








In the Sandokai Sekito was talking about the narure of reality while most people,
forgetting all about this point, were discriminating about which school of Zen was
right or wrong. That is why Sekito Zenji wrote this poem. Here he is talking about
rezlity from the viewpoint of independency. The Southem school is independent
and the Northern school is independent and there is no reason why we should
compare the two (as to which is correct). Both schools are expressing the whole of
Buddhism in their own way. Similarly, the Rinzai school has its own approach 1o
reality and the Soto school has its own approach. Sekito Zenji is pointing at this.
Actually he is not so much taiking about the dispute berween the Northern and
Southem schools but abour the nature of reality and what Buddha's teaching is in
its true sense. He is pointing out this mistake of the two schools of his time.

Tonight I want to explain these six lines which denote reality from the viewpoint of
independency: Manako wa fro mimi wa onjo. Hana waka shita wa kanso. “For eyes
there is color and form; for ears there is sound; for the nose there is smell; and for
the tongue there is the salty or sour taste.” Manako is “eyes”; #ro means “color and
form.”

It looks like Sekito is talking dualistically about the dependency of eyes on their
object. But when you see something, if you see it in its true sense there is no thing
to be seen and no one to see it. Only when you analyse it is there someone who is
seeing something and something which is seen. It is one activity which can be seen
in two ways. I see something. But when I see something really, there is no one see-
ing it and nothing to be seen. Both of these are true, and here Sekito is talking
about this oneness of eye and form. That is how Buddhists observe things. We
understand things in a dualistic way, but we don't forget that our understanding is
dualistic. I see. Or someone or something is seen by someone. These are interpreta-
tions of subject and object which our thinking mind produces. Subject and object
are one, but they are also two.

So what Sekito is saying is that, for eyes, there is form. But at the same time there
is no form and no eyes. When you say eyes, eyes include the form. When you say
“form”, form includes the eyes. If there is no form and nothing to see, eyes are not
eyes anymore. Because there is something to see, eyes become eyes. The same is
true of ears, nose and tongue. Dogen Zenji says, “If there is no river, there is no
boat.” Even though there is a boat, it will not be a beat. Because there is a river, 2
boat becomes a boat. Usually the reason that non-Buddhists become attached to the
objective world, or to sormething they see, is because they understand in only one
way. Their understanding is that something exists independent of us. That is the
normal way of understanding. “Here is something very sweet to eat.”” But cake
becomes cake because we want to eat it. So we make a cake. There is no cake with-
out us. When we understand in this way, we are seeing cake, but we are not seeing
cake. This is how we keep our precepts.

Maybe you will kill some animal or insect. But when you think “There are many
earwigs here and they are harmful insects, so I have to kill this one.” You under-
stand things only in a dualistic way. Actually earwigs and human beings are one.
They are not different. It is impossible to kill an earwig. Even though we think we
have killed it, we have not. Even though you squash the earwig, it is sill alive. That
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want to be with and study with. If I don’t do it now, I'll never do it.” So I really
did something wholeheartedly. I was ordained on this day in 1969, the same day
which is, more or less, Suzuki-roshi’s birthday,

NANSEKO

A monk asked Hyakujo Zenji, “What is the most wonderful thing?"” Hyakujo an-
swered, “To sit alone on this great sublime peak.” I have kept this koan in my heart
for a long time, and now if someone should ask me the same question, I would
answer, “To be able to stand upright on this mountain not knowing where I am or
who I am.”

VI. After the ceremony there is an official opening ceremony for the zendo, called
kaitan, which in this instance was officiated by Taizan Maezumi Roshi from the
Los Angeles Zen Center.

SELECTIONS FROM THE MONDO
Mountain Seat Ceremony 5/19/85

Sojun: If there are any true dragons in this assembly, pleasc come forward and give
me your questions.

Ron: Sojun: For a long time I've practiced with you and many people have come
through this gate, and many people have put Zen on their plates. But only a few
seem to swallow it. As abbot, what is your function?

Sojun: Let’s you and I together swallow it. It’s not hard. It’s not easy.

Ron: Thank you. I'm happy that you're here.

Sojun: Thank you, I'm happy that you’re happy. (Jaughrer)

Meghan: Sojun, the ego drive has been put into us almost as a matter of survival;
and yet, we’re asked to transcend it. Can you say something?

Sojun: Isn’t the ego wonderful!

Meghan: This has been a wonderful day, and it’s the beginning of wonderful days
to come.

Ed Brown: Sojun: What power will you use to direct others?

Sgur: One time, in dokusan, I asked Suzuki-roshi, “What is power?” He said,
“Don’t use ir.”

Ed: What will you use to direct others?

Sofun: You turn me, and I'll turn you.

Fran: Sojun-san, you've been our friend and teacher for so long. Now you're the
abbot. What does it mean?

Sojun: We'll see.

Fran: We'll see all right! (laughter)

Sojun: Come closer. (more laughter)

Fran: T've heard that one before! (laughter)
I'm very grateful to have you here as abbot.

Sojun: 1 don’t know what to do with it.
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knows. And there is also in the Dharma a vertical understanding. It means this
reletionship started from Shakyamuni Buddha through successive ancestors to
Roshi. So please keep two levels of understanding. When Shakyamuni Buddha said
all beings have Buddha nature, human beings, everything, myself, Bodhidharma
and past ancestors, that is the level of equality. After all, we know we are equal —
Bodhidharma and myself and Shakyamuni Buddha. Burt there is also a difference
berween each one because of the depth of understanding and experience. That dif-
ference comes from the practice and is very important.

In the Shiho, ransmission ceremony, there is a bow, prostration, berween the
Dharma heir and master. At that time we put the zagu, bowing mats, face to face,
and the edge of the Dharma heir’s zagu is underneath the teachers’ zagu. Then they
bow. The student bows nine times and the teacher receives those bows. But the
last, the ninth one, they do together. That shows the expression of the difference.
When this bowing face to face is finished, there are bows facing toward the Buddha
and the altar. And Sojun-san and I faced the altar side by side, and this time So-
jun’s zagu was on top of my zagu. Then both prostrate nine times to express ab-
solute equality in front of the Buddha’s teachings.

So on formal occasions you could call Sojun ““Sojun-roshi.” But on usual, informal
occasions, you can call him something more equal before the teaching or Dharma.
Yesterday Sojun-san and I were talking with some students. Some people were
wondering whether he would be called “Roshi.” But he said, “It’s too early; I'm
not that yet.” That was his response. To hear it makes me so happy . . .

The meaning of the Shinzan shiki, Mountain Seat Ceremony, is not to be seated in
the mountain seat withour moving — not like that. The true meaning is climbing
up the mountain, always up, up, up together with everybody, up to the heights of
the Dharma, Shakyamuni Buddha’s Dharma.

When I had my Shinzan shiki in Japan, at the same time my father did Taizan
shiki, stepping down, descending the mountain seat ceremony. I am going up, be is
descending, Two ceremonies on that occasion. In that ceremony, the descending
ceremony, my father first had Dharma question and answer period (mondo).
Somebody asked: “How are you feeling about yourself now descending the moun-
tain?” He replied, “The way of descending the mountain is the way of ascending
the mountain,” T understand his feelings about why he said that descending is
ascending, because he was descending and coming to this country to introduce this
practice . . .

I now have three Dharmoa heirs. One is Bill Kwong-san, one is Sojun-san, and the
newest one is Keido-san from Kannon-do in Mountain View. There will not be
any more transmissions from me. These three transmissions [ did are enough. I did
Shiho for three people; those three people have sat zazen a lot longer than [ have
(laughter), and I kind of hesitate, almost, to be called their teacher or master. For
me, because of the Dharma connection, relationship with their teacher Shunryu
Suzuki, 1 did this Shiho process. My personal feeling is that they are like my elder
brothers, That's how I see it. That's how [ see Sojun-san, but I don’t know how
you see me (laughs) . . . Are there any questions?
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I mean, really? Starting when? How could you decide, how would you ever know,
that you were doing what you were supposed to be doing? When everything works
out the way it is supposed to work out, right? And since that never happens, you
know you must have done something wrong. “But I just did what I was supposed
to do.”

Fine, but does the universe actually work that way? What a bind to put yourself in.

So instead of asking what you are supposed to do, try asking, “What do I really
want?* “What do I really want,” right now, exactly here? Asking this question may
scem quite formidable, it may seem difficult. Just doing what you should was so
simple and now you have to figure it out: “Oh me, oh my, it would be up to me!
I'd have to decide. I could be blamed. What AM I 1o do?”

So what do I really want? Do I really think it is possible to make everything work
out just the way it is supposed to work out, if only I behaved properly, correctly, or
perfectly? No? Then what do I really want? This is something to work on, some-
thing that may require some digging. Do I want to control things better? Or, realiz-
ing that I cannot control things, do I want to find composure right on this spot? Do
I want to be the slave of every whim that comes along? Or do I want 10 be free and
unmoved? Do I want to be stonelike and unmoved, removed? Or in intimate con-
tact, touching and touched by others? To find out what I want I have to dig and I
have to sift, to sort through a lot of earth. Hard work, heavy work, a coming down
to earth. But how else will I be able to take root moment after moment exactly
where I am?

One of the ancients was asked, “Please liberate me, please free me.” And the
ancient replied, “Who is binding you?” At this the disciple had an insight. Do you
have someone telling you whar to do? How to think? Is there someone who feels
trapped — tied down? Who does all this? No one tying down — no one to be
freed. We do not need to learn how to meditate right. We just meditate. Who
knows what will happen.

Let’s sit quictly. Breathing a full, warm, open breath. In this quietness, what is
your way? What would be worthy of respect? What would be worthy of devotion?
What will you take time for? Will you take some time to breathe? Will you take
some time to make yourself at home right where you are? An old expression says,
“Take off the blinders, unload the saddiebags.” Are you willing 1o settle here,
exactly here, this body, this mind? What is it like?

T’ll tell you a poem, by Gary Snyder — he was visiting Wendell and Tanya Berry
in Kentucky:

Under dead leaves Tanya finds a toripise
marching the leaves — legs pulled in —

And we look at woodchuck holes that dive
under limestone ledges
seabottorn strata,
who lives there brushes furry back
on shell and coral.
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Most holes with leaves and twigs around the door,
nobody in.

Wendell, crouched down,
sticks his face in a woodchuck hole
“Hey, smell that, ir’s a fox!”
I go on my knees,
put the opening to my face
like a mask. No light;
all smell: sour — warm —

Splintered bones, scats? feathers?
Wreathing bodies — wild —.

Some home.

This poem is about being right here, at home. It may not be beautiful and glamor-
ous, pristine and perfect. But take some time, make yourself at home.

I read an article recently in the Wall Street Journal which said, “Even Canned
Com Strains Abilities of Modern Cook.” The article said that when the directions
were left off the canned corn the company received so many calls from consumers
wondering what to do that they put the directions back on. The directions were to
“Put corn in saucepan on heated burner.” This is our modern life! The accompany-
ing article said, “How Much Will People Pay to Save Time Cooking? Plenty.” You
want to know what to do? Spend some time with the ingredients. Spend sorne time
with yourself. Spend some dme with your breath. Stop saving time. Will you do
this? There is no answer beyond this. Your life isn’t canned corn. There are no
directions.

Spending time with yourself, making yourself at home: this is meditation. Na-
turally, we sometimes get concerned about whether we are doing “good” medita-
tion or *bad” meditation, but that is missing the point. As Steven Levine puts it,
“When people say, ‘Oh, I'm really getting there, my sitting is getting so beautfiul,
it’s so wonderful, I can just sit all day,’” I think, ‘oh, oh, they’re not experiencing all
of themselves.”” 1 mean, let’s realize and acmalize what it is to be alive, to be
human. Let’s keep it real.

There is tremendous power in unearthing, in recognizing distracted, scattered
mind, the mind which would rather be anywhere but here, and spending some time
there, with that mind: rather than an anonymous voice from the dark bossing you
around, scattered mind is someone you can sit down and hang out with.

One of the basic practices of our meditation is following the breath. When we fol-
low the breath continuously, evenly, we are developing another kind of mind, a
mind that is not concerned with how the breath should be, but a mind which can
just be with the breath, exactly, precisely. The mind that can stay with the breath is
subtle, soft, tender, warm, caring. We say ““the mind which can stay with the
breath,” but that is not quite right. It is not a2 mind different than the breath, it is
the mind of the breath. The breath itself is this mind. So we practice letting go of
the mind of accomplishing, atraining, and achieving, We practice entering the mind
of the breath, settling into the mind of breathing. This is opening, unfolding,
blossoming — but we can’t rush it. It’s the work of a lifetime, Our breath is not

34






is that like limping?

Tracks of it show in the sand.

Have you seen those giant bird-men of Bhutan?
Men in bird’s masks, with pig’s noses, dancing,
teeth like a dog’s, sometimes

dancing on one bad leg!

They do what they want,

the dog’s teeth say that.

But I grew up without dog’s 1eeth,
showed a whole body,

left only clear tracks in the sand.

T learned 1o walk swiftly, easily,

no trace of a limp. I even

leaped a little, Guess

where my defect is!

What then? If a man, cautious, hides
his limp, somebody has to Limp it!
Things do it, the surroundings Limp.
House walls get scars. The car breaks
down, Matter, in drudgery, takes it up.

So what about your limp? Are you hiding it? Hiding from it? Or do you dance on
one bad leg? And have you found your dog’s teeth, the strength and determination
to do what you want, what you really want, and risk limping? Now that you can’t
walk swiftly or easily, can you guess where your defect is? Qur suffering is to be not
willing to Ii—-. Our freedom is to dance on one bad leg!

Let’s talk some more about that dog. Irmgard Schloegl, who teaches Zen in Lon-
don, uses a metaphor about a dog to bring up what Zen practice is about. It goes
something like this:

Once upon a time you were living with a dog in a big house. Sometimes the dog did
not behave properly, especially when guests came over. So one day you locked the
dog in the basement. The dog howled mournfully, barked loudly, so you moved up
to the second floor. Occasionally, you could still hear the dog, so you moved up to
the third fleor, and finally the attic. What a mice view! And no need to be bothered
by barking, misbehaving dogs. The house is neat and tidy — no problems here!
But one day it ocours to you, “Oh me, oh my, I locked the dog in the basement and
just left him there. How awful, and he was such fun to have around. My life has
been rather empty since then, rather dry and predictable. I wonder if I could ever be
friends with him again?”

So you make your way down to the basement. You get down there and the dog
snarls at you. “Bur I want to be your friend,” you say. The dog just snarls. He only
knows you have locked him up. If you want to make friends with the dog it takes
some time. You’'ll need to be patient, you'll need to be inventive. You push the food
over to him with a long pole. You arrange to ler him out into the yard. Little by lit-
tle, you make friends.

Do you understand? That dog in the basement is not just a dog in the basement.
That dog is not inherently a dog, but is a dog because of the way we have treated
ourselves. We snarl when we have locked ourselves up in the basement. But that
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hurt them back! Then they hurt me, and I hurt them back. So who is hurting
whom? No wonder the dog barks in the basement. First you lock him up and then
when he complains, you kick him. Next you have to protect yourself, right? That
dog is vicious. Anybody can see that, so you have to keep him locked up. It’s
obvious, but is it really?

This is meditation. To meet the dog, and even more importantly, to meet the dog
keeper. To watch what you say, especially to yourself, and to watch what you call
things, especially yourself. And to put an end to the samsaric dynamic that keeps

the dog a dog and the master a master. The master is the dog, and the dog is the

master. Figure that one out.

Buddhism gives us many tools, many practices to do this work. But we often get it
wrong, thinking that our practice is to better tame the dog, when it is more to the
point to get the keeper to lighten up. It 15 so difficult to be here because we are so
hard on ourselves, so demanding, so judgmental. Who would want to hang around
here with someone like that? Let me out of here. And our energy deserts us, or
propels us along with underlying resentment, anger, and hatred. So it helps to
lighten up. As I heard recently, “Angels can fly because they take themselves so
lightly.” Lightening up and also owning up to what we have been doing, what we
do to ourselves, what we demand of our body and mind. As my friend Stephen
puts it, “You can’t let go of something you don’t acknowledgew— that’s called
suppression.”

I have been talking about being exactly with things, as they arise, in the very heart
of things, absolutely still, dancing on one bad leg. You might shater into a million
pieces. You might burn up completely. You cannot figure it out. Just do it. Stop
bossing yourself around and telling yourself what to do and how to make it right.
Enter the heart of the matter. Breathe, breathe a breath, a breath within a breath, a
breath welcoming home the breath.

Zen teacher Rinzai was asked by another master where he came from, and he re-
plied, “From Obaku’s.” “And what did Obaku have to say?” asked the master.
Rinzai replied, “He had nothing to say.” “Why didn’t he have anything to say?”
Rinzai answered, “Even if he had something 1o say, he had no place to say it.” The
master said, “Try me and let’s see.” Rinzai responded, “An arrow in the Western
Sky.” Tremendous space at the heart of the matter, exactly with things as they
arise. Where is the Western Sky after all? Which way is the arrow pointing? Obaku
had nothing to say.

We have been talking about many things: energy, determination, faith, compassion,
mindfulness, concentration, wisdom, emptiness, without saying that that is what we
have been talking about. Now I want to tell you something which Dogen Zenji says
about sitting, and I 1ake this as a meraphor for any time you are exactly with
things-as-they-are, “not wishing,” as Dogen says in another place, “for more color
and brightness”:

At the very time of sitting, examine thoroughly whether the universe is horizontal or

vertical. At this very tme, what is this sitting itself? Is it wheeling about in perfect
freedom? Is jt like the spontancous vigor of fish swimming? Is it sitting within sit-
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