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About the Issue: Zen and the Vast 
Wilderness 
by Michael Tierney 

I was driving out into the bush recently right on 

sunset, it was out near Yarramundi close to the Blue 

Mountains. The lines on the road began to disappear 

then fade. There were less and less signs to mark the 

way, soon the sealed road became a dirt track and all 

the usual road markers began to fade off as my car 

rolled steadily forward into the still evening.  

And it struck me then how like my learning of 

Zen teachings this experience had been in a 

metaphorical sense. The gradual fading off of rules, 

ambitions, ideas, hang-ups, jealousies and 

constructions of all kinds, until what finally remained,  

the still evening and the vast wilderness. 

I felt a great sense of peace. 

It is this experience that inspired the theme for this edition of the Mind Moon 

Circle. The words ‘vast wilderness’ came to me as I drove on – it is the experience of 

coming unstuck at the immensity of mystery you are faced with, a moment of forgetting 

yourself and hitting up against something that would be diminished by any explanation.  

And yet we must communicate, we are communal by nature, teaching or 

communicating zen has been compared to ‘climbing a mountain made of swords’ and 

‘taking up the iron yoke with no hole in it.’ 

Here we have a great collection of works from our Sangha community who 

make just such an endeavour. Here there are Teishos, poems, stories, dharma 

presentations, artworks and photos by some of our Sangha and friends. It is a 

wilderness of content!  

 

 

 

 
  

Cover art by Glenys 
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Next Issue: The Teachings That Can’t be Taught 

The topic on our next issue will be ‘The Teachings That Can’t be 

Taught to be edited by one of our Sangha members now living in Tasmania 

– Stuart Solzberg All submissions are welcome. Please send submissions 

by 7
th

 October, 2015 to:  

ssolzberg@gmail.com 
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Becoming Intimate with Wilderness 
by Sally Hopkins 

 
In the 80’s, before I started sitting, Colin and I lived on something like 700 acres 

at the end of a mountain dirt track surrounded by the newly proclaimed Wolli National 

Park.  

At night starlight and darkness in all directions. By day the Liverpool Ranges 60 

miles away, very occasionally snow on the Barrington Tops near the coast, and the 

constant struggle to find feed for ourselves, the sheep, goats, milking cows, chooks, 

geese. The land had rushing creeks and abundant grass when it rained, but as soon 

as rain ceased it was waterless and dry, dams receding, all moisture gone the several 

thousand feet to the gullies, to the valley far below. 

Alone in the immensity of sky and earth, night and day, seasons and weather, 

with all the living creatures, wild and tame, the rocks and deep gullies, grasses, trees, 

tiny flowers, gave plenty of opportunities for reflection as well as heavy work.  

Knowledge, so necessary, increasingly seemed a weak reed, for the unknown 

constantly arose. One year some sheep bought at the sales turned out to be pregnant, 

a farmer‘s off-load in a year of suspected drought. And drought it proved to be. There 

was terrible loss of life- ewes, and newborn lambs too ill nourished to survive- food for 

crows and foxes and dingoes. Ignorance no excuse. 

Reading the weather, the seasons, the difficulties of stock or orchard, vegie 

garden, was a daily challenge. Certainties rapidly fell away, the whole hope of certainty 

seemed more and more a false direction. 

Over years it became a question of what we needed to control within the fences. 

Beyond the fences were miles and miles of vast scrub, wild life, deep gorges, that we 

never had the hubris to imagine we could control. Wild! But the more we lived there the 

more it was not easy to distinguish inner and outer worlds- the bush, inside the fences, 

inside each of us. Everything less certain. We were very much more humble. What 

could we control? In ourselves? On the farm? I decided then that control in myself was 

useless, Things arose, way beyond any conscious intention. What there was though 

was RESPONSE. I could or could not respond appropriately for the benefit of myself, 

us, or the creatures, the trees, plants, the land itself. 

We could plan- for feed for the coming season, for 

the bees, fruit trees, vegie garden, fencing, but what 

actually occurred was something else again. 

Always questions. No certainties. Birth and death, 

flowering, seeding, fruiting, dying were part of every 

day and we ourselves seemed part of that immense 

drama of life. I started sitting in 1990.  Sitting with 

the koan “Who is hearing?” focused all these 

understandings in a different way. Less verbal. 

“Certainties 
rapidly fell away, the 
whole hope of 
certainty seemed 
more and more a 
false direction”. 
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Art work by Glenys Jackson – Ink on paper 

Barriers to bare experience in the mind, concepts, explanations, started floating away. 

“Who is this one?” 

 

It all became far more mysterious, far simpler, more astonishing. Many things 

gradually opened out in a way unimagined.  The wilderness, that had encircled us in all 

directions on our isolated mountain, expanded endlessly– entered us - no barriers in 

any direction. Nothing excluded. Nothing. Nothing at all. Nothing to hold on to. 

Everything, as we’d experienced in some fashion on the farm, constantly changing, 

each day, each moment, each breath. Everything from the most vast, to the tiniest, 

HERE- and interconnected- but nothing to grasp. No words adequate! 

This wondrous life so full of beauty and cruelty, sorrow, suffering, laughter, tears 

and shared joy. 

I continue to sit to learn to embody, in however small a way, this great mystery  

This vast LIFE that is always right here- this step, this breath. Ordinary/ 

extraordinary- much as each day on the farm. 
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A Song from this Country 
By Daniel Menges 

 

This land wraps you up 

Inside its stringy bark arms, 

Warmly welcomes you 

 

Home. Fragile remnant bush land 

Continues its ancient rise from 

Winter / touched by many feet and hands. 

 

All of it grows with death 

– Balanced – like nothing we could 

Engineer today. 

 

The ocean meets the land / 

The sky reflects the sea. / You 

Can see how the tide / turns. 

- 1 November 2014, Badangi Reserve, Sydney & 17 February 2015 Szombathely, Hungary 
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The Wilderness of the Heart 
By Subhana Barzaghi 

The great restless southern 

ocean glistening with moving light 

expanded over my left shoulder. A 

group of keen eyed Melbourne Zen 

students shouldered up their 

daypacks, carefully packed with 

snacks, water bottle and lunch and 

stepped out with sturdy walking boots 

in a single file. A party of 12 embarked 

on a Walking Sesshin along the 

spectacular Great Ocean track 

beginning south of Apollo Bay and 

weaving our way through the Otway National Park ending 6 days later at Johanna 

Beach.  The trail lead us under shaded mountain ash and beech forests dappled light, 

along the rugged coastline with grand vistas of the wild ocean and the roar of the 

rhythmic waves crashing below across windswept heathland, down along sandy 

beaches and resting near wide river inlets. 

Students of the way have taken up the way of Yatra -walking pilgrimages to holy 

sites or wild places, walking along trails over moss covered rocks to the beat and pace 

of the lifted foot treading in the footsteps of our ancient predecessors for millennium. 

Yatras and ‘Mountain and Rivers’ sesshins offer extensive walking practice as an 

ancient form of meditation in motion to seek serenity and harmony with the great 

nature and be at one with their own wild heart. It is a way to explore our deep 

connection to pathways that ennoble us both physically and metaphorical.  

Along the Great Ocean track, the Scripture of Mountains and Waters, by Zen 

Master Dogen was recited each morning before enjoying a warming cuppa of billy tea. 

This poetic and philosophical scripture was our walking companion: A deep koan to be 

realised and actualised.   

  “The mountains and waters of the immediate present are the ancient way 

of all Buddhas. Each abiding in its phenomenal expression, realizes 

completeness. Because mountains and rivers have been active since before the 

empty eon, they are the livelihood of the immediate present. Because they are 

the self before the emergence of signs, they are the penetrating liberation of 

immediate actuality.  

Extracts from, “The Scripture of Mountains and Waters”– Shobogenzo – Zen 

Essays by Dogen.   

Zen Master Dogen presents an intricate highly symbolic study of the 

interpenetration of phenomenal existence and emptiness. Rich in metaphors and 

layered in meaning this scripture invites a worthy contemplation. Dogen’s awakened 

Photo by Lee Nutter – 17/04/2015 
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play, dances with language, meaning and perception of mountains and waters. If we 

dream our way into these metaphors they reveal their wisdom. For example, in the 

same passage he uses ‘mountains’ as a metaphor for all phenomena or existence and 

the next sentence he refers to a mountain at face value, then he shifts his perspective 

again and is the green mountain speaking back to us.  

‘Waters’ are a metaphor for the noumenon or emptiness. However, because of the 

interpenetration of phenomenal existence and emptiness, both mountains and waters 

are also a symbol of both emptiness and form.  

Dogen deliberately shifts perspective to challenge our views of reality our naïve 

notion of phenomena as a fixed entity, a ‘mountain’. Dogen is a master thief, he 

challenges us at a deep level, he steals away our false views of our ‘self’ as being a 

separate entity with dualistic notions of observer and observed, he collapses our 

subjective view of mountains and rivers as separate objects.  

Mountains, desserts, native forests, national parks have long been pilgrimage 

places where we are humbled and strengthened, quietened, emptied and then filled 

with awe. Mountains are felt to be the least tamed of all terrains, environments of 

unmediated potency. They are considered sacred places where monasteries of old 

were perched high in their misty crags away from the bustling throngs of the city. 

Mount Wǔtái Shān one of the sacred Buddhist mountains in China is dotted with 

temples along its ridges and is still a place of intense practice after more than two 

thousand years. I remember being greeted at the top of Huang Shan in Anhui province 

in eastern China, by a sign saying, “Open to the view to relax the heart”.  

The opportunities for moments to open up the heart and break through the 

trance of separation and alienation seem to be more abundant or easier in nature. In 

the bush, I feel a reconnection with Gaia, my great body the earth, this flora and fauna 

sanctuary, this dappled cathedral of shadow and light. The nature nourishes my tired, 

restless mind, the pre-occupations and worries start to fall away. I can hear myself sigh 

and notice the tension drain out of my shoulders. I feel renewed as the mountains and 

rivers of the immediate present bowl me over with their awesome beauty.   

Mark Coleman an Insight teacher who leads 

wilderness retreats and wrote “Awake in the Wild” said 

that, “Sensing our oneness with all of life can shake our 

ideas of our own independence which can be alternately 

exhilarating or intimidating. When it fears dissolving into 

the vaster reality, the ego-self strives hard to retain its 

rigid individuality and will retreat to the comfortable and 

unthreatening territory of its familiar habits, roles and 

identity. However, if we can tolerate the discomfort of 

our fear of the vast unknown, we can perhaps taste our 

true home….a place where we feel both our singularity 

and our commonality with all of life” (2006, p.80 & 81)  

“Mountains 

and wild places are 
not only extolled 
for their beauty, 
strength, power 
and presence but 
also for their effect 
on those who love 
them and relate to 
them.” 
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One mountain practice is to sit and realise your oneness with the mountain. 

When we view a mountain from a distance we walk around its body we see its profile 

and shape, survey its surrounds. The closer you come to the mountain the more it 

disappears, the more we walk on its body and contours it loses its shape and we 

cannot see where the mountain begins or ends, or where ‘I” begin or end, everything 

vanishes into each-step-mountain-breathing-being.   

 

Sung dynasty painter-poet Kuo-hsi, wrote about mountains.  

  Inexhaustible is their mystery. 

 In order to grasp their creations 

 One must love them utterly, 

 study their essential spirit diligently 

 and never cease contemplating them 

 and wandering among them.  

 

Mountains and wild places are not only extolled for their beauty, strength, power 

and presence but also for their effect on those who love them and relate to them. 

Taking refuge in them, pilgrimage to them, Parakishna - circumambulation around 

them, lodging on them or ascending them has long been a way of an ardent 

practitioner to purify and realise the mind of the mountain.  

A stream of ardent pilgrims wind their way to Skandashram which is perched 

half way up on the barren rocky slopes of Mount Arunchula in South India. 

Skandashram is a cave like dwelling where Ramana Maharishi the great Hindu saint 

retreated for seven years. It lies above the smog line looking directly down over the 

great Hindu Temple Tirvaneshawla. An ashen sadu sits cross-legged perched on a 

rock ledge, a Japanese monk in grey robes, a blonde haired tall German man, a 

respectable middle-aged Indian scholar and an exhausted Australian academic cluster 

on the concrete floor of the single roomed abode. All are equalised by the common 

denominator of silence her, for Ramana, silence was the entry gate into Sat-Chit-

Ananda, which means being, consciousness, bliss. Rama taught that silence was the 

loudest form of prayer, the greatest thief and the highest form of grace. Silence 

pervades the stone walls, the mountain spring trickles through my mind washing away 

feelings of sickness and even thoughts of “I” vanish in the quenched thirst of 

becoming. The sign by the spring reads ‘Holy Water’, my initial response was one of 

cynicism.  However my experience of Skandashram –the true blessings from this cave 

of silence and this perennial spring of ‘holy water’ had a whole new meaning. I bow 

down in gratitude.   

The inner and outer landscape meet as we walk in country. On the Great Ocean 

track the dew soaked grass brushes my leg, the heat of the day begins to bear down 
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my back, with each step my worried self dissolves and the path rises up to greet me. 

Every step a new beginning, each step, like a long love affair that survives a series of 

endings. I pause and reach for my water bottle and relish the cool water running down 

my throat. The line pauses, I gaze across the Ocean, “I” am swallowed up the vast 

shimmering expanse and my mind rides with the clouds, freeing me of myself. I realise 

that the oceanic view would keep no trace of my gaze.  

Sitting at Kodo-ji –Temple of the Ancient Ground, the spirit of place is confirmed 

when the giant blue gum and the bracken fern disappear into the landscape of the 

mind, when the mind falls into each blade of grass that spritely stands up uniquely, 

shinning and green. I am undone by a sea of rippling green leaves, thus one reveres 

the way of mountains. The screech of the cockatoo, screeeeech, screeeech, 

penetrates right through me, this pure encounter leaves no place for me to hide. A 

blustering flock of cockatoos rise on the updraft effortlessly caressing the sandstone 

cliff face confirming that this is my original face.  

Artwork by Glenys Jackson – Ink on Paper 
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The poet Li Po describes this moment of dissolving and becoming one with the 

mountain in a beautiful poem from doing zazen on Ching-t’ing Mountain.   

“The birds have dissolved into the sky 

and the last remaining clouds have faded away 

We sit together the mountain and me 

Until only the mountain remains”.   

 

There is an old Zen saying which reflects unfolding insights.  

First there is a mountain,  

then there is no mountain,  

then there is a mountain.  

The first time we see a mountain we see it as something separate from 

ourselves. This is the relative consciousness of the subject/object world. It is this 

duality that is one of the root causes of much of our alienation and suffering. To realise 

that there is no mountain is to realise selflessness, the emptiness of self and mountain. 

The third line, then there is a mountain again is not the same as the first time. The 

realisation of no mountain and mountain co-arise. This realisation brings us back into 

the world of form; the golden wattle blossoms, the gnarled and twisted river gum, the 

currawong and we ourselves are not separate from our vast empty fathomless nature.   

The poem by Ko Un has a sublime cheeky reverence to it.  

Mountain is mountain 

Water is water”, Daineng chanted. 

“Mountain is not mountain 

water is not water,” Daineng chanted. 

Eat your food 

once you’ve eaten, go shit.  

Nanao Sazaki a wonderful contemporary beat poet that use to hang out with 

Garry Snyder, expresses this intimacy with no mountain in his poem called ‘Why’.  

   Why climb a mountain 

Look! A mountain there. 

I don’t climb mountain. 

Mountain climbs me. 

Mountain is myself. 

I climb on myself. 
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There is no mountain 

Nor myself. 

Something moves up and down in the air.  

 

‘By the height and breadth of the qualities 

of the mountains, the virtue of riding the clouds 

is always mastered from the mountains and the 

subtle work of following the wind as a rule; 

penetrates through to liberation from the 

mountains’ – Dogen 
Dogen’s poetic expression of riding the clouds and following the wind, is a 

Taoist and Buddhist expression of freedom by virtue of attainting the lofty heights of 

meditation through deep samadhi states of concentration. Dogen is referring to a 

practice point here, that realisation of mind – of mountains and waters is more likely to 

occur through deep samadhi practice of ‘just sitting’ being vibrantly present, open, 

empty and awake. Mountains and waters come forth as we ourselves, they live inside 

our breath, liver and bones, they are our very own heartbeat.  

Master Dogen said to the congregation, “The green mountains are forever 

walking; a stone woman bears a child by night. Mountains lack none of the 

qualities proper to them. For this reason they forever remain settled and they 

forever walk. The quality of walking should be investigated in detail”. 

A special treat for me was when Akira my son and I attended a 10 day Yatra – a 

walking retreat along with 140 men, women and children in the Dordogne region of 

south-west France. We walked liked a human centipede a ribbon of 70 pairs of legs as 

one rhythmic being of movement caressing the valleys and hills. The children lead the 

way, we walked at their pace, over fields, through villages, along old trails in a silent 

line from 9am to 5pm every day in the blazing summer heat.  It was a walking, 

camping, communal tribal, dharma affair.  
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Subhana and Maggie at Maggies Transmission Ceremony – 17/04/2015 
(Photo by Lee Nutter) 

After a long days silent walk we arrive at our new campsite, which is just a bare 

paddock on loan from a local farmer. The first task is to locate ones tent and pack, 

which has been generously transported for you, unloaded and placed in long rows 

stretched out on the grass. Then you choose a site, pitch your tent, wash, line up for 

dinner, sit and listen to the evening dharma talk, until you finally collapse into your 

rolled out blow up mattress, even though the sun is only just setting in the northern 

hemisphere. The camp rises early each day in order to accomplish all the necessary 

tasks; sit, eat breakfast, make your lunch for the trail and have your tent and gear 

packed up ready to load on the truck by 8.30am. By 9am, 140 bodies are ready to 

head out of camp with their gear; day pack, hat, water bottles, lunch and trail mix to 

enjoy another day of walking practice.   

 

  

Green hills are forever walking. 

 Fields of sunflowers, clover, white morning glory, mark the way. 

 Beech, oak and pine, shade the way.  

 Long raspberry tentacles across the path, 

 say, tarry awhile and pause the way.  

 Where am I going? I don’t know.  

 Each step reveals the next and points the way.   
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 Resting in not knowing, I trust the walking, 

 step by step heals my aching heart.  

 I walk the way, the way walks me.  

 Hot sweaty exhausted bodies descend into the cold river, 

 lounge there like water buffalos,  

 washing off the salty sweat of the blazoned trail. 

 Dramatic storms baptise my tent’s new tarpaulin, what a relief 

 an extra sheath of plastic ensues a restful dry pillow night.  

 A violent storm thunders down on the camps last soiree 

 leaving debris and havoc in its wake.  

 Late night evacuation follows.   

 Kind village communal shelter beds down 

     our weary relieved bodies.  

 Sitting in the eye of the storm at the centre of my being 

 no where else to go or be. It’s alright mama.  

  Although there is a particular destination each day, which was about a 

20 kms it is the journey itself that is important. One simply had to walk as there was no 

other way to get the next campsite. The destination however was not the goal, the 

focus is to inhabit each step mindfully making each step a step of peace, treading 

lightly on this precious green earth. Philosophy and practice are intertwined on Yatras. 

Leaving a light footprint on this earth is necessary and vital for our survival as a 

species.  

Walking practice is exploring how the experience of ourselves is shaped by 

moving through a landscape. The breeze caresses my mind, sighs around my ears 

and blows away those sticky thoughts, the painful feelings quieten, my heart begins to 

sing again. I joyfully enter the way here.  

 A blazing field of sunflowers 

  takes my breath away,  

 the grasshopper and ants dash for cover,  

 squeals of laughter from children splashing in the river  

 pine trees circle the lake, 

 bulrushes rise above the hovering dawn mist, 

 a cool breeze awakens me.  

  The rhythm and flow of walking, presences me, then walking just happens. I 

forget my worries and stress and bundle of burdens. When I forget myself, I 
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experience the intimacy of the mountains and waters. I am walking through the 

wilderness of my own heart and it is a joyous exhaustion. When we walk we usually 

experience ourselves as the walker, separate from that which we walk upon. The true 

art of walking is to fully inhabit ones walking, so that the walker and that which is 

walked upon become one. In this direct experience of ‘just walking’, there is no doubt 

that the green mountains remain forever still and are forever walking.  

Walking practice is not reserved to remote holy sites, or wilderness areas, but 

can be threaded through our daily life, so the sacred and mundane inter-mingle. This 

same attitude to walking practice can be applied right in the midst of the cityscape. We 

can intentionally walk mindfully down a busy street, calmly down the corridors of the 

supermarket, stride vigorously on ones morning walk or mindfully up and down the 

stairs or walk to the office being fully present. It enlivens us to, ‘every day is a good 

day’.   

“A stone woman bears a child by night’ is a mysterious metaphor, that I love. 

Stone woman here refers to the dark mysterious void, a barren woman, an empty 

woman that paradoxically gives birth to a child. The child is a metaphor for the 

universe, all phenomenal existence. There is a play here between empty/oneness, 

form and formlessness and the inter-changeability of each.  You are stone woman, I 

am stone woman, emptiness is threaded through all forms. Out of this great womb of 

stone woman, we give birth to ourselves, as the moon rising of the cliff, the grassy 

paddock, as the gentle wind caressing the gum leaves and this process of awakening 

occurs by night. “Night’ is a metaphor that acts like a midwife for the never ending 

mysterious process of ‘not knowing’, emptying and freeing ourselves of the limits of the 

known. This is similar to the Christian mystic process of union with God, which occurs 

through the dark night of the soul. Through the process of ‘night’, we become 

mountains and waters and this intimacy is the ancient way of all Buddhas. Mountains 

and waters wake us up and the heart sees and knows its own wild intricate beauty, it’s 

own original face.    
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I am the wildness… 
By: Stuart Solzberg 

 

What is wild? 

What is the wildness? 

 

I am wild. 

I am the wildness.  

I am a wild-man. 

 

I am mere moments away from combustion, destruction, chaos, whether self-

inflicted or otherwise, moments away from inflicting and causing great pain and 

suffering to others or myself. I am mere moments away from enlightenment, liberation, 

freedom and coming home. 

Wildness is not knowing when it will be my last breath, when I least expect it I’m 

sure. Wildness is living as though this is my last breath, alive, blood racing through my 

veins, heart aching. Wildness is knowing I am no Buddha, I am not a holy man, I am 

not a great man, nothing special, simply human. This much I know… 

Wildness is gazing at the vast blackened sky glistening with stars; a summer 

apricot picked off the tree and eaten straight away; comfort in the naked embrace of 

my lover; witnessing the miracle of my son’s birth; uncontrollably laughing together 

while playing water pistols with him; waking up in the morning alive to face another 

day.  

Wildness is killing a man with your bare hands; children murdering their 

mothers; mothers murdering their children; planes crashing; people starving; war torn 

nations; persecution; execution; extinction; misfortune and atrocities; rape, murder and 

abuse. I know I have blood on my hands.  

What would it be like to move at the pace at which moss grows deep in the 

forest? 

What would it be like to exist in time and space for thousands of years as an old 

growth tree? 

What would it be like to be a snail slithering through the grass or cawing like a 

crow soaring through the skies? 

What would it be like to live in a world of harmony and peace? 

Is this it? 
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I am in a sea of wildness, no longer able to tell up from down, predators from 

pray, love from loss, beauty from suffering, insight from ignorance. Sometimes the sea 

is calm as can be, sun is shining with glorious blue skies; other times waves are high, 

crashing overhead and near drowning. Wildness is being present to whatever is in 

front of me whether lion or lamb, sour or sweet, sorrowful or joyous. I was once 

convinced there was underlying meaning to this wildness, now I’m not sure. If there is 

a purpose to the mystery, it eludes me, perhaps that in it self is the meaning?  

 

What is wild? 

What is the wildness? 

 

I am wild. 

I am the wildness.  

I am a wild-man.  

 

Martin Schongauer's Wilder Mann mit Wappenschild (1480s) at the Städtische Galerie. 

Image via Wikimedia Commons. 

https://commons.wikimedia.org/wiki/File:Sammlung_Ludwig_-_Artefakt_und_Naturwunder-Schongauer-Wilder_Mann80410.jpg
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A Deity with Three Heads and Eight Arms  
(or Taking Refuge in the Vast Temporal Wilderness) 

By Maggie Gluek 

 
A monk asked Chao Chou, 

“During the 24 hours, how is the mind 

put to use?” 

The master said, “You are used 

by the 24 hours. I use the 24 hours. 

Which of these times are you asking 

about?”i 

Some of us these days 

reference “busy” as a description of our 

lives. Many experience increased 

demands on their time. Information Technology which is supposed to save us time only 

seems to eat it up. People work longer hours. And the level of “extra-curricular” 

activities on offer likewise seems to increase. My weeks are filling up. How can I fit “it 

all” in? I’ve got no time. How can I slow it down? Not to mention the contemporary 

obsession to look and book far ahead. Have you got your 2016 diary yet? And the 

contemporary phenomenon of the time-poor. There was a musical in the 60’s called 

“Stop the World, I Want to Get Off”...a sentiment I can relate to in my anxious tendency 

to think like the harassed and self harassing White Rabbit in Alice and Wonderland. 

“I’m late, I’m late”.” And thereby usually EARLY...a gene my daughter says she has 

inherited. She has time for a cup of coffee wherever she goes. 

So, reflecting on these worries about time, I thought I’d take a deep breath and 

look into the question from a Zen Buddhist perspective. 

During the 24 hours how is the mind put to use? asks today’s inquirer. 

You are used by the 24 hours, I use the 24 hours. Which of these times are you 

talking about? comes Chao Chou’s challenging response. He points, I think, to the 

fallacious premise of the question. It is the conceptual imagining of time as an entity 

apart from oneself, the abstract ideas one construes of it, as something broken up into 

units, that is in turn fragmenting. In so far as the 24 hours distract from essential reality 

and unity of experience, they use us. The busyness is in our heads, as it were. This 

follows from the conventional 

and ingrained understanding 

that there is a “during”, that 

the 24 hours are a backdrop 

or a context within which this 

(likewise imagined) me 

operates, or which it races 

against, or chases, or loses. 

“You act efficiently, 
effortlessly, wholeheartedly. Not 
deceived by ideas about time, not 
troubled by any sense of a gap”. 

Maggie Gluek Transmission Ceremony 
(Photo by Lee Nutter 17/04/2015) 
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Like some computer game! For that matter the inquirer’s question posits a “mind” that 

is separate and can be employed instrumentally. How is the mind put to use? This is 

true of the thinking function, a blessed and useful attribute. But not the mind Chao 

chou has in mind! What mind??? 

It’s fascinating to reflect for oneself on the extent to which the nominated units 

of time are taken as substantial. Of course there are rotations of the earth and the 

earth around the sun and seasons of the year. Reliable markers of change. But what 

else? 

Maybe it’s just me but I can consider, say, that I have three weeks in which to 

accomplish something and that I actually know or predict what three weeks means, 

that there is an equality about one week and another week. That it’s a kind of coherent 

event, rather than a name. 

Last year I was back in Minnesota for three weeks, visiting family and friends. 

My experience of my stay and its duration bore in the end little relationship to how I’d 

imagined it. Three weeks felt like three months (another idea, but still you get my 

point), and ultimately the time frame was completely beside the point. Molly! It’s so 

good to see you and be here. What would you think about carving some pumpkins? As 

regards that qualitative sense of LONG time, perhaps this is the function of being away 

from routine, wherein (ie in routine) one can be unconscious. Where did three weeks 

go?? Holiday mind, or call it play mind, encounters experience new, fresh, with open 

attention. Karl Ove Knausgaard in his novel My Struggle talks about his father and 

time, remembering that his father, unlike the author’s young self, encountered life in 

terms of standards he had created. His father knew things. Once he had fixed the 

standard in his mind, he didn’t have to concern himself with them. Time speeds up 

when you know things, the author concludes.ii “When did it all start to speed up?” Tony 

asked me recently. “Everything seems like it happened yesterday.” 

Habit mind, you could also say, takes you away, distracts you from the matter at 

hand...oh, I know what this is...so you aren’t fully present, physically doing one thing, 

but mentally somewhere else. Thus, time is lost, life is lost, you are used by the 24 

hours.  

There’s an old Zen story:  

A student said to Master Ichu, Please write something for me of great wisdom.  

Master Ichu picked up his brush and wrote one word: Attention. 

The student said, Is that all? 

The master wrote: Attention, attention.  

The student became irritable: That doesn’t seem profound or subtle to me. 

In response Master Ichu wrote simply: Attention, attention, attention. 

In frustration the student demanded, What does this word attention mean? 

Master Ichu replied, Attention means attention.iii 
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To get off automatic pilot, to be able to pay attention, moment by moment, it 

helps to slow down. May be essential. What’s the rush? says Thich Nhat Hahn. We’re 

all going to the same place anyway. This is of course the gift of practice. To stop. Be 

still. To see beyond the chatter of the brain to what is uniquely here, and to nothing at 

all. It’s amazing what happens to time at sesshin, when one has slowed down, in that 

profound realm of focused attention and absorption. On the first day you may be 

anxious about getting your assigned job done in the allotted period of time. It feels a 

little tight. But before long, you have all the time in the world and no anxiety. You act 

efficiently, effortlessly, wholeheartedly. Not deceived by ideas about time, not troubled 

by any sense of a gap. This perception can happen any time, any no-time, not just at 

sesshin...a realisation of non dualism, of what Dogen called Uji, in his famous essay. 

Uji translates as Being-time or, in Hee Jin Kim’s translation, Existence-time. 

Dogen writes: Time is already existence and existence is necessarily time. And 

even better. Standing on the peak of a high mountain is existence-time. Diving to the 

bottom of the deep ocean is existence-time. A deity with three heads and eight arms is 

existence-time. The Buddha with the magnificent body is existence-time. A pillar and a 

lantern are existence-time. You and friends in the neighborhood are existence-time. 

The great earth and the empty sky are existence-time.iv 

This is consistent, offers Hee Jin Kim, with the traditional Buddhist position that 

time had no independent existence but was dependent on dharmas, events. 

  

Maggie Gluek at Transmission Ceremony 17/04/15 – Photo by Lee Nutter 
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And Dogen again, again consistent with Buddhist tradition, especially the Hua 

Yen metaphysics of marvelous interpenetration, writes: 

All things and events of this entire universe are temporal 

particularities....existence time means all times. All existence and all worlds are 

included in a temporal particularity. Just meditate on this for a moment: Is any 

existence or any world excluded from this present moment? v 

And to think I can worry about trying to “fit everything in”...when it’s already 

there! 

Dogen, speaking of existence-time as being realised in a particular here and 

now, also refers to the total exertion of a single thing, an activity wherein the whole 

being of emptiness leaps out of itself.vi  In continuous practice time is activity and 

activity is time. 

Chao chou said simply I use the 24 hours.  

In case 6 of the Blue Cliff Record Yunmen put it another way. 

He introduced his subject by saying, “I do not ask you about the 15th of the 

month. (The 15th suggests the full moon and thereby realisation). Come give a phrase 

about after the 15th. In other words, what is realised?  

And he himself responded, “Every day is a good day.” 

These two, Chao chou and Yun Men, had the big picture, when you come to the 

point. Is there anything apart from that “I” that uses the 24 hours? 

Another fellow with the temporal big picture is Great Master Ma. Case 3 in the 

Blue Cliff Record finds him unwell, indeed, it is thought, dying.  

The abbot for the monastery asked him, “How is your Reverence feeling these 

days? 

The Great Master said, “Sun Face Buddha, Moon Face Buddha.” 

And the gloss...according to the Buddha Name Scripture, a Sun Face Buddha 

lives in the world for 1800 years whereas a Moon Face Buddha enters extinction after 

a day and a night. But for Ma they exist in absolute contemporaneity, long time, short 

time, no time. And Sun Face/Moon Face include the fact of transience. The relative 

dimension of time. All things pass quickly awaaaaaaayyyyyyy. 

 

Dewdrops on a blade of grass 

Having so little time 

Before the sun rises 

Let not the autumn wind 

Blow so quickly on the field vii 
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The verse is Dogen’s. I shared it at our Memorial Ceremony last November, 

when the small group assembled remembered family and friends and sangha 

members who have died. 

Dogen was deeply concerned with impermanence--going back to the death of 

his parents when he was a small child--and many of his poems address his sorrow on 

apprehending the time-limited dimension of existence. 

That sorrow, so fundamental to human anguish, paradoxically motivates us, as 

it did Dogen, not to say the Buddha, to practice and to keep practising, ongoingly. Over 

and over, to see into impermanence, to embrace it, to understand the formlessness of 

all forms, to realise this inherent nature that is not born and does not die. Thereby 

impermanence is realisation, is who we are! 

I am sure we all know or have known individuals whose terminal illness delivers 

them into kind of grace, who use the 24 hours. Time no longer stretches vastly for 

them as an abstract idea. That time has to be abandoned, a lesson hard and quickly 

learned. What comes instead into focus is now, this precious life, at the pivot of 

emptiness. Anne Buescher who lived here at the zendo was one such person. She 

took her cancer as a gift, used that sword hanging over her head to focus her inquiry. 

And her attention. She didn’t want to miss her life, to be lost in dreams or petty 

preoccupations. It’s easy to say things about Zen and easy enough to sit on a cushion. 

It’s another thing to really embody it. To walk the talk. Even in her very last weeks 

when breathing was a huge struggle, she said, a little wryly, that this was a good 

mindfulness practice. At her memorial service Paul told us that she had said, “I am 

happier than I have ever been.” And had come up with the phrase Life lives itself on its 

own terms which resonated over and over and freed her. She had nothing to do. She 

was part of it all. 

Case 18 in the Wu Men Kuan, is Ordinary Mind is the Tao, those being the 

turning words that Chao chou received from his teacher Nan Chuan. And the verse to 

this case runs: 

 

Spring comes with flowers, autumn with the moon, 

summer with breeze, winter with snow. 

When idle concerns don’t hang in your mind 

That is your best season.  

Chao chou lets us in on his own vivid ordinary mind in his Song of the Twelve 

Hours of the Day. (The traditional Chinese hour is equivalent to two Western 

hours...maybe the 24 hours was originally the 12 hours!) A verse for each hour, the 

exigencies of the day, his life as a priest in a remote temple.  

Here are five out of the twelve verses. The complete poem to be found in The 

Recorded Sayings of Master Joshu. 
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The cock crows. The first hour of the day. 

Aware of sadness, feeling down and out yet getting up. 

There are neither underskirts nor undershirts, 

Just something that looks a little like a robe. 

Underwear with the waist out, work pants in tatters, 

A head covered with thirty-five pounds of black grit. 

In such a way, wishing to practise and help people, 

Who knows that, on the contrary, it is being a nitwit. 

 

The sun in the south. The sixth hour of the day. 

For making the rounds to get rice and tea there are no special arrangements. 

 
Having gone to the houses in the south, going to the houses in the north. 

Sure enough, all the way to the northern houses I’m given only excuses. 

Bitter salt, soured barley, 

A millet-rice paste mixed with chard. 

This is only to be called “not being negligent of the offering”, 

The Tao-mind of a priest has to be solidified. 

Declining sun. The seventh hour of the day. 

Turning things around, not walking in the domain of light and  

shade (ie the domain of time). 

Once I heard, “One time eating to repletion and a hundred 

days of starvation are forgotten.” 

Today my body is just this. 

Not studying Ch’an, not discussing principles, 

Spreading out these torn reeds and sleeping in the sun. 

You can imagine beyond Tsushita Heaven, 

But it’s not as good as this sun toasting my back. 

 

Golden darkness. The tenth hour of the day. 

Sitting alone in the darkness of a single empty room. 

For ever unbroken by flickering candlelight, 

The purity in front of me is pitch black. 
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Not even hearing a bell vacantly passing the day, 

I hear only the noisy scurrying of old rats. 

What more has to be done to have feelings? 

Whatever I think is a thought of Paramita. 

 

Bedtime. The eleventh hour of the day. 

The clear moon in front of the gate, to whom is it begrudged? 

Going back inside, my only regret it that it’s time to go to sleep, 

Besides the clothes on my back, what covers are needed? 

Head monk Liu, ascetic Chang, 

Talking of goodness with their lips, how wonderful! 

No matter if my empty bag is emptied out, 

If you ask about it, you’d never understand all the reasons for it. viii 

 

Wistful, sad, complaining, cranky, ecstatic, equanimous, enlightened. Emotions, 

moods, come and go. Idle concerns come and go. The sun is up, the sun is down. 

Dharmas arise and cease. You just do it, don’t you. Step by unique step with eyes 

open. How long is a moment? how long is how long?  

I’m not suggesting you don’t need a clock! Or a watch! Hmmm it’s 12:27 and 

lunch is ready. Enjoy this time! 

 

And from the tanto at last year’s Easter sesshin: 

Sitting quietly 

Doing nothing 

Spring comes and 

The grass grows by itself 
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Jukai Ceremony  
By Jillian Ball 

 
On the 16th of April, 2015, Jillian Ball took the Jukai ceremony with Subhana. Below is 

Jillian’s responses on the day as well as some photos. Subhana gave Jillian the 

Dharma name ‘Ji Gyo’ (Compassionate Dawn).’ ( - ed.) 

The Three Treasures 
 
I take refuge in the Buddha 
 
Here at Kodoji, 
I come home  
to what I have always known….. 
 
the dawn cloud 
the rhythm of 
the ancient ground, 
the moments arising 
and falling away 
the space between the moments, 
the sorrow and joy, 
the unknown. 
 
I take refuge in the Dharma 
 
My teachers are 
the forty-spotted pardalote 
each droplet of water  
in the lake 
reflecting the universe 
in its moonbeam. 
 
My teachers are 
always 
before me 
in each 
and every moment. 

 
I take refuge in the Sangha 
 
My dear dharma friends, 
some young 
many grey 
and some passed, 
you are me  
and I am you 
as we support and inspire each other  
on this intimate Path 

 
My sangha is  
the garden 
the birdsong 
and the golden light 
at dawn. 
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Jillian Ball at Jukai Ceremony held at Kodoji, 16/04/2015  

Photo Supplied by Jillian Ball) 
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The Three Pure Precepts 
 
1. I vow to maintain the precepts 
 
I vow to cultivate wisdom and integrity so 
that I may respond peacefully to others and 
protect them from harm. 
 
I embody  
the great and humble  
Bodhisattvas 
Nelson Mandela  
and Thich Nhat Hanh, 
who taught how to give  
and live gracefully  
with the suffering of others. 
 
2. I vow to practice all good dharmas 
 
I will nurture and serve others and make 
sure that I pay careful attention to my 
intentions, choice of words, thoughts and 
actions and their endless consequences. 
 
I offer a kind smile  
to the smartphone user 
who bumps into me 
on the footpath. 
 
3. I vow to save the many beings 
 
 I will practice zazen with focus and discipline so that I can be of greatest benefit to 
others as we find our way home. 
 
The homeless youth 
In the concrete jungle 
of Bondi Junction, 
I give you milk and coins 
and clean up the rubbish  
you have left  
when you move on. 

 
 

  

Jukai at Kodoji 16/04/2015 
(Photo supplied by Jillian Ball) 
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The Ten Grave Precepts 
 

 1. I take up the way of not killing 
I take up the way of inclusive, heartfelt dialogue and of standing up for the truth in 
response to the atrocities in our world so that we may live together in peace and 
harmony.  
 
I tread carefully 
around the ant in the dojo. 
 
2. I take up the way of not stealing 
 
I commit to living a contended life letting go of superficial attainments and appreciating 
what is already here. I will not deprive myself but allow time and space to be nurtured 
and nurturing. 
 
Peace and joy are not found 
in another pair of shoes,  
or achievement  
or book on amazon.com 
or a bigger screen on my smartphone. 
They are already here 
in this breath. 
 
3. I take up the way of not misusing sex 
 
I will be respectful of how my sexual energy can be used and misused and be mindful 
of its expression of emptiness and oneness. 
 
Hand in hand we walk 
as one. 
 
4. I take up the way of not speaking falsely 
 
I will open my heart and speak from a place of kindness, honesty and integrity. Words 
can both hurt and heal, so I will listen attentively and allow space between my words. 
 
I open my mouth 
then remember 
to let it go 
if it is unkind. 
 
5. I take up the way of not giving or taking drugs 
 
I value a clear and still mind to observe my thoughts. In losing awareness and 
indulging in habitual self-centered thinking, I risk damaging myself and others. 
 
With each breath 
the self fades. 
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6. I take up the way of not discussing faults of others 
 
If I am tempted to criticise others or become defensive, I will look inward to see myself 
more clearly. From a place of insight, I vow to engage in compassionate and skilful 
dialogue. 
 
As my chattering mind settles 
I see things how they truly are. 
 
7. I take up the way of not praising myself while abusing others 
 
I vow to accept my vulnerabilities and nurture others in understanding their 
attachments and weaknesses. I recognise that self and other are but one, and the 
seductiveness to gossip comes from the ordinary mind. 
 
The urge to defend 
or praise myself 
signals 
the time 
to polish the mirror. 
 
8. I take up the way of not sparing the dharma assets 
 
I take up the way of giving generously and wisely and directing my energies and vitality 
to the enrichment of others.  
 
The tapestry 
of the teachings. 
The bird bath 
in the garden. 
The cat’s whisker 
on the doona. 
 
9. I take up the way of not indulging in anger 
 
I vow to regard my anger with respect and tenderness and let go of self-righteousness. 
I will ensure that my motives, words and actions are compassionate and integrity lies 
at the heart of my responses. 
 
When harsh words 
and injustices  
come my way, 
I bring awareness 
to shine on my anger 
and mindfully 
take it by the hand. 
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10. I take up the way of not defaming the Three Treasures. 
 
I take up the way of experiencing the three jewels fully through committed practice, 
marveling in their exquisite profoundness and minute subtly: beyond words, beyond 
explanation.  
 
Accepting the Bodhisattva vows 
as my own, 
I embody tranquility 
In my heartmind 
and come home 
to ‘just this’. 
 
Deep and happy bows to the 
Buddha, Dharma and Sangha 
and my teachers here before me - 
Subhana, Allan, Gilly and Maggie.  

Jillian’s Rakasu with Kanji by Subhana  
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Out of the blue 
By Michael Tierney 

Through the window, 

The trees in their green coats rise up, majestic 

They dance and sway, 

Tremendous!  

 

And yet,  

There is nothing more than the rustling leaves. 

 

This is just this and no more. 

 

I am defeated in the shifting shadows of it 

I have nothing to add, nothing I can add 

 

I am outside, 

The road lies flat with fat white arrows  

the swirling debris scuttling leaves, hopping birds 

Marvelous! 

 

And yet,  

There is nothing more than the car park. 

 

This is just this and no more. 

 

I am defeated in the white lines of it 

I have nothing to add, nothing I can add 

 

Above, 

The blue sky expands and leaps past buildings,  

down the alley ways everywhere  

Wondrous! 

 

And yet,  

There is nothing more than a sky. 

 

This is just this and no more. 

 

I am defeated in the wild blue of it  

I have nothing to add, nothing I can add 

 

But please,  

if you see me,  

and there is more 

Tell me of it. 

 

What would you say? 
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The Great Wave off Kanagawa (Literally: "Under a Wave off Kanagawa") 

Artwork by Katsushika Hokusa i (葛飾北斎) (1760–1849) Colour wood block print 

https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/The_Great_Wave_off_Kanagawa
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Hokusai
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(Humble) Earth Poems and Haiku 

By Daniel C Menges 

 

 

Australasia 2009-2014 

 
The shaman can transform 

Forms / he 

Feels how empty and / fluid 

Forms are 

 

Transforming lead like fear, turning 

From a human to a deer, a bird or  

A Rainbow Serpent – the sky like 

An ocean / the water I swim through 

In my dreams: 

 

Up through the surface – 

You must let go / of any fingers holding tight /  

Water / enclosing the space where your body was / Body 

 

Like mountain 

Heart like the ocean 

Mind like sky 

 

One and the same / sky mirroring ocean 

Face reflecting face 

 
- June 2009 Sydney, Australia, 25 December 2014 Xining, China & 17 February 2015, Szombathely, Hungary 

 

 
Bees moving flower 

To flower / opening you 

Like the moon shines tonight 

 

 

Mistaken words and  

Actions in the Dojo / no 

One hit with arrows 

 

 

Memories of your  

Lover – kissing and exploring her – 

Shining valley spread wide 

 

Shining through terror, 

Sun splitting the dark moving 

Clouds – no-thing to fear. 

 
- After Spring Zen Open Circle Sesshin at Cloud Mountain, 6 October 2014 Sydney 
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A thicket of thorns 

Appears when the mind is too sharp – 

Your welcoming arms – 

 

Winter flowing in 

To spring – a symphony of 

Movement on this earth. 

 

Returning the wolves home 

The ecosystems are re- 

Balanced – trees re-grown. 

 
- 8 October 2014 Sydney, Australia, 25 December 2014 Xining, China & 17 February 2015 Szombathely, 

Hungary 

 

 

 

 
Pouring rain washing 

Streets clean – tears and all – her voice 

Brought laughter and sighs. 

 

Finding refuge in- 

Side the voice / singing without 

Hungry, glittering crowds. 

 

Horns, rhythms, voices – 

The music threads the audience / 

Washes us open. 

 
- 14 October 2014, Parramatta, Australia and 25 December 2014 Xining, China 

 

 

 
Through the pouring rain 

The Flame Tree blooms. Grey city growing – 

At home, the mob chants. 

 

The unseen, unknown 

Shines even in dust, yet your 

Glasses are dirty. 

 

Turning the wheel – who 

Is left out? Is anything 

As clear as the moon? 

 
- 17 October 2014, Sydney, Australia, 25 December 2014 Xining, China & 17 February 2015, Szombathely, 

Hungary 
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In candle-lit dojo 

We practice Kinhin. This smile 

Floods into these tears. 

 

Like our heart-minds, Roshi 

Picked up / held the squirming cat / 

Through sutra chanting. 

 

The playful, beloved cat 

Who tried to kill micro bats – 

Snuffed out by a snake. 
 

- In memory of Spring Zen Open Circle Sesshin 2014, after Zazen at the Sydney Zen Centre, 20 October 2014, 

revised 25 December 2014 Xining, China & 17 February 2015 Szombathely, Hungary 

 

 
The whole world gone made 

Or waking up slowly, pain- 

Fully – here the sun shines. 

 

Blind of the mind’s tricks 

Its fears and desires fly 

Dart-like to others. 

 

Walk the earth, remember 

To see how sunlight grows grapes /  

Clears the way through fog. 
 

- 3 November 2014, Parramatta, Australia 

 

 
One arm tearing the other out / one eye 

Half closed in reverent gratitude / the other 

Looking back past oceans to 

Distant shores. / Torn between 

 

The seemingly solid stamps in a passport, 

The granting of a new one / the gate and / 

The gatekeeper. / Still, 

The water flows, the boat can be untied – 

What to do now? Upon what can we rest? 

 

The waves turn the rock to sand. 

 
- 13 November 2013 Sydney, Australia, 25 June 2014 Xining, China & 17 February 2015 Szombathely, 

Hungary 
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How beautiful this  

Shining star in the dirt, moving 

Through us today. 

 

These people you love 

This world you forgive – shining 

When everything else 

Appears cold, hidden. 

 
- 13 November 2014, Parramatta, Australia, 25 June 2014 Xining, China & 17 February 2015 Szombathely, 

Hungary 

 

 
 

Those rolling waves / dreams 

Breaking open in reality /  

Washing clean these feet 

 

These ancient waves 

Caressing, carving the shore / 

Breaking open the stone and  

Earth / sweeping us towards 

What we’ve forgotten. 

 

This sunshine breaks through 

The cold / wakes 

These limbs from their slumber / turns 

These eyes / from the street to the sky 

From these feet to this sky. 
  

- 20 and 25 December 2014 Xining, China & 17 February 2015 Szombathely, Hungary 

 

 




