




















It just flies. It just swims. There is no end of the water or sky for the
fish or bird. A fish does not realize it's swimming. A bird does not realize it’s
flying. But where the fish swims, where the bird flies, there is water or sky.

When the use is large, if is used largely. When the use is small, if is
used in a small way. Though it flies everywhere, if the bird leaves the air,
it will die at once.

So when you practice Zen, you practice enlightenment. Enlightenment
and practice are not different. Dogen says, “When the use is large, it is used
largely. When the use is small, it is used in smaill way.” But you cannot
compare which is large, which is small, which is good and which is bad. So
each practice is absolute—each practice is enlightenment itself, as when a
bird flies there is sky. There are not two kinds of water for small and big
fish. Water is the same.

Though it flies everywhere, if the bird leaves the air, it will die at once.

Though a big eagle says, “I am big enough to fly. So I don't want any
more sky.” [Laughs.| If he says so, the eagle may die at once [laughs]. So in
this sense, there is no big eagle, no small sparrow. Sparrow and eagle are the
same. Not different at all. Anyway, they must fly in the air.

Water makes life and air makes life. The bird makes life and the fish
makes life.

Water and fish, sky and bird, you may say [are] different, but actually
they are not different.

Life makes the bird and life makes the fish. There are further analogies
possible to illustrate in this way practice, enlightenment, mortality and
eternity.

There may be various dualistic ideas in our thinking, but practice and
enlightenment, mortality and eternity are the same in their true sense.
Now here is the probiem:

If a bird or a fish tries to reach the end of its element before moving in
it, this bird or this fish will not find its way or its place.

True practice will be established in defilement. Before we attain enlight-
enment—before we are aware of enlightenment, we attain enlightenment.
It is impossible for a bird or a fish to know what is air or water before they
move in it. So enlightenment should be attained before we are aware of it.
[Laughs.] Do you understand? True practice should be established before we
attain enlightenment—before we know what is enlightenment. Do you
understand? If you move in the practice, you cannot know the end of air or
water, As you cannot know what is enlightenment or what is defilement
before you practice it, when you practice it, you know, enlightenment is
there. If you doubt it, you are trying to know what is enlightenment. You


















He said it came up very strongly in him as we were sitting and he hoped it
was okay to read it, because it was about death. His voice resonated with
depth and simplicity as he read this poem to us and to Charlotte:

On the day I die, when I'm being carried
toward the grave, don’t weep. Don’t say,

He’s gone! He's gone. Death has nothing
to do with going away. The sun sets and

the moon sets, but they’re not gone.
Death is a coming together. The tomb

Looks like a prison, but it’s really
release into union. The hurnan seed goes

Down in the ground like a bucket into
the well where Joseph is. It grows and

Cornes up full of some unimagined beauty.
Your mouth closes here and immediately

opens with a shout of joy there.
— Rumi

Another person sang a beautiful mantra that had come up for her very
strongly while we were sitting. She sang it also with clarity and love. It
translates as something like, I bow before my own true self. The melody
was beautifu] and we all sang with her, filling the space around Charlotte
and all of us with gentle, loving sound. We left for the night around 10:30
p.m. Charlotte died in her sleep sometime between 1:30 and 5:00 a,m.

With the loving help of Zen Center and Zen Hospice, we cared for
Charlotte and created a space to be with her after she died. Green Gulch
brought up buckets and buckets and buckets of flowers and herbs to place
on Charlotte and two beautiful flower arrangements for the rooms.
Charlotte loved flowers and I think she especially loved Green Gulch flow-
ers and most especially loved the flowers from the garden that Peter had
planted and cared for outside her windows in their Muir Beach hoine. Peter
cut a long nasturtium vine with bright orange flowers. He put it in a vase
and draped it across the top of Charlotte’s bed. So there was a living flower
growing above Charlotte’s head and somehow still cradling her in life.

We began pultting rose petals, lavender, rose geranium, lemon verbena,
rosemary and sage around and over Charlotte. As people came in to visit ot
say goodbye, they added flowers and herbs to Charlotte, All of the doors
and windows were open and the room was filled with air, love and quiet. In
the midst of grief was also laughter and joy with the memories and stories
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and the arriving morning, I heard an owl call from nearby. Then another
owl answered. The two owls spoke with each other, calling back and forth,
then they gradually flew away, still calling back and forth to each other. It
felt like a greeting from Charlotte, The morning before [ had gone for an
early morning run up through Green Gulch and up into the hills. As 1
began running towards the ocean, [ saw the fog begin to roll in. In front of
the fog was a big fat rainbow. It was not raining, but the rainbow was there.
It felt like another greeting from Charlotte. Another friend said that she felt
a strong wind on Monhegan just as they were gathering there to honor
Charlotte. She felt sure it was Charlotte coming to greet them. And another
friend described seeing a finger of fog coming from the ocean to her house,
and she was sure it was Charlotte beckoning her. So it seems as though
Charlotte has been quite busy. Even in her new place of business she is
actively reaching out to us in different places, in different moments and
still with great mystery and power.

After the morning greeting from the owls, we began to cover Charlotte
with all of the remaining herbs and flowers. Charlotte’s hands were resting
on her chest above the sheet, gently touching each other. Her hands and
head were not covered with flowers and herbs, but everywhere else on the
bed and on her were splendidly and outrageously adorned with flowers.
Wendy Johnson, a longtime friend, came up to sit with Charlotte. She sat
quietly as I and another old friend of Charlotte’s, Jill Harris, covered
Charlotte with the flowers. Wendy toild us that she had a song she wanted
to sing for Charlotte when we were finished. So when all of the flowers and
herbs found their places, the three of us knelt at the foot of Charlotte’s bed.
We held hands and Wendy spoke to Charlotte and then began to sing the
following song. I have spent hours singing it since, feeling it is an ongoing
offering to Charlotte and to me too, a way of somehow staying connected
essence to essence.

You are a Buddha.

And you are in my heart.
You are a part of me.
You are a Buddha.

There was something quite glorious singing this song to Charlotte, see-
ing her royally decked out in flowers and knowing the depth of which she
is a part of me and in my heart. We sang it over and over again. Charlotte’s
cat apparently didn’t think it was quite as glorious as we did, however,
because as we were singing, Smoky began heaving loudly and trying to
vomit behind us. We kept singing and listening to Smoky and laughing.
After a few more verses, Wendy stopped and said, “You know I am a gar-
dener, and in the garden all offerings are received—and Smoky has made
her offering too.” I sat there, considered, and agreed. So I went to get a
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I know that for me, I will be saying goodbye and hello to Charlotte for
the rest of my life, in many unknown and surprising ways, with laughter
and with tears. At the end of the last workshop that Charlotte gave, which
took place in Barra de Navidad, Mexico in January 2003, Charlotte said, “I
don't know if we will see each other again. But if we don’t, I will be very
interested in finding out what happens with each of you from under the
ground.” I believe her.

Hafiz, the great Persian poet said:

One regret, dear world

That I am determined not to have

When I am lying on my deathbed
Is that

I did not kiss you enough.

I appreciate the way that Charlotte kissed this dear world and tried to
help so many others do the sarme. The seeds of practice that she has planted
with so much passion, trust and devotion in her students will continue to
flourish.

About 25 years ago, I met Harry Roberts, an old friend from Zen Center
who was a Yurok-Indian-irained shaman. Harry was a gruff, cut-to-the-chase
kind of guy. Harry said the one and only Yurok law is, “Be true to vourself.”
When we are true to ourselves, we are true to everyone. And one day when
[ was a new Zen student, Harry asked me if I wanted to know what this Zen
stuff was all about. I eagerly Said “Yes!” He said, “The first thing you have
to do—it’s not the most important thing, but it is the first thing—is to stop
all the busyness in your head. You can go sit outside on a log in the woods,
or you can sit on a round black cushion. The next thing you have to do is
find your song. And then you have to sing it.” Charlotte was a master. She
found and sang her song exquisitely.

Charlotte would often declare with great glee and gusto “Every
moment is a moment!” Her life and work were about finding and meeting
the request of each moment. In one class, Charlotte said:

Every moment is a moment.
Every moment has a certain request on us.
The question is how we answer it.

Living this question is the legacy she leaves to all of us.

For more information about Sensory Awareness, contact the Sensory Awareness
Foundation (sensoryawareness.org) oI Lee Lesser (leelessl@aol.com).
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possible encounters—not in terms of specifics, but in a general way of what
people expect and need or don't need from a chaplain. At the beginning of
the last unit of CPE, I didn’t have so much the sense that I knew what I was
doing as I knew where [ was. I made a vow to myself at the beginning of
the Jast unit to take more risks on the emotional level. That effort moved to
a more implicit level and [ was willing to go with my intuition even when
it seemed on the surface to move away from the feeling level. I found this
extraordinarily rewarding as I met people who told me stories about them-
selves that indicated their trust and friendship.

One person [ met was a woman in her 90s who started out telling me
she would rather die, but then told me about her twelve years studying to
be an actress when she was a young woman. I could have talked and visited
with her all day. I met a woman in her 60s whose partnier of many years
had died a few years before of cancer. During one of our visits, she told me
how much she appreciated my nonjudgmental presence and attitude.

This has probably been the most ethnically and culturally diverse year
of my life since high school. I have enjoyed that, partly from the perspec-
tive of learning to negotiate my appearance as that of a white, middle class,
middle-aged American woman while at the same time trying to hold the
openness of common humanity in meeting people from a wide variety of
backgrounds and of every age. This level of my experience extended
through my relationships to staff, patients and families.

One teaching from Suzuki Roshi that is often quoted and that support-
ed me through the mysterious unpredictability of being a chaplain is his
comment: “In the beginner’s mind there are many possibilities; in the
expert’s mind there are few.” Keeping a beginner’s openness of mind
allowed for tlexibility and creativity in my responses to circumstances. That
included a willingness to take risks and to trust imperfection. In the
Buddhist tradition, teachers and spiritual leaders are those who emphasize
and support groundedness and fearlessness over technique. Techniques and
guidelines are essential, but in my experience true availability and service
arose out of confidence and compassion working together through my own
necessarily limited being. The kind of risk I trusted arose not out of a wish
to prove something, but out of a wish to learn something. 1 was always
“scared” but | came to see that as a valuable quality, an indication that I
was willing not to make assumptions about what [ knew, bul prepared
instead to risk meeting whatever arose in my daily experience,

Overall, | would say about my CPE experience, I got what I came for.
That is, [ came to learn, to be challenged and with a willingness to be
changed by my experience. My learning came through daily exchanges
with patients, staff and the other chaplains and through the retlection
afforded through our written and group work. The weekly seminars were
also very helpful, covering a variety of topics from talking about death and
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The Monday Night Recovery Group

Kai Ji Rin Sho

F OR MORE THAN THREE YEARS NOW a group of us, ranging anywhere
from 25 to 60 people, has met in the City Center Buddha Hall on Monday
evenings for meditation and discussion. What we share, aside from an
interest in meditation and (in most cases) Buddhism, is our recovery. We
are alcoholics, addicts, people with eating disorders, co-dependents. And we
have been given the priceless gift of having our suffering become so over-
whelming and so destructive that we have been driven to seek out radical
solutions.

The evening begins with a short introduction to meditation, followed
by twenty minutes of silent sitting. For many it is the first experience of
meditation, or of meditation with a group, so twenty minutes is just about
enough. After that, we intreduce ourselves, some just with their names, and
some as in a 12-step meeting: “My name is Bill, or Sue or Mary or Jack and
1 am an alccholic, or an addict or . . .” And we offer each other our mutual
pledge of anonymity and confidentiality, so that each person may feel safe
to speak.

At this point, I offer a short teaching, usually employing readings both
from the Buddhist tradition and from recovery literature. Sometimes the
theme will be from the point of view of recovery (the 12 Steps, for exam-
ple) with supporting material from the dharma. Other times, we start with
Buddhism (the Four Noble Truths, the precepts) and examine how it may
be mirrored in our recovery work. Then follows an open-floor discussion
and a final five-minute meditation, dedication of merit and good night.
The evening goes from 7:30 till 3:00.

A long-time practitioner at Zen Center, a priest, and a recovering alco-
holic, T began this group basically to have someone to talk with about the
two aspects of my spiritual life. Originally, a few friends met for talk and
dessert once a month. Then I offered an eight-week class on Buddhism and
recovery, which helped me to compile the material. And then, | got the
idea of a drop-in group. The first night we met, I remember thinking, “I
hope at least a few pecople show up.” As [ recall, that first night we had over
twenty people. In the following years, the group has expanded and con-
tracted, finally settling into a gathering of about 40 people.

I was somewhat surprised at our success at first and reckoned it a fluke,
But the consistency of the numbers convinces me that we are onto some-
thing here. Basically, I believe that a deep hunger for spirituality underlies
the disease of addiction. (In a letter to Bill Wilson, co-founder of Alcoholics
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Become Who You Are

Abbess Jiko Linda Cutts

It is a beautiful day out, wouldn’t you agree? It’s the day after the sum-
mer solstice, that day of the year, in this hemisphere, where the sun stops
in its southward direction, where the “sol,” sun, “-stice” or stops;
“armistice” is the stopping of bearing arms. The day with the most light
was the 21st, and now it is going to start getting darker and darker, day by
day. So the solstice holds everything; it has the dark and the light right
there. It’s the full light, as light as it’s going to get, and the dark is right
there too, and that’s the way it always is with everything.

Right while T was getting my robes on for the lecture the phone rang. It
was my daughter Sarah calling from the East Coast. She was about to partic-
ipate in a ceremony for the Fellowship of Reconciliation, a ceremony to
send off a team of three people, she being one of them, who will be going
to Columbia, South America to live in a very small village, a peace village.
(The only way to get there is an hour-and-a-half walk, or by mule.) This is a
community that has declared iiself neutral in the contlict that is going on
in Columbia, and has been going on for almost 50 years. The people in the
village want to live in peace, and so are not helping any of the armed par-
ticipants, neither the guerillas, nor the paramilitary, nor the army, And con-
sequently all three of those groups feel that the peace community is suspect
and have targeted it. So this village has asked for help, and the Fellowship
of Reconciliation is sending some people down to accompany the members
of the community. My daughter will be there for a year. This ceremony is to
help inaugurate the continuing of this project. It is an ecumenical service
and she was offering the meditation on loving-kindness, which is a kind of
Zen adaptation of the Metta Sutta, or the Loving-kindness Sutra. She was
asking me what is this about exactly, how is it used? And so, as I was get-
ting my robes on, the bell was ringing and my husband was holding the
phone next to my ear and I'm saying to her, “Well, you know, there is wis-
dom and compassion, and then in the activity you express that, through
your activity, and that’s loving-kindness . . . ” and meanwhile I'm tucking
and tying. Anyway, | think that’s a good question: What is loving-kindness?
What is nonviolence? What is compassion? What is an armistice?

Three of the bodhisattvas that are menticned quite frequently are
Avalokiteshvara Bodhisattva, the great enlightenment being of infinite
compassion; Manjushri, the bodhisattva of wisdom, who sits in the zendo;
and then there is a third, Samantabhadra Bodhisattva, the enlightenment
being of great activity, or enlightened action, or action not based on greed,
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with five miles to go
of open ocean
the eyes pierce the horizon

the kayak pulls round
like a pony held by unseen reins
shying out of the ocean

and the spark behind fear
recognized as life
leaps into flame

always this energy smolders inside
when it remains unlit
the body fills with dense smoke.

When we are not truly living our life, it is not that there is no spark of
vitality and flame. It is not that there is no life, but that it is not getting
oxygen. It is covered and not being given the oxygen it needs. What is cov-
ering it are often our fears. “Covering” in Sanskrit is avarana, our karma
avarand, the covering of karmic activity based on ignorance: actions based
on clinging to self, self-concern. This is karmic activity, karma avarana, the
covering of karma. What fuels that kind of activity? The afflictions or the
klesa avarana, the next covering.

The actions have afflictive emotions that are present and are condition-
ing them. Those klesa avarana, the afflictive emotions are things like greed,
hate, and delusion, pride, jealousy, resentment, doubt, covetousness, aggres-
sion, all that fuel. Lots of energy and fire. Then, even beneath klesa avarana
are the predispositions, the jneya avarana, or the thought coverings, that are
often unconscious, that we cannot even point out. To uncover these we
need compassion, the practices of compassion. So part of working with
karma avarana, klesa avarana, and jneya avarana are precepts, wisdom and
concentration or sila, prajna, and samadhi. Precepts, or ethical practice,
meet karmic life completely. The precepts point to the ways that our karmic
life creates suffering. Putting the practice of the precepts central in our
heart, the practice of not killing, not harboring ill will, not being posses-
sive, not lying, not slandering, and so forth, is a very, very conscious way to
take up our smoldering life, a body filled with dense smoke, and fan this
flame that is always there into a steady, burning light.

When things get hot, when we get too close to the fire, please remem-
ber to ask for help. Bring this fiery, burned, suffering self, bring it forth to
your good friends and teachers and ask for help. You will be helped. In fact
you are being helped and supported to practice with your life, to become
who you are. [Whispered] Become who you are.

Thank you very much.
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