




































































Until now this has been our only developed way of practicing Zen. However this is not
a way accessible to everyone, nor is it the only way to practice Zen. As a step toward
more bridges we want first to expand the definition of membership and soon begin a
retreat program for non-student members.

We now have three categories of “member” (as distinct from *student™): Annual, Gen-
eral, and Practicing members. An Annual Member is someone who lives too far away to
participate but wants to make a contribution and receive the Wind Bell and other
information about Zen Center. A General Member is someone who cares about and
appreciates Buddhism, may atiend lectures and perhaps introductory classes, and may
receive occasional individual instruction. A Practicing Member is someone who is
developing further the effort to put the practice and the teaching of Buddhism to work
in their lives, who is trying to sit zazen regularly at home or in a zendo, and who may
receive regular practice instruction.

The category of “student™ would include all residential practicers as well as non-
residents whose commitment and schedule are equivalent to those of a resident.

These categories of Member and Student, corresponding to actual differences that
already exist in Zen Center, will, we hope, allow people to define and develop further
their relationship to Zen Center.

NEW FORMS OF MEMBERSHIP
AND BEGINNINGS OF A LAY COMMUNITY

The need for more developed categories of membership has become more apparent with
the recent formation at Green Gulch of a “lay group™ (we don’t know vet if “lay” is the
right word — so far it has stuck for lack of a better one) which began when a few long-
time Sunday lecture goers decided to start getting together after lunch on Sundays to
discuss ways in which they could help Zen Center as non-resident participant suppor-
ters. Soon their meetings were attracting forty to fifty people, out of a total numbering,
if the Green Guich mailing list is a guide, well over a thousand. The big event that Sun-
day lecture has become was not planned that way; it just grew. People would come,
week after week, sometimes for years, listening and observing, perhaps signing the mail-
ing list, but doing no more, and no more was asked of them. There was no pressure to
make a donation, or become a member, or announce oneself in any way. People appre-
ciated this respite from solicitation, and enjoyed the anonymity that was possible as long
as one wanted it,

Still, the relationship was one in which the Sunday visitor **faced front” — faced the lec-
turer, ot the restdent students, or the office person, as an observer. Now, for the first
time, lecture-goers, many of whom have also become regular za2en practicers at least in
their homes, have faced and identified each other. The desire to create a definition of
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THE BEAUTY OF THESE CHILDREN

The beauty of these children is such

that their faces & figures appear to me
to stand out fluminous like mountains
more present than what surrounds and continites them
in the constantly conscious

They have been carefully placed here

in violence manifest & in blood & fluid
in front of my eyes which see them daily
in their movements & gestures they wear
as surely as clothes They come animate
Sacing me & I understand in them

also the meaning of words which move
by their own power, in their own drama
One is always, by the nature of the thing,
made and made 1o act and act again

in the midst of one’s confusion

Here is I think a forward moving thing
& with it much that matters

& some things that do not I

am given this 1o understand these
children & their voices to caretake

Jor a time on the earth until

death comes 1o one of us All love

comes to us for aid in what we cannot
know the way to do, to take the
measure of what we

as the people say “should” do to make
it come out right. Trees let us

always return to trees

Jfor our children's sake to know

how 1o love them let them grow

as they come & let them then go

a brief moment presently

Norman Fischer
Tassajara — 2/78










WHOLE EARTH BOOKSTORE

In 1978, Zen Center took on the responsibility of continuing the mail order and retaii
bookstore part of the The Whole Earth Truck Store located in Menlo Park. We did this
with the idea that in some future year we would open a retail bookstore carrying the
listings of The Whole Earth Catalogue and Co-Evolution Quarterly. Until then we filled
the few mail orders from the basement of our guest house at 273 Page Street.

Then, in 1980, The Next Whole Earth Catalogue was published and widely distributed,
and with our basement operation now the only listed access for mail order sales, we had
to think either of expansion or of passing the store on. At about this time, a site at Fort
Mason, near Greens, became temporarily available, with over six thousand square feet
of floor space. This secemed the time to develop the combined mail order and retail
bookstore, which as a core inventory would stock all the books listed in The Whole
Earth Catalogue, but whose offerings in the retail section would be expanded as other
titles came to our attention or were recommended to us.

The bookstore opened in October of 1980 as Whole Earth Bookstore: Information
Books. There are approximately forty thousand books published each year in the U.S.
and another twenty thousand published in English worldwide. A book is a vital tool,
but first you must be able to find it, to know that it exists and if it is worthwhile com-
pared to other books in its fieid. The idea of our bookstore was to carry what in our
and our advisors” judgement were the best primarily non-fiction books in each field, not
just what would sell or what was popular. The warehouse scale of the floor space
allowed us to display the books in the most spacious way, making WEBS, as it began to
be called within Zen Center, a wonderful browsing bookstore.

By the end of the first year the bookstore was breaking even, carrying 8000 titles, and
selling an average of 2500 books a month. The retail books were organized into the fol-
lowing categories: Mysteries (refigion), Other Cultures, Architecture, Gardening,
Homesteading, Farming, Appropriate Technology, Energy, Parenting, Teaching, Crafts,
Children, Medical Self-Care, Money and Business, Nomadics (travel), Earth Resources
(geography, geology, climate), “Patterns that Connect” (philosophy). Women, Mathe-
matics, Poetry, Writing, Photography, Art, Media, Woodworking, Food, Housebuilding,
History.

After just one year of operation our temporary tenure came to an end in March 1982,
and we are now thinking whether or not we wish to continue the bookstore in another
place.
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I have lost my brother and I don’t know where to find him. Because he wanted to do
things differently we accused him of destroying the community. That is why we try to
destroy him, in order for the community to survive. The community is still there, but we
lost him.

But I have not entirely lost him. I have the impression that he is somewhere out there, |
try to be attentive in order 1o recognize him. He doesn’t even have a gown like this one
I'm wearing. He doesn’t need one. I think I have to take mine off in order to be able to
find him. I do it. It’s hot anyway.

I am sure that if he is here, we will have less trouble, but now, because he is not here we
have much fear, much mistrust. We feel that we are on the brink of time; we feel that
we are going to die. And that is why I have been on a pilgrimage to search for him, to
find him. But without you I can never succeed.

Some of us say that things are not too bad; don't worry too much, we say. There may
be a miracle, and we will be saved. But some of us do not believe that. We are sure that
we are going to dic. The other day 1 stood in the park and looked at one three-year-old
child. I did nothing but look at him, attentively. A lovely child, like you see every day.
How heartbroken | was when I looked at him. What kind of world am 1 going to give
him? Maybe no world at all. How many days, how many years are left for him, a three-
year-cld chiid? I did not know; 1 do not know.

I'm not afraid of dying myself, because 1 have died several times. For me, T feel it’s
alright for me to die, and I have come to the realization that | am ready to do anything.
To live, yes, I accept to live. To die, yes, 1 accept to die. But, for the three-year-old
child, what should we do with him?

One time | was on a boat in the ocean trying to rescue the boat people who were going
to drown. You know that hundreds of thousands of people left Indochina by small
boat, and up to half of them drowned in the sea. We used to eat fish and other living
beings from the ocean. But in the last five years the fish have been eating human flesh.
Imagine one or two hundred thousand people eaten by the fish.

I was trying to help some of them. At one point [ was near death, and 1 accepted dying,
We had four boats. Two big ones — each containing from 300 to 400 refugees — and
two smaller ones to make contact, to support our refugees, to bring water and food to
them. And it happened one time that ! nearly died with all 700 refugees on board. The
governments of Thailand, Malaysia, Singapore, at that time — 1976 or 1977 — were
aware of the presence of the boat people. At that time you had not heard of them, but
they had. And we learned that these governments did not want boat people to come on
land, because they already had many problems. So, I believe, they wanted these people
to die on the ocean so that they would have less people, less problems. I think sea
pirates obliterated a number of them, Many times the police towed their empty boats to
shore,

One time ] came to a place where about sixty boat people were crying to each other.
They had just witnessed another boatful of sixty people sinking and fifty-nine of them
drowned. right in front of them. They were on another boat and both boats were towed
away when they came to shore. The people in one boat thought, “Even il we go to pri-
son, it’s better than drowning,” so they returned to shore and destroyed the boats. It
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was only half an hour after that that the sinking of the other boat had occurred.

I cannot describe to you how these people looked. The women, the children, cried and
cried and cried. But the men, they didn’t cry, they didn’t say anything. They stared into
nothingness. They could not understand why people treated each other like that.

The project I conducted was an underground project, because we knew that if the
government discovered us, they would forbid our work and would deport us. At one
point it was discovered. At one o'clock in the morning, Singapore police came to my
place — two at the front door, two at the back door, two for me. They took my
passport — not exactly a passport, because I have no nationality now — only a poor
travel document. They ordered me to leave the country within twenty-four hours. This
was at a time when two boatloads of people were waiting, needing me to help bring
them to shore. I intended to bring them to Australia, in the spotlight of the press.

And at one o'clock in the morning, I got a deportation order. How could I survive the
pain? I accepted dying, and 1 died like that several times, because during the Vietnam
war, action like that was taken by many in order to stop the war, in order to preserve
the villages, to help the wounded. Hundreds all killed doing service like that, nonviolent
work to help the people. We did many things. For tnstance, once, a city was about to be
attacked. We asked Buddhist monks to wear their robes, fly the Buddhist flag, and
make a line, as an exit for nonmilitary people to get out of combat. It was a very dan-
gerous thing to do. Sometimes we failed, and we died; sometimes we succeeded.

My brother, I believe he is still alive. That is why 1 have come — to ask you to help find
him. It is hard lor us to recognize him. As 1 said already, I believe he is here. He was
very awarc of what was going on, while all of us were sleepy. We prayed a lot; we knelt
before the altar a lot. We did a lot of meditation practice, but we were not aware
enough of the things that were going on inside us and in the world around us. Now we
are in a mess.

He was aware, but we did not listen to him. We even tried to kill him in order to save
our community. I think about my brother who is lost and those so-called spiritual
communities who are still in a very deep sleep. Isn't it true that religton has been one of
the real causes for war and separation? Jesus Christ gave His body, consented to die, in
order for us to be awake, really aware. The Buddha is described as someone aware,
really awake. In fact the word buddh means awazke, and Buddha means nothing but He
who is awake. Are the Buddhists awake themselves? They recite a lot; they meditate a
lot; they pray a lot, but I am still very pessimistic about the degree of awakeness within
Buddhist communities.

My brother was considered to be dangerous to the material well being of the commun-
ity. He was a little too radical; a little too outspoken. That is why they did not want
him. But [ can assure you that one persen like my brother counts for a lot. I see no
prospect of survival mysell; but suddenly if I think of my brother, I think that every-
thing is possible. And I think that you yourself, if you are attentive enough, you will
find my brother. Please do not leave me in distress. Try your best. Tell me, write me,
phonc me, if you see him. It is a little hard to see him, but he i3 still there. He is not
necessarily living in the monastery. He might be somewhere on the street or in the
market.
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He asked me to come over and attend this conference to support the United Nations
Special Session on Disarmament, but I do not know how we can support that session at
all. That session will be attended by representatives of many nations whose interests are
those of their respective nations. *“That other nation should disarm, not mine.” Can we
move them? Can we speak to them? They have a mandate; they already have instruc-
tions from their governments. You may be thinking of other approaches to support dis-
armament, and maybe these approaches will be effective. But personally I do not see
any. I do believe that if my brother is there, there is some hope. But I am afraid that we
are too busy to look for our brother.

Yes, from time 10 time we do have a free hour, a free day or so, but we can not use
these times to look for my brother. We are very busy, and when we have some time, we
turn the television on, in order to destroy that kind of opportunity. We let ourselves be
destroved by being occupied.

We are thinking of nuclear bombs as something we can remove from a distance. My
brother told me it is not so. Nuclear weapons are products of mankind, just as cancer is
a product of the human body. If we think God will play the role of a doctor using
surgery to remove the cancer from our body, we are wrong, Cancer is produced by each
cell in the body becoming cancerous.

In the oriental way of healing, sometimes in order to treat the lung, we take care of the
kidney. Our daily life has to do very much with the existence of nuclear weapons. If we
think of nuclear weapons as something separate from our daily life we are misled.

My brother told me that if only people in Western Countries would eat less meat, drink
less alcohol, that alone could change the situation of the world. 1 did not believe hum:
now [ believe him. Nuclear weapons aside, how about smaller things, like the conven-
tional weapons industry. the exporting of weapons to poor countries. People in Africa
and Asia are very hungry, they are starving, Why again and again and again are deadly
weapons shipped to their countries for them to die more and more?

If we cannot stop these things, how can we stop nuclear weapons? How can we stop
nuclear holocaust? Years ago, twenty years ago, thirty years ago. my brother told me
that, but I did not believe him. Now it scems it is too late, T do not want at all 1o pres-
ent you with some hope, because it is likely to be false hope. But [ am not pessimistic. 1
am not afraid of dying. I just want to reveal some of the things that I believe to be true.

When [ look at the three-year-old child. I just (eel very bad. 1 feel responsible. [ myself
have no money. no weapons. but [ know I am responsible for the whole thing.

I told you carlicr about the twelve-year-old girl who was violated by a sea pirate, and
she felt so bad that she jumped into the ocean and died. T meditated on that. on her and
on the pirate. | could not detach myself fram the sea pirate. | saw very clearly that the
pirate is me. I imagined that T was barn in his village. got the same kind of education
that he got, the same kind of economic life, and then T am he, the sea pirate.

We have allowed the situation to produce sea pirates. We were not attentive. We werc

so busy. How could we not take care of our brother over there? Even our brother over
here, we cannot take care of him. So. if my brother were here, he would advisc us to go
back. 1o examine our daily lilc, to live in a way that proves that a future for mankind is
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possible. But for me, for many of my brothers in the community, we still have a lot to
do in order to be like him. That means living int such a way that we do not participate
at all in nuclear holocaust.

That is why [ told you that, for lim, the problem is solved. If the problem is solved for
me in that way, and lor everyone among you, that would be the answer to our anguish,
to our helplessness. My brother told me one very important thing [ would like to con-
vey to you: “One person is very important.” | repeat that in order to end. “One person
is very important.” Please listen to my brother.

I will read you a poem. This is a poem about me and the sea pirate:

Do not say that I shall depart tomorrow,
because even today has to arrive.

Look at me: I arrive in every second, to
be a bud on a spring branch, 1o be a tiny
bird with wings still fragile, learning 10
sing in my new nest; to be a caterpiflar in
the heart of a flower; to be a jewel hiding
itself in a stone.

I still arrive in order 1o cry and 1o
laugh; in order to fear and to hope.

The rhythm of my heart is the birth and
death of all thar are alive,

1 am the mayfly; Iam the frog, swimnting
happily in a pond; | am also the grass snake
approaching in silence and feeding myseif on
the frog.

I am the child in Uganda, all skin and
bones, my legs as thin as bamboo sticks;
but I am also the supplier of deadly weapons
o Uganda.

1 am the twelve-year-old girl, refugee on a
small boat, who throws herself into the ocean
after being raped by a sea pirare; Iam also the
sea pirate. my hear! yet not capable of
seeing and foving.

I am a member of the Politbureai, with
plenty of powers in my hands: but { am also
the mart who has 1o pay his debt of blood to
his people, dying slowly in a remote
re-education camp.

M)y joy is like spring, so warm it makes
alf flowers bloomt in every walk of life.

M) pain ts like a river of tears, so full
it fiffs up all the four oceans.
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So please call me by my correct names
so that I can hear at the same time all my
cries and my laughs, 50 that I could see
thar my joy and my pain are one.

Please call me by my correct names so that
I could become awake, so that the door of my
heart be left open, the door of compassion

This is another poem about dying:
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Life has left her footprints on my forehead,
but I have become a child again this morning —
the smile, new leaves and flowers are back to
smooth away the wrinkles as the rain wipes away
Jootprints or the beach.

Again the cvcle, birth and death, begins.

I walk on stones, bul firmly, as among
flowers. [ keep my head high. vines bloom
mmong the bombs and mortars.

The tears I shed yesterday have become rain
I hear this sound on thatehed roof. Childhood
of my birth is calling me and the rain mells
my despair.

I am still afive, able to smile quietly;
the sweet fruit brought forth by the tree

of suffering.

Carrying the dead body of my brother, I go
across the rice field in darkness.

Earth will keep you tight within her arms,
dear one, so that tomorrow you will be reincarnated
into a flower. Those flowers smiling quietly in
this morning field.

This morning, yes. this morning, [ kneel down
on the green grass and I notice your presence,
ok flower that speaks to me in silence.

The message of love and hope have indeed come o us.
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