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Cloud-Hidden Friends
753 L4 Avenue

A " Sen Francisco, CA 94121

 The "Cloud-Hidden Friends' are & small non-sectarian religious correspondence group.
We meet mostly by sharing our thoughts on the Dharma together in our "Letter'.

Rather than giving some definition to the word "Dharma', we would rather emphasize
the freedom of the individual to come to his own understsnding about such. As a group
we would aim more at a dialogue, and would emphasize the spirit and practice of the
Dharma rather than some doctrimaire or sectarian formula.

In that spirit we look to Daisetz Teitaro Suzuki and Alan Watts as our "honorary
founders". Although they are usually associated with Buddhism, ard Zen in particular,
— their spirit wes elso a free and universal one, including Christianity, Hinduism,

: and Taoiem etcetera. Their Dharma then seems to somehow belong equally to us all.

In & more universal spirit then we are a zen group. However we might also turn
to someone like Thomas Merton to exemplify the kind of openness and dialogue we
have in mind. In his later years, he commented that he could see no contradiction’
between Christianity and Buddhism, and that he had determined * to.beveme as good
a Buddhist as I can ".

Since our psges are your letters, we ask as our "subscription fee" that you write
us a letter now and then in the "spirit of the Dharma'. Poems, songs, tales, drawings
and sueh are all more than welcome. We will try to publish everything we receive, but
this might not always be possible., Letters should ke of a reascnable length, and if
You so request, we will type them up for you. It is presumed we will forgive each
other a few typing errors etcetera, since pirfectionism could eesily paralyze us.

It is hoped that our letters will somehow help us open our hearts to each other,
and deepen cur sense of the Dharma, Hopefully im this way too more than a few deep
friendships might develop.

Tt is our intention to be as democratic in epirit as is vossible. It does seem
that we do at least need a "Clerk' of some sort to .do the. photocopying, co-
ordinating, and mailing etcetera. This role might be thought of &as similar to that
of the "Clerk" in Quakerism, and it seems a good model for us to follow. Your com-
ments on these matters would be appreciated,

Our phrase '"Cloud-Hidden'" is taken from the title of a book by Alan Watts., He
in turn borrowed it from a ninth century poem by Chia Tao. Lin Yutang translates
it as follows:

SEARCHING FOR THE HERMIT IN VAIN

I asked the boy beneath the pines,
He said,"The master's gone alone
Herb-picking somewhere on the mount,
Cloud~hidden, whereabouts unknown.! :
A.C.D., Clerk
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! D LETTERS RECEIVED

Joel Weishaus
1115 Copper N.E.
Albuquerque, N.M.
87106

8 Dec 82

Dear Cloud-hidden friends:

We live in an exciting time, excellent time to reslize the
eassence of things. This because of the immense scientific
changes we experience almost daily, changes that affect our
view of the world even before we can integrate yesterday's
revelation., So we stand back and breath slowly and deeply,

and finally laugh, even as the best scientists laugh, finally,

When I was older than I am now, I got it =211 mixed up. I had
given up on life, not the force of life, but the fact of 1life,
I wanted only to find the Truth. I wanted to be g Zen hermit,
or a furabo {fu=wind, ra="a piece of tattered cloth", bo=monk).
I wanted only to sit in zen, and make poems. Of course I wasn't
sitting correctly, as I was running from my self, You ¢an't

8it and run at the same time.

This was all made easier, ironically, by the time., The Haight-
Ashbury was thriving, the "Love-in," the "Be~in," all the
would-be personalities donned spiritual garb and gab, and

their attendants danced around them with starry eyes and muddy
fee‘t.

In this rare atmosphere I followed The Way, or thought I did,
sitting in cold groves, monasteries--here and in Japan--, warm
zen centers and friends' apartments..,finally finding my dream
isolated cabin in the mountains of Lake County, Csl., spending
a year there.

It was in that cabin, alone, no where to roam, that I admitted
I had been running, not sitting, And that it's easy to be a
saint, much more difficult to be a man, to accept a 1life that
does end to accept paradox and pain, to accept ego hurt,
to ccept ny self,

I left my cabin, and now, eight years later, it's only a fond
memory. I think of how wonderous, magical that time--the '6&0s
and early '708~-were. I think it was an honor to have walked

- the streets of San Francisco then, when long hair meant “friend,"

and we were changing the world's culture, if only a little.
But, as my friend Marian Mountain wrote, "There is nothing
deader than yesterday's enlightenment," Anyway, it is an honor,
too, to be living today..

Now, I've lost most of my hair, and I live twelve hundred miles
inland, this beautiful New Mexico,. I live, I work, I dream, I
love, gettlng high on my everyday mlnd.

One's death is the rarest of gems; one's 1ife, hOWever, is the
getting..

Love & Gassho,




LETTERS RECEIVED
03,

" Tom Thompson

5 Thunderbird Dr.

Naugatuck, Ct. 06770
Dear Friends:

I have an half an hour to write this letter before I mail it on my way to work.
The first thing to say is I really am enjoying the first issue of Cloud-Hidden
Friends Letter. A great idea! A letter from old friends. And it is interesting to
see that Robert Breckenridge is from Calistoga, as I used to live up on the mountain
there about ten years ago. In a little hut. Use to open the door, sit om my porch,
do meditation and watch the animals. It was partially there on Mt. St. Helena that
I learned that animals really like the energy meditation gives off and that they
have no fear of people that meditate. I think of Hanshap meditating with tigers,
yogis with cobras, me with deer, racoons, and chipmunks.

Speaking of yogis, the way that I follow is Siddha Yoga. Flease be clear that
Siddha yoga is not necessarily Hinduism, or especially the Siddha Yoga Dham of Amer-
ica Foundation. For me, it is the fun process of spiritual evolution and realizatiom
that includes anything thet works. including Zen/Zen Buddhism, especially in the
non-tradition that Cloud-Hidden Friends represents. In my relationship with my Guru,
now moved on, he enabled me to realize in reality. so.. much of what was once
theory and speculation. Baba Muktananda was my Zen Master in the truest sense
in that he had the same Mind as Bodhidharma. VWhy did Baba come to the West?  Ho!

What else? I was born in 1949. I work part~time as a Psychiatric Technician.

I teach Yoga and Meditation at the Woocdbury Yoga Center which pretty freely follows
the . teaching of Baba Muktananda, Dhyan Yogi Madhusudandas, but remains free of their
organizations. We were once called an ocutlaw Baba center. It was taken as a compli-
ment, Our aim is to liberate ourselves and others, not perpetuate belief systems or
organizations.

I am also first and foremost a single parent of a five year old daughter, Her .
Hei” neme is'Kelly and she is a radiant being. Hér mother is still around at timeés,
but she.is married to somecne else now. Kelly is with me.

Well, my half hour is up. you can figure how many words I type a minute now. Not
a hell of a lot. I think I'll wait and mail this tomorrow.

TOMORROW- On the way to work, I was thinking how Baba Muktananda once told me
that the true name for all the various religions and sects in India is not Hinduism,
but Santana Dharma, or Eternal Truth. Baba says that Santana Dharma includes every-
one and everything because it is the Truth of Ultimate Reality or God. In it there
is no maya as all things are truly Satchitananda or BlissConsciousneseBeing. Baba
quoted the Upanishads or Vedas- "Truth is One; The paths to it many.'" When I
spoke to Baba about my conflict with Zen and Siddha Yoga, he said thet basically
there was no difference esoterically, only exoterically because of the differeat
cultures they are now practiced in. Both aim at true attainment of the Self. I
practiced with Baba because he showed me that Self. o
Working in Psychiatry is very interesting. Way back when I was in college in

Indiana, I was going to medical school to become a psychiatrist because I had the
‘impression that a psychiatrist knew all about the Mind, and the meaning of life.
Fortunately I very quickly found out this wasn't so and went on to find some
people who did understand the human predicament (among these Suzuki Roshi~ I have
many good stories to tell of hitch~hiking Indiana to San francisco, getting busted
by Highway Patreol for MNo Thing, etc.etc. etc., doing Zazen in holding tank- but
now is not the time to tell them).

" Now I work im a small In-Patient unit of a small general hospital. We have a
pretty open~ minded staff for a psych unit but one thing that does really bother
me is a good percentage of our patients are not truly mentally/emotionally ill
and do not need psychiatric help. It is true they are depressed and upset, but
no more so than you or I have been when we began searching for meaning in our
crazy lives. Their depression is healthy and spiritual, the neurosis of great
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saints, but we do not support it, we medicate them, run them through group therapy,

/D jtell them not to think about -such things, shrink their heads down to size and

return them to family, friends and work as moronic as all others.

Every ornce in a while someone escapes all of this. I have sent a few people
to meditstion centers or zendos with good results. It is hard to do, as many of
our clients have pretty rigid religious upbringing (as does our staff) and thus
are frightened of questioning the belief systems they were raised in. It’was
frightening to me when a patient told me that the only way she could escape the
guilt of her religious conditioning was through suicide. What this young lady
needed wasn't a psychiatrist but a good deprogrammer. She had been a member of a
cult, a socially acceptable cult, her entire life and couldn't break free, be-
cause her conditioning was belng subtly reinfarced by everyone- including the
psychiatrist! Psychiatry doesn't make you free, but rather a good cog in the wheel.
At least that is how it works around here. Her priest was called in and instead :
of helping her transcend the dogma of her religion, he told her that suicide was
one af the worst of all sins and that she would definitely go to Hell if she did
it. Now she is drinking herself to death but that is acceptable with in her
tradition. Its funny, but there is still hope for her. She may eventually turn to
Af, which can really help her get free. AA is a true HOBO religion. It is pretty
funky, but ultimately their message is that it's-all up to your s/Self. Attain
that s/5é1f and there will be no need to drink. It works for millions! And many
alchoholics are Dharma Bums who took to drink instead of zazen. I know quite a few
who do both, William James said in the Varieties of Religious Experience -

"The sway of alchohol over mankind is unquestionably due to its power to stimu-~
late the mystical faculties of human nature, usually crushed to earth by the cold
facts and dry criticisms of the sober hour. OSobriety diminishes, discriminates,
and says Noj drunken-ness expands, unites and says Yes. It is in fact the great
exciter of the Yes function in man. It brings its votary from the chill periphery of
things to the radiant core. It makes him for the moment one with truth... the
drunken consciousness is-one bit of the mystic comsé¢iousness.”

The next time we see a drunk (or are drunk ourselves!) we will remember that all
we are experiencing is a frustrated Buddha-Bo who hasn't discovered zazen,-or AA,
HéHe. , :

Well, I'm being called to meditation and besides I've rambled on encugh.  Flow
of Consciocusness/Play of Consciosness. I wish the Cloud-Hidden Friends Letter much
success, It is very good to be in touch with so many fellow travellers on the Way.
We are all HoBoes in this life. The Great Way is not difficult.

With Love-

Tom
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LETTERS RECEIVED

Marian Mountain /’ﬁj’f
Coastl ands
Big Sur, CA4 93920

Dear HoBo Friends,

Radio and TV advertisements seldom move me to =action,
but now and then I find myself responding emotionally to a
clever sales pitch, When you hear one of those masterpieces
of persuasion sponsored by the telephone company I wonder
if you experience the same gut-wrenching as I do.

"Reach out and touch someone. Call up and just say, 'Hit'"

Who among us doesn't fall short of our 1desal image of
ourselves as warm, loving, thoughtful friends? And what easier
way to glive ourselwves & few psychological brownile-points than
to pick up the phone and call someone? Especlally someone who
lives 2500 miles away? If your long-distance phone bill has
escalated to the polnt where you are thinking of claiming
Ma Bell as a dependent on your 1982 income tax you might want
to consider an slternstive to the telephone habit. How about
cultivating the long-neglected art of letter-writing?

"Reach in and touch someone." That!s what happens when
we sit down To write a personal letter. Reaching out touches
the surface of the relationship. Reaching in touches the
‘deeper levels of the collective heart/mind,  Even if you are
in the habit of exchanging letters with friends and relatives
in other parts of the country you may not be aware of how
much an occasicnal letter to and from friends who live 1in the
same town or the same house can add to the quality of the

relationship,

Because letter-writing brings us closer to both our
inner self as well as our outer self (the other person) the
open letter format of THE CLOUD-HIDDEN FRIEND'S JOURNAL secems
to be an ideal one to foster deep spiritusl relationships.
Another advantage of the open letter format is that it en-
courages equal participation from everyone involved in the
project. There i1s no division between an elite staff of
wrlters and & common crowd of subscribers, One disadvantage
(one which could restrict participetion) is the widespread
extent of letter-writerts block, My estimate of the extent
of letter-writer!s block is based on a limited survey of my
own family where four out of five of my grown children suffer
from this disease, Irf you happen to be one of those average
Americens who find it difficult to write personal letters to
close friends, and couldn't concelve of writing an open
letter to a publicatlion such as this one, T have & suggestion
thaet may help you overcome your problem.
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196

continued

This 1= an exercise Freud developed to help professional
writers who were blocked., 'The exercise trains your fingers

to follow the flow of your thoughts. The secret is not to
stop wrlting. Write down everything thst passes through your
mind. Don't worry about punctustion or whether you are making
sense or whether the thoughts are important or relevant,

Don't censor anythings. If no thoughts come to your mind DON!T
STOP WRITING, Just write: "Nothing is in my mind, My mind 1is
4 blank: A1l I can think of is that I hear that plane passing
over headf)@cb"

If you practice automatic writing you can traln your
fingers to keep writing through the blank places in your
rabltual thinking process. Soon your thoughts will begin to
flow agein. Something exciting also will happen. You will
discover that these mental blanks are not really empty but
ars. simply quiet pools in the ordinary rippling fiow of the
surface mind. If you concentrate on these quiet pools, always
keeping your fingers recording sven the most insignificant,
or repetitious, or apparently blank spaces between thoughts
you will begin to be' aware of new shapes and feslings flosting

-foward the surface of jour consciousness, Thess under-thoughts
. sare usually hidden by the surface chatter of cur minds., Onme

- of these new feelings or ideas may capture. your attention

long eriough to taxe shape as you begin describing it. You
transcend your writing block by immer sing yourseif in it
completelye

. What I have been describing iz a way to encourage the
creative free-flow of ideas for the first draft of a letter,
Unlegs you are axceptionally talented in expressing your
63 you will want to write at least a second draft of

‘any Ghen letter intended for publication, In the second

draf {you can eliminate unnecessary repetitions or extraneous
idsa ‘correct your grammer, punctuation and spelling, improve

your choica of words,. and perhapt rearrdnge whole sentences

cr paragraphs to change the emphasis.

After you: ars reaﬁonably satiafied with your letter you

may want +o set 1t aside to reread a day or two 1later, At

this time you will be able to read it from a more detached
viewpoint to see whether 1t says what you intended it to say.
This ability to refine and clarify ideas 1s one of the reasons
I profer writing t¢ friends rather than phoning them, Another
regson 18 cost. I happen to think that the 20¢ stamp 1s &

great bargain,
What do you think about 1t?
With palms together,
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LETTERS RECEIVED
Tim-Aston
Box 76
‘Heriot Bay .
British Colombia
~ Canada, VOP 1 HO
Dear Friends:

Just received CHF Letter #1 and appreciate it greatly. Here by the North West
rainy winter c¢oast the voice of the Dharma is like a light in the forest. The
chanterelle mushroom is past, the last of the turnips and carrots are .stored.

Snow on the high mountains.

Bérn July 27, 1942, in a small logging community in north east Washington. As
a childhood i had the hills and fields, streams and sweat lodges of the Colville,
Spokane and Nez Eerte Indians to grow with. After high school i followed the will
full path of a child, drifting in and out of jobs and cities, bars and honkey
tonks from 1st Ave. Seattle to North Beach Szn Fran51bco, and south. to. Guerro,
Mexlco. In 1965 i drifted into San Fransisco Zen Genter and the first true direction

i had had in my (physical) adult life. Then i had to face the painful realltles of
grow1ng up and like the child i was i kicked anf® screamed yélled and cried for the
next three years, then 1 1/2 years at Tassajara monastery. I have three beautiful
children- Gabriel age 10, Kamona and Melissa. age 9. '

After I left Zen Center, i wandered here and there for many years searchlng for
the meaning of practice in Buddhism, and allow1ng my ego, vanity and prldﬁ to lead
‘me hither and yon in the world of 'spirits", "deV1ls”, and sense-object attacbments
and in a "hell-world" i held only the tools that i knew from memory nct practlce,
and they were the Bodhisattva's vow and how was i to express it in my daily life.
This, o this my ideal, and in my muddy-water trylng to attain, i fell, strlvlng to
apply i stumbled-~ this was my spiritual struggle, how to help others when 1t‘aeems i

too~ wemsk to help myself. : ’

In a way, it seems i've actually learned so llttle outside of what it takes to
sustain my pride, feed my fears and add to nmy confu51on. and these plus.xﬁventments
nearly killed me. yesterday i started a letter in whi¢h i said one very true .thing,
"And what we were taught in Zen practice was to!.recognize: illusicn for what it is
‘and not be caught by it." Qulte plainly, wrlttan there cn,paper, it seems qu1te
cimple, yet by know1ng this i was caught by the know1ng of, and the knowing of by
the way of Pride- as i said it pearly killed me, by séeming to know 111u510n.

There are no goals in Buddhism .and -to attach: t- one is to erect an obﬁtac‘e and
with obgstacles come fear. anger, resentment, gullt, sense of fall re and other
"hell worlds. That became my problem or if you will "koan!. Yet 'only now, today
have i recognized the koan/the same as before how to help ‘gthers? And the answer
Help others! And the koan How to?- and this is 11fe practlce_

Ho!
™m Bo

e-



Frances Thompson

“Nothing happens next. This is it.”

Pesr Boes

Hore's 2 cartoon fom Hhe New Vorker, 1952 (or mybe 1997).

T con't help but point adf, ve: Ananda’s Open Letter Coage 4 of

Issue 1) aboul #he good ole" days in China when"it was posivie for Bodhi
childven 1o o “hoboing " from one end of Hhe country o ¢ AHer; smel

be most welcome # Sty af alwosT any temple -, Hhat someone.
provided, He wood and bricks B buld #e empl, and someve
built if; and someore grew fod ewny doy nesrby,etc., Hhat soméone
bemg sbrving wethed peasants working #he land belonging 4 He
Temple. Ty sure #hat * 2 day withodt work Is 3 dey without oo uas
A Yomantic - exceplion, and Hhal most morks were ypptr cliss nd never
dirfted Wi honds. (B was unusual Hhat Hu Neng conlanf resds and
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who but Hhe very ugper clisses we literste wsy back #hen?) The
revolulionaries did W (hinese. peaple a favor by desmolishing 440

whilt exphitive system. Too had #hey #hrew out Zen 2vd Buddhism wit
e Lndlerdts, but how wuch enlightenment could gou see if gou werz
pulling 2 plow with gour slarving body, your bsby had just died
that worning, gour [itl hut of 2" home. was taken over by He
bdlyrd. bécause gou coultn't pay the tax on W pig Hough and
all +he pesple who weré. killing you weig JUST SITTING in 4 big roow!
and 1inging bels row and Hen?? Swelyastiy esck psrlicjpmnt
na zendy’ o omtibult 2 liftle monty & Lt #r s o her space.
is 3 more just system

Also, 74 like qive Anwida s ides - pirfedionism could 335/’/9
poralyze s 4 pish from Fhe ofter directon. zids i Shiniano
Sensai (ow fostk, T #hink 7)) when visitng Tasszjana fom Mow Sork
Zen Studies \90}57?, was fonging ayound the kifchen one ay and,
Je said, " Dot even Hink sbout enlightenment, lbok behind fre
st is it clean thew 7" Certainly Zew Hining is faking cane of
each #hing 8 each moment; handling what @wies ap as fhor-

hly 25 we con. When cleaning kifchens, clean behind #e

- Swve. IF -communicaling an idea. o others with words is He

- Hask, we do 25 best ue can Wr/ﬁhg English c/egr/g must be cne of
Ve wast difficult stills arownd and é«/ pesple can do i Many

 peope have something o say Hhat offers would ke b fesy; o vead

So we go shead, #ying 1 Timember High school grammar; magbe
boking wp 2 spelling in He dictiovory, sid if our Hpewrikr
wen't Type “m’, we “have Ho wite n sll He ms’. Im prinding
s piece bécouse I dpn't tope well Hii Neng, #he Sixth
Patrisrch, was illiferate. and had 4o gef his Fiends o help him
read and wrife. I enthusizstically sugpor? our sgreement
Hhat apy Way,as long 25 it comes Hom Hhe heat and s given
 from one o Svother wih whatever skill we hagpen b howe, is
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just fine. I also happent b foel quite shongly in supper? of
some, vigilaree hew, so a5 vot B Shp over 4 fine lin and bgin
o do things Slypily, letfing e grease baild ap behind #e
Stve and calling it *spontaneity | when in fact what it is is
Nt caring very much aboul” oter pecple —+he pagple who have
leok &t e Stve or maad a skpry page.

T don't wanit” Hhese aitiasms b ke bken a5 a aitiasm of He
Cloud- Hidden #iends leter altgether, which T Hink is a

great prject. T4 like b Hhank Manda chude 4 getting it

strted, ad Hhonk gl qou other Boes for your COmimunications,
which T erjoged. reading.

Ho!  Fspues 77?0/?90;0/]-

CROOKED NN
CUCUNBER,

(Note: Shunryu Suzuki's Buddhist "nickname™ meant 'Crooked Cucumber. Ed.)
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LETTERS RECEIVED

/],

MARTAN POIRIER
9111 35th NE
Seattle, Washington 98115

Dear Ananda and Friends,

Not knowing anyone in San Francigco, your letter was most intriguing
lieing on top of 2 stack of mail awaiting my arrival. Therefore, opened first.
I both enjoy and welcome the experience of sharing with fellow travelers.

My voyage through this universe has been filled with blessings,
1 have had wonderful contrasts of-love and hate, and light and dark,
alone and crowded. The gift of aloneness in the mists of tragedy has
set me apart in that I have gained so much strength from the shocking
experience of fear. Somewhat similar to the young tree that is
lovingly shakened by the wind to encourage growth to its root base for
stronger support. I am loved. My passion for life and learning
has also added to my personal strength and in developing 'centering"
techniques for quieting my mind. '

Dreams have become one technique and also my best friend. As they-
come to me in forms as a means to awaken me to my true spirit, they
are not always gentle, however, always with a message. Once this
last summer, I was coming awake to the thought that ....MY GREATEST
FEAR OF ALL 18 THAT THERE IS NO FEAR ! T had based so much of my lifes'
thought in past years on working my way from what might be fearful
that to realize that there is nothing to fear and thereby take responsibility
for my actions, was very fearful in itself. That must make me responsible '
for all of what T do - everything that I do is exactly for me to do and
live with. Living with that thought, holding it for a moment, is still
exciting. Much similar to being excited in reading,at a later time,
Alan Watts' "Security of Insecurity". It makes sense to me.

As time has passed, the experience of watching others make the
choice of living in fear saddens my heart. Then, they are all doing
what is best for them to do and that is what is best for us all. Sometimes
in watching people fall into the traps of fear, I think of the purpose that
the weeds in my vegetable garden serve. In pulling out the weeds, the soil
is irrigated and there is room for water and sun to flow in an through
the earth. All is well and as 1t should be.

Children have passed through me to this life that constantly nourish
my spirit - pushing me to continued growth. They aw young girls of brilliant
light and color showing me fresh expressions of their reality = full of
i1llusions such that are similar to my own. The girls know the value
of sharing energy and passing on vibrations of love and truth. We are loved,

Having reached a celebration of 36 years, I am excited about fimishing
college and looking to careers unknown with confidence, Finally, the
confidence that T have learned nothing more than the value of sharing
and serving my fellow traveler and receiving love.

Looking forward to our sharing with each other and wishing you good
health, I will close for now. '

YourHobo friend, /4%L¢Z)b&4¢¢(,/
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continued
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It occurred tc me that I might also share these thoughts with you, originally
from a letter te Marian Mountain :

As T consider water to be a very spiritual entitf, 1 walked with the
girls to a very spiritual place today. It is not far from our house; water
running through a part of a playfield. Rocks in the stream allow the
water to become vocal. The flow of the water does not guestion why the
rocks interrupt its flow - the life of its passing is strong and continuous.
Some of the rocks appear to cause pain to the watér — I hear an almost
crying sound and then at the same time, laughter. '

My mind left the image of the water and its journey, to travelers in
life's stream. Some fiﬁding 1aughfer from life's disturbances and others
pain. Without either, my fellow travelers would all go &nnoticed, flowing

swiftly through a cradled existence.

When I cup the water, it comes without gquestion, then escdpes to
return on its mission. It will stay as long as I can convince it that
its mission is complete. How is it different with people - much, and yet,

very little.

Am 1 convincing the water to stay, or is the water convimcing me that

I hold it?

When I have a very high thought, am I holding the thought OR 1s the

thought convincing me that I have had a hold of its completeness?

Such is life - life has rocks. Do I have a shape or sound without the
rocks? Or do I believe to feel the rocks of life so that I will have a
shape and sound and the sound is the rocks convinmcing me that I made them?

!
[ »

—

Marian
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LETTERS RECEIVED

Norman Moser ! / 2’ J;
2110 9% St. #B
Berkeley, CA 94710

For the Cloud-Hidden Friends:

SPIRITUAL JUDC

The .usual assumption about power is that their is only one kind-- physical.
Spiritusl power exists too, though the two are af course not unrelated.

1 don't mesn only the kind of spiritual power you find in church, synagogue or
temple. Spiritual power sometimes manifests it self mysteriously in the arts, in
the streets, in the schools, and occasionally in politics or the martial arts as
well,

" Intelligent passivity can shape events quite as much as activity. Intelligent

yielding is the key to guerrilla warfare", says Chris Humphrey, WHOLE EARTH, INNER
SPACE, in a passage derived from the Tao Te Ching. Just such intelligent yielding
has helped me through several curious encounters in my life, including four violent
incidents in the past cocuple of years living on my own 1in Santa Fe, Austin and
elsewhere,

Not commanding respect for a tall, musculat build, I had to develop other ways
of handling situaticns, and quickly, in childhood and teen years, instinctively
resorted to the kind of "intelligent yielding usually called judo, though I didn't
know its name then and still! have not had one lesson in it.

There are varicus sorts of power, and what spiritual power teaches has specific
relation to physical situations. The best spiritual teaching counsels not to look
away from physical reality but to specifically open your eyes to it-- to where you
are.who you're with, what's going on, ete. This can come in handy when confronting
real or supposed opposition. It makes you very alert and quick. You can't pretend.
If you do, Yyou not only make a fool of yourself. 7You quite possibly endanger your=-
self as well.

Best not to be fooling around with violent people, of course. If, however you
mistakenly or accidentally find yourself amongst peonle who are not brothers or do
not comprehend your way, you then havé to bring your powers to bear, whatever they
are, For well over a decade I lived in San Francisco, Los Anglee, New York, usus=
ally in ghettoes. Yet at no time did I carry a weapon and seldom was attacked--
and never by blacks, ) ‘

But there is a different breed of people where I am living in recent years.
Apparently they do not understsnd my outspoken style. My metheod has still held up
miraculously well, with assistance from my own brand of judo, even with an in-

"crease in incidents, Unlike burly poet Charles BPukowski, I still do not Ycarry
steel™ :

Can't resist a story told on Bukowski. Having little respect for zemmasters,
at a party he followed one down steps to the street haranguing him for his phory
(gentle?) manmer. He regretted it, he said later. The master 'threw him' and
calmly walked off, Bukowski has a healthy respect for zenmasters-- if not zen
itself-- ever since.

Zen is in fact largely the art of spirituasl judo, and Watts or someone else
describes it this way. You lean inte or backwards with the student's sslly and
throw - it back out to the universe or back onto him, This is exactly how I try to
live my life, though I have never formally been & student of Zen. Some people
don't need-the temple, it seems. The trick is to rollm.revolv%, constantly evolve,
turning yourself inside out as you go.

{(originally published in THE SUN, 1978)

~=Norman Moser
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: TERS RECEIVED
//%h LET Yellow Mouse

A LETTER FCR ANANDA AND THE CLOUL-HIDDEN FRIENDS

Dear A.C. (Aceydeucey):

As I have mentioned before, I always write for publication. Any
restrictions of publlication must be made clear when one communicates in
wrifing. 1 have written a couple of stories and a book under c copywrite,
but I don't expect any restrictions on my letters, I fully anpreclate the
risks I accept that and so I write for publication all the time,

Probably my extensive experience in the courtroom allowed me to unify
my "public" utterings with my "private" opinions., 1 have such trouble
separating these now that I have a hard time selling my book: 1t is truth.
truth must not be prostituted: ths efore it is not for sale,

After all, when one bends over and grunts, he emits -~ from eithor
end ﬁbLbSnli. The effluent flowing out of the south 1is really no Aiff-

erent from the ideology or propagonda flowing out of the north, Incidentally:

the metaphor)s from the Amer-indian: Nerth is, the 1ntel1ect and south is
growth (where fertilizer is relevant). l

These words (and 1deas) are not erude dirty 60's language but highly
sophisticated sacred terms: A monk once asked Ummon what the Buddha is.
Ummon answered:"a shit-stick.” A better translation of the Japanese might
be "ass-wiping stick" or more freely:'corn-cob",

And since 1 choose my words rather carefully, I am rather offended
by editing of any kind. BUT, I bow to the 1nev1tab1e here too, rather

then be attached to a prifie or an emotion - but that dmes not deny my intent-

1 intend what I write and hope-others . honor it (the blacks use the word
Npe spect"}

I don't believe you had communicated the intent of
"Gloud-hidden Friends%, I. suppese- ~ your central concept
is crefting that dialogue which 1111 form a network - of which I approve.
heartily and join eagerly/ A, o o

It is curious that your "Cléud-Hidden" letter arrived.the same day
that I was working on RinzaiRoku #13:"The Buddha-Dharma needs no skilled
applicatlon." to which Schloegl added the following footnote:

"It is, and acts, of itself. "It needs no help to do so. Ve

intend - and intentions, however good, are fundamentally dir-

ected by the I, ego, self and thus NOT the Buddha - and they

obscure the acting (or activity) of the Buddha (center). The

sun shines - that is its nature. Clouds may obscure it to our

eyes, but the clouds do not affec¢t the sun., In Zen practise,

those obscuring clouds need to be worked away so as to become

.aware of the sun (or the moon)."

This tief in nicely with "the distinction® exo/eso teric: that
vwhich is hidden within or behind the clouds. Does your choice of label
infer that the Friends-are to hidden behind cloudsj; are the Friends o
that which obecures the Buddhaj; or are we to discover the cosmic energy
flowing amongst the Friends?%?? 1 expect the "adept" to track the "truth"
through end behind the mists and clouds of agbivalent mind.
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continued ’ /4/:Sm
/

: Is the . adept to be believed when he says that it never seriously
" occurred to him to inquire concerning the unconsclous conditi-oned loading
he has put on a word - especialiy a vword in a questiop of great emotional

value to him%?%?

Dondt ta ke offense - that 1s the nature of the $elf: to fear exposure:
the stripping away of th - Clouds of Doubt. Confidence and Securlty comes from
the realization of that whieh is hidden behind tho$e clouds. Then the body,
being, existence - what I call identuty - becomes (in truth, I8) a tool for
usuage in conveying meaning. What I am referring to is that I expioit
elements which you provide in order fo comrunicate - but I don't wish to
offend ~ that only shuts down communications, and the dialogue.

I use the word "adept" as a stage between "disciple" and "master" in which
the adept i1s more than a novicé or learner, but less than perfection, a sense
of accompiishment, the one who has arrived. The adept spends years practising
and tests himself continuously on others until he does arrive.

- .I have been studying a book of vipassana (Xundalini) also and that same
day your letter arrived, I was at this passage:
" -« yet through words we can look beyond and see theilr meaning,
without carrying the words with us., Sariputta, when he was a
young man, met a monk called Assa]l walking for alms~food during the
time of the Buddha, and he thought him very wise and believed that
~he would be able to speak and explaln the details of the Buddha's
teaching. But when asked, Assajl perceived a great intelligence in
that young man, and said that he was still new to the Teaching and
could not explain it-at length. So Sariputta asked him not to bother
about th® words, but to please tvll him the meaning. This Assaji
did. And later he became the right-hand disciple of the Buddha,
the disciple of great wisdom, o

"So the meaning is far more important than the words, but the words
could lead to the meaning. I dd not reject this view, But the
essentlal thing is not to cling to words, and not to acquire fixed
ideas about thedr meanings and definitions. Ve have to approach

each word anew, with a fresh mind, a mknd free freom bellefs and blases
which would otherwise block our seeing. If we are open enough, we
w1ll be able tc see and understand the new, and something within us
will tell us what is true.” :DHIRAVAMSA o

If one listens to his own bullshit - then only one truth exists: he
has beclouded himself alone - for he is obsessed with clouds: exotericism,
~dogma - and is unable to see the light. The Amer-indian sez:"Sit right down
in the center of your Lodge (of being) and look out (eastwards) from the
darkness and -await the rising suq'. And, just in case your lodge is not
oriented eastﬁ%dly, then take up the rocks of your law and rollup the skins
-.of your lodge ‘on all sides ~ let the pure air come in from the Prarie (life
and the Ten directions) and bathe in the Great Spirit."

. Our communications (the CONvérsationé‘of Frieﬁds or friends)rmust be &
dialogue. Iy definition of a dialogue is a continueing resnonse by the
listener to whht the speaker has said.

0n
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continued
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I ar in the process of unsticking myself from a global obsession with
the woes, tribulations, evils, inequities and inadequacies (of the world) of
our present bureaucratie culture of mass-mediocracy. I have zlways been IN
. this world intimately, but also intimately OF it, I have cared passionatley
and deeply for truth and Jjustice - only to learn that coping, dealing with,
competing against or effecting change or reform is not merely complex or
difficult, it is actually impossible by any means. My problem is the obsession
of creating Heaven on earth (the Messiah complex or syndrome}, when, as Jesus
sald:"The Kingdoz (heaven) 1s already here, within us.

Damn - its hard to let go of all of thls world. Right now, I am still
thoroughly COF this world but only periferially IN it. And every tihme, I dip
back IN it, I become frantic with frustration, anger, even hate (look what they
did to my worldl). That is a deep add thoroughgoing NOTOK attitude towards
all men and the physical world. Enoéing is great but is less than half the
battle. KRealizlng is better andneceszary. DBut ACTUALIZINIG 1s the essenceof
the sezrch, 4nd it is on this PCINT, upon which -I SIT.

any articles by me or other trash or want me to put some-
for you - let me know and I'll tailor something for you.

Thank you for your ear and the opportunity to lay my trip.,
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, Anandé Dalenberg
) (% o

753 Ll pAvenue

San Francisco, CA94121
Dear Cloud-Hidden Iriends:
Daar Yellow Mouse:

Dharma Greetings To Everyone!

Yellow Mouse, in his last letter, comments on the meaning of the "esoteric' and
the "exoteric", and in a fine phrase refers to those "who have freed themselves
froem dependency on ény ideology or dogma, NO MATTER HOW TRUE",

That- got me thinking about # dilemma I have been wrestlirg with for years. I
think of it as a kind of Zen koan problem . I keep going back and forth between
being a layman and being a priest or monk, even though I feel I must choose one
side or the other once and for all. The choice is difficult because I believe that
neither way is superior to the other, and that both can be the fullest expression
of the Dharma. Furthermore I find them equally attractive. The way of a layman is

'a wore natural and free one, out in the big wide world with everyone. Yet as &

prlebt I identify with institutions, temples, Sacred Scriptures, rituals, a

quaccfu* and clolstered env1ronment, and so on. Nor am 1 able to integrate the
“two sides, as 1 tﬁlnk they- ultimately should be. Instead I just flop arbund between

the two, and in a not at all graceful manner.

I have recerntly begun to think however that I am caught here by what .is-actually
a social protlem, not a religious or spiritual one. Obviously in some basic sense
monk and lay 11festyles are social forms. It may then be a fundamental mistake to
ﬂkaggerate their rellglous 1mportance. Surely.that.would be an easy enough mistake
to make, con51der1ng the’ amount of propaganda there is on the subject.

I then find it very, hempful to start over again from the beginning, and rethink
the whole. problem in terms of the esoteric and exoteric~ the inner heart of it
contrasted with an outer fixed and definite form. In that context it is quite

fclear to me that what.T really seek is the esoteric, or '"inner heart of it". It is
also clear that the categor1e= of "monk" or ‘Nlayman both belong to the outer

exoteric ‘sides L theén ‘have been. nendlessly flopping around between the two for years,
although I may have had no real choice but to go through the whole thing. All along
I have known I should ''seek w1th1n" and 1 keep on repeating it to myself, but some-
how it is hard to listen. - : ' ' '

Turring te Buddhism, I think it would be fair to say that the heart of the Teach-
ing is represented by the term "Prajnall maybe best translated as "Compassionate Wis-
dom". Without Prajna all the teachings, practices, and rituals are said to be worth-
less. The way I think of it, Prajna is the "Spirit that gives the Breath of Life to
the Teachings." Without Prajna ‘we-are left with just so many lifeless and empty
forms. Unfortunatély even in sich a sorry state they are still quite capable of
leading us around by the nose for years, and at the same time requiring enormous
amounts of energy. in order. to - ‘-merely. survive.,

Ancther good translation of Prajna might then be "Spirit", especially in its
root cense of "spirare' or "to breathe" as the vital essence of life. The "Holy
Spirit" then would be the vital essence of the spiritual life. It is interesting
that its symbols are wind, fire, and water, with their gualities of movement,
change, penetration, non-resistance, and vitality.

£11 depends on Prazjna or Spirit. Lven the outer exoteric depends upon it, and
soon would dry up and blow away without it. That is slowly becoming more and more
obvious to me. I hope then too my exoteric concerrn with "monk versus lay' also
soon dries up and blows away. Then I could more easily get on to the heart of it.

For some reason 1 don't really understand, it seems somehow necessary to give
up the ocutward form in order to realize the inwarc meaning. Maybe this is because -
the outer is almost by nature something fixed and unyielding, and thus is

continued
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~ SMALL TALK, NOTES ANL NEWS

1. Clerk's Corner: The response to our first issue was more than anticipated.
Perhaps an issue every two months will not be enough. 1'd estimate the next one
will be out in about two months. This issue is a little late, although please
note it not far from the Chinese New Year. Happy New Year!

We now all have had at least some chance to know each other. T find it quite
amazing how much a letter can reveal of someone. Some of you 1 now know better
than many people I have seen almost-everday for years. Presumably our corres-
pondence will in some ways begin to reflect that fact. Now we may. have more cf
a gense of being a group- not in the abstract, but of real live individuals
instead of a sea of unknown faces.

This page is mostly intended for 'small talk' instead of mighty spinnings
of the Dharma, as in the first section. It might include news items, changes of
address, soybean recipes, scholarly notes, book recommendatlons, organlzatlonal

- politics and concerns, propaganda, ‘and so forth.

Please consider typing your letters single-space. The number of our pages is
somewhat limited, and we need your cooperation in some kind of 'equal time™
policy.

- Many thanks to those who have sent along stamps. We even have received a
small check or two. T have said that our budget can get along quite well without
such., However that statement may be tinged with too much pride and willful in-
dependence. Actually we need each other.

We still need fillers for an empty quarter of a page here and there. Poetry,
small drawings, favorite quotes etc. would do just fine.

I'd greatly appreciate it if you would send along the names of a friend or
two who might be interested in receiving a complimentary covy. I've tried other
ways of spreading the word, but this would be best. Not that we aim at having
hundreds of subscribers, because in a way smallness is our virtue.

2. The poem Gary Snyder sent in honor of our first issue is one of his favor-
ites. However it is not exactly one of his own, but a translation of an Ainu
original. My apologies, I thought it was so0 good it must be his.

3. Also apologies to Francis Thompson for two mis-spellings, here corrected as
"monastery" and "temperamental'.

. TRobert Breckenridge writes that he is now back at Harbin Springs. His
address there is in c¢/o Harbin, Box 782, Middletown, CA 95461.

Ananda Claude Dalenberg, Clerk





