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Community As a Resource 
by Thich Nhat Hanh 

We can make people happy. One person has the capacity to 
be an infmite resource of happiness for others. The more we 
practice the art of mindful living, the more we become a 
source of happiness and joy. This is possible. 

But we need a place, such as a retreat center or a monas
tery, where we can go to renew ourselves. The features of 
the landscape, the buildings, and the sound of the bell 
should be designed to remind us to return to awareness. 
Even when we cannot actually go to the retreat center, we 
can think of it, smile, and feel ourselves becoming peaceful. 

The community does not need to be big. It is enough to 
have ten or fifteen permanent residents who emanate 
freshness and peace, the fruits of living in awareness. When 
we go there, they care for us, console and support us, and 
help us heal our wounds. 

From time to time, the residents can organize large 
retreats so that we can learn the arts of enjoying our lives 
more and taking good care of each other. Mindful living is 
an art, and this community can be a place where joy and 
happiness are real. They can also offer Days of Mindfulness, 
so that people can come and live one happy day together in 
community. And they can organize courses that teach The 
Sutra on the Four Establishments of Mindfulness. The Sutra 
on the Full Awareness of Breathing, and other courses on 
Buddhist psychology and healing in a Buddhist way. Most 
retreats will be for preventive practice, practicing mindful
ness before things get too bad. But some retreats should be 
for people who are undergoing a lot of suffering, although 
even then two-thirds of the retreatants should be healthy, 
happy people. Otherwise it may be difficult to succeed. 

Practice has a lot to do with the happiness of the people 
in a family or a community. We practice not only in the 
meditation room, but in the kitchen, the backyard, the office, 
and in school as well. How can we incorporate practice into 
our daily lives, so that our daily lives can be joyful and 
happy? 

The sangha is a community that lives in harmony and 
awareness. When you are with your family and you practice 

_"',..,.--.... smiling, breathing, recognizing the Buddha in yourself and 
your children, then your family becomes a sangha. If you 
have a bell in your home, the bell becomes part of your 
sangha, because the bell helps you to practice. If you have a 
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ThAy Nhat Hanh lecturing at Omega Institute, June 1989 

cushion, then the cushion also becomes part of the sangha. 
Many things help us practice. The air, for breathing. If you 
have a park or a river bank near your home, you can enjoy 
practicing walking meditation. You have to discover your 
sangha. Invite a friend to come and practice with you, have 
tea meditation, sit with you, join you for walking medita
tion. All these efforts can help you establish your sangha at 
home. Practice is easier if you have a sangha. 

The foundation of a community is a daily life that is 
joyful and happy. In Plum Village, children are the center of 
attention. Each adult is responsible for helping the children 
be happy, because we know that if the children are happy, it 
is easy for the adults to be happy. In old times, families 
were bigger. Not only nuclear families, but uncles, aunts, 
grandparents, and cousins all lived together. Houses were 
surrounded by trees where they could hang hammocks and 
organize picnics. In those times, people did not have many 
of the problems we do now. Today, our families are very 
small. Besides Mom and Dad, there are just one or two 
children. When the parents have a problem, the whole 
family feels the effects. The atmosphere in the house is 
heavy, and there is nowhere to escape. Sometimes a child 
may go to the bathroom and lock the door just to be alone, 
but still there is no escape. The heavy atmosphere permeates 
the bathroom too. So the child grows up with many seeds of 
suffering and can never feel truly happy and then transmits 
these seeds to his or her children. 

Formerly, when Mom and Dad had some problems, the 
children could always escape by going to an aunt or an 

(Continued on Page 3) 



The Bell of Mindfulness 

Inviting the Bell to Sound 

Body. speech. and mind in perfect oneness. 
I send my heart along with the sound of the bell. 
May the hearers awakenfromforgetfulness 
and transcend all anxiety and sorrow. 

In Buddhist meditation centers, we often use bowl-shaped 
bells to punctuate the day, calling the community to mindful
ness. Standing or sitting in front of the bell, we join our palms, 
breathe three times, and recite this verse. We hold the bell 
"inviter" (a wooden stick) in one hand and. if the bell is small, 
we hold it in the palm of the other. We concentrate on the 
position of our hand and the stick. First we "wake the bell up" 
by touching its rim lightly with the stick. This brief sound tells 
everyone that a full sound of the bell is coming in a moment. 

During retreats, the sound of the bell reminds us to return 
to our breathing in the present moment. When we hear it, we 
stop talking and thinking, and breathe consciously three times. 
It is important that the person who invites the bell to sound 
quiets his own being first. If his body, speech, and mind are 
quiet and in harmony when he invites the bell, the sound will 
be solid, beautiful, and joyful, and this will help the hearers to 

wake up to the present moment and overcome all anxiety and 
sorrow. 
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Hearing the Bell 

Listen. listen. 
this wonderful sound brings me back to my true self. 

Hearing the bell, we make our minds one with the sound of the 
bell. allowing our minds to vibrate along and settle down with 
the sound of the bell as it fades away. In this way the mind is 
collected and brought back into the present moment. The "Bell 
of Mindfulness" is the voice of the Buddha calling us back to 

ourselves. We have to respect such a sound, stop our thinking 
and talking, and get back in touch with ourselves, breathing and 
smiling. It is not a Buddha from the outside. It is our own 
Buddha calling us. If we cannot hear the sound of the bell, then 
we cannot hear other sounds which also come from the Bud
dha, like the sound of the wind, the sound of the bird, even the 
sounds of cars or the sound of a baby crying. They are calls 
from the Buddha, inviting us to return to ourselves. Practicing 
with a bell from time to time is helpful. 

In our society there are many bells~hurch bells, school 
bells, grandfather clocks, even telephone bells . Once you can 
practice with a bell, you can practice with the wind and other 
sounds. After that you can practice not only with the sounds, 
but with forms, such as the sunlight coming through your 
window. "Silent bells" such as "Stop" signs, red lights, or the 
face of a child, can call us back to the present moment. These, 
too, are bells of mindfulness. 

Excerpted from Present Moment, Wonderful Moment: 
Mindfulness Verses for Daily Living. by Thich Nhal Hanh 
(Parallax Press. April 1990). 



Community As a Resource (continued) 

uncle. They still had someone to look up to, and the 
atmosphere was not so threatening. I think that communities 
of mindful living can replace our former big families, be
cause when we go to these communities, we see many 
aunts, uncles, and cousins, and that can help us a lot. 

You know that aged people are very sad when they have 
to live separately from their children and grandchildren. 
This is one of the things in the West that I do not like very 
much. In my country, aged people have the right to live with 
the younger people. It is the grandparents who tell fairy tales 
to the children. When they get old, their skin is cold and 
wrinkled, and it is a great joy to hold their grandchild, so 
warm, so tender. When a person grows old, his or her 
deepest hope is to have a grandchild to hold in his or her 
arms. They hope for it day and night, and when they hear 
that their daughter is pregnant, they are so happy. Nowadays 
the elderly have to go to a home where they live only among 
other aged people. Just once a week they receive a short 
visit, and afterwards they feel even sadder. We have to find 
ways for old and young people to live together again. It will 
make all of us very happy. 

A community of mindful living should be in a beautiful 
location in the countryside. In many cities today, you do not 
see a lot of trees, because so many trees have been cut 
down. I imagine- and I believe it is very close to reality-a 
city which has only one tree left. (I don't know what kind of 
miracle helped preserve that one tree.) Many people in that 
city have become mentally ill because they are so alienated 
from nature, our mother. In the old time, we lived among 
trees and we sat in hammocks. Now we live in small boxes 
made of concrete. The air we breathe is not clean, and we 
get sick, not only in our bodies but in our souls. 

I imagine that there is a doctor in the city who under
stands why everyone is getting sick, and every time some
one comes to him, he tells them, "You are sick because you 
are cut off from Mother Nature." And he gives them this 
prescription: "Each morning, take the bus and go to the tree 
in the center of the city and practice tree-hugging medita
tion. Hold the tree and breathe in, 'I am with my mother.' 
Then breathe out, 'I am happy.' And look at the leaves so 
green and smell the bark of the tree that is so fragrant." The 
prescription is for fIfteen minutes of breathing and hugging 
the tree. After doing it for three months, the patient feels 
much better. But the doctor has many patients, and he gives 
each of them the same prescription. 

So I imagine a bus in the city going in the direction of 
the tree, while people are standing in line, waiting their tum 
to embrace the tree and breathe. But the line is several miles 
long, and the crowd is becoming impatient because they 
have to wait for such a long time. They demand new laws 
which will limit each person to just one minute of tree
hugging. But one minute is not long enough to be effective, 
and then there is no remedy for society's sickness. I am 

afraid we will be close to that situation very soon, if we are 
not mindful of what is going on in the present moment. 

When we practice mindful living, we know what is 
going on in every moment of our daily lives. When we 
throw a banana peel into the garbage, we know it is a 
banana peel, and that banana peels decompose quickly and 
become flowers. But when we throw a plastic bag into the 
garbage, we have to know that it is a plastic bag. This is a 
practice of meditation: "I am throwing a plastic bag into the 
garbage can." If we practice mindfulness, we will refrain 
from using things made of plastic, because we know that 
they take much more time to degrade into soil and become 
flowers. And we know that disposable diapers take four or 
fIve hundred years, so we refrain from using them. Nuclear 
waste, the most difficult kind of garbage, takes 250,000 
years to become a flower. We are making the Earth an 
impossible place for our children to grow up. 

Practicing mindfulness with friends allows us to get in 
touch with the healing aspects of life. Breathing mindfully 
the clean air, we plant seeds of healing within ourselves, our 
friends, and society. Smiling, we realize peace and joy. 
Communities of mindful living are very important for us to 
cultivate these practices. 

Excerpted from Thich Nhat Hanh' s Lecture at the "Cultivat
ing Mindfulness" Retreat, Mt. Madonna Center, Watson
ville, California, April 1989. 
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Hearing the Bell 
by Marti Pease 

I walk down a path: 
a child smiles in greeting 
and gives me a flower 
cupped gently in his hands. 
The child, the flower, smiles 
"Breathe and remember, 
remember, come home to yourself," 

The brook sings and dances 
over rocks down the mountain, 
awakening a song hidden deep in my soul. 
The brook, the dance, sings 
"Breathe and remember, 
remember, come home to yourself." 

The sun breaks through clouds 
and I feel my heart open 
like the sun radiating pure joy. 
The sun, my heart, pulses 
"Breathe and remember, 
remember, come home to yourself." 

I drive down the highway. 
Green light becomes red 
as a flaming sunset, 
red as a rose. 
Red light brings a moment to 
breathe and remember, 
"Remember, come home to yourself." 

The telephone rings out 
its bells of remembrance. 
Friends across miles 
breathe and hear the same bell. 
The bell, in this moment, rings 
"Breathe and remember, 
remember, come home to yourself." 

A friend smiles and offers tea, 
steaming and fragrant. 
In this round cup I hold 
earth, fire, water, and wind. 
The circle, the fragrance, whispers 
"Breathe and remember, 
remember, come home to yourself." 

Marti Pease is afamily therapist in Schenectady, New York, 
who wrote this "insight poem" during the retreat with Thich 
Nhat Hanh at Omega Institute. 
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Listening to the Flowers 
by John Saca 

As you walk slowly and softly by the flowers all in a row, 
listen quietly and hear them say, "Hey Joe! 
Stop, look at me, this is what I want you to do. 
Remember your retreat, breathe and smile, don't cry. 
I want to reflect my beauty in you." 

John Baca is a Vietnam War Veteran from Maryland 
who attended the Veteran's Retreat with Thich Nhat 
Hanh last April. 

La Marche 
by Jean-Pierre Maradan 

A Plum Villagefavorite-published here in case you want to 
keep the healing, refreshing seeds of this song alive and well 
where you are. 

Quand la cloche a sonne dans Ie matin, 
nous partons marcher. 
Prenant bien soin de chaque pas, 
sentant la terre a chaque fois
no us marchons lentement. 

Quand la cloche a sonne dans Ie matin, 
nous partons marcher. 
Suivant notre respiration, 
no us pouvons dire tout doucement
une fleur s' ouvre a chaque pas. 

Quand la cloche a sonne dans Ie malin, 
nous partons marcher. 
Au doux soleil du printemps, 
au quand Ie vent est deja froid
heureux de chaqu' instant 
no us marchons. 

Quand la cloche a sonne dans Ie malin, 
nous partons marcher~ 
Au plein coeur de rete, 
ou sur la neige deja tomMe-
dans Ie matin nous partons marcher. 

Jean-Pierre Maradan is aflute instructor and a member of 
the Order of Interbeing who lives in Fribourg, Switzerland. 



Tree of Life, a painting by Fleur Cowles 

How to Hug a Tree 
by Dorothy Marschak 

Sit under a tree and thank it for protecting you from the sun, 
the rain, and the wind. 

Eat its fruits and nuts and thank it for the bounty that 
sustains you. 

Feast on it with your eyes and marvel at its magnificent 
symmetries and harmonies, and its changes through the 
days and seasons. 

Listen to its sounds as it responds in every leaf and branch 
to the movements of the air and the earth. 

Caress its bark, which protects it, and thank it for the 
houses, furniture, paper, rubber tires, chewing gum, 
maple syrup, and other amenities it provides. 

Breathe deeply, and appreciate the air it purifies for you. 
Hug a tree as it hugs you. 

Study what the tree needs for nourishment. Study how it 
interacts with neighboring trees, plants, and animals. 

Trace the connections of the tree to everything you buy or 
use in daily life: Are there things you should stop buying 
or using because they destroy trees faster than they can 
be replaced, or that take land away from the rainforest? 

Are there things you should substitute to help the trees you 
love? Where do your chopsticks, your incense, and your 
napkins come from? 

Trace the destruction of the rainforest through its chain of 
causes to discover how to stop it: Poor peasants are 
driven off the land by businesses searching for export 
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profi ts, aided by foreign banks and government tax 
breaks. 

Explore the possible ways the rainforest and humans can 
deyelop and thrive together, such as eco-tourism, extrac
tive reserves, and the potentials of biodiversity. 

Reduce consumption. Recycle. Influence others to do the 
same. Plant trees. 

Hug a tree with a thousand arms reaching around the world, 
each with an eye containing your whole heart, and you 
will help save the rainforest and hug yourself. 

Dorothy Marschak is an accountant in Washington D.C. 
who wrote this after her summer at Plum Village. 

The Three Jewels 
by Christopher Reed 

As you are breathing, imagine, at the very center of your 
breath, in your heart, a beautiful flower. Perhaps it is a 
sunflower, a rose, or a fragrant hibiscus. Picture in the 
center of that flower three radiant jewels. Now reach in and 
hold one of those jewels to the light. The light shows 
through and is reflected in so many ways. The jewel casts 
intricate patterns all around. At times it even appears that 
the jewel itself is the source of light. 

This jewel is the Buddha and all that the Buddha means 
to you. It is the historical Buddha, the human being who 
lived in India 2600 years ago. It is a source of inspiration. It 

(Continued on page 12) 



War and Reconciliation 
by Gary Gill 
The Veterans' Retreat with Thich Nhat Hanh last April was 
attended by Vietnamese, American veterans of the war, and 
Americans who did not serve in Vietnam. During the first 
few days, we were in silence together-eating, meditating, 
walking, listening to talks by Thay. This had the double 
effect of bringing our feelings and memories to the surface 
as well as creating an atmosphere of bonding and accep
tance among the participants regardless of service record or 
nationality. In this setting, many of us were freed of our 
shame and were able to see what had happened in a new 
light, bringing to an end much of the torment and anguish 
we have been carrying so many years. 

During the last two days of the retreat, we broke up into 
groups of eight to ten people to talk about what we'd been 
through and how we could heal. Each group included 
several vets and non-vets and at least one Vietnamese. The 
sharing was deep and intense. People spoke from the heart 
and went directly to their deepest pain. 

I came to see how much of the power of my thoughts 
and memories of shame and gUilt lay in my inability to talk 
about or even look at them directly. Once I was able to feel 
them and then say them to the group, I understood that I felt 
that way under the pressures of war and misunderstanding. I 
also understood that I didn't need to continue to feel 
ashamed and full of guilt. 

All this was revealed to me as I talked about my feelings 
in the group where there was enough love and support to 
keep me from being overwhelmed with shame. When the 
shame is strong, I start to fight it and often go into a rage or 
depression rather than sit with the actual feelings and 
examine their content. Instead of being able to deal with the 
memories, the shame kicks me out of myself and sends me 
into another cycle of rage, addiction, and numbness. Even 
though this cycle has been going on most of my life, break
ing it once in the retreat seems to have released its power 
over me. Shame breeds on a mistaken sense of res pons i
bility for things over which we have no control. It maintains 
its power by staying a secret and avoiding the light of day. 
Like mold or mildew, a good airing out does a lot to kill it. 

A Vietnamese monk in our group shared that he had 
lived 33 years in Vietnam. His village was bombed by the 
French Air Force on the day he was born. When he was 
seven days old, his father hid him in a sampan and pulled 
him out of his village. From that day to this he has remained 
homeless. Twenty-five of his relatives were killed outright 
or crippled. His sister's face was cut halfway off. He told us 
he had used Buddhism to harden his heart because he 
couldn't stand to feel anymore pain. Tears were streaming 
down his face as he told us how the Buddhists had taught 
him not to cry. 

One of the vets spoke on behalf of all the Americans 
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present when he said to the monk that he was sorry for what 
had happened to Vietnam and for some of his actions while 
there. Everyone in the room was crying and sobbing. The 
monk stood up and walked slowly across the circle and 
bowed to the American vet. He gave the vet an orange 
blossom he held cupped in his hands. He then backed up 
several steps, got down on his hands and knees and bowed 
to him until his forehead touched the floor. Then he asked 
our forgiveness for the way he had hardened his heart to the 
American people. He said he saw now that the American 
heart, when it is open, is truly beautiful to behold. He said 
he now understood that we had acted out of generosity and 
goodwill towards his country even if our policies and their 
results did not reflect our intent. 

It was a profoundly moving moment in my life. The 
natural balance that is inherent in all events, and that shame 
disrupts, was restored. I saw that this monk and I were one 
in that we had both suffered at the hands of the same forces. 
Rather than feeling like I had ruined his country and 
destroyed his life, I felt like we had both been hurt and were 
now helping one another to regain our balance. He saw that 
I was not his enemy and oppressor, and I saw that he was 
not my victim. His tragedy and mine were the same. He had 
hardened his heart and so had I. He had sought to avoid his 
pain by blaming and so had I. We asked him to forgive us 
and he asked us the same in return. I found myself at peace 
with him, with my country, and with myself for the first 
time in twenty years. The war ended for me that day. 

A great weight was lifted from my shoulders. I no longer 
felt like a war criminal. I no longer felt that I deserved to be 
punished for what happened in Vietnam. My allergies were 
lifted. I have had a rebirth in creativity. It amazes me how 
much of my energy has been tied up in shame. 

I left the retreat understanding that there is only one 
battlefield and truly, only one enemy. Our wars and our 
hatreds live first in our hearts. We inflict our deepest 
wounds on ourselves. I see that reconciliation is our only 
true hope for peace in the world, that fighting wars, hot or 
cold, will never deliver us from war. Peace cannot be won 
with war. War engenders shame and shame begets further 
war. I realized I have been at war with my country, my 
family, myself all these years since I came back from 
Vietnam. I have reacted to my shame in destructive behav
ior that has harmed everyone I have been in contact with, 
those closest to me have been harmed the most. When I left 
Vietnam, I was relieved of my M-16, grenades, and radio
the tools of war- but I was sent home with my rage, blame, 
and shame intact. No one disarmed me of the weapons I 
carried in my heart. Now I know what great damage I have 
wrought. And I also know how it feels to have this burden 
lifted. 

Gary Gill was an advisor to the ARVNs in 1970-71 in Binh 
Dinh Province. II Corps. RVN. and held the rank of 1 st 
Lieutenant. He is presently a structural engineer. living in 
Oakland. California. with his wife and son. 



Mindful Mouthful 

I used to eat my dinner going at the speed of light, 
with stereo a-blaring and newspaper in sight. 
But something has happened here. 
It's very plain to see. 
For now I feel connections as I silently sip my tea. 
I used to gulp my dinner with stomach all uptight. 
Now I see the world as I savour a single bite. 

-Composed by Sally Taylor during the 
Mindfulness Retreat at Omega Institute, 
Rhinebeck, New York, June 1989 
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Tea Meditation: Sharing Tea and Cookies, then a Song 

Cookie of Childhood 

Sung to the tune of a Protestant hymn 

Cookie of childhood, 
sweeter than a songbird's song; 
tasting of wheat and sky and sun; 
each piece a pleasure, 
each taste a treasure--
cookie of childhood has just begun. 

Walking the woodland, 
working with my good hands, 
touching the wheat and earth and dew; 
now is my childhood, 
here is my cookie--
this is the whole which I share with you. 

Cookie of childhood, 
sweeter than a songbird's song, 
tasting of wheat and rain and sun; 
each piece a pleasure, 
each taste a treasure--
cookie of childhood and I are one. 

-Composed by Lyn Coffin during the 
Retreatfor Psychotherapists, Winter 
Park, Colorado, May 1989 



Daily Practice 
Thefollowing reports of practice at home were submitted 
during the pastfew months. We hope you enjoy reading 
these stories. Please let us hear from you for the next issue. 

The Campanile 
One of the gifts of living in Berkeley is the bell tower on the 
university campus. It rings hourly and on quiet days can be 
heard throughout the town. 

While preparing a salad for lunch one day, I was 
listening to the news on the radio, thus not fully appreciating 
the miracle of lettuce in my hands. It was noon and sud
denly the bell sounded, turning into the voice of the Buddha. 

Sometimes I hear the bell, and want to continue with my 
activity. But I cannot ignore the voice of the Buddha. When 
I listen to that great, compassionate sound, echoing, 
touching everyone within its reach, I simply must stop to 
breathe, and yes, smile, too. 

Carole Melkonian 
Berkeley, California 

Bringing Plum Village Home 
Mon fils Uonard dort pres de moi et l'on a chante une 
chanson du village des Pruniers avant qu'il s'endorme. 

Le voyage de retour en Suisse depuis Ie village, s'est tres 
bien passe et Ie souvenir de notre sejour la-bas, nous 
illumine encore. Puis les vacances terminees, j'ai repris Ie 
travail au conservatoire. 

Comment garder ici un peu de la vie ideale du village 
des Pruniers, voila Ie plus difficile et la vie de notre societe 
qui est si eloignee (bien que je pratique regulierement) je me 
sens parfois un peu seul. Thay nous a dit sou vent cet ete, Ie 
Sangha, c'est ce qui que Ie plus autour de moi. II y a bien les 
journees de pleine conscience une fois par mois mais aucun 
des participants ne vit dans rna ville. Mais main tenant que 
j'y pense et vous en parle, il faut que j'essaye de ctevelopper 
quelque chose autour de moi. Je pourrais essayer de reunir 
des amis qui, meme s'ils n'ont pas la meme pratique, serait 
peut-etre tres heureux de decouvrir les bien-faits de la 
meditation marchee. Je vais essayer et je vous en reparlerai 
dans une prochaine lettre. 

Jean-Pierre Maradan 
Fribourg, Switzerland 

Child As Peacemaker 
We parents try to teach our children to value peace. We 
break up fights, settle arguments, and tell our children that 
their fighting is bad. We seem not to realize that children 
are the world's most excellent peacemakers. Highly 
perceptive, sensitive, innocent, and loving-all children 
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crave for peace and cringe at even the slightest form of 
discord. They will do anything to restore harmony, espe
cially in their own families. Without instruction, without 
prompting, children play the role of peacemakers simply by 
being children. 

One evening, my husband and I were arguing in the 
presence of our toddler child, Amy. It had been a long day 
and we were both very tired, and therefore short on pa
tience. "Will you watch Amy while I get some rest?" I 
pleaded. "Mary, you watch her. You know I've got to 
study." Back and forth the argument went, each of us asking 
the other to take care of the baby. After a while we were 
very angry at each other. Suddenly, Amy stepped between 
us. "Daddy, I love you," she said, looking up at my hus
band. "Mommy," she said turning to me, "I love you." The 
argument ended. My husband and I looked at each other. 
We looked at our baby. Where there had been anger, there 
was now peace. Amy went back to playing. My husband 
and I both ended up watching her- my husband, from his 
typewriter, and I from the couch. 

Mary Beth Nakade 
Berkeley, California 

Nurturing Dharma Seeds 
Emily (11) and Bruce (7) continue to show me creative 
ways to nurture the seeds of dharma. 

This September, Emily entered a new school - an 
enormous, public middle school after attending a very small 
private school all her elementary years. Needless to say, it 
was something of a culture shock, but the second week of 
school I learned from Emily that she uses the bells between 
classes as bells of mindfulness to help her restore her peace 
and smile in a sometimes confusing and rushed environ
ment. 

*** 
Shortly after the children and I returned from Plum Village 
this summer, Bruce and I discovered a dead baby squirrel in 
our front yard. We could tell it had only recently died as it 
was still warm. Its tail was so tiny and soft. We felt sad and 
so stood and watched our breath for a moment. I was on my 
way out, but Bruce said he would bury the squirrel. When I 
returned home later I saw a small paper sign attached to a 
stick next to one of our rosebushes. I bent down to take a 
closer look and read the words in Bruce's careful printing: 

Here lays a small 
dead squerl 

ready to become a 
Rose 

Mobi Ho 
San Antonio, Texas 



Tea Meditation at Work 
As I slid behind the wheel of my Toyota, I 
remembered the driving gatha offered by 
Thich Nhat Hanh, "My car and I are one. If 
my car goes fast, I go fas t. .. . " The road 
down from the Mount Madonna Retreat 
Center, where I had just spent five days of 
mindfulness on a retreat with Thfty, was 
steep and winding. The sun fi ltered through 
tall redwoods and I thought how wonderful 
life can be when the mind is primed to 
appreciate it. Quickly though, the peace was 
broken by thoughts of the "real world" of 
job, fam ily, and friends. Coming back from 
retreats, I've often questioned how to 
integrate what I had learned with the 
everyday reality of life in a fast-paced city. 
Just having the concept of "real world" and 
"retreat world" as two separate entities 
seemed an indicator of how cut off and 
compartmentalized certain areas of my life 
were. Here was myoid friend duality rearing 
its head again. It occurred to me that I had 
often kept the more overt aspects of my spiritual life hidden. 
Part of this was in an effort to "be a Buddha, not a Bud
dhist" but part was also a worry of seeming a bit strange to 
people who were not accustomed to meditation practice. 
This time, however, I thought I would like to show rather 
than tell my friends what I had done on retreat. A friend's 
upcoming birthday seemed like a good opportunity. I called 
to offer a tea ceremony as a present. There was a moment's 
hesitation in which I had to remind myself to breathe and 
then my gift was warmly accepted. 

On the planned day, I noticed some anxiety in myself 
about the ceremony. Would my friends, none of whom had 
meditated before, feel uneasy or just outright laugh at this 
ritual? The guests arrived and I noticed they were a bit 
uneasy. Would I ask them to do anything weird, one 
questioned. I tried to ease their fears by explaining a bit 
about the ceremony and encouraging them to relax and 
enjoy. There was a bit of giggling as we ascended the stairs 
to a loft overlooking the San Francisco Bay. Beautiful 
homegrown flowers were the centerpiece around which my 
friends arranged themselves in a human bouquet. As the 
ceremony started, people immediately got the idea. They 
moved mindfully and seemed to enjoy themselves. Tradi
tionally, there is a sharing at the end of the ceremony- a 
chance to make a spontaneous comment or share a poem, 
dance, or song. This was a special time for the birthday girl. 
She was reaI\y honored. We all got a chance to say how 
much her friendship meant to us. There was a feeling of 
how important we are to one another and how rarely we get 
a chance to say so. The mood was electric and the vibrancy 
extended after the ceremony as we continued to party and 
dance with each other. 

Buoyed by this success, I decided to offer a tea cere-
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Tea Meditation: A Child Offers Tea 

mony to the nurses I work with at San Francisco General 
Hospital. We were scheduled to have a retreat and I thought 
it might be fun to end the retreat with tea. It had been my 
experience from a previous retreat together that work
related retreats could be quite intense experiences. In 
drinking tea together, I hoped there would be a space to just 
be together in some place before sliding behind the wheels 
of our respective vehicles back to the frenetic pace of our 
work. A bit to my surprise, the nurses openly welcomed the 
chance to participate in the tea ceremony. They expressed 
the need for closure and for healing. Each nurse was asked 
to bring a special tea cup with her. As we sat together and 
shared our tea and the beautiful cup that contained it, there 
was a wonderful silence that was almost palpable- the 
feeling of love and serenity was so strong. I realized I had 
never been with my co-workers in silence. I savored the 
moment. In the sharing, I saw the women I work with, these 
nurses , become poets, dancers, and singers. They talked of 
the rain outside, the smells of the earth, of seeds falling to 
fertile soil, and of their lives falling from one moment to the 
next. None had ever meditated before, but feelings of love 
and openness, mindfulness and joy were natural to them -
like seeds sprouting in moist, ready soil. 

I never cease to be amazed at the transformative quality 
of the tea ceremony. It seems to provide a necessary and 
safe structure within which people can open up and really be 
themselves. Most importantly, however, the ceremony is fun 
and therefore not so intimidating to people unaquainted with 
meditation and mindfulness practice. For me, it has served 
as a bridge connecting various parts of my life and also 
given me a very good time in the process. 

Kathryn Guta 
San Francisco, California 



Being a Young Buddhist "Alone" 
I would like to share this story to shed light on some 
difficulties that might be relevant to other people from non
Buddhist cultures. 

It is very unusual in my country for young people to 
involve themselves in eastern religions, much less put them 
into practice. The first visible effect Buddhism had on me 
was when I stopped eating meat at age 17. Although my 
mother worried a little about my nourishment, my family 
and friends accepted this change-as long as it didn't lead 
to any further peculiarities. Everyone thought that it was 
just a phase and that in a year or so I would get over it. But I 
didn't! After reading a few books on Buddhism and 
participating in weekend Zen retreats, my interest deepened. 
I began doing sitting meditation each morning and my 
practice became fairly regular. 

The results varied. Some of my closest friends became 
very skeptical. Although young people in Oslo generally 
regard interest in "the world of the unknown" as trendy, 
they become reserved when this interest begins to affect 
their friends' everyday lives. 

I became worried about creating a gap between me and 
my friends . I also moved away from my parent's home at 
around the same time. Despite some fear of isolation, I felt 
very happy and released. Through the teachings of Thay 
Nhat Hanh, I learned about socially engaged Buddhism. By 
receiving this kind of spirit, my latent fear of begin isolated 
vanished. 

This summer I visited Plum Village. I returned home 
with inspiration and a quiet calm. My friends understood the 
seriousness of my practice when I told them of the Five 
Precepts which I've promised to study and observe in my 
life. (Editor's Note: Next issue we will discuss the precepts 
in depth.) Some people thought I was going "nuts!" and I 
was automatically excluded from many usual weekend 
activities and parties. 

One day while in the kitchen preparing supper, a friend 
stopped by unexpectedly. This fellow has always been quiet 
mannered and modest. Nothing dramatic ever happened to 
him . . .. Not until now! We shared a quiet meal together, and 
over cups of hot tea, he spoke about recent changes in his 
life. He was very confused because suddenly everything was 
happening to him at the same time. He felt like he was being 
tossed around by circumstances. He was engaged in several 
sports, recently became the student representative for his 
school, and was to make an appearance on public television. 

I am not much older than my friend, nor do I have more 
life experience than he. However, acquaintances were 
beginning to learn of my practice to be more conscious in 
life. My answer to him was that the important thing is 
simply to be in touch with each moment, and to stay rooted 
in the notion of who you really are. We can be as busy as we 
want, as long as we are capable of meeting the world with 
our true hearts. 

After our conversation, my friend seemed content and a 
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little more at ease. For me it was delightful to realize that 
going through my changes enabled me to be of use to 
others. It's hard to find acceptance for being different, 
especially when you're young. But, the fruits of practicing 
mindfulness are so precious. 

Hasse Krystad (19 years young) 
Oslo, Norway 

Reconciliation with Teens 
I recently spent five days with my daughter Alexandra and 
her class while on an astronomy camping trip in the moun
tains. One evening around midnight, some boys came to 
visit some girls in their dormitory. The professor caught 
them and sent them back to sleep. The next day there was 
concern and alarm among the accompanying mothers and 
the professor. The professor feIt betrayed, and the mothers 
felt those involved should be sent home. 

Listening to this, I felt the tension and uneasiness among 
the group. Suddenly, I remembered having read in Being 
Peace the steps for conflict resolution between monks and 
their community. I whispered calmly to the professor that 
the problem should be presented to the whole class (the 
community) and that the offenders should express them
selves in order to create understanding. 

Before breakfast, the professor told everyone that the 
rules which were defined at the beginning of the trip had 
been broken. He called out the names of the eight young 
people involved, and scheduled a meeting between them and 
the adults after breakfast. For the first time in five days we 
had a silent meal! 

I went to the meeting room and started a fire-to warm 
our hearts and help us find illumination. The "council" took 
place in a serious and confidential manner. The professor, 
mothers, and students all had the opportunity to express 
their feelings. Everyone felt the importance of listening to 
what the others had to say. I remember saying that we were 
not there to condemn, but to try to understand. In closing, 
the students were asked to decide what they should do, and 
for the first time an open dialogue was created. We were all 
satisfied with the positive outcome of this situation. 

Afterwards, the teacher thanked me for the idea. I thank 
Thay and the whole community for using this method and 
letting it be transmitted to other generations. 

Free,free, free 

Mari Madera 
Lausanne, Switzerland. 

my smile and breath make me. 
Shawn Hickey, Los Angeles 
19 years young 



Silence Is O.K. 
Amy is three years old. She loves to stand by the window on 
rainy days and watch the rain fall. Two of her favorite books 
are The Umbrella and Rain Rain Rivers. "Come, Mommy," 
she'll say, noticing that it's raining outside. "Let's go watch 
the rain fall." 

I am also a lover of rain. On rainy days I often turn off 
the television and enjoy the pitter-patter of raindrops as I go 
about my chores. It is especially nice when Amy is with me. 
Our apartment in Berkeley, California has a large bay 
window which is the perfect spot for rain viewing. From this 
window we can look out on the street below and see all the 
things that make a rainy day special - umbrellas of 
different colors, the deep green of the trees, raindrops 
pattering against the windowpanes, water flowing down the 
hill in streams, and puddles that go splash when cars go by. 
We also love watching people under big umbrellas walking 
slowly along and people with neither coats nor umbrellas 
racing to their cars. In this way even the coldest, wettest, 
and dreariest days bring us endless amounts of fun and 
delight. 

It is very difficult for us to do something like this when 
other people are around. Usually other people like noise. 
They either watch T.V., listen to music, or talk a lot. One of 
Amy's friends, a ten-year-old who lives next door, turns on 
our television the minute she comes to visit and insists on 
having it on even when she's not watching anything in 
particular. That's the way it is at her house. The T.V. is 
always on in the background. 

I, on the other hand, am a lover of silence. I would like 
my daughter to know that even in this day and age silence is 
okay. People seem to have forgotten this. 

Amy is learning. She talks, shouts, and sings as any 
three-year-old, but she now knows that there are times when 
to be silent is perfectly okay. For instance, "It's Mommy's 
zazen time," she'll say when she sees me turn off the tape 
recorder and dim the lights. She'll even help me set up my 
meditation spot in front of the fireplace . While I am sitting, 
she knows that she can either sit quietly beside me on a 
cushion of her own or play quietly in the same room. She 
usually sits for a few seconds before going to her stack of 
books and magazines. Sometimes she'll sit on my lap and 
chant along if I happen to be chanting. Sometimes my 
husband, Mike, brings a cushion and sits with us. 

This period of calming and quieting, breathing and 
simply being, has become a wonderful part of our normally 
hectic lives. It has helped Amy, who is a very high-energy 
child, settle down at the day's end. It has also helped me, 
frayed and frazzled as I may be, regain the sense of peace 
and wholeness that somehow escaped me during the course 
of the day. 

In my life some of the most precious times are the quiet 
moments that I enjoy with the people I love most. Thank 
goodness for silence! 

Mary Beth Nakade 
Berkeley, California 
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Rain Retreat 
The squish-squish of rain in sandals in the mud; 
the silence of rain; 
the glistening drops on pine needles 
and on the tips of noses; 
the earth's fragrance before rain, during rain, 
during more rain, after rain; 
the mouth-wide tongue out taste of rain; 
the taste and crunch of rain in lettuce; 
the cool of rain, the smooth of rain, 
the slipperiness of rain; 
the mindful balance of rain, in rain; 
the rain turned fog-

May it be my winding sheet 
to disappear in, in rain, 
rain, rain and rain, and more rain
nothing to attain. 

EdaMalenky 
New York City 

Breathing with Mom 
Three years ago, I went to Plum Village for the first time. 
There I met some friends who helped me in the practice of 
breathing: trees, flowers, pebbles, clouds, and a smiling 
child- all members of the sangha. I also met Thay Nhat 
Hanh, who taught me how to live in peace; to look deeply 
into my feelings and transform the unwholesome seeds into 
good ones; to observe others in order to understand them. 
"Breathing in, I calm. Breathing out, I smile." This mind
fulness practice helps me transform my anger into compas
sion for the people who contribute to my anger. Of course, I 
don't succeed every day. But, over time, I have discovered 
many things that help bring me back to where I really am, 
the present moment. Sometimes the "bell of mindfulness" is 
a hom blowing in the street, or a phone ringing, or the sound 
of rain. The examples are numerous, and I am sure you have 
your own "friends" who can help you as well. 

When I came back home after the summer session at 
Plum Village, my family noticed a difference in me--more 
calm and serene-and it influenced their behavior. What 
shined in me "inter-was" and supported their states of mind. 
My mother, who had been the most skeptical and reserved 
about spending my summer holidays in a Buddhist center, 
started coming into my room to discuss how she should 
respond in various situations. 

For a long time now, my mother has taken care of her 
mother and handicapped brother who live together. It's not 
always easy and can create tension in the "family's heart." 
When the anxiety and tension arise, I try to breathe and 
smile to restore peace in the home. One evening, Mother 
returned from Grandma's flat with a certain heaviness about 
her eyes, as though she was in deep suffering. "Your grand-

(continued on next page) 



Three Jewels (continued from page 5) 

is the representation of wisdom and compassion. It is the ex
pression within yourself of your own archetypal Buddha 
Nature. Each face of this jewel is some aspect, some percep
tion, leading you towards your own deeper understanding. 

Place the jewel back in the heart of the flower. The 
energy that moves through you with each breath is an 
expresssion of the very same energy that moves through 
everything that is alive. 

The second jewel is the Dharma. It is neither psychology 
nor philosophy, nor is it doctrine in the sense of something 
you simply believe in. Light shines through this jewel as 
though it were the source of light. It is both the means and 
the end, the experience and the expression of unconditional 
loving kindness, and the clarity of seeing that cuts through 
clinging and illusion. 

The third jewel is the Sangha, the community, which 
includes you and me. You entrust yourself to the Buddha 
and the Dharma, but in order to do so you also entrust 
yourself to your own capacity for realization, and to the 
environment and community where this trust develops. 

One day the Buddha's companion, Ananda, suggested 
that the spiritual community might in fact be half of the 
practice in the meditative life. "Not so, Ananda, not so," 
replied the Buddha. "It is the whole practice." 

So the three jewels are one jewel. The jewel radiates 
within your heart. As you breathe, the energy that moves 
through you with every breath you take is an expression of 
the very same energy that moves through everything that 
lives- through the trunks of trees, through the wings of tiny 
flying creatures, through the deepest oceans, moving them 
with tides and currents. The jewel within your heart radiates 
light outward, touching each of these things; both the source 
of light and its reflection. Christopher Reed 

Venice, California 

Breathing with Mom (continued/rom page 11) 

mother may have cancer. I will meet with a specialist tomor
row, and he will tell me the details," she said and cried. 

I stayed a long time with my mother to comfort her. 
"Mother," I said, "tomorrow, while you wait your tum in the 
doctor's office, breathe deeply. Feel the air fill your chest. 
Be aware of each inhalation and each exhalation, and you 
will experience the miracle of calm being born in you." 

When my mother came back from the doctor's, she 
thanked me a lot: "I practiced breathing as you suggested, 
and when my tum came, I felt so peaceful, the doctor could 
have told me anything and I would have accepted it....Even 
if he told me that my mother had just one year to live." 

At this moment, my grandmother is still alive. My 
mother takes care of her and my uncle. My father has 
stopped drinking wine during lunch. Harmony in the family 
is real. I experience it every day! 

Jean-Marc Maquin 
Rheims, France 
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Illumination 
In the midst of joy and ease, 
hard blows hit me: 
fear, disease. 

When I've come deepest down, 
trees and friends and grass support me. 
Great the joys we never own! 

Suddenly the world is new! 
When did the bell sound like this! 
When was the sky this shade of blue! 

But it's easy to forget, 
and withdraw in sour frowns
until suddenly I let 

all get lit up by a breath! 
Bee and smile and cloud are now and true. 

Svein Myreng 
Oslo, Norway 



Sangha News & Listings 

There are many local sanghas. groups of women and men 
who meet daily. weekly. or monthly,for sitting. walking. tea 
meditation. precept recitation. and/or discussion. 

Thefollowing list is by no means complete. If you or 
someone you know offers a group meeting based on mind
fulness practices please inform us. and we will include it in 
this section of the next issue of The Mindfulness Bell. 

Educator's Sangha - Northern California 
Every other month. people who are involved in the educa
tion of children. teenagers. and adults. meet for a Day of 
Mindfulness in Northern California. There is sitting and 
walking meditation and time to share experiences and ideas 
about ways to cultivate peace within and without. amidst the 
work of education in classrooms. 

It was "not in my lesson plans" to spend a valuable 
Saturday afternoon last August "practicing mindfulness with 
educators." Just prior to the start of the school year was a 
time either for working hard to get the classroom ready "for 
the onslaught," or for playing hard to try to ease the dread of 
this said onslaught. Reading the Building a Sangha of 
Educators flyer, I wondered if sitting and walking medita
tion could wait until Thanksgiving vacation. 

But the mindfulness bell had sounded, and there I was 
coming into Santa Rosa, California after an hour and a half 
of driving. The bell was to sound again and again that after
noon bringing the five of us- in the midst of our activities 
of walking, sitting, talking, preparing supper, and drinking 
tea- back to the present moment. Moving to the center and 
out again, through silence and speech, stillness and move
ment was itself a model for carrying forward our common 
intention to be peace/make peace in our classrooms. 

With the pressure of top-heavy curricula and over
crowded classrooms, we can't afford much more than a 
breath, a step, or a touch of meditation during our work 
days. Yet these pauses can make the difference between a 
day in which reactions bump into one another and a day in 
which each activity has its own time. 

It was a gift to share with each other mindfulness 
practices we were developing in the classrooms. One 
teacher told us that she rings a mindfulness bell during her 
personal computer class to bring everyone from their 
computer screens back to themselves. An elementary school 
teacher spoke of marking the transition between classes with 
a moment of rest, relaxation exercises, stretching, visualiza
tions, or songs. 

A teacher of an adult education class described a practice 
inspired by Thich Nhat Hanh's poem, Please Call Me by My 
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True Names. in which Thlly identifies not only with the Vi
etnamese boat-girl who has been raped, but also with the 
pirate who raped her: " I am the twelve year old girl .. . and 
I am the pirate." This teacher practices taking on the point 
of view of her students by saying to herself, "I am this 75-
year-old grandmother, taking this night course so I can 
understand what my grandchildren are studying," or, " I am 
this single mother with three children, going to school at 
night to gain job skills that will pull us out of our economic 
hole," or, "I am this retired military man who's always been 
able to get things done by order, struggling now with an un
cooperative data processor." These flashes of identification 
can happen in the pause when we drop being "teachers." 

Community was a word that came up again and again as 
a basis for our vision of being and making peace in the 
schools. Meeting as a sangha of educators is an important 
first step. Carrying that spirit of our meeting, as humans, as 
Buddhas, back to our schools is another important step. In 
closing, we agreed to meet regularly to nurture ourselves, 
not to create yet another burden. 

After a gathering January 21, our next meeting will be in 
late February or early March in Oakland. For more informa
tion please contact Nancy Sluiter, (415) 261 -8714. 

- Patrick McMahon 

Norway 
For Hasse and me, the time in Plum Village was really 
inspiring, and some things are coming out of it already. We 
meet every Thursday for meditation, study, getting together, 
and reciting the Precepts every two weeks. Also, we've had 
a very nice mindfulness weekend at a beautiful island in the 
Oslo fjord. 

With the editor of Karma, a Scandinavian Buddhist 
journal, I'm planning a letter campaign- very respectful 
and peaceful- to the Japanese embassy concerning Japan's 
role in the deforestation of Malaysia It will be an appeal 
from Buddhists to a Buddhist country. Perhaps this would 
be an idea for people in other places as well? 

Work on a Norwegian edition of Being Peace is pro
gressing, if not too fast. I hope it can be out before Christ
mas, but I don't know if it is possible. 

And we still plan to have a retreat led by Mobi Ho in 
May. But more about that later. 

- Svein Myreng 
Sandakervn. 77 
N-0483 Oslo 4, Norway 

Building a Sangha in Maine 
Mair Honan, RFD 2, Box 596, Lincolnville, Maine 04849, 
seeks nearby friends to form a Maine sangha. Telephone 
(207) 763-3692. 



San Antonio, Texas 
MobiHo 
318 Eleanor Avenue 
San Antonio, TX 78209 
(512) 826-4251 
For nearly five years, our sangha of ten to fifteen people has 
met every Sunday morning to share practice and commu
nity. Some members have had previous and ongoing exper
ience with Vipassana, Vajrayana, and Zen practice. Others' 
first experience of Buddhist practice has been with our 
group. We treasure and foster a warm openness in our 
approach to practice, and feel an affinity for the style of 
practice taught by Thay Nhat Hanh. Mobiis an ordained 
member of the Order of Interbeing. Karen took the Five 
Precepts with Thay in California last spring. A few mem
bers are seriously considering attending the summer retreat 
in Plum Village this summer. 

On the fIrst Sunday of every month we recite the Three 
Refuges and Two Promises for children, the Five Precepts 
and the Fourteen Precepts of the Order of Interbeing, 
followed by a tea meditation. On the third Sunday, after one 
session of sitting meditation, Mobi offers a short dharma 
talk which is followed by group discussion, and occasion
ally, a potluck lunch. The other Sundays we sit two sessions 
followed by kinhin. On all Sundays we chant the Heart of 
the Prajnaparamita Sutra and Thay Nhat Hanh's "At the 
foot of the bodhi tree ... " A few of us with musical inclina
tions are beginning to explore chanting as "Texans"- a 
country version of the Heart Sutra is underway! We also 
maintain a small library of books, tapes, videos, and 
periodicals on Buddhist practice. 

Our community has begun to extend beyond San 
Antonio. Craig and Devra drive up from the Rio Grande 
Valley with their baby son, Jimmy-Ray, once a month to 
share sangha. They will host a mindfulness retreat on their 
land the first weekend of March for our group. Another 
member, David, left us to join the Peace Corps in Nepal. He 
sends us regular dispatches describing his new life, sharing 
with us the beauty of doing walking meditation in the 
Himalayas. We look forward to more contact with small 
sanghas that have started in Houston and Austin. 

The presence of our sangha is precious to each one of us, 
each person bringing different perspectives and gifts. John, 
a former Catholic priest, has helped us engage in dialogue 
about what it means to practice Buddhism while remaining 
in touch with our own spiritual and cultural roots. We are 
slowly experimenting with and evolving a lay expression of 
Buddhist practice that responds to the needs of each person 
in the group and which flowers from our daily experience 
and varied commitments as part of the fabric of Texan life 
and culture. Our sangha itself represents several cultures
Scottish, Mexican, Vietnamese, and Belgian to name a few. 

Meeting weekly is a real anchor for each of us, strength
ening our mindfulness practice throughout the week and our 
commitment to live awakened and compassionate lives 
among our families, friends, and neighbors. 
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Los Angeles 
Christopher Reed and Michelle Benzamin Masuda 
247 Horizon A venue 
Venice, CA 90291 
(213) 396-5054 
Tuesday evening meditation class; monthly day of medita
tion practice, including a recitation of the precepts of the 
Order of Interbeing; occasional longer retreats. 

Berkeley, California 
East Bay Chapter of the Buddhist Peace Fellowship 
Sandy Hunter 
1409 Oxford #3 
Berkeley, CA 94709 
(415) 548-7843 
Sitting every Friday morning at 7:45 a.m. 

Oakland, California 
Day of Mindfulness, Saturday, March 3, at the beautiful 
Holy Redeemer Center, Oakland. Contact Kate Virginia, 
(415) 839-8287. 

Marin County, California 
Green Gulch Farm 
Star Route 
Muir Beach, CA 94965 
(415) 383-3134 
Days of Mindfulness, some specifically for families 

Marin Chapter of Buddhist Peace Fellowship 
Marc Lesser and Lee Klinger 
218 Cleveland Court 
Mill Valley, CA 94941 
(415) 389-9729 
Monthly Precept Ceremony for adults and children, fol
lowed by tea and discussion. 

Washington State 
Jack and Eileen Kiera 
5999 Schornbush Road 
Deming, W A 98244 
(206) 592-5248 
Sunday sitting meditation; monthly half-day of mindful
ness; recitation of the Fourteen Precepts. 

Chicago 
Buddhist Council of the Midwest 
8910 South Kingery Highway 
Hinsdale, IL 60521 
Contact Jack or Laurie Lawlor (312) 475-1583 
Films of Dharma Talks by Thich Nhat Hanh; quarterly 
interdenominational meditation group meeting; "Beginnings 
of Buddhism" lecture series. 



Illinois Prairie Buddha 
The visit last June of Thich Nhat Hanh to the midwest 
became the catalyst in the fonning of a Zen group which 
meets monthly in DeKalb, Illinois. Composed of people of 
diverse ages and career backgrounds, the small group 
provides spiritual support and reinforcement in a setting that 
is leaderless and without fonnalized rules and rituals. Meet
ing the second Sunday of each month at the Gurler House, a 
restored home in DeKalb, the group follows an unstructured 
fonnat which generally flows from shared readings, poetry, 
and music to sitting meditation, walking meditation, and 
discussion over tea and muffins . There is a strong element 
of sharing and an openness that allows strength and valida
tion to nurture all. Anyone interested in joining the group is 
invited to call Mary Jewell (708) 843-7773. 

Yellow Springs, Ohio 
Marcie Rogers 
642 Omar Circle 
Yellow Springs, OH 45387 
(513) 767-7983 
"After the retreat for psychotherapists in Colorado, a few of 
us started a sitting group. We share the tea ceremony much 
as Thay did with us, and we discuss bringing practice into 
our daily lives. I love this gathering and I'm delighted that 
so many of my friends do too. I feel very grateful to be part 
of a community of maybe ten or fifteen Buddhist medita
tors. I believe this is a real gift.". 

New York City 
Lyn Fine 
530 West End Avenue, Apartment 5-B 
New York, NY 10024 
(212) 362-5923 
Sitting every Friday night; monthly meditation day, includ
ing recitation of the precepts of the Order of Interbeing, 
silent lunch, loving kindness meditation, and infonnal tea. 

Sid Kemp 
515 West IlOth Street, Apartment 8-D 
New York, NY 10025 
(212) 316-3770 
Day of Mindfulness almost every weekend, on Saturday or 
Sunday. Please phone in advance. 

Boston 
Barry Roth 
P.O. Box 277 
Brookline, MA 02146 
Meets one Tuesday each month at 7:30 p.m. to sit and have 
infonnal tea. Group rotates among members' homes. For 
details, phone Barry Roth (617) 734-3572 or 232-6762, 
Bich Chi Nguyen (617) 327-7381, or Nancy Howley (617) 
661-6393 . 
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Washington DC 
Vietnamese Buddhist Temple 
5401 16th Street N.W. 
Washington, DC 20015 
Small sangha meets most Sunday evenings at 7:00 p.m. For 
further infonnation, contact Richard Brady, (301) 270-3923 

A Day of Mindfulness for Veterans of War 
Shortly after the Berlin Wall began to be disassembled, 
chisels working from both sides to remove a barrier erected 
in the Cold War years , about 30 of us spent Veterans Day 
together at Green Gulch Fann Zen Center. Sitting in medita
tion, walking mindfully, and directly noticing the effect of 
war on our lives, we dedicated our Day of Mindfulness to 
the genninating of seeds of peace in each of us and in our 
world. At eleven minutes and eleven seconds past the 
eleventh hour on the morning of Veterans Day, 11/11/89, 
we joined the tradition of inviting our large bell to sound, 
eleven times, out into the stillness, joining hundreds of other 
bells of remembrance being rung around the world in the 
hope of peace. 

"We are all Veterans of some war," said Gary Gill, a 
veteran of the war in Vietnam, "whether or not we' ve been 
in active combat, we're all veterans." This statement of 
Gary's was the theme of our Day of Mindfulness. Some of 
us had gathered in May for a Day of Mindfulness on 
Memorial Day, a follow-up gathering to the retreat for 
Veterans led by Thich Nhat Hanh during his visit to the 
United States last Spring. During the Memorial Day sitting, 
co-sponsored by the East Bay chapter of the Buddhist Peace 
Fellowship, we had expressed our desire to gather again on 
Veterans Day and to have a day open to anyone who wanted 
to heal the wounds of war. 

The Veterans Day sitting was dedicated to creating a 
safe and quiet place where people could come and be 
refreshed. We began our day by walking and sitting in 
silence, both in the meditation hall and outside in the 
gardens, near the Pacific Ocean. By the end of the morning 
we were ready to introduce ourselves and to speak together, 
either through song or poetry or words, about our aspira
tions and experiences. David, a veteran of the Korean War, 
remembered his friend Mark, also a war veteran of the 
Vietnam years. Unable to rejoin American society, Mark 
had taken to the wilderness, smelling of "smoke and soli
tude." He had been hit by a car and every bone in his body 
was broken. However, Mark lived and was awarded a 
financial settlement. As soon as he could walk, he left the 
hospital and took his settlement money to skid row in his 
home town of Winoma, Minnesota, where he gave away 
hundred dollar bills, especially to all the vets there on skid 
row. "I am large! I contain multitudes," said Walt Whitman, 
invoked by one of us. 

(Continued on next page) 



Veterans Day of 
Mindfulness 
(Continued) 

And Judy told a story 
of post-World War II 
when Americans were 
encouraged to make little 
burlap bags as a way to 
exhibit support for 
sending surplus food to 
hungry Chinese during 
the years of famine in the 
1950s. During these 
years, President Eisen
hower was being encour
aged to go to war with 
China when he remem
bered the making of the 
little bags. "How many of 
those food bags were 
made?" he asked. 
"43,000," someone 
reported. "Well, if 43,000 
people want to feed the 
hungry, we certainly won't bomb them," retorted Eisen
hower. 

These stories rose up out of our resolve to look at the 
suffering of war and to find a way to take steps of peace, 
beginning with our sitting and walking in silence on 
Veterans Day. We also ate together in silence and gathered 
afterwards for a Dharma talk offered by Robert Aitken
roshi, one of the founders of the Buddhist Peace Fellowship. 
During the Second World War, Aitken-roshi was interned in 
a Japanese prisoner of war camp. During his three years and 
nine months of confinement, he deepened his practice of 
Buddha's Way, emerging to continue his study of Zen in 
Hawaii. In the sixties, Aitken-roshi and his wife, Anne, 
founded the Maui Zendo and worked diligently doing draft 
counseling while establishing the Diamond Sangha. Aitken
roshi has remained convinced, despite his struggles to 
establish a center for Buddhist practice during the Vietnam 
War years, that the role of a modern Bodhisattva vowing to 
save all beings without restriction, is a role served by social 
action and dedication to pacifism. Together, we discussed 
these ideals and their practical application. Just setting aside 
a Day of Mindfulness to deepen our resolve to be peace
makers without hiding from the reality of war was a huge 
encouragement for those of us spending Veterans Day 
together. We closed by doing a Memorial service for the 
many who have lost their lives in war and by sitting in 
silence together. 

After these Days of Mindfulness, I am convinced of the 
value and renewal of such times spent refreshing our lives 
together. -Wendy Johnson 

Muir Beach, California 
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Plum Trees at Plum Village 

News from Plum Village: 

Looking down the rows of bare red plum branches shining 
in the winter sunlight, we can see the mature fruit to come. 

These 1,000 plum trees were planted seven years ago, 
half of them to help the Plum Village community be self
supporting, and half to help feed hungry families in Viet
nam, where most children under the age of six suffer from 
malnutrition. 

Plum trees begin producing fruit after seven or eight 
years, coming to full maturity around age 11 . The trees at 
Plum Village, which so far have only produced enough fruit 
to provide jam for our summer guests, are entering the 
initial stages where they can produce enough fruit to serve 
these original intentions. 

Machinery, fertilizer, and disease prevention treatments 
are necessary to help the trees move happily into this phase 
of productivity. We do not want to use any materials of 
lasting toxicity. Currently we are developing connections 
with local organic farmers and expanding' our knowledge of 
the best possible ways to take care of our trees and our 
Earth. 

If you would like to help contribute to the care and de
velopment of the orchard at Plum Village, please send con
tributions, payable to Eg/ise Bouddhique Unifiee, earmarked 
for the Plum Tree Project to: The Plum Tree Project, Plum 
Village, Meyrac, Loubes-Bernac, 47120 Duras, France. 
Thank you. 

-Jean-Paul Benabid, Annabel Laity, and Mike Klein 



"Sponsoring Hungry Families" 
A Report by Therese Fitzgerald 

The word "sponsor" comes from the Latin word, spondere, 
which means "to promise solemnly." The dictionary defines 
a sponsor as "a person or agency who undertakes certain 
responsibilities in connection with some other person or 
group." In 1987, when I heard Sister Cao Ngoc Phuong 
describe her grass roots work to assist the most desperately 
poor in Vietnam, it occurred to me that we Westerners could 
find ways to "undertake some responsibilities in connection 
with" the people of Vietnam. 

The desire to embark on this undertaking was stimulated 
perhaps first of all by a feeling of gratitude to Sister Phuong 
and Thich Nhat Hanh, who have contributed so much 
understanding and love to the world, in the midst of great 
suffering. And, as much as I tried to "check out" of the war 
in Vietnam- I hardly ever read a newspaper, listened to the 
news, or spoke with anyone about the war while it was 
going on-Phuong and Thay helped me open up to the deep 
sorrow and feelings of connection I feel in relation to the 
Vietnamese people. I opened up to the very basic connec
tion we share as fellow human beings needy of food, shelter, 
and a sense of self-respect. And there is the connection that 
exists because of my government's choice to go to war in 
their country and participate in mass destruction of persons, 
a culture, and the land. I also wanted to continue to learn 
from Sister Phuong and Thay, mentors in the calmness of 
giving to others from a place of inner peace and recognition 
of interbeing. 

Bich Thuy Nguyen, an ordained sister of the Order of 
Interbeing who lives in San Jose, was traveling with Sister 
Phuong and Thay at the time. I asked her if she might be 
interested to join me in forming a West Coast committee. 
She immediately responded, "Yes." Then Sister Phuong put 
me in touch with one of her cohorts who left Vietnam in 
1984, Thanh Tuyen Trinh, a mother of eight sons, who is 
very knowledgeable about the struggles of poor people in 
Vietnam. I also turned to Carole Melkonian, another 
ordained sister in the Order of Interbeing, and the four of us 
started "cooking" together-throwing into the pot what we 
thought about how to raise some funds, what to send to 
people in Vietnam for the best resale value, how and where 
to get the work done. The Buddhist Peace Fellowship 
agreed to receive tax-deductible donations for us. 

I describe this program in such detail in response to the 
many questions about how to form a committee of Sister 
Phuong's work. Recently a friend from Oregon came to 
discuss similar details, as he is interested in starting a 
committee. After Carole and I spoke with him for a while, 
he began to see how complex and multi-faceted the work is. 
I'm glad to say, he hasn't given up the idea, but he has 
decided to work closely with us for a while before he 
embarks on the whole venture alone. 
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Cao Ngoc Phuong, founder of S.H.F. Program 

After two and a half years, the SHF committee has 
expanded to include several more Westerners and Vietnam
ese, and we've gone from helping seven to 100 families. 

So many blessings have unfolded as we have progressed 
along. There are the wonderful relationships with the 
Vietnamese community through the temples who host our 
parcel wrappings. Kim Son Monastery in Watsonville, for 
example, shares its redwood beauty and friendly smiles, tea, 
and always a wonderful meal as we prepare our boxes of 
aid. Dieu Quang Temple in Sacramento treat us as their 
long-awaited children, greeting us heartily and lavishing us 
with food and kindness each time we gather there to do the 
work. 

There are the wonderful donors- individuals as well as 
groups-who give from $5 to $1000 or more whenever they 
can. Several BPF chapters have joined in our efforts to 
know and assist people who are much less fortunate . A 
group of young people at Green Gulch Farm Zen Center 
work each Christmas to make wreaths to sell and give the 
proceeds to support a family in Vietnam. Individuals have 
united friends to sponsor a family . Many sponsors gave at 
the very beginning and steadily continue to respond to 
Vietnam's call for help. 

There are the translators who make accessible the 
precious news from our friends in Vietnam. The people we 
work with to procure the best medical supplies for resale in 
Vietnam figure among our blessings, as does the postal 
clerk who regularly deals with our volume of gifts. Always 
with many smiles and well wishes, these friends do their 
best to help us each step of the way. 

Recently, the committee met at the Dieu Quang Temple 
in Sacramento to prepare 200 parcels to provide some 
special encouragement at the important time of Vietnamese 
New Year (Tet). At one point, there were some fifty 
people-from ages six to sixty-preparing the packages. A 
bell of mindfulness sounded throughout the day, calling us 
back to an awareness of our breathing and reminding us to 

(Continued on next page) 



contemplate deeply the lives of the persons who would be 
receiving our gifts. Wendy Johnson and her darling baby, 
Alisa, also helped us slow down and smile throughout the 
day. Many Vietnamese students from UC Davis, Sacra
mento City College, and De Anza College, along with 
several members of the Dieu Quang Temple congregation, 
and the SHF "regulars"- Bich Thuy, Ho Dung, Carole, Co 
Tuyen, Eleni Sarant, and myself-worked all day together 
and shared a wonderful dinner before going home with 
parcels ready to be mailed to Vietnam. 

Once the parcels are mailed, we will have spent $10,000 
on this major mailing. This will 
leave SHF with a balance of 
$8,000. Pledges to come will 
allow us to sponsor between 77-
100 families this year. We clearly 
can do the work to support more 
than this number of families. If 
you would like to help make more 
support possible by making a con
tribution to "Sponsoring Hungry 
Families," please fill out and mail 
the coupon below. 

If you live in California, we 
would also like to welcome your 
participation in other ways-at 
the wrappings, in the office, doing 
translation work, etcetera. Just 
circle the appropriate category on 
the form on the next page, and we 
will get in touch with you, if you 
like. The SHF office number is 
(415) 548-6466; or you can leave 
a message at (415) 548-372l. 

One important fruit of this 
work is developing real under-
standing of another person. This understanding may come to 
a co-worker in relation to another person on the committee, 
or in relation to a people far away. Or it happens that a 
struggling person in Vietnam learns of another, even more 
desperate, person nearby (for we often send one item which 
we ask the family to share with another family even poorer 
than themselves) . Or the fruit of understanding comes from 
a donor who has taken the time to contemplate the lives of 
people much less fortunate than him or herself. The letter 
from children at Green Gulch Farm on the next page is a 
notable example of this process happening deep within, in a 
way that is not easily forgotten. 

And this letter from Peter Levitt to his friends at Hanuk
kah/Christmas time is an inspiring delight: 

Dear Family, 
When I look at my life, I realize I have everything. Eve

rything. And, as the Jewish prophets tell us, "It's All 
Good." Hardfor us to accept, really, but somehow, at least 
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for me, "Good." 
As this year's gift-giving time approached, I realized 

that I wanted something with all of you. I wanted to have us 
give each other a particular gift-lhe gift of supporting, 
together, the needs of a hungry family in Vietnam for one 
year. This inmost request comesfrom a deep place in me (or 
I wouldn't take on the job of being your social secretary by 
suggesting this as a Xmas gift) and I hope you will enjoy 
giving and receiving this particular gift a great deal...Then 
all year, when we see each other, we can have a certain 
smile to share between us .. . 

Please. Let us generously 
enjoy this opportunity to be close, 
closer in ways we can hardly 
understand. I love you all. 

The following are excerpts of 
letters we've received from 
families in Vietnam receiving or 
requesting aid: 

Mother of three in Da Nang 
September 15, 1989 

"My son has a congenital 
ailment: obstruction of the gall 
bladder. His complexion is 
sallow. He has also contracted 
hemorrhagic fever and has been 
in a comatose state many times. 
Now he is almost recovered, but 
his mental faculty is irremediably 
impaired. I have done my best to 
have him undergo medical 
treatment at the hospital for many 
months, to no avail. To add to our 
misfortune, last February, after a 

long period ofportracted fever, my four-year-old daughter 
developed what seems to be cancer of the kidney. She 
underwent surgery, but the malignant kidney could not be 
removed. She is now a skeleton but still keeps her lucidity. 
It is a heartrending sight to look at our loved one gradually 
destroyed by this terrible disease. Can you please help us?" 

Mother in Ho Chi Minh City 
November 20,1989 

"I am so poor and miserable, that sometimes I want to 
die. In myoId age, I have contracted malaria. Every day my 
daughter cooks some soup and goes around town to sell it. 
Her husband tries to make a living as a pedicab driver. They 
work so hard every day, but still they cannot provide enough 
food for the whole family. Therefore your gift was a very 
big help for us, and we appreciate it very much." 

(Continued on next page) 



letter from Green Gulch Children 

Mother outside Ho Chi Minh City 
April 15, 1989 

"With the proceeds, I bought enough food for one good 
meal for my children, shoes, soap, plastic sandals for them 
and kept the rest for emergency use, such as sickness. From 
time to time, I will indulge in buying some extra food to 
improve the diet of my loved ones, they are all so skinny 
and sallow from malnutrition." 

Father in Bien Hca, Tinh Dong Nai 
April 20, 1989 

"We are very happy and deeply touched to receive your 
letter. You are one person far away who understands our 
circumstances better than a relative. Two weeks later we 
received your gift. Thank you very much for this help which 
amounted to 102,160 piasters, a sum equivalent to 4 months 
salary. We can use this to pay back our medical debt and 
buy some rice for the children who have only had roots and 
potatoes to eat. 

The same family three months later: 
"The chronic asthma that my husband has became more 

serious last month. He was so worn out he had to be 
hospitalized. To pay for his stay there, I had to beg. I sold 
everything to pay for the cost. The proceeds of your gift 
bought 30 kilos rice, with some money left to buy food later 
for my children who are malnourished." 
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Preparing Parcels to send to Vietnam 

loading Parcels to take to the Post Office 

Sponsoring Hungry Families· P.O. Box 7355· Berkeley, CA 94707 

HOW VIOU C~1Nl IHIlEllP-(pleaseCircleOne) 

PREPARING PARCELS: Join us for our quarterly wrappings 
(a hardy adventure in altruism, definitely informative, 
enjoyable, and challenging). 

HELPING IN THE OFFICE: Get to know the situations of our 
friends in Vietnam, and help us track them by filing, typing, 
and mailing letters. 

GIVING DONATIONS: A yearly donation of $200 ($50 
quarterly) supports a family for a year. 

NAME: 

ADDRESS: 

CITY, STA1E,ZIPCODE: 

PHONE NUMBER 



Urgent Action: 
Forced Repatriation of Boat People 

The sight of the Berlin Wall collapsing and East Germans 
crossing the border was overwhelmingly moving. But how 
would we react if instead of being welcomed, these people 
were crowded into jails, with virtually no sanitary facilities 
or medical treatment available, kept on a starvation diet, and 
told they would remain imprisoned for the rest of their li ves 
unless they agreed to return "voluntarily" to East Germany? 

This is essentially the situation that faces the nearly 
40,000 Vietnamese refugees who have arrived in Hong 
Kong since June 15, 1988. In a concerted effort to persuade 
them to return to Vietnam, Great Britain and Hong Kong 
have made life in the camps miserable and have rejected the 
refugee status of all but a handful in a biased screening 
process ostensibly intended to separate "economic mi
grants" from "political refugees." As stated by 
Arthur Helton of the Lawyers Committee for 
Human Rights, " ... there continues to be an 
astoundingly low refugee recognition rate of 
under 2%, excluding family reunification, despite 
rejected claims based on harsh re-education, 
forced labor, and severe discrimination." 

So far, only 630 Vietnamese have agreed to 
return under the program of "voluntary repatria
tion." So Britain and Hong Kong have begun a 
new policy of forced repatriation. The first 
deportation occurred December 12, when 51 
people were flown back to Vietnam after risking 
their lives to escape. Although temporarily 
halted, the program will continue, according to 
British Foreign Secretary Douglas Hurd. 

There is no assurance that those returned will 
not be subject to reprisals, including imprison
ment. Fleeing the country is defined as a crime 
under Vietnam's Criminal Code, with penalties 
ranging up to two years for "illegal emigration" 
(Article 89); and up to 12 years imprisonment for 
fleeing the country "with the intent to oppose the 
people's government," or life imprisonment in 
especially serious cases (Article 85). Vietnamese 
in Hong Kong are in a Catch-22 situation-in 
Hong Kong they have to prove to their interview
ers that they fled for political not economic 
reasons in order to gain refugee status; but if 
returned to Vietnam they will have to prove to 
their interviewers that they fled for economic and 
not political reasons in order to escape more 
severe punishment All this occurs during a 
mounting crackdown on dissent in Vietnam, 
which was launched by Communist leaders 
several months ago, apparently in reaction to 
events in Eastern Europe. 

To protest this situation, Joan Baez and 
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Ginetta Sagan have written an open letter to British Prime 
Minister Margaret Thatcher (which was co-signed by a 
number of people, including the editors of The Mindfulness 
Bell, and the national coordinator of the Buddhist Peace Fel
lowship). 

It is our intention to publish this protest as a full-page ad 
in a Hong Kong daily newspaper. If you can help with this 
effort, please send a contribution to the Buddhist Peace Fel
lowship, P.O. Box 4650, Berkeley, CA 94704, earmarked 
for "Committee Opposed to Forced Repatriation." If you 
have friends in England, please ask them to write to Mrs. 
Thatcher to protest this. Many thanks for your efforts. 

This report was written for The Mindfulness Bell by 
Stephen Denney, the editor of Indochina Journal. 



Retreats with 
Thich Nhat Hanh, 1990-91 

Transformation of Suffering 
Shaftesbury, England - April 20-25, 1990 
A five-day retreat at Gaunts House, near Shaftesbury, 
Dorset. Children, ages 6 and up, are encouraged to join 
adults. Fee is £200. Contact The Open Gate, 6 Goldney 
Road, Bristol BS8 4RB, UK, Telephone 0272 734952 for 
further infonnation. 

Satipatthana Sutta, Buddhist Psychology, 
and their Application to Modern Life 
Plum Village, France - June 6-29, 1990 
At this retreat, Thay will focus on the Surra on the Estab
lishments of Mindfulness. Buddhist psychology in the 
Vijiianavada School will also be discussed. It will be a time 
for discovering the healing powers of mindfulliving'as put 
forth in traditional Buddhist scriptures. The retreat is offered 
especially as training for those persons who might like to 
offer mindfulness retreats and seminars where they live and 
practice. Members of the Core Community of the Tiep Hien 
Order are encouraged to participate. 

There will be daily sitting and walking meditation, silent 
meals, tea meditation, and discussion, as well as five 
lectures each week by Thich Nhat Hanh. Participants will be 
invited to share the fruit of their practice and study for all to 
benefit. Anyone wishing to attend this retreat must be able 
to stay the entire three weeks. English will be the primary 
language of the retreat. Translation in French may be 
available, depending on the needs of the participants. 

Cost for the retreat/study session is 4500 French Francs 
($750 U.S.). A deposit of 1500 FF ($250 U.S.) is required to 
reserve a place. The balance is payable upon arrival. This 
deposit is fully refundable until April 15, 1990. If you 
cancel after this date, 300 FF ($50 U.S.) will be deducted. 
Cancellations later than May 20 will not be refundable. 
Please make checks payable to Eg/ise Bouddhique Unifiee 
and send c/o Annabel Laity, Plum Village; Meyrac, Loubes
Bernac; 47120 Duras; France. Telephone 53.94.75.40; or 
write to Parallax Press, P.O. Box 7355, Berkeley, CA 
94707, requesting a Satipatthana retreat application. When 
you write to Plum Village, specify whether you prefer a dor
mitory room or will bring your own tent. 
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Summer Retreat at Plum Village, France 
July 15 - August 15, 1990 
Since 1983, many Vietnamese and more and more Western
ers have visited Plum Village, located about 40 miles east 
of Bordeaux, in southwestern France, and participated in 
creating a life of meditation in daily life. 

The community at Plum Village is happy to invite you 
for two weeks or one month during the summer. Plum 
Village is not meant to be an intensive retreat from daily 
activities, concentrating on meditation in the meditation 
hall. It is an opportunity to live mindfully and quietly 
through a variety of activities, including walking, sitting, 
eating, working and singing. 

At Plum Village, the children are at the center. You are 
wholeheartedly encouraged to bring your children, where 
they partake completely in the life. Children attend all or 
part of Thay's lectures, at least the first of the three medita
tion periods, tea meditation, and work-such as cleaning, 
cooking, and gardening. There are two "Children's Per
fonnances" a week, during which the children present 
songs, dances, and skits that express the teachings put forth 
in the lectures, or enact the understanding of traditional Vi
etnamese and Western cultures. 

Many festivals are celebrated throughout the summer: 
Hiroshima Day, Thanksgiving, and a number of traditional 
Vietnamese holidays. Tea meditation, too, is a time for 10 
or 12 people to sit mindfully together and share tea, a 
biscuit, and a poem, song, or story. These activities and our 
attention to the details of daily life together at Plum Village 
can refresh and strengthen us. 

All visitors help in the preparation of meals, cleaning the 
bathrooms, watering the plants, washing the dishes, empty
ing the trash, breadmaking, and so on, as practices of mind
fulness in daily life. 

At Plum Village, meals are eaten silently, in full aware
ness of those who are with us and our food. We eat to
gether, sometimes in the open air--on the grass or in the 
woods. Bearing in mind the cross-cultural participation 
during this month of practice, French bread and cereal as 
well as scented rice and aromatic herbs, tofu and spring 
rolls, and other fine vegetarian dishes are offered. 

Every Tuesday is "Lazy Day." There are no scheduled 
events, not even meals. People are encouraged to make a 
picnic with friends, lie in a hammock, take a walk, read a 
book, or otherwise relax. Of course, the meditation hall is 
open for those who would like to meditate as well. 

Thay Nhat Hanh gives five Dharma talks each week, two 
in Vietnamese, two in English, and one in French. Each 
lecture is simultaneously translated into the other two 
languages. One question people often have is, "What 
language is most necessary?" English is the language which 
acts as a "common denominator" among the Westerners, in 
most discussions and infonnal gatherings. Thay is rarely 

(continued on next page) 



ThAy giving a Dharma talk at Plum Village 

Summer Retreat at Plum Village (continued) 

able to give personal interviews, so people are encouraged 
to offer written questions, ,which are placed in the big bell of 
the meditation hall and answered during the talks. 

The community at Plum Village invites you to come and 
share in the joyous celebration of life among blossoming 
sunflowers, smiling children, and sonorous bells this 
summer. For further information, contact Annabel Laity, 
Plum Village, Meyrac, Loubes-Bernac, 47120 Duras, 
France, Tel: 53.94.75.40; or write to Parallax Press, P.O. 
Box 7355, Berkeley, CA 94707 USA, requesting a Plum 
Village summer application. When you write to Plum 
Village, specify whether you prefer a dormitory room or 
will bring your own tent. 

Common Boundary Conference 
Washington D.C. November 16-18,1990 
Thich Nhat Hanh will be the keynote speaker at the Spiritu
ality and Psychotherapy conference sponsored by Common 
Boundary Magazine, Friday morning, November 16, 1990. 
He will also lead a day of mindfulness, among other 
activities for participants to choose from, on Saturday, 
November 17. For further information, contact Common 
Boundary, 7005 Florida Street, Chevy Chase, MD 20815. 
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19..9.1 Retreats & Lectures in No. America 
Thefollowing is tentative. We are printing it just to give you 
a general idea ofThiiy' s itinerary. Sign-ups will not begin 
until later this year. Please see future issues of the Mindful
ness Bell or the Buddhist Peace Fellowship Newsletter for 
registration information: 

Retreats In English: 
March 21-24 Mindfulness Retreat 

March 26-30 

April 1-4 

April 28 

April 23-27 

May 1-5 

May 8-12 

May 13-17 

Houston, Texas 
Retreat with Environmentalists 
Ojai, California 
Retreat with Families and Children 
Santa Barbara, California 
Day of Mindfulness 
Bay Area, California 
Retreat with Feminists 
Northern California 
Mindfulness Retreat 
Northern California 
Retreat with Helping Professionals 
Chicago Area 
Mindfulness Retreat 
Chicago Area 

May 30-J une 2 Mindfulness Retreat 
Washington D.C. Area 

June 5-9 Retreat with Veterans 
Omega Institute, New York 

June 10-15 Mindfulness Retreat 
Omega Institute, New York 

Public Lectures In English: 
March 19 Houston 
March 30 Ojai, California 
April 30 San Francisco 
May 19 Chicago 
May 22 Washington, D.C. 
June 3 New York City 
June 16 Boston 

Retreats In Vietnamese: 
March 15-17 Houston area 
April 5-7 Los Angeles area 
April 11-20 San Jose area 
May 23-26 Washington, D.C. area 
June 18-21 Toronto area 
June 22-28 Montreal area 

Public Lectures In Vietnamese: 
March 17 Houston 
April 7 Orange County, California 
April 8 San Diego 
April 21 San Jose 
May 27 Washington, D.C. 



The Discourse on Happiness 
Mahamangala Sutta (Sutta Nipata 1), Translated into English by Thich Nhat Hanh 

Thus have I heard: At one time, the Buddha was living in 
the vicinity of Sravasti at the Anathapindika monastery in 
the leta Park. It was late at night 
when a deva appeared whose 
light and beauty made the whole 
area of the leta Grove shine 
radiantly. After 
paying respects 
to the Buddha, 
the deva asked 
him a question in 
the form ofa 
gatha: 

(And this is the Buddha's 
answer:) 

"Not to be associated with the 
foolish ones, 
to live in the company of wise 
people 
and to honor those who are worth honoring
this is the greatest happiness. 

To live in a good environment, 
to have planted good seeds 
and to realize that you are on 
the right path-
this is 
the 
greatest 
happi
ness. 

To have 
a chance 
to learn, 
and to be 
skillful 
in your profession or craft 
and to know how to practice the precepts and 
loving speech-
this is the greatest happiness. 
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To be able to support your parents, 
to cherish your own family 
and to have a job that you like-

this is the greatest happi-
ness. 

To live correctly, to be 
generous in giving, 
to be able to give support 
to relatives and friends 
and to live a life of blame
less conduct-
this is the greatest happi
ness. 

~ ..... ~ To avoid doing bad things, 
to avoid being caught by 
alcoholism or drugs 
and to be diligent in doing 
good things-
this is the greatest happi
ness. 

To be humble and polite, 
to be grateful, and content 
with a simple life 
and not to miss the 
occasion to learn the 
dharma-
this is the greatest happi
ness. 

To persevere and be open to change, 
to have regular contact with 
monks and nuns 
and to participate in dharma 
discussions-
this is the greatest happiness. 

To live diligently and attentively, 
to perceive the Noble Truths 
and to realize Nirvana--
this is the greatest happiness. 

To live in the world 
with your heart undisturbed by the 
world, 
with all sorrows ended, dwelling in 
peace, 
this is the greatest happiness. 

He or she who accomplishes this 
will remain unvanquished wherever 
she goes. 

Always he will be safe and happy
This is the greatest happiness." 
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