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THE BLUE CLIFF RECORD

Case 89: Yunyan s Hands and Eyes

Jean Brick

Yunyan asked Daowu, What does the Bodhisattva of the Great Mercy use all
those many hands and eyes for? Daowu answered, It is like a person in the
middle of the night reaching behind their head groping for the pillow. Yunyan
said, I understand. Daowu said, How do you understand it? Yunyan said,
The whole body is hands and eyes . Daowu said, That is very well expressed,

but it is only eight-tenths of the answer. Yunyan said, How would you say it,
Elder Brother? Daowu said, Throughout  the body, hands and eyes.

Daowu and Yunyan were Dharma brothers studying in the dharma assembly of Yaoshan.
The time is the early in the ninth century, so we are right in the middle of the Tang
dynasty, when what was to become Chan was being forged in scattered monasteries across
the length and breadth of China. Some sources say the two were biological brothers as well
as Dharma brothers, with Daowu being the elder by 15 years. And a fact that I find very
encouraging is that Yunyan had previously studied with the great Baizhang for 20 years,
without, as Xuetou, complier of the Blue Cliff Record, austerely comments, awakening to
Baizhang s mystic meaning. It was only after Baizhang s death and a period of wandering
and searching for a teacher that Yunyan arrived at Yaoshan s temple and brought his years
of faithful practice to fruition. He subsequently became Yaoshan s Dharma heir, the 37th

Patriarch in our lineage and teacher of Dongshan who in turn became the founder of the
Caodong or Soto school.

There are several stories featuring Yunyan and Daowu in the various koan collections, and
all of them display the same warm sense of connectedness. There is no sense of rivalry, no
sense in which one brother displays his superiority over the other. Instead we have a
dialogue, and exchange in which each tries to hone his own understanding and learn from
the other.

What does the Bodhisattva of the Great Mercy use all those many hands and eyes for?
We are all familiar with the representations of Avalokiteshvara with her thousand arms and
her thousand eyes, each present and responding to the cries of the world.
It is like a person in the middle of the night reaching behind their head groping for the

pillow. Such an intimate, natural, everyday image.

I think the first time I had just a slight inkling of what this image might really involve was
eleven years ago in Palolo. I was lucky enough to take part in the last training period
supervised by Aitkin Roshi before his retirement. There were maybe 8 or 9 of us, and
among them was Alan Senauke. Some of you may be familiar with his work: he is
currently Head of Practice at the Berkeley Zen Centre and was from 1991 to 2001 the
director of BPF. Having Alan as a co-participant in the training period was like having an
extra teacher. Anyway, one evening we were all in the kitchen preparing dinner when I
made an offhand remark about not paying much attention to cooking because I live alone
and it s too much trouble. Alan pulled me up. No , he said, Your every action is a
manifestation of Buddha-nature. Chopping, cooking, eating, washing up; Buddha-nature.
They deserve your full attention.

At the time that stopped me in my tracks and went completely over my head.
Simultaneously! My full attention. I knew that I gave my full attention to certain things:
there were times for example, when I was at the computer, when I was writing, that I was
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completely absorbed in what I was doing. Maybe that was what he meant.
But every day tasks? How could I do that? Did it mean no more listening to the radio while
drove to work? Did it mean giving up my favourite morning pastime: coffee and the
morning paper at Decolata? Coffee or paper but not both?  Did it mean stopping every now
and then (when the phone rang, for example) and coming back to the breath? Maybe, but I
have to admit that s always felt very artificial to me.

So this  question has kept reappearing over the years. What does it mean to give your full
attention to something?

Over the last four years I was privileged, as were others, to walk with Anne Buescher
through her years of illness to the intensity of her final illness in March. Those last four
weeks were some of the most intense, and the most precious, that I have ever experienced.
I think it was the same for all of us on Team Anne, which is the private name I gave to the
group of people who were involved in supporting her in various ways throughout those
final weeks.

The thing I really noticed most was that, while I was there, at the hospice, there was no
worry, no desperation, no fear. There was just reading Emma, massaging feet and rubbing
backs. There was sitting in the sun in the garden and suddenly deciding to find a coffee
shop. It was something all of us commented on: while we were at the hospice all other
concerns dropped away. There was no room for ego.

Away from the hospice there were times of grief, times of disorientation and confusion
and, especially early on, a desperate search for something to do. And then someone would
telephone. How are you holding up?  What do you need? And there were meetings: times
to come together to organise practicalities but also to offer and receive support, to share tea
and cake and other deliciousnesses over Sue s kitchen table or in Ellen s lounge room. And
while of course there were lots of things to be organised, there was no room for the small
I . There were rosters to be organised, brothers to be picked up from the airport and

supported, wills to draw up, hugs to be given, but all of it was just done. And beyond those
immediately involved was the wider circle of those supporting the team. So a web of
connections, a web of support and love spun out from Darlinghust. It spread to Germany,
where some of Anne s oldest friends were in contact, some with Anne herself and some
with Britta or Ellen as Anne did not have the strength to speak to everyone. And to The
US, where Maggie was for the first week or so of the process attending the Diamond
Sangha teacher s circle. Which dedicated their zazen and their sutras to Anne. And so on,
wider and wider. Where it stops, nobody knows. All natural and inevitable, just doing what
needed to be done. Throughout  the body, hands and eyes.

What does the Bodhisattva of the Great Mercy use all those many hands and eyes for?
It is like a person in the middle of the night reaching behind their head groping for the

pillow. Completely natural, completely at ease.

But does engaged Buddhism stop there?(You did realise that this is supposed to be a talk
about engaged Buddhism?) Does engaged Buddhism stop with our immediate circle, with
our Sangha, our family, our friends?  Or with relatively extreme situations, where
everything seems in a sense simplified. What are our responsibilities as Zen practitioners in
this every day a crisis day of a world? I want to explore this question a little further.

In case 79 of the Book of Equanimity, Changsha had a monk ask Master Hui,
What about when you had not yet seen Nanquan?

Hui sat still for a little while.
The monk asked, What about after seeing him?
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Hui said, Nothing special.
The monk returned and told Changsha about this.

Changsha said:
You who sit on top of a hundred foot pole;
although you have entered the Way, it is not yet genuine.
Take a step from the top of the pole,
And worlds of the ten directions are your total body.

Changsha belongs to a slightly later generation of teachers than Yanyen and Daowu, as he
was born around 800 and died in 868. He and Hui were fellow students under Nanquan,
but Changsha went on to become the abbot of a large temple, while Hui retreated to a hut
in the forest.

I know the appeal of the hut in the forest: in my case it s called Gorrick s and it s a tent
rather than a hut and it also involves a dojo and the vast night sky, the sound of the crickets
and the dawn chorus of waking birds. Body and mind dropped away. And I love this
practice, its beauty and its simplicity.

But then I come back home and I turn on the news: over 100,000 children and young
people in Australia are homeless, the gap between indigenous life expectancy and that of
the rest of the community is 17 years; the drought is still with us and the Murray Darling is
dying; Tuvalu faces slow inundation; 10,000, 50,000, 100,000 dead in Burma; repression
in Xinjiang but they re all Muslims it doesn t matter. The list goes on and on: its
overwhelming; so great that there are times when I turn off the radio, especially when they
are talking about species lost, deforestation and the catastrophic situation with the world s
fish stocks. And all I really want to do is to get back out to Gorricks and sit!

But Changsha points out the essential problem with this position. It s not genuine.
It s escapism. Some people escape through drugs, some people through drink. And if we
just sit on our cushions feeling blissful and/or depressed, wrapped in our own stories, then
we too are divorced from the actual living, breathing world. Where is buddha-nature then?

By the way, Changsha knew what he was talking about. He lived his whole life in  an
increasingly violent climate, one of corruption, constant political and military conflict,
rampaging armies and above all the great persecution of Buddhism from 842-845, a
persecution which had a profound influence on the development of Buddhism in China.
His answer was not to retreat into passivity.

Take a step from the top of the pole,
And worlds of the ten directions are your total body.

Dogen Zenji says:
The logic of Buddha-nature is such that it is provided not before becoming a Buddha,
but afterwards. Buddha-nature and becoming a Buddha always occur
simultaneously.1

Kim Hee-jin glosses it this way:
Unless we take risks and choose to act, Buddha-nature never becomes visible,
audible, tangible.2

We are the thousand arms and hands, the thousand eyes of Avalokiteshvara. If we don t get
off our cushions then where are those arms and eyes? Buddha nature never becomes
audible, visible, tangible.

                                                
1 In Kim Hee-Jin. (1987). Dogen Kigen: Mystical Realist. Tucson: University of Arizona Press. p66

2 ibid
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But neither can we ignore Hui s path. Through sitting on his cushions, he, like us, can save
the many beings. Hui s problem is not that he sits. Hui s problem is nothing special.  If he
thinks that there is nothing special about early morning birdsong and mist rising from the
paddock, then he s really got a problem. For that matter, if he thinks that waking up in the
morning, making breakfast and cleaning your teeth is nothing special, he s still got a
problem. This was something that Anne never forgot. Here is an extract from an email she
sent to Ellen some months before her death:

What I do hope is that all the people around me realise how beautiful life is,
every hour of it, even if it is plastered with worries about houses and
mortgages and jobs and incomes and illnesses or parents 

So by calling for us to step from the 100 foot pole, is Changsha suggesting that we don t
need to sit? Far from it. Though we step from the top of the pole,  the top of the pole stays
with us: without its spaciousness, its emptiness of small-I mind, those thousand arms and
eyes would have no space to be. Small-I-mind  takes up the whole universe!

Which is all very well and good, and no doubt everyone here is thinking along the same
lines. But my life is incredibly busy. I m not trying to make excuses: my life, like everyone
else s, is incredibly busy. Work, family, friends: it is really difficult to fit everything in. So
when is there time for social action?

There is no easy answer to this. I have to work on it just as I have to work on dropping
body and mind. I think it involves attention, serious attention, to my own actions, and to
how they contribute to either suffering or relieving suffering. At times this will involve
actions that are small and private; at other times they will be larger and public. The
Japanese poet Basho said it best:

Journeying through the world
To and fro, to and fro
Cultivating a small field

That s the challenge for us all!
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Samu: an invitation to get your hands dirty building our sangha

Gillian Coote

In a recent interview about his opera Satyagraha, focussing on Mahatma Gandhi's early
years, composer and Buddhist Philip Glass said, 'I think basically the Buddhist community
is a weak community. .because it's guided by self-interests.  It's what makes 'me' feel
good. Meditating makes 'me' feel good.  It's not for the welfare of sentient beings or
anything like that.' (1)

Glass was reflecting on the (im)possibility of an American Gandhi emerging from
contemporary Buddhism, and of course knows nothing of our lay practice at the Sydney
Zen Centre.  But do you think SZC is a feel-good cult of individualistic self-soothing, a
place to smooth away psychic wrinkles?  Or is there a vital sangha, a strong sense of
community?

Since the early-80's when SZC, with a few loans, acquired the land at Gorricks Run,
intrepid students left the city one weekend a month to give their time and labour to the
Three Treasures, to the creation of Kodoji.  There was no resident teacher and sesshin
happened just once a year but there was energy and commitment and this creativity went
beyond the construction of buildings.  The great secret of samu has been sangha-building,
the creation of community.  The whole assembly labours vigorously, working alongside
one another, sharing sweat, laughter, frustration and skills in a down-to-earth way, getting
to know each other, free of rhetorical flourishes and hierarchies. It's a levelling process
where everybody puts their shoulder to the Dharma wheel for everybody's benefit,
including the maidenhair ferns and lyrebirds. Where you discover this person's wicked
sense of humour, that one's patience.  Where you meet partners, dogs and children.  Where
people are fully human, vivid in all dimensions, warts and all.

Kodoji started with an empty paddock and powerful bodhicitta.  First of all, the basics -
dealing with our shit and providing water - digging holes for the pit toilets, building tank
stands, rolling the tanks across the paddocks. And along with lugging beams, building
roads and nailing weatherboards, samu weekends were about juggling, cricket, dogs and
babies, and much wading through flooded creeks, as the photo albums attest.  Adventures
and misadventures.

Sangha and family members rolling the first water tank into position
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Nearly everybody came to samu during these building years, joining in as often as they
could; all but a handful missed this great opportunity to become intimate with laying the
hardwood verandah, intimate with staining weatherboards, intimate with sangha.

There is a proposal for a four-week training period at Kodoji in autumn next year, to
commemorate the thirtieth anniversary of Aitken Roshi's first teaching visit in Sydney,
which will offer the traditional elements of Zen training, historically, zazen, teisho,
dokusan, and samu.

Zazen is fundamental.  Lay people like us make an effort to practise at home each day; if
we're fortunate enough to live near a Zen centre, we sit with others. Those others are
numberless, and include the han, announcing that the evening service is about to begin, the
inkin urging us to up for raihai, the chanting practice, led by the Ino with the dai keisu and
mokugyo, the shijo rung by the Jiki as our entry gate to zazen, and the clappers alerting us
to kinhin.  We sit with others each week, we sit with others each month at zazenkai, we sit
with others at sesshin, once, twice or three times each year.

Teisho, sometimes translated as the lion's shout, is a song and dance around the
fundamental fact, vital and fresh.  It's different from a lecture where an argument is
presented. Historically it could be lengthy or brief, with few words, or even no words at all
and usually occurs in the context of sesshin, with a certain amount of ritual so clearly,
sesshin is also essential.

Dokusan is the opportunity to meet another on the path, and present one's understanding.
Historically, it was extremely brief, with the bell sounding a musical exit after a few
seconds, but recently it has become somewhat extended.

It is clear that these elements are alive and well in our sangha.

And so we come to samu.  As there isn't a great deal written about samu these days, it was
with delight that I read Michael Kieran's piece re-thinking his own response to samu and
Clark Ratliffe's early samu training in Japan, republished in this issue. And I am indebted
to Aitken Roshi for his essay, A Note on Samu, in The Mind of Clover, which some of you
may have read.

Roshi loves to investigate etymology, and of samu's two characters - Ch:  tso-wu - he says,
'sa means 'a work, production, tillage, or harvest', and mu, 'to devote attention to'. This is
the primary meaning, and 'service, duty or occupation' is the derived meaning.  This second
character also means 'Buddhist service' in the sense of 'sutra service' (the occupation of
monks and nuns, so to speak).

It is the activity or function of religious devotion in work, in keeping with the importance
placed on samu in Chinese and Japanese monastic tradition.  Samu as a term and practice
originates in China, an early reference being in the Platform Sutra, where after Hui-neng
had his first interview with Hung-jen, and before he was assigned to the threshing room, he
was 'sent to do samu with the assembly' (my italics) (2).

Increasingly, Ch'an mytho-history is coming under the academic microscope, revealing
that a great deal of  'the record' was in fact created during the Sung Dynasty to massage
Ch'an into an entirely favourable and coherent light, including the story of Hui-Neng.
There are some who question whether there was ever a separate Ch'an school at all.

Academics have raised the question of whether Pai-chang did in fact establish a Ch'an
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monastic code, or whether he inherited regulations from the Vinaya heritage and
Confucian ritual manuals;  whether Pai-chang's quote about work, often cited as the reason
why Ch'an monasteries were sustainable during times of purges, is reliable.  Nevertheless,
here is Dogen on Pai-chang:

 'There was not a single day in the life of Pai-chang when he did not labour to serve people
and to serve his assembly. When Pai-chang was at the extreme of old age, on occasions of
'all-invited' samu, when everybody laboured vigorously, the whole assembly felt pain and
regret that their teacher should be included in the work party.  At last, at one samu time,
some monks hid his tools and would not hand them over.  That day, Pai-chang did not eat,
as compensation for not using his mattock and bamboo basket. He said, 'A day of no samu
is a day of no eating.'  (3)

These days when we quote,  'a day without work is a day without food', the word samu has
gone missing. And, as Aitken Roshi says, without samu, Zen Buddhism would be a cult,
isolated from daily life.  'Samu is the extension of sutra services to the garden, the
extension of meditation to its function. Bodhisattva practice within the temple setting.' (4)

I wonder if we would be able to muster sufficient Dharma determination to start building
Kodoji in this hyperactive 21st century, where people are so time-poor?  With only two
samu weekends a year these days, at the most recent one, five people's samu contributed to
Kodoji's maintenance and ongoing construction, labour offered freely and mindfully and,
at the beginning and end of the day, the fellowship of zazen and sharing food.  And, as
always, the mysterious power of synergy meant much was achieved.

Of course, there are countless individual samu initiatives within the sangha - making new
sutra books, washing oryoki cloths, buying sesshin food -  as well as group initiatives; for
example, the women's group made zafus, zabutons and knee cushions for Kodoji, others
supported Anne Beuscher with their time, energy and love, some sangha men spend one
night a month caring for homeless men.

But, lest we fall into the trap that 'all work is samu', the term fushin (Ch: p'u-ch'ing) is
instructive.  Aitken Roshi writes: 'The Japanese word fushin means construction in secular
language, in the sense of building a house.  However, its origin is the Zen term meaning
'everyone invited to turn out for co-operative effort.' (5)  D. T. Suzuki:

'There was a democratic spirit here in action.  The term p'u-ch'ing, "all invited", means to
have every member of the Brotherhood on the field, the high as well as the low in the
hierarchy, engaged in the same kind of work.'  (6)  All the sangha and especially the
teachers are included in and respond to the call to work practice for the maintenance and
refurbishment of our temples, transmitting the Dharma to Zen students of the future, to all
beings. I have vivid recollections of samu at Kaimu, and Aitken Roshi in his mid-80's,
cleaning the outdoor furniture.

Maybe you think there's nothing more to be done these days, or maybe the law of entropy
prevails? Maybe there are other reasons, but remember!  the great unheralded matter of
maintenance pervades the universe, whether with zazen, relationships, housework, or your
old car.  And though building skills are often involved, samu maintenance such as mowing
and staining will always be necessary, not to mention weeding - take away those fleabane
seed-heads, like our busy chattering thoughts, and the indigenous plants will manifest - for
all our benefit.  And at Annandale, cleaning the dojo and hojo, cataloguing library books,
mending cushions.

So, fushin!  get your hands dirty!  Commit yourself to work practice for all beings and plan
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to join the one-day samu at Annandale on June 15 in lieu of the monthly zazenkai and the
next samu weekend at Gorricks Run on August 23-24.  Let's continue building on the
magnificent legacy of samu that Sydney Zen Centre has modelled over the years, let's
continue building community.

Because this is the way we maintain and build our sangha, this is the move from
privileging the separate, isolated self to realising sangha, one of the Three Treasures. As
the Three Pure Precepts remind us:

       I vow to maintain the Precepts;
       I vow to practice all good Dharmas;
       I vow to nurture the Dharma.

Meister Eckhart said, 'What a person takes in by contemplation, they pour out in love'.

And all bow in gratitude.

Sangha members chanting sutras as foundations are laid at Gorricks Run in the mid-80 s

****************

Notes:
l)   Interview with Philip Glass, Tricycle, Spring 2008, p. 118
2)  The Mind of Clover, Robert Aitken, pub. North Point Press, l984, p.111
3)  ibid., p. 112-113
4) ibid., p. 113
5)  ibid., pps. 114
6)  ibid., p. 114
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Re-visioning the Place of Samu Practice
in the Honolulu Diamond Sangha

Michael Kieran

Over the last few months, I've been reflecting on the place of samu in our practice at HDS.
"Samu" in Sino-Japanese, "zuo-wu" in Chinese, means literally "work ceremony"  it is
the ceremony or service performed with brooms and mops, lawnmowers and shovels.  All
are invited to participate as the companion Chinese term "pu-ching" implies  all working
together side by side, regardless of status, no exemptions allowed.

As members and friends of HDS, we are indeed fortunate to have such a beautiful place as
the Palolo Zen Center to practice.  And yet the maintenance needs of our buildings and
grounds are considerable.  Over the years the bulk of the work required to maintain our
buildings and grounds has been taken up primarily by a relatively small percentage of
those who practice at Palolo.  For the most part, we as a sangha have looked at the work of
caring for our buildings and grounds as a sort of burden that is necessary so that we can do
our real practice of zazen, dokusan, sesshin, zazenkai, etc.  As laypeople, often with very
demanding work responsibilities and our own homes to maintain, it seems only reasonable
that it must be up to someone else to mow the lawn and clean the floors and bathrooms at
PZC  "I certainly don't have time for that, I need to clean my own bathroom.  Besides, it
seems to be getting done without me."

This has also been the understanding of those who have been doing much of the work 
"Ah, people are so busy, they have more important things to do, and many contribute in
other ways: financially, zendo and program leadership, serving on the Board or a
committee, etc.  I'll just take care of this, so that others can come and have a nice place to
practice."

In this way it has been possible for people to come and practice at Palolo, sometimes for
years, while rarely ever picking up a scrub brush or machete to help take care our buildings
and grounds.  This is not out of neglect or disregard.  It s just the way we've set things up,
consciously and unconsciously.

For my own part, I've often scheduled trips to lead zazenkai on Maui on our work days,
thinking I don't need to be at Palolo for dokusan on those days.  Likewise in our annual
scheduling, Samu Sundays and Work Parties have often purposely been scheduled for
times when I will be away on the mainland.  Thus a subtle message about what is and what
is not real practice gets communicated.  This will change in 2008.

What would it mean to experience working at Palolo  cleaning, weed-whacking,
painting, or digging a trench, as equally valuable in one's practice as doing zazen?  There is
no question that this is precisely the teaching of the Zen tradition going all the way back to
Baizhang's saying, "A day without work is a day without eating."  When we view samu
practice as a burden or obligation that needs to be fulfilled so that we can then have a place
to go to do the real practice, we completely miss a huge chunk of the wisdom and
transformative power of our own tradition.

The re-visioning of samu practice in the Honolulu Diamond Sangha that I'm suggesting
here, is a matter of recognizing individually and collectively that maintaining our buildings
and grounds is not just something we need to do so that we can get on to our real practice.
Rather, we work on committees, we serve on the Board, we give money, and learn zendo
leadership so that we can come to Palolo and practice samu and zazen together.  Our samu
is really at the core of our practice along with zazen, dokusan, sesshin, and zazenkai.  Our
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committee work, serving on the Board, and other activities do not compete with doing
samu at Palolo anymore than they compete with our sitting zazen together.  If they do,
we've somehow gotten it backwards.  Having the lawn to mow and the railings to clean are
part of our bounty at Palolo, part of what makes Palolo a great place of practice along with
the trade winds, birdsong, and teachings of our Zen ancestors.

Of course just saying this doesn't make it so.  Realizing the place of samu in our practice
will take just that practice.  Part of my own aspiration for 2008 is to devote special
attention to my own samu practice and to work closely together with each of you to bring
the full potential of engaged samu practice alive for our sangha individually and
collectively.

As you look over the enclosed 2008 HDS Calendar, I encourage you to put a big circle
around the Work Party or Samu Sunday that is scheduled each month and make it a point
to be at Palolo on those days ready to practice. For our Work Party on Sunday, February
3rd, we will begin by gathering in the zendo at 9:00 AM for a brief Dharma Assembly on
Samu Practice  all are invited!

reprinted from the January-March 2008 edition of the Honolulu Diamond Sangha newsletter
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Samu Tales
Clark Ratliffe

From Dogen s Genjo Koan:
Conveying the self to the myriad things to authenticate them is delusion; the myriad

things advancing to authenticate the self is enlightenment. It is Buddhas who greatly
enlighten delusion; it is ordinary beings who are greatly deluded within
enlightenment. (Cook, 1989, p. 66)

Some thirty-nine years ago when I was just beginning my practice I was in Kyoto
Japan for a short visit looking for someplace to practice Zen. While visiting the public
portion of Nanzen-ji I happened to see a small sign in English just inside the front gate of
the monastery. It said, To experience practical Zen meet here at 8am. I thought to
myself, Oh good, an opportunity to learn Zen meditation in a real Japanese Zen
monastery! I eagerly showed up the next day and joined a group of about five westerners
milling around outside the closed monastery gate. At exactly 8am a monk opened the gate
and gestured for us to enter the grounds. He ushered us around the side of the public
buildings toward the back. Ah, the inner sanctum. I thought to myself. We followed a
narrow path around the entire monastery and stopped at a small shed in the back. The
monk pulled out a small, very dull hand scythe for each us  including himself. He led us
back to an expanse of foot tall grass and started cutting it with his scythe. We all looked at
each other, a bit confused. The monk stopped working and impatiently made some swiping
motions with his scythe. Each time his tool whistled through the air he said, Practical
Zen! Practical Zen! As he resumed cutting grass we joined in, hacking away at the tough
stalks with our dull scythes. After a couple of hours the monk stopped and motioned for us
to follow him. We returned the scythes to the shed and returned down the path. Maybe it s
time for meditation now! I thought. But no, we were taken back to the main gate and
deposited back on the sidewalk with a gassho from the monk.

I was glad to help with getting the grass cut, but that wasn t exactly what I was
looking for. I wanted the real thing! The group of us discussed what had happened and
decided that today must have been some kind of a work day and that we should return the
next day and surely we would get some real Zen. So the next day at 8am the gate opened
and there was the same monk. In we went, traipsing single file down the path to the shed.
Oh no! I thought. This time we each got a very dull ax. Two of the fellows dropped their

axes on the ground and stomped off. After two hours of cutting brush with our dull axes we
were once again deposited on the sidewalk with a gassho. Before the monk could retreat
back inside I asked, What about zazen? The monk said, Zazen not Zen. Then he made
chopping motions and said, Practical Zen! Practical Zen! With that he was gone. Those
of us left standing on the sidewalk scratching our heads figured that either something was
lost in the translation or, more likely, this wasn t a real Zen training monastery; just
another one of the many tourist temples in Kyoto. Boy, how wrong I was.

It s a long story for another time, but the irony is that over a year later I was
admitted to this same monastery as an unsui (novice monk  literally cloud/water). At that
time, I got more zazen than I bargained for; but I also got lessons in samu. On one of my
first days there I was shown a long, gleaming hall and was told that it was one of my jobs
to clean it during samu. The Jisha showed me how to wet down a rag, and race along the
hall with only the rag (in my hands) and feet touching the floor.

The next day after morning zazen, and what passed for breakfast in the monastery,
it was time to work. I went to do my job and looked at the cleanest floor I d ever seen.
Well this obviously doesn t need cleaning, I thought to myself. I found the Tanto (one of
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the few monks who spoke English) and said, I need another job because the hall floor is
already very clean. I don t remember exactly what he said, but it was something like Not
clean enough! Whatever he said I got the message  clean it anyway. Just as I was
finishing cleaning my gleaming floor the Tanto came to the opposite end of the long hall
and shouted to me, Why did you clean this already clean floor? I shouted back down the
hall, Because you told me to! He shook his head sadly and said, Not clean enough. Do
better tomorrow! and whirled away in a flurry of black robe. What the heck was he
talking about? This floor was perfect. How could I get it any cleaner? I stewed over this
during the next couple of periods of zazen.

The next day at samu I cleaned that floor with a vengeance. I even took the corner
of my rag and dug into every crack between the boards. Now it was really perfect. Sure
enough right at the end of samu the Tanto appeared again. I stood up and proudly gestured
to the floor. He sadly shook his head. Too clean! he shouted down the hall. Why clean
so much? he asked me. I was at a loss. Yesterday not clean enough and today too clean?
Yesterday you told me to do better. Isn t this better? Look I even cleaned in the cracks! I

said. Not better. Not better he muttered as he walked away. My zazen was filled with
thoughts of why I was being harassed by the Tanto. I even brought this up in dokusan that
evening with the Roshi. He was not sympathetic. He laughed and said, Yes, he gives me a
hard time too. And immediately rang his bell.

The next day at samu I was back with my gleaming floor. Out of spite I considered
not doing anything just to see what would happen. How do I clean this? A lot? A little?
Something in between perhaps? Oh hell I don t know, just clean the damn floor and to hell
with the Tanto. Just at the end of samu the Tanto appeared again. I thought, Oh boy, here
we go again. The Tanto folded his arms over his chest and asked, Why do you clean this
floor? I stood up angrily and shouted my frustration at him. Hell, I don t know. He
nodded a little and stooped down and ran his hand over the smooth wood. With just the
hint of a smile twitching the corner of his mouth he said, Much better.

And so it went. Day after day this senior monk would teach me about practical Zen.
I used to dread the end of the samu period as much as I dreaded dokusan. In both
encounters I always fell short. Shortly after the above encounters I was telling a fellow
unsui, who hadn t been there much longer than me, about the hard time the Tanto was
giving me. My friend said, He s not giving you a hard time. He s teaching you! You re
lucky! Really? I said. Okay, so why am I cleaning that floor? What do I tell him next
time? My young friend said, I don t know. I don t get it either. I just wish he would ask
me questions. He just ignores me. I would have traded for being ignored any day.

It was years before I began to have an inkling what this kind monk was trying to
pound into my thick skull. Uchiyama Roshi (the abbot of Antai-ji where I sat previously)
used to quote his teacher Sawaki Roshi saying Live the Self that fills the whole universe.
That includes the gleaming floor, the grass, the dishes. Do we do samu in order to get
something done and have a clean temple? I can see my old Tanto sadly shaking his head.
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Perhaps to gain merit? No, just more delusion there too. Perhaps you say that it is all
impermanent and ultimately falls away so what s the point. Another one-sided view. Zen is
not a practice of accomplishing goals. We do not give true expression to our lives through
goals but rather through direction. It is the practice of the Middle Way. The Middle Way
does not mean halfway. It is also not some diluted, compromise position.  If you read on
from the quote at the beginning of this article in Dogen s Genjo Koan you encounter this
famous passage as translated by Cook:

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 be authenticated by the myriad things. To be
authenticated by the myriad things is to drop off the mind-body of oneself and
others.

So now it s my turn. Why do we cut the grass at the zendo? You had better have a
good answer.

Reference:
Cook, Francis H. (1989). Sounds of Valley Streams. Albany: State University of New

York Press.

reprinted from the January-March 2008 edition of the Honolulu Diamond Sangha newsletter
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Buddha, Dharma, Sangha
banners by Lyndy Lee

the Buddha  (orange) Dharma (blue Kuan Yin)

Three beautiful new treasures  have
been gifted to Kodo-ji - Temple of
the Ancient Ground by Lyndy Lee
and  Rob Scott-Mitchell.  They
created three banners representing
the Buddha (orange), Dharma (Blue
Kuan Yin), and Sangha (red field of
flowers) as part of an  ABC
documentary film on Lyndy Lee's
life as an artist.

On  New Year's Eve, we designed a
ceremony to honour the banners and
their  installation and to thank Lindy
and Rob for their generous gift.  The
ceremony included chanting the
refuge three times around each
banner,  which in turn graced us by
waving at us in the gentle evening
breeze.

Subhana

Sangha (red field of flowers)
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Eight Gates of Zen Training Matrix at Zen Mountain Monastery, New York:  Work Practice

Justine Mayer

From  Dogen s Three Hundred Koans, The True Dharma Eye Case 154 Nanquan s Sickle.

Nanquan was once on the mountain, working. A monastic came by and asked him
Which is the Way that leads to Nanquan?

Nanquan raised his sickle and said, I bought this sickle for thirty cents.
The monastic said, I am not asking about the sickle you bought for thirty cents.
Which is the Way that leads to Nanquan?
Nanquan said, It feels good when I use it.

This koan was chosen by the Abbot John Daido Loori as the feature of the Shusso Hossen
Ceremony that occurred on the last day of sesshin in my month of residency at Zen
Mountain Monastery. As I have worked in the Darwin Aboriginal Medical Service for 10
years I received long service leave and I decided to take the opportunity to see how the
Dharma is expressed in other Zen Centres. I felt very privileged having the time away from
my usual work to study Zen overseas

This koan was chosen by the Abbot John Daido Loori as the feature of the Shusso Hossen
Ceremony that occurred on the last day of sesshin in my month of residency at Zen
Mountain Monastery. As I have worked in the Darwin Aboriginal Medical Service for 10
years I received long service leave and I decided to take the opportunity to see how the
Dharma is expressed in other Zen Centres. I felt very privileged having the time away from
my usual work to study Zen overseas and also the chance to spend some wonderful extra
time with my family.

The Shusso Hossen Ceremony was the culmination of the 90 day Ango (training period)
with over 150 attending the ceremony and over 100 students attending sesshin. During the
ceremony (which occurred with many drums, hans and ritual symbols such as a sword, a
fan, hossu and a pine tree) a monastic gave his first Dharma talk on the koan of Nanquan s
Sickle and entered into public Dharma combat with the Sangha. The monastic had served
the Sangha as a leader during the Ango and had conducted a lot of the ritual with the
teachers such as daily kentan. The ceremony concluded with the Sangha then offering
warm comments and verses of appreciation for the monastic s service to the community.

I am sure it was no accident that this koan was a feature of the ceremony, as the subject of
work featured frequently in my time at ZMM. It had been the subject of a public mondo
(question and answer session given by the Abbot) and the rigorous schedule at ZMM was a
reason that many students gave for the appeal of ZMM training. ZMM has developed a
training matrix consisting of Eight Gates including Zazen; student teacher relationship;
academic study of Buddhist history, philosophy and psychology; liturgy practice; the
Precepts; art practice; body practice and work practice. I enjoyed contemplating this koan
as I was reflecting on my long service leave from my own paid work and about to be
spending more time at home with my children.

Work is a major part of our lives and in fact Right Livelihood is included in the Eight Fold
Noble path that the Buddha taught to lead to liberation from suffering. I know that some
practitioners have had ethical dilemmas about their work not being a Right Livelihood in
the traditional sense.  For example in veterinary work and conservation it is necessary to
break the precept do not kill , and working in human services for the armed forces you are
supporting others training to kill. Many of us have brought our livelihood in line with our
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deepest held beliefs and work directly to relieve the suffering of others. Although work
may provide a great sense of meaning, satisfaction, creativity, contribution and connection
with the world, it may be also be a source of great stress. We often experience deadlines,
interruptions, frustration, and conflict with our values, larger institutions and other people.
We may experience exploitation, predictability and repetitiveness and unhealthy or
unsupportive work environments. We may be unable to work when we would like to.

In the monastery Right Livelihood was an important part of the structure with everyone
having to train in the Dharma Communications section of the monastery, a right livelihood
venture set up to provide ethical work for monastics and to disseminate the teachings of the
monastery. They conduct an online and mail order business selling meditation/dojo
paraphernalia and also produce on-line radio and publish books cds and dvds featuring the
teachings of ZMM. During my time at the monastery I worked transcribing dharma talks
and packing buddhas, zafus etc.

The work at the monastery was regarded as practice and a dharma gate just as much as any
activity in the dojo. All the residents and monastics met at the dining room altar to bow and
chant a gatha together and everyone s names would be read out with their assigned work to
be covered for that period. The kitchen, the publishing house and the shipping room all had
altars, and we began our silent work by lighting incense and bows. The publishing house
also had a retreat room for meditation. Cleaning and kitchen work was shared and done in
silence and other jobs with more responsibility were rotated through for periods of 6
months to a year. During my time at ZMM I also did mowing, sanding and painting
furniture and kitchen work.

From the questions and answers put to the Abbot in the mondo, I realized that many of the
residents and monastics at the monastery were finding the transition from Zazen and ritual
in the dojo to work practice with its time frames, customer service and interpersonal
conflicts quite challenging. At the monastery it seemed that people were rotated through
many jobs, working with very different personalities, with people with very different skill
levels and had quite a lot of responsibility but very little control over their work. Long term
residents and monastics worked long hours with pressured time-frames. I reflected that this
was probably very similar to lay practice! However unlike lay practice, there was the
opportunity to work in silence and cultivate awareness. The training also included morning
and evening sutras and Zazen, meetings with supportive training advisers, weekly teishos,
regular dokusan and a monthly sesshin, as well as scheduled time for body practice,
academic and art practice and the opportunity to attend frequently extra specialised retreats
on Zen and different aspects of life.

For me the opportunity to do long periods of silent mindful work without any
responsibility or interruption was a new experience and a relative luxury. To learn to
cultivate awareness in action in such a supported environment was a fantastic opportunity.
Also, the emphasis on liturgy and ritual at the monastery as another of the Eight Gates,
meant that the mindfulness training in the dojo enabled me to easily make the transition
from ritual in the dojo to mindfulness training in all activities.

Over time Zen Buddhism permits us to see that only opening to what is, allows us to live in
the truth of the moment. With time we come to see more and more areas of our life,
including frustrations at work as opportunities to practice. Opportunities to actualize the
fundamental point. To understand that it is only our resistance that creates a self that
believes it is separate from everything else. When we open to each moment just as it is,
this sense of a separate self disappears and life flows freely. With time we more readily let
go and there is more and more a sense of non-doing rather than doing or practicing and the
ease of just being is freely available to us in every moment.
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After sesshin we often experience this lack of resistance and increased awareness and see
how our time at work just progresses without difficulty. At sesshin we more easily touch
our True Nature and we are able to open to what is. Then we are more capable of seeing
that we are not separate from anything else. We are the complaining colleague and the
patient fearing radiotherapy.  This koan of Nanquan s Sickle offers us insight into the
freedom that may be found within challenging situations at work.

Nanquan was a famous Zen Master of 9th C China and the teacher of Zhaozhou (who left
us the koan on Mu.) The monastic asks Which is the way to Nanquan?  Nanquan is the
name of a place, but in Zen it is also a way of challenging someone to present their
understanding.

Master Nanquan is at work in the fields and holds up the sickle, saying I bought this
sickle for 30 cents.

When we see into I bought this sickle for 30 cents. we experience the way to Nanquan.
The monk doesn t see it, but Nanquan, standing in the field, is pointing directly to freedom
at work and freedom in all aspects of our lives. The freedom that is open to us all in each
and every moment. We lose our freedom when we begin to resist what life is offering us
right now. When we separate ourselves from the moment and become caught up in our
own concerns. We resist because of our deeply held beliefs about our work. What the job
should or shouldn t be, what our role should or shouldn t be, about how our fellow
workers/clients should or shouldn t behave. Any attempt to control and manipulate the
situation, moves us away from life as it is. When we don t resist and are present to what is
there is no-one and nothing at work and this is the way of freedom, ease and joy.

Roles and concepts at work can be of relative use. They define boundaries and function
and make explicit relationships with others. However, when we locate the self within our
roles and concepts this prevents a flexible response to the needs of the moment. They can
then be the cause of separation and much suffering. Working within the Aboriginal context
many of us have had roles and our basic assumptions challenged. For example,
experiencing such notions as health, sickness, healing, family, autonomy, and law, all
turned upside down in two-way learning with Aboriginal people, gives us insight into the
freedom that may be found in Zen when we see through rigid dualistic conceptual thinking.

My own paid work in Aboriginal health requires a lot of concentration and awareness with
multiple layers of medical, social and cultural issues requiring me to be able to respond to
complex new situations. It is busy and mostly utterly absorbing with little room for not
being present to the patient in front of me. Nonetheless, working in health, with so much
complexity and time pressure there are many opportunities for misunderstandings,
frustrations and fears to enter into the situation.

 However, at ZMM working silently and mindfully, without responsibility or interruption
for many hours on simple household chores like cleaning, chopping and painting, enabled
me to experience work as a practice as deep as Zazen. I had previously only practiced brief
periods of samu in sesshin and I have to admit that I regarded my own household chores as
something to get through, and be finished with as quickly as possible.

So what does Nanquan mean when he holds up the sickle and says It feels good to use it?
We have all experienced flow when we are utterly absorbed in an activity for example
sport, but this is not Nanquan s meaning. When we are just with what is, we touch our
True Essence: the wordless experience of just being. And this is beyond feeling good and
bad at work. It is about experiencing It feels good when I use it, even when the
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computers don t work and your pay cheque is wrong and there is no clean linen and no
discharge information about a patient. There is only just this. To find this in challenging
situations is to find True Freedom. This freedom also allows us to open to ALL aspects of
the moment. It means we may also have to acknowledge when we are tired and hungry and
its time to go home and not resist this moment and to acknowledge that unreasonable
demands are being made and not resist our own needs.

I am so grateful to my own workplace and family to have had the opportunity to travel to
learn how the Dharma is expressed in other centres. At ZMM I also deeply appreciated
their approach to liturgy and work practice as Dharma Gates. To come to know that which
I had previously regarded as mindless work as new found opportunities to experience
mindfulness and the awareness of being, has been a simple source of joy. I am also
thankful that despite its many challenges, I enjoy my job and I am able to express the
dharma in my own paid work, and that I have the opportunity to work and learn with
Aboriginal people.

Work throws us many difficult situations but we if we let go of conceptual expectations of
how thing should be, we remove the barriers and open up to the opportunity of each
moment. Then there is nothing and no-one at work. We are able to find harmony in the
situation and we see in fact that we are not separate from anything. The ache in the back
from picking up the toys, the smell of fresh laundry, the water at the clinic sink, the
sunlight flooding through the office window. The koan of Nanquan s Sickle points us to
the way to respond to our work. In each moment, it is just Life meeting itself. It feels
good when I use it.

This talk is in grateful thanks for all the teachings that I received at Zen Mountain
Monastery and dedicated to all the teachers, residents and monastics who welcomed me
into their home.
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Finding Our True Home in Homelessness

Peter Thompson

Robert Aitken used to say that at some point, we need to see the necessity of personalising
our practice. We continue to practice, yes  in one sense the practice remains the same.
However in another sense its expression gets personalised, and for each individual it takes
on quite an individual form.

In recent years, for some of us involved in Zen practice, one of the forms this personalised
expression has taken is a desire and an interest in helping the homeless. I think that some
of us are also encouraged that in recent times, with mounting numbers of homeless people
in our very affluent society, this has become a topical political issue as well. All for the
good  a society without heart and sensitivity is not a joyous society to live in.

When Tony Miller invited Brendan, Nigel and myself to join him and others one night per
month to help out homeless people at Christchurch St Lawrence (near Central Railway
Station), it was still a stretch for me to see some of the connections between Zen and
Christian teaching. In fact, engaged Buddhism and Christianity stand very close together
i.e. that saving myself is saving all beings, and that saving all beings is saving myself.

Given that we need to keep acting somehow in the world, it is better that our actions create
a sense of joy and happiness for others and ourselves. After we finish a night of practice at
the church once a month, I think we would agree we feel happy, despite often-disrupted
sleep. I think we all feel happy when we serve the common good, whether you call the
common good no self , Higher Self , or God . How often we are reminded that the
meaning and reality of ecstasy is to stand outside ourselves (ec: outside, stasis: standing).
In the spirit we are all one body and this kind of action reaffirms that sense.

Any one of us, no matter how wealthy, could quickly and easily become homeless
overnight  none of us are immune. This is the Law of Impermanence in action. On our
monthly vigil we often meet people at Christchurch who have experienced just such a
quick turn of events. One moment a practising vet or accountant, the next moment happens
a divorce or death or psychological breakdown, and then homelessness.

Statistics now show that events causing post-traumatic stress disorder very often precede
homelessness. Often a person will easily forget the series of unfortunate events that led to
their homelessness. Of course death itself is a similar transition. One moment in the body 
 the next moment looking down on our lifeless body (for whatever reason!)

Change and transition happen very quickly in life, and it is good for us to keep in touch
with the truth and reality of this. Visiting, relating to and helping the homeless is one way
of keeping in touch with reality.
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The Gates of Samu
Doug Mason

Gate 1

Driving alone to samu is a pilgrimage, a
sweet silent journey. Not what I expected.
Looking forward to working on the ancient
ground.

Gate 2

I left it so long to do this because I did not
want to do so out of self-imposed duty. I
wanted it to be easy - dead easy, no
resistance. It was along time coming, to feel
no obligation.

Gate 3

Something had changed within  not sure
what. I wasn t watching. One day, during my
last sesshin, I was walking on the grass in
front of the cottage, feeling the sun on my
back, and it came to me that I would do samu
at the earliest opportunity, and that samu
would be easy. Perhaps it is the magic of
zazen.

Gate 4

barrelling through the scrub
the temptation of rally driving
but I'd tear out the sump

imagine calling the NRMA
and saying 'Help,  I am at gate 4
on the path to zen'

then I remember why I am here
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Gate 5

Lovely to see the dojo, the hojo, the cotttage,
the showers - old friends.

We are in secular mode - power tools and
laughing. Start work straight away. Honest
work. Tedious in another setting. Beautiful
here.

Gate 6

Samu is hot work and cold showers. The
haul-it-up, me hearties shower system 

familiar, endearing.

Water splashing in the silence onto the
wooden floor. Everything is coming back.
Seeing green through the gaps.

Gate 7

Strong curry after day is done. Some house
red. Talk of bushfires and railway disasters.
Dark chocolate. Sleep.

Falling into the depth of this place.

Gate zero

packing up, a drawn-out farewell

returning to the city
like coming back from sesshin
work is never finished

but satisfied
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Women and the Lushness of Kodoji
Caroline Josephs

Teaming rain set the theme for the first hours of the Women s Retreat at Kodoji this year.
The first evening we sat with the comforting sounds of rain on the roof.  As this eased the
waves of cicada thrummings washed over us. And the rain continued into the flows of our
timeless time.  Food was prepared feasts of salads, cakes, and treats appeared.

Sitting zazen for great block of the morning  birds for our meditation companions.

We worked with Janet and clay to make our tree women, sensing the tree from the inside.

Gnarled grandmother angophera
Dancing tree woman
Creating country -- Root-hands, clay-earth

caroline josephs

The bushwalk to the waterhole proved an adventure as we lost the path and did a lot of
bush bashing and up and down the slopes among fallen trees, and the great changes
brought on by recent floodwaters. Leeches appeared between toes and on ankles. The loud
burble of the stream and later the roar brought us finally after two hours, to the extensive
deep waters of the waterhole more water than we could recall. We sat in the stream and
let the little waterfall rush over us on the smooth rocks, swam and floated before heading
back -- this time finding the path and getting back in double quick time.

On  Sunday, Caroline led a poetry writing workshop concentrating on one moment in the
experience of Kodoji while some sewed knee pads for our older age .

Kerry wrote of the previous day and her experience of finding black snake behind the
toilet a surprise indeed .

The known path is disguised
By la nina rains
Ti-tree river guides us
Weedy abundance
Obscures path and way
Fear and doubt arise

Gung-ho girls press onward
Through thick summer growth
Sure of swimming hole reward

Fear strikes sharply
Like a black snake on
Familiar ground

Kerry Stewart
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On Sunday afternoon, Kerry led us through the esoterica of painting toe-nails and foot
pampering and especially drawing designs in henna on feet. Meanwhile the lushness of the
growth has attracted many creatures. A wallaby looked up among the field of grass in the
paddock. Two black snakes (not red-bellies) startled us in the toilet and going under the
verandah.  A red-back spider marched defiantly out of my sleeping things when I picked
them up at the end of the retreat. A few huntsmen showed their hairy legs.  A large goanna
ambled by. Birdsong has returned in layers of call and response.  We could hear the
grumblings of wombat at night.

Sunday afternoon we visited the waterfall now falling generously into a wide waterhole
and cooled off under the chill of stream water., sat in the now deep pool.

We chatted, we cooked, we washed up, cleaned, sat, enjoyed the silent spaces and the deep
wonder of being in that place in a lush season.

We returned drenched in the dharma.

___________________________
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Women s Retreat: a visual memoir
Janet Selby
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Waterhole                                                            Palette of Words

Water reflecting rock,
      connecting.
Tree emerging
woman merging,
blending into water.

Janet Selby



samu afternoon

patiently staining grey

verandah post after verandah post

restoring the surface

where nature meets culture

Doug Mason
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