






























































McCarty, and me as the assistant head cook. We sat zazen in what is now the
library and Sheila and I shared what is now the student lounge. We had our own
bathroom. There were many Fuchsia bushes all over and the humming birds were
thick. The banana slugs were also thick and slick and they would climb up the
glass doors of the smaller original dining room every night.

From the very first, Suniday was a time for people to come out to Green
Gulch. Mr. Banducci grew irises in some of the fields and there were many cows
still grazing the hillsides. I rernember the feeling of Zen Center having this place
das a dream come true. It was unbelievable that this beautifil country property
was going to become a practice place. Strangely enough, that very winter of '71,

I had driven to Davis with Deborah Madison on Highway 1 and as we drove past
Green Gulch she said, “This is the most beautiful place I have ever seen, T would
love to live here.” Her dream came true.

In the next few weeks rmore people came to live there including one family
with a baby. I loved cooking with Issan. For the breakfast cereal in the morning
he would always throw in a cube of bufifer because he thought the “kids” would
like that. Everyone was a kid to him since he was much older than most of us.
Zentatsu Baker came for visits and brought his friends to see the place. I remem-
ber him showing Ramn Dass around one afternoon, both of them without shirts,
wearirng Buddhist beads around their necks.

Alan Chadwick came later in the surmmer and many other people came to
work with him as apprentices. We had a wonderful couple who only ate what
they could graze in the fields and at mealtime would “juice” fruit at the table
leaving tall piles of rind and pulp by their plates. Alan also brought a glorious
peacock and peahen couple that roamed freely about the grounds expressing them-
selves with wails and fails.

Alan Chadwick was like a force of nature. I was quite nervous to be around
him because of his intensity and temper. Even then we had a schedule of commu-
nity work in which the kitchen crew went fo work one day a week in the garden.
Luckily, when I went, he approved of the way I had sowed a bed and attributed
my skill te working in the kitchen where we were used to sprinkling things.
Whew! So much of what he said sounded like poelry to mme: sharp sand, leaf
mold, turf loam. -

At the end of the summer I packed my backpack and headed off to Tassajara,
returning to Green Gulch twenty-one years later.
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Two hundred years ago the Green Gulch valley was covered by wil-
lows, alders, oak and, in the deeper canyons, redwood. Its original inhabi-
tants included the Miwok people, a hunting and gathering culture that
lived lightly on the land and shore. Their obsidian blades and arrowheads
still turn up as the fields are cultivated each season. In 1838, William
Richardson received a Mexican land grant of twenty thousand acres and
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an underground dam in the 3rd field, filling in the lower wetlands and
damming it with a levee to prevent salt water from coming back into the
fields.

The cabin on the eastern hill overlooking Green Gulch, which we call
Hope Cottage, is really “Hope's Cottage,” and was built by one of Hope’s
sons, Turo Richardson, as an engineering project. The elder Wheelwrights
used it as a periodic retreat from the hard work on the ranch. If an emer-
gency required their presence down below, one of the children would ring
the railroad bell to summon them back down.

Lou Hartman is the husband of co-Abbess Blanche Hartman and is
head chiden at the City Center. These are some of his recollections:

My memories of the early days of Green Guich cluster around the zendo.

The first time I saw Mr. Wheelwright's old barn, there were still a few bales of
hay where the altar now stands. But even then I had a sense that the space which
surrounded me wonld support my zazen in different ways than the zendos at
Tassajara or Page Street. This expectation was realized when the first winter
storms made the identity of inside and outside a palpable experience. Sometimes
mare than wind came in through the cracks. Torrential winter rains were common
in the early days. One morming—before the tea house was built—the parking lot
culvert jammed, and when I stepped off the tan to do kinhin, [ was in mud up to
my ankles.

Cows came in too. Boyd Stewart used to run cattle up on the hills and once,
during a sesshin, someone left a gate open, and when I went into the gaitan [now
Cloud Hull] it was full of Black Angus cows. Opening and closing a black umbrel-
la herded them out again but not without a few mementos of their visit. The gai-
tan was alse a place for storage of tools and work boots and the general clutter
associated with a farm. The floor was full of knot holes and when Harry Roberts,
our live-in agronomist, began gefting his crutches stuck, I nailed the ends of toma-
to juice cans over the holes.

Everybody used to work in the fields in those days. After zazen I'd serve hot
rolls and cocoa to get people through the work before breakfast, The first vear or
50, before the cabbage butterflies found us, we raised cabbages so big they couldn’t
be sold from the cart down at Tam Junction. So Vanja Palmers showed us how to
make sauerkraut.

When the dining room in the main house was enlarged, the plan was to
return the kitchen to its original location—what is now the small dining room.
The idea was that in the interim we'd cook in the kitchen of the abbot’s house.

I said it would be a lot easier to run a gas line out to where the stove was in the
car port, “There’s a sink out there already and we’ll camp out for the summer.”
We were still there when the rains came and since the drain for the back area was
right under the kitchen table, the cooks had to work in knee boots. Bit by bil,
walls were built, but no matter how often the tenzo asked for a floor there was
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always something mare important to do. Until one day Charlotte Selver came in,
fell down and sprained her ankle. Within hours, Ken Sawyer and the carpenter
crew were hard at work. (Charlotte and Charles lived in the bunkhouse then and
some momings they made themselves bacon for breakfast and the aroma blended
with the smell of incense.)

When the densho bell arrived there was no master plan to say where it
should be hung, so it was left suspended in its crate up by the shops. During
stormy weather it wasn't always possible for the shoten to hear the han for the
robe chant. One day there was a long wait. Then we heard the fukudo, Jerry
Fuller, run through the gaitan and yell, “Hit it!”

The old barn for me maintained an organic connection between meditation
and the fields. The fields blended into the ocean and the sound of the waves and
the smell of the rain surrounded my zabuton with a space that was not bounded
by the zendo walls. My last memory of that zendo was sitting affernoon zazen
with only one other person—David Lueck, I think—and listening to the altar
lamps tinkle in the aftershocks of the Loma Pricta earthquake, which, without
actually demolishing the zendo, set in motion other forces that led to its transfor-
mation and dissolved a space that once contained all the barus in which I used to
take refige during my youthful wanderings through New England.

%a

After developing cancer, Hope passed away in the late '60s, and
Mr. Wheelwright decided he wanted to give away the land on which as a
couple they shared so much special time. A number of non-profit and help-
ing organizations were considered over the succeeding vears but nothing
quite worked out until, through the effert and support of Huey Johnson
and the Nature Conservancy, Tom Silk, Dick Saunders and Richard Baker,
115 acres of the Green Gulch Ranch were sold to Zen Center for a small
sum and with conditions. The two main requirements we have to honor in
perpetuity are to maintain a working farm—this is part of Mr. Wheelwright
and Hope's request—and in the spirit of the surrounding Golden Gate
National Recreation Authority property, to allow public access to trails that
pass through Green Gulch. Zen Center had at this time already proved itself
with Tassajara as an able steward of an inholding surrounded by wilderness.
This was a major reason why we were allowed to have another inholding in
the midst of public parkland.

After selling Green Gulch, Mr. Wheelwright was still an active presence
on the land. He came over almost every day just to be here and also to give
advice, which most ot the time was truly needed and appreciated by the
young urban farmers and land managers. Even at age 70 he was an active
person, taking up skiing and rowing daily from Belvedere to Angel Island.
He got along well with both Baker Roshi and Harry Roberts. He became a
regular fixture at the weekly Sunday public lectures in the old barm, having
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the time—molding the natural world to do our bidding. Nowadays we have
a somewhat different view of our fragile ecology and are reexamining some
of these projects. Working closely with the Park Service we've been studying
the ecology of our watershed and asking ourselves questions about how the
land might look and behave if left to itself. We're increasingly concerned
with native species of plantings. We're considering the riparian habitat
around Green Gulch creek and what it would be like to let the lower part of
the stream flow down through the last fields freed from the concrete chan-
nel that now holds it. This ties in with the Park Service plan to restore the
lower fields to their original wetlands state.

People come to Green Gulch for many reasons and we encourage them
however we can to do so. Just to be in this valley, so ¢lose and accessible to
the urban area and yet so far from it, in its connection to the natural world
and the practice of slowing down, is an opportunity we're always trying to
provide. Qur Guest Program has been developing since the early '80s. We
host a busy schedule of conferences, large and small, single- or mutti-day,
throughout the year. People can also come here individually to stay
overnight or for a period of time in the Guest House or Wheelwright
Center rooms. They're free to participate in the community’s zendo sched-
ule and to join us for our daily vegetarian meals. We also have a Guest
Practice Retreatant program where people stay overnight as guests for a
reduced rate and join us for a portion of the day in our work practice as
well as in the zendo. There are no TV's, radios or phones in their rooms, no
swimming pool or even hot tubs, but we can provide an abundance of {resh
air, fresh vegetables and bread and a finely structured opportunity to wake
up before the sun to enter the day in a quiet, respectful way. The Guest
Program has matured to the point that it's now the major source of revenue
for Green Guich.

Our practice life has developed since 1981 to include two formal,
monastic-style practice periods every year. They're two months long each,
with regular lectures, interviews, classes and study time as well as a full
meditation schedule and daily work. Between fifteen and thirty people are
usually participating, some coming {tom outside, taking a leave from their
workaday lives, some coming from within the Zen Center community, pass-
ing through the formal paths and gates of residence. During the rainy sea-
son the entire community, even though we're still caring for the land and
hosting guests, turns its attention toward supporting the activities of the
practice period.

For the past seven years we've been setting aside the month of January
for a period of residential practice. This is normally a slow time for guests
and conferences and we actually close Green Gulch to the public (except
for our usual Sunday program) so the whole community can come together
in following the same intensive monastic schedule. There’s also room for
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Kobun Chino Otogawa 1938-2002

Zenkei Blanche Hartrman

KOBUN CHINO OTOGAWA came to America to help Suzuki-roshi establish
monastic forms at Zenshinji (Zen Mountain Center at Tassajara), the first
Zen monastery outside of Asia. Suzuki-roshi asked for him by name. He was
then responsible for training the monks in the monks training hall (sodo)
at Eiheiji Monastery in Japan. Roshi sent some of his students there to
train, and they must have mentioned to him how compassionate Kobun
was. One story | heard was that when he was asked to take the position of
training the monks in the Eiheiji sodo, he said, “I will do it if I can do it
without the kyosaku; I can train them without the kyosaku.” A kyosaku is a
large flat stick used to encourage monks who are sleepy or daydreaming by
hitting them on the muscle between the neck and shoulder. Although
Suzuki-roshi called the kyosaku “Manjushri’s compassionate sword, cutting
through delusion,” Kobun must have felt that it was being used too roughly
or capriciously at that time.

Kobun made the trip by ship, bringing with him a huge drum, bell,
and mokugyo which were the gift of Eihetjl to the new monastery (these
instruments all burmed in the zendo fire of 1978, including the bell which
melted imto a puddle of bronze). He was very young, 27 or 28, and shy, but
he taught us most of the zendo forms we use today—oryoki, how to sound
the han, the drum, the bells and so forth.

Later Kobun assumed the leadership of the Haiku Zendo in Los Altos,
the group which had formed around Suzuki-roshi. This group grew to
become Kannon Do in Mountain View and Jikoji near Los Gatos. He also
developed sanghas in Santa Cruz, Taos, and in Austria, and taught at
Naropa and Rocky Mountain Dharma Center.

While he was a university student, Kobun sat a sesshin with Sawaki
Kodo-roshi, who was a strong advocate of revitalization of zazen as the cen-
tral practice of Soto zen. Kobun appreciated Sawaki-roshi so much that he
returned to Kyoto for graduate school so he could sit and study with him at
Antaiji temple there. Since Suzuki-roshi had a high regard for Sawaki Kodo-
roshi, this connection may also explain why he asked for Kobun to help
him here.

Over the years, after Suzuki-roshi’s death, Kobun was a great help to
Zen Center. He taught us how to do all the ceremonies as the occasions
arose: ordinations, jukai, funerals, segaki, etc. He did the calligraphy on all
the early rakusus and on the stupas marking the ashes burial sites.

Our sewing teacher, Kasai Joshin-san, was a disciple of Sawaki Kodo-
roshi, and tenzo at Antaiji. Kobun and I became close because of this con-
nection. He sent his students to sew with me, and I went to Jikoji to teach
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Philip Whalen’s
Cremation and Funeral Ceremonies

Zentatsu Myoyu Richard Baker

The Cremation Ceremony:

This is not a ceremony I ever thought I would perform. Of course, | knew

I might, but I have always been so telated to Philip’s life and poetry and
Mind, his wit, and his Bizarre Wisdom Vision and Big Heart, that the truth
of this someday-ceremony was not my truth with Phil, with Zenshin Ryufu
(Zen-Heart Dragon-Wind). But here we are commending his body to fire, to
the elements, to the wind and to the world he loved so much, to the world
he gave everything of himself to, through his poetry, his beautiful, inven-
tive, unprecedented, poetry; his serious, deep Zen practice; his loving prac-
tice with others, and simply Phil’s brilliance and goofing around conversa-
tions that continued up until the last. Only his body can be commended to
this fire, all else we commend to ourselves and to all those touched by him.
One of the last things he asked for was Socrates’ Milkshake. This wish he
gave himself, he stopped eating, he stopped willing his life against his doc-
tor’s orders. And he asked “to be laid out, cremated, on a bed of frozen
raspberries.” And we have raspberries here to give him one of his foolish
last wishes.

He wrote at Tassajara:
Purple flags for the luxurious color
Extravagant form; and then ! calmly
Empty dead tea leaves into the toilet
[ hate the world I hate myself the dragon wind
1 allow everything to happen.
[ want luxury, extravagance, to use
To give to you,
A wild naked leap in moonlight surf
Wildflower meadow, swim in alpine lake
Stand under waterfall.

He also wrote at Tassajara:
The ‘shooting-star’ flowers that Mama used to call ‘bird-bills’
Blocm around the Hogback graveyard
Suzuki Roshi’s great seamless monument
Wild cyclamen, actually, as in the Palatine Anthology
I go home to mend my rakusu with goiden thread.
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Hoko-ji, Taos, NM. Contact: 505-776-9733.

Minnesota Zen Meditation Center, 3343 E. Calhoun Pkwy, Minneapolis, MN
55408. Contact: 612-822-5313.

Nebraska Zen Center, 3625 Lafayette Ave, Omaha, NE 68131-1363.
Nenin Chowaney, abbot. Contact: 402-551-9035. E-mail nzc@aol.com.
Website: www.geocities.comn/Tokyo/temple/7228

One Pine Hall Zazen Group, Seattle, WA. Zazen, kinhin and service. Monday
through Friday 6:30-7:30 a.m. Contact Robby Ryuzen Pellett,
206-720-1953. Need to bring own cushions.

WEEKLY MEDITATION GROUPS

WITHIN CALIFORNIA

Belinas Sitting Group, St. Aidan’s Episcopal Church, 30 Brighton Ave, Bolinas.
One Saturday a month (usually the second one) 9 a.m.—5 p.m. Contact
Taigen Leighton, 510-649-0663 or Liz Tuomi, 415-868-1931.

Crystal Springs Sangha, Mercy Center, 2300 Adeline Dr., Burlingame.
Thursdays 7:30-9 p.m. Contact Darlene Cohen, 415-661-9882.

Empty Nest Zendo, 54333 Two Hills Rd, North Fork 93643. Wednesday

5:45 p.m. class, sitting and Sunday 8:45 a.m. One half-day sitting per
month. Contact Grace or Peter Shireson, 559-877-2400.
grace@emptynestzendo.org

Everyday Zen Foundation, www.everydayzen.org. Zoketsu Norman Fischer,
teacher. Contact: Elizabeth Sawyer 707-874-1133 or esawyer@er1.net,
3533 Hillcrest Ave., Sebastopol CA 95472.

For dharma seminars contact James Flaherty at H: 415-431-1844 or

W: 415-221-4618 or james@newventureswest.com, 711 Duboce Ave., San
Francisco 94117.

To register for the monthly all-day sitting contact Elizabeth Sawyer.

Fresno River Zen Group, Unitarian Church, 4144 Millbrook, Fresno.
Tuesdays 6:30-8:30 p.m. Contact Grace Shireson, 559-877-2400 or
grace@emptynestzendo.org

Monterey Bay Zen Center, meets at Cherry Foundation, 4th and Guadalupe,
Carmel. Tuesdays 6:30 p.m. Mailing address P.O. Box 3173, Monterey, CA
93924. Katherine Thanas, founding teacher. Contact: 831-647-6330.
wildini@aol.com

Mountain Source Sangha, Wednesdays 7-8:30 a.m. at St. Paul’s Episcopal
Church, 1123 Court St., San Rafael; Wednesdays 7:30-9 p.m. at St, James
Episcopal Church, 4620 California St., San Francisco. Monthly one-day
sittings, sesshins, and classes. Taigen Dan Leighton, teacher, Contact:
510-649-0663 or cleclucky@aol.com. Website: wwww.mtsource.org.

North Peninsula Zen Group, St. Andrew’s Episcopal Church,

1600 Santa Lucia Ave, San Bruno. Meets Thursday evenings 7:30-9 p.m.
Contact Darlene Cohen, 415-552-5695.
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