing work for peace and justice. 

Nightly room rate includes 3 meals (use HJ rate if you are willing to do a daily house job of about one hour): 
Single $86 
Single with HJ $80 
Double $71 
Double with HJ $65 

Dorm 
Dorm with HJ 

$56 (located on the 4th floor, availability is limited to 20) 
$50 

Roommate preference ___________________________ _ 

Residential payment ( chosen rate x number of nights) $ ______ _ 
OR Commuter payment ($44 per day x number of days) $ ______ _ 

Scholarship Info: If you are interested in a work scholarship (4 hrs/day of work) call the Garrison 
registrar for availability at 845/424-4800, ext. 106. BPF will have a limited number of other 
scholarships available. Please e-mail gathering@bpf.org to inquire about availability. 

Please indicate any physical disabilities (note: there is no elevator). 

__ I am paying by check (made out to Garrison Institute) 
__ I am paying by credit card (Visa, MC, AMEX, or Discover) 

Credit Card# ________________________ _ 
Exp. date _____ Name on Card ________________ _ 
Signature __________________________ _ 

You may fax this registration to Garrison Institute at 845/424-4900 (credit card only) 

The cancellation fee is $50. Cancellation fees are donated to our scholarship fund. 

For more information about this event, visit www.bpf.org. 
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ZBNCENTBR 2006 LECTURE AND WORKSHOP SERIES 

Thomas Lewis 
LECTURE: FRID,\¥, MARCH 10 

Thomas Lewis 
& Marsha An1us 
WOl\l<SHOP: SATURDAY, March 11 

Huston Smith 
LECTURE: fa10AY, MARCH 31 

Daniel Ellsberg 
LECruae: Fa1011v, MAY 5 

Alan Senauke 
WORKSHOP: SATURDAY, MAY 6 

Tickets: $16 lectures; $90 workshops w/lunch. 

Information: www.sfzc.org/lectures; .flS.354.0404 
Purchase tickets: online: ◄15.865.3790 

Other series speakers indude; 

DorlalMrrte 
LECT\JftE: Fu::i,w.),,Ne 16 
WOIU<SHOP: SAn,iu,,.Y, JUNE J7 

Linda Ruth CUU. 
& Wendy Johnson 
LECT\JftE: FtuOAY, OcTOIIEA 13 
wowHOP: SAnm>AY, OCTOBER 14 

Robert Thurman- T.B.A. 

LECTURES are Friday evenings at the 
Unitarian Center, 1187 Franklin at Geary. 
(reception at 6:30 p.m .. lecture at 7:30). 

WORKSHOPS are Saturdays at Green 
Gulch Farm In Marin or In San Francisco 
(10 a.m. to 4:00 p,m.). 

NAROPA UNIVERSITY EXTENDED STUDIES PRESENTS 

!Jntefltltlh~ Spl'llt & Ca.i~lvln~ 
Contemplative Approache to End of Life and Elder Care Conference 

May 14- 17, 2006, Boulder; Colorado 

The 4th Annual Integrating Spirit & Caregiving 2006 Conference will bring together leading vi$ionaries and 
teachers of contemplative and spiritual approaches to end of life and elder care, addressing the full spectrum 
6-omsymptom control and pain management to psychosocial care, spiritual and pastoral care, elder care, hospice 
and palliative care,and bereavement support services. Note: This yea(s mnfereoce v.;n Include speool !.llSSi:>/IS o/ferlllg In
depth pro(essmat training with our key rote and pklrory spoolrers. 

Past Presenters Have Included: 
Sogyal Rinpoche 
Ira Byock,MD 
Larry Dossey, MD 
Joan Halifax. PhD 
Acharya Judy Lief 
Marcia Latanzi-U cht 
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Christioo Longaker 
Fleet Maull 
Frank Ostaseski 
Fr. Richard Roh' 
Rabbi Zalman Schachter-Shalom 
Therese Schroeder-Sheker 

Invited Keynote and Plenary Presenters: 
Ira Byock Frank Ostaseski 
Joan Halifax.PhD Rachel Naomi Remen 
Stephen & Ondrea Le~ ne Sogyal Rinpoche 
Christine Longaker Therese Schroeder-Sheker 



Fa111ily Practice 
Moment of Choice 
Reflections on Abortion and the First Precept 

by Mushim Ikeda-Nash 

I've been pregnant only once in my life, I have one child, 
and I've never had an abortion or a miscarriage, unlike 
many women I know. At the time, I began Zen Buddhist 

practice in 1982, I was the office manager of MARAL 
(Michigan Abortion Rights Action League), an all-woman 
organization. Around that time I saw a black-and-white 
photograph of a naked woman lying dead in a pool of 
blood in a cheap hotel room, after an illegal or self-induced 
abortion. I've never forgotten seeing that image and think
ing, "She must have been so desperate, and so alone." 

I've been more fortunate in being able to choose 
whether or not to have a legal and safe abortion, and my 
choice was made some years later, in 1988. I was pregnant, 
penniless, homeless, and had just returned to California 
after finishing a stint in a Korean Buddhist nuns' temple. I 
was in severe culture shock. I did have a credit card, and the 
logical choice seemed pretty clear: I should get an abortion 
and then try to get a job, find a place to live, and put my life 
back together. But I'd just spent eight months meditating 
on a mountain in South Korea, an experience that com
pletely changed my life in ways I still don't understand 
fully. I did get as far as opening the San Francisco Yellow 
Pages and finding the number of a women's clinic. But 
every time I tried to phone the number, I found myself par
alyzed. It was almost funny to me: I'd stand by my friend's 
phone, staring at it and willing my arm to move. Nothing 

· would happen. I felt like a large stone or a sack of wet sand. 
After some days of this, I accepted that no longer was "my" 
life solely my own. Embryo Joshua, although small, was 
now my co-pilot, so to speak, and together we seemed set 
to barrel right over Niagara Falls. 

There are many explanations for my inability to make 
that call, of course. Pregnancy sets off a cascade of hor
mones designed by evolution to ensure the continuation of 
the species. Or, as the pro-salmon T-shirt says: "Spawn till 
you die." At bottom, reproduction is a raw and urgent mat
ter. An equally potent dimension that I felt I had entered in 
a new way was the realm of the First Buddhist Pr~cept, "Not 
to kill, but to cherish all life." Even though continuing this 
pregnancy made no sense whatsoever, and I had no idea 
how I would support myself and raise a child by myself, 
somehow when I put all the pieces of the puzzle together, I 
kept coming to the same illogical conclusion: I needed to 
gratefully receive the path that had opened to me, and find 
out who this new being was who was expressing his life 
through mine. 

I've been humbled by what this experience has taught 
me about the complexity of political stances. I remember 
that at one point a "pro-life" or "anti-choice" organization 

was offering a gold lapel pin called "Little Feet" to its mem
bers. The pin depicted a fetus's tiny feet, perfectly formed, 
as a reminder of the preciousness of human life. When I 
was in my twenties I scornfully dismissed that pin. I could 
only view it as propaganda designed to arouse sentimental 
reactions that would block out the realities of desperate 
women, some of them living in poverty, who had to seek 
back-alley abortions. And I'm still aware, maybe more than 
ever, of those grim realities. But now that I've gone through 
nine months of pregnancy, I see that lapel pin image with 
new eyes. My son, now a teenager and taller than me, once 
had feet as small as those on the pin. I did as well, when my 
mother carried me inside her. To my surprise, I now can 
empathize deeply with the feelings of "pro-life" activists 
and voters, at the same time that I write my senators to pro
tect Roe v. Wade. 

Every day on this planet, women give birth to babies, 
and many raise their children in incredibly arduous living 
conditions. Actually, my first decision to proceed with my 
pregnancy, no matter how hard it would be, was made the 
moment I learned I was pregnant. The test was performed 
in a Seventh Day Adventist hospital in Seoul, and the 
American doctor stationed there was a stranger to me. Yet 
when he entered the examination room and cheerfully 
announced, "Yes indeed, we're pregnant!" I immediately 
felt that I had a kind friend. 

"Do you plan on keeping this baby?" the doctor then 
asked. As a Zen student, I had done koan work, and when 
the question was asked my mouth opened and I immedi
ately said: "Yes!" I didn't think about it at all. In the years 
following, I've never been quite sure who came up with 
that surprising answer. It was a "yes" that catapulted me 
into a world of joyful love I'd never known existed, all 
doubt forever vanished. ❖ 

When I started my meditation practice I believed if I 
meditated hard enough I'd be finished with all pain. That 
turned out to be a big mistake ... . The Buddha said, 
"E ve,ything dear to us causes pain." 

- Sylvia Boorstein 

A Meditation Retreat Center 
in the beautiful chaparral hills of 

Southern California. Zen and 
Vipassana, Deep Ecology 

_ / · ~ ' - Aikido and Iaido 

Mqn2qnitl Villqge 
Resident teochers Michele Benz:amin-Miki 211d Caitrlona Reed 
+ visiting teachers throughout the year. Meditation retrelts and 

wotkshops for activists, artists, writers, people of color, moctial artists 

www .manzanttavillage.org 
PO Box 67, Warner Springs. CA 92086 760n82-9223 
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Ajahn Chah on Working with Attachment 
In the Spring issue of Buddhadharma, Ajahn Chah 
explains how to practice with a mind of giving up and 
letting go. ALSO IN THE ISSUE: TRALEG RINPOCHE COMMENTS 

ON THE LIFE AND TEACHINGS OF CHOGYAM TRUNGPA. CHARLES 
PREBISH LOOKS AT THE GROWING COMMUNITY OF SCHOLAR
PRACTITIONERS. AND ONE MONK'S INTIMATE REFLECTIONS ON 
THE CHALLENGING PRACTICE OF BEGGING FOR ALMS. 

Buddhadharma 
is the in-depth, practice-oriented journal for 
Buddhists of all traditions. Brought to you by the 
publishers of the Shambhala Sun, Buddhadhanna 
takes you deeper into the practice, furthers your 
understanding of the dharma, and connects you 
with fellow practitioners. 

EVERY ISSUE GIVES YOU: 

• In-depth teachings from the full range 
of Buddhist traditions 

• Challenging perspectives on topics 
such as selecting one's teacher, the law of 
karma, and the meaning of "prayer" in a 
nontheistic tradition 

• First-rate reporting on stories 
of special interest to Buddhists 

• Reviews of all the latest 
Buddhist books 

• Mahasangha News: the most 
comprehensive coverage of 
Buddhist community news 
available today. 

and receive four outstanding issues 
of Buddhadharma-starting 
with the upcoming issue-
for only $19.95. Call toll-free 
1- 877-786-1950 or visit 
'l'vww.thebuddhadharma.com. 

Many Buddhists, one Buddhadharma 
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Khunying Kanitha 
by Diane Ames 

Khunying Kanitha (1922-2002), described by her sis
ter as "a completely engaged Buddhist, social 
activist, and legal scholar throughout her life;' was 

born into a lawyer's family in Bangkok in 1922. She soon 
decided to study law herself, a most unusual choice for a 
Thai woman at the time. She earned a law degree from 
Thammasat University and went on to study international 
law in the United States and Switzerland. When she 
returned home, she went to work at the Ministry of Foreign 
Affairs, married, and had three children. 

Impressed by the shelters for battered and deserted 
women that she had seen in other countries, Khunying 
decided that Thailand needed such institutions. In 1979, 
she established the Emergency Home and Relief Fund for 
Women and Children in Distress in a house in Bangkok. So 
many victims of domestic violence, forced prostitution, 
and incestuous abuse sought refuge there that the place 
proved to be too small. When a former classmate donated 
a piece of land near the Bangkok Airport, Khunying imme
diately began construction on a new shelter, helping to dig 
dirt herself. However, her reputation soon attracted the 
necessary funds. In addition to the women's shelter, she was 

TREATIES AGAINST TORTURE 
The United States has signed many international treaties 
prohibiting torture of state prisoners. Some excerpts follow. 

The Geneva Convention relative to the Treatment of 
Prisoners of War (1950) 

Article 13 
Prisoners of war must at all times be humanely treated. 

Any unlawful act or omission by the Detaining Power caus
ing death or seriously endangering the health of a prisoner 
of war in its custody is prohibited, and will be regarded as a 
serious breach of the present Convention. In particular, no 
prisoner of war may be subjected to physical mutilation or 
to medical or scientific experiments of any kind which are 
not justified by the medical, dental or hospital treatment of 
the prisoner concerned and carried out in his interest. 

Likewise, prisoners of war must at all times be protect
ed, particularly against acts of violence or intimidation and 
against insults and public curiosity. 

Measures of reprisal against prisoners are prohibited. 

Article 17 
No physical or mental torture, nor any other form of coer

cion, may be inflicted on prisoners of war to secure from 
them information of any kind whatever. Prisoners of war who 
refuse to answer may not be threatened, insulted, or exposed 
to any unpleasant or disadvantageous treatment of any kind. 

eventually able to construct an orphanage, a childcare cen
ter, an AIDS hospice, and a clinic for homeless pregnant 
women and their babies. 

Khunying did not stop there. She also organized the 
Association for the Promotion of the Status of Women 
(APSW), of which she served as president from 1982 until 
2000. In her spare time, she founded Mahapajapati Theri 
College, the first Buddhist college for women in Thailand, 
partly to provide educational opportunities for Thailand's 
neglected mae chiis, or novice nuns. 

Denied full ordination as bhikkhunis because the order 
of nuns had long since been allowed to die out, mae chiis 
had no access to the education and government benefits 
lavished on monks. Most lived by doing servant work in 
monasteries. Khunying, who tried for years to gain legal 
recognition for the mae chiis, hoped that the order of fully 
ordained nuns would ultimately be restored. In 1993, she 
herself was ordained in Sri Lanka, in a historic ceremony 
presided over by five bhikkus and five bhikkhunis from all 
over the Buddhist world. However, she decided that the 
time was not propitious to take the controversial step of 
wearing the orange or brown robes of a fully ordained nun. 
Instead, she put on the humble white robes of a mae chii. 

By the time she died in 2002, Khunying Kanitha was 
known throughout Thailand as a model for engaged 
Buddhists. ❖ 

Convention against Torture and Other Cruel, Inhuman 
or Degrading Treatment or Punishment (1987) 

Article 1 
The term "torture" means any act by which severe pain or 

suffering, whether physical or mental, is intentionally inflict
ed on a person for such purposes as obtaining from him or a 
third person information or a confession, punishing him for 
an act he or a third person has committed or is suspected of 
having committed, or intimidating or coercing him or a 
third person, or for any reason based on discrimination of 
any kind, when such pain or suffering is inflicted by or at the 
instigation of or with the acquiescence of a public official. 

Article 2 
1. Each State Party shall take effective legislative, admin

istrative, judicial or other measures to prevent acts of tor
ture in any territory under its jurisdiction. 

2. No exceptional circumstances whatsoever, whether 
a state of war or a threat of war, internal political insta
bility or any other public emergency, may be invoked as a 
justification of torture. 

► Please support the organizations that are speaking out 
against U.S. torture. Some relevant websites are: 
• Amnesty International/USA: www.amnestyusa.org/stoptor
ture/ • American Civil Liberties Union: www.aclu.org • Human 
Rights Watch: www.hrw.org• University of Minnesota Human 
Rights Library: www.umn.edu/humanrts. ❖ 
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Ecology 
Aging Is Not a Problem 
by Stephanie Kaza 

AJ a tree grows older, it sooner or later faces the Jim
ts of size and capacity. At some point it cannot 
fford to grow any taller because of the challenge of 

bringing water up from the roots. And similarly, its side 
branches cannot grow any longer because they are too 
expensive to support. The number of leaves on a tree 
becomes relatively fixed and thus the ability to produce 
food also levels off. Even so, a tree will continue to add a 
new layer of wood each year, the newer layers thinner than 
the older ones. Sooner or later the top branches become 
water-deprived and eventually break off, leaving a gap in 
the tree's crown. An aging tree can make up for these loss
es by sprouting new branches off the trunk, though these 
may be short-lived. An old saying goes, "Oaks take 300 
years to grow, 300 years to stay, and 300 years to decline." 
Many of us are drawn to such trees as models of dignity 
under the duress of loss. 

How will I approach my own aging process? I too, soon
er or later, like all animals, will run into the limits of dam
aged tissue, inflammation, and various reduced capacities. 
Over time I will experience the loss of physical and mental 
functions that I once took for granted. The stress of aging 
will take its inevitable toll; it is not possible to eliminate all 
stress. In truth, the evolution of our remarkable animal 
capacities has been determined in large measure by the 
core stresses involved in finding food, shelter, and mates. 

What exactly is stress? And how does it affect the aging 
process? Whether we are worried about meeting deadlines, 
caring for family, or wringing our hands about the state of 
the world, our sympathetic nervous system obliges with its 
fight-or-flight response to danger. Sympathetic nerve stim
ulation causes the heart to beat faster, blood sugar to rise, 
digestion to slow, and cortisol levels to go up. Overstim
ulation at chronic rates can cause cardiac arrhythmia, 
immune dysfunction, and digestive tract ailments. Recent 
studies demonstrate a direct impact of stress on cellular 
aging, indicated by the length and health of chromosomes 
and the level of oxidative capacity in the cells. 

Health guru Andrew Weil, in his new book Healthy 
Aging, makes a case for "stress protection" as a way to pro
tect your body from the cumulative impacts of stress. How 
does a tree take up stress protection to extend its life? It 
adds leaves on the new branches to increase its food stores. 
It invests in outer layers to guard against infection and 
insects. And it seals off damaged areas, allowing parts of the 
tree to die while others continue to live. Dealing with aging 
is part of dealing with life. How can human beings be good 
animals and deal with aging effectively? Weil extols the 
virtues of cultivating the "relaxation response" and notes 
the common methods most people choose: alcohol, televi
sion, vacations, exercise. He points out, however, that these 

methods either don't deal with the source of the stress or 
just add to the overstimulation load of the sympathetic 
nervous system. Instead, he recommends breath work and 
meditation as effective ways to moderate stress through 
inviting the parasympathetic system to engage. This then 
slows the heart, drops blood pressure, and supports the 
internal organs. 

The difference between trees and people is that we think 
about aging and have a lot of ideas about what it means. We 
say we're "failing;' or feel "used up, worn out." Our habits 
of thought can actually promote stress and anxiety and 
contribute to the aging process. Weil suggests cultivating 
detachment and flexibility instead, and finding a way to use 
humor for gaining perspective on the inevitable losses of 
aging. He encourages the use of thought to develop the 
brain and build more nerve pathways (like extra branches) 
through learning. This neural redundancy provides extra 
backup and therefore stress protection, a proactive prepa
ration for aging. Studying the mind and studying the texts 
can both have cellular benefits. 

Most meditation instruction does not tend to focus on 
the positive benefits in terms of aging gracefully. But the 
Buddhist literature is full of stories about famous teachers 
whose meditation kept them alert and responsive right 
through to death. This is how I'd like to be, like a tree 
engaged with life all the way. Though we are not trees, we 
do have good animal and Buddhist knowledge that can be 
applied to embrace the suffering of aging. We can meditate 
to support our brain cells and fully accept each stage of 
decline. The graceful oak is a work in progress, succumbing 
to gravity. Accepting our natural mind, we too can find our 
way gracefully to the ground. ❖ 

Buddha, sovereign of truth, extends clouds of great 
compassion in all directions, raining differently for each 
practitioner, without discriminating among them. 

-from The Flower Ornament Scripture 
translated by Thomas Cleary 

(jreen Sanglia 
Spirzt ually-'Based.'Env,ronmenta(.~\ct ,v 1sm 

Join Green Sangha in the spirit of non-violent leaders 
who have inspired our hearts and the world. 

• 

Join Bay Area Sanghas 
Practic.e meditation and • M · Ookl d Sa 

spiritually-based in ~rin, an ' n 
Francisco or Sebastopol-

environmental act ivism or let us help you start 
with members o_f your a Green Sangha 

own community. in your community 

For more info: 415-459-8610 • info'.Q>greensangha .org 
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John McKernan grew up in Omaha, Nebraska, and 
teaches at Marshall University in West Virginia. He 
edits the poetry magazine ABZ. 



In Nle111oriam 

Fred Pfeil, 1949-2005 
by Seth Segall 

F
red Pfeil had many sides but only one face. The many 
sides: college professor, literary and social critic, prize
winning novelist and short-story writer, film and jazz 

buff, social activist, trickster, husband, Quaker, and Buddhist. 
The one face: good-natured, warm, generous, humorous, boy
ishly charming, enthusiastic, utterly unpretentious, and com
pletely attentive to whomever he was with in the moment. 
When Fred walked into a room, people couldn't help smiling. 
He lifted our hearts. 

Fred helped cofound the Connecticut Buddhist Peace 
Fellowship chapter. He was an ardent social activist who was 
willing to go to jail for his beliefs. He had 
been active in the movement for social 
justice in Central America, in the move
ment to humanize globalization, in the 
movement to end the death penalty, in 
the peace . movement, and in the move
ment against the wars in Iraq. In June 
2005, he was an honoree of the 
Connecticut chapter of the American 
Friends Service Committee for his work 
in the Alternatives to Violence program 
at the Enfield Correctional Facility and 
the Help Increase the Peace program at 
the Quirk Middle School. In the last year 
of his life, Fred also began to teach med
itation and nonviolence at the state 
women's prison in Niantic. 

In 2002, Fred married his faculty col
league and soul mate, Buddhist scholar Ellison Findly, on 
Human Rights Day. The ceremony took place during a brief 
hiatus from an antiwar demonstration; the groom's placard 
read "No Blood for Oil;' the bride's, "Not in Our Name." 

Fred was a long-term dharma student of Larry 
Rosenberg's at the Cambridge Center for Insight 
Meditation. He also studied Buddhism at Sharpham 
College under the tutelage of Stephen Batchelor, and pub
lished an essay that emerged from his studies there.* He 
was a member of the Greater Hartford Insight Meditation 
Sitting Group, and he and Elli also opened their home, 
Green Wheel Dharma House, to the Hartford community 
every Sunday evening for meditation and a potluck dinner. 

Memories of Fred 
According to Bill Cosgrove, a reporter for the Trinity 

Tripod, in 1991 Fred attended a large protest against the 
first Gulf War that was held in front of a federal building in 
Seattle. "Fred, who detested having to dress up, wore a suit 
and tie. He stood at the entrance of the building, and 
whenever an employee tried to enter, he would calmly tell 
them that due to the protests, the building was closed for 

the day. After Fred had sent home numerous federal 
employees, somebody finally asked to see his credentials. 
Needless to say, he didn't have any and was promptly 
arrested. Later, when he was waiting to be booked and 
wearing shackles around his wrists and legs, Fred led oth
ers in singing chain-gang songs." 

Melissa Kotulski remembers Fred's participation at a 
"die-in" against the war in Iraq at Trinity College in 2003. 
"Fred lay down in the icy rain, with nothing between his face 
and the brick. ... He lay there for three hours; I stuck it out 
for only thirty minutes. Lying there in the freezing cold, I 
heard comments about the war and reactions to the protes
tors. When I asked Fred what he heard, he said he saw and 
heard the people who would suffer in Iraq." 

When he was wracked by the metastatic melanoma that 
would eventually take his life, Fred had 
friends take him from his sick bed in 
Hartford Hospital, where he was 
scheduled for neurosurgery the ne;,ct 
day, and drive him across the state to a 
BPF chapter meeting in New Haven. 
He didn't want to miss a single meet
ing; not even his advancing cancer 
would stop him from attending. 

Fred sent this e-mail to a friend 
who was also struggling with cancer: 
"We're certainly getting our lessons 
and extra problem sets in dukkha, 
anicca, and anatta these days, aren't 
we? And I'm stunned at both what a 
blessing the Dhamma is, and how ter
rifyingly, relentlessly, remorselessly 
true it is as well." 

His dharma teacher, Larry Rosenberg, remembered 
their private interviews together: "There was lots of serious 
talk and loud laughing. He had a great sense of the absurd. 
Film was a mutual love, and we would talk over films with 
overt dharma content, or see it there anyway. We exchanged 
gifts towards the end. He gave me a wonderful Japanese 
film on death; I gave him a sculpture. We chatted on the 
phone until it was no longer possible. He got word to me 
just before his death that I shouldn't be concerned; he was 
at peace and he was grateful for our friendship. So was I. 

I bring both palms together and bow deeply to Fred." 
Sometimes we are blessed in life to walk alongside 

mahasattvas-great beings-who inspire us to be more 
than we are. All who knew Fred were so blessed. ❖ 
*"Subjects without Selves;' in Watson, Batchelor & Claxton 
(Eds.), The Psychology of Awakening: Buddhism, Science, and Our 
Day-to-Day Lives (pp. 40-54), Samuel Weiser, Inc. 2000. 

Seth Segall is the spokesperson for the Connecticut Chapter of the 
Buddhist Peace Fellowship. 

[The above is a condensed version of a full obituary that can be 
found on our website, www.bpforg.] 
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A School for Orphans in Sikkim 
Transforming the World and Preserving a Threatened Culture 

by Nathaniel H. Taylor, Sarah Evershed, and Adam Fish 

0 
n a dusty playground in West Sikkim, the 
northeastern-most state in India, the 
school day has not yet begun. Wearing a 
purple robe and gold belt, the school's 

principal, Captain Yapo S. Yongda, leads us around 
the Denjong Pa.dma Choeling Academy (DPCA), a 
Buddhist primary school for orphans indigenous to 
this Himalayan region. As he walks through the 
throngs of uniformed children, keeping a stern watch 
on the scene around him, he shoos a group of small 
kids playing in the dirt: "Up! Your school clothes are 
getting filthy! Go get your things for school and come 
back here for morning assembly!" The children 
immediately rise and dust themselves off as they run 

Yapo dreamed of a school for underprivileged and 
orphaned children that would include a curriculum 
based on secular education (including mathematics, 
history, geography, English, and science) and Tibetan 
Buddhist teachings (from books found hidden in caves 
of West Sikkim in the 16th century), with an emphasis 
on Sikkimese culture, including the native Bhutia lan
guage. The king, who doubted such a school could 
ever come into being, did, however, advance Yapo 
some money to take in several orphaned local children 
and begin teaching them. It was through this seed of 
inspiration that the academy was born. 

As we stand in the dirt playground of the academy, 
we watch the children return to their classrooms. The 

main school building 
includes the infir
mary, the dormitory, 
the library, and about 
ten classrooms. 

Yapo continues, 
"This dirt yard is the 
reason we are having 
a breakout of scabies. 
I want to put cement 
over it so the kids' 
school clothes will 
remain clean and dis
ease will be lessened:' 

towards their dormi
tory. "Most of them 
are orphans," Yapo 
tells us. "This is the 
first school for many 
of them. I want them 
to understand the 
importance of edu
cation. Without the 
school, many of 
these kids would be 
homeless and receiv
ing no proper train
ing:' We listen close
ly to what he tells us 
because we know 
how close this school 
is to his heart. He is 

Sikkimese children lining up at the academy• photo by Sarah Evershed 

The school now 
houses 237 students 
between the ages of 
five and sixteen, 

the founder and its most ardent supporter. 
As a young man in the 1960s, Yapo worked as a 

royal guard to the 12th Chogyal, the religious leader 
and king of Sikkim. He traveled tirelessly with the 
royal family all over Sikkim. In North Sikkim, near the 
foothills of the Tibetan plateau and close to the 
Chinese-controlled border, Yapo saw the most 
deprived Sikkimese children and families he had seen 
in his life. These scenes propelled him to open the 
Denjong Padma Choeling Academy. Yapo believes 
that only through education can children truly rise 
from their squalid living conditions. He felt that if the 
kids were to be educated in the peaceful ways of the 
Buddha, he needed to create a community dedicated 
to changing the course of humanity. 
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kindergarteners to tenth graders. "Many of these chil
dren's parents have died. Others have parents who 
heard about the school and sent their children to us;' 
Yapo says. He adjusts his square bifocals before con
tinuing. He interrupts himself to speak to a small girl 
with a shaved head. "Have you finished your duties?" 
he asks her sternly. 

"Yes, sir. Sir? Can I please return to my classes now 
that I have finished?" 

"Yes;' he answers, "you can return. But please, wash 
your hands first." Yapo turns back to us. "She is from 
North Sikkim. She and her brother were orphaned two 
years ago and have been at DPCA ever since that time. 
I knew their parents. They were good Buddhists from 
North Sikkim." 



TRANSFORMING Tl-IE WORLD 

Background 
Sikkim was renowned as a Buddhist kingdom from 

the 14th century until today. Throughout the Tibetan 
Buddhist world, Sikkim is known as the Bayul De Me 
Dzong, or the Sacred Land of Guru Rinpoche 
(Padmasambava). According to legend and sacred 
Buddhist texts, Guru Rinpoche, one of the founders of 
Tibetan Buddhism, came to Sikkim in the eighth centu
ry, hid treasures in its rugged, verdant mountains, and 
blessed the land with fruits, flowers, and medicinal 
plants. For centuries, Sikkim blossomed as a great 
Buddhist kingdom, where the monarchs were advanced 
Buddhist practitioners and the only conflict arose from 
intermittent invasions by Gurkha armies from Nepal. 

In 1975, Sikkim became the 22nd state of India. At 
that time, the monarchy was dissolved and the bor
ders wer.e opened. Prior to this major event, the 
Buddhist monasteries in Sikkim influenced the king's 
decision-making. But as Sikkim became part of the 
Indian Union, several important changes took place. 
First, an increase of Indian and Nepalese settlers 
diluted the traditions of the Bhutia-Lepchas (B-L), 
the indigenous people who today make up approxi
mately 30 percent of the population of Sikkim. 
Second, Buddhist practitioners, though historically in 
the majority, became a minority, largely due to the 
immigration of many Hindus into Sikkim. 

The B-L religious traditions and political strengths 
continue to vanish under the weight of immigration 
and the changes associated with it: heavily encouraged 
tourism, ecologically unsound developments, and con
stitutionally imposed government policies. As Nepali 
has become the common language, much of the 
Bhutia-Lepcha vernacular is lost to today's Sikkimese 
children whose schools are taught solely in Nepali or 
English. It is this politico-cultural shift away from tra
dition that Yapo is working to rectify. Through instruc
tion in Bhutia, Lepcha, and Tibetan languages, the 
sutras of Buddhism, and traditional B-L dance and 
music, the students of DPCA are forming a new foun
dation for the revitalization of indigenous Buddhism 
and Sikkimese culture. 

The Founder 
Captain Yapo S. Yongda was born Sonam Yongda 

in West Sikkim in the late 1930s, the son and grand
son of Vajrayana Buddhist monks· from Pemayangste 
Monastery. Designed by Lhatsun Chempo, one of the 
pioneers of Sikkimese Vajrayana Buddhism, 
Pemayangste Monastery stands as the premier 
monastery of Sikkim. It remains the core of the 
Buddhist sangha in Sikkim and a repository of some 
of the state's most important sutra texts, thangka 
paintings, archaeological sites, and sculpture. Within 
its traditionally decorated walls lie ancient sacred arti-

facts, numerous hand-painted sculptures, and the 
famously ecstatic paintings of Tibetan Buddhism. 

It was to this monastery that Yapo was sent at the 
age of four. By the age of eight he was memorizing 
Buddhist texts with prodigy-like dexterity. It was clear 
he had inherited his father's prowess. The elders of 
Pemayangste saw his monastic potential, and he was 
given a throne reserved for high lamas within the 
main shrine. Yapo lived a peaceful monastic life until 
his mid-twenties, when he was assigned to create a 
series of gates to welcome the king and queen of 
Sikkim, who were invited to Pemayangste for a cere
mony. Using the eight precious symbols of the 
Buddha's teachings, Yapo constructed a banner that 
hung over the road. The king was so impressed with 
his welcome that he asked Yapo to join him for dinner, 
during which he interviewed Yapo about his back
ground and his understanding of Buddhism. 

That night Yapo was asked to become one of the 
king's royal guardsmen. He was appointed captain 
and remained in the king's service until 1977, two 
years after the monarchy was overthrown. Remorseful 
and distraught at the plight of his culture and people, 

he moved back to the safe environs of Pemayangste 
Monastery, in the town of Pelling, to attend to his 
family and Buddhist practice. 

Yapo was arrested several times . for speaking out 
about the unfair underrepresentation of Bhutia
Lepchas in the new government of Sikkim. Amnesty 

photo by Sarah 
Evershed 
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TRANSFORMING THE WoRLD 

International was involved in freeing him from incar
ceration. 

In 1980 his dream became a reality-the Denjong 
Padma Choeling Academy was started, built on land 
owned by Pemayangste. Sadly, the 12th Chogyal of 
Sikkim, a major governmental supporter for the 
DPCA, died in 1982. 

The School 
The DPCA employs both local and foreign teach

ers. Most, however, are volunteers who are committed 
to DPCA's mission. The volunteers come from far cor
ners of the world, including Nepal, France, Italy, 
Australia, Japan, and the U.S. They are rewarded with 
the joys of knowing the students and helping to pre
serve an ancient, well-respected culture that is in dan
ger of vanishing. The volunteers are also given the 
unique opportunity to live at Pemayangste 
Monastery, where they engage in nightly Buddhist 

The rural Sikkimese, 
like many other small, t raditional, 
and balanced societies around 
the world, are particularly vulner
;ible to propaganda aimed at 
making them feel inferior and 
ashamed of their traditional ways 
of life. Such consumerism-or ient
ed propaganda, generally originat
ing from wasteful industrial soci
eties in search of new markets, 
unfortunately results in the loss 
of unique traditions and knowl
edge that have evolved over many 
centuries. Old t raditional masters 
are now passing away without 
transmitting their knowledge and 
skills. Unfortunately, today's 
youths are greatly influenced by 
Western cultures and do not 
realize the value of their own cul-
tural heritage. These traditions 
may be lost forever unless some
thing is done at a grassroots level 
to preserve and teach their val
ues and benefits along with the 
general education. 

- from an official document from Muyal 
Liang Trust, 200 I . 
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ceremonies. They can partici
pate in all of the most respected 
ceremonies at this ancient 
monastery, which houses the 
world-famous Zonga Palri (the 
celestial being of Guru 
Rinpoche) and the sacred texts 
discovered by His Holiness 
Lhatsun Chempo in 1643. The 
volunteer teachers stay at this 
monastery while they help to 
carry out Yapo's dream of pre
serving culture, promoting 
world peace, and teaching spiri
tually influenced ecological 
respect. In 1989 the president of 
India gave the coveted national 
award to Yapo for his outstand
ing work in the field of child 
welfare at DPCA. 

The school has a working 
farm and garden, and the stu
dents learn to grow their own 
vegetables. There are pigs, cows, 
and hens, and eggs and milk are 
gathered daily. Due to an 
increasing water problem, the 
school is building a rainwater 
collection tank. Two botanical 
projects keep the students busy: 
a tea plantation whose yields 
benefit the academy and the cul
tivation of seedlings of a rare 
endemic magnolia. Yapo's goal is 
to teach the students the benefits 
of subsistence farming, and to 

keep the children in touch with the source of their 
food. These farm and garden programs also give the 
.children an opportunity to help generate income for 
their school. 

Because fresh bread has been difficult to obtain
the closest bakeries are in Gangtok, a six-hour drive 
away-Yapo plans to start a bakery on the premises to 
provide fresh-baked goods to the children and to the 
town of Pelling. Profits will be used to benefit the 
school. Plans are afoot to complete the existing school 
buildings, and to construct a three-story dormitory, a 
meditation center, and a Buddhist hostel. Yapo hopes 
to make this a nationally subsidized and internation
ally competitive school. However, in order to receive 
economic support from the Indian government, it 
will be necessary to establish 11th and 12th grades. To 
achieve this, teachers and services must be expanded 
and upgraded. By 2020 Yapo would like to have 500 
students through grade 12, a larger teaching staff 
composed of both full-time workers and volunteers, 
and the funds to continue the education of the under
privileged Bhutia-Lepcha children. 

"I think we must look to the rest of the world for 
help to preserve our culture," proclaims Yapo. 
"Without international support we cannot grow any 
bigger. We have much to do if we are to succeed in 
spreading the dharma. We need to provide children 
with an education that includes not just Buddhism 
but also engineering, science, technology, commerce, 
and the humanities. Students need the opportunity to 
study the Buddha's teaching in a deeper way, so that 
they can become peaceful people or monks who will 
not harm anybody and who will become good citizens 
of their respective countries. This is how the world 
achieves peace." 

As Yapo finishes, we stand watching the strong 
Himalayan sun gild his purple robes and inimitable 
spirit. It is clear that the DPCA is Yapo's lifelong com
mitment-to his country, to his culture, and to himself. 
♦:♦ 

Den jong Padma Clioe!ing Academy is in dire need of teach
ers or skilled volunteers (such as bakers!) . No formal teacher 
training is required. Housing, food, Tibetan-language train
ing, and Buddhist study are all provided. Medical and 
school supplies and financial aid are needed to make all 
things possible. To help the DPCA, please visit the Center 
for Landscape & Artefact website at www.landarte.org ( com
ing in April) for a teacher application and information. 

Nathaniel H. Tay/.or is an actor, writer, and filmmaker living in Venice, 
CA, who received his B.S. from Cornell University in agricultural and 
life sciences. Sarah Evershed is a senior at Pitzer College in Claremont, 
CA, majoring in world literature and anthropo/.ogy, with a focus on 
Vajrayana Buddhism and the politics of the sacred lands of Sikkim. 
Adam Fish is an archaeol.ogist and a graduate student in film, televi
sion, and digital media at UCLA and the executive director of the 
Center of Landscape & Artefact. 



Hatsume's Mountain 
(for Hatsume Sato, founder of the 
lschia Retreat in Japan) 

/ 
by Laura Local io 

sakura soften the trail 
whitest blossoms 
the children came 
buried dragonflies 
at the foot of the mountain 

lead them to the cedars 
to unravel the knots 
follow them , 
with flowers 
and cold spring 

"my religion 'is ey,eryday action" 
t he Omusubi, 
gratitude's lines 
livens the drying plums 
with palms 
pressed to sleep 

stoQes prepare " 
vegetables in the night 
for wings of rice lo heal 
"there were seven hundred'' f 

like the boy from Napoli 
finding his island, 
finding lschia, his own 

in the whole of her palm 

Laura Localio is a recent graduate 
of San Francisco State University. 
She is currently at work on her second 
collection of poetry. 

Pamela Zwehl-Burke, Down Under 

Pamela Zwehl-Burke divides her time 
between Buddhist study, teaching art at 
Santa Barbara City College, and making 
art in Santa Ynez, where she lives with 
her engineer husband and seven cats. 
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Evading the Transformation of Reality 
Engaged Buddhism at an Impasse 

by Ken Knabb 

T
he Buddhist Peace Fellowship's stated pur
pose is "to bring a Buddhist perspective to 
contemporary peace, environmental, and 
social action movements" and "to raise 

peace, environmental, feminist, and social justice con
cerns among Western Buddhists." In the most narrow 
sense, I suppose the BPF has indeed been "raising" 
such "concerns" over the last two decades. But I doubt 
if either its founders or most of its subsequent partic
ipants intended to limit themselves to such a meager 
goal as merely making Buddhists passively aware that 
people are socially oppressed in various ways-some
thing that practically everyone in the world is already 
only too well aware of, even if they have little idea of 
what to do about it. I think it is fair to say that the 
spirit of the BPF's aim could be summed up as: 

(1) Buddhism has some contributions to make to 
radical social movements. 

(2) Buddhists also have some things to learn from 
such movements. 

I agree with the first (if I didn't, I wouldn't even 
bother to make these critiques), but the point I wish to 
make here is that engaged Buddhists have largely evad
ed the second. While they constantly imply that social 
activists would do well to adopt meditation, mindful
ness, compassion, nonviolence, and other Buddhist 
qualities, they rarely acknowledge that they themselves 
might have anything to learn from non-Buddhists
except for predictable nods to kindred spiritual figures 
like Gandhi or Martin Luther King, who merely con
firm their own preconceptions. If they occasionally ven
ture into the secular realm, it is only to echo a few left
liberal platitudes from trendy commentators like Ralph 
Nader, Jerry Brown, Jeremy Rifkin, or E.F. Schumacher, 
none of whom represent any radical challenge to the 
dominant social order, however cogently they may 
denounce a few of its more glaring absurdities. 

For example, in a collection of engaged Buddhist 
writings, Entering the Realm of Reality: Towards 
Dhammic Societies ( eds. Jonathan Watts, Alan 
Senauke & Santikaro Bhikkhu), the editors call for 
new visions, then slip into a myopic pretension: 

We urgently need visions and maps. Some of us are 
on the front lines of social change, working with 
refugees, prisoners, the homeless, and AIDS victims. 
Some are campaigning for the abolition of nuclear 
weapons, land mines, and handguns, issues that dif-
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fer in payload but stem from the same source of fear 
and hatred. Some are protecting our fragile environ
ment, standing up for the trees, the waters, for the 
wide circle of all beings. 

Far from being "on the front lines of social change;' 
most of these activities have nothing to do with social 
change. Those listed at the beginning are forms of 
social service. The rest are defensive reactions against a 
few of the more glaring symptoms of the prevailing 
social system. This does not necessarily mean that such 
activities are not worthwhile. It's simply a matter of 
being clear about what you are doing and what you are 
not doing. Again, from the editors' foreword: 

When people are sick, hungry, or filled with bitter
ness and hatred, it is not enough to suggest that they 
let go of attachment to self or to show them how to 
meditate .... Our difficult task is first to understand 
our complex relationship to their suffering, then help 
us together to grasp the underlying conditions for 
collective identity and liberation. And maybe then it 
is time to teach meditation. 

That is well put, except that I would question the 
priority given to "our complex relationship to their 
suffering." In practice, such existential, "we-are-all
partly-to-blame" moralizing usually serves as a means 
to evade real possibilities. Like many other people, 
engaged Buddhists waste a lot of time guiltily berating 
themselves for their vague "complicity" in social-sys
temic evils they can do little about while paying no 
attention to specific faults that, with a little initiative, 
they could overcome-such as their passive reliance 
on leaders or their ignorance of radical history. 

The editors flatly declare that "our violent self-cen
teredness and, by extension, society's self-centered ills 
are the root problem." While it is true that a narr~w, 
"unenlightened" self-centeredness can create or exac
erbate many problems, the editors' unmindful 
Buddhist dogmatism leads them here to overlook the 
fact that people have also remained oppressed because 
they have been conditioned into accepting hierarchical 
conditions without being "self-centered" enough to 
insist on getting a fair shake. The notion that we must 
"lower our expectations" and be more self-sacrificing 
and altruistic is just buying into the system's con, 
transferring the blame from an absurd exploitative 
system onto the victims of that exploitation, as if the 
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problem were that the victims were too greedy. 
In the entire book there is scarcely so much as a 

mention of the movements that have actually chal
lenged the system. The presumption seems to be that 
such movements are of no relevance because they 
were too "violent" or too "angry" or too "materialis
tic," or simply because so far they have failed. (Has 
Buddhism succeeded?) 

Buddhism sees our problems as ultimately rooted 
in "ignorance." The first step in overcoming ignorance 
is to be aware of it, to be aware of what we do not 
know. How much do engaged Buddhists really know 
about Karl Marx (as opposed to pseudo-Marxist 
"Communism")? Or about anarchists such as Peter 
Kropotkin and Emma Goldman? Or utopian vision
aries such as Charles Fourier and William Morris? Or 
social-psychological critics such as Wilhelm Reich 
and Paul Goodman? Or situationists such as Guy 
Debord and Raoul Vaneigem? Or popular, non
authoritarian revolutions such as Spain-1936, 
Hungary-1956, France-1968, Czechoslovakia-1968, 
Portugal-1974, Poland-1980? Or more recent events 
such as the Tiananmen Square occupation or the 1998 
jobless revolt in France? ("We don't want full employ
ment, we want full lives!") How many engaged 
Buddhists have seriously explored any of these move
ments? How many are even aware of their existence? 

It's not enough to respond, "OK, so tell me about 
them-I've got five minutes." Buddhists often carry 
out their spiritual studies and practices with an exem
plary diligence, yet when it comes to social issues, they 
often seem to expect a Reader's Digest level of knowl
edge to suffice. Millions of people have been trying in 
a variety of ways to bring about a radical, truly liber
ating transformation of society for hundreds of years. 
It's a vast and complex process that has included 
many disasters and dead ends, but also a certain num
ber of still-promising discoveries. It takes careful 
investigation to discern which tactics were mistaken 
(e.g., those that led to the totalitarian regimes in 
Russia, China, etc.) and which remain potentially use
ful (the anarchist experiments in social organization 
during the 1936 Spanish revolution, for example, or 
the situationist tactics that provoked the May 1968 
revolt in France) . Just as you don't expect to under
stand Buddhism or Zen by reading one article, you 
can't expect to get a real grasp of the range of radical 
possibilities without a fair amount of exploration
and personal experimentation. 

It's not just a matter of finding out what has hap
pened to other people in other times or places, but of 
taking a clear look at your own situation. The uncriti
cal adoration and consumption of Buddhist stars like 
Thich Nhat Hanh or "His Holiness" the Dalai Lama is 
silly enough when confined to a "spiritual" level; but 

when this sort of hierarchical fixation carries over into 
people's political organizations, it becomes downright 
reactionary. Even if overt hierarchical manipulation is 
not a major problem among the more independent
minded engaged Buddhists, and even if many of their 
groups are participatory and democratic, a more sub
tle problem remains. Those who find themselves in 
positions of responsibility or "leadership" may be rela
tively free from the desire to cling to those positions, 
but they generally remain very "attached" to the idea of 
protecting their "sanghas"-the communities and 
organizations they have built up over the years. There 
is a natural tendency to avoid rocking the boat. 
Divergent tendencies are discouraged from developing 
into healthy rivalries. Instead, conflicts are dealt with 
by trying to bring about "reconciliation" (which, as 
Saul Alinsky noted, usually means that the people on 
top remain in power and the people on the bottom are 
reconciled to it). Critics are mollified and neutralized. 
("That's a very interesting viewpoint! Thank you for 
sharing your feelings with us. Please join with us in 
working on these issues.") 

Criticisms such as mine are often evaded by com
plaining about their "arrogant" or "contemptuous" 
tone. I admit that I don't have a very high opinion of 
many of the engaged Buddhists' tactics and ideas. But I 
have enough respect for the persons themselves to feel 
that they deserve to be leveled with. It seems to me that 
the people who are really being contemptuous are those 
in positions of influence who avoid publicly discussing 
important issues on the grounds that their audiences 
are not capable of understanding them, or are not ready 
for them and might be upset and scared off. As for arro
gance, is there any better term to describe those who 
claim to be bringing wonderful new perspectives to rad
ical movements while disdainfully ignoring virtually the 
entire history of such movements? ❖ 

This is an abridged version of an article published in 1999. The 
complete text is online at www.bopsecrets.org/recent/bud
dhists.htm. An earlier article by the same writer, "Strong 
Lessons for Engaged Buddhists;' appeared in the Summer 
1994 issue of Turning Wheel. French-speakers might want to 
know that a French Zen teacher Eric Rommeluere has post
ed French translations of "Strong Lessons for Engaged 
Buddhists" and "Evading the Transformation of Reality" on 
his website, along with a few of his own comments: 
www.zen-occidental.net/ articles I lknabb 1. html. 

Ken Knabb has lived in Berkeley since 1965. In 1969 he dis
covered the Situationist International (the avant-garde group 
that helped trigger the May 1968 revolt in France), and he has 
been engaged in the situationist project ever since. Rather 
untypically (since situationists are generally very antireligion) 
he has also taken part in formal Zen practice over the last 20 
years. His writings and translations can be found at the 
Bureau of Public Secrets website-www.bopsecrets.org. 
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IInperinanence Rocks! 
by Daniel Dancer ( ( 0 kay, boys and girls. Please say the 

word im-per-man-nence." Without 
hesitating (they know the drill) 50 
bright-eyed first-grade faces repeat 

back in unison, "im-per-ma-nence!" 
"Okay, once more, louder this time;' I ask them. 
"IM-PER-MA-NENCE!" they echo back with 

enthusiasm. 
I wonder if such a concept can really be taught at 

this early age. I still struggle with it at age 54. kid yet, 
I didn't even think about it until I began reading 

Top: Bighorn Sky, created in September 2005 at the Bishop Elementary School 
in Bishop, California. Bottom: Dispersal of the Bighorn. 
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Buddhist texts in my late twenties. What if we started 
coming to terms with our temporary existence and 
the fleeting nature of all things when we were five? 

Physically experiencing the concept of imperma
nence in the body is one of the core teachings of Art 
for the Sky, a weeklong artist-in-residency program 
that I offer to elementary schools across the country. 
Each residency culminates with the entire school tak
ing the form of a giant living painting by becoming 
human paint drops on their playing field: a 200-foot
wide salmon, bear, or bighorn sheep. The huge images 
only make sense when seen from above, at a distance, 
and this is a central point. Immanuel Kant said that 
"for peace to reign on Earth, humans must evolve into 
new beings who have learned to see the whole first." 
We can best make sense of our world by using our 
imaginations to rise above it, by employing our "sky 
sight" to see how everything is connected, to indeed 
see the whole first. 

"IM-PER-MA-NENCE!" the children repeat back a 
third time. This is the first day of my residency, the 
first day they begin to learn about an art form that 
dates back 4,000 years to the Nazca Desert in Peru. 
This desert is the driest place on Earth, and the 
ancients who lived there left hundreds of miles of 
lines, shapes, and figures on the earth that only make 
sense from the sky. I talk with the children about fly
ing dreams, the power of collaboration, and the beau
ty of making art that is not a material product but 
simply a gift for the Sky, the Creator, the Great 
Mystery-a gift that leaves no trace. 

On the morning of our event day, the flat lifeless 
lined image of a bighorn sheep is painted on grass 
with nontoxic latex paint. And then suddenly, as chil
dren and teachei:s pour out onto the field, the entire 
student body is overflowing with joy and excitement. 
There is a moment, an almost still point, when every
one achieves just the right position and the bighorn 
comes alive. Looking at it from high above in a buck
et truck, I can tweak the design and talk to everyone 
with a megaphone, and there truly is an "aha" 
moment when "IT" happens. And then, just as quick
ly, the form dissolves back into chaos, then into 
silence ... coming from nowhere, returning to 
nowhere. 

Form is emptiness, emptiness is form. I don't know 
when I first tripped over this slippery koan at the 
heart of Buddhism. Ever since, deciphering it has 
been like trying to spin around fast enough to catch a 
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glimpse of my backside. 
Sometimes when we do Art for the Sky in mid

afternoon, shadows can be a big problem, as if we 
spilled black paint all over the picture. Then I ask 
everyone to squat down low with their hands upon 
the earth. But sometimes the extra blackness adds 
depth to the image. When a cloud passes overhead 
and the shadows disappear, suddenly form slips into 
emptiness. Shadows coming and going have helped 
me understand the koan. 

This art form is a metaphor for how change hap
pens, how life begins. When all the participants align 
in the shape of a salmon, a bear, or a bighorn, sudden
ly the image comes to life. Each individual is vital to 
the whole. It's just the way an atom becomes an atom. 
A certain number of electrons have to arise out of 
chaos and align with each other, and when that critical 
mass occurs, an atom is formed. One electron less and 
there would be no "birth" of an atom. Physicists call 
this moment "phase transition." The Buddha might 
call it simply "becoming." Everyone kneeling on the 
earth in the shape of a bighorn has created a field of 
energy that all could sense. That energy is called love. 

As our version of the endangered Sierra bighorn 
sheep dissolves suddenly into joyous children dashing 
to the four directions, I trust that a deep teaching has 
been felt in the soul of each participant. 

After photographs are taken, with everyone still in 
position, kneeling down with hands upon the earth, I 
speak to them through a megaphone from the top of 
a high bucket truck or, if I am lucky, from a hot-air 
balloon. "On the count of three, everyone say, 
'Impermanence rocks! Thank you, Great Mystery!"' 
Like good elementary school students everywhere, 
well practiced in recital, they do so in unison, hun
dreds of voices rising to the sky in thankfulness. 

The next morning the entire school gathers for the 
final assembly. After giving thanks for their wonderful 
performance, I come back again to the subject of 
impermanence: "Impermanence is a natural phenom
enon, at the very heart of life. Extinction of a species 
is something entirely different, however. To erase an 
entire lineage of fellow beings, who have been travel
ing with us for four billion years of evolution is not 
acceptable. When you and all your schoolmates were 
part of the bighorn, in that moment you saw through 
the eyes of bighorns everywhere. I bet you wanted to 
live and evolve, didn't you?" 

"Yes!" the students roar. 
"You craved habitat and wildness, didn't you?" 
"Yes!" they roar again. 
"To protect bighorns and all species, we must take 

good care of the mountains, the rivers, the forest, and 
the sky. When we learn to see through the eyes of all 
beings, we understand how important this is. We 

understand that Wild is the Way and we must dedi
cate ourselves to protect that way." 

Next, I invite everyone to sing the chorus to 
"Wings to Fly," a song I wrote that contains many of 
these lessons. They have learned this song during the 

There is a moment, ari almost still point, when 
everyone achieves just the right position and the 

bighorn comes alive. 

week. This final singing is a powerful part of each res
idency. Everyone in the entire school raises their voic
es loudly and with heart, before they see what they 
have made. When the song is over, the energy is super
charged as everyone anticipates the view from the sky 
of their giant living creation. When the first image of 

The children imagine growing wings and rising above difficulties, 
part of the training in developing their "sky sight." 

the bighorn is projected, large, on the wall, showing 
the living, breathing work of art made with their very 
bodies, a joyous cacophony rises up and threatens to 
lift the roof off the auditorium. Children laugh. 
Teachers cry. 

What seemed like chaos on the ground was beauty 
after all. ❖ 

Art for the Sky is a project of the Charitable Partnership 
Fund, a nonprofit based in Portland, Oregon. To learn more 
about this residency and how it can come to a school or 
community near you, please visit: www.artforthesky.com. 

Daniel Dancer lives in an earth-sheltered home in a model 
eco-community he founded near Hood River, Oregon, called 
Rowena Wilds. He is the author of Shards and Circles: Artistic 
Adventures in Spirit and Ecology. 
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Dead or Alive? 
by Anna Brown Griswold 

I remember sitting in the bright red shrine room, 
looking out over the Gulf of St. Lawrence to the 
horizon, my maroon robes folded over my 
crossed legs. It was like sitting in a warm box in 

the middle of the sky. Although it was a Tibetan 
Buddhist 
Monastery, we 
had a visiting 
Zen teacher who 
was surprisingly 
un-dour. We had 
become friends. 
She knew I had 
been diagnosed 
with an incur
able degenerative 
liver disease the 
year before, at 
the ripe old age 
of 24. We sat in a 
circle around her 
black robes, I 
and the other 
students, talking 
the usual bud
dhisms: loving
kindness, suffer
ing, surrender. 
She was kind but sharp. She stopped suddenly, mid
sentence, looked right at me with her hands still gently 
folded in her lap, and said: 

"There is a koan we have in Zen. The student 
points to the corpse with a stick, and demands of the 
master, "Is it alive or is it dead?" 

I couldn't stop myself from crying. Not only 
because I saw my own body lying there on the floor in 
front of me, but because I truly did not know the 
answer. There seemed to be no answer at all-except 
to stare at the crisp wood floor and silently weep. 
Where does being alive end? 

Six years later I wake up at 5:30 AM in a stark white 
hospital room, San Francisco fog banked up against 
the window. Rising off her visitor's cot, my sister 
Belinda strikes the little gong we brought for medita
tion. Settling into meditation posture on my gurney, I 
prepare for my liver transplant surgery in an hour. I 
am about to enter a realm between being alive and 
being dead, with no guarantee I will arrive on the alive 

side. To say I have a pit in my stomach would be the 
understatement of the century. But there really is no 
choice. I will die without this transplant. 

Belinda and I sit in silence for an hour before my 
best friend and liver donor Dan comes in. His head is 

shaved smooth, his 
thin frame looks 
awkward under the 
hospital gown, his 
green eyes are bril
liant and clear. 
"Momin' Brownie;' 
he says, kissing the 
top of my head. 
Belinda takes a pic
ture of the two of us 
in our matching 
gowns, his bright 
face shining next to 
my yellowish one
the flash bursting 
out at us. We are 
going to do a living 
donor transplant
a procedure where 
they take out the 
old diseased liver 
from the recipient, 

cut out half of the donor's liver, and put it in the 
recipient. Astoundingly, both pieces grow back to full 
size. Somehow our bodies will be fused, a piece of him 
inside of me. I wonder where my body will begin and 
his end. 

Our bodies will be flayed open and kept under 
general anesthesia; our breathing, blood pressure, and 
circulation will all be tightly controlled, in a kind of 
stasis just this side of death. If some poor Zen student 
pointed at our bodies with a stick and demanded to 
know if we were alive or dead, it might be hard to tell. 

Dan's odds of staying on the "alive" side are much 
better than mine. My mind does not quite know what 
to do with that. I am afraid of dying. But something 
also seems ordinary. Just the gurney's steel rail and the 
rough hospital sheets and Dan's warm hand in mine. 
Snapshots even. I hope I will get to see them someday. 

A knock at the door interrupts us-a transport per
son to retrieve Dan. They have to open up his body first. 
As they wheel him down the hall, he raises his arms in 
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the air and shouts, "Let's go donate some organs!" 
I follow an hour later. The elevator creaks on the 

way down to pre-op, and Belinda squeezes herself 
between my gurney and the metallic wall. Once I lie 
among the vast rows of gurneys, the anesthesiologist 
comes to brief me. His thin white face is nearly 
translucent under the fluorescent lights. He starts 
casually chatting about his vacation. It turns out he 
was in Nepal, and as he talks about his trek-the 
mountains, the altitude, how nice the porters were, 
how they must be strong to carry all that-I try not to 
get annoyed. I push from my mind the impulse to 
grab him by that little white coat and yell, "Don't you 
realize I'm about to get a freaking liver transplant, 
with the chance of dying?" Instead, I remember sitting 
on the worn stone wall surrounding the big 
Swayambunath Stupa that teeters on a small hill on 
the edge of the Kathmandu Valley, looking at the 
snow-covered Himalayas in the distance. As the mem
ories wrap themselves around my mind, the sound of 
the man's voice becomes fainter, and the words blend 
together. I see the vast space and the ancient stones. 

I look up at Belinda. They're going to take me to 
the OR soon. My stomach leaps up into my chest. "Do 
you have the dharma song?" I ask. She was supposed 
to bring it. She scrambles through her bag and hands 
me a crumpled piece of paper. "This isn't the one I 
wanted." My throat grips-the beginning of the end 
of the world. "Can you look again? It's the one with 
the title at the top." Something threatens to unhinge 
inside. The song is my only hope. She shuffles again, 
pulling out another disheveled piece, the right one 
this time. The title of the song is "The Six Ways I Have 
the Confidence to Die;' by Milarepa. The words pop 
off the page at me: "With this confidence, when I die 
I'll be filled with joy." 

I begin to hum under my breath, but then I sud
denly realize I have to pee, and that it'll be a hell of a 
long time before I'll be able to do so again. I set out for 
the bathroom with my IV pole in tow, threading my 
way through the forest of beds and machines, grip
ping my shred of paper. Plunking myself down on the 
toilet, I take a deep breath, stare at the wall, and sing 
my little heart out. 

I am the lion of the great freedom from extremes. 
See-my sharp white fangs of fearlessness are bare
! sleep in the snow, free of anxiety and arrogance
That is the way this yogi has the confidence of view. 
Since I have this view, when I die I'll be filled with joy! 
And after death I'll head straight down the path 
to freedom. 

By the time I walk back down the hall, I feel my 
fangs growing. Climbing back onto my gurney, I 
glance up at Belinda. What does one say? "I hope I 
live ... "? 

"Okay, lady, here I go:' The moment is silent, even 
with all the beeping and slushing of the machines in 
the background. We can hear the silence, just the 
silence. 

The anesthesiologist picks up a syringe from the 
metal tray at my bedside. I want to stay awake as long 
as I can. When they cut my body wide open, I'm glad 
I won't be conscious, but in the meantime, there is a 
trace of longing or curiosity that wants to know. That 
wants to know the whole experience, from first cut to 
last stitch. 

I hear the rustle of every moment, the syringe 
screwing into my IV line, the whispered scrape of 
scratchy sheets as my leg shifts to the right. This will 
be it. Who knows where it comes from, but the heart 
is joyful, awake. I may eventually get better from this 
surgery, but that isn't the reason. Maybe there is no 
reason. Maybe I'm letting go. The sides of my mouth 
turn upward and salty water rolls down my face. May 
whatever happens happen. 

My teacher always told me that the true nature of 
being is indestructible. Beingness has no boundary. It 
cannot be destroyed, not even by a syringe full ofVerset, 
or scalpels in the chest gone awry. Not even by death. 

The quick burn of the drug hits my vein. I look at 
Belinda's face, letting it etch itself into me, waiting for the 
Verset to take me, waiting millisecond by millisecond. I 
want to feel the exact moment I disappear. Going, going, 
going, gone. Om gate gate paragate parasamgate .... 

The surgery begins, the scalpel slicing into my skin 
just below my sternum. The betadyne outlines the inci
sion, making my already yellow skin even yellower. They 
must cut upwards first, just the layer of skin to begin. 
The scalpel rides its way upward at least six inches, the 
thin sheet of metal separating cell from cell. A line of 
blood appears. Not spraying or dripping even, more like 
lights being raised on a dimmer. My face is covered in 
plastic wrap to keep my eyes shut and to keep the breath
ing tubes in place. I wouldn't want to see my body 
turned inside out. I don't think there's any way the mind 
or heart or psyche or whatever is inside of us animating 
us could handle that sudden view of the belly splayed 
open, layers of skin and flesh pulled back by steel retrac
tors to reveal the stone-white bones of the ribs, and the 
intestines like sea snakes below. Ifl looked down and saw 
that, I'd probably have a heart attack on top of a liver 
transplant, so I guess plastic wrap is a very good thing. 

Now that I'm wide open on the cold steel table, they 
clamp the veins: the portal and vena cava that funnel 
all the blood from the lower body through the liver. 
The blood stops flowing, my body is suspended some
where in no-man's-land. My heart rate is brought 
down, my blood pressure regulated by injections into 
the IV neckline. All things come and go through tubes 

I push from my 

mind the impulse 

to grab him by 

that little white 

coat and yell, 

"Don't you real

ize I'm about to 

get a freaking 

liver transplant, 

with the chance 

of dying?" 
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• Help needed • 
A beloved member 

of the greater BPF com
munity is in need of a 

liver donor. Candidates 
must be under 55, in 

good health, and type 0 
blood (either positive or 
negative).Anyone who 
might be willing to be a 

donor or who would like 
to find out more infor-

mation can contact 
Andrea Jacoby at 

415/753-6566. 

taped into my veins and orifices. With the 
clamps on, the blood has nowhere to go. 

They finely sever the connective tissue 
around my liver, like cutting thin slices of 
cheese. My liver knows it's being cut out, and 
gives up its struggle, as if letting out one last 
breath. They cut around its edges, delicately 
avoiding puncturing anything else. Gloved 
hands delve into the cavity, feeling around and 
under, getting a good enough grip to begin the 
lifting. But they still have to cut through the 
veins and arteries that tie this liver to my body. 
A quick snip severs the enormous portal vein. 
And the lifting begins. The liver is blackened in 
places, scarred, and bulbous. The gloved hands 
put it into an enormous steel pan, not like 
where it used to live. The last remnants of 

blood slowly drain out, pooling in the pan. 
Then they call to the OR next door, where Dan lies 

opened up. "We're ready. Bring it in." 
Just a hop, skip, and jump to the next room, the next 

body. Who carries it? I know they put that piece of 
Dan's liver into a cooler for the transport. After all, 
what if someone tripped and fell, and the organ slid 
across the floor-what would they do then? I imagine 
one of those blue mini-coolers where the top snaps 
open and slides to the side. Who opens it up, takes the 
jewel in his hands, and with care beyond comprehen
sion gently places it into my raw, exposed flesh? There 
is a hole, just ready and waiting to be filled up. The liver 
lets its weight sink into me. It is here, in its new home. 

Then fingers fly, sewing rapidly, precisely. Hands 
take the stumped veins and join them stitch by stitch. 
First the portal vein, the ends of each tube suddenly 
touching for the first time. It's like falling in love. As 
the thin vein walls are sewn together, Dan's cells and 
mine, once foreign, connect. They lose track of whose 
side is whose. My cells ask: Who is this? What is this 
new thing? Everything is so minute, changing drasti
cally every second. 

They unclamp the vein. My blood rushes into this 
unknown territory, finding its way for the first time. 
And I call it "me;' but it's not me, not yet. It isn't Dan, 
either, anymore. Everything is in between names, as 
this first surge of blood fills the new liver. 

My blood flows into hidden canals and chambers 
where toxins are filtered out. Then whoosh, out the 
other side, all nice and clean, back to the familiar flesh, 
riding up towards my heart, back in my own skin. 

There's not even a reference point for . .. what even? 
How does my blood, with its different DNA, make 
friends with this new liver? The meeting happens over 
and over as all the tiny veins and ducts are sewn 
together, edge to edge. Unfathomably, they merge 
until there is no his side/my side left. 

24 TURNING WHEEL/SPRING 2006 

There is no going back. It's a one-shot deal. It's not 
like they can take my old blackened liver out of the 
bucket on the floor if this one doesn't work. But how 
does this new liver know what to do? In its mercy it 
takes my dwindling body and returns life to it, linking 
itself to me selflessly, and stays. These new cells don't 
discriminate, aren't picky or prejudiced. They're willing 
to be alive anywhere. The liver nestles in behind my 
bones and muscle and skin and makes itself at home. 

The gloved hands pull the sheets of my connective 
tissue and muscles back together, unhook the steel 
retractors from the skin and abdominal wall they had 
been holding back. The belly is sewn up layer by layer 
till this new liver is snug inside. Snug as a bug in a rug. 
Then they stud my skin with silver staples. There is 
not a note out of place. I am saved. 

Sometimes it happens differently. They put the new 
liver in and nothing happens. They may as well have 
sewn a rock in there. There's no cleaning, no making 
of platelet or bile. Just a dead liver. And then the per
son lying on the table is going to be dead soon too. 

A woman in the liver transplant group once told 
me how only a few hours after her husband's trans
plant she could see the life come back into him. She 
watched his skin become less yellow by the hour in a 
kind of cosmic jump-start. Life confers life. I know 
this is happening to me too. 

Coming out of the surgery netherworld, I feel like 
Persephone rising out of Hades. Belinda's face is fuzzy, 
undulating. She must see my eyes flutter, because she 
speaks. Her voice sounds like it's coming from the 
bottom of a well. "Lady, it went so well. For both of 
you. They said it started working as soon as they 
sewed it in." My eyes close again. I knew it. "We still 
have to wait and see, you know, but it went so well;' 
she trails off, her tears rolling onto my blankets. 

It's a quiet knowing. Not just because of the drugs 
or the trauma or the not-used-to-it-ness of a new 
body. It's a still-lake kind of thing, an early-morning 
dark-and-moist kind of thing. Alive, floating, silent. 
There's no movement, not even a turn of the head. 
Nothing to disturb or interrupt or provoke. The 
whole body just knows: don't move, not even a twitch. 
But I don't feel trapped or frozen, just this deep black 
pool of relief. It has happened. 

My eyes open. I can see light. Belinda's hand 
strokes my forehead, smoothing my sweat-soaked 
hair. Everything is bright-the crisp whiteness of the 
ceiling, the cool pale blue of my blankets-even with 
the morphine haze, even with the searing pain. Vivid 
and soft. Arising out of the hinterland between alive 
and dead, I come out living. ❖ 

Anna Brown Griswold practices Tibetan Buddhism and is cur
rently a graduate student at Mills College in Oakland, 
California. She is working on a memoir about her transplant. 



Missing in Action 
by Bonnie O'Brien Jonsson 

I 
grew up not knowing whether my father was 
dead or alive. When I was two, he was reported 
missing in action (MIA) in North Korea. Forty
five years later, I traveled to San Diego with my 

sister to attend a meeting for families of MIA/POW 
military. There, we finally received confirmation of 
our father's death. 

Another year went by and a letter came from the 
Air Force. It said: 

We have received information associated with the 
case of your loved one, Capt. Warren O'Brien. In 
keeping with our government's policy of full disclo
sure with family members, we want to provide you a 
copy of this document; however, a part of this docu
ment may contain what some may consider graphic 
information. Before we send this information to you, 
we felt the need to advise you of this fact. 

part of a radio and part of the cabin were found at 
the crash site; scraps of a parachute and the foot of 
the enemy pilot, and, separately, parts of the aircraft 
were found 800 m. away. 

The words rang through me and clutched my 
heart: "the enemy's foot." I didn't know which word 
hurt more, the word enemy or the word foot. I thought 
I might throw up. I remembered the first report I had 
read that described my father's physical characteris
tics. He had small, wide feet-his shoe size was 7E. 

I looked at the face of the man who had killed my 
father. How was I supposed to feel about him? Wasn't 
he the enemy? I wondered what this enemy thought at 
the moment of my father's death, and what my 
father's last thoughts were. Did he think of me? 

During the Vietnam War I wondered: Who is the 
enemy? I knew that if my father had been alive he 

I called the phone number list
ed for the Air Force person in 
charge. My stomach felt tight as I 
asked for Kevin T. O'Meara, Capt., 
USAF, Chief, Korea/War Section. 
He told me the report contained 
copies of documents from the 
Russian Department of Archival 
Research. Capt. O'Meara stuttered 
as he told me they mentioned 
finding a body part, a body part of 
my father's. 

--------------- would have fought in that war, 

A week later the documents 
arrived. There were so many 
pages of words, really a volume. 
Much was written in Russian 
and illustrated with blurry 
black-and-white photos from 
microfilm archives. I saw a photo 
of a man. I wondered: "Who is 
he?" Thirty-five pages later the 
translation began; the report 
said the man in the photo was 
the pilot who had shot down my 
father's plane. 

A translated statement from 
the head of the Russian search 
team said: 

The team confirmed that an F-86 
enemy aircraft was smashed in 
the right section. Parts, such as a 
Colt/Browning Gun No. 23235, a 

Marc Lancet, History of a Vessel 

too. He was a fighter pilot, a 
daredevil, a star, the one who 
protected the bombers and 
engaged in plane-to-plane com
bat. When he was shot down he 
had just completed a mission to 
bomb a Korean military base 
and was swinging wide from the 
hit, on his way back to home 
ground. His plane carried six 
SO-caliber machine guns
enough ammunition to destroy 
several planes. 

For t_he past five years the 
U.S. government has paid for 
my sister and me to fly to 
Washington, D.C., for the 
annual POW/MIA meeting. We 
families of Korean War military 
used to meet with the surviving 
spouses and children of 
POW /MIA from the Vietnam 
War, but now we have our own 
meeting; the combined group 
got too big. Every year I wonder 
whether our meetings will con
tinue, since our country's war
making is creating so many new 
survivor families. When will 
their meetings begin? 

For many years I thought I 

I looked at the 

face of the man 

who had killed 

my father. How 

was I supposed to 

feel about him? 

Wasn't he the 

enemy? 

Marc Lancet is a profes
sor of fine art at Solano 
College in California, 
and coauthor of 
Japanese Wood-Fired 
Ceramics. 
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M1SSIN G I N ACTIO N 

hadn't really missed anything by growing up without 
a father. One time I actually told my husband I 
thought fathers were redundant and that my mother 
had been both father and mother to me. Only twice in 

I witness tears as fresh as when they first were 
shed 50-plus years ago. 

my childhood do I remember times when I missed my 
father-not really my father himself, because I hardly 
knew him, but having a father. In third grade I sat at 
my desk crying when we were given a Father's Day 
assignment to write a poem for our fathers. No one 
talked to me that day, not my teacher and not my 
friends. My tears found their home on the desktop. 
The other time was at a father-daughter dance in high 
school, which I went to alone. I still feel sad every time 
I look at my high school yearbook and see the photo 
of me in a circle with the other girls in my class and 
their fathers. 

I was shocked when the first memory arose during 
a meditation retreat. It had already been a hard 
retreat. My bench had broken and I was sitting on a 
back-jack chair that forced me to crunch my belly. 
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The position squeezed my chest and made it hard to 
breathe. This difficulty continued beyond our sitting 
periods. During the nights I woke up short of breath, 
engulfed in fear. One night I felt blind terror, not just 
about my breathing; I imagined what fish felt when 
they were caught, and I promised myself not to eat 
them anymore. Ever since I was four or five years old 
I had had trouble taking a deep breath, but tests 
showed I didn't have asthma. Since this retreat I've 
needed to keep an inhaler handy. 

A close friend had died one year before the retreat. 
As I walked slowly across the terraced hill behind the 
retreat center, remembering her and missing her, the 
older, unrecognized pain of having no father seized 
me. I placed one foot in front of the other while the 
wound opened. The hole in my chest felt as big as a 
cave. I felt so much pain at having used the word 
redundant in describing fathers, and I felt so much 
sorrow for not knowing that I hurt. 

My heart broke for my own loss and eventually 
opened to the pain of everyone else, as I saw through 
our illusion of separateness. I saw how we all suffer 
from holding on to this effervescent, impermanent 
world. This understanding came after my own experi
ence of loss. In a way, I think my father paved the way. 

No one can give me back my father. My resistance to 
the war in Iraq and all other wars comes from a wish 
that other children won't have to experience this same 
loss. I long to make amends to my father, and for my 
father, and to the man who shot down his plane, and to 
all beings who wage war and are affected by war. I wish 
I could tell my father how much I love him and how 
sorry I am that I didn't even know what I was missing. 

Each year as I sit with my sister in Washington, 
D.C., I look at the 80-year-old widows, brothers, and 
sisters, and at the middle-aged daughters and sons. All 
of us have waited many years to hear any news from 
our government. These meetings open the doors to 
our loss, and I witness tears as fresh as when they first 
were shed 50-plus years ago. I once heard Joseph 
Goldstein say, "Memory doesn't know time." 

My loss goes out in ever-widening circles. All those 
whom I have touched have felt that loss and have been 
affected, touching others. I see now that all during the 
years when I was not connected with my own suffer
ing, I, too, was missing in action. ❖ 

Bonnie O'Brien Jonsson, M.S., has led many yearlong A Year 
to Live groups since 1998 and teaches workshop/retreats on 
living and dying mindfully. She teaches vipassana meditation 
in prison and in community groups and is the lead facilitator 
of the kalyana mitta (spiritual friends) network at Spirit Rock 
Meditation Center in Woodacre, California. She is currently 
writing a book on living life fully with death as a guide. 



My Cellinate, My Self 
by Billy Tyler 

I remain confined in a 6' x 10' concrete cell while 
the prison completes a five-month lockdown for 
a riot between inmates and correctional officers. 
I don't go out of my cell except to shower a few 

times a week. I rarely receive letters and can't use the 
phone during lockdown. 

My cell door is a perforated sheet of steel a quarter 
of an inch thick. It allows me to hear sounds-TVs, 
radios, voices, and toilets-emanating from the other 
99 cells in my block. Keys jangle and carts roll noisily 
by as I sit and listen. I hear names called for visits 
intermittently over the P.A. system. I don't receive vis
itors; my entire family lives out of state. 

But I'm not alone. My cellmate is a 28-year-old 
named Jay, a talented rapper and an avid jailhouse 
lawyer. Neither of us can afford a TV or radio right 
now. We talk to each other a lot to help pass the time. 
The other night he told me that his neighborhood was 
the toughest on Earth. He claimed to have been in two 
shootouts a day for an entire year straight, which by 
my calculations would total 730 gunfights. There are 
entire platoons that have seen less action during the 
war in Iraq! Maybe it was his homemade wine talking, 
a potent concoction of fermented apple mash, sugar, 
and fruit juices. He definitely didn't have to make up 
any stories to convince me that he's been through a 
lot. He's spent eight years in prison, which is a trau
matic experience in itself. I should know. At 31, I have 
put in more than a decade of time. 

I'm no psychologist, but I think that Jay suffers from 
post-traumatic stress disorder. However many gun
fights he's been in, he speaks of little else when the 
lights go out and we reminisce quietly about our for
merly free lives. In the dark he raps about his love for 
violence, money, sex, and other themes common to the 
street life. Throughout the day he lives on the edge of 
frustration, ranting about our disregarded rights, as he 
sips antacid for his bleeding ulcer. He's filed over 200 
staff complaints and several lawsuits against the State 
of California for prisoner-rights abuses. I feel his pain. 

I used to busy myself cataloging and challenging 
the apparent injustices of our prison system, such as 
too little food and too much cell time. But I've come 
to accept that much of what appears unjust to me may 
be justice in the larger karmic sense. Nothing happens 
by chance. I try to allow the days to unfold without 
grasping at ideas of justice, even though I disagree 
with being hungry and locked down-karma or not. 
But that doesn't make sense to Jay. 

Instead of arguing my beliefs, I look for ways to 
practice them. For instance, last week another convict 
challenged Jay to a fight to settle a petty dispute 
between them. Though the fight cannot take place 
until we come off lockdown, Jay had to accept to 
avoid appearing weak or afraid. When he started to 
make a knife, I convinced him that he really didn't 
need one. I told him that I would help him if anyone 
tried to stab him, jump him, or do anything beyond 
the one-on-one fist fight he had agreed to. I promised 
to be at his side until everything was said and done. 
He told me that he'd never been shown love like that 
in prison. I used that moment to share the Four 
Bodhisattva Vows with him: 

Sentient beings are innumerable, I vow to save them. 
Deluding passions are inexhaustible, I vow to 

destroy them. 
Dharma gates are immeasurable, I vow to enter them. 

Buddha's way is supreme, I vow to attain it. 

His response was immediate and sincere: "You 
really don't believe in that shit, do you?" But if my 
commitment to help him wasn't enough to convince 
him, neither would further explanation. So I laughed 
at his comment and he laughed with me. After all, 
we've only known each other for two weeks. 

Who knows whether or not the fight will even take 
place? Hopefully the other guy will have calmed down 
by the time the lockdown ends. I'm pretty sure that 
Jay will happily let it rest if he can. But if it doesn't 
blow over, it may provide an opportunity for service, 
a vehicle for practicing the vows I so readily recite 
when sitting zazen in the safety of my cell. 

I struggle with the vows each day. At mealtime the 
portions always seem less than enough. I hold my 
tongue to keep from yelling at the correctional offi
cers who deliver the skimpy trays to our cell. Jay, on 
the other hand, yells complaints out of our door at 
almost every meal. I think such uprisings are futile 
because the portions remain small no matter who 
yells what. But he doesn't interfere when I sit zazen, so 
I leave him to his tantrums. It's an unspoken agree
ment we have. 

We've had to learn to tolerate each other quickly. 
We spend 24 hours a day together and share nearly 
everything-from light and air to toilet paper and 
food. If there was a way out of here I'm sure both of us 
would have already left. I doubt that we have enough 

continued on page 38 

I told him that I 

would help him if 

anyone tried to 

stab him or jump 

him. He told me 

that he'd never 

been shown love 

like that in 

prison. 

TURNING WHEEL/SPRING 2006 27 



Alone vvith Everyone 
by Susan Moon 

To study the Buddha way is to study the self. 
To study the self is to forget the self 
To forget the self is to become one with the myriad things. 

-Eihei Dogen, "Genjokoan" 

Throughout my life I've struggled with loneli
ness and the fear of loneliness. Through my 
Buddhist practice I've gradually come to 
understand that I'm not alone, even when 

I'm alone, at least in theory. 
Last fall, when a sabbatical from BPF gave me the 

opportunity, I finally felt ready to turn theory into 
practice. I decided to spend a month alone in the 
woods-in a small hippie-style hand-built cabin on a 
piece of land I own with two other families in 
Mendocino County. I've been going up there for 25 
years. It's a great place to go with someone you love, 
but I've never liked going there alone because it's so 
isolated, and I've been afraid to get out on that lone
some limb. But now I felt ready. I wanted to find out 
who was there when there was nobody there but me. 

The cabin is two miles up a steep dirt road on a ridge. 
There's no electricity, no phone, no cell phone access, no 
refrigeration. There's a wood stove for heat and a propan.e 
stove for cooking. The outhouse boasts an excellent view. 
The nearest neighbor lives half a mile up the road and 
works in the town of Willits, a half hour's drive away. 

It was my intention not to see or speak to anyone for 
a whole month. How often do you go even a day with
out seeing or speaking to another person? It practically 
never happens. Some people in my life couldn't under
stand what I was up to. My mother's initial response was, 
"What would you want to do that for?" And even in Soto 
Zen practice, we don't have a tradition of solitary retreat, 
as there is in Tibetan Buddhism. 

I planned the experience carefully. I arranged with 
the neighbor up the road to drop off some fresh pro
duce twice during the month, but mostly I ate oat
meal, rice and beans, beets and potatoes. I also 
arranged with Norman Fischer, my dharma teacher, 
to have once-a-week phone calls. I would use my car 
only to drive 20 minutes down the road to a pay 
phone at a rest stop on Highway 101. That was to be 
the only time I would talk to another human being. 

I've spent a lot of my life making sure that people 
love me-to convince myself I'm really here. And I 
had started to think, "Enough! Enough already! 
There's plenty of love. It's OK!" I wanted to know that 
I was all right even without anybody else around. 

My anxiety is not just about being loved, it's about 
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knowing that I exist at all. How do you really know 
you're alive, that you're a person, if there's nobody 
there to say, "Yeah! I heard what you said!" Or even, 
"Hey! You stepped on my toe!" So this was the core 
question I had. When there's nobody there but me, is 
there somebody there? 

My sister let me borrow her gentle long-legged 
dog, Satchmo, to keep me company. He looks like a 
deer, especially when he leaps up the hillside through 
the manzanita bushes. I wanted him with me because 
a bear had been hanging around the cabin for a year 
or so; it had broken into my cabin several times and 
trashed all the food, and various visitors had encoun
tered it on their way to the outhouse in the middle of 
the night. I was a little scared of this bear, even though 
it's not the kind of bear that eats people. I thought 
Satchmo would make me feel more secure-and he 
did. But more importantly, he provided tender, limbic 
companionship. We were in constant communica
tion. But I still had to grapple with being the only 
English-speaking creature around. 

I didn't take a watch, because I wanted to explore 
time in a new way. I wanted to be in the present 
moment as much as possible. My life is ordinarily 
ruled by my Week-at-a-Glance calendar, and I rush 
from one appointment to the next, worrying about 
being late. I wanted to have the experience of getting 
up when I woke up, eating when I was hungry, and 
going to bed when I was sleepy. I didn't want to know 
or care what time it was. 

I developed a routine. I would get up and take 
Satchmo for a walk. Then I'd meditate for the length 
of a stick of incense. I'd have breakfast, write all 
morning, and when it seemed like it was lunchtime I 
would have lunch. In. the afternoons I did some kind 
of work project. I found myself surprisingly excited 
about sawing boards, building a bookcase, clearing 
trails, fixing benches, stacking firewood. After tiring 
myself out, I would sit down and drink a cup of black 
tea with honey and powdered milk in it. Yum! Then 
Satchmo and I would go for our afternoon walk. 

The cabin porch is like the prow of a ship, and it 
looks across a valley to distant mountains on the other 
side. I spent a lot of time on this porch, and the weath
er was perfect in September. It was warm in the day 
but not too hot, and it was cool at night but not cold. 
In the late afternoon, after our walk, I'd sit on the 
porch and read until it got too dark to see, and then I 
would go inside and meditate for the length of anoth
er stick of incense. And then I would have supper. But 



ALO NE WITH E VERYO N E 

after supper I didn't know what to do. Sometimes I 
read, or I crocheted, or I tried to teach myself the 
ukulele. I had various projects lined up. But actually, I 
found that the kerosene lanterns just didn't have the 
vigor to get me up to anything very challenging. I 
faded in the evening. It was dark, and there were 
strange sounds-scratching on the roof, or Satchmo 
growling at something. And so I would go to bed. 

I was taking care of myself. I was collecting kin
dling and cutting firewood to make sure I had a wood 
fire when it was cold. I had to fix the water line one 
time when there was a leak from the water tank. I was 
proud of myself for figuring out how to do that. And 
cooking! I was cooking three meals a day for myself, 
because I was eating the kind of food you have to pre
pare, so when I would make a delicious potato salad 
for myself I would figure, "There must be somebody 
here, otherwise why would I be making all this potato 
salad for her?" I'm a person. I need to stay warm. I need 
to get water. I need to eat. I'm accustomed to doing this 
kind of thing for family and friends, but just to do it 
for yourself is a wonderful experience. It's a privilege 
to take care of yourself as if you were a worthy person, 
a person who deserves to be taken care of. Doing that 
for a whole month really convinced me. 

"" 
The hardest times for me were each day at twilight. 

Ever since I was a child, I've gotten lonesome at twi
light. There's something about that in-between time 
when it's not day anymore but it's not yet night. What 
is it? The day is dying. It seems unbearably sad. And 
up there, alone, what I would call twilight sickness 
came over me. I cried and cried. Why am I all alone? 
It was out of my control; it just came, like a visitation. 
It varied in intensity, but there was always a taste of 
grief at the end of the day. 

One morning, after a really hard night, I wrote: 

Last night when the sun set, the twilight sickness came. 
There was no one with me in the sad time between light 
and dark. The day was on its deathbed-I watched it lie 
down on the brown hills. 

The insects sang out-katydids? crickets?-farewell, 
day; hello, night. I tried to catch the moment when they 
started their klezmer song, but I missed it. I always do. 
When I first hear them, they're already singing, like the 
first star, always already shining. I had no one to be at 
my side "at the end of the day," as they say. 

I could have tried to distract myself from the twilight 
sickness, could have cranked up my wind-up radio and 
listened to KMUD in Garberville, where countercultur
al country folk are always bashing Bush and so provid
ing a certain amount of company. But the wind-up 
radio runs down-it's only a stopgap measure. 

So I sat down on my round black cushion in the loft 

to face the twilight. I vowed to sit there until it was night. 
Through the tall window, I watched the day give up the 
ghost. Where the sky met the line of the Yolla Bally 
Mountains, I saw a color with no name, between green 
and pink. I slipped down in the loss of light, and my own 
life seemed to fade with the day-all I loved was gone; all 
I'd done was wrong. The dark ate the trees, leaf by leaf 

And still I sat there, staring down my mind. After all, 
I had come by choice to be alone on Shimmins Ridge, 
like a monk in a Chinese scroll. "What is it?" I shouted. 
"What is it?" 

At last, twilight was gone. I went down the steep 
stairs and lit the lamps and ate my rice and beans in a 
time that was called night. 

Evening after evening, I sat there with my demons, 
asking: What is it? Finally, I saw that it was nothing. It 
was OK. I began to believe that I was sitting in the lap 
of Buddha. 

As the quiet days went by and I opened to my sur
roundings, nature helped me understand that I was 
not alone. Bats, quail, woodpeckers, deer. When the 
crickets are singing and the leaves are whispering, you 
feel the vibrations of all the life that's passing through 
you. Even the rattlesnake curled up on the outdoor 
shower platform in the sun provided a certain 
amount of company as it rattled at me before slither
ing away into the woodpile. 

"" 
One afternoon I was on the porch doing some yoga. 

I was feeling good and strong and enjoying myself, but 
noisy planes kept roaring overhead. I love the silence of 
that place, and I was annoyed by the unusual distur
bance. Then I finally looked up and paid attention, and 
I saw that there were huge billows of smoke wafting up 
toward me from the valley. There was a forest fire near
by, and these were forestry planes. I couldn't tell where 

View from the cabin 
porch 
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Satchmo 

the fire was because of the trees, but it looked like the 
smoke could be coming from the little valley right at 
the bottom of our dirt road. I got anxious. If the fire 
was down on the Covelo Road, it could tear its way up 
through the dry trees on the ridge in a flash, and 
Satchmo and I would be done for. So we got into the 
car to drive down the hill and check it out. 

But the car wouldn't start-the battery was dead! 
And guess why? Because I'd brought my laptop on my 
retreat, and I had bought a special little gizmo that 
plugs into the car's cigarette lighter and charges it up. 
I'd been doing that every day, and I'd been starting up 
the car periodically to make sure the battery was still 
good, but I hadn't started it for a couple of days. 

I had a bad moment then. I 
thought about the Oakland fire, and 
the people who died because they 
couldn't get down from the Oakland 
Hills. I thought: My family and 
friends will be so annoyed with me if 
I burn to death because I drained my 
car battery with my laptop! 

Satchmo and I walked to the neigh
bor's house a mile down the road, but 
he wasn't there. I was probably the only 
living person on Shimmins Ridge. We 

walked another mile down to the bottom of our dirt 
road, and by that time I could see that the fire was on the 
other side of another ridge, so that was a relief. Down at 
the bottom, on the paved road, I found some neighbors 
at home, and the other neighbors who hadn't been 
home were there, too, and they were all sitting around 
drinking beer on a weekday afternoon. 

They told me not to worry about the fire-they had 
gone online and found out it was over on 101. I said I 
had a dead battery, and one of the guys said he'd drive 
me up the hill in his truck and give me a jump start. 
Then they gave me a glass of water, and we chatted for 
about half an hour, and nobody did anything about 
giving me a ride. I didn't say, "Hurry up and give me a 
jump start!" I wasn't in any hurry. It seemed that 
nobody was. More hummingbirds than I have ever 
seen at once were buzzing around a dozen feeders, and 
I just watched them. I hadn't talked to anybody for two 
weeks, so I was in some kind of altered state anyway. I 
was content to wait. But I was struck by the fact that if 
somebody in Berkeley said they'd give you a jump 
start, they wouldn't just keep sitting there for another 
half an hour as if they hadn't said it. Finally the guy 
said, "OK, let's go;' and he drove me and Satchmo up 
the road in his pickup truck, and started my car. 

It was a humbling experience. I had been feeling so 
proud of myself for being a pioneer woman taking care 
of herself in the wilderness. I had been annoyed with 
the planes-those manifestations of technological pol-
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lution. Then suddenly everything flipped, and I realized 
that even there, on retreat in the woods, I was com
pletely woven into the tapestry of human society. I was 
grateful that the Forestry Department had planes to put 
out forest fires and that there were friendly people at the 
bottom of the road who could give me a jumpstart, and 
I saw that my whole retreat was resting on a foundation 
of human goodwill and human society. 

.... 
Near the end of my sojourn, I had a severe relapse 

of loneliness. As it happened, I left the cabin for a day 
and a half to go to the memorial service of a dear fam
ily friend. I took Satchmo back to my sister's in 
Berkeley and joined with people I love to celebrate the 
long life of a man who had devoted himself to art and 
family. Afterwards, I drove north again, dogless, for 
the final week of my retreat. 

When I got back to the cabin that evening, I fell apart 
in a fit ofloneliness. I was by myself again, without even 
Satchmo to keep me company. It was twilight, and I'd 
forgotten what I was doing there. I compared my life to 
my deceased friend's-he had always made art, always 
loved and lived with family. All my worst fears about 
loneliness got recharged, and I thought I might not be 
able to last the week. I sat in meditation, and I cried. 

The next morning I cried some more. I walked, I 
meditated, I made lentil soup, and I cleared some 
brush. As I sat in the twilight that evening, looking 
out at the oak tree shining in the last light, I remind
ed myself of what Norman had said in our last phone 
conversation. It's natural to feel sadness at the ending 
of the day, and it's natural to feel sadness on parting 
from loved ones. Impermanence is sad, but when I 
add on my own regrets, I'm robbing myself o(the life 
I'm living right now: the Spanish moss on the oak 
branch, the crickets' chant, the smell of lentil soup on 
the stove. I felt ... a shift, a lift, a clicking into place. 

In the next couple of days, my loneliness fever 
broke, and I returned to myself again. 

.... 
One morning as I was returning from a long walk, I 
looked up and there was the gibbous moon-just past 
full and nibbled along one side by the passage of time, 
floating in the bright blue sky above some digger 
pines. It was suddenly the most beautiful thing I'd 
ever seen. I burst into tears of joy. How lucky I was 
that the moon had invited me to the celebration. 

During the course of my retreat, I feel I became a 
person less in need of reassurance. I believe now that 
I'm OK in a way I didn't believe it before. Now, when 
the twilight sickness comes again, as it surely will, I'll 
know, even in that sadness, that I'm still being held by 
the universe. ❖ 

Susan Moon is the editor of Turning Wheel. 



Pitbull 
by Jarvis Jay Masters 

There are times when I look forward to 
being out in the open air, to have a 
chance to take a slow, thoughtful walk 
around the prison yard, and then to play 

a game of basketball or handball, or just chat with 
other prisoners before returning back to our cells. At 
other times, I want to remain locked in my cell, cush
ioned on the floor by my folded blankets beneath me, 
sitting in the stillness of meditation. Those are the 
times when it feels as though my very existence 
depends on sitting and meditating. 

It was the beginning of the day. The morning light 
of the sun shone through the bars of my cell from the 
window opposite, and I calmly sat on the floor, not 
wanting to move. A guard appeared at my cell door, 
blocking the ray of light on my face, to ask if I was 
going outside or staying in. It wasn't until I said I 
wanted to go that I knew it was what I wanted to do. 
I sprang up from my cross-legged position and hus
tled to gather my clothing together. I could now 
almost taste the fresh spring air awaiting me. I des
perately wanted out. The faster the better. 

When the back door of the Adjustment Center 
building finally opened to let me out, someone I'd 
never seen before stood on the yard by the electric 
entrance gate. "Who is he?" I thought. I had been hop
ing to walk quietly around the yard before the other 
SO-plus prisoners got outside to join me for exercise. 

I make it a point to familiarize myself with every
one on the yard, and this stranger's presence made me 
nervous. As the yard gate locked behind me, his hood
ed eyes stared me up and down, and his mean prison
mug look attempted to catch my eye. I tried to pay 
him no serious mind. Once upon a time, many years 
before, I had been a new prisoner myself, with a furi
ous mask like his. Yet I felt uncomfortable. I walked 
past him, holding on to my Buddhist vows of nonvi
olence like an elderly woman clutching her purse. 

"Man, where is you from?" he asked in a voice that 
matched the hooded black cap he had pulled down to 
his eyelids. "Where is you from, man?' 

"Huh?" I said, trying to take very deep breaths 
without detection. "What do you mean, where am I 
from? Where are you from?" 

His voice rose. "What set you from, dude? Where 
you stay at out there?" 

I realized he wanted to know what street gang I 
belonged to. "Hey, shit! I've been in San Quentin for 
the past 17 years or so. That's your world out there. 

Mine's been in here-you know?" 
"Is that right?" he said, his eyes widening. "You 

been down that long?" 
"I been down a long while;' I said. "Too damn 

long." 
"Uh-huh;' he mumbled. "So what else is out here?" 

he then asked, wanting to know who and from what 
towns would be coming out to the yard. "Hey, man;' I 

If only I had stayed locked in my cell, sitting 
right there on my ass, with all the comforts of 

meditation! But no! I just had to come out here 
to shake hands with a real-life maniac! 

said. "Just guys who wants to do their own thing, their 
own time, with anybody who wants to get along with 
them, you know? Why do you ask?" 

"'Cause, man;' he said with rage in his voice. "I've 
been gettin' 'em up, stabbin' and fightin' all these 
punk mothafuckas talkin' that beaucoup-ass shit all 
up in this here joint, you know? 'Cause I don't get 
along with none of 'em. It's to the death with them 
and me. 'Cause I don't give-" 

"Man, like who?" I interrupted. "Who you talkin' 
about?" 

"Dudes from all over," he said. "I hate 'em all. All 
the ones from Los Angeles, Bakersfield, Fresno, and 
the whole damn Bay Area, you know? Man, all these 
punkass bitches who thinks I'm some punk. In every 
unit I been in, dudes been thinkin' I'm a punk, callin' 
me a bunch of cowards, and I'm no punk or coward! 
You hear me? Huh? Huh? Hey, dude, I'm a pit-motha
fuckin' -bull! Straight that, okay? You hear me? And I 
don't give a mad fuck, either. Them polices knows 
what time it is, 'cause I be spittin' in their damn faces 
each and every chance I get! 'Cause I am the O.G., the 
Original Pitbull." 

"Oh, is that right, is that right?" I kept repeating, as 
this new prisoner, Pitbull, went on raging. Now I 
wished I had not come out to the yard. I had been 
enjoying all the comforts of meditation. If only I had 
stayed locked in my cell, sitting right there on my ass! 
But no! Hell, no! I just had to come out here to shake 
hands with a maniac, a real-life maniac! And why? To 
say: Hello there. My name is Jarvis. I am a Buddhist! 
No, this can't be real. This just can't be fuckin' real. 
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"So, hey, dude;' said Pitbull. "You see where I'm 
comin' from, huh? I'm no punk, I'm no coward. I stay 
ready. You feel me, you hear, me, dude?" 

"Yeah, yeah, I hear you, Pitbull," I said. "But man, 
you have to slow down. It ain't that kind of party out 
here. The folks that will be coming out to this yard 
don't want no problem with you. They don't even 
know you, let alone want problems. You can see that I 
don't want no problems, right?" 

"I hear what you're saying;' he said. "But still, I've 
been tricked before. The police don't like me 'cause I 
been spittin' in all their faces-and they always tryin' 
to send other inmates to do their dirty work." 

"Well, man," I Said, "if that's the case, I advise you 
to wait until someone moves on you, attacks you first, 
because out here, if you attack first, the gun towers are 
goin' to shoot to kill you." 

I was responsible for why this person was lying 
flat on the prison asphalt. I could have held back. 
But what.for? To keep to my vows of nonviolence, 
even at the cost of watching this human being get 

stabbed, or killed? 

"Yeah, I know," he said. "So I'm just going to stand 
right here, right like I am now. And let it be known 
where I'm comin' from." 

"No, not right there in front of the yard gate;' I said 
to him. "No, you want to wait in the back of the yard, 
with your back against the fence-way over there," I 
pointed. "Man, way over there to where you can see 
everybody and can't anyone get you from behind, you 
know?" 

"You right;' he said. "You right about that! I'm 
goin' right over there and just wait for someone to run 
up on me. And boy, when they do, I'm a show them 
fools a thing or two. Man! I'm goin' to show them 
fools! Barn! Barn!" He was suddenly swinging his fists, 
shadowboxing his way to the far corner of the yard. 

As I watched Pitbull fighting his own demons, I 
didn't know what to think. At least he was over in the 
far corner and not standing at the entrance gate, 
where others coming out to the yard would not have 
been able to avoid a physical confrontation. For this I 
felt relieved, but I feared I had only postponed the 
inevitable. I wondered if this guy would get off the 
yard without being stabbed. I wondered if he would 
even get off the yard alive. 

I paced up and down along the fence, greeting all 
my friends being let onto the yard with only a look of 
warning, as I saw them observe Pitbull in the corner. 
The situation intensified, as everybody on the yard 
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grouped up in lion packs. The camera of my eyes 
zoomed in with a split focus. One lens showed my 
friends gathering in groups, some of them encircling 
and positioning to block off escape routes. The 
strongest of them-Malcolm, Jambo, and Insane
were poised not more than a few feet from where I 
was. The other lens showed Pitbull over in the corner 
shadowboxing with the devil. This was real prison. 

"Say, Jambo." I walked over to where Jambo, 
Malcolm, and Insane were standing. "Man, what are 
you guys getting ready to do? Because you know I spoke 
with that dude before everybody was out today, and I 
think he is more bark than anything else and-" 

"Check this out, Jarvis;' Jambo interrupted me. I 
was glad he did. I didn't know what else I planned to 
say. "This dude cannot stay out here. No way! And 
man, you know I love you like a brotha. But all that 
Buddhist shit you gettin' ready to run on us is not 
workin' this time, not today." 

"He's right, Jarvis," Malcolm joined in. "'Cause, 
man, look at that dude. Just look at him. He's over 
there fist-fighting the damn air, man! He's over there 
talkin' to himself like he is killin' somebody:' 

"And just look at us," added Insane. "We're standin' 
here on this side of the yard while that nut case, that 
jackass fool, is over there trying to pump fear into us 
so we don't run over there and put a cold piece of 
penitentiary steel in his ass. We'll just have to see 
about all this, 'cause, man, I'm about ready to bum
rush over there and rip a hole in his guts. I'm goin' to 
push this shank I have right into his heart and leave it 
for the pigs to pull out! 'Cause they had no damn 
business puttin' him out here with us." 

"Man, hold on. Hold the fuck on, Insane!" I said in 
total anger, as I saw the blade peeking out of the sleeve 
of his coat. "Man! That nut don't need to be killed. He 
only needs to be let off this yard. That's all. We all 
know that if he wasn't on this yard, all this other stuff 
about killing wouldn't even be on our minds. Hey, I'd 
be takin' your ass through the hoop on this basketball 
court, while Jambo and Malcolm, you guys would be 
working out over there on the pull-up bars. And every
body would just be glad to be out those damn cells:' 

"But that's not the case;' said Jambo. 
"Yeah, I know;' I said. "But the problem is gettin' 

that nut off the yard, and not standing over here wait
ing for the perfect time to kill someone. Man, you 
guys going to have to do a Judge Ito, you know. Like 
he says, take three long, deep breaths. And this is not 
my Buddhist shit, either! It's called thinking. But, man, 
you know, if none of you guys brought your thinking 
caps out today;' I said, becoming frustrated, "and if 
you just want to go over there and kill just to kill, go 
right ahead! 'Cause it's none of my business. I'll let the 
chips fall, you know? But even so;' I was almost talk-
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ing out loud to myself now, "this guy still should not guards' faces, and how the guards "send inmates to do 
be stabbed." their dirty work." I realized how Pitbull's paranoia 

"Well, I tell you what then," said Jambo. "The three played into this whole thing. 
of us are going to go over there. But not as planned, In seconds, my three friends were in front of Pitbull, 
not to just kill that fool. No! We're going over there to face to face. He was no longer shadowboxing. I didn't 
ask this dude to leave the yard. And man, I swear, if he know what I was witnessing. I held my breath, praying 
so much as swings at a fly, man, Jarvis, we're going to that this "nut" had the sense to leave the yard. It was too 
break him off another asshole!" late for me to go over there-by now I would've had to 

"Yeah, I hear what you're saying, Jambo;' I said. run, and that probably would have incited the guys to 
"But still, man, it doesn't attack. I started mum-
sound like you guys are bling to myself: "Man, 
going to give him a real you jackass, leave the 
chance to leave the yard. yard ... come on man, 
Hey, let me go over there you can do it ... just leave, 
with-" man, just leave, I beg you, 

"No! Hell, no!" said just leave the yard." I felt 
Insane. '"Cause you just the pounding of my 
goin' to be in the way in heart. 
case this nut tries some- Then slowly a miracle 
thin'. Seriously, Jarvis, you happened. I watched 
be talkin' too damn Jambo point to the yard 
much." gate, in a fan motion, 

"OK, OK!" I said. "But telling Pitbull to keep 
you guys have to give this walking. Pitbull slowly 
dude-his name 1s walked toward the gate. 
Pitbull-a chance to leave As he did, he raised his 
the yard." hands over his shoulders 

"Man, Jarvis! Trip off and shouted loudly, get-
this, check this out," ting the attention of the 
Malcolm said angrily. tower gunman, that he 
"Man, if we weren't goin' was "the greatest, the 
to give this Pitbull a champion of the world;' 
chance . . . shit, man, we'd and wanted off the yard. 
jus' tell you we goin' to This brought a sigh of 
blast holes in his ass. It's relief to my heart. 
that simple. Man, it's that Through the tower 
simple!" window I could see the 

"OK, you're right. I Marc Lancet, Shadhawk, Mehawk_ and a Hawk to Co, gunman get on the 
hear what you're sayin'," I pit-fired ceramic phone to call the 
said, empty of words. All my Buddhist convincing had Adjustment Center for someone to come and escort 
suddenly run its course. My friends' minds had been Pitbull back into the housing unit. I had known and 
pulled back only a little. Was it enough? I feared not. I seen a lot of mental cases over the years in San 
watched them walk straight to Pitbull's corner. Quentin, but this was the worst case I had ever seen 

As the whole yard fell deep into silence, I glanced up on an exercise yard. In most cases, the prison author
at the gunman standing in the doorway of the tower ities place severe mental cases on "walk-alone" yards. 
shack. He, too, saw the jaws of this lion pack slowly I began to suspect that everything Pitbull had said was 
opening as Jambo, Insane, and Malcolm headed direct- true. 
ly toward the comer of the yard. The gunman quickly The whole yard watched Pitbull leave. We all saw 
lit a cigarette, took two deep inhales, and flicked the how the two guards who escorted him away were 
butt to the ground from the tower. Then, calmly, as my roughing him up and mocking him and calling him 
three friends approached Pitbull, he went inside the names under their breath. I didn't know if they wanted 
tower shack and closed the door. I knew what that to see him simply beaten up, or worse, stabbed and 
meant: "Do what you want to do. I'm not watching:' killed. This question lingers in my mind to this very day. 

There was nothing in the way now. I remembered After the tension subsided and everyone went 
Pitbull's voice bragging about spitting in all the about their business-playing cards, basketball, and 
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handball-I went over to the pull-up bar area to talk 
to Jambo and the others. I wanted to thank Jambo for 
taking a chance in asking this person to leave the yard 
instead of resorting to violence as the only way. But I 
didn't use this particular language-it would have 
sounded too flat and awkward in speaking to my 
longtime friend, who had been born into violence just 
as I had. I just thanked him for using his head instead 
of the sword. Jambo appreciated this. We spent the 
rest of our yard time talking about Jambo's Vietnam 
experiences and working out together on the pull-up 
bars. 

Several days later, I again traded in my meditation 
cushion for the exercise yard. 

When the Adjustment Center door opened, letting 
me outside into the sky-blue air, I felt suddenly 
choked by it, nearly hyperventilating at the sight of 
Pitbull again. He was enraged, pacing up and down 
on the yard. My legs weakened. I wanted to stop and 
$ay to the smirking guard escorting me, "You ass! 
What in the hell is he doing back out here again?" But 
I did not. I kept walking toward the yard gate. With 
each step, I took a deep breath, trying to control my 
steaming anger. I had never hated San Quentin more. 

I walked straight up to Pitbull and said, "Why, 
man, why? Why did you come out here again? Don't 
you know how lucky you were the last time you was 
out here?'' 

"Man, dude;' he said, shouting in my face. "Them 
police been callin' me a bunch of cowards and shit. 
They said I was scared of you all, said, 'If you a man 
you go back out there and prove it!"' 

"And that's why you're back out here?" I asked 
angrily. "Because they told you some bum shit like 
this?" 

"Yeah, man;' Pitbull said. "They came to my cell 
this morning callin' me all kinds of bitches and cow
ards. And, man, I'm no mothafuckin' coward. And I'm 
not scared of any-mothafuckin' -body out here." 

"So what are you goin' to do, huh? You goin' to wait 
'til everybody come back out here to prove to the 
guards you ain't a coward?" 

"You fuckin' right!" Pitbull answered. "That one 
guard said, 'A real man with real nuts is goin' to do 
what he have to do."' 

"Damn that!" I said, my adrenaline boiling. "I can't 
let you do this, Pitbull. I can't let you stay out here, 
just so you can prove your manhood to everybody." 

"Dude! I don't give a husky fuck about what you 
not goin' to do;' he blurted, inching up to my face 
with rage in his eyes. "Dude, I do what the fuck I 
wanna do, and who said everybody? Dude, we don't 
even need everybody." 

"Hmmm;' I mumbled, clenching my fist tightly. 
"You right! We don't need everybody." Bam! My fist 
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landed squarely on his chin. I cold-cocked Pitbull flat on 
the prison asphalt. With my adrenaline still pumping I 
could only stare down at him. He was knocked out. 

The tower gunman saw me standing over Pitbull 
and began blowing his alarm whistle. The scream of 
the whistle made me realize what I had just done. I 
tensed up waiting for a shot. I looked up, expecting to 
see a gun on me. The officer just looked at me, gave a 
slight smile, and walked into his shack. I had just done 
something that over the years I had worked hard to 
convince others not to do. I stared down at Pitbull. 
"Man, I just punched the lights out of someone. Oh, 
man, what is Chagdud, my teacher, going to think or 
say now? And what about my court appeals?" My 
mind overfilled witl1 shame and guilt at myself and 
anger at San Quentin. 

I felt as if I were bending something inside my heart 
trying to explain all this to myself. But on a deeper 
level, something felt good about what I'd just done. 

I was responsible for why this person was lying flat 
on the prison asphalt. I could not take back what I had 
just done, nor did I want to. I could have held back. 
But why? What for? To prove to everyone outside 
myself that I am a true Buddhist? To strictly keep to 
my vows of nonviolence, even at the cost of watching 
this human being get stabbed, or killed? To be a wit
ness to this guy lying dead on the prison exercise yard? 
"No way," I resolved. "Not today. Buddhist or not, 
Buddhist or not! And I am not returning my vows, 
either. I am not. I am not." I said the last part out loud. 

I noticed Pitbull finally coming to, barely lifting 
himself to a clumsy sitting position on the asphalt. We 
stared at each other. 

"Ah, man. Dude!" he mumbled, holding his chin in 
pain. "Shit! Man, what did you hit me with?" 

"A straight left, I iliink." 
"Oh, so you's a southpaw, huh?" he said, with a 

broken half smile. "OK. That's the way, that's how you 
got me. OK! But man, now don't you see iliat I am a 
man? I am a man, not a coward. You tell them fools 
that, huh, will yo~? That I am a man, a real fuckin' 
man!" 

Seeing Pitbull sitting there wanting me to see him as 
a man, I didn't know what I was anymore. Was I a man? 
Was I a Buddhist? We were both escorted off the yard. 

Later, to further prove his manhood, Pitbull insist
ed that both he and I get disciplinary write-ups for 
this fight. I was given a mixed blessing. I was confined 
to my cell for 10 days, with no choice but to sit inside 
these awakening days of meditation. ❖ 

Jarvis Jay Masters is an African American on San Quentin's 
death row. His book, Finding Freedom: Writings from Death 
Row (Padma), can be ordered from the BPF office for $15. 
He is currently at work on a second autobiographical book. 



Why I Hate the Lotus Sutra 
by Everett Wilson 

Why all those mandarava flowers 
raining down, golden rays of light 
emanating from tufts of white hair 
between eyebrows? 

Come on. Get real. 

Why can't the Buddha be an ordinary man, 
an English teacher, say, who earns his living 
teaching twenty-somethings 
how to write the college essay 
because he enjoys teaching young minds 
how to uncover what they really think and feel 
by following the tenuous thread of their 
thought across the page? 

A rather ordinary man whose wife is dying 
of kidney failure, slowly at first-
the way we all are dying-
but faster now, in an unstoppable 
downward spiral. 

An ordinary man who spends his life 
grading papers or driving her to dialysis, 
or to doctor after doctor who can do nothing 
but deliver more bad news, 
send her to the receptionist 
for a follow-up appointment. 

An ordinary man 
who used to get some pleasure 
sipping whiskey while he walked the dog 
through the autumn woods, 
but now the whiskey only numbs 
the joy he once knew. This man can 

no longer read his students' work 
because he can't bear to see the promise 
buried beneath the clumsy prose. 

Then one night this ordinary man 
wakes up beside the woman he once loved 
(have they really been married 14 years?), 
the TV blaring a Tae Bo infomercial, 
an empty glass in his hand. 

He gently slides the TV remote 
out from under her wrist, 
clicks off the babble, 
and lets the deafening silence 
sink into the lamplight 
pooled in the shadows of her sleep. 

She sighs softly, and smiles, 
a dream trembling beneath her eyelids, 
and he feels a great tenderness, · 
like whiskey melting the ice in his chest, 
or the softening darkness 
that floats the morning star 
above a shadowed figure 
sitting cross-legged beneath a gnarled tree, 

and suddenly it dawns on this ordinary man 
that he can never really know his wife 
or the why of her secret dreaming smile, 
and knowing this fills him with such joy 
like stepping into a shaft of sunlight 
that explodes inside his brain 
and burns away every last trace of self. 

What need is there for mandarava flowers? 

Lawrence Watson 
Bennett Volley Rood Tree 

Everett Wilson is a Zen 
student who has been 
living, practicing, and 
writing at Tassajara 
Zen Mountain Center 
for the past three and 
a half years. 
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Buddhadasa Bhikkhu 
The Middle Way in a World of Conflicting Polarities 

by Santikaro 

May 27, 2006, is the 100th anniversary of Ajahn 
Buddhadasa's birth. He lived from 1906 to 1993, and 
founded the monastery of Suan Mokkh in Thailand. 
Santikaro lived at Suan Mokkh and studied with 
Buddhadasa for many years. 

W
e human beings have long acquired the 
habit of creating dichotomies, starting 
with the identification of our "selves" 
in opposition to the "other." This has 

played out globally in the West's attitudes and reac
tions toward Asia, and toward Buddhism in particu
lar. We frequently find oppositions and dichotomies 
imposed in scriptural texts: tradition versus reform, 
meditator versus scholar, etc. Some Buddhist teachers 
may fall into such dichotomies. Ajahn Buddhadasa is 
one who does not. For him, the middle way is about 
finding the right course between extremes, such as 
tradition versus modernization. 

Ajahn Buddhadasa grew up during a time of great 
change in Thai society, as aggressive Western "civiliza
tion" and imperialism made deep inroads. This 
change brought about many benefits, such as roads, 

Ajahn Buddhadasa felt there was much to 
learn from the West. Like the Dalai Lama, he 

was fascinated by science. 

schools, and advances in healthcare, but much 
destruction resulted from it, too: the forests of 
Thailand diminished by about 90 percent, prostitu
tion became rampant, and traditional modes of life 
disappeared. Many in Thailand responded to the 
pressure to westernize by embracing and profiting 
from westernization. Others took the opposite 
approach, resisting and refusing what the West had to 
offer. Ajahn Buddhadasa sought the middle way 
between these opposing alternatives. 

The organizing element in Ajahn Buddhadasa's 
response to Western imperialism and modernization 
was the dhamma. This may seem self-evident, but it 
wasn't true of the political-economic elite or even the 
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majority of 'the monks, especially the senior monks, 
who were often much more interested in maintaining 
tradition and privilege than in living from dhammic 
principles. One of Ajahn Buddhadasa's most notable 
qualities was his ability to hold the dhamma at the 
center-not a bookish, memorized dhamma, but a 
living, creative expression of it. He and others, such as 
Vietnamese Buddhist teacher Thich Nhat Hanh, rep
resent some of the healthiest Asian responses to the 
tremendous economic, political, and military pres
sure coming out of the violent capitalist-driven ideol
ogy of the West. 

Faced with the dichotomy between slavishly follow
ing and stubbornly refusing the progress of westerniza
tion, Ajahn Buddhadasa felt there was much to learn 
from the West. Like the Dalai Lama, he was fascinated 
by science. When he was a young monk, he cherished 
the typewriter given to him by an early benefactor. He 
experimented with radios and early recording equip
ment and was an excellent photographer. He read 
Freud and other psychologists, and philosophers like 
Hegel and Marx. He believed there was a way to use 
some Western developments constructively. Instead of 
blindly refusing them, he thought that one should 
learn how to adapt to them, understanding them while 
being mindful of their potential dangers. 

He thought that Asian peoples could learn from 
from what those in the West were thinking and doing 
without surrendering their own wisdom. But Thai 
students in Europe and in Western-style educational 
systems were being told by their European teachers 
that they came frnm an "inferior civilization;' and 
there were some who believed what they were told. 
Fortunately, others did not. Ajahn Buddhadasa 
emerged as the main Thai voice admitting the eco
nomic and military advancements of the West but 
acknowledging that Europe had created nothing com
parable to Buddhism. He presented the view that 
Asian Buddhism had an attitude much more fitting 
with science than Christianity, and a kind of wisdom 
that was largely missing in the West. 

Ajahn Buddhadasa taught that in order to wisely 
absorb what is coming from the West and to filter out 
what is unhealthy, we need to stay grounded in an 
understanding of Buddha-Dhamma. This had a great 
influence on Thai society, especially among the pro
gressive elite. Though the meaning is a bit different 
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for those of us born in the West, the dilemma 
remains: Our culture is very powerful and has some 
healthy, creative aspects, but there is also a tremen
dous amount of violence and destruction. How are we 
going to sort through this? In which principles can we 
ground ourselves? 

Another dichotomy occurs between conservative 
and radical. The Thai activist and scholar Sulak 
Sivaraksa coined the term "radical conservatism" to 
describe Ajahn Buddhadasa. In some ways Ajahn 
Buddhadasa was conservative. He thought that south
ern Thai culture was healthy, balanced, and wise, and 
he wanted to help conserve it. He was also conserva
tive, in certain respects, regarding Buddhism, believ
ing that Buddhism needed to stay grounded in its past 
without being stuck there. 

At the same time he was radical. He honored the 
Buddhist tradition that had developed over 2,500 
years, but he also recognized that some of the changes 
it had been through were not in keeping with its core. 
In trying to understand and preserve the tradition, he 
endeavored to find the original and essential aspects 
of Buddhism through careful reading and studying of 
the Pali suttas. He insisted on reviving core threads of 
Buddha-Dhamma that were in danger of being oblit
erated by certain elements of traditional Theravada 
Buddhism-teachings such as suiiiiat (emptiness) 
and tathat (thusness). Although this could be consid
ered a conservative activity, it seemed very radical to 
the monastic hierarchy. Rather than end up on one 
side or the other of this conservative-progressive 
dichotomy, he was able to be progressively conserva
tive and conservatively progressive, avoiding any ide
ological lockdown. 

Another key dichotomy he addressed was that of lay 
versus monastic. Senior monks discouraged him from 
teaching anatta (not-self) and patticcasamuppada 
(dependent co-origination) to laypeople because it 
would "confuse them." But in good conscience Ajahn 
Buddhadhasa could not stop. He argued that these 
dhammas were core to Buddhism and that people 
wanted to end suffering so they had a right to learn 
them. Ending suffering was not just a monastic issue, or 
even a Buddhist issue, but a human issue. Ajahn 
Buddhadasa took on the work of making the dhamma 
available to anyone who might be interested, whether 
they were lay or ordained, Buddhist, Hindu, Muslim, 
Christian, or Sikh ( and he had students from all of these 
traditions). 

Ajahn Buddhadasa also challenged the meditation 
versus daily-life-practice dichotomy. The term "dhamma 
practice" is used as a euphemism for meditation both in 
the West and in Asia. When people say "practice" they are 
referring to the practice of sitting on a cushion or doing 
walking meditation, and sometimes specifically on 

retreat or in a formal setting. This has raised questions 
and created confusion about how to practice in daily life 
and how to respond to the demands, complexities, and 
needs of the world we live in. 

Central to Ajahn Buddhadasa's approach is the idea 
that "dhamma is duty; duty is dhamma:' Dhamma 
practice comes down to doing our duty, which inspires 
a further investigation into the nature of that duty. For 
some of us our duty is something dictated to us by our 
family. The government tells us about our patriotic 
duty. Capitalism tells us about our duty to consume to 
keep the economy strong. Ajahn Buddhadasa believed 
that duty must be discovered by and for ourselves. We 
should be mindful of what our family, government, 
culture, and economic system tell us is our duty, but in 
the end it is our own responsibility to decide what our 
duty is. Sometimes it's about taking care of the body, 
sometimes it's about one's profession, and sometimes 
it's about social action. Ultimately the core duty is to 
let go of self and to be free of suffering. 

Finally, there is the spiritual versus worldly 
dichotomy. There are teachers of Theravada who 
believe in a clear duality between samsara and nib
bana, the worldly and the transcendent. And there is 
much in the West that dichotomizes these as well, 
including leftist political traditions that want to abol
ish religion and be simply materialistic. There are oth
ers with the opposite bias: "Forget politics and forget 
social issues, all you have to do is practice, practice, 
practice and escape to nibbana." 

While Ajahn Buddhadasa didn't believe that sam
sara and nibbana are one and the same, he did insist 
that nibbana is found only in the midst of the world. 
For him the only way to the end of suffering was 
through suffering. He described nibbana as "the coolest 
point in the furnace." 

The dhamma perspective that made all this bridging 
possible is an understanding, both intellectual and expe
riential, of idappaccayat-the law of nature, or that all 
things happen because of causes and conditions. Nothing 
is static, absolute, or fixed. Seeing this, we avoid becom
ing trapped in ideology, positions, and dichotomies. 
Ajahn Buddhadasa believed that an approach which 
worked for a while might finally reach its limit. The more 
we understand that everything depends on causes and 
conditions, that nothing is absolute or fixed, the easier it 
will be to navigate the intellectual and ideological 
dichotomies of our world, and to follow the middle way 
of non-suffering in this lifetime. ❖ 

Santikaro lives, practices, and teaches at Liberation Park out
side Chicago. He lived with Buddhadasa Bhikkhu during the 
last eight years of his life and was his primary translator. 

TURNING WHEEL/SPRING 2006 37 



Book Reviews 
All Alone in the World: 
Children of the lnc:arc:erated 
by Nell Bernstein 
The New Press, 2005 

Reviewed by Bill Williams 

Debate about criminal justice too often overlooks a 
stark reality: the devastating impact on children 
when parents are arrested and sent away to prison. 

Journalist Nell Bernstein has written extensively on crim
inal justice. In her new book, she offers an eye-opening 
account of the unacknowledged toll of get-tough-on-crime 
laws that have swelled America's prison population and left 
millions of children in the care of grandparents or foster care, 
often cut off from contact with their incarcerated parents. 
The numbers are sobering: 2.4 million children now have a 
parent behind bars. Worse, government effectively conspires 
to break up families by restricting visitation and phone calls, 
terminating parental rights, and placing obstacles in the way 
of family reunion when the sentence is completed. 

Bernstein takes the reader inside the system in a logical 
series of chapters that begin with an arrest. Most police 
departments have no written policies about what to do with 
children when officers enter a dwelling and arrest the parents. 
Children sometimes are left to fend for themselves. The trau
ma is compounded when a parent is given a life-without
parole sentence, effectively breaking up the family forever. 

In harrowing portraits based on extensive interviews 
with children and their parents, Bernstein convincingly 
demonstrates the negative consequences of incarceration 
on families. 

Bernstein does not excuse· criminal behavior, nor does 
she say that lawbreakers should not be punished. Rather, 
she argues that sentences and terms of confinement ought 
to take into account their impact on families. Parents often 
are shipped to prisons hundreds of miles from home, mak
ing visits difficult. Yet family contact is a crucial factor in 
determining whether inmates will successfully make the 
transition back to society. 

Tougher drug sentences are a chief factor in the swelling 
prison population. Since 1980, the number of inmates con
victed of such violations has shot up twelvefold. Young 
mothers have been sent away for decades for a first convic
tion. Bernstein exposes the myth that tough drug sentenc
ing laws primarily punish drug kingpins. In fact, only 11 
percent of those in federal prison for drug convictions are 
high-level traffickers. 

High incarceration rates can actually make neighbor
hoods more crime-ridden by breaking up families and 
destabilizing communities. Of boys whose dads go to 
prison, half later end up behind bars themselves. 

Bernstein notes the argument that children sometimes 
are better off separated from their lawbreaking parents, but 
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points out that the foster care alternative has been a failure. 
All 50 states failed a federal review designed to measure 
their ability to protect children from abuse and neglect in 
foster care. Courts often are too hasty to terminate parental 
rights. In most cases, children in foster care have no contact 
with their imprisoned parents, with serious negative conse
quences for both prisoners and their offspring. 

Bernstein offers many practical suggestions for reform
ing the system without endangering public safety, such as 
the creation of a child-centered visitation policy that 
includes contact visits instead of window visits (during 
which children cannot touch their parents who are behind 
plastic or glass barriers); consideration of the needs of a 
convict's children when imposing a sentence; and capping 
the unconscionably high collect charges on phone calls 
placed by inmates to their families. She also recommends 
removing numerous legal barriers for released prisoners, 
who often are effectively barred from jobs, college loans, 
and public housing-barriers that can lead to frustration, 
anger, and recidivism. 

Everyone with an interest in criminal justice ought to 
read this sobering book. Even law-and-order conservatives 
would do well to ponder the reality that most prisoners will 
one day come back to their communities. As Bernstein 
makes abundantly clear, society is far better off if ex-pris
oners return home with strong family connections and 
commitments, thus reducing the likelihood they will 
return to crime. ❖ 

Bill Williams is a former editorial writer and book reviewer for The 
Hartford Courant in Connecticut. 

My Cellmate, My Self, continued from p. 27 

in common to have become friends otherwise, but we're 
stuck together as cellmates, sharing a space the size of a small 
bathroom. In just two weeks I've gotten to know him better 
than I currently know anyone. 

We've both had numerous cellmates over the years, and 
we'll probably move on and forget about each other long 
before we parole, which will come in 2011 for us both. In the 
meantime, I believe that he'll help me in any way he can. If 
I'm hungry, upset, or afraid, he'll be the first I talk to. And if 
I'm in real trouble, I believe he'll respond without my asking 
him to. 

But ours is still merely a friendship of convenience. After 
all, we are only friends because we share a cell, no special 
attraction there. And I'm not trying to convert him to 
Buddhism. I'm just trying to be there for him during this dif
ficult time, which is probably the worst time of his life, too. ❖ 

Billy Tyler is a Zen student and a prisoner at Calipatria State Prison 
in California. 
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Everything Bad Is Good for You: 
How Today's Popular Culture Is 
Actually Making Us Smarter 
by Steven Johnson 
Riverhead Books, 2005 

Reviewed by Mushim Ikeda-Nash 

If your mind is made up that commercial television and 
video and comp-uter games with violent content are 
totally evil, don't read this book. It will only aggravate 

you. But if you're intrigued by the author's premise-that 
pop media culture isn't dumbing us down, it's making us 
sharper-Steven Johnson's Everything Bad Is Good for You 
makes a case for the benefits of crossing the digital divide. 
Along the way, he continually reinforces his central point: 
electronic gaming and some (not all) television boosts our 
intelligence not because the content of those forms of 
media is uplifting or intellectual-in fact, some of the con
tent is admittedly morally repulsive or repetitively silly and 
violent. Instead, Johnson analyzes the lived experience, the 
perceptual process of electronic gaming or viewing a tele
vision series such as Seinfeld. He shows how these activities 
tap into existing capacities in our neural systems that allow 
for the development of new skills valuable to 21st-century 
work, play, and human relationships. 

Parents concerned about children (usually boys) whose 
preferred free time is spent in the worlds of electronic gam
ing may find this book helpful in understanding what their 
kids are doing-and why cajoling or lecturing about 
"wholesome" activities such as reading, exercising, and 
making s'mores over campfires is likely to be just too old 
school. However, Everything Bad, despite its provocative 
title, does support literature ( the author points out that he 
chose the book form as the most powerful way to commu
nicate his thinking), community, and physical fitness. 
Johnson wouldn't argue that pop media is a substitute for 
caring home environments, empathy, social justice aware
ness, and ethics. 

Using new terms such as "probing;' "telescoping" and 
"multi-threading;' Johnson attempts to show how the 
brain's reward mechanisms are tied in to electronic game 
design and the increased complexity of scripts for television 
series. Repetition and replay value are built into successful 
pop media these days, Johnson says, with economic incen
tives thus supporting increased complexity and sophistica
tion of pop media culture. Why invest in DVDs and games, 
for instance, unless you can enjoy watching or playing them 
over and over, finding new dimensions and details? 

This isn't a Buddhist analysis, nor is it a convincing 
argument for me to see all the trashy reality shows I've 
missed. Everything Bad doesn't comment on spiritual 
development, but it does address human consciousness, 

and how concentration, curiosity, calmly coping with frus
tration and ambiguity, interpersonal skills, aqd intuitive 
learning are qualities that popular media at its best pro
motes rather than destroys. Johnson leaves "the dark side" 
for others to research and comment on: a possible critique 
of Everything Bad is that it could more fully acknowledge 
that we don't yet know the potential long-term relationship 
between playing games with violent content and violent 
behaviors, or how humans will develop if some have almost 
unlimited access to Internet pornography and other media 
formerly more taboo, expensive, and difficult to obtain. 

The burning question (for some adults and educators, at 
least), "Will pop media cause widespread sociopathic 
behavior through blurring the boundary between reality 
and fantasy?", will continue to be rancorously argued inthe 
coming year. I advocate a hands-on approach: if you're 
going to discuss something, take some time to see how it's 
working in reality rather tl1an judging it in the abstract. 
And if you want to know what the famous Dt1ct Tape Mod 
from Doom 3 is, ask a teenage boy, ask me, or Google it. ❖ 

Four Reviews by Jan Eldridge 

Buffalo Boy and Geronimo 
by James Janka 
Curbstone Press, 2006 

James Janko was a platoon medic in the Vietnam War, 
which the Vietnamese called "the American War." This 
is a novel about a young Vietnamese boy, Mong, and a 

medic named Conchola who are transformed by the 
destruction of the Vietnamese countryside and its inhabi
tants. 

All wars leave an inherent trail of destruction. Few 
authors share their firsthand experience with the degree of 
sensitivity and reverence that Janko shows for the humans 
and animals, even the plants, that become victims of the 
war. He has bonded so closely with them that he moves eas
ily from being one with buffalo or elephant into the psyche 
of the boy or the soldier. From page one to the end of the 
book, we are held captive by his vivid descriptions of sights, 
smells, tastes-intimate details of every aspect of each 
character and scene involved. 

Both Mong and Antonio Lucio Conchola have learned 
the lesson of impermanence early in life. Mong's father was 
a Viet Cong soldier killed by the Americans; Conchola 
never knew his father, who was killed in the Korean War. 
Owning a buffalo is a number-one priority for a young 
Vietnamese male. Mong's love for his buffalo, Great Joy, is 
cut short when the animal is lost to enemy fire. Although 
he yearns for revenge, Mong also knows that the local Viet 
Cong are stupid and cruel and just as out of touch with 
natural life rhythms as the Americans. 

Conchola imagines himself as the invincible Apache 
warrior Geronimo, and, in bravado fashion, he is initially 
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convinced that he will end up a highly decorated soldier. 
His best friend's death from a trip-wire bomb becomes the 
catalyst for drastic changes in Conchola. His affinity for a 
wounded tiger is all-encompassing as he becomes more 
remote from his unit. 

Yes, this is an antiwar novel, a story of the exploitation 
and destruction of environment and living beings. The 
intensity of its focus also brings to mind Indra's Net, the 
Buddhist teaching that compares the universe to a cosmic 
net strung with jewels (or mirrors), each of which reflects 
all the others. As the nature of the universe is contained in 
each particle, all phenomena in the universe are interrelat
ed. Both Mong and Conchola come to the profound real
ization that when we damage the Earth or any of its beings, 
we inflict dramatic, irreparable damage on ourselves. ❖ 

The Jewel Tree of Tibet: 
The Enlightenment Engine of 
Tibetan Buddhism 
by Robert Thurman 
Free Press/Simon & Schuster, 2006, $14 

The text of The Jewel Tree of Tibet began as a retreat led 
by Robert Thurman. Now in book form, it offers an 
experiential course in the essentials of Tibetan 

Buddhism. 
Robert Thurman is professor of Indo-Tibetan studies at 

Columbia University and cofounder and president of Tibet 
House, a nonprofit organization dedicated to preserving 
the endangered civilization and culture of Tibet. He was 
the first Westerner to receive ordination as a Tibetan 
Buddhist monk from His Holiness the Dalai Lama. 
Thurman is a popular lecturer on Tibetan Buddhism 
around the world and is the author of numerous books. He 
has also translated many sacred Tibetan texts, both philo
sophical treatises and sutras. 

The teachings contained in this retreat are steps on the 
path toward enlightenment as presented in the once-secret 
root text by the Fourth Panchen Lama entitled "Mentor 
Devotion." Lamaism was a term used by Western scholars 
initially to refer to the Tibetan form of Buddhism because 
of the central role of the lama. The lama, as mentor figure, 
empowers you toward self-transformation and realization 
of the teachings. He brings energy and life to the presence 
of the three jewels of Buddha, dharma, and sangha. 

The three jewels are the foundation of all forms of 
Buddhism. Thurman interprets the Buddha as not simply 
the original Buddha but the teacher and the teachings. The 
dharma is the practices we do, the qualities we develop, and 
the reality of being a buddha ourselves. The sangha is the 
spiritual community. 

The book is divided into six chapters that can serve as 
the basis for retreats in themselves, with meditations and 
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regular review of the principles that define the steps on the 
path to enlightenment. When he leads the reader and prac
titioner in guided meditation, Thurman leaves the door 
wide open for individual interpretation. For example, we're 
invited to invoke a mentor that can take the form of Christ 
for Christians, Moses for Jews, Socrates for secular human
ists, or Muhammad, St. Teresa, St. Francis, Milarepa, 
Krishna, Lao-Tsu. 

Each chapter opens or closes with a visualization in 
which we let the ordinary world dissolve, and we move into 
a meditative mode. Thurman endows the visualizations 
with a vivid reality that reaches out to believers of a diverse 
range of faiths. The jewel tree of the title is the tree of life, 
the tree of wisdom, and the bodhi tree under which 
Buddha attained enlightenment, filled with wish-granting 
jewels that make up a family of mentors. It is the setting for 
each step on the path, for each of the chapters, and for all 
of the themes and healing practices that move us toward 
enlightenment. 

Thurman invites us to give up our ordinary perception 
in order to develop a transcendent attitude that will help us 
to exchange our "habitual bondages and addictive preoccu
pations" for an inner freedom that leads to real happiness. 
This involves a four-step program: to reevaluate our self
image, to confront our inevitable death, to commit to 
understanding the causes and conditions of things and 
events, and to confront our habitual egoistic mental 
process. This program is also known in Tibetan Buddhism 
as "the four reminders:' because our frequent focus on each 
of these truths reminds us of the need to move from the 
suffering of our attachments toward a free, enlightened 
existence. ❖ 

Perfed love, lmperfed 
Relationships: 
Healing the Wound of the Heart 
by John Welwood 
Shambhala Publications, 2006 

Psychotherapist, author, and teacher John Welwood's 
latest book, Perfect Love, Imperfect Relationships, 
identifies the root cause of all relationship problems. 

Starting with the premise that an early "love wound" sabo
tages our ability to experience fulfilling relationships, he 
describes the cause-and-effect pattern that results. 

If our parents didn't provide enough space, or if they 
didn't provide warm emotional contact, that wounding 
leads to a fear of intimacy. Because we don't trust that we 
can be loved for ourselves, this insecurity results in the 
game we play of moving back and forth between being 
open and closed in our relationships. 

In addition, we harbor a long-term grievance over this 
lack of nurturing that provides us with a defense against 
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feeling vulnerable and prevents us from establishing any 
trust in ourselves or others. We become stuck in an emo
tional pattern of looking for love in the wrong places-out
side ourselves and in imperfect relationships with imperfect 
people. In holding onto that grievance we disconnect from 
the flow of love within ourselves. Love can't flow from us or 
to us smoothly. This wound must be acknowledged, exam
ined, and healed before successful relationships are possible. 

The therapist as well as the Buddhist in Welwood then 
delivers the transformative message of this book. Welwood 
states that psychological work focuses on what went wrong, 
but spiritual work focuses on what is intrinsically right. He 
provides a guided meditation that takes us on a journey 
through a profound healing process. 

Although he writes, "Perhaps only enlightened saints and 
buddhas can be perfect vessels through which absolute love 
flows unobstructedly;' those of us who do not fall into either 
of those two categories will see our relationships improve if 
we remember that the less we demand total fulfillment from 
relationships, the more we can appreciate them. If we can 
accept others with all of their differences and limitations, 
and bring the absolute love within us to our relationships, 
we are well on our way to healing the wound of the heart. ❖ 

Adventures with the Buddha: 
A Buddhism Reader 
Edited by Jeffery Paine 
W.W. Norton Company, 2005 

& anthology of personal adventures narrated by nine 
piritual pilgrims, this book takes us from the "Era of 
e Heroic and Almost Magical;' the time when 

Buddhism was completely esoteric, to the "Era of You and 
Me;' in which Buddhism has become a commonplace prac
tice in the West. We encounter incredible phenomena, intense 
frustration with obstacles, and some very sublime moments. 

Alexandra David-Neel, the courageous French pioneer, 
takes us on her exploration and participation in remote 
Tibetan sites and rituals where she gets up close and per
sonal with hermits and lamas, flying monks, and the prac
tices of tumo (a Tibetan Buddhist meditative practice for 
surviving extreme cold) and mental telepathy. David-Neel 
was an aggressive and challenging researcher who blazed 
trails in forbidden areas with amazing daring. 

In an excerpt from Govinda's The Way of the White 
Clouds, we meet a humble hermit lama who, once he 
encountered Tibetan Buddhism, devoted the rest of his life 
to its study and practice. Govinda's vivid descriptions of his 
travels and his close relationship with his teacher, Geshe 
Torno, are those of a devoted artist highly receptive to the 
mystical and unafraid of that unknown quantity. 

John Blofield's unassuming, natural, almost na'ive 
approach to his personal quest balances travelogue with 

serious religious exploration. His "Wheel of Life" is a spiri
tual autobiography of a British scholar who devoted his life 
to the study of Eastern traditions, from the renunciation 
and asceticism of Chinese Buddhism to the sumptuous, 
sensual practice of Tibetan Buddhism. 

As a result of the Russian Revolution, Peter Goullart 
retreated to Shanghai, where he began his exploration of 
China's religions of Taoism and Buddhism. Goullart was a 
devotee of both and explored the way a religion based on 
nature (Taoism) is related to one based on spirit (Buddhism). 

With no idea what was in store for him, Janwillem van de 
Wetering knocked on the door of a Zen monastery in Kyoto 
in 1958 and asked to be accepted as a disciple. For two years 
he lived the life of a lay Buddhist monk. "The Empty Mirror" 
contains vivid details of the extreme physical and mental 
hardships he endured in a one-week sesshin. 

In "The Era of You and Me", Part II of the book, we meet 
the modern pilgrims. In a chapter called "An African
American Woman's Journey into Buddhism;' Jan Willis 
describes profound joy and suffering during her 15 years as 
a student of Lama Yeshe. 

In his introduction to this anthology, Jeffery Paine states 
that because there are many Buddhist books that edify, his 
purpose is to produce one that will entertain. He has 
achieved his original goal and also brought us many edify
ing moments. ❖ 
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Teen Retreat 
by Tempel Smith 

The BPF Youth Program held its seventh intensive 
meditation retreat this winter for 31 teenagers at the 
Tibetan retreat center, Land of Medicine Buddha, 

near Santa Cruz, California. The teens came from the San 
Francisco Bay Area, Southern California, Washington, 
Oregon, Colorado, Michigan, and Tennessee. Flying as far as 
2,000 miles and giving up precious vacation days seems a 
great indication of the hunger kids have for the dharma. 

In addition to the meditation, spirituality, community, 
and social awareness issues that we explore every retreat, this 
year our focus was on social issues related to gender. One of 
our volunteers, Carin McKay, led a three-hour workshop on 
biological identity-how societal forces shape our experi
ence of being male or female. This subject stirred up a lot for 
many of the teens. We were saddened to learn that gender 
issues are a tremendous source of pain for many young peo
ple. We also found much to celebrate and be grateful for. 

With the recent addition of a transgendered youth to our 
community, we were all made more aware of gender issues. 
He had an exceptional ability to communicate what it had 
been like for the first part of his life as someone with a "mas
culine" mind in a "feminine" body, and what the transition 
to a "masculine" body had been like. Everyone in the com
munity quickly learned that our traditional binary concepts 
"male" and "female" were crude and inaccurate as we tried to 
understand the incredible diversity of gender experience and 
identity. This expanded awareness was liberating for the 
other teens and the staff. 

Our New Year's retreat has become a haven for youth 
who want to have a meaningful, sober experience. One teen 
in recovery noted that this retreat not only connects him to 
a community, but that it is crucial for him in being able to 
trust that he will not relapse into substance abuse. Having 
us all hold the Fifth Precept:._abstaining from intoxi
cants-was actually lifesaving for him, and it helped us all 
to understand the protection that the precepts offer. 

The next teen retreat will again be at Land of Medicine 
Buddha from June 27 to July 2, 2006. For more on BPF teen 
retreats, see www.bpforg!teenretreat.html, call 510/655-6169 
ext. 301, or e-mail <teenretreat@bpf.org>. ❖ 

Larry Smith 
Where You Are 

The baby has Buddha in his mouth, 
one of the rubber kind from a quarter machine. 
If you meet the Buddha, eat him. 

Larry Smith practices with the Cloud Water Zenda in Cleveland and 
is coeditor of America Zen: A Gathering of Poets. 



J?rorn the Executive I)irector 
Making a Difference 
by Maia Duerr 

I've been thinking lately about the nature of change
how do we really make a difference in the world? Is it 
even possible? The vision of a more peaceful and just 

world is one that I believe we all share, and it's the reason 
why we've found a home with each other here through BPF. 
And, in this world of impermanence and dukkha, this 
vision is one that will forever be just out of reach. That 
doesn't absolve us from continuing the struggle. As Suzuki 
Roshi once said, "Each one of you is perfect the way you 
are-and you can use a little improvement." We can easily 
apply that truism to our global situation. The Jewish tradi
tion offers a similar thought in different language: "It is not 
incumbent upon you to complete the work, but neither are 
you free to desist from it." And so we keep on keepin' on, 
with our intention rooted in lovingkindness. 

BPF's 2006 Theme: Cultivating Peace, Dismantling War 
In responses to BPF's 2004 membership survey, many of 

you noted that war and peace, and the related social dis
eases of militarism and consumerism, are.the critical issues 
of our time. We see the need to address the many dimen
sions of peace, including environmental justice, economic 
justice, and human rights. His Holiness the Dalai Lama 
eloquently described this web of conditions in his accept
ance speech for the Nobel Peace Prize in 1989: "Peace, in 
the sense of the absence of war, is of little value to someone 
who is dying of hunger or cold .. . . Peace can only last where 
human rights are respected, where the people are fed, and 
where individuals and nations are free." 

In that spirit, we are continuing the theme we set in 2005: 
Cultivating Peace, Dismantling War. BPF staff and board 
members are set to launch a number of projects this year 
that we believe will make a real contribution to the world. 
Some of these projects directly address militarism, others 
are intended to raise awareness of another essential element 
of peace: economic justice. We invite you to join in wherev
er you feel inspired. Information about all these events will 
be updated throughout the year on our website, 
www.bpf org. 

1. BPF Membership Gathering, Garrison, NY, June 22-25 
BPF members are invited to join us in building commu

nity and sharing dharma practice and social change strate
gies. Please see page 5 of this issue to register for this event. 

2. Responding with Compassion: A Monograph Series on 
Socially Engaged Buddhism 

Many BPF members have expressed a desire for more 
articles that offer dharmic perspectives on sociopolitical 
issues, which can serve as the foundation for engaged 
Buddhist actions. The first in this series, "A Declaration of 
Interdependence;'is posted on our website. Alan Senauke is 
working with a small group to draft a second paper, an in-

depth analysis of militarism from a Buddhist perspective, 
to be released later this year. 

3. Conscientious Objector and Hardship Discharge 
Assistance 

BPF volunteers working on this project will be trained to 
offer information and guidance to young people who may 
one day be affected by a draft, should it be reinstated, and to 
current enlistees in the military. BPF will also offer assis
tance to young people to build a paper trail in support of an 
application for C.O. status and archive these files in our 
office. The Center for Conscientious Objection already does 
good work in this area, but the need is great. Board member 
Chris Wilson has volunteered to head up this project. 

4. Ask a Dharma Vet 
This web-based project is intended to support young 

people faced with choices about military service and to 
connect young people with military veterans with a dhar
ma practice who can speak about the reality of being in the 
military and how their spiritual practice has informed their 
work for peace. The model for this is a similar project from 
the Mennonite Central Committee. 

S. The Coming Home Project 
Our Prison Program staff, Michael Callahan and Hong 

Chingkuang, are developing an innovative postrelease pro
gram for those reentering society from prison in the San 
Francisco Bay Area. The Coming Home Project will sup
port participants to make healthy life choices while simul
taneously addressing systemic oppression and injustice 
within our communities. 

6. BASE Groups and Chapter Mini-Grants 
Thanks to support from the Hidden Leaf Foundation, 

we are able to offer modest stipends to BASE mentors so 
that we can plant the seeds for BASE groups in diverse geo
graphic areas. We will also offer mini-grants to BPF chap
ters to help fund projects that meet local needs. BASE coor
dinator Tempel Smith and chapter coordinator Maia Duerr 
are working on this project. 

We've been able to formulate these plans thanks to the 
input we've received from you, and the Chapter Council
the seven people across the globe who relay ideas to the 
BPF office. And we've been able to launch these projects 
thanks to your ongoing generous support of BPF. We are 
grateful for your participation in the BPF community. In 
gladness and in saf~ty, may all beings be at ease. ❖ 

Finding what is upright in attitude, thought, 
speech, action, livelihood, effo rt, and mindfulness 
and then doing it-this is our li fe work. 

- Robert Aitken 
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BPF Chapters and Affiliates 
This directory lists BPF chapters that are 
currently active. For an up-to-date and 
longer listing that includes "BPF Friends" 
{formerly called "Contacts"), please visit 
www.bpforg. 

UNITED STATES CHAPTERS 

NORTHEAST REGION CHAPTERS 
Regional Representative 
Mike Fallarino (Albany, NY) 
herbalist@berk.com 

NEW YORIC CITY 
Chris Raines 
(212) 696-7238 
info@bpfny.org 
http://bpfny.org/index.html 

ROCHESTER, NY 
Jay F. Thompson 
(585) 576-6073 
info@rochesterbpf.org 
www. rochesterbpf org 

BOSTON AREA, MA 
Joan Schwartz 
info@bpfboston.org 
www.bpjboston.org 

PIONEER VALLEY 
Western Massachusetts 
Emilie Woodward 
(413) 586-0474 
emiliewoodward@hotmail.com 

SOUTHERN REGION CHAPTERS 
Regional Representative 
Rick Ferriss (Tampa Bay, FL) 
rickfrrss@earthlink.net 

WASHINGTON, DC 
Rebecca Hines 
(301) 529-6158 
info@wbpf.org 
www.wbpforg 

TAMPA BAY, FL 
Rick Ferriss 
(813) 238-9713 
rickfrrss@earthlink.net 
www.bpf-tampabay.org 

TALLAHASSEE, FL 
John Wark 
(850) 342-3370 
jtwark@hotmail.com 
http://webdharma.com!tbpf 

ATLANTA,GA 
Mark Yates 
atlantabpf@yahoo.com 

MIDWEST/CENTRAL REGION 
CHAPTERS 
Regional Representative 
Lynne Brakeman (Cleveland, OH) 
lbrakeman@cox.net 

CHICAGO BPF 
Jo Marie Thompson 
(708) 848-48 l 6 
jomarie@liberationpark.org 
www. bpf org!chicago 

CLEVELAND, OH 
Mark McDermott 
(216) 651-5904 
mcdwizard@yahoo.com 
www.members.cox.net/bpfcleveland 

MADISON, Wl 

Kathy Derene 
608/233-4118 
kathy@derene.com 

WESTERN REGION CHAPTERS 
Regional Representative 
Heidi Enji Hoogstra 
(Portland, OR) 
enji@comcast.net 

HONOLULU, HI 
Gloria Staackman 
(808) 946-0550 
gloriast@hawaii.rr.com 
and Pete Shimazaki Doktor 
dok@riseup.net 

PORTLAND, OR 
Heidi Hoogstra (Enji ) 
(503) 236-5741 
bpfportland@yahoo.com 
www.bpfportland.com 

BELLINGHAM, WA 
Edie Norton 
(360)527-9101 
edwinanorton@earthlink.net 

SEATTLE, WA 
Elaine Waller-Rose 
(206) 725-7074 
elainewr@speakeasy.org 
www.bpf-seattle.org 

OLYMPIA, WA 
South Sound BPF 
Robert Lovitt 
(360) 357-5409 
lovitthere@scattercreek.com 

CALIFORNIA REGION CHAPTERS 
Regional Representatives 
Margie and Charlie Calvert 
(Santa Cruz, CA) 
margie@elvenware.com or 
charlie@elvenware.com 

SAN DIEGO, CA 
Ava Torre-Bueno 
(619) 266-2442 
avatb@cox.net 

GREEN GULCH ZEN CENTER 
Muir Beach, CA 
Tova Green 
(415) 384-0383 
tovagreen_zen@yahoo.com 

SAN FRANCISCO 
Lee Lipp 
(415) 864-4828 
sfchapter@bpf.org 
www.sfzc.org 
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Los ANGELES, CA 
Ed Kimble 
(323) 467-7181 
ed_kimble@sbcglobal.net 

SACRAMENTO, CA 
Beverly Taylor 
(916) 442-4994 
BTaylor99@sbcglobal.net 

WEST BAY (PENINSULA), CA 
Catherine Byers 
(650) 306-9264. 
cbyers47@yahoo.com 
www.groups.yahoo.com/group/WestB 
ayBPFChapter 

SANTA CRUZ 
Charlie and Margie Calvert 
(831) 425-7321 
charlie@elvenware.com 
www.bpfsc.org 

HUMBOLDT 
Mitch Trachtenberg 
(707) 677-0762 
mjtrac@gmail.com 

INTERNATIONAL CHAPTERS 
Canada Regional Representative 
Jess Huffman 
jess@bpfcalgary.org 

CANADA: CALGARY 

Jess Huffman 
403/282-7866 
403/852-0930 
jess@bpfcalgary.org 
www.bpfcalgary.org 

CANADA: VANCOUVER 
Andrew Larcombe 
604/879-3650 
larcombe@telus.net 

International Regional 
Representative 
Jill Jameson 
jamesonjg@bigpond.com 

AUSTRALIA: MELBOURNE 
Jill Jameson 
Ph: 61-3-9844-2289 
jamesonjg@bigpond.com 

AUSTRALIA: SYDNEY 
Gillian Coote 
gillianc@acay.com.au 

ITALY: MILANO 

Stefano Bettera 
39-02-36529056 
or 39-338-6888228 
stefanobettera@tin.it 

SPAIN 

Jean-Jacques Vellino 
BPF Bodhyanga, Barcelona 
jjv@dzogchen.bodhyanga.org 
http://dzogchen.bodhyanga.org 

AFFILIATES 

AMIDA TRUST 
THE BUDDHIST HOUSE 
12 Coventry Road 
Narborough, Leicestershire 
U.K.LEl9 2GR 
01/162-867-476 
www.amidatrust.com 

U.K. NETWORIC OF ENGAGED 
BUDDHISTS 
Maitrisara/Pippa Bobbett 
Oxford, U.K. 
secretary@engagedbuddhists.co. uk 
018 577 7297 

FOUNDATION FOR THE PEOPLE 
OF BURMA 
909 Montgomery St. 
San Francisco, CA 94133 
415/486-6527 
www.foundationburma.org 

GAY BUDDHIST FELLOWSHIP 
2215-R Market St. 
PMB#456 
San Francisco, CA 94114 
415/974-9878 
www.gaybuddhist.org 

GREEN SANGHA 
(415) 459-8610 
info@greensangha.org 
www.greensangha.org 

INEB JAPAN 

81-566-76-2486 
Suzuki Ryowa, 81 Honyashiki 
Minowa Anjo Aichi 00446, Japan 

KARUNA CENTER 
Paula Green 
Leverett, MA 
413/367-9520 
www.karunacenter.org 

NETWORIC OF ENGAGED BUDDHISTS 
Ken Jones 
Troed Rhiw Sebon Cwmrheidol 
Aberystwyth, Wales, U.K. 
SY23 3NB 
0197-088-0603 

PEACEMAKER CIRCLE 
INTERNATIONAL/HOUSE OF ONE 
PEOPLE 
177 Ripley Road 
Montague, MA 01351 
413/367-2048 
info@peacemakercircle.org 
www.peacemakercircle.org 

PRISON DHARMA NETWORK 
POB 4623 
Boulder, CO 80306-4623 
303/544-5923 
pdn@indra.com 
www.prisondharmanetwork.org 



SPIRIT ROCK MEDITATION CENTER 

Take refuge in tke silence 
Year-round schedule of Residential Retreats 

Vipassana instruction 

Diversity Program 

Daylong Retreats 

Family Program 

Teachers include: 

: ,.}'een Program 

Jack Kornfield 

Sylvia Boorstein 

AjahnAmaro 

and others ,. 

'Mit.np.-
f,om ,,,,,, lo &,B_,F,t,,m,,,,t 

'IJ\sd<>ffl Master Mat1e1nt1, 
9'/ a.k.&- Winged WOif n, 

• Once In a llfellme a book turns up 
that la maglcal and heart-opening. 

• Gain an understanding of reality 
ltNlf. 

• A profound aplrltual e>epertence I 

Nichiren Shu 
Namu Myoho Renge l(yo 

www.nichiren-shu.org 
Resources for Study & Practice 

for Groups & Individuals 

■ Library facility 

■ Reference materials & study guides 
in Japanese and English 

NBIC 
Nichiren Buddhist International Center 

29490 Mission Blvd • Hayward, CA 94544 

510-690-1222 
email: NBIC@nichiren-shu.org 

North America 
Hawaii 
London 

323-262-7886 
808-595-3517 

44-20-8349-1433 

By Wisdom Master Maticltnln 

• A fascinating and well written story 
of a person's inner journey. 

• A book which can be reread many 
times;wllheach 
meaningfulnele 

hloblorfJhJ of~ 
slu,,,w,.s.8lnJ llf'p,,,,&, 

ByStwonShler 

• Penetrating, Enllghtened Teachings I 

~ Fallow the unpredlclable, exhllaratllig 
~ and turns d a student's 

nlilatlonahlp wllh a Wladom M81tar. 

•lrWeatlgat8 the Buddhist Lawa 1hat 
explore ur. ... malrlx for 
companloner-.gyflllllllolllhlpe. 
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Gratitudes 
BPF gratefully acknowledges contributions above member
ship received between October 16 and December 15, 2005: 

Santa Cruz Zen Center ❖ Chapel Hill Zen Center ❖ Consumer 

Bankers Association ❖ Southern Dharrna Retreat Center ❖ Hidden 
Leaf Foundation ❖ Zen Group at First Parish in Framingham ❖ Gary 

Abramson ❖ Sheridan Adams and JeffKitzes ❖ Robert Aitken ❖ Greg 

Albertson and Melissa Frumin ❖ Laura and Mark Alderdice ❖ Joni 
Anderson ❖ Carlotta Anderson ❖ Constance L. Anderson ❖ Peggy L. 
Anderson ❖ George Appenzeller ❖ Bettina Aptheker ❖ Rita Archibald 
❖ Janet Ashford ❖ Ralph C. Bailey ❖ Tamar Bailey and Linda Rinaldi 

❖ Patrick Barnett and K. E. Schroeder ❖ Irving Barrett ❖ Mark Bates 
❖ Rick Bauer ❖ Lenore Beaky ❖ John Bell ❖ Leslie Ann Bennis ❖ 

Sarah Berel-Harrop ❖ Dorice and Robert Beren ❖ John Bermon ❖ 
Gail Bernal ❖ Hope Millholland Bernstein ❖ Don Bethel ❖ Barry N. 

Bishop ❖ Judith Bishop ❖ Alfred and Dorothy Bloom ❖ Gary Boren 
❖ Susan Borke ❖ Thomas D. Bostick ❖ Mark Bourdon ❖ Lawrence 

Bowden ❖ Bill Boykin and Marg Starbuck ❖ Patty Bradford ❖ G. 

Kenneth Bradford ❖ Richard Brady and Elisabeth Dearborn ❖ Barron 
Brainerd ❖ Kevin Brennan ❖ Edward Breslin ❖ Nancy Brett ❖ Helene 

Brezinsky ❖ John Brittell ❖ Alice and Peter Broner ❖ Jim Bronson ❖ 
Steven Brook ❖ Jeffrey Brooks ❖ Eric Brus ❖ Clifford Burke and 

Virginia Mudd ❖ Karen Burkhardt ❖ Mirabai Bush ❖ Les Carnmer ❖ 

Harold Campbell ❖ Duane Carr ❖ Edward B. Carskadon ❖ Steve 
Carson ❖ Beatrice Chaney ❖ Sally Chapdelaine ❖ Nun Sok Charoun 

❖ Laura Chasin ❖ Elizabeth and Robert Chinery ❖ Diane Chinn ❖ 
Ani Perna Chodron ❖ David Chura ❖ Sr. Mary Cecilia Claparols ❖ 

Ginger Clarkson ❖ Pearl Cleage· ❖ Jean and Robert Cleland ❖ Kate 

Cloud ❖ Cliff Clusin ❖ Gerald Cohen ❖ Catherine P. Cole ❖ Geoffrey 
Cole ❖ James Coleman ❖ Michael Colligan ❖ Clint Collins ❖ Helen 

Cooluris ❖ David Cooper ❖ Lee Copenhagen ❖ Willis Cowing ❖ 

Irma Crump ❖ Robert Csandl and Ann Friedenheim ❖ Joel Cyr ❖ 
Idgi D'Andrea ❖ Sharon M. Dalbey ❖ Carla and Peter Dalton ❖ Dan 

Danielsen ❖ Rick David ❖ Stuart Dean ❖ Linda K. Deaton ❖ Ann C. 

DeBaldo ❖ Margaret Dellenbaugh ❖ Philip Demmin ❖ Danna L. 
Denning ❖ Duane Diviney and Jerald Shing ❖ Helen Dixon ❖ Mary 
B Dono ❖ Alan Dorr ❖ Linda Dow and James Morgenstern ❖ Maia 

Duerr ❖ Martin Duffy and Nancy James ❖ George Durakovich ❖ 

Douglas Durant ❖ Mitch Durell ❖ David Eliscu ❖ Tom Embree ❖ 
Gerald M. Emmet MD ❖ Marie Endres ❖ John R. Erskine ❖ Richard 

R. Evans ❖ Douglas Evans ❖ Karin Evans ❖ Jane Farrell ❖ Carolyn 

Zecca Ferris ❖ Erik Ferry ❖ Marcia Fields ❖ Lyn Fine ❖ Eric Fine and 
Charles Goetzl ❖ Patrick Finneran ❖ Faith J. Fippinger ❖ Harold M. 

Fischer ❖ Alan Fishman and Anita Wah ❖ Inez Flores ❖ Kathryn 
Flynn ❖ Vrrginia Forbes ❖ Ellen Fox ❖ Donna B. Fraser ❖ Friend ❖ 

Barbara Frierson ❖ Donn Fry ❖ Kathleen Garces-Foley ❖ S. Meredith 
Garmon ❖ Michael D. Garnett MD ❖ Harriet Garth ❖ Karen Genter 

❖ Rhoda Gilman ❖ Kristi Gochoel and Barbara Penny ❖ Ronald 
Goltermann ❖ Barry Gordon ❖ William Gorman ❖ Joseph Gorman 

❖ Christopher Gowans ❖ Julia Graf ❖ Donna Graves and Chris 
Duncan ❖ Ann Greenwater ❖ Marilyn J. Griffin ❖ Sue Grigg ❖ M. 
Wmston Grizzard Jr. ❖ Chad Gusler ❖ Susan Gwynne ❖ Yoshie 
Haggerty ❖ Mary Jean Haley ❖ Rev. Paul Haller ❖ Marilyn Handel ❖ 
Virginia Hanson ❖ Judy Harden ❖ LeeOra Haring ❖ Thomas D. Hast 

❖ Roger Hawkins ❖ Marilyn Hayden ❖ Lynn Hays ❖ Barbara Stevens 
Helfant ❖ Larry Heliker ❖ Don and Carol Henderson ❖ Mary 
Herbert and Stevin Nemeth ❖ Boyd Herforth ❖ Janet Hering ❖ Jan 
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Herzog ❖ John Hess ❖ Bobbie Hicks ❖ Robert Highfield ❖ Colleen 

Hill ❖ Margaret Hobbs ❖ Ned Hoke ❖ Stephen Hollingsworth ❖ 
Heidi Enji Hoogstra ❖ Victor Sogen Hori ❖ Patricia Houghton ❖ 

Greg Hoyt ❖ Maryann Hrichak ❖ Gary Hughes ❖ Suzette Hughes ❖ 
Dean Hull ❖ Paul Humphrey ❖ Rita Hurault ❖ John Hurst ❖ Mary 

Jean Hynes ❖ Juan Ibarra ❖ Amanda Iles ❖ Richard Irwin ❖ Robert 

Isaacson ❖ Kevin Iverson ❖ Pamela Jackson ❖ Kody Janney and 

Raman Chandrasekar ❖ Lynne Jewett-Smith ❖ Chaiyos 
Jiraprerkpinto ❖ Kristin Johannsen and Kevin Millham ❖ Rachel and 

Tony Johansen ❖ Maile Johnson ❖ Robert A. Jonas ❖ Elwyn Jordan ❖ 
Susan B. Jordan ❖ Agnes Kaji ❖ Tamara Kan and Gil Fronsdal ❖ Brian 

Karafin and Susan Kyser ❖ Stephen Karakashian ❖ Dean Kaufer ❖ C. 

Steven Keller ❖ Lola Kemp ❖ James and Renate Kempf ❖ Annice 

Kenan ❖ Karen Kennedy ❖ Lucy Khoury ❖ Joan Kimball ❖ Charles 
E King and Olga Grinstead ❖ Howard King ❖ Daniel R. Kingman ❖ 

Deah Kinion ❖ Kyle Kinner ❖ Jaku Kinst ❖ Terry Kinzel ❖ Don 

Kiphart ❖ Sheldon Kiselik ❖ John Kneip ❖ Bruce Krawisz and Jane 
Kennedy ❖ Jennie Kristel ❖ Marti and David Kuntz ❖ A.J. Kuntze II 
and Elizabeth A. Mills ❖ Anchalee Kurutach ❖ Donna Kwilosz ❖ 

Jeanne Lacoste ❖ Sheila Lafarge ❖ William Lafleur ❖ Tim and 

Camelia Lamey ❖ Paul F. Larose ❖ Krista Larson ❖ Robert D. Larson 
❖ Jeanne Lassen ❖ Henry Lawrence ❖ Kitty Lawrence ❖ Dan Lederer 

❖ Dawn Lehman ❖ Melissa Lemoing ❖ John Levy ❖ David J. Lewis 
and Deborah Rozelle ❖ Lee Lewis ❖ Yehudit Lieberman ❖ Tom Light 

❖ Keith Linford ❖ Edgar Lion ❖ Kristin K. Loken ❖ Stephen Lowry 

❖ Jeannette Ludwig ❖ Lin Lungta ❖ Lucy Lunt ❖ Lilla Lyon ❖ Mary 
A. MacNeil ❖ Joanna Macy ❖ Ralph Madsen ❖ Joe Maizlish and Sarah 

Forth ❖ Thomas Mallabar ❖ Janice Manov ❖ Michael Marcum ❖ 
Adele Marcus ❖ Dr. Eliezer T. Margolis ❖ Kristina Markey ❖ Tani S. 

Martinat ❖ Roberta Martine ❖ Jessica Martinez ❖ Barbara and Tom 

Mathieson ❖ Sachi Matsumoto ❖ Rebecca Mayeno ❖ Steven Mayer 

❖ Tenzin McClain ❖ Joseph E. McGrory ❖ Carol McGuire ❖ Mary 
McKee ❖ John McKellar ❖ Joel McLafferty ❖ Jan McMillan and Ann 

Haarer ❖ Tim McNeill ❖ David Mehler ❖ Jacqueline Mehr ❖ Carole 

Melkonian ❖ Jerry Meyer ❖ Raymond C. Meyer ❖ Mike Michaels ❖ 
Sara Mikkelsen ❖ Fredrick Millen ❖ Ephraim and Ann L. Miller ❖ 

Ann M. Miller ❖ Jon and Janine Miller ❖ M. Joy Mills ❖ Cathy Miner 

❖ Lanse Minkler and Fe De Los Santos ❖ Jean Mohr ❖ Anna Moore 
❖ Karola Moore ❖ Donald Morreale ❖ Douglas Morris ❖ Clare 

Morris PhD ❖ Chris Morrow ❖ Luis Moskavicz ❖ Victoria Mudd ❖ 

David Mull ❖ Donna Mumma and Chris Bartlett ❖ Margaret Murray 

❖ Kachina Myers Spyros ❖ Hal Nathan ❖ Sally Nelson ❖ Robert 
Nelson ❖ Ulla Neuburger ❖ Pamela Nicholls and Robin Woodland ❖ 

Kathe Nicosia ❖ Letitia Noel ❖ Gwen North ❖ Gloria Nudelman ❖ 
Anthony O'Keeffe ❖ George Ochsenfeld ❖ Gillian Oglesby ❖ 

Geraldine Oliva ❖ April Oliver ❖ Chris Olson ❖ Sandra Oriel ❖ 
Jeanette A. Page ❖ Kathryn Pagliuso ❖ Linnea Sherran Pak ❖ Olga 

Palo ❖ Chris Paul ❖ Carol Perkins ❖ Judith M. Perry ❖ Bhikkhu 
Thich Thong Phap ❖ Billy Pick ❖ Christopher Piel ❖ Ruth Pierce ❖ 

Anne M. Pincus ❖ Melvin Pohl ❖ Lore Anne Politzer ❖ Vivian Pon ❖ 

Bobbi Ponce-Barger ❖ John Porter ❖ Neale Povey ❖ Carolyn Prentiss 
❖ Britton Pyland ❖ Maura Quealy ❖ Patricia Quigley ❖ G.til 

Quillman ❖ Jennifer Rader ❖ Richard Rajkovich ❖ Judith Randall ❖ 
Melanie and Ed Ranney ❖ Victoria and George Ranney ❖ Ann 
Ratcliffe ❖ Caroline Rath ❖ Alice Ray ❖ Cynthia A. Read ❖ Mark 

Redmond ❖ Arlene Reiss ❖ Marilyn Renaker ❖ Tina Render ❖ Diane 
Rennie ❖ Juanita J Rice ❖ Sarah Richardson ❖ Matthew Riley ❖ Chris 
Ritter ❖ John Roberts and Robin Brandes ❖ Thomas and Margie 



Rodgers ❖ Eric Roost and Anna Lyons-Roost ❖ Rev. Lois F. Rose ❖ 
Adrianne Ross ❖ John B. Ross ❖ Beth Roth ❖ Barry Roth ❖ Diana 
Rowan ❖ Richard Rowley and Deborah Lebeaux ❖ David Rubin ❖ 
Janina Rubinowitz ❖ Jiryu Mark Rutschman-Byler ❖ John Sabin ❖ 
John Santa ❖ Lloyd and Alberta Sargeant ❖ Maxanne Sartori ❖ Henry 
Savage ❖ James Schafer ❖ Sozan Schellin ❖ Sherry L. Schenk ❖ David 
Schneider ❖ Debra Schneider ❖ Claire L. Schosser ❖ Grail Seneca ❖ 
Jon Schottland ❖ Joseph Schuman ❖ Randy and Syndee Schwartz ❖ 
Cassie Scott ❖ Nina Seaman ❖ Alan and Laurie Senauke ❖ Ted For 
Peace Sexauer ❖ Sheila Shafer ❖ Leo Shapiro ❖ Diane Sharon ❖ John 
Sheehy ❖ Danielle Shelley ❖ Dan Siegel ❖ D. Wayne Silby ❖ Larry 
Simon ❖ Suzanne Skees ❖ David Ross Smith ❖ Ernie Smith ❖ 
Kathrin Smith ❖ Ronald and Ching Smith ❖ Regina A. Sneed ❖ 
Thelma Soderquist ❖ Margaret Spallone ❖ Ann Spane! ❖ Mark 
Speiser ❖ Mary Kate Spencer ❖ Doug Spiro ❖ Susan Spring Meggs ❖ 
William Stahl ❖ Carl Stancil ❖ Leland Stearns ❖ Diane Stearns ❖ Dr. 
John W Steele ❖ Carol Stein ❖ Charles Strain ❖ Dave Sutton ❖ 
Darren Swimmer ❖ Thomas L. Tabatowski ❖ Michele Tae and Scott 
Woodbury ❖ Joann Tall ❖ Geraldine C. Taplin ❖ Flora Taylor ❖ 
Steven Thompson ❖ John Thompson ❖ Rae Thompson ❖ Jay 
Thompson ❖ Grace Tiessen ❖ Alan Tilson ❖ Jim Tout ❖ Andrea 
Traber ❖ Diana Tran ❖ Kathryn Tullis ❖ Joan Turjoman-Gerhart ❖ 
Barbara Turk ❖ Gordon and Margo Tyndall ❖ Stephanie U1mer ❖ 
Ricardo Valdes ❖ Michael Vest ❖ Julie Voelck ❖ Michele Voso ❖ Betty 
Warren ❖ Eric Watson ❖ Richard Weber ❖ Joan Webster ❖ Bea Welsh 
Weicker ❖ Elizabeth and Charles Weinstein ❖ Mel Weitsman ❖ Judith 
M. Weitzner ❖ Susan Werner ❖ Ken and Lisa West ❖ Rebecca 
Wethington ❖ Donya White ❖ Alan White ❖ Rick Wicks ❖ Richard 
Wiebe ❖ Joyce Williams ❖ Christopher Wilson ❖ Madeleine Wing 

Meditation Retreats 
Practice Periods 

Guest Accommodations 
Guest Student Program 

Farm Apprenticeships 
Work Practice Program 

Monastic Training 
Conference Facilities 

Beginner's Mind Temple in San Francisco 415-863-3136 
Green Gulch Farm in Marin County 415-383-3134 

WWW.SFZC.ORG 

and W. Travis Selmier II ❖ Christopher Wmg ❖ Diana Wmston ❖ 
Thia Wolf ❖ Philip Wolfson MD ❖ Otis Wollan ❖ Steve and Nancy 
Wood ❖ Mark Woodhouse ❖ Lori Wright ❖ Amala Wrightson and 
Richard Von Sturmer ❖ Patricia R. Yenawine ❖ Stefan Zijlstra 

In memoriam: Nancy Mangum in memory of husband Derrill Bodley, 
peace activist. 

We would like to give thanks for donations in-kind: Inkworks, Dale 
Kiefling, and Larry Watson. We would also like to thank our volunteers: 
Mary Davis, Rain Sussman, Chern~e Fournier, Judith Kadish, Gary 
Gach, and Jan Eldridge. 

Pilgrimage with Dharmacharya Shantum 
Seth every winter through India and Nepal 

Lumbini, Kapilavastu, BodhGaya, Samath, 
Varanasi, Rajgir, Nalanda, Sravasti, Kushinagar 
"Shantum's Buddhapath journeys lead the awakening 
pilgrim to visions of the ancient paradise of Shakyamuni 
and his enlightened community still living in the midst 
of Mother India in all her paradoxical glory.• 

Prof. Robert Thurman 
For information & free brochure: 

info@buddhapath.com 

U.S. Contact: Linda Ballantine: (888) 2791484 
Please Visit: 

www.buddhapath.com 

ZEN MOUNTAIN MONASTERY 
ONE-MONTH RESIDENTIAL PROGRAMS 

Comprehen sive introduction to Zen practice 

The o riginal Eight Gates of Zen training matrix 

Ded icated monastic staff 

Weekend retreats 

Week-long meditation intensive 

Opportunity to study with experienced teachers 

Practice in community in the beautiful setting of the Catskills Mountains 

(845) 688-2228. resistrar@mf<>.ora • ............ ,0.0,, 
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DZOGCHEN 
THE NATURAL GREAT PERFECTION 
DZOGCHEN RETREATS WITH LAMA SURY;A DAS 
D:zogchen. is the consummate practice ofTtb~tan Buddhism. Co. idered by many to be ,;me 
t~ching of our time." Dzogcpen is dire . immediate, essentiahz~ adaptable, an(t profound: 

' a pure awareness practice applicable to any circumstance and readily int grated into modem 
life. Dzogchen, often translated as the Natural ,Great Perfection, directly introduces us to 
our inner Buddha, the inherent freedom, purity an'd ection of being that is our true nature. 

DZOGCHEN CENTER MEDITATION RETREATS are held across the country, throughout 
the year: Joshua Tree, CA Spring March 25-April 2, 2006 

Garrison, NY Summer JulylS-30, 2006 
Santa Rosa, CA Fall October 7-15, 2006 
Garrison, NY Winter December 29, 2006 to January 7, 2007 

MULTIPLE TEACHINGS DAILY • NOBLE SILENCE• BEAUTIFUL §0XR:OUNDINGS 
VEGETARIAN MEALS • PRIVATE, SEMI-PRIVATE, ANO DORM ROOMS AVAILABLE 

DZOGCHEN CENTER 
BUDDHISM FOR THE WEST 

a· 

d 
sed to 
e is also • author 

Awoltenlnt Ttlloff: AWOft!II 
the 8uddhQ Wlthln,Awol<en)li_g 
the Sacred, and Awolrerilii1 d,e: 
Buddhist Heart. 
lama Surya Das is a Line,age 
Holder of the Dxogchen Un,ene 
C!fTibetan Buddhi5.!l1 in the Ri!l'e 
(nan-sectal1ari) tnlilltlon. For over 
thirty ye-. including mgre than 
eight yean in~ r,i_l:reat, 
he has $lUllled Ylith tt,e ~•t 
masters ofTi!ieta:r,iBuddhlsm. 
With his op~n anil lively style, 
he is particularly effective in the 
tra,,smission of Buddhism by 
presenting Buddhist ethics and 
insi1ht, as well as methods of 

ractice, in a manner accessible 

June 22-25, 2006 

Buddhist Peace Fellowship 

Membership Gathering 
Come together and meet each other, and share ideas, strategies, fun, 

practice . ..in Garrison, New York 

Buddhist Peace Fellowship 
P.O. Box 3470 
Berkeley, CA 94703-9906 USA 

Address Correction Requested 
Forwarding & Return Postage Guaranteed 

See page 5 for registration form 
For more details, visit www.bpf.org 
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BERKELEY, CA 


	Turningwheel-spring2006_p_001
	Turningwheel-spring2006_p_002
	Turningwheel-spring2006_p_003
	Turningwheel-spring2006_p_004
	Turningwheel-spring2006_p_005
	Turningwheel-spring2006_p_006
	Turningwheel-spring2006_p_007
	Turningwheel-spring2006_p_008
	Turningwheel-spring2006_p_009
	Turningwheel-spring2006_p_010
	Turningwheel-spring2006_p_011
	Turningwheel-spring2006_p_012
	Turningwheel-spring2006_p_013
	Turningwheel-spring2006_p_014
	Turningwheel-spring2006_p_015
	Turningwheel-spring2006_p_016
	Turningwheel-spring2006_p_017
	Turningwheel-spring2006_p_018
	Turningwheel-spring2006_p_019
	Turningwheel-spring2006_p_020
	Turningwheel-spring2006_p_021
	Turningwheel-spring2006_p_022
	Turningwheel-spring2006_p_023
	Turningwheel-spring2006_p_024
	Turningwheel-spring2006_p_025
	Turningwheel-spring2006_p_026
	Turningwheel-spring2006_p_027
	Turningwheel-spring2006_p_028
	Turningwheel-spring2006_p_029
	Turningwheel-spring2006_p_030
	Turningwheel-spring2006_p_031
	Turningwheel-spring2006_p_032
	Turningwheel-spring2006_p_033
	Turningwheel-spring2006_p_034
	Turningwheel-spring2006_p_035
	Turningwheel-spring2006_p_036
	Turningwheel-spring2006_p_037
	Turningwheel-spring2006_p_038
	Turningwheel-spring2006_p_039
	Turningwheel-spring2006_p_040
	Turningwheel-spring2006_p_041
	Turningwheel-spring2006_p_042
	Turningwheel-spring2006_p_043
	Turningwheel-spring2006_p_044
	Turningwheel-spring2006_p_045
	Turningwheel-spring2006_p_046
	Turningwheel-spring2006_p_047
	Turningwheel-spring2006_p_048

