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Each time I reread your boock I'm amazed at how much you were
1

able to accomplish in Jjust 5% years. I can't imagine how vyou
gathered so much informétion and organized it, and wrote it so
quickly and beautifully. I began working on a second book on Zen
ten vyears ago, a few meonths after coming to the end of a
geven-year Zen sabbatical and becoming a "beginner-again.”
Finally I felt'it easy to let go-of many established Zen medita-
tion practicés without feeling guilty. I began dropping off
some, keeping some and tweeking others in an effort to find a Zen
meditation program  that would fit seamlessly inta most
contemporary BAmerican lifestyles. I was 74. I'm 85 now and
&4d8 still have three more chapters to write. At this pace I

can't help but wonder which of us will die first, me or my

mentor manuscript-

My "habit mind", the rational side of mny brain, tells me
that if I didn't feel compelled to write so many léng letters to
family members, personal friends and =zen pais, I could have
finished two books on zenf. But they would have been the product
of a more immature persepctive. I wouldn't have enjoved the
luxury of being able to revise earlier chapters as my practice
evolved. And I would have missed the opportunity to offer
suggestions and/or encouragement to those spiritually close to

always
me. (I'm not suffering from writer's block. €ﬂ300k forward to get-

ing back to my passionate project as soon as possible.)

* Whenever I write to an active member of our dharma family I ask them not to

yrite me bhack or call me because it upsets Jack. He's convinced ‘hat someocne
in the sangha will lure me back into the fold. He's comfortable with folks
like Fran who aren't closely involved in organized Zen-
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I tell ﬁyself that T may live another four or five yéars which
should give me time to finish the three missing chapters. I'm in
better physical health than most women my age. I attribute this
to my daily hour of meditation practice, followed by another hour
or two of meditative writing that ends when Jack gets up. The
multipurpose room in our three-~room cottage serves as our living -
room, TV room, meditation room and writing room-. In order for
for Jack and Marian to each enjoy some private time/space I go to
bed early and get up early and Jack gces tokxﬂilaté and Qometimes

: usually

gets up late but other times gets up early,f\when I'm in the
middle of what seems to me (my thinking faculty) a very fragile
paragra?h or sentence. But whenever he gets up I make an effort
to close my-typeﬁriter*and shift to my everyday practice. Some
days I can sgqueeze an hour or two of writing between mindful
cdoking and cleaning and and all thé ordinary mundane tasks that
used to be boring but I.now find interesting because T give them
more of my attention.

My daily morning meditation usually consists of a thirty
minute period of zazen, sitting alternating days on a chair or in
half-lotus on a zafu, ten minutes of "Moving Meditation" (kinhin

- exerclises
and bowing)} and two fifteen minutes of "Moving Mindfulness",which
are a combination of various yoga-like, tai chi-like and sensory
aweareness-like movements with structured breathing exercises.

One morning a week I practice 30 minutes of bowing and go back to

bed 'tosleep-in a couple of extra hours.

. ) .
If T brought a computer and tried to learn to use it at this late date I'Q
probably spend more time correcting mistakes than I do now with my WordSmith.
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felt it would bhe a more appropriate place er my charma dust. to be
scattered than the memorial meadows at Tassajara because of my un-
conventional Zen character. KX X M X XX X MO N X RS X ERAN LR
IENENXKANBXARIRYAXARAERX NNAXBAX AN HXEXXY Five years ago Jack and
I arranged to have our conventional remains buried near Jack's
parents in the Los Oscs Memorial Park between Moro Bay and San
Luis Obispo.
My visicn included having some of Jack's Indian bones scat-

tered on top of Marble Peak. I wrote The Zen Environment in a

cabin near the top of this Big Sur landmark. Jack and I often
climbed to the top of the peak to look through bincoculars at the
stretch of Tassajara road where we could see cars and trucks com-
ing and going from Tassajara and where, whenever T had been coming
and going to and from Tassajara, I1'd stop to gaze at that
mesmerizing white mountain peak to the west.

I liked the poetic syﬁbolism of Jack and Marian's spirits
scaring over the Ventana Wilderness on full-moon nights in ghostly
trysts. Although Jack had been introduced to the Big Sur back-
country by his father, and had hunted and fished and camped and
explored it all of his life, he wasn't enthusiastic about either

of my kooky ideas.

On April 14, the day we felt moved to pay our respects to the
patriarchs of the Los Padres the weather was balmy, my mind was

receptive and Tassajara road had been recently graded. By the time
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This c¢rucial piece of information relating to the history of
Dancing Mountains Ridge had been buried in my unconscious mind
for three decades like a sunken treasure chest that héd washed up
on a beach during a tropical storm, encrusted with coral and
sea anemone {facinating flights of fancy). ©Long before I read (in

Crooked Cucumber} about Roshi's initial response to the transcen-

dental panorama from this ridge, or that he'd santified it by
scattering ashes of the first Rinzi Zen priest to transmit the
the practice of Zen meditation to Americans, T felt a mystical
connection to this paradigm of time and space. Learning that
Roshi's ashes, the first Soto Zen priest to transmit the practice
of Zen meditation to America, were alsc scattered there increased
its sacred significance.

The first of two occasions when I felt the most deeply moved

from '

by the view XXX Dancing mountains Ridge occurred because I got
cold feet at the last minute and arrived weeks later for the 1969-
1370 winter training period. When my karma changed and I felt
capable of carrying out my commitment, massive slides had closed
Tassajara road to all vehicular traffic. After hitching a ride
to Jamesburg and staying overnight with a secular bodhisattva I
started my hike up Tassajara road in perfect weather-cold and
clear with patches of snow in the shady spots near the 5000 foot
level. Spirits bucyed by a backpack of new possibilities I felt

like a seasoned hiker instead of a sidewalking city slacker.
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When I reached the as-yet unnamed ridge I felt invigorated
by the hike. I found myself absorbing many more details of the
view than I had on previous visits to Tassajara to helg prepare
the Hot Springs Resort for its opening as a Zen Buddhisthonastery,
or later for weekend sesshins. I sensed something subtle embed-
ding itself into the physical/spiritual tissues of my Zen flesh.
I don't remember how long I spent gazing across the Ventanas at a
white ©pinnacle of the Santa Lucia mountain range where
unbeknownst to me my karma was to lead me three-and-a-halif years
later. How could I have ever imagined 1'd be living in a cabin
near the top of Marble Peak with my future husband gazing,
through binoculars, at the very spot I stood that merning in 19697

The second occasion occurred on the 30th of November, 1970
when my "driver" arrived at Tassajara to remove the "Marian
Problem" from Zenshinji. (M;rian was a crazy monk, possessed by
a hermit specter. BShe'd taken a vow of silence and was expelled
at the end of the winter practice period by the visiting abbot
for "stubbornly refusing to follow the monastery rules.”™ I had
no idea where I'd sleep that night, or the next night or the next.
But at the crest of the steep grade leaving Tassajara valley I
handed my driver a note asking him to stop his car for a few
minutes. I wanted to say goodby to the mountain and sky gods.

The white promontory six miles west 1lit up like a beacon in

the early morning sun. It woke up a dormant volcano of vitality
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within. "Take me to Big Sur," I wrote on my pad, feeling a surge
of energy, enthusiasm and confidence I was on the right track.
After retuning home from our perscnal pilgrimage, finishing

rereading Crooked Cucumber and the research on the historical data

connected with Dancing Mountains Ridge,my morning meditation began
to be distracted by a series of insights related to a kind of
genjo koan. These momentary revelations bubbled up from my uncon-
conscious mind not only while meditating but during everyday tasks.
I kept track of them in my meditaticn journal.

I've read that psychologists consider cognition conscious
only after it's been shared with another human being. Writing
down a fleeting perception with the intention of describing the
physical/mental/emotional experienc;;?someone whose background
enables the recipient to appreciate and interpret the material,
can be a first step in raising our consciousness, even if the
letter is never sent.

One morning, during meditation, a phrase popped into my mind::
"EMAILS from EMPTINESS." It described insights that appear to
have more significance than those related to my everyday life.
They are always short, arrive in dribs and drabs all out of
order, and must be assembled like a jigsaw puzzle before making

s5ense.

From a scientific point of view an EMAIL from EMPTINESS can

be described as #ng ®f a collection of o©ld memories and new
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insights tranémitted from the intuitive right hemisphere of the
brain tco the rational left hemisphere in the form of a cryptic
phrase. & visual image received by the right brain can be bassed
along to cother human beings in some form or artistic expression
such as painting, music, dance or as a scientific eguation. A
verbal image, such as an EMAIL from EMPTINESS can be communicated
to others by an amplification and augmentation of the phrase in
the form ofra dialogue or discourse, or in the written form of a
letter, article or a book.

An EMAIL from EMPTINESS can alsc¢c be expressed as a poetic
metaphor. T like to indulge myself with the hypothesis that these
oracular messages from inner space are being sent by bodhisattvas
who use this powerful. physical/spiritual portal between the
time/space continuum and the timeless/spaceless realm to keep in
touch with us. I prefer to believe that my recent series of
EMAILS are messages from Roéhi, like the one he sent you, through
Mitsu Suzuki, when you consulted her on yvour deep desire to write
a biography of her husband-—-in spite of reservations from some
sangha members whc felt you were not the most qualified disciple
to undertake this monumental mission-

I believe the same karmic compulsion that moves me (and
moves you} to try and express and explore our relationship to Zen
teachings and practices arises from what Roshi called cur "inmost

request” and this is what also moves me to temporarily set aside
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about a new Tassajara work project we believe will restore the
panoramic view from Dancing Mountains Ridge and alsc revive the
original vision I had in mind when I chose this promontory in the
heart of the Los Padres National Forest as a perfect place to
scatter some of my ashes. I fancied- them flecating light as dandi-
lion down into the Sphere of Shunyata.

“But when I finally let go of the last attachment to this
most wonderful life the weather was not as cooperative as it was
a few years earlier when Soen-roshi ceremoniocusly cast a thimble
full of Nyogen Senzai's ashes to the mid-summer night's bree:ze.
A few minutes later, when the moon rose from behind the Eastern
mountains, it appeared fuller and brighter than usual--as 1f it
was absorbing the enlightened nature of this simple monk who
called himself a mushroom but whose spirit was as strong and
powerful as an oak. After chanting the Heart Sutra, that night,
everyone present felt so lighthearted we formed a circle and skip-
and danced 1like a group of nursery school children.

ﬁMy departure was more dramatic but egually memcrable. The
winter wind whipped my ashes unceremoniously from the hand of my
successor and from the hearts c¢f everyone and everything I
loved..." [Although this version differs from the one you give

in Crooked Cucumber (page 305) and the one that appeared in the

Wind Bell, Vol. X11, 1973, pp 2 & 3, or the one from Rick Fields

When the Swans Came to the Lake, Roshi says none of them are wrong. ]
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The least connection the work group appears to have to Zen
Mountain Center the better. If students working in the Tassajara
office are asked about the project they may answer as briefly as
possible. Technically it is illegal to scatter human ashes on
public lands, but it has become a "Don't ask, don't tell" matter.
The last thing Shunryu Suzuki and Nyogen Senzaki would want is
for the ridge to become a tourist attraction with pots of dying
flowers left behind by well-meaning visitors.

Crazy Zen students, like myself, should be discouraged from
leaving instructions to family members to scatter a portion of
their ashes on Dancing Mountains Ridge. If they persgist, they
should be encouraged to keep the matter as guiet as possible,
limit the number of pecple attending as small as possible and
avoid perfroming the actual ceremony when other travelers have

stopped to stretch their 1egs_and enjoy the view.

Thank you, David, for taking the time to read this letter.
I'd appreciate it if you didn't share this letter with anyone
except the current abbot of Zenshinji-~if you feel moved to
pursue the Dancing Mountains Ridge project. Please skip all the
background stuff, which is irrelevant and distracting to the
practical process of implementing the plan. Pbut the pertinent
suggestions in your own words.

Although I've registered the tile of the book as a domain

name on an inactive Web Site my youngest daughter set up for me,
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I'd rather you not mention it to anyone. A few of my female zen
pals,; like Fran Thompson, know I'm working on a new book on an
alternative Zen practiceiiie only dharma brother who knows about
it is Ed Brown. I keep him updaded on my progress and my
everyday Zen practice. I've asked him not to write me back
because of my fear up upsetting Jack. EQd probably feels relieved
he doesn't have to. It's an interesting experimental approach to
the relationship bhetween a =zen maverick and an. ordained Zen
Buddhist priest.

I'11 keep you posted on the progress of the manuscript--at
least once a year. You can always reach me through Fran who can
occasiconally pass on messages both ways.

Jack and my daughﬁer,.Anne Crosse have instructions to send
my manuscript, finished or unfinished,to my agent if I die before
I feel its ready to send. I've left instructions for my agent to
send a copy to you. Here are their addresses and phone numbers:

Elizabeth Pomada 1029 Jones St, San Francisco, CA 94109.

larsenpoma@aol.com, wwwlarsen-pomada.com,{415)673~0939 (1l0am

to 5 PM Monday to Friday)

Anne Crosse, 67 Ash 8t., Ventura, CA 93001, (805) 643-0477






