














this way—and form is form, and emptiness is emptiness—when emptiness comes,
everything is emptiness. And when form comes, form is form. We accept things
as it is.

So when we come to the understanding of “form is form and emptiness is
emptiness,” there is no problem. This is what Dogen-zenji means by “When the
moon is in the water, the water will not be broken, nor will the moon be wet.”
Moon is moon, and water is water. This is “form is form, emptiness is emptiness.”
But here there is the possibility of the misunderstanding that there is no need
to practice Zen. “If this is true, why do we practice zazen?” You will have this
kind of misunderstanding. But each of the four statements also includes the other
three, so there are four ways of understanding each statement. If it is not so, it is
not true understanding. So all four statements are actually the same. Whether you
say form is form or emptiness is emptiness, or emptiness is form, one statement
is enough for you. This is the true undetstanding of Prajnaparamita [Perfection of
Wisdom].

Dogen-zenji refers to the koan of Zen Master Hotetsu of Mount Myoho
fanning himself. He was a disciple of the famous Hyakujo-zenji and he was a very
good Zen master.

“Hotetsu-zenji of Mount Myoho was fanning himself. A monk approached
and said, “Sir, the nature of wind is permanent, and there is no place it does not
reach. Why then must vou fan yourself?” If the nature of wind is everywhere,
why do you fan vourself? Do you understand? If everyone has Buddha nature and
form is emptiness and emptiness form, then why must you fan yourself?

“Although you understand that the nature of wind is permaneut, you do not
understand the meaning of its reaching everywhere,” the master replied.” Even
though you understand form is emptiness, you do not understand that emptiness
is form, in other words.

“*What is the meaning?’ asked the monk. The master just fanned himself”
He did not answer, just fanned himself. There is a very great difference between
a man who fans himself and one who does not fan himself. One will be very hot,
one will be very cool, even though wind is everywhere. “The master just fanned
himself. The monk bowed with great respect.”

This is an experience of the correct transmission of Buddhism, Dogen-zenji
said, “Those who say we should not use a fan because there is wind know neither
permanency nor the nature of wind. The natnre of wind is permanent. The wind
of Buddhism. actualizes the gold of the earth and ripens the cheese of the Long
River.”

“Ripens the cheese of the Long River”—this is a quotation from the
CGandavyuha Sutra. The water of the Long Ruiver is supposed to be pure milk. But
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a sick person, a corpse and then a religious seeker. Perhaps cliis is the first instance
of the importance of the robe or of the transformative power of the clothing. See-
ing a mendicant wearing a robe, Gautama was inspired to leave his own home life
and become a monk. How did he know that this person was a monk? He knew
because of his serenity and his behavior, and also because of what he was wearing.
I've read it described as a white robe and in another place as yellow, so I'm not
sure what color it was, but it was an ordinary robe at that time in India of some-
one who had left home and was a wandering mendicant.

In the next scene of his story, we see Gautama leaving home on horseback
and wearing his princely clothing. He goes off into the forest and then after
sending back his artendant, he cuts off his hair. Soon he comes across a deer
hunter and asks if he can trade clothes with him. In most stories it simply says he
changes clothes wich this hunter. In one story I read, the hunter is clothed in the
vellow robe of an ascetic which he was wearing in order to trick animals. They
would think that he was a monk and not run away from him and then he could
kill them. So when Gautama trades clothes with him, not only is he getting the
clothes he wants, but he’s doing the hunter a double favor. He is giving him his
own clothes, which are worth a lot of money, and also relieving him of a deceitful
existence of tricking animals in order to kill them. Gautama’ first renunciation
of home life and entry onto his path is to cut off his hair and change his cloth-
ing. Now he has the clothes of a monk and can go off and begin his search which
culminates in his becoming the Awakened One, the Buddha.

This was the earliest form of the robe—simply a garment. In some descrip-
tions, there was a set of three rectangular pieces of cloth, which were wrapped
around the body for modesty and for some protection. Basically everyone wore
the same thing. Eventually there was a request ftom a local ruler, a lav follower
of the Buddha, that his monks have a distinctive type of garment. He wanted to
know who they were so that he could express his respect for them. [ts interesting
that the idea for a speciftcally Buddhist garment came from a layperson. This ques-
tion is something that is still with us, of whether a2 monk should be different from
or the same as everyone else. Should they blend in or should they have a different
appearance, should they be distinguished in some way? So if | shave iny head and
wear different clothes, ['m different from others and feel separaze. But in this story
the separation is what makes it possible to have contact. I don't know how you all
feel about this. I know that this is something that comes up a lot for people who
wear robes. Some Green Gulch priests say, “If I go to Mill Valley dressed like a
monk then I'm separate from everyone. [f ] go to my child’s school with a shaved
head, then the kids will treat my child as someone who’s got weird parents.” So

this kind of question has come up for quite a while. But I found it interesting that

























MILENARIO ARBOL DE CEREZO...
by Cecilia Rodrigo

(Translated by Rita Cummings)
September 2005

Milenario drbol de cerezo del cual florece
Una sola flor in primavera

Anciano,
El aire y los pijaros que antaflo cobijaras
Ahora te circundan.

Permaneces
Sin nada mas que el tierno hrote de tu corazdn.

Tronco,

Donde la [uz se engalana en mariposa
Fragil belleza nacarinda

Sometida al tiempo

Bates inocente tus alas.

Piedra v lluvia,

Recorrida por hormigas

Inméwil en ti

El movimiento es devenir perfecto.

Floreces pensativo

Cubriendo con tus ramas lo que ves,
Se dirfa que suenas con la muerte
Como antes sonaste con el mundo.

Los nifios del pueblo

En rondifielas te cantan,

Como méndalas al viento
Solitaros pajaraos migratorios,

En corrientes mvisibles te siguen.

Corceles las nubes, las nubes,

Los querubines, los Angeles aplauden.
Y tq,

Pronto a ser piedra,

De este planeta azul, partes,

Estas partiendo.

WYHNNA NITIH SNOILeYLSHTI
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