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minutes of zazen, or sitting medita- the~wllack! whack!-there's the 
" tion. · sound of the stick hittiiig shonlders . 
.., Most of the students, about 30 of Whack, whack again. I look from 

~ •them, are already sitting, still as .the corner of my right eye,. without 
statues, with eyes half-open and legs turning my bead .. A girl bows, hands 
crossed. My legs won' t go into half- together, to · .indicate she wants a 

.· lotus position. I can' t . even get my whack. It is administered. She bows 
; knees down to the floor as I cross again. Chino Sensei passes on. The 
: my' legs. With envy I glance at the woman next to roe . bows. Shall . I 

:.: straight-backed girl beside me who ask? Do I need to be snapped into 
2'-seems Perfectly comfortable in a full alertness from distraction or drowsi­
j lotus. But in Zen, I've been told, ness? Yes. I bow. He pulls my hair 

.~ ·such things don't matter. to the left, whacks me on the' .right 
'!tr. "Whatever you do is right. Noth- shoulder; pulls it to the right, whack. 
: , ing is wrong .with what you do," Not painful, invigorating. The blood 

Shunryu Sutuki. rrulti. said in one of ·· courses faster, my back straightens, 
-· the lectures I read. "But some im- the mind grows calmer. But the pain 
:· provement is ·necessary . . . The in the legs gets worse. ._· · ,._ :~ .. ~ · 
: . point is not whether your posture is At .-last I hear that someone is 

. ;,;\right or wrong. The point is constant walking to the huge druni beside the 
In tke quiet and misty forest$. 1f Tassa~ra Sprin1s near Big Sur a· Cit~ effort ~r wsy-see~g ~ind.". · iendo door. He-begins to beat it, six 
of Zen Bud~hists quietly 'turns o~ ill the oldest way knDWI to man-hr 1m1~ Th6dot~ position, m. which lh_e times, slowly, and the deep vibratiog 

tkeir own minds in peaceful an~ (the ·writ~r foun~) sometimes painful 11edib\t ~:!?;:r~iside~~~e 1'::,~':::·are~ ~~;!;: ~~;:t~~nm~e~;.:da :~~ 
tloa . and searcb for. 3'.lfakeBt~g to aninrsat truth. By . RASA ~~!!~ is least;,.restricted, the vertebrae are and again the dru~ree .:SC<Jl!en-· 

_ ':.Lwake to the s0u,nd ·of a bell's ' · t1ie;. eastern is a swimming/ . atop; :diie-,.-axiother, and one has a ces; It is ove~. I f:ari.,disentangle my ' 
2,: ·.,.·,jangling and the heavy · thuds of Rows.of cabins,. a guest dining ;r: -.."-'! feeJing::of stability. I put my hands limbs. ; . :.,{:$~T--~'ff.~~..r#~\l:'.~:· ' 

, :'.. ; ~~: someone running .. outSide~ Opeoing the zendo· and the .ki~hen Ji<i ·' · . into'a ~~dra-::-palms up, the fingers "Tlie next 'pilfds easy :_w e'!1iand in 
·;:- .· '.' : my eyes, I see a VJiridow square of stretch between. Like the Big~·· of tlie-Jeft .·ha nd.over the finge'rs of the-. aisles ·to ·sing'llthe· Hea1t 'Surra· . 
. · :. night sky. Surely · it isn't time to get Hot Springs, .this was a resort until'. tbe-:i rigiitj:· thumbs ·touching and : three times· and,~lce:-.thc perf~ 1 
_ · up. I puU my aims out from under was turned into an awarenc5s C;en.. formmg-. 4Jl.·oval. Looking . slightly bow, ~ith'lhe;fol'e~ fouchinf!J1e-

, ·,,;. the covers. It's cold. Ouicltly I draw . Indi:ms used to c~e _he~~ dovfil~~· ·1 ·concentrate on_ µiy ~C>Or, m11:e'S~~@ilffiig·J!i~: sptr{l~~ 
'. ·::~.<~' Ill.em. back . under. But .the ~oner . healing long be.fo~e ·~ w~ .~ .~ : brf.~b~-. I ,am, stiff fcom sl.cep .. ai;id ·:.~~ich·is ch~ll!~ :fiil'a.F.~~~se ~~. ~'?.c~ 
';.-,~. ·~. ·-;~ .1]~ !i~d~~ll -,~~!=S:_ag~_n. : ~t .,;;.T~~~ San • . F~~·.~_co,.;.r Zc(n ..tCe . : '.'\':~·Jti:Mj.JU_,,~_botlrtmy}~~ct~.=?i smgle;p'.'te~~ . ' ~::~P~!.?1't;·_ 
f.;.'17: :~; ~~·ll!ine tune' l I!~'1'.:1h!-~:U:Ud of :, ?.ongh~ the:_ bu!fdi'1gs ~°:d .-1 §<)'.'laCT~:t ',a ~p fi~m l!ie an~ICS-_down. A , pain-. 1>c;ats: a . h_li~~ w~jifis~ 
I:{'., _.~:~~-:-a wOO<f~n:}1ainmer. struck ·· m tb,e:~ey_ in 1966 and;~g~ the f· ns in my ·grom, )llDlps to. tl!e _. w1~~a :sl~.~oc~- . . !h 'WI~~ 
¥···~"-~st a wooden=b<>ard outside the·. place into' a mon.astety modeled · k, slowly seeps into~ thighs. paddro--- mallet.·~'. , . ~der- · 

!
) -,:" ::::,~~¥fo. It's 5 a.~'!fe~tY li!i~u·tes after Jap~c:se ·_monastcri:Cs. N~n: <; n Zen "!fditation, l've'.~~~'t!_oto';i~~ strikes 'a bell \;.,~~-- - ~'~)'.~ro':cf · 

:·~ ~FUQm now we're to oe·satting i;tr.ught- Zen guests are still accepted, but Im . ji 1. allow your w ind 10· trt:?ffi1t~ · . arr>· , ance'.~_ 1s chanted. 
t ; · .. ;y~ackcd a~d motio~~- i_n ~~edi~~ • ¥ ~~re .. !:O sam~le life 3S a zeo student: ;_ .'l ,iet alertness thatp;ecetflfl~~h.ff~' . ya '~i!:t'i~~1a. s!!il} ~ 
: _ .,_ _ __ tiC)!J. ·. :·:F.'. · · "2-!:,:".!Z{~'.··.At;.th_e third ro~d of !he ha_n .I ... p knowledge. As you 'CDncenlrau.1:'. ?! o~';',_.:, .. :~J- :-.~, 
. • This is the .,va~~gms m am _outs1cle, beading across the httle c· breathing, thoughts F:gra'il!lal·- ·· -~ . gn.IAf_mornmg ntual 

·. lhe · ~~,;.Bu~st~~~~-~r(~ lit ~ridge to the l_oog low b°!lding at the . b~ide li~e ripples on a l~-:.W..~-. · '· ·:~~~ ~J~?d during 
1 

.• . .l~Jarli ~.SP!'.lll~:=,~~.~~ ~:ilAA. : ~s_-end·.~· Of whtch lamplight glows _-•lake rs calm. you ca~q~~h..r:~~. ... , ye.lidayti.J.ia~."·"'· .. J.t. ?;e~mes 
~-...: . . ~~ ·,. otP,~'1tC:i~~ta:,~ ~a ;ft~r'?'l&h; a screen doo.r. As I cross the ;'9,;110m and. · obser:ve yo~:~·ow~i;~·to!,¥'~~-ll!Y !~th: But, 

~r~:Moun~ams .. ~°"'F·~o c~to.ijve-;:J1ttlebndge on my "!ay to the l;l!ndo {~e. That 1ma11e, seen fullY,•'! ~he·'.°:~P~'.°f.'.!~ltf!hC •• lli!;~,81:1~ the 
.!t~-~;~,,under }!1.ce.~! t1ie:Ze_n,! -n~w: I . see ~rk. shapes moving faf,_e.you had before you ~ere--hom· .; ~Jiought··' .. 9~'r. ,::~·'!- mmutes 
~>-•f: .master, are se uch 'the same.;. tow.ard 11. Outside its door, sandals -the . Buddha-nature wluch some-: between mo . zm~and .b reak-

' . -.;::");.I: .tli'f~g-as som~ ' _at ~'eJI. Bii'.·;~d,.6hoes are lined up in neat rows. ciO:fpod immanent. ' . ··.·: ·~~·!ase.tiriie:tC:11!l . ' . • : '~"'~uiclt hot 
. 1.(\.).:: S'~ ,:J-lot ,Spnngs:·-.~ · ,M()~gst~c ·: Pe\)Ple .bow a_s they enter, facing the >.!J\it my mind is jumpy, my .impulse , s'prin~s ~ath.~~k;:!~g .fo~d ·to 

- ~~:r.- ·.Rliilch: But':tho-;.wlry.- here ·1s vcry:~Jong ~room ht by kerosene lamps IS to move, 10 run, so that the mess that ,. 1s .very,;.un:'.lf,ten---1t <means I 
. '\>,, .. ~.lge~en~· f{ere t!Jeri:-. is' nci freak~ng; att#ed to _the walls. f.t the zend~;>'s bi~y head will fall into so.me kind 'don't live fuliy' in~~lrioment. ' ' 

no;.,lrippmg. o.r e~ti,?nal .,exPl_ndiog. "~ othC! c11d rs a pl~tfonn o.n w!llch o{Jb~. It's ha.rd ~o be still. After ~ run past guest quarters and. the 
Zes1,·~1udents seclc to fio&thcir frue :. stands an altar with an e1ght-mch a .ffehile, the gram in the plywood office, remove my sandals at a httle 
naror~ . through a~ strictly'disciplinCd golden· Buddlia statue set against a beJoi-e me blurs and. its wavy lines · bridge, and cross the creek to the 
simple ·and .qiiieflife~·or meditation, golden glowing circle on s back- begill to take on shapes. I see a face baths. I slip o~ my clothes, sit on a 
work and study. · ground of a blue velvet cloth. J'o the ~ith open mouth and bands above step to the pool, and put my toes 

The monastery is deep in a valley, right of the altar the priests aild their the head, contorted bodies, bodies into the the hot water. It's hotter 
miles from the nearest neighbor, assistants sit beside gongs, bells and uiider torture, long flowing legs- here than at Big Sur, and I spend 
enclosed by steep mountains. The d rums used during the chanting of shapes created from the pain of quite awhile getting used to the 
slopes are so steep all around that sutras. ~rung. · temperature. Two girls are already 

. . trees and bushes look like · an A plywood partition, about four ·: ~r an eternity has passed, I bobbing in the water and talking 
avalanche suspended m-omentarily feet high, ruris along the ·center of heii,t a rustling near the altar ~here softly. 
by an invisible force. We are only the room. Along either side of it, and the'priests sit-Kobun C hino Sensei, "The thing I'm most afraid of is 
eight miles from the Pacific, but along both walls, are low platforms Dick Baker and Philip Wilson. Peter colds," says one. 

I. there are four mountain ranges in covered with tatami mats. On these, Schheider, an advanced student who "That and backaches," says the 
'I between. at intervals of three feet, are round migl)t become a priest, is also up other. · , 

l The narrow valley runs along the black pillows or zafus. I walk to one there. Now Chino Seosei comes "Colds give me a backache and 
edge of Tassajara Creek. At the of these by the partition, bow to it down the aisle between our ramrod zazen is murder then." 
western end are hot mineral baths, at with palms together in front of my backs-I see his shadow, with the " I lcnow a good yoga exercise to 
~itew BY 1WIA. auSTAITrB. ExCEIU'T.m rnox chest, bow to the opposite wall, and staff.raised before his eyes. He walks clear up congestion. I'll show you 
,:!1l,~~;,."rtJBNJxo o1<: · l'UBLillHED »Y settle, facing the partition, for forty all .the way around the room and later." /Continued on Page 11 
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Cominued/ A third girls appears 
(the baths are segregated by sex 
here) and 1 move over so she can sit 
down o n the step next to me to dip 
her toes. But to my amazement, she 
dives right in, 

.. You'll get used to it," one of the 
other girls says to me. "It's like 
getting into cold water fasl." 

I slowly lower myself imo the 
pool. There is just barely enough 
time to let the wonderful warmth 
seep in, then we all hurry out. dress 
and run back to the zendo. The 
schedule at Tassajara is rigidly 
structured and you move to the 
sound of the han, the drum aod the 
bell automatically. •·our way of 
training," Dick Baker told me, ·'is to 
limit students in time and space so 
that their entire day is reduced to 
essentials. TI1ere is no opportunity 
for personal time. The student 

~~~- dbesn' l'have to think about anything-
·. and we try to make it so that he 

can't. If he starts to think he can' t 
keep up with the schedule. This 
forces the student to deal with 
himself and his relationships with 
other people." 

Every activity at Zen Mountain is. 
held to be of equal importance. Ali 
is an aspect of the practice of-Zeti 
There is no distinction between 
zazen and peeling onions. Nothing is 
preparation for anything else. Every­
thing is what it is. In cultivating this ' 
attitude, the student becomes aware 
that there js no distinction between 

Simplicity a n d peace 
are tlle mainstays of life 
at Tassajara Springs, 
w h rre Zen Buddhists 
and g u st s live and 
meditate in bucolic sur­
roundinfs like tkese. At 
left, kerosene lamps are 
fille~. Below, a man sits 
in traditional lotus posi· 
lion durinf zazen. Bot. 
tom, students are served 
th e i r meal of barley 
rice and oahneal, while 
another r a k e s leaves. 

the mundane and the spiritual, 
trivial and important, slight and 
profound. The student also becomes 
aware how he and everything else is 
constantly changing and teams to go 
with the changes by accepting 
everyth ing for what it is . 

A lot of this becomes real to me in 
the ritual of the meal. We are now 
again in the ~endo, this time facing 
the aisle. with our oryoki, the eating 
bowls before us. They are wrapped 
in white napkins in the prescribed 
manner, together with eating uten­
sils. After singing a series of gothas, 
or verses (" . . . may we be re­
lieved from self-clinging / Co111inued 
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Continued/ with all sentient 
beings'') we untie the cloths 
and fold the ends under. 
fanning a placemat. We take 
the second napkin, which lay 
on top of the bowls, and 
spread it across our crossed 
knees. The rag, for wiping the 
bowls later. we lay beside the 
placemat. The chopsticks and 
teaspoon go in front of the 
bowls, a little cloth-tipped 
stick, the setSLI, to be used for 
washing the bowls, goes on 
the right. The three bowls are 
lined up, with the biggest on 
our left and the smallest- on 
the right. Then we wait. 

With a roll o{ the enormous 
drum, one of the cooks 
appea~. holding high a sym­
bolic food offering for the 
Buddha. He gives it to the 
priest, who puts it on the 
altar. The cook bows and 
goes out again. A few 
moments later, two kitchen 
helpers enter with huge pots. 
Starting with the priests, they 
dish out a gruel of barley, rice 
and oatmeal. But they don't 
just go around slopping it 
into the bowls. They stop and 
bow, and we bow back, two 
at a time, with palms together 
before our chests. The bow is 
recognition of the Buddha- . 
nature in each of us. Then 

they lmeel, fill the bowls, pour the water into the 
stand up and again we bow to second bowl and then into 
each other. The same hap- the smallest. The servers 
pens with the second course, return with pails to collect the 
half a bowl o{ warm milk, water. I don't learn until later 
and the last, half a banana. that we are expected to pour 

Theo Chino Sensei begins only a little into that pail and 
another gatha, about rice to drink the rest as tea. When 
coming from the efforts of all I do find out, I am shocked 
sentient beings, and we reply: that we're to drink dishwater. 

First,. seventy-two Labors But there I get another lesson 
brought us this rice. in Zen: what to me is 

we should h1ow how it dishwater is also tea and an 
comes to us. . . . . offering to the Buddha. 

Now I don't know what the My first work assignment is 
72 labors are, but as I taste as dishwasher. Adjoining the 
the first spoonful I do feel at :.endo, on a platfonn that is 
one with all that went to covered with a roof but open 
create this meal and, there- on the sides, a sink and some 
fore, at one with the natural tables have been piled with 
order: And, concentrating on" pots and dishes used by guests. 
the taste, I appreciate the A bearded fellow, John 
subtlety of flavors in this Steiner, is already elbow­
simple food. Ground sesame deep in a caldron when I 
seeds and sea salt are passed, arrive. Barclay Daggett, a 
again with bows, for sprin- retired engineer, is sweeping 
kling on the gruel. the floor. · 

At the end of the meal, the Barclay has toured the 
servers bring kettles of hot tum-on circuit. He bas been 
water and pour some into the to Esalen, to another center, 
biggest bowls. We sing: called Bridge Mountain, to 

The water with which I assorted gurus and ashrams_ 
wash tli{!se bowls '.'I've· had three ecstatic 

tastes like ambrosia. " . . experiences in my life," he 
l offer it to the various tells· me. "One was a shot of 

spirits to satisfy them. morphine, in a hospital be-
We wash the big bowl with fore . major su~gery. The 

the cloth-tipped stick, then second "'.as in a ~ornb tank, 

Ii 
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the third was a little sa/011 on 
the seventh day of a seven­
day sesshin in Honolulu." 

"They were aU similar," he 
says of his three ecstasies. 
"They had in common that 
you don' t care. You just 
don't care. Everything is 
perfect. There's nothing to 
want.', 

In midafternoon, John, 
Jim, Patty and I go down the 
creek for a swim in a natural 
pool that spring water 'has 
carved in the rock. Afterward 
we stretch out in the sun and 
John tells me how he got into 
Zen. ·". 

He was a graduate stu&nt 
in city planning at Berkeley 
last spring, he says. when he 
became ill with mononucleo­
sis and, confined to bed, too 
weak to read, was forced to 
reflect on his life. He found 
that it had been extraordina­
rily mental for most of his 
then twenty-three years. He 
had been active in a lot of 
social causes at Harvard and 
Berkeley, had spent a year in 
Guatemala on a Peace 
Corps-type project, but ev­
erything seemed to be in the 
same dimension as his stu­
dies. He began to go to the 
Zen center in San Francisco, 
dropped out of graduate 

school-at least for a while 
-and, in the summer, came 
to Tassajara for two months. 
Originally, he thought that 
this time off would be 
valuable because it would 
make him . a better city 
planner. But now it became 
important in its own right. 

Later in the day, I talked 
to Taylor Binkley, a dropout · 
from his last year at the Mas­
sachusetts Institute of Tech­
nology .Taylor, like a lot of peo­
ple here, came to Zen by the 
psychedellic drug route. He 
attended the summer training 
session, when the schedule 
was much more. vigorous 
than now, allowing only six 
hours of sleep and half an 
hour of personal time every 
day. At the end of the month, 
during z;azen, he says he ex­
perienced satori. "All the 
classic problems--greed, an-

. ger, pride-flew apart and I 
rose up into beautiful reds 
and oranges and came down 
green and blue." 

Like John, Taylor does not 
know precisely where he is 
going now, but has no doubts 
about being .. on the right 
course. "Most people here 
have no plans ·because they 
don't know where they'll be 
when they'll !Conzinued 
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Continued/ -ieave," another Phillip Wilson, who beats the 
student tells me later. But big fish drum or rings a gong 
most will not 'stay forever at during the sutra singing after 
the monastery. They will take zazen. He is an advanced 
their training back with them student and has spent about a 

Face Test '69color tv 
at your nearest 
Philco-Ford dealer'~ 

when they return. year in Japanese monasteries. CALIFORNIA 
At uizen this same day- Ten years ago, he tells me, i.o:.~..'!~h .... 

after a supper of rice, tomato be got a B.A. degree in all locations 
and lettuce salad, burdock medieval history from Stan- Fi~;:,;t~:'nsrws 
roots and carrots-my legs ford, and thought of teaching. 110:;1~~:~~~~ 
don't bother me as much. "But l looked over the whole w~1i·.:C~ti~~!•res 
Now there :is the sound of system, the way everything cei'~5~ ~.~;i~1;:..;n st. 
crickets together with . the was being done, and . I Stont"s For Credit 
quiet "rushing of the creek. I decided l couldn't do it that •nt~~~:.~~1!l1~~:~f:;. 
go to sl~p, around 10 way. So I just cut myself Jori!~ ic:.".!i~i::~•<lway 
o'clock, feeling that, . some- loose and let myself wander · L• a::0-r;;;~~~~;~~~-
bow, thingS are right with the until ·something happened to Ph:SJ.."'t~~~l~r~lvd. 
world. put me in the direction that 2100 Herth B•oactway 

But the-following · morning was right." Ra~f:~~"eroadway 
dream fragJTients again crash About seven years ago, sa~flf'-W.t~~':ms Street 

around in . my head and the Phillip went to a lecture by Th;4";S'ii~'tt~~ •. 
pain in my legs is so bad that Rosbi and felt he was very union Furniture 
1 feel sick to my stomach. quiet. "No one couJd under- un~~d~~~~~;~~~~ro co. 
What use is this sort of stand .. his language, his ima- w~33 South Vermont 
torture, I wonder angrily. It ges didn't follow a train of AL.J~~i:· Pico Blvd. 
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Continued/or conceptualized. 
It can best be spoken of in 
paradoxes and contradictions. 

Zen stories tend to be 
illogical, irreverent and often 
seem nonsensical. Though 
they are not symbolic, they 
always point to something 
beyond themselves. They are 
always vivid, never abstract. 

For example, some monks 
asked one of the ancient 
masters to speak to them 
about Buddhism. The master 
told them to first work in the 
fields. They did so and then 
gathered to hear him. He 
stood up before them and 
simply spread his arms. 

Or, a monk asked his 
·'master, "Whatis the doctrine 
that goes beyond the Bud­
dhas and Fathers?" The 
master held up his staff and 
answered, "l call this a staff. 
What would you call it?"' 

Zen teachers, in these 
stories, had · no orthodox 
procedures. They w-ere 
brusque and abrupt, replied 
to students' serious, thought­
ful questions with laughter or 
slaps or by pulling their 
noses. The students, in turn, 
upon experiencing satori, 

- proved they were enlightened 
by behavior that ;'.NOuld be 
held irreverent· <in'" inost reli­
gions. · The- maste!"S were 
invariably.;~sed. __ As ._ a 
result, Zen remains in touch 
with simple, -daily reality. 

The history of Zen begins 
in 520 A.D;:.;,when Bodhi­
Dharma came1o' China from 
India. At thaLtime, Buddhist 
monks were busy meditating 
on the transiency of all t1iings 
and seeking niriiana by trans­
cendence. Ze1:i"~brought the 
message that iiirvana is to be 
found in daily·!ife-that daily 
life becomes a· manifestation 
of the infinite. 

In the thirteenth century, 
Zen reached Japan, where it 
was taken tip by the warrior 
class. In the:.1950s, the Beats 
took up z.e'iHn the United 
States and;t popularized it 
somewhat in ' their writings. 
The San Fraricisco Zen Cen­
ter began in 1958. when the 
poet Gary Snyder's wife and 
some other peqple began to 
come to the Japanese Zen 
Buddhist congregation. Suzu­
ki Roshi ·, was, and · still 
remains, the head of that 
congregation. He had come 
to the United States in 1958 
and was one of about thirty 
Zen masters in the world. 

He had his own temple in 
Japan and had been offered 
the headship of a large 
monastery, but turned it 
down. Among the early me-

dilators was Richard Baker, a 
fonner Harvard st ud en t 
working on an M.A. in 
Oriental studi_es a~d Japanese 
history at UC Berkeley. 

"l read a lot of Zen," he 
told me, "but I never did 
anything w ith it until 
someone recommended I see 
the Zen master. l went to a 

·lecture and couldn't disagree 
with anything he said. So l 
went back and saw that 
everything he did-the way 
he held his body, the way he 
moved his hands--as all of 
one piece. 

On my fourth evening at 
Zen Mountain, Suzuki roshi 
returns from San Francisco. 
The fir.;t evening I watch him 
in the role of the diplomat. A 

. couple of wealthy people. 
contributors to the Zen Cen~ 
ter, are visiting. The roshi, 
Dick Baker, and some stu­
dents have dinner with them 
in the guest dining room. 

The roslri is a short, slight 
man in a black robe. He is 
polite, he laughs a lot and is 
gracious. But whenever a 
question becomes awkward, I 
notice, he suddenly fails to 
understand English. 

The next day he works on 
his rock garden, carrying and 
placing huge stones with 
Phillip Wilson's· help. I watch 
him. from a _distance . . He 
works intently. In the evening 
he gives a lecture. 

He starts off by reminding 
the students that Zen is 
Buddhism. and talks about 
the history of Buddhism. 
When it is time for questions, 
he gives answers that leave a 
lot of people as baffled as the 
students in the classical sto­
ries. A girl complains that she 
cannot concentrate during 
zazen because the weather 

. has grown cold and she was 
chilled from inside her 
clothes. 

" I u·nderstand how you 
feel," the roshi says. "A cold 
or sickness won't kill you. No 
practice will kill ·you. So 
practice despite the cold. It is 
a good chance to practice. 
T ake a negative attitlide to 
your desires and you have a 
better chance of realizing 
your true nature. I do. not 
mean annihilate your desire. 
So, if it is cold, you should 

. not wear too much." 
"Do you mean we should 

deny ourselves satisfaction 
when you say take a negative 
attitude to desires? .. someone 
asks. 

"Negative and positive are 
very important," says the 
roshi. "You have to twist a 
rope from two strands. Posi-

tive is not always what it 
seems. Which is stronger, a 
man who beats or a man who 
is beaten? It is easy to beat 
but not so easy to be beaten." 

" Is it ever all right to say 
yes to your desires?" a 
worried voice asks. " It seems 
to me that what's bad is to be 
attached. Isn't it all right to 
enjoy food as long as we can 
forget it once it's gone?" 

"Yes, that is so," says the 
roshi. "There are no rules. 
There are rules but they are 
not always. to be read the 
same way." 

When the lecture is over, 
s t u de n ts cluster outside, 
trying lo understand what the 
roshi had meant they should 
do about their desires. : They 
are uneasy. Zen is not 
supposed to be a rejection of 
the world. _What did he 
mean? lt is similar to the 
problem of the raspberry 
patch and the fig tree. 

When the raspberries ri­
pened; someone put up a sign 

. by the patch: "To ·be free 
from clinging you must be 

· free ·from greed." So nobody 
ate any berries, they fell to 
Ute ground and rotted. Now 
the- figs are ripe and nobody 
knows how to reconcile free­
dom from clinging with the 
desire for figs and-acceptance -
_QU!!c;irr.i~!!~:;s, ------..-·····-

I do not stay long enough to 
leam the answer to . the fig 
problem or get past the first · 
glimpse of Zen. But when I 
leave, ·I understand a little 
better why one girl returned 
to Tassajara even though her 
father offered her a $4,000 
sports caitand four years 
tuition for:'.8.rt.""school if she 
didn't. l i,~;iiito Monterey 
with the monstery's laundry, 
with Taylor Binkley, Tim 
Buckley and· a lovely long­
haired girl who says he r own 
father is embarrassed to tell 
the neighbors where she is. 
On the way, we stop once at 
an overlook: to gaze at the 
vast wilderness. As far as we 
can see there are only valleys 
and peaks covered with 
forest. 1be silence is abso­
lute. 

Back in the city there is the 
pleasure of a big meal eaten 
at a table with friends. But 
though I enjoy it, I miss the 
simple beauty . of the Zen 
eating ritual. I also reflect on 
something P hi 11 i p Wilson 
said: "When you're nowhere, 
three steps in any direction 
are three steps from the 
center o[ the un i v erse." 
Sometime, I might return for 
a longer stay at Zen Moun­
tain. ~ 




