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I got to know you best when sometimes we had lunch at Greens
with Bruce in the storeroom and later, when you moved into the Page
Street building, you were happiest when you were serving tea, which was
a great passion of yours. You loved to drink beer and eat noodles.

You were shuso twice and you served faithfully as Director and Ino
of this practice place. You were a dedicated priest and Dharma brother. Tt
was painful to feel your suffering toward the end, but now it is over and
you have entered the great stillness, the pure land of radiant light.

[ will truly miss sharing noodles with you. We grew up in the same
era and shared our understanding of things that only our generation was
able to experience.

Beatnik, cab driver, jazz musician, tea sensei, Zen priest, husband
and father, you did your best and we all loved you for who you were.

Go straight. Your good karma will carry you. It won't be the same
without you. But I am not worried. You are in Buddha’s hands now. Let
go and trust. Kwatz!

Hekizan played jazz
saxophone in the "50s.

Hekizan as

Tassajara Shuso

with then-abbots
Sojun Weitsman

ard Tenshin Anderson

























The Teaching That is Always There

Dharma Talk by jusan Ed Brown
On the Occasion of Dharma Transmission at Tassajara
September, 1996

Good morning.

So I have a new robe.
Since it is dark brown, we
decided when we found
the fabric that [ could be
known as Dark Chocolate
Sensei, and that eventu-
ally I might become
Espresso Roshi. Then I
have a second robe that is
a lighter brown, so when
I wear that one, I will be
Latte Sensei.

And in a couple of
weeks for the fall practice
period I'll be starting a
little espresso stand in the
first Pine Room. It will be
a good place to spend
your stipend, and over the
€sSpresso counter we can
have dharma dialogues
like the old tea ladies. Won't that be the day? With espresso stands at gas
stations now, why not at the monastery? .

I don’t remember the last time I had such new shiny clothes. Before
we came over here, Sojun adjusted my okesa for me, had me re-tie it,
and straightened it out and tucked it in. He said, “I feel like your
mother.” And that’s true, but he is also my dharma brother and dharma
father. We have a lot of relationships here. I thank you for all of them.

Yet many people make an event like dharma transmission possible.
Many people make any of us who we are, and we are all here making
cach other who we are. Thich Nhat Hanh mentions that it takes thirty
leaves on the apple tree to make an apple. So we are all making each
other into apples, but fortunately we get to use the same leaf more than
once. We get more apples that way.
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kitchen into what had been the staff kitchen, and there was a large deck
out over the pit there with a couple of large sinks for doing the dishes.
In that little kitchen we had to work in very close proximity with one
another. Somehow we managed.

One of the things that strikes me now is that I don't think I have
really learned anything new in all these years; the teachings are still the
same. The teaching runs through our lives day after day, moment after
moment. There’s not some new teaching, exactly. Qur life is a matter
of recetving the teachings that are already there and putting them into
practice, practicing what we already know. Someone said that to practice
Buddhism is to begin and continue. And the only difference between
myself and so many of the people who were here in the late sixties is
that I stayed. And 1 kept coming back. And starting over. And now I am
starting over again.

I believed the teaching was right here. I decided T wasn’t going to
go to Japan. I would prove that it is possible to practice Zen in America.
Zen teachers would come from Japan and say, “You have a kindergarten
monastery,” and they were right, of course. Maybe now it is grammar
school.

I asked Suzuki Roshi for some advice about cooking, and many of
you have heard this—this kind of teaching is nothing new—“When
vou wash the rice wash the rice. When you stir the soup, stir the soup.
When you cut the carrots, cut the carrots.” And I tried to practice that,
although it looked to me like other people were not doing that, and I
found that annoying. So I complained to Suzuki Roshi that other people
were talking a lot and taking long bathroom breaks, and he said, “If you
want to see virtue, you have to have a calm mind.” And I thought to
myself, “That’s not what I asked you.” I had wanted some advice on
how to get those other people to behave, but I kept my mouth shut and
decided I'd better just receive this teaching. Especially if I criticized any-
body, I would remind myself to look again and try to see virtue.

I had a very difficult time as a student then—I couldn’t sit still in
zazen. I had many involuntary movements that went on for several
years. | was intensely angry much of the time and quite moody. Also
when I compared myself to other students, everyone seemed better than
me. Everyone could sit still but me. Even the worst student could sit still.
Besides many of the students were smarter than I was, smarter and more
articulate. All 1 could do was just to stay. And keep working and keep
practicing,.

One of my experiences while working in the kitchen turned out to
be very important for me. After I had been tenzo for some number of
months the kitchen crew got together and started a rebellion. Basically
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and not very complicated. Yet this teaching does not say you will be
right.” Whatever you do, people will attach various labels to it: good,
bad, right, wrong. Maybe so, we say, mavbe so. Or tentatively speaking.

So I want to tell you a couple other stories or sayings. If vou receive
the teaching and practice it, it will transform your life. At Sojun’s Shuso
Ceremony, [ asked him, “What is the ditterence between human nature
and Buddha nature?” That was something [ couldn’t understand, since
it is human nature to make mistakes, and we can do good and bad. We
have various tendencies. And Buddha nature is considered to be sacred,
or perfect, unborn. So he surprised me when he answered, “No differ-
ence,” That was helpful for me, because it encouraged me to believe in
myself and in practice.

Also 1 remember Katagiri Roshi saying, “Zen is to settle the self on
the Self,” and he would point, first to his head, then to his hara. That’s
a challenge all right, because our head has so many ideas and such a
strong sense of how things should be, while the way the world actually
is is extremely changeable. Yet we can settle in the midst of that, which
is also called, ‘self.’

Another of Katagiri Roshi's teachings was, “Let the flower of your life
force bloom.” People would talk with him and say, “I'm very tired,” and
he would answer, “That’s the flower of your life force blooming, don't
you think?” And they would be surprised, “Oh, I thought it was just my
being tired.” After that they would be happy, knowing that being tired
was also the flower of their life force blooming.

50, again, I think all these teachings are still true. Zen is to settle the
self on the self. Cooking is not just cooking. The most important point is
to find out what is the most impeortant point. And each of us is someone
we can learn to trust, someone who needs to learn how to trust, what to
trust. How to trust our self, our own experience, how to trust others. It's
a kind of a gift we can give one another. k

[ am here because so many others believed in me. It's that simple
and that profound. 5o | encourage each of you to find ways to empower
others with your trust and confidence. And to rest in your own true
nature.
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Much work has been undertaken and accomplished to create our
meditation space. Thanks to a core group of Zen students willing Lo tear
out rotted wood, hammer and saw, nail up rows of fragrant cedar
shingles, and contribute sweat and dollars to the project, the old collaps-
ing garage became a new full time upstanding zendo. We opened with a
three-and-a-half-day sesshin in January of this year and now have daily
morning zazen, and a calendar of weekend events. It feels fitting to have
opened up a peaceful dharma place in the midst of our busy lives. I want
to thank all of you who assisted with your good-humored participation,
your willingness to try something new, your shingle hammers and pot-
luck offerings, and your donations. Thank you. Thank you.

While the zendo was taking shape a new organization was emerging.
Volunteers formed an ad hoc Board of Directors which met, drew up
papers, and named itself the Dharma Eye Zen Center (DEZC), which is
now legally recognized by the State of California as a nonprofit religious
organization.

The newly elected board members are: Judy Bunce who is president;
Sandy Sherwood who is secretary; Christine Palmer who is treasurer, and
Tim Ford who is member-at-large. A special note of gratitude to Annie
Dorsey of Sausalito who gave so much of her time to the ad hoc Board
which produced the high quality documents of our existence. We are
finding that bits of organization help us take care of this practice to-
gether, and are continuing to discover the middle way between formal-
ism and informality, structure and chaos, limitation and openness,
Oriental restraint and American Jazz, trained mind and mind blown.
The middle way does not reject the extremes, but rather includes the
wide spectrum of possibilities in an open-armed perspective. Nothing is
excluded.

The greenest leaves the size of book pages are growing on the old fig
tree by the zendo door. Along the path grasses reach for the heavens
compelled by radiant light and April rains to rise out of the earth. The
path leads to a small deck and an ordinary sliding glass door. Then shoji
screens, grass mats and zafus appear. It is clearly a beautiful room in
which to sit deeply down. Sometimes we calil it ‘One Blade of Grass
Zendo,” sometimes, ‘Old Fig,” and semetimes, ‘Sudden Mushroom,” be-
cause our neighbor Nina Wise observed that it seemed to appear sud-
denly from the ground like a mushroom. Gthers have called it ‘Dharma
Garage,” as in, “You can park your ancient twisted karma in the Dharma
Garage 7Zendo.” But whatever we call it, it is a place fashioned by true
hands for the opening of true hearts. That much is clear,

Creating many small local practice centers is as important as con-
tinuing to develop our larger institutions such as the San Francisco Zen
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whole thing by saying, “The grass is green. The sky is blue even on
cloudy days. Thus does Nu-ness make itself known throughout the entire
world without the use even of a business card.” Why, I remember just
the other day when Sayanara Roshi said to me . . . [During this mono-
logue, the friends look at each other in confusion and alarm, shrug their
shoulders, and finally walk silentiy away. Seeker doesn’t notice.]

Narrator: And yet, this distance I felt from iy old friends was more than
compensated by the camaraderies that naturally arose betweer myself and my
fellow monks as we explored the dharma together . . .

[Seeker and another monk in robes come upon each other from dif-
ferent directions and bow.]

Momnk: Greetings, Seeker-san!

Seeker: Greetings, Bamboo-san!

Monk [looks at sky]: Think it's going to rain today? [They both im-
mediately go into Cosmic Shrug posture, then laugh together, pat each
other on the back with great mutuality, etc.]

Narrator: And slowly, little by little, my understanding increased, just by
the simple acts of daily living. [Seeker is sweeping path. After a few mo-
ments a little Munchkin-like voice calls cut “Nu.” Seeker stops, Iooks
around, sees nothing, resumes sweeping. Then hears “Nu” again; looks
up in wonder.]

Seeker: I get it! All this time I've been trying so hard to attain Nu, to
grasp it with my reasoning mind—and all the time, Nu has been getting
me! Nu is not separate from me. Nu is the vast unknowable me-ness
which fills up even the swimming pool at the Busy Bee Motel on High-
way 5 outside of Modesto. Everything 1 do is Nu, because Nu is just the
all-pervading activity of the suchness which is the emptiness echoing
through all the internal organs of all the Buddhas and ancestors through
all space and time. I can’t not be Nu because not-Nu is not a non-rela-
tional arising of the non-realized mind of the present moment and I
can’t not be present any more than a dog couldn’t not wag its tail! Why,
it's all so simple! [ can’t wait to tell Sayanara Roshi about this! [Beams
and skips off]

Narrator: I awaited eagerly my next chance to have dokusan with
Sayanara Roshi and share with him my new realization. My mind was per-
fectly clear and empty as I entered the room; somehow, I knew I could convey
Nu-ness fo nim without speaking a word.

[As Narrator speaks, Sayanara Roshi enters, rings bell. Seeker enters
room, shrugs, stands opposite him. Slowly and ceremoniously, Sayanara
Roshi pours tea into two cups, then hands one to Secker. Sayanara Roshi
takes a sip or two of tea, then both look at each other. Seeker tosses tea
into Sayanara Roshi's face.]
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Sayanara Roshi [trying to suppress scream of pain]: Very good! Very
good! It is obvious you are approaching a more complete understanding
of Nu. Keep standing, don’t falter even for an instant! [Hurriedly rings
bell to dismiss Seeker, who shrugs and leaves room.]

Narrator: After that, my relationship with Sayanara Roshi took a new
turn. Soon, I was ready for the next stage of my initiation—receiving the pre-
cepts. [Seeker is sitting on ground as Sayanara Roshi, very parental and
tender in this scene, ties a blue baby bib around Seeker’s neck.]

Sayanara Roshi: [As he ties] Now you just like Buddha at moment of
liberation . . . you are born anew every moment. Now you really don't
know ... you wear this when you engage in Just Standing, to signify to
the entire sangha that you don't know anything.

Seeker [just beaming]: Oh, thank vou, Roshi.

Sayanara Roshi: I give you new Buddhist name, that expresses your
true nature. Your new name shall be Hon-ki.

Seeker [totally in adoring groupie mode]: Hon-ki?! But what does it
mean?

Sayanara Roshi {smiling mysteriously]: Better that you don't know
this either.

Narrator: And then, one day, my moment of great realization finally ar-
rived. It all unfolded so naturally, so simply. |Seeker is sweeping floor, mak-
ing neat little piles of dust and whatnot; he sweeps the piles into a dust-
pan, starts to walk out, remembers one little pile at that moment and
turns around to sweep it up; then suddenly stops, mouth open, staring
at dust pile; then jumps up, arms over head, velling.]

Seeker: NWNNUUUUU!! [Continues bending down and then throw-
ing arms over head, yelling Nu.}

Narrator [over this commotion[: At last, the key to great understanding
was miine! The doors of perception swumg open, and I saw the world in all its
original glory—Nu indeed. All separation between myself and Nu had utterly
vanisiied, I was one with everything—one with Nu, one with Not-Nu, and
also, of course, not one with not-Nu and the not-Nuness of Nu's unborn and
undefiled true being, or lack of it. I was filled with gratefulness for the grass,
the trees, the great earth, the delivery truck and the fire extinguisher . . . and
most of all, for my teacher, Sayanara Roshi, who had guided me to this mo-
mentous occasion. Naturally, I rushed straight to him for confirmation . . .

Seeker [bursting into room where Sayanara Roshi is sitting studying
Fusty Old Tome]: Roshi, Roshil I have it!

Sayanara Roshi {tone is very low-key throughout this whole scene]:
Eh? Have what?

Seeker [can hardly contain himself]: Nu! I have Nu!

Sayanara Roshi [slow, nonchalant]: Nu? You have discovered Nu?
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[Gets up, stretches, approaches Seeker; Seeker whispers in his ear. Roshi
nods briefly.] Yes, that is correct.

Seeker [clasps hands]: Oh, Roshi! This is the happiest day of my life!
To have finally solved the great koan Nu, after all this struggle and dis-
couragement. Now the key to great understanding is truly mine!

Roshi: No, that is not so.

Seeker: It is not so?! What do you mean?

Roshi: Nu is not the key to great understanding. Is a very good koan,
yes. But you must excuse me. I read the old sutra wrong. I am old now,
my eyes are bad. [Retrieves another Fusty Old Tome from shelf and
opens it. Dust flies out; he blows it off and strains to read. Runs finger
down text; Seeker 1ooks over his shoulder.] You see here? I have misread
the first letter completely.

Seeker [aghast]: Nu is not the key to great understanding?!

Sayanara Roshi: [matter-of-factly]: So sorry. But you do get the key
to the staff rest room. [Holds out large key.]

Seeker [almost crying]: The staff rest room?!

Roshi [a little offended]: Is a very nice rest room.

Seeker: All this time, all this effort, all this heartbreak, all this
standing . . . all for nothing?!

Roshi: One should stand with no object but to stand. Besides, now
you are ready to go on to the bigger koan, the one that reaily is at the
heart of this practice. [Wipes away dust and peers closely at Tome.] What
is Gu?

Seeker [still distracted]: What is Gu?!

Roshi: [deadpan] Yes. What is Gu?

Seeker [agitated, but getting interested in spite of himsell]: Well, Gu
could be the noise a baby makes, which is often used in conjunction
with the same word: to wit, “goo-goo.” This repetition of the same
sound is obviously used to show the sameness of all phenomena in the
universe, even things that appear to be vastly different, such as daffodils
and cattle prods. In the Song of the Amber Bead Mirror Samadhi, we re-
cite that . ..

Roshi [back to his old vigorous self; shouting| Stop! Stop this non-
sensel Have you not learned anything? You are still thinking too much!
Back to the zendo with you! You must keep standing! [Pushes Seeker off-
stage. Seeker protests the whole way, while Roshi remains adamant,
pushing Seeker’s back. They continue this way until edge of the stage;
then Seeker stops, all agitation gone, puts hand to chin.]

Seeker: Hmmm . . . What is Gu? [Exits,]
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ideals ought to make us pretty lighthearted: they give a sense of direc-
tion, which is comforting, and since they are by nature impossibilities,
why worry? Just keep trying.

The monastic life appears in the texts as this kind of an ideal. We
stay in delighted obedience with our teacher forty years, living peace-
tully day by day. We are deep in meditation or prayer, living in harmony
and calmness in the mountains among the clouds and forests. Well un-
derneath it may be like this, but up above, in our conscious world where
we live, it really never Iooks like that.

What is the monastic life really like? I'll tell you some thoughts
I've developed on this subject. Of course our community isn't exactly a
monastic community, but it is a residential religious community where
people come to live for many years, and what we’ve experienced and
come to understand over time tums out to be fairly typical of monastic
or long-term residential religious communities.

I want to speak of the stages in monastic life as a way of describing
what happens in that life and what kinds of problem come up. Of course
there aren’t any distinct stages, or the stages happen simultaneously or
in no particular order, or one goes through them many times. After all,
people are very different. No setting forth of stages could possibly do
justice to the variety of people’s experiences on the path; yet still, sys-
tematic thinking has its virtues, and there are some general tendencies
most of us can notice and recognize. So let me speak of eight stages of
monastic life.

The eight are: first, the honeymoon; second, the disappointment or
betrayal; third, the exploration of commitment; fourth, commitment
and flight; fifth, the dry place; sixth, appreciation; seventh, love; and
finally, letting go of monastic life altogether.

The first stage, which is probably typical of the first stage of almost
anything, is the honeymoon, a time when we're really thrilled with the
life of the monastery. The contrast with what we're used to in the world,
or what we're fleeing from in the world, is so great that we’re in a state
of ecstasy. We see the people we're living with as really kind and wonder-
ful. The sounds of the monastery bells, the simple hearty food, the early
morning meditation, the landscape, the weather, the brilliant teachers
and teachings, nothing could be better. We're learning about ourselves at
a great rate and we’re learning about the Dharma too. So much of what
we hear seems absolutely true, seems to be what we sensed inside our-
selves all our lives without ever really being aware of it or having words
for it. We feel relieved and renewed. We feel as if suddenly and unexpect-
edly, perhaps in the midst of a great sorrow, we turned around in the
middle of our ordinary life and found to our amazement a brand new
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can see how much we've changed since we entered the practice; we see
how much we are the same too, of course, but some change is apparent.
We are calmer. We are quieter in our spirit and less apt to fly off the
handle inside or ocutside. Not as solid or as calm as we had hoped to be,
but we have by now given up that hope as unrealistic and we are more
able to settle for how it actually is with us, and to find it good, or at least
acceptabie, with a degree of joy. So we feel ready to make a commitment
to the practice and the community.

This commitment can only take one form: renunciation of some
sort, a giving up of self and personal agenda, as we see that self and per-
sonal agenda don't in fact help us to get what we want and really need
in our lives. They only cause suffering. As this becomes more and more
apparent to us, we are more willing to enter into a serious commitment
to the practice. In fact after a while we fee] that without even choosing
to do so we have already done so. There isn’'t any other way, We are
committed; we have already renounced our life, Here is where we take
on a responsible position and make a practical commitment to stay in
the community for some time, or take initiation as a priest or lay practi-
tioner. We feel responsible for the commmunity.

But as soon as we fee] settled in our commitment, particularly if that
commitment is marked by a particular event such as ordination or enter-
ing the monastery on a long term basis, the demons of confusion return.
Immediately our old interests and desires come back in force. Maybe we
fall hopelessly in love the day hefore we are to go off to the monastery
for an indefinite stay, or maybe we find ourselves roaring drunk two days
after our ordination as a priest. Such things have actually happened.
They catch us quite off guard. We had thought we had the thing figured
out, but there were still a fair number of unopened doors in our heart.
The power of the commitment we are now making is such that it vio-
lently throws open those doors, and we are shocked at what we find in-
side. We are humbled by the sheer power of our own, and therefore of
human, passion. Humbled, shocked and amazed. We are reeling perhaps
for some time with this. It is unusual I think for people to enter the
monastery for a long stay or to take ordination as a priest without suffer-
ing some version of this. It is in many cases a rude awakening.

Sometimes our teacher and elders seem very knowing when this
happens to us. They may even have a chuckle over it. This can be either
comforting or maddening, depending on our temperament. At this stage
sometimes there literally is flight. People take off, disappear overnight,
run off with a lover, leave the monastery in the middle of the night. But
such things are becoming more rare. More often it's an internal drama.
You see it in people’s faces, a kind of grim determination mixed with a
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beginning to leave us, little by little, and often we have no idea that this
is happening to us.

This is the hardest stage to appreciate and work with. Often no one,
not even the elders and teachers of the community, can recognize that
this is happening to us. Indeed, those very elders and teachers may
themselves be in the midst of such a stage and be unaware of it. [n this
stage what we have seen as the cure for our lives, what everyone in the
community has affirmed and has devoted their lives to, now becomes
the very poison that is killing us off slowly.

[ have tried to discern the signs of this stage in myself and in others,
and it is not an easy thing to do. In one’s self it may be too subtle to no-
tice, and in others, though it is less subtle, they often do not want to
hear it. To overcome this stage might very well mean leaving the com-
munity or otherwise doing something very radical to shift the ground.
And most of us have a hard time, after going in a particular direction for
ten or twenty vears, a direction that has involved great effort and sacri-
fice, changing direction. Our fear, acknowledged or not, holds us back.
And we may stay this way for a very long time, perhaps for the rest of
our lives, This happens of course to anyone in any walk of life, and 1t
may be no better or worse when it happens within the context of a reli-
gious community.

Still a religious community has a strong commitment to awareness
and truthfulness, so when it happens within such a community, even
if only to a few individuals, it is like a disease in that community. The
effect of the disease can be feit in many ways. There can be a subtle
occlusion in the flow of communication, an almost imperceptible dis-
honesty, a jarring or not so jarring sense of disjunction. Even though no
one may recognize that a failure to discern the effects of this stage ina
few community members is the cause of the disjunction, people can feel
the disjunction, perhaps not at first, but after a while it becomes appar-
ent. So it is very important for each individual to remain open to the
possibility that this dry place may be arising in his or her life, and to
have the courage to address it when it comes. Because it will come, and
it must come. And it will come again and again. If one is willing to
address it it becomes an opportunity to go deeper, a chance to let go
a little more, and open up to time’s healing power, and the love that
comes only in this way.

After passing through the dry place, which is always done in the
company of and with the help of others, then there is often an opening
into the simple joy of living the religious life everyday. Even when the
monastery has great controversies and problems, as any group of people
will have, these no longer have a stickiness that catches us. We can enjoy
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just as we see our own faults, which remain very numerous. But as we
forgive, and are even grateful for our own faults, we forgive and are
grateful for the faults of others. We see others as they are, but despite
this—or because of it—we love them deeply. We are as amazed by our
community members as we are by the sky and trees and the wisdom of
the tradition itself. In fact, we can hardly tell the difference between
these. This is a different kind of love from the love we have known be-
fore, the love we have always understood as what love is. Because this
love doesn’t include very much attachment. We are willing to let people
go. In fact this willingness to let them go is part and parcel of the love
we feel. It doesn’t include jealousy or attachment of any kind. We know
that we will eternally be with these people and that wherever we go we
will see these same people. So we don't need to fear or worry. We are
willing even to see themn grow old or ill, and die, and to care for them
and to bury them and to take joy in doing this. We cover the grave with
some dirt and chant a sutra and walk away full of the joy of knowing
that even in the midst of our sadness nothing has in fact been lost, no
one has gone anywhere. A beautiful life that was beautiful in the begin-
ning and in the middle has become even more beautiful in the end, even
to the point of an ineffable perfection. The brother or sister that we are
burying is exactly Buddha, and how privileged we have been for so long
to have lived with her, and to be able to continue to live with her in
memory and in the tiny acts of our own lives in the monastery. And we
know that we will go that way too, and very soon, and that in doing so
we can benefit others, and give to others what we have been given in
the passing of this brother or sister. This is the seventh stage, the stage
of love.

The eighth and final stage—although I must repeat here that there
are in fact no neat stages, that the stages are simultaneous, spiraling,
both continuous and discontinuous—is the stage of letting go of every-
thing, even of the practice. At this stage there isn’t any practice or teach-
ing or monastery or Dharma brothers or sisters. There’s only life in all its
unexpectancy and color. We can leave the monastery or stay, it doesn’t
matter. We can be with these people or any people or no one. We can
live or die. We clearly want to benefit others, but how could one not
benefit others? We certainly have plenty of problems, a body, a mind, a
world, but we know that these problems are the media of our life as we
live it. There isn't much to say or do. We just go on, seeing what will
happen next.

Perhaps these stages of monastic life are stages for the human heart
in its journey to wholeness, whether we live in a monastery or not, yet
monasteries can help bring them into focus. So monasteries should be
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