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Finding Our True Heritage 
by Thich Nhat Hanh 
We all wish to return to a place where we truly belong, 
where we feel happy and at peace. Most of the time we feel 
lost, as though we are living in exile. People all over the 
world feel this way, constantly searching for an abode of 
happiness and peace. 

We are not separate. We are closely connected with 
others. The ground from which we grow is our family and 
our society. Many young people today are not happy 
because they come from broken families or because their 
parents devote so much time and energy to making a living 
that they have little real time for them. In the past, parents 
raised children according to the cultural and moral sub
stance of their tradition, but today, few adults transmit the 
values they themselves received. As a result, children are 
left without guidance or support, and they grow up not 
knowing what to do and what not to do. 

Without receiving values and without worthy role 
models, young peoples' feelings of loneliness are intense. 
They have little knowledge or confidence about who they 
are or what they are doing, and their parents just tell them to 
earn a diploma and secure a good job. Human beings cannot 
live on bread or rice alone. We need to be nourished by 
culture and tradition as well. Parents who are too busy to 
transmit wonderful cultural elements to their children may 
feed them delicious meals, send them to excellent schools, 
and work many hours to save money for them, but this is not 
the way to love children. True love for a child comes from a 
heritage of true happiness between the parents. 

After the family, school is the most important environ
ment in a child's life. Our children spend six or seven hours 
a day there. A child who can be happy at school is extreme
ly fortunate. When I was in third grade, my teacher wrote on 
my report card, "No talent. Needs to be better motivated." 
This caused a big internal formation in me, and I did poorly 
that year. My sixth grade teacher was more supportive, and I 
did well that year—I even received a prize of many books. 
Every time I wrote a good essay, he read it to the class, and, 
greatly encouraged, I went on to a writing career. 

Like the family, school is a product of society. When the 
society is healthy, the family and the school are also 
healthy. If teachers are unhappy and filled with internal 
formations, how can they look deeply into their students 
and understand them well? The Parent-Teacher's Associa-
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tion is important. Teachers need to understand the circum
stances of their students' families in order to educate the 
students appropriately. 

To be healthy, we need a good environment. One very 
healthy environment is a good sangha, a community of 
happy and peaceful individuals, people who can smile, love, 
and care for us, whose presence is as fresh as flowers. When 
we meet someone with that capacity of peace and joy, we 
should invite him or her to join our sangha. If she cannot 
stay for two or three years, we can invite her to stay for a 
few months or weeks, or even a few days. The quality of a 
community depends on the capacity of each person in it to 
be happy. A good sangha is crucial for our transformation. 

When someone comes to a community of practice, we 
should learn about his or her past and family in order to 
offer suitable methods of practice. In retreats offered to 
young people, we should take the time to understand their 
culture, roots, and society in order to offer appropriate 
teachings. If not, the practice will be unrelated to their lives. 
By asking a few questions concerning their loneliness and 
their identity, we can open the doors of their hearts, and they 
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From the Editors 

To hear that someone's life has been affected by our efforts 
is "the greatest happiness" for us. We surely do appreciate 
your letters (pages 37 - 39) and well wishes. 

We have spent most of the past year planning and 
organizing for Thich Nhat Hanh's two-month U.S. visit 
which begins soon. The response has been overwhelming. 
We look forward to seeing many of you along the way, and 
showing you the seven new books by Thay and one by 
Sister Chan Khong (Phuong) just published by Parallax 
Press. Even if you are unable to attend a retreat, Thay 
warmly invites everyone to receive the Five Wonderful 
Precepts with him. Please see the announcement on page 35. 

This issue is about the theme "Returning to Our Roots." 
In order to really become whole and wholly integrated, we 
have to come to know ourselves, including our cultural and 
religious roots. They are in us. Interestingly, although we 
invited all readers to contribute articles about their own 
roots, the great majority of submissions were from those 
whose roots are Jewish. We are confident you will enjoy 
reading all of these as a beckoning to each of us to become 
ourselves and return to our own "true home." 

—Therese Fitzgerald, Carole Melkonian, and Arnie Kotler 
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True Heritage (continued) 

will begin to listen and join us in the practice. 
A friend or a psychotherapist can also help us very 

much, just by listening to us. But many psychotherapists 
themselves are not healthy; they are filled with suffering. 
How can we feel confident working with a psychotherapist 
who does not apply his knowledge of psychotherapy to 
himself? If we find a psychotherapist who has time to live 
and to be happy, his listening can be highly effective and we 
will feel great relief. Psychotherapists also need to establish 
peaceful, happy sanghas, groups of friends who meet 
regularly to drink tea, practice sitting and walking medita
tion, and bring peace and caring to one another. Clients who 
have recovered can be beneficial members of such groups 
since they have already experienced transformation and can 
help others do the same. 

The number of individuals anyone can help is small 
compared with the number of people who need help. 
Treating individuals is important, but we also have to help 
our society be well. But if we are spending hours doing 
charitable or social work, taking care of the sick and the 
poor, as a way to escape our own loneliness, our work will 
not be effective. If we carry too many internal knots inside 
us, no matter how much time and energy we spend working 
for the well-being of others, we will still be lost. 

To grow well, a tree needs roots. We need to get in touch 
with our roots and our true identity. If we live with a good 
sangha for a while, we will find our identity and true person. 
The words "true person" were offered by Zen Master Lin-
chi. One day, Master Linchi said to his students, "Brothers 
and sisters, there is one true person who permanently comes 
in and out of our being. Do you know that true person?" The 
audience was silent for a long time before one monk stood 
up and asked, "Master, please teach us. Who is that true 
person?" Disappointed by the monk's question, Linchi said, 
"That true person? What the heck!" No one understood his 
words. 

Who is that true person? Can we be in real touch with 
him or her? Until we do, we will continue to be lost, unable 
to find our true heritage. We will not need a train or a plane 
to come home. We will be at home wherever we are. Being 
with a sangha, with those who have found their true 
heritage, is the best way to realize this. In a sangha, even if 
we just relax and do nothing, one day our true person will 
reveal himself or herself. Communities where people can 
come together and be guided in the direction of returning to 
their true person are very important. 

Many teenagers come to Plum Village feeling aban
doned and unhappy. They suffer from cultural and identity 
crises. They listen to Dharma talks, but these do not help. 
The most important thing for them is to be in contact with 
others their own age who are happy. These friendships help 
them contact their own true person. This is a basic principle 
of the practice. If you are a Dharma teacher leading retreats, 
please keep this in mind. Otherwise you only offer tempo

rary relief—you will not touch the sufferings that are rooted 
deeply in people and bring about real transformation. 

Individual transformation always goes hand in hand with 
social transformation. We may receive praise when we go 
on a solo retreat for ten or twenty years, seeing no one and 
eating only fruits and vegetables. But if, during that period, 
we do not meet anyone who could say something to upset 
us, how can we be sure that our anger and delusion have 
been transformed? If we are criticized and confronted with 
difficulties and still remain calm and happy, then we know 
that we have arrived at understanding, love, and insight, and 
our transformation is real. 

The moment we feel happy, society already begins to 
transform, and others feel some happiness. When someone 
in society finds his true identity, we all find our identity. 
This is the principle of interbeing. The moment we come in 
touch with our true person, we become relaxed, peaceful, 
and fresh, and society already begins to transform. If we are 
pleasant and happy, the nervous system of those we meet 
will be soothed. Everything settles down when we put an 
end to craving, anger, and delusion. 

Even though our society has caused us pain, suffering, 
internal formations, and illness, we have to open our arms 
and embrace society in complete acceptance. We have to go 
back to our society with the intention to rebuild it and enrich 
life by offering the appropriate therapies for its illnesses. 
People may not be ready to accept our ideas, our love, but 
we must make the effort. When a foreign substance enters 
our body, white blood cell production increases, and 
macrophages embrace and destroy the foreign body. Even 
foreign bodies that can play an important role in keeping our 
body functioning well are rejected. If we need a liver 
transplant, the new liver is subject to rejection since it is 
foreign to our body. The new liver is neither sad nor 
disappointed, because it knows that it enters our body with 
all its love. It tries to find a way to establish a good relation
ship with the body so that one day it will be accepted. 

We are the same. When we return home—to Ireland, 
Poland, Vietnam, or anywhere—we have to use skillful 
means to weaken rejecting phenomena. Even if our return is 
full of good will, we can be crushed. Some medicines that 
can cure an illness become ineffective before reaching the 
intestines because of the stomach's acidity. To prevent this, 
pills are coated with protective substances, and the pill's 
content is not released into the bloodstream until the pill 
reaches the intestines. We should use the same principle to 
return to society. Rejection also exists in our own con
sciousness. Our bodies and minds often refuse things that 
can help us. The practice of peace is basic for our well-
being, but since we already have habits, rejection is a 
common tendency. Many people think that if they accept 
new ideas or insights, their identity or security will vanish. 
They may cling to something they think of as their identity, 
but that is not their true identity. It is only an artificial cover 
that society has painted on them. 



Thich Nhat Hanh at Plum Village 
Look at a Vietnamese teenager growing up in America. 

In her are worries, despair, and problems just as there are in 
all young people. The cultural and social substances that she 
has picked up in America have built up her personality, and 
she thinks she is just that personality. But her Vietnamese 
tradition and culture are also in her, although in the form of 
not-yet-sprouted seeds. In this young lady, there is the 
substance, the personality, and countenance of a young 
Vietnamese girl that she has not been able to touch. She 
believes that what she has received from American culture 
is her true person. If someone suggests that she live in an 
environment that will help her be in touch with the Viet
namese seeds in her, she may become frightened. To her, 
returning to her Vietnamese roots is a threat. She is afraid 
she will lose her personality. Most teenagers feel the 
same—that if their present identity is dropped, they will not 
know where to stand. We should help them find their true 
person so that, gradually, they will be able to let go of their 
suffering. Concepts about success and happiness are a kind 
of coating that society has painted on them, and they 
mistake them for their identity. Vietnamese, Irish, Ameri
can, Polish, everyone should return to their true person. That 
is the only way we will have a chance to transform our
selves and our society, and become our true person. 

All of us need to return home along that path. When we 
return, we may want to introduce the practice of mindful
ness to others. If we can help people see the essence of love 

and understanding, we might be able to help the situation. 
To rebuild our society, we need to bring about social 
balance and uncover the best traditional values. We are like 
a child who has crossed many mountains and rivers to find 
the right medicine for our mother's illness. We should tell 
people, "Please try this remedy. It may cure the illness of 
our motherland. If this medicine is not effective, let us look 
for another remedy together. Let us give our motherland a 
chance." We must go back to our society as a son, a brother, 
or a sister and accept everyone as our relative. 

When we return home, we can live in the heart of socie
ty, but we should be careful to protect ourselves. People 
may reject us or try to destroy us, because they are afraid to 
lose what they are accustomed to. We can try to establish a 
sangha, a community of practice, an island standing firmly 
in the ocean that is not affected by social storms—a pro
tected island where trees and birds can live safely without 
being threatened by strong winds or high waves. A sangha is 
an island in which we can take refuge. Vietnamese, Irish, 
Americans, Poles all have to do the same. Sangha-building 
is a way to break through the obstacles presented by society. 
In order to offer a therapeutic role, a sangha should acquire 
a certain degree of peace and happiness itself. There need to 
be a number of happy individuals who have found their true 
person and are relaxed, smiling, accepting, loving, and 
helpful. Once an island like that is strong, it can open itself 
to more and more people for refuge. One island can then 
become two, three, four, or more, depending on its capacity 
to share the practice. Forming a sangha is not difficult if we 
have support of friends on the path. To take refuge, first of 
all, is to take refuge in the island of ourselves and then in 
the island of a sangha. 

These islands are communities of resistance. "Resis
tance" does not mean to oppose others. It means to protect 
ourselves, like staying inside the house to protect ourselves 
from the weather. We resist being destroyed by society's 
pollution, noise, unhappiness, harsh words, and negative 
behavior. If we do not know how to take care of ourselves, 
we may get wounded and be unable to help others. If we 
join with others to build a sangha that can nourish and 
protect us and resist society's destructiveness, we will be 
able to return home. Many years ago, I suggested that peace 
activists in the West establish communities of resistance. A 
true sangha is always therapeutic. To return to our own body 
and mind is already to return to our roots, to our true home, 
to our true person. With the support of a sangha, we can do 
it. 

In the Lotus and Diamond Sutras, there are stories of our 
true heritage: There was a young man from a wealthy family 
who led a life of pleasure, always squandering his wealth. 
His father loved and cared for him very much, but he could 
not find a way to make his son aware of his good fortune. 
He could see that his son would suffer and become a beggar 
if he did not transform, but he understood that warning or 
blaming the boy would not help. 

So he made himself a jacket and wore it for some years. 



Then one day, he said to his son, "In the future, when I die, I 
know you will squander your inheritance. I ask only one 
thing. Please do not lose this jacket. Please always keep it 
with you." The father had secretly sewn one very precious 
gem into the lining of the jacket. The young man did not 
like the old jacket, but he kept it because of his father's 
request was so easy.Wter the father died, the son quickly 
spent his entire inheritance, and soon, as his father had 
predicted, he became very poor. He went many days without 
food. The Lotus Sutra calls him "the destitute son." No
where could he make a living or find happiness. He owned 
only the old clothes on his back, including the jacket his 
father had asked him to keep. 

One day, the young man was running his fingers along 
the outside of the jacket, and he suddenly discovered the 
precious gem inside the lining. For many months he had 
been living in hunger and despair, and as a result he now 
knew something of life. He understood how it was to use his 
precious gem to rebuild his life, and he finally received the 
heritage his father had left for him. For the first time in his 
life he was happy. 

Our true heritage is a gem. It includes understanding, 
responsibility, and knowing the way to live happily. The 
Buddha uses this image in the Lotus Sutra to teach us that 
we are all destitute sons and daughters squandering our true 
heritage, which is happiness. Our heritage is right in our 
hand, but we waste our lives, acting as if we are the poorest 
person on Earth. Now is the time to rediscover the gem 
hidden right in our jacket. 

In the Diamond Sutra, we read about sons and daughters 
of good families who fill the 3,000 universes with the seven 
precious treasures as an act of generosity, and the more they 
give, the richer they become. We can do that too, because 
we too have innumerable gems. Each minute of our life, 
each hour of our day is a precious gem. If we live mindfully, 
smiling, each moment is a wonderful treasure. Thanks to 
mindfulness, we can hear the birds singing, the leaves 
rustling, and so many other wonderful sounds. We see the 
flowers blooming, the blue sky, and the white clouds. If we 
live in mindfulness, our baskets will be filled with precious 
gems. Every second, every minute, every hour is a diamond. 
We have been living like wandering destitute sons and 
daughters. Now, it is time for us to go back and receive our 
true heritage and live our days deeply and happily. Once we 
leam the art of living mindfully, people around us will 
benefit from our happiness. We will be able to offer one 
handful of precious gems to the person on our right, another 
to the person on our left, and we never run out; our precious 
gems will fill the 3,000 chiliocosms. Our heritage is so rich. 
There is no reason to feel alienated. At the moment we 
claim our heritage, we can offer peace and happiness to our 
friends, our ancestors, our children, and their children, all at 
the same time. 

Adapted from Thick Nhat Hanh's lectures at Plum Village, 
translated from the Vietnamese by Anh Huong Nguyen. 

Our True Heritage 

The cosmos is filled with precious gems. 
I want to offer a handful of them to you this morning. 
Each moment you are alive is a gem, 
shining through and containing Earth and sky, 
water and clouds. 

It needs you to breathe gently 
for the miracles to be displayed. 
Suddenly you hear the birds singing, 
the pines chanting, 
see the flowers blooming, 
the blue sky, 
the white clouds, 
the smile and the marvelous look 
of your beloved. 

You, the richest person on Earth, 
who have been going around begging for a living, 
stop being the destitute child. 
Come back and claim your heritage. 
We should enjoy our happiness 
and offer it to everyone. 
Cherish this very moment. 
Let go of the stream of distress 
and embrace life fully in your arms. 



Writing Down the Roots 
by Natalie Goldberg 

After four years at the Minnesota Zen Center, during a 
seven-day sesshin, I went to Katagiri Roshi. "You know, the 
more I sit, the more Jewish I'm feeling." 

"That makes sense," he said. "The more you sit, the 
more you become who you are." 

This feeling of being Jewish deepened in me. I wanted to 
know what it meant to be Jewish. Though my family was 
culturally Jewish—there were smatterings of Yiddish 
spoken by my parents and grandparents, we ate chicken 
soup and gefilte fish, felt the shadow of the concentration 
camps, lit Hanukkah candles—there was nothing spiritual or 
religious about our home. My father had been brought up 
religiously and he rebelled. When he was thirteen and had to 
change in the locker room for gym, his classmates made fun 
of the prayer shawl he wore under his undershirt. That night, 
he told me, he went home and told his mother, "No more. 
I'm not wearing it." And at sixteen when he got his driver's 
license, he snuck into the family's navy blue Ford and drove 
it down the street on Yom Kippur, the highest holy day, 
when you are only allowed to walk. "I crashed the car," he 
told me. "God was warning me, but, otherwise, that reli
gious stuff is a lot of malarkey." This was my religious 
instruction from my father. Later, as an adult, I heard that 
my great-grandfather on my father's side was a holy man, 
that he wandered from family to family teaching Hebrew 
and the Torah at heder, Jewish school, that he had no home 
of his own. 

On my mother's side of the family, my grandfather often 
repeated, "It's so good to be in America. You don't know 
how good you have it." He'd come over from Russia when 
he was seventeen to avoid the draft there. He'd seen 
Cossacks ride through his small shtetl and kill people. When 
he arrived in the United States, he threw off Judaism as 
archaic. He wanted to be an American. The day before Yom 
Kippur, he and my grandmother parked their car several 
blocks from their apartment in Brooklyn, and in the morn
ing, when all Jewish families dressed up and walked to shul, 
to the synagogue, my grandfather and grandmother and their 
three children dressed up, too. They walked like the other 
families, but not to shul, to the car, got in, out of sight of 
their neighbors, and drove out to Long Island for a picnic. 
When I asked my mother once, "What is God?" she said, "It 
is goodness. Wherever you see good, you see God." That 
was a good answer. It satisfied me. 

Now, twenty-two years later, Judaism haunted me in the 
zendo. What was it? And what was this foreign religion, 
Zen, that I was practicing, when I had turned my back on 
something that was rightfully mine? There were no inter-
faith marriages in my family. I was one hundred percent 
Jewish—no mixed blood. What did that mean? Perhaps I 
had been arrogant. I had turned my back on my own religion 

and was studying something foreign. 
I went to Roshi. "I'm going to study Judaism. I don't 

know what it is. I'm going to leave Zen Center for a while." 
He nodded. "Remember, whatever you do, the one true 

test of a religion. Ancestors, history doesn't matter—what 
matters is that it can help you here and now in your life." 

I was naive. I'd never gone to temple, never met a rabbi, 
except Zalman Schacter, and that was at Lama Foundation, 
not in a synagogue. I called several in the Twin Cities and 
asked them to meet me for lunch. I thought rabbis would be 
like Roshi. Roshi was my archetype for someone spiritual. 

The rabbis I met—all men—one from a reform syna
gogue, one from a conservative orientation, another from 
the Lubovich organization, were friendly, warm, opinion
ated, distracted, talkative. With one especially, I wanted to 
say, "Please, slow down, connect with your breath." None 
had the presence of Katagiri. Each one at some point in the 
conversation bent close to me. "Zen, Buddhism, it's not as 
deep, big as Judaism. It's okay, but it's not the same." 

I was surprised. "Do you know much about Zen? Have 
you sat?" "I don't need that. I've read a little," the conserva
tive rabbi said. We went on to talk of Minneapolis, inter
marriage, education. This couldn't be. Where was a person 
like Roshi in all this? I took some classes on Judaism; I 
went to services; I studied Hebrew. In Hebrew class, we had 
an Israeli instructor named Tuvia. He presumed we all 
pretty much knew Hebrew; after all, it was his native 
language. I knew nothing, not even the alphabet, but I loved 
the class. I constantly nudged Carol, the woman in front of 
me, to give me the answers. She was a dermatologist, 
brought up on a North Dakota farm, who planned to 
convert. At the beginning of the course, we all chose a 
Hebrew name. I chose Malka, which means "queen." I liked 
playing at a new identity, an ancient Hebrew one. 

After taking the Hebrew class for two quarters, I won a 
Bush Fellowship in poetry and with the money I went to 
Israel for three months. In Jerusalem, I went to Sabbath 
dinner at the homes of different Hasidic families. One 
Hasidic sect had a movement to bring wayward Jews back 
to the fold. I went often because the Hasids felt closest to 
what I knew of religion. 

At one Sabbath in the Old City, I asked the head of the 
family over dinner, "What practice is there that I can do 
every day?" "Get married and have children," he told me. 
There were thirteen of his children at the table. I liked this 
man; I liked his family. They liked me. It was obvious I was 
a religious person; I accepted and appreciated their Hasidic 
tradition. "Yes, but I'm not married. I don't have children. 
What can I do?" I asked again. It seemed obvious to him. 
"Get married and have children." 

I walked home that night through the streets of Jerusa
lem, past Hasidic Jews in fur hats gathering in front of a 
small synagogue, the air smoky under street lights. I felt I 
was back many centuries. I passed rose vines climbing up 
Jerusalem pines, down cobblestone streets and houses built 
of pink Jerusalem stone. This was ancient and beautiful, but 
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I could not find a way in. I was a modern woman, a femi
nist, a writer, an American. I wanted a practice, and so far I 
had discovered it only in the Eastern world. 

I envied my parents when they visited me in Jerusalem. 
They seemed comfortable there, at home. They spoke 
Yiddish, the language they had learned in their Brooklyn 
homes, with people they met on the streets. One Israeli man 
came up to my father on Rehov Jaffa, tapped him on the 
stomach, said something, and then walked arm and arm with 
him for a block. My mother and I trailed behind. When we 
came to the corner, the Israeli waved good-bye. 

I turned to my father. "What did he say to you? Did you 
know him?" 

"Naa," my father shook his head. "We spoke Yiddish. 
He said I should lose some weight. Did you notice how trim 
all the men are here? It must be because of the army. I told 
him I was American. He said he knew." 

"How do you feel so comfortable here?" I had struggled 
for three months to feel at all relaxed. There were Jews here, 
my people, but it was also a foreign country. 

"Oh," my father waved his arm, "it's just like old 
Brooklyn." 

My parents had a natural Jewish identity from being 
brought up in a Jewish neighborhood. They took it for 
granted. They never felt the need to pass it on. I was brought 
up in suburban Long Island, many times the only Jew in my 
class. I had no such strong identity. Suburbia had neutral
ized my roots, washed them away. 

When I returned from Jerusalem, I went to Roshi. 
"Roshi, I think it's driving me nuts. It's like an ornate 
tapestry. I can't find a way in. I get lost in the history, the 
holocaust. Judaism seems sexist, opinionated." 

He shook his head. "Pay no attention to that. Stand up 
with what you have learned here and continue to penetrate. 
When you get to the heart of Judaism, you'll find Zen." 

I took a deep breath, nodded, and left. 
One late afternoon in early October at a Yom Kippur 

service in a synagogue on Dupont Avenue, five blocks from 
the zendo—I'd been fasting all day and had walked early 
that morning through fallen brown leaves—I touched it, 
touched something. I held the prayer book in my hand, "Let 
there be grace and kindness, compassion and love," we 
recited—a moment when everything opened. There among 
my Jewish brothers and sisters, I felt that deep stillness, that 
quiet, that golden joy I felt in the zendo during sesshin—it 
was everywhere. After that I could return to Zen Center, 
knowing that yes, where I came from, the religion of my 
ancestors had it, too. There was no barrier in me: Zen versus 
Judaism. It was everywhere. There was a peace in me after 
that. I did not need to turn my back on anything. 

Natalie Goldberg is a writer in Taos, New Mexico. This 
piece is from her newest book Long Quiet Highway: 
Waking Up in America (Bantam Books) and is reprinted 
with permission, 

Drawing from the Well 
by Nancy Hawley 

My brother, sister, and I decided to meet with my aging 
parents to discuss this stage of our life as a family. As we 
sat together discussing health proxies, wills, and funeral 
arrangements, I was filled with a sense of interconnection 
with them, how deeply the roots go. I was also filled with a 
sense of impermanence. 

As I walk around Fresh Pond today, tears flow as I 
survey the beautiful trees in the breeze and consider the 
trees I will plant when my parents die. I breathe and sing a 
prayer to soothe myself as I face not only my parents' 
mortality, but my own. 

Four years ago I began a journey that today allows me to 
breathe, sing a Jewish prayer, and contemplate imperma
nence. In the Spring of 1989,1 met two teachers—a teacher 
of Jewish mysticism and Thay. I was able to open the 
spiritual door wider with the support of Thay, Sister Chan 
Khong, and the retreat community at Omega, and I left 
feeling inspired to learn more about my Jewish roots and 
discover ways to practice Buddhism that didn't offend my 
feminist sensibilities. 

Since then, I have helped create the Boston-area sangha, 
and I also study the Kaballah and the Torah and learn with 
other women about women in Judaism. At times the 
practices come together. For example, I invited a small 
group to practice sitting meditation as we celebrated Purim 
and our foremother Esther. I seek out other teachers to learn 
from. Rabbi Zalman Schachter-Shalomi blesses my journey 
as I integrate the precepts of Judaism and Buddhism. Most 
of all I practice, learn, and celebrate with family, friends, 
colleagues, and other spiritual seekers. I was thrilled to join 
with other Jewish Buddhists in Western Massachusetts last 
Fall to discuss where these paths come together and where 
they diverge, and I look forward to continuing the discus
sion this Fall. I see the Shofar, blown on the High Holidays, 
as a way to visualize my spirituality: the narrow end 
representing my Judaism—the particulars of my back
ground—and the wider end representing my Buddhism—an 
all-encompassing, compassionate world view that provides a 
spacious context in which I can practice both. I put my lips 
to the Shofar and produce my own clear sound that joins 
with the sounds of others to create a strong community. 

Nancy Miriam Hawley, Good Omen of the Heart, is a social 
worker in Cambridge, Massachusetts. 
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Life As Prayer 
by David Levy 

At the June 1992 retreat at Plum Village, I experienced 
something new and important. On the first day, Thay told 
us: "The most important thing about this retreat is commu
nity." And what an extraordinary group we were! Over the 
weeks, I had a growing sense of being held in the arms of an 
unconditionally loving and accepting community, a truly 
safe place to be. Initially, I'd felt a bit awkward; after all, a 
practicing Jew going to a Buddhist retreat? But I quickly 
discovered that my Jewishness was not only accepted, but 
celebrated. This gave me a taste of a deep respect for 
diversity and a commitment by the community to the well-
being of all its members. 

In Plum Village we practiced mindfulness all the time. 
Silence as a form of prayer or meditation also has biblical 
roots. "Commune with your hearts . . . and be still" {Psalm 
4) "To Thee silence is praise" {Psalm 65) And as for the 
importance of the breath, in Genesis we're told that "God 
formed Adam of the dust of the earth and breathed into 
Adam's nostrils the breath of life; and Adam became a 
living soul." Here the connection between body and soul is 
the divine breath. This insight is made the basis of a 
breathing meditation in the morning prayer, Elohai 
n'shaman: "My God, the soul You have given me is pure. 
You created it, You formed it, You breathed it into me; You 
keep body and soul together...." 

In the Hebrew, many of the verbs end in pronounced (as 
opposed to silent) h's. The intent was to focus our attention 
on our breathing as we thank God for the breath that binds 
body and soul together. I think of the breath as my own 
Jacob's ladder, connecting heaven and earth, uniting soul 
and body, angels ascending and descending on the rising 
and falling breath. The Patriarchs say again and again when 
God calls to them, Hineini, "Here I am." 

The prayer immediately following the Elohai n'shamah 
is also a call to mindfulness. The Bircot haShahar is a series 
of blessings, thanking God for the ability to distinguish 
between day and night, for making us in God's image, and 
so on. Looking at this prayer's source in the Talmud, the call 
to mindfulness is even clearer. "When he hears the cock 
crowing he should say, 'Blessed art Thou, O Lord, who has 
given the cock understanding to distinguish between day 
and night.' When he opens his eyes he should say, 'Blessed 
art Thou, O Lord, who opens the eyes of the blind.' When 
he stretches himself and sits up . . . When he dresses . . ." 

We are thus instructed to perform each act on awakening 
with awareness. In fact, it would seem that whole system of 
prescribed blessings, is aimed at fostering mindfulness. Not 
to mention Shabbat, our special day of mindful rest. With 
mindfulness, all acts are raised to the level of prayer, and 
isn't this the aim of our Jewish lives? 

The Jewish tradition gives us a set of practices for 

quieting down, for attending to our breath and to all that is 
happening in the present moment. And what do we experi
ence when we are quiet and attentive? Here too the Prayer 
Book gives us an answer: "We are thankful to you . . . for 
your miracles which daily attend us." What do we experi
ence when we are quiet and attentive? This prayer reminds 
us to be aware of, and thankful for, the miracles all around 
us. Our tradition is rich with reminders, but I feel the 
precious teachings on mindfulness have gotten lost. And I'd 
like to find ways to bring mindfulness practice back into the 
life of our community and explore its place in our Jewish 
lives. 

At Plum Village, I learned that community is crucial to 
the general well-being and the spiritual development of its 
members. I came to understand that for the deepening and 
maturing of my own religious practice, I need the love and 
support, the help, of others. We all know that community is 
crucial for us to live Jewish lives. Shabbat observance and 
the Jewish dietary laws are difficult, if not impossible, to 
maintain without the support of like-minded practitioners. If 
one wants to live more mindfully without withdrawing from 
our fragmented, frantic modern world, the support of like-
minded practitioners is essential. 

Time will tell exactly what form our mindfulness efforts 
take. What matters is that we plant a seed in the community, 
a seed of mindful living, and that we water it through our 
practice, believing that the fruits of this practice will benefit 
the entire community, in fact the entire world. 

David Levy lives in Palo Alto, California. 

David Levy sitting in meditation 



Seeing My Christian Connection 
by Stephen Denney 

After traveling abroad, I was not sure how to respond when 
my friends told me it must have been very exciting. I 
enjoyed the week I spent at Plum Village, the day I spent 
with Jim and Nancy Forest and their family in Holland, and 
the ferry ride across the English channel. The most interest
ing and worthwhile parts of my trip, however, were my last 
days in Paris, when I thought I was going blind. 

My left eye had been bloodshot and irritated for a week, 
but I thought it would go away with time. Unfortunately, it 
got worse. On returning to Paris, I woke up in the middle of 
the night and could not see out of that eye. Everything was 
very blurry. When I woke up the next morning it had not 
improved. I went to the pharmacy at the nearby train station, 
Gare du Nord, and bought some medicine. A few hours after 
I took the medicine, I went back to the pharmacy to ask if 
they were sure this would be sufficient treatment. The 
pharmacist looked at my eye and said I should go to the 
emergency ward of the local hospital. I went there, and was 
told it was serious, and that I should go to another hospital, 
since they did not have specialists who could treat my eye. 
(It was Sunday.) 

"It is across from Notre Dame Cathedral," I was told. 
"Where is Notre Dame Cathedral?" I asked. "You do not 
know where Notre Dame Cathedral is?" They found my 
ignorance strange. 

I went to the hospital and returned the following two 
days for treatment. All the doctors and nurses were very 
kind to me, despite the fact that I could not speak French. 
They also told me my problem was serious, but seemed 
more optimistic when they learned I have ankliosing 
spondalitis, a form of arthritis in the spine. It seems that life 
problem I was experiencing (eye inflammation) is a side 
effect of the disease and is treatable. 

I wandered around Paris for the next two days, worried 
that I could go blind in my left eye; and if it happened in 
one eye, then it could happen in the other. "How will I 
support myself if I lose my sight?" I wondered. In this state 
of mind I entered the Notre Dame Cathedral. It was August, 
and Paris was filled with tourists tramping in and out of the 
Cathedral, but the moment I entered I felt surrounded by the 
presence of God. I cried, not just because of my physical 
condition, but because I felt unworthy to be there. I had 
drifted so far away from God, living for myself, yet there in 
the church I felt forgiveness. Although not Catholic, I 
dipped my hand in the holy water and crossed myself, and 
lit a candle with a prayer. 

As I left the Cathedral, I felt that I had been healed. 
Actually, there was no dramatic improvement in my vision, 
but it is now nearly normal after five weeks of treatment. 
One might say that it was just my imagination, and my eye 
healed only because of the medicine I took. That may well 

be true, but more significant to me was the spiritual healing 
that began with my visit to the Cathedral—or more accu
rately, that could begin, because I still haven't found my 
way, but now see the starting point. 

Thay once said that he did not wish to convert people to 
Buddhism but rather to help them return to their original 
religions to develop spiritually. It is a point I have always 
valued, but never followed. In recent years I have developed 
very precious friendships with American Buddhists because 
of our mutual interest in Vietnam. But I see now that if I am 
to develop spiritually it must be in a Christian fellowship. It 
may be said that religions are different languages we use to 
address God, or our concept of the ultimate meaning in life. 
Some may speak the language of Buddhism, others the 
language of Islam, Hinduism, or even political activism. For 
me, the language is Christianity. 

Stephen Denney is the editor of Vietnam Journal and a long
time activist for human rights in Indochina. 



One Couple, Many Roots 
A Traveling Jewish Theatre 
"You left with nothing, right? You got on a ship and you 
went. And maybe all you had was what you were wearing. 
Maybe you gave birth on a ship, and maybe you lost a 
daughter, or a son on the way. Maybe you buried them at 
sea. Maybe you arrived and there was no one there to meet 
you, but you went, and you found your community." 

Intermarriage is an opportunity to think again about what 
it means to be Jewish, what it means to be Christian. Where 
does all this leave the intermarried couple? Where is their 
community? How do couples decide what to pass on to the 
next generation? What are we saying to these children? You 
stand at the confluence of an historical development. This is 
whence you came and here are the traditions. Here is a tree 
of life. Here is the bread of life, broken for you. Take it. 

"When our son was born, we realized we had no one to 
turn to. We didn't want to be isolated and we wanted to 
affiliate ourselves to something. We went to a Christian 
church just down the street, and both of us immediately felt 
comfortable. We have attended that church ever since. 
Despite the difficulties, we want our children to have a 
sense of community. We don't want to mix two religions. It's 
easier to have one." 

When we first started working on our play, we had the 
idea that the Mennonite character would go into the Jewish 
heritage and learn about it and perhaps bring back a story, 
and the Jewish partner would go into the Mennonite's 
heritage and learn about that. And through that there would 
be a reconciliation. What we discovered in actually being on 
our feet, improvising, and going through the lives of the 
characters and embodying them, was that that is not how it 
happens. Only when the Mennonite character went more 
deeply into her own Christian roots, honored, understood, 
and took them on, instead of running from them, and only 
when the Jewish character went more deeply into his roots, 
that they reached, somewhere underneath, this common 
stream, this very deep place of understanding. 

"Choice is something you can do freely when you have a 
deep sense of who you are and that you are entitled to be 
who you are. I think my daughter has to, in some sense, 
choose to be both. To go back to one of our religions made 
no sense. We could not have raised the kids Catholic or 
Jewish. The next best thing for us was to create a personal 
kind of religion, the kind they don't have a passport for. As 
long as they feel secure within the family, they have that 
identity." 

This is a profound change. It used to be that the bound
ary between different peoplehoods or cultures or communi
ties was like a fence or a wall. Now it is more like a fringe, 
what comes on the edge of a piece of cloth and says, "I'm 
cloth and not cloth at the same time." Given that the 
boundaries are unclear, we are in the position to say, "Good 
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fences don't make good neighbors, good fringes make good 
neighbors." 

"There is something powerful about staying linked to 
our ancestors. I now know the name of the town in 
Lithuania where my grandparents came from. If I don't pass 
even that to my children, it's over. The sounds and smells 
don't exist. It's a world that dies, not just one town or one 
people. We are losing songs. We are losing stories. I don't 
know how you weigh that, but it is something about losing 
our humanity. Intermarriage forces you to deal with the 
question. What are we going to do with our child? What will 
they know? How will we pass this on? What stories will they 
be told? What are their stories? What are the songs and the 
rituals that are going to be incorporated into their life?" 

Intermarriage opens a door to maintaining one's roots 
and, at the same time, reaching out and saying, "We are part 
of each other. We are part of the common humanity." 

Joseph: Let's stop with this roots nonsense. I've had enough 
chicken soup to last me a lifetime. 
Lydia: You're in a state of denial. 
Joseph: It's not denial. 
Lydia: It is denial. You deny everything. You didn't like 
your mother's cooking. 
Joseph: Well you don't either. 
Lydia: Your aunt was too loud. So you ran off to New York 
to become an "artist." You went through eight years of 
therapy. You really know who you are, don't you? But 
when it comes to being a Jew, you're still thirteen years old, 
complaining about your Bar Mitzvah. 
Joseph: Mennonites don't translate poetry. Shtetl Jews don't 
run around with a camera trying to get photo exhibits. If I 
had a long beard and ayamulke, would we be married? You 
want to keep a kosher house? Keep a kosher house and you 
can forget about having a career! 

This collage is from an hour-long tape, entitled "An Open 
Gate," produced for public radio by A Traveling Jewish 
Theatre. Personal stories of intermarried couples are woven 
together with excerpts from ATJTsplay, "Heart of the 
World." It was this tape that the Plum Village community 
listened to last year during their Christmas celebration. For 
a copy of the tape, please send $11 to A Traveling Jewish 
Theatre, P.O. Box 421985, San Francisco, CA 94142. 



Daily Practice 
Beach Cleaning Meditation 
by Penelope Thompson 

Several months ago, our small sangha met at the beach for a 
morning of mindfulness. First we sat together, then we did 
forty-five minutes of "cleaning the beach meditation." After 
that we shared our experiences together and ended with 
walking meditation. The experience was extraordinary for 
all of us, and we have continued it. 

Each of us now feels an increased awareness in our 
connectedness to each other and to the ocean we love. We 
fill our bags with the detritus that litters the sand—wrap
pers, styrofoam cups, tampons, cigarette butts, plastic six-
pack holders, beer cans, condoms, watermelon rinds, broken 
balloons and string caught in seaweed, large empty plastic 
containers for oil or soft drinks—and empty them into the 
round blue trash containers on the beach, and begin again. 
Many of us have pain in our backs after so much bending 
and standing, and we feel more connection to the millions of 
people all over the world who do this kind of physical labor 
every day of their lives. 

Sometimes no one speaks to us. Most people just stare as 
we pass them on their blankets, but occasionally someone 
makes a remark like the man who said to his friend as he 
walked by, "God, there's another cult group." Another man 
said to one of us: "You're just doing it for the exercise, 
right?" The woman replied, "No, we want to clean our 
beach." He replied, "No, it's really for the exercise, right?" 
Again she tried to explain. However he could not under
stand this. A lifeguard came down from his watchtower and 
said to me, without preamble, "Pick up the plastic first. It 
does the most damage." I took his advice at once. As he 
headed back up the ramp to his tower, he said, "Thanks for 
doing this." A man watched David filling his garbage bag. 
"You shouldn't have to do this. This is the county's respon
sibility. Nobody's doing their job anymore." David said 
later that he wished he replied, " I am the county, too." We 
are all learning as we go. Lee specializes in picking up 
cigarette butts. She says she is grateful for the opportunity to 
pick up some of the thousands of butts she buried in the 
sand for so many years. 

The second time my daughter Ari came with us, she put 
an extra bag in her back pocket. A man sitting under an 
umbrella with his wife and children thanked her. She said, 
"I have to take care of the ocean and the beach.. .and there is 
so much garbage." The man got right up and said, "I'll help 
you." Ari gave him her extra bag, and he and his whole 
family began to help. The young children giggled and raced 
to see who could find the most. They filled the bag and 

emptied it in the litter bin three times, and they thanked Ari 
for a happy time. 

Ari and I never go to the beach anymore without extra 
empty bags. We have both fallen in love with this simple 
way to take care of the ocean. Several other sangha mem
bers now have the same habit. We have become so aware of 
our love for and our connection to the ocean and to the 
earth, and our deeply felt responsibility for it. 

Penelope Barnes Thompson is a psychologist in West Los 
Angeles, California. 

Mindfulness at Work 
by Jorgen Hannibal 

Recently, as a medical doctor in Sweden, I was on-call for 
twenty-four hours in the emergency room. At some point, I 
was eating my lunch, and I became aware of the physical 
and mental tension present in me. I directed my attention to 
my in-breath and out-breath, and I realized there was no 
difference in the process of eating while on-call in the 
emergency room or while sitting at a calm lakeside. Eating 
became much more pleasant as I really ate my bread and 
banana and stopped eating my tension. I then became aware 
of my mind ruminating with my experience and composing 
a piece for The Mindfulness Bell, and I smiled. 

Somewhere in Buddhist literature I have read about the 
importance of cultivating the capacity to be silent and to 
refrain from interfering. On the other hand, there are 
situations that call for action with right mindfulness, right 
understanding, and skillful means. Recently I found myself 
in a situation calling for professional action—but I did not 
act. Afterwards I felt ashamed of myself for not having 
acted. I felt the creation of "internal formations" and karma. 
In processing what took place, the teachings of Thay and the 
Buddha helped me. The situation is gone, and only as part of 
the past is it present. Only as such can I change it by the 
way I process what happened. The part of me responsible 
for not having acted adequately is still the part of me 
deserving loving kindness, compassion, and forgiveness. I 
am not just the part that did not act; I am more than that. I 
experience how the unwholesome action represents energy 
that can be transformed and, as compost, fertilize the growth 
of beautiful flowers. 

Jorgen Hannibal is a medical doctor in Helsinge, Denmark. 
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Curse Turned Companion 
by Alan Cutter 
Last November, Arnie Kotler, and Therese Fitzgerald, and 
Claude Thomas came to share a Day of Mindfulness with a 
group of Vietnam veteran ministers. We could all sit, but 
walking meditation was difficult for a few. One of our group 
lost his legs in Vietnam; I injured a hip and knee during an 
incident and cannot walk slowly and deliberately without a 
cane. I mentioned to Therese that during the walking 
meditation, as I sat on the porch and watched, I had felt left 
out and separated from the group; half in jest, I said that 
what I needed was some form of "staggering meditation." 
She replied, "It's up to you to invent it." 

That day I had left my wooden cane in a corner of my 
room at the retreat center. For years I have kept it hidden, 
having learned how to compensate for and disguise my 
painful problem with walking. That "stick" was a reminder 
of things I wanted to forget. I did not want to remember 
"Cripple Corner" in Danang, an intersection near a Viet
namese hospital where maimed Vietnamese soldiers, 
surrounded by canes, crutches, and makeshift wheelchairs, 
would gather to wait for an American convoy of large trucks 
to pass, hoping to be able to throw themselves, or be thrown 
by friends, under the huge tires so that their families could 
collect some monetary compensation from the U.S. govern
ment. Yet I could not forget, a few years ago, watching a 
parade in Wheeling, West Virginia. I knelt down beside my 
young son, and my hip went out and I could not get up, and 
I was one with the soldiers of years before, a "cripple" by 
the roadside. Shame, disgust, and despair welled up within 
me; my helplessness found a focus on that hated cane, and 
in my anger I would not use it. 

When I returned to my room later that afternoon, I sat 
and thought about inventing "staggering meditation." I 
decided that I would go for a walk, and rather than take my 
"suck" along as a necessary evil and out of anxiety over 
falling, I would "invite" my cane to be my helper. "Please 
come and be my companion," I said. So we set out to walk 
into the nearby city center. As we made our way along the 
sidewalks, I tried being aware not only of my breath but of 
my feet and of the wooden cane in my hand. Many emotions 
and thoughts came and I greeted both the pleasant ones and 
the not-so-pleasant ones and invited them to join us in our 
walk. After a while, I became less aware of these emotions 
and thoughts and more aware of the ground on which I was 
walking, the beauty and gentle warmth of the evening, and 
the people around me. I even became thankful for the 
companion which supported me. 

As I have continued my "staggering meditation" with my 
companion, I have tried to think deeply about this practice. 
For so many years, because of my anger, I deprived myself 
of support that I needed to be fully mobile. When I did seek 
that support, I was motivated more by a fear of falling than 

anything else. I have come to an awareness that my compan
ion is a gift that helps connect me not only with the ground, 
but also with the many others who for a variety of reasons 
cannot walk easily, but who also stagger. When I am 
connected with these brothers and sisters, I no longer feel 
separated or left out. Rather than a reminder of a terrible 
past, I have uncovered a deep root of present meaning in 
this "tree" that I hug in my hand. 

Alan Cutter is a Presbyterian Minister in Duluth, Minne
sota. 

Recovery of Oneself 
by Mack Paul 

Despite the poor rewards and aggravations of teaching, I've 
always been attracted to the work. The kids are vibrant, and 
underneath their veneer of adolescent crudity, they are often 
heartbreakingly sweet. Nonetheless, I became aware that the 
stress of it was beginning to take a toll. A few years back a 
friend introduced me to Thay's teaching of "being peace," 
and I resolved to incorporate a meditative attitude into my 
daily activities. 

Since then, I have been surprised at how much easier my 
job has become. When I notice that I am beginning "to lose 
myself," I pull myself into myself and breathe. I've found 
that many potential confrontations spontaneously dissipate 
when I decline to participate. I find that other problems can 
be creatively resolved if I check my initial aggressive 
impulse and search for a more creative solution. 

I recently had an illuminating experience with one of my 
more troubled students. This young man, whom I will call 
Jim, comes from a difficult home environment with an 
alcoholic father who alternately neglects and bullies Jim. 
Consequently, Jim resents authority figures and tends to 
bully his classmates. He finds it difficult to stay on task in 
school, finding disruption a more satisfying activity than 
diligence. He has learned, and has articulated this learning 
to me, that if he behaves badly enough that teachers will let 
him do what he wants so they can attend to more willing 
students. 

Recently, our entire school was having a stressful day. 
Jim wanted to go the the gymnasium to watch a basketball 
game and Mike, the vice-principal told him that he could 
not. Jim, who hates being thwarted, came into my classroom 
upset and swept a pile of books off a table so he could sit 
there. I had an immediate negative response to this and told 
him to pick them up. He snarled in reply that he would when 
he felt like it. In return, I blew up and marched him down to 
Mike's office. Mike refrained from punishing him but just 
kept him in the office and told him to stay away from me for 
the rest of the day. Unfortunately, Jim found me after school 
and rather aggressively informed me that our encounter was 
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my fault because I knew how he responded to people giving 
him orders—a rationale that I was simply not willing to 
hear. I told him to "get out of my face" and stomped off. I 
was, by now, pretty upset. Mike and I decided to have his 
mother keep him home the next day for a cooling-off period. 

By Monday I had pretty well cooled off, but I could see 
that Jim was still distressed. I could tell that our relationship 
had been damaged by the incident, but I was not ready to 
approach him. I suffered with my emotions for the next 
couple of days, just sitting and breathing with my discom
fort. As I sat, I realized that despite his provocation, it was 
not my intention or desire to yell at him. He missed school 
one day. I knew that he was not sick and took this as a bad 
sign, so I called him on the phone and apologized. His 
response to me was honest and touching and I could hear the 
agony in his voice as he said, "I didn't know what else to 
do." I told him that I didn't either and that the incident was 
behind us. 

Since that time I've been gratified to hear some reports 
from amazed colleagues of Jim behaving in a manner that 
they find uncharacteristically civil and courteous. His 
softening has been a palpable phenomenon and, sometimes, 
he even does his school work. He is showing a bit more 
willingness to play by the rules. I don't have great hopes 
that Jim will ever be a model student, but I hope mat he will 
make it through high school. I had a lot of authority to take 
revenge upon him for his initial rudeness to me and his 
subsequent self defense. Many teachers would argue that he 
should have suffered some consequence for that incident. 
Unfortunately, many of our students like Jim live very 
punishing lives and what discipline we do provide them 
only further alienates them from us and from society. They 
are often very unpleasant but desperately need someone to 
be on their side and to patiently show them less self-
destructive forms of behavior. 

I believe that mindfulness practice has made it possible 
for me to do just that. Sometimes, when someone misbe
haves badly we say, "It is the drugs doing the talking 
through him." These days I sometimes get the feeling that 
the practice is talking through me. As I approach the end of 
this school year, rather than feeling the exhaustion and 
burnout that are common to this time, I feel a sense of joy in 
my work and a deep affection for my students and my 
colleagues as well. I am very grateful for these powerful 
teachings. 

Mack Paul teaches junior high school students designated 
as "learning disabled" in Norman, Oklahoma. 

A Real "Good Morning" 
by Laura Siegel 
My heart was filled with joy as I walked my dog one March 
morning. The sun was warm and bright, my steps light, and 
my pockets were filled with plastic bags. 

My dog lifted his leg and peed on numerous bushes, fire 
hydrants, and lamp posts. He sniffed, turned circles a few 
times and squatted. I reached down with my plastic bag and 
scooped up his droppings. Merrily I swung the full plastic 
bag at my side. Buds were springing up everywhere. The 
first yellow daffodils of Spring grew in a circle around a 
birch tree. 

Down the street, a man was opening a car door. He was 
saying good-bye to a younger man who appeared to be his 
son. As I passed his house, he shouted to me, "If I see that 
dog near my lawn, I'll kill him." 

I was thrown. This was just not what I had expected on 
such a beautiful day. In that moment—only a fraction of a 
second—I stood perfectly still and took one deep breath. As 
the air of that warm, sun-filled, jasmine-scented day filled 
my lungs, I looked across the street, and said, "Good 
morning." 

"Good morning!" he shouted harshly. 
Still shaken, I walked on. 
I was pleased with my "Good morning." In the moment 

before I took a deep breath, I wanted to react to that man's 
angry words. What I would have said, I'm not sure. But in 
that moment when I took the breath, I said what was true for 
me. It was a good morning. I was happy. I was pleased 
that I did not lose my good moment to that man's angry 
words. 

I also believe I detected a slight hesitation, a "harumph" 
in the man's "good morning," as if I had shaken him up with 
my "Good morning" as much as he had shaken me with his 
threat to kill. 

After I arrived home, I sat down to write some letters 
and pay bills. As I was getting postage stamps from my 
stamp box, I noticed my rubber stamp that says, "Hand-
stamped with love." I decided to stamp a few special letters 
with this. Then I realized, why not "hand stamp with love" 
the phone, gas, and electric bills? Why not let the person at 
the cable TV office and the garbage company experience the 
same love I felt that morning walking in the sunshine and 
noticing the first daffodils in bloom. 

Laura Siegel lives in Pacifica, California. 
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The World Today 
by Bruce Ho 

Sun shines brighter than the sky. 
It bursts through the clouds. 
Capture it in your hand. 
Turn the world round and round. 
It's time to look around you. 
See the land change every season. 
Look around once more. 
There is more than this continent. 
Explore the world. 
Let the sun shine brightly, 
Let it see the stars. 
Time after time, 
day after day, 
conserve energy. 
Let sunlight warm up your senses. 
Turn around in a circle. 
See the sights again. 
Find yourself in the present moment. 
Don't think about the future. 
Let your senses shine. 
Smell the flowers. 
Eat the fruit. 
Touch the sky. 
See the world around you, 
Let them move your heart. 
Look and tell the tale. 
Tell it in it's full length. 
Details are important. 
The story will tell itself. 
Unless we keep polluting, 
it's time for the greatest change 
of all eternity! 
Take the daybreak course 
in the midst of the clouds. 
Time is not important. 
Just let your ideas spin. 
Justice and eternity 
roll down the streets, 
waiting to be caught. 
Here is today, 
Our only hope for tomorrow! 

Reading Each Other 
By Peter Levitt 

Recently, as part of a book tour, I was scheduled to be 
interviewed on a National Public Radio affiliate station. 
Before heading to the station, I called in to tell the inter
viewer I'd arrived and would be at the studio just in time. 
He asked me what I wanted to discuss and I told him I'd 
follow his lead but that he might want to read a few specific 
poems before I got there and, by the way, had he read the 
books? "Oh, yes! They're wonderful!" 

When I arrived at the station I was led into the broad
cast studio to meet my host. His back was to me as I walked 
in and so I just quietly introduced myself. He turned around, 
greeted me with a big smile and said "Welcome. Welcome." 
That's when I saw that he was blind. Disarmed, I thought, 
"How could he read my books?" 

I fought with the apparent contradiction. But as I tried 
to make sense of the situation, my host, with great heart and 
humor, laughed as he heard the intra music to his show, 
ushered me into my seat before the microphone with a wave 
of his hand, bent to the controls, flipped a few switches and 
we were on the air. After a few welcoming remarks, he said, 
"I'm very pleased today to have poet Peter Levitt in the 
studio with me. Peter is the author of two new books," and 
then, to my amazement, he held one of them so close to his 
face that the cover brushed his eyelash. Then he did the 
same with the other. "My God," I thought. "He did read the 
books!" Knowing what he gave of himself to read my 
poems, my heart turned over and I felt the tears come into 
my eyes. 

For the entire interview I couldn't take my eyes off this 
man. As the interview progressed, I realized he was "read
ing me" in the place the poems come from. As Robert 
Creeley once wrote, "What love might learn from such a 
sight." 

Peter Levitt lives in Santa Monica, California. His two new 
books are One Hundred Butterflies and Bright Root, Dark 
Root, published by Broken Moon Press, Seattle, Washing
ton. 

Poetry 
Let poetry run 
through the branches of freedom, 
and out 
through the roots of happiness. 

Bruce Ho is ten years old and lives with his family in San 
Antonio, Texas. 
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One Child at a Time 
by Lisa Benitez 

I had a dream in which hundreds of eyes were looking at 
me. A voice said, "These are the eyes of the children of the 
world. Never turn away from them." If you look into the 
eyes of children long enough, along with the pain and the 
suffering you will see tremendous hope, joy, and love. The 
children I teach on the reservation give me so much more 
than I can ever give them. 

This summer one of my eleven-year-old students has 
come to stay with my son and me. Both his parents, alcohol
ics, were murdered when he was very young. Although the 
alcohol has left him with severe learning problems, he was 
blessed with a most gentle spirit and tremendous artistic 
talent. I have enrolled him in a summer art class at our 
community college. One child at a time is the way we will 
heal this world. 

Lisa Benitez is a special education teacher on a Navajo 
Reservation in Kirtland, New Mexico. 

Who Decides Suitability? 
by R.A. Poolman 

Ten years ago, after our house was broken into, I phoned the 
dogs' refuge home to ask whether it was wise to adopt a 
larger, mature dog. I was concerned as I was to be away on 
business for the next two weeks, and the break-in had been 
very disturbing for my family. The person at the dogs' 
refuge said, no, it was not generally a good idea to adopt a 
larger mature dog. However, they had one at the home that 
had become a favorite of all the staff, and they would love 
her to go to a good home. 

At the dog's refuge, my wife and son went off immedi
ately to look at the puppies, while I went to see the recom
mended dog. Sure enough it was a large German Shepherd 
cross. When I told my son that I had been looking at a dog 
who was unsuitable, he wanted to go and see for himself. 
The cage was opened, the dog ran to my son and licked him. 
They both ran off onto the grassy area, rolled around 
together, and they have been good friends ever since. 

Who decides suitability? The interconnectcdness had 
simply been there waiting for the pattern to be completed. 

R.A. Poolman , a taxation and arts management consultant, 
lives in Claremont, Australia. 

The Courage To Heal 
by Anneke Brinkerink 

Imagine you are eleven years old. Your grandfather—the 
one you love and trust most in life—is with you. He wants 
to touch you all over. What would you do? I froze. I didn't 
know I could say, "No!" 

Now, more than twenty-five years later, it still takes 
courage to heal. It's a long and painful thaw. During 
meditation, little by little, I am able to allow myself to face 
different parts of this experience. Awareness and under
standing about body-mind resistance, hidden anger, losing 
self-respect, confusion about trust, food addiction, fear of 
fear, and a part of me that is strong and wise. 

Family values are cast in another light. My grandfather 
and father were both ministers—fathers of the community. 
Due to this active Christian background, the incestual secret 
created a barrier between me and loved ones. I was 
ashamed—until I realized it wasn't my fault, until I realized 
that the only essential forgiveness was and is for myself. I 
look at the Third Precept over and over again. I imagine my 
grandfather as an eleven-year-old child. 

Healing happens in a context. The support of the sangha 
makes it possible to be with this part of my history on all the 
different levels. My feeling of connection with my global 
family is growing, and compassion begins at home. 

Anneke Brinkerink, True Compassionate Nature, is an 
illustrator living in Dorpsweg, Holland. 

Working On How I Work 
by Eveline Beumkes 

Since I first invited Sister Jina to come to Holland, after I 
moved from Plum Village to Amsterdam, my life has been 
filled with "organizing sangha" activities. I have finally 
found something that I can do with all my heart, without the 
least bit of resistance. I wouldn't want to do anything else. 
But I have not managed (yet?) to do whatever presents itself 
in a lighlhearted way. There are always so many things to 
do, and they all seem equally urgent. The pile on my desk 
never gets down to the point where I feel it is managable. It 
often burdens me. I feel no space. I often feel I am not in 
touch enough with the present and the joy that it contains. I 
know how incongruent this is with the work I am doing. 

So this is what I have to look deeply into—the way I 
work. It has to do with a lot of other things—how I do (or 
do not) deal with my feelings, the need to manifest myself 
in some way, the wish to please others, and so on. 

Eveline Beumkes is a sangha builder in Amsterdam, 
Holland. 
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Sangha News 
Watching the Buddha's teachings of love and 
understanding take root in the West gives me 
great joy and confidence. Many people are 
becoming engaged in the joyful practice of 
creating sanghas, communities of practitio
ners who are committed to living with each 
other and with their society in harmony and 
awareness. Supporting the sangha, both our 
own sangha as well as those around the 
world, is a very beneficial practice. When we 
take care of the sangha we naturally take care 
of ourselves. 
—Thich Nhat Hanh 

We invite you to taste the joys of practicing 
with the sanghas listed here. 

India 
New Delhi Sangha 
Shan turn Seth 
309 B Sector 15A 
Noida UP 201301 Tel: (89)21520 

Australia 
Lotus Bud Sangha 
Khanh Le Van 
83 Queen Street 
Ashfield NSW 2131 Tel: (02) 7984056 
Sister Annabel Laity sowed many seeds of 
happiness, calm, and peace during her three-
month tour of Australia and New Zealand. 
Ceremonies of the Five Precepts took place in 
Sydney, Hobart, and New Zealand. A 
ceremony to ordain five members into the 
Order of Interbeing took place at Lotus Bud 
Village. In Sydney, we meet regularly on full 
moon nights to recite the precepts. The young 
people meet every other Friday for sitting and, 
alternately, reciting the precepts. Some of us 
are actively reaching out to different 
communities to share the wonderful practice 
of mindfulness, while others continue the 
work for the hungry children in Vietnam. 

New Zealand 
The Long White Cloud Sangha 
Kees Lodder 
Lot 2, Horseman Road, R.D. 2 Henderson 
Auckland Tel: (09) 8109775 
The Maori name for New Zealand is 
Aotearoa, "Land of the Long White Cloud." 
We meet every Friday night for meditation 
and Dharma discussion. Mindfulness Days are 
held once a month on Sunday at a beautiful 
retreat center where some of the oldest trees in 
New Zealand exist About 20 people come 
together for the events, including long-time 
practitioners in the Tibetan, Theravadin, and 
Zen traditions. It is wonderful to have a 
sangha where we can share our different 
backgrounds and practice together. The 
Sunday Mindfulness Days are so enjoyable 
that the children don't want to go home at the 

end of the day. 

Russia 
Moscow Sangha 
Dina Sedova 
Staroalexejewskaja Street, Bldg. 16, Apt 100 
Moscow Tel: (095) 287-50-97 
See report on page 28. 

St. Petersburg Buddhist House 
Svetlana and Oleg Borisov 
til. Vosstaniya 32-27 
191014 St. Petersburg Tel: (812) 272-07-27 
We are a group of Buddhists of various 
traditions who meet the first Sunday of every 
month beginning at noon for a Day of 
Mindfulness. 

Poland 
Tanna Jakubowicz 
ul. Noskowskiego 
02-7416 Warszawa 12m43 
For one year, we have a Day of Mindfulness 
every month, and people love it. We recently 
read the "Sangha Building" chapter of 
Touching Peace. We also practiced the 
meditation of seeing ourselves as a five-year-
old child. 

Czech Republic 
Robert Nemec 
Box6,Posta48 
140 08 Prague 4 Tel: 53.47.70 
We hold monthly Days of Mindfulness. 

France 
Plum Village 
Meyrac, Loubes-Bernac 
47120 France Tel: (53) 94.75.40 
New cabins are being built, and a new and 
larger zendo has been constructed in the 
Upper Hamlet. The Upper Hamlet also has 
new, additional bathrooms and showers (no 
more waiting!), and the Western Hamlet (near 
Thenac) has been remodeled to accommodate 
guests. With the growing number of people 
visiting us, Plum Village is growing as well! 
We had a wonderful summer session. 

Paris Sangha 
Daniel and Florence Milles 
27 Boulevard St. Michel 
75006 Paris Tel: (43) 28.09.11 
We meet once a week for practice in the style 
of Plum Village. 

Portugal 
Liz Stover and Dieter Grube 
c/o Apt. Sommer 222 
P-9125 Canico de Baixo 
Madeira 

Norway 
Sangha of Floating Clouds (Drivende Skyers) 
Svein Myreng 
Sandakervn. 77 
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N-0483 Oslo 4 
Our sangha is slowly growing—and growing 
together. Sometimes in the past we've had 
difficulties with people pulling in too many 
directions. Now there is great enthusiasm and 
a "family feeling." We meet every Wednes
day, and have had two Sundays of Mindful
ness so far this year. Our retreat with Eileen 
Kiera in January was very inspiring. In May, 
we had a retreat with Bhante Sumanaratana. 

Denmark 
J0rgen Hannibal 
Vinkelvej 16 C 
DK-3200 Hilsinge Tel: 48.79.62.88 
In April, there were ten days of mindfulness 
practice with Thay for the Vietnamese and 
Danish communities in Copenhagen and 
Odense. Many people were deeply touched, 
and quite a few have asked for information 
about Plum Village. Our sangha continues to 
meet twice a month for Mindfulness Days. 
We had a mindfulness weekend in Sweden in 
May and another in August A retreat with 
Sister Jina is scheduled for November 26-30. 
The Vietnamese Buddhists in Copenhagen 
now have a temple and they have kindly 
invited Danish friends to meditate and 
cultivate mindfulness with them. We plan to 
establish a sangha in Copenhagen with 
Vietnamese and Danish people. 

Germany 
Gaia Sangha 
Peter Schenkel 
37 Taubchenstrasse 13 
1000 Berlin Tel: 813.54.64 
We continue to meet regularly and have 
begun a journal called Gaia Sangha Forum; 
the first of which included articles by Thay, 
the Dalai Lama, and Sulak Sivaraksa. 

Gemeinschaft fur achtsames Leben 
Karl Schmied 
Biiro: Postfach 60 
8165Fischbachau Tel: 08025.6065 
We meet every other Thursday in Munich and 
monthly for a Saturday of Mindfulness in 
Miesbach. Other seminars are also held. 

Claudia Wieland 
Uberlingerstr. 23 
D-7777 Salem Tubingen Tel: 07553/596 
We meet Tuesday mornings, Wednesday 
evenings, and for Days of Mindfulness. 

Zenklausen Theresiahoeve 
Judith Bossert 
Huffertsheck 1 
D-5541 Lautzerath 

Switzerland 
Haus Tao Meditation Center 
Beatrice and Marcel Geisser 
CH-9427 Wolfhalden Tel: (071) 44-35-39 



Every month we offer a Day of Mindfulness 
including precept recitation. Sister Jina will 
lead a retreat in October. 

Holland 
Sunflower Sangha 
Anneke Brinkerink 
Dorpsweg 8 
1711 RJ Hensbroek Tel: (02)265-2499 
We had an inspiring Day of Mindfulness that 
included sumie painting. 
Regular meetings: 
•Bilthoven: Nora Houtman, tel. 030-283369 
•Haarlem: Didi Overman, tel. 023-273705 
•Alkmaar: G. Hutschenmackess, tel. 072-
616289 

Eveline Beumkes 
De Genestetstraat 17 
1054 AW Amsterdam Tel: 020-6164943 
Our sangha meets on Friday evenings. Since 
this Spring, we have been meeting for a full 
day or weekend to view videos of lectures by 
Thay. Many people are interested in seeing 
the lectures from the retreat on Buddhism and 
Psychotherapy held in Colorado in 1989. 
Retreat preparation has begun for Thay's visit 
to Holland in the Spring of '94, Sr. Jina's visit 
in December '93, and Claude Thomas' visit 
this August. 

England 
Buddhist Interhelp Network 
Mai Nguyen 
12 Shell Road 
London SE13 7TW Tel: 081 692 1737 
We hold a monthly precepts recitation and 
Day of Mindfulness. 

Martin Pitt 
Millcroft Cottage 
Delph, Oldham OL3 5UX 

North London: 
Marilyn Stafford Tel: 081 960 5744 
Central and Southwest London: 
Victoria Zinovieff Tel: 071 736 4751 
South East London: 
Make Pompe Tel: 081 670 6388 

Thich Nhat Hanh led a wonderful retreat July 
4-9 at King Edwards School in Surrey for 
over 200 people, including children of all 
ages, with the theme "Practice in Commu
nity." The weather was uncharacteristically 
beautiful all week! 

Scotland 
Glasgow Sangha 
Daniel and Linda Reeves 
Carrick House, West Loch, Tarbert 
Argyll, Scotland PA29 6YF Tel: 880-820084 

Canada 
Maple Village 
2690 Avenue Glencoe 

Montreal H2R 2B7, Quebec Tel: (514) 345-8038 
We sit regularly on Tuesday and Friday. In 
May, we had a one-day retreat for engineers, 
and later in the month Sister Annabel gave a 
public talk entitled "The Universe in a Piece 
of Bread" to 70 people in a vegetarian 
restaurant in Montreal, followed by a silent 
meal. Sr. Annabel led a five-day retreat 
attended by 45. We are now preparing for the 
September retreat with Thay. 

Toronto Zen Meditation Group 
205 Monarch Park Avenue 
Toronto, Ontario 
M4J 4R9 Tel: (514) 345-8038 
We meet regularly to sit and recite the 
Fourteen Precepts and the Five Wonderful 
Precepts. Sister Annabel gave a public talk in 
May to an audience of 150 people. She then 
led a two-day retreat attended by 120. Many 
retreatants took the Five Wonderful Precepts. 

United States 
Maine 
Howard Evans and Vicki Pollard 
P.O. Box 838 
Blue Hill, ME 04614 Tel: (207) 374-9963 
There will be a Day of Mindfulness in 
October. 

Mair Honan 
RFD 2 Box 596 
Lincolnville, ME 04849 Tel: (207) 763-3692 
We meet on the last Saturday of each month. 

Anne Dellenbaugh 
P.O. Box 515 
Brunswick, ME 04011 Tel: (207) 721-9005 
We are a small group of women who meet 
once a month, usually on a weekend, to sit, 
share tea, and the company of friends in the 
Dharma. 

New Hampshire 
Ferris Urbanowski 
Professional Health Center 
10 Route 101 West 
Peterborough, Nil 03458 Tel: (603) 924-4209 
We meet Wednesday evenings for sitting and 
a discussion or reading from Thay's books. 

Vermont 
Summer-Vine Community Zendo 
Carlene Bagnal and Ellie Hayes 
19 Vine Street 
Montpelier, VT 05602 Tel: (802) 223-0513 
Our little sangha grows gradually. Last Fall, 
we refurbished an upstairs one-room 
apartment for a new zendo. Our first event in 
this new space was a tea ceremony to 
celebrate the engagement of Ellie Hayes and 
Michael Gray. We practice every morning, 
and on Thursday evenings we have a precept 
recitation or a discussion. 

A couple or an individual is needed to 
help care for three children in our sangha. 
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(Housing and salary provided.) Please send 
us a letter describing your experience using 
Thay's values with children and what your 
needs are. 

Massachusetts 
Community of Interbeing 
Andrew Weiss Nancy Hawley 
64 Winslow Road 25 Cogswell Avenue 
Belmont, MA 02178 Cambridge, MA 02140 
Tel: (617) 237-5277 Tel: (617) 354-7555 
We gather the first Monday evening of each 
month for meditation, precept recitation, and 
discussion. 

Western Massachusetts 
Sebem Fisher 
R R l , B o x l 8 0 
Cummington, MA 01026 Tel:(413) 634-5421 
We meet on the fourth Sunday of each month 
for an Afternoon of Mindfulness. In the 
Spring, Claude Thomas gave a moving 
Dharma talk for 40 people. 

Rhode Island 

Penny Jackim 
P.O. Box 28778 
Providence, RI 02908 Tel: (401) 421-6584 

Connecticut 
Pat Klein and Daniel Snow 
39 Fieldstone Drive 
Huntington, CT 06484 

New York 
Lyn Fine 
530 West End #5B 
New York, NY 10024 Tel: (212) 362-5923 
A Day of Mindfulness is held on the second 
Saturday of each month. The evening before, 
we share a Beginning Anew ceremony. Our 
sangha is busy preparing for Thay's and Sr. 
Chan Khong's visit in September. 

David Flint 
711 West End Avenue #2HS 
New York, NY Tel: (212) 666-4104 
Each Tuesday evening, we meet for sitting 
and a short reading. 

Jeff Padawer 
474 8th Street #2R 
Brooklyn, NY 11215 Tel: (718) 768-0170 
Tuesday evening sittings. 

Linda Kramer 
Valley Road 
Locust Valley, NY 11560 Tel: (516) 676-4462 

Tonia Leon-Hysko 
Gail Court 
Huntington, NY 11743 Tel: (516) 427-9790 

Patricia Hunt-Perry 
77 Wells Road, Rural Delivery 7 
Newburgh, NY 12550 Tel: (914) 561-0995 



Meditation practice is held on Thursday 
evenings. Please call in advance. 

New Jersey 
Tony Bucci 
16 Stanford Avenue 
West Orange, NJ 07052 Tel: (201) 736-8957 

Pennsylvania 
l i lac Breeze Sangha 
Lynne Shivers 
4712 Warrington Avenue 
Philadelphia, PA 19143 Tel: (215) 724-5475 
About eight of us meet every three weeks. 
Along with meditation, we have been 
discussing Joanna Macy's World as Lover, 
World as Self. We recite the precepts every 
two months. We hope to visit the hermitage of 
Sister Dai-En Bennage soon. 

P. Dai-En Bennage 
R.D. 4, Mt. Equity Road 
Muncy, PA 17756 Tel: (717) 546-2784 
We meet Monday, Wednesday, and Friday 
mornings as well as Tuesday evenings to sit 
and share readings from the Plum Village 
Chanting Book and other works of Thay. The 
first Saturday of the month, we hold a Day of 
Mindfulness, and the third weekend of the 
month, we hold a Weekend of Mindfulness. 
Recently we held a special retreat to observe 
in our own hearts the Ku Klux Klan, who 
were expected in the neighboring town the 
following weekend. The proceeds of the day 
went to help Plum Village construction 
projects. 

On Monday nights, mindfulness is 
practiced nearby in a maximum security 
prison. The dozen or so men, some of them 
long and avid readers of Buddhism, take 
delight in following Thay's warm way of 
practice. We recently completed our second 
quarterly Day of Mindfulness in the Prison 
Chapel. 

Katie Hammond 
1006 South Trenton Avenue 
Pittsburgh, PA 15221 

Washington, D.C. 
Washington Mindfulness Community 
Richard Brady 
332 Boyd Avenue 
Takoma Park, MD 20912 Tel: (301) 270-3923 
We held our second family and friends 
weekend retreat in May. We will have similar 
retreats in November and next May. Members 
of the group are busy assisting with arrange
ments for Thay's retreat in West Virginia and 
public lecture at Washington National 
Cathedral in September. 

The community meets each Sunday 
evening at the Giac Hoang Buddhist Temple 
in Washington for mindfuless practices. On 
the first Saturday of most months we join the 

Vietnamese Zen Group of Washington for a 
morning of meditation and sutra chanting. 

Virginia 
Allen Sandler 
612 Westover Avenue 
Norfolk, VA 23507 Tel: (804) 625-6367 
We meet on the first and third Sunday 
mornings of each month for sitting, walking, 
and viewing or listening to one of Thay's 
tapes. Our little sangha has just celebrated one 
year together! 

Harrisonburg Sangha 
Sharon Brown 
1221-B Harmony Drive 
Harrisonburg.VA 22801 Tel: (703) 433-3535 
We meet every Tuesday. 

Sheila Stone, c/o Gunderson 
308 Palatine Avenue 
Charlottesville, VA 22902 Tel:(804) 980-2798 
Two of us meet whenever the "time is right," 
but at least every three months for a precepts 
renewal ceremony with a discussion on their 
application in our daily lives. Even though we 
are only two people, we are grateful for each 
other! 

North Carolina 
Durham Sangha 
Jackie Wilson 
1004 North Buchanan Boulevard 
Durham, NC 27701 Tel: (919) 286-1869 

Florida 
Fred Eppsteiner 
99 North Street 
Naples, FL 33963 Tel: (813) 566-1769 

Michigan 
David Williams 
18776 Hilltop Drive 
Riverview, MI 48129 Tel: (313) 283-9415 

Illinois 
Lakeside Buddha Sangha 
Jack and Laurie Lawlor 
2103 Noyes 
Evanston, IL 60201 Tel: (708) 475-0080 
The number of people who practice regularly 
is growing. Our support of each other's 
practice, mutual respect, and mindfulness are 
inspiring. We meet every Sunday evening. 
Precepts renewal ceremonies are held at the 
beginning of each month. On June 27 we held 
our second anniversary celebration and annual 
meeting, including a vegetarian potluck dinner 
with dessert and Greek dancing, an annual 
report, organizing Thay's visit to Chicago, 
and meditation. A discussion series on the life 
and discourses of the Buddha, based on Old 
Path While Clouds, continues. In June, we 
held a dramatic reading on the two poetic 
chapters describing the Buddha's Enlighten

ment. In July, we commemorated the 
Buddha's tangerine party with the children of 
Uruvela Village. 

We have completed an initial round of 
discussions respecting the Five Wonderful 
Precepts and the precepts of the Order of 
Interbeing. Another source of inspiration in 
the Mahayana tradition is the great body of 
teaching on the bodhisattva ideal—a life 
embracing the simultaneous cultivation of 
wisdom and compassion. While Lakeside 
will undoubtedly return to its study of the 
precepts in the future, Jack Lawlor is 
facilitating a discussion series on the practice 
of sila, morality, from the perspective of the 
Six Perfections of the bodhisattva Path— 
giving, morality, patience, vigor, meditation, 
and wisdom. 

Prairie Buddha Sangha 
Diana March 
2114 Country Knoll Lane 
Elgin, JL 60123 Tel: (708) 697-3775 
We meet two Sundays per month, in St. Charles 
or DeKalb, for sitting meditation, tea, and a 
light snack. We meet full moon evenings to 
recite the precepts. 

Wisconsin 
Sacred Lakes Sangha 
Catherine and Larry Mandt 
2254 Monroe Street 
Madison, WI 53711 Tel: (608) 256-0398 
We meet Sunday evenings for meditation. We 
recite the Fourteen Precepts twice a month. 
Recently, we completed a year-and-a-half 
study of Transformation and Healing and 
we'll soon begin to study The DiamondThat 
Cuts through Illusion. 

Snowflower Sangha 
Barbara Lawrence 
1836 South Sharpes Corner Road 
Mt. Horeb, WI 53572 Tel: (608) 832-6658 
We meditate on Tuesday and Friday evenings. 
The last Saturday of each month is set aside 
for a Day of Mindfulness. 

Chuck and Mary Bernau-Eigen 
2958 S. Mabbett Avenue 
Milwaukee, WI 53207 Tel: (414) 271-9988 
On the second and fourth Sundays, we meet in 
the morning for meditation practice, reading 
from one of Thay's books, and discussion. 
Children are welcome. Three or four times a 
year, we meet for a Half-Day of Mindfulness. 

Minnesota 
Clouds in Water Meditation 
Mike Pohrt 
5701 Garfield Avenue South 
Minneapolis, MN 55419 Tel: (612) 861-3244 
We have weekly meditation and biweekly 
recitation of the precepts. 
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Texas 
Houston Zen Community 
Vicki Tidwell-Palmer 
5200 Fannin 
Houston, TX 77004 Tel: (713) 862-3414 
We meet Sunday and Wednesday evenings. 
On the first Sunday of each month, we recite 
the Five and the Fourteen Precepts. On the 
second Saturday of the month, we hold a Day 
of Mindfulness. Thay Giac Thanh, from Plum 
Village, led a retreat in June. We recently 
joined with Insight Meditation Houston to 
purchase Margaret Austin's Farm to use as a 
retreat center. See Announcements. 

Sangha del Corazon 
Mobi Warren Phillips 
10606 Benchmark Way 
San Antonio, TX 78213 Tel: (210) 342-1223 
We meet every Sunday morning. We organize 
two mindfulness retreats a year, and maintain a 
small library of books and tapes on Buddhist 
practice. Those of us with children find that 
they enjoy tea meditations, weekend retreats, 
precepts recitation, and most especially 
walking meditation. Our youngest member, a 
baby who has sat with us since she was only a 
month old, lends great freshness to our 
practice! Emily Ho just had her fifteenth 
birthday; we will celebrate by buying caged 
pigeons from a flea market, nurturing them, 
and then releasing them. 

Colorado 
White Clouds Peace Center 
Deborah Huntley and Mary Garvey 
1009 Terry Street 
Longmont, CO 80501 Tel: (303) 772-6448 
We offer Days of Mindfulness and recitation 
of the precepts. A six-week course entitled, 
"Cultivating Compassion: Caring for our 
World" will be held on Sundays. 

Terry Ray 
3895 Spring Valley Road 
Boulder, CO 80304 Tel: (303) 444-4228 
We have Sunday evening meditation practice, 
and we meet once a month for a Day of 
Mindfulness. We also meet regularly for 
informal pot lucks and picnics. We have a 
prison meditation project, and occasionally 
other social and political action projects. 

New Mexico 
Open Way Sangha 
Cynthia Jurs and Hugh Wheir 
Route 9, Box 65XX 
Santa Fe, NM 87505 Tel: (505) 982-3846 
We meet weekly on Wednesday afternoons, 
and once or twice a month for a Day of 
Mindfulness. A mindfulness in the wilderness 
retreat and a benefit weekend to support Plum 
Village are being planned, as well as practice 
with young people. 

Upaya Foundation 
Joan Halifax 
1404 Cerro Gordo Road 
Santa Fe, NM 87501 Tel: (505) 986-8518 
Upaya is the Sanskrit term for "the craft of 
compassion." To realize upaya, we take time 
to retreat and renew ourselves to train 
ourselves in how we can contribute to the 
health of the world. 

We sit every weekday morning. Upcom
ing retreats include October 1-3 Council 
Training with Joan Halifax and Gigi Coyle, at 
the California Institute of Integral Studies, San 
Francisco; November 19-December 5 Cultural 
Retreat in Bali with Joan Halifax and Ken 
Ballard. 

Montana 
Open Way Sangha 
Bill Clarke 
P.O. Box 7281 
Missoula, MT 59807 Tel: (406) 549-6214 
We sit on Sunday evenings. Days of 
Mindfulness are held monthly, and we have a 
community meeting one Thursday evening per 
month. We offer retreats in the Spring and Fall 
and have been fortunate to have Sisters 
Annabel and Jina, Eileen Kiera, and Jack and 
Laurie Lawlor lead recent retreats. Our 
newsletter is published quarterly. 

Idaho 
Nancy Ging 
118 East Third Street 
Moscow, ID 83843 Tel: (208) 883-1037 
We meet Sunday evenings. Once every 
quarter we have a tea ceremony and business 
meeting. We have retreats twice a year, one in 
the Spring and one in the Fall. In April, Eileen 
Kiera led a deep and beautiful weekend 
mindfulness retreat at which several people 
took the precepts. 

Utah 
Jerry Braza 
3127 South 2800 East 
Salt Lake City, UT 84109 Tel: (801) 466-7966 
We meet every other Sunday for sitting and 
recitation of the precepts. 

Alaska 
Anchorage Zen Center 
Elizabeth McNeill 
Box 240604 
Anchorage, AK 99524 Tel: (907) 278-6732 
We sit three mornings a week, and have a 
Dharma discussion based on the precepts once 
a week. Days of Mindfulness are monthly. 

Washington 
Mountain Lamp Zendo 
Eileen Kiera 
5999 Schornbush Road 

Deming, WA 98244 Tel: (206) 592-5248 
We meet for Sunday Mornings of Mindful
ness, and recite the precepts every full and 
new moon. 

Peach Tea Sangha 
Richard Groomer 
5810 Cowen Place NE #411 
Seattle, WA 98105 Tel: (206) 522-4545 
We meet Monday evenings for meditation 
practice and peach tea. Days of Mindfulness, 
led by Eileen Kiera, are held on the third 
Saturday of each month. 

Laughing Frog Sangha 
Carol Ann Stockton and Ed Brown 
Poulsbo, WA Tel: (206) 598-4247 
We meet the first Friday of each month in our 
forest retreat for sitting, walking, and tea 

Margaret Reynolds 
P.O. Box 10950 
Bainbridge Is., WA 98110 Tel: (206) 780-2701 
Meditation practice is held weekly. We have a 
Morning of Mindfulness the first Saturday of 
each month. 

Oregon 
Linda Wronker 
84 West 19th Avenue 
Eugene, OR 97401 Tel: (503) 683-2383 
We have regular sitting meditation and Days 
of Mindfulness. 

Central Oregon Sangha 
Ivar Shulholm 
2580 NE Daggett Lane 
Bend, OR 97701 Tel: (503) 382-9381 
We meet every Sunday evening, and have a 
monthly Half-Day of Mindfulness. 

Nevada 
Kathy Schwerin 
1331 Patrick Avenue 
Reno, NV 89509 Tel: (702) 324-7413 
We have sitting and Dharma discussion on 
Monday nights, monthly precepts recitations, 
occasional weekend retreats or Days of 
Mindfulness. 

Northern California 
David Briscoe 
720 Bird Street 
Oroville, CA 95965 Tel: (916) 532-0824 
Our group was formed in April when Amie 
and Therese led a Day of Mindfulness. Since 
then, we have met monthly. 

Peggy Denial 
9175 Poplar Avenue 
Cotati, CA Tel: (707) 792-2635 
We sit and chant Tuesday mornings. 

Helen Stoltzfus and Albert Greenberg 
3524 19th Street (off Valencia) 
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San Francisco, CA Tel: (415) 626-0943 
We meet the first Sunday of each month for 
mindfulness practices. 

Mona Bernstein 
2420 Sacramento Street 
Berkeley, CA 94702 Tel: (510) 486-8107 
We meet Saturday or Sunday mornings. 

Edie Hartshorne 
Berkeley, CA Tel: (510) 843-5504 
We sit every Wednesday and Friday morning. 

Community of Mindful Living 
850 Talbot Avenue 
Albany, CA 94706 Tel: (510) 527-3751 
We sit Thursday mornings and meet monthly 
for recitation and discussion of the precepts. 
In June and August, we had writing in 
mindfulness workshops for veterans led by 
Maxine Hong Kingston. In June, we had a 
wonderful weekend retreat in Ukiah, on 
"finding our true home." 

Shalom Sangha 
Ellen Peskin 
6409 Hillegass Avenue 
Oakland, CA 94618 Tel: (510)654-1810 
Every Saturday morning, we explore Jewish 
traditions and mindfulness practice. 

Educators Sangha 
Jennifer Biehn 
2230 Ward Street 
Berkeley, CA 94705 Tel: (510) 843-0548 
We have regular days of mindfulness to 
support each other's practice as teachers. In 
July, we had a workshop for educators 
exploring being peace and bringing peace to 
classrooms and schools. 

Spirit Rock Center 
Mary Ann Clark 
5000 Sir Francis Drake 
Woodacre, CA 94973 Tel: (415) 488-0164 
We recite precepts the third Wednesday 
morning of each month. 

Green Gulch Farm 
Wendy Johnson 
Highway 1 
Muir Beach, CA 94965 Tel: (415) 383-3134 
We have a Family Day of Mindfulness every 
three months. Wendy Johnson is leading a 
practice period on meditation and the 
environment. 

biodiversity to be done with home-school 
families in the Santa Cruz area. 

White Heron Sangha 
Rosemary Donnell 
P.O. Box 870 
Mono Bay, CA 93443 Tel: (805) 772-4580 
We meet the first and third Sunday evening of 
the month. 

Southern California 
Ordinary Dharma/Manzanita Village 
Christopher Reed and Michelle Benzamin 
247 Horizon Avenue 
Venice, CA 90291 Tel: (310) 396-5054 
The fulfillment of a long cherished vision 
came to fruition at the beginning of February 
with our first weekend at Manzanita Village, 
our new country retreat center two and a half 
hours southeast of Los Angeles. Fourteen 
people gathered, practiced meditation, and 
began the task of clearing the accumulated 
debris of many years of neglect. Since then, a 
number of us have been spending as much 
time as we can at Manzanita, to work and 
enjoy country living. Despite the winter rains, 
we have begun work on the future guest house 
(the House of Well-Being), remodelling, 
insulating, and repairing. We heartily 
encourage you to join us. We have morning 
sittings, "Introduction to Meditation" classes, 
and various workshops, including aikido 
training. 

Santa Monica Sangha 
Penelope Thompson 
Santa Monica Tel: (310) 392-1796 
We come together monthly for a Day of 
Mindfulness. After sitting and walking 
meditation, and a meal in mindful silence, we 
often do some social action together in 
mindfulness, such as writing letters for 
Amnesty. 

Sangha Classified 
Wanted: Dharma partner 
40 + female psychotherapist/social worker 

in Bay Area, CA, seeks long-term, commit
ted relationship based on the Five Wonderful 
Precepts with educated, employed male 
bodhisattva. Please reply to Footsteps of the 
I Ieart in care of The Mindfulness Bell. 

Sangha-Building 

The following people have expressed interest 
in building sanghas in their areas. Please 
contact them. 

Canada 
James Vaillancourt 
12435-90th Street 
Edmonton, Alberta T5B 3Z9 

Tel: (403) 474-6544 
Pennsylvania 
John Probst 
65 South Main Street 
Stewartstown, PA 17363 Tel: (717) 993-3238 

Wisconsin 
Charlotte Nelson 
3 Kilner Bay Drive 
Superior, WI 54880 

Minnesota 
Jon Spayde 
301 Fifth Street SE #1 
MinneapoUs, MN 55414 Tel: (612) 331-4386 

Colorado 
Al Cooper 
810 East Kiowa Street 
Colorado Springs, CO 80903 Tel: (719) 634-2819 

Oklahoma 
Mack Paul 
909 Oakbrook 
Norman, OK 73072 Tel: (405) 364-0542 

Arizona 
Marcie Colpas 
4702 N. 36th Street 
Phoenix, AZ 85018 Tel: (602) 956-7253 

Oregon 
Portland Area 
Chris Faatz 
1701 Broadway #211 
Vancouver, WA 98663 Tel: (206) 696-3085 

Stuart Henison and Sarah Pattee 
476 Buckhorn Road 
Ashland, OR 97520 Tel: (503) 884-1653 

California 
Pat Preble 
1514-33rd Avenue 
San Francisco Tel: (415) 564-7787 

John Shupe 
5116 Q Street 
Sacramento, CA Tel: (916) 454-1037 

Hearth Sangha 
Nanda Currant 
530 Amigo Road 
Soquel, CA 95073 Tel: (408) 462-3703 
We meet regularly for meditation, discussion, 
drawing, and writing. Our group is working 
on an art installation and theater piece about 
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Political Harmony 
by Mitchell Thomashow 

As breath is to meditation, listening and speaking are to 
politics. It is through ordinary discussion that our ideas, 
opinions, and interests are expressed. Throughout the day, 
we have countless op^ ties for political discourse in 
which people speak and listen to us. These exchanges, 
seemingly mundane, have the potential to engender under
standing or confusion, harmony or conflict. Listening and 
speaking are fundamental to political interactions. We speak 
to make ourselves understood; we listen in order to under
stand others. Yet the contextual and perceptual dynamics 
that inform our discourse make listening and speaking an 
extraordinary challenge. Like breathing, speaking and 
listening are often automatic, and we do not know where our 
words are coming from or going to, how they will lead to 
new words, and what kind of impact they will have. Clarity 
is best achieved when we think, speak, and listen reflec
tively, linking intention to language, awareness to thought, 
and mindfulness to communication. 

When we attach mindfulness to breathing, we realize 
that each breath connects us to all living beings. The 
molecules that pass through our body are continuously 
recycled in the Earth's biogeophysical circulatory systems. 
We all breathe each other. Similarly, our thoughts and 
actions move widely through cultural spaces coalescing and 
dissolving in our own consciousness. This process occurs in 
wider and deeper social and political layers, and this is how 
we are linked to the streams of history. How can we bring 
this awareness to each interaction? And how might this 
awareness contribute to transformational politics? 

Is it possible to use the meditative awareness of the 
breath to support mindful political awareness? If so, 
wouldn't it make sense to start with listening and speaking? 
As I breathe in, I listen. As I breathe out, I speak. I listen 
with an open, empty mind, unhindered by preconceptions, 
stereotypes, judgments, notions of right and wrong, separa
tion, or boundaries. I speak with clarity, reflection, an 
understanding of my volition, intention, and motivation. It 
may be difficult to approach politics this way. We are 
caught in a complex network of power relationships, 
intentional manipulations, and ideological predispositions. 
How do we find the space to practice mindful speaking and 
listening? Everyday life can be a laboratory for mindful 
politics, an opportunity to cultivate self-awareness, build 
community, and become politically engaged. 

I would like to describe an example of political conflict 
in a circumstantial community. My family and I were 
backpacking, and we decided to stay in an Appalachian 
Mountain Club campsite, which consisted of a shelter and 
six tent platforms. After a long climb, we were fortunate to 
get what we considered the best campsite—remote, spa
cious, and with a beautiful view. There was another camp

site relatively close to ours, occupied by a quiet, friendly 
person. This was an exquisite situation, very peaceful and 
relaxing, a wonderful opportunity to practice quiet contem
plation. 

The next day, after a long day-hike, we returned to our 
campsite and faced a potentially aggravating situation. Two 
men and one woman, all in their late 20s, were at the 
neighboring campsite with a radio and speakers, and they 
were playing loud hard rock and speaking loudly using 
abusive language. One of the men was speaking harshly to 
the woman. 

We tried to tolerate the situation. We did our best to 
ignore or enjoy the music. The abusive language was really 
not such a big deal. And we used the derogatory language as 
a chance to talk to our kids about gender, power, and related 
issues. But after about an hour, we became increasingly 
annoyed. We tried to be mindful of the politics of the 
situation, contemplating various strategies, but finally 
yielding to our emotional anger, we just became more 
belligerent. Finally I shouted, "Would you please turn the 
radio down?" 

"What's that?" 
"I said, would you please turn the radio down?" 
"All you have to do is ask." 
"That's what we did." 
The radio was lowered, but the war had begun. Our 

neighbors did not appreciate this infringement on their 
rights. They loudly discussed the situation, no doubt aware 
that we could hear everything they were saying. They 
projected all kinds of stereotypes unto us: "Folks who give 
their $100 to the Appalachian Mountian Club and assume 
they can buy their peace and quiet....some guy who has an 
uptight job and an uptight wife and is trying to get away 
from it all." 

Later we went to the common area of the campsite to 
enjoy the view and the relative quiet. Other campers there 
were discussing how upset they felt about the loud radio. 
We found out that we had been on the frontline for the 
entire community of campers. I finally went over to their 
campsite, introduced myself, and said that I wasn't there to 
hassle them, but I had heard them talking about us, and there 
was no reason for any of us to remain upset when none of us 
knew each other and we were all in the mountains to enjoy 
ourselves anyhow. So we introduced each other. The most 
belligerent of the three said he lugged those speakers all the 
way up the mountain and he wanted to use them, but that 
they were tired and would be out of our way real soon. The 
other two engaged in several moments of superficial 
mountain chit-chat. I returned to our campsite, they lowered 
their radio, and the incident was over. They did go to sleep 
shortly after that and awoke and departed early the next day. 

After they left, we spent a long time discussing what had 
happened. How did we behave? Could we have acted 
differently? How did we exercise power? Was the problem 
successfully resolved? What would we have done had the 
noise lasted into the evening? At the time, the incident 
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seemed very important. We knew it had moral and symbolic 
significance. We watched ourselves become angry, develop 
stereotypes, become stereotyped, and take a strong position 
based on our values and expectations, which were attached 
to a moral position of right and wrong. We wanted our 
beliefs to be respected, that wilderness campsites should be 
places to experience peace and solitude. And we wanted to 
resolve the conflict based on a mutual understanding of each 
position. 

This is precisely the process that leads to difficult 
political confrontations. Different parties have contrasting 
moral perspectives on issues of common concern. Public 
issues may involve many more people, and the lines of 
power may be more complex, but this small incident was 
important to us. We wanted to overcome our emotional 
impulse to exercise power for private interest. We also 
placed a high stake in achieving an outcome that was mutual 
and based on face-to-face discussion. We watched our 
tempers subvert this prospect. We watched our judgments 
fuel our tempers. This is a common loop in both private and 
public confrontations, a loop that often leads to suffering 
and violence. 

But as we become more aware of how we behave in 
situations like this, we can help develop a community 
process for solving political problems, however they occur. 
When I shouted to our neighbors and asked them to turn 
down the radio, I acted spontaneously. It was as if a wave of 
energy suddenly overcame and compelled me to act. I acted 
out of habit and emotion. When I walked to their campsite 
to initiate a discussion I was acting from a moral center, 
from within my values, knowing that although I could not 
predict or control the outcome, but I was acting on the basis 
of my convictions. 

I also knew that I had to defuse the situation by giving 
my neighbors a way to save face. I didn't know exactly how 
to do this, but I thought my best chance was to find some
thing we had in common. After all, we both were in the 
mountains. They expressed their satisfaction at having 
walked a long distance, explaining that they would soon be 
tired. This was a satisfactory way to back down. I am 
convinced that they were disarmed by my conciliatory 
appearance. 

It had become a broader political problem when the 
other campers supported our position. We turned out to be 
on the frontline because of our proximity to the noise. We 
also had the most at stake. Buttressed by the other campers 
who lent moral support to our cause, we gained power and 
confidence knowing we were acting on behalf of others. It 
would have been more difficult if we had been in the 
minority with little public support for our action. It is 
important to experience the minority and majority perspec
tive, because tomorrow we may be in the minority. Tomor
row someone else may be on the frontlines. What does it 
feel like to be on the frontlines? 

Our children observed our behavior very carefully. After 
all, we are their role models. They will remember how we 

acted and it will be their example for some future action. 
Thus we were obligated to discuss the experience with 
them. I told them that I was partly satisfied with my 
awareness in the situation. I described my anger, how my 
anger got fueled, how it prevented me from doing what I 
should have done in the first place, which was to go over to 
the campsite and make friendly contact. We wanted to 
convey, at the very least, that it is important to carefully 
observe our own behavior in situations like these and to act 
from a moral center. We wanted them to know that this 
incident was a microcosm of larger, more complex political 
questions. 

I am not trying to convey a loose moral relativism, the 
attitude that everyone has a right to their own moral space. 
When difficult conflicts emerge, it is not acceptable to 
resolve the problem by resorting to a laissez-faire "I'm OK, 
you're OK" approach. It is important to get to the root 
source of the conflict, to explore that source, and to thor
oughly understand what it is that we bring to the conflict. 
This may not always work. There are intractable opponents 
who may not value this kind of approach to conflict resolu
tion and may use various means of manipulation, including 
some that are downright sinister. Our neighbors could have 
been far less reasonable. 

I try as best as I can to follow ethical codes of behavior. 
My ethical system is derived from ecology, Buddhism, 
Judaism, and participatory democracy. Every experience is a 
laboratory for those beliefs. They are not just texts; they are 
principles for living. We cannot predict when confrontations 
will emerge. We can fortify ourselves through mindful 
awareness and use our ethical codes to guide our actions. 
This is fundamental to transformational politics. As we 
transform ourselves, we transform society. 

Meditation practice strengthens concentration, aware
ness, insight, and discipline. It can help us understand the 
roots of conflict by letting us see what we bring to the 
conflict, helping us to understand our own motivations. We 
can do this by attending carefully to what we hear and what 
we say. A clear mind helps us listen. A clear mind purifies 
speech. Let us practice a gatha of mindful politics: "As I 
breathe in, I listen. As I breathe out, I speak." 

Mitchell Thomashow is the Co-Chair of the Environmental 
Studies Department at AntiochlNew England Graduate 
School. 



Ancient Time in a Shark's Tooth 
by Thomas Urquhart 
Suddenly, there it was: a fossil shark's tooth, a perfect shape 
amidst the chaos of sand and shells. In that instant, I felt the 
fulfillment of a lifetime of beachcombing. But even more, I 
was overwhelmed by the sense that a particular creature, 
dead for millions of years, had swum through the ages to 
meet me and that I was its first human contact. 

This tooth, even as it shredded some prehistoric creature, 
was destined to be discovered by a species that had yet to 
appear on Earth. As I rubbed the sand from its shiny surface 
and cradled it proudly in my hand, time fell away, and in 
some way I knew that fish. In the next few days, I found 
over a hundred shark's teeth, and for each find, the instant 
of recognition was as exciting as the first time: the gleam of 
a patina created by millions of years, the flawless design, 
the beauty of the black triangle lying on the sand like a 
diamond on velvet in a jeweler's cabinet. 

How do we measure time? I cannot comprehend a span 
of millions of years; the nearest I get to it is a feeling like 
the wonder at my encounter with that ancient fish. Perhaps 
the metamorphosis of flesh into stone cuts geologic time 
adrift from my sense of history. At the other end of the 
spectrum from the all but infinite recesses of geologic time 
lies the blinking of an eye. Early this morning I startled 
twenty eiders that had spent the night in the shelter of a little 
headland. At my approach, the flock took flight—as if it 
were a single organism—out of the darkness into the 
aqueous light of the bay. It was impossible to tell which was 
the first to give the alarm. Our human brains cannot detect 
the infinitesimal lag between warning and response that 
must have taken place in an instant. 

And yet we can turn a matter of seconds into an age. 
Fear and impatience do that. So does hope, and the contem
plation of a blade of grass. When the mind is as still as the 
surface of a pond in early morning, these miniature miracles 
fill both time and space as if they were under a magnifying 
glass. Perhaps continuous absorption of many tiny details is 
what life is like for the eiders in my cove. We humans have 
been separated from so direct a relationship with the natural 
world by the evolution of our mind and by values that are 
imposed on nature rather than a part of it. When we open 
ourselves once again to that vestigial sense of wonder, we 
see through eyes made wiser and more aware, and so endow 
perception with a depth it could not otherwise have attained. 

I revel in the little signs that mark the advance of the 
day. The hands of my wristwatch go round its face, impervi
ous to the arbitrary figures that tell me what time it is. But 
the frost that lingers midmorning in shady pockets of grass 
neatly etches the course of the sun's rays across the 
meadow. These days the rhododendron leaves, tightly curled 
when I take my son to meet the school bus, are open ten 
minutes later on my return. After a night's snow, the pristine 
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path through the woods is crisscrossed by more and more 
animal tracks until the bustle of time and motion swells to a 
crescendo one can almost hear. To us they seem like 
snapshots; but these little rituals are going on continuously, 
and like the clouds in time-lapse photography in old movies, 
they signify the passage of time. So must wild animals, with 
senses so much more acute than ours, experience it, but as 
far as we know, without the reveling. With our added 
aesthetic and spiritual burden, could we stand the sensual 
onslaught of such nonstop stimulation? 

We can construct our own continuum out of building 
blocks of revelations, some smaller, some larger, from our 
daily experience of nature. Moment by moment—a sweep 
with my rake uncovers a stash of nuts left by a chipmunk; 
year by year—with the same sweep I send last year's leaves 
flying; decade by decade—returning to a familiar place to 
find it changed, the yew trees that I climbed as a child cut 
down; even millennium by millennium—I stood last 
summer before a yew tree 2,000 years old, planted by some 
unknown person on the west coast of Scotland, far north of 
its natural range. 

Now we approach the border beyond which my mind 
can travel only in fantasy. The scars across a boulder on a 
cobble beach bear witness to the unimaginable weight of the 
glaciers as well as the inexorable rate of their advance. 
Alone in a desolate landscape, one feels for a moment the 
chilling breath of the primeval. At such times we could 
almost believe that a dinosaur might step out of some black 
lagoon. Reality soon resumes its hold, poorer maybe, but 
more comfortable. To venture so far back in time, our 
habitual ways of keeping track are useless. We are not 
capable of fathoming time on an evolutionary scale, nor the 
complex interplay of species and their adaptations, such as a 
shark's tooth. Through the mists of impossible eons, we can 
put a face on time via the miracle of species. Considering 
biodiversity is like fast-forwarding through the ages. As 
with millions of years, it is hard to accommodate the 
millions of species, some yet to be discovered. But even if 
we cannot count them, we can measure their loss. 

As a species, we have stepped outside the march of 
evolution, seriously discombobulating it. However, having 
gazed into the heart of the process, reverence for what we 
have seen can get us back into the stream of life. The true 
reason to protect biodiversity is for the spiritual and 
aesthetic values its mere existence bestows upon us. Our 
species has been loose on the planet for only a few thousand 
years, a flash in the pan of geologic time. Some say we will 
go as if we had never been, in the end just one more 
extinction on the way to the death of the planet millions of 
years hence. But the reverence we feel for other species and 
our planet is unique to humans and may be our saving grace. 
Without this unique, divine spark, there will be no way for 
us to move into the future. 

Thomas Urquhart, Executive Director of the Maine 
Audubon Society, attended the retreat with Thich Nhat Hanh 
for environmentalists in 1991. 



The Listening Project 
by Herb Walters 
To seek the light in all, whether foe or friend, is a challenge 
that calls us to do what might be unpopular—to care about 
someone who hurts others. It is a challenge to listen to those 
who disagree with us or oppose us. The Listening Project of 
the Rural Southern Voice for Peace have challenged acti
vists doing peace and justice work—including ourselves— 
to be the listeners. We often don't listen to others whose 
ideas are different from our own—they support the arms 
race, they are racist, etc. We argue instead. We try to corner 
the person and show how wrong he or she is and how right 
we are. So the other person shuts down, and the potential for 
change is decreased. When we listen, on the other hand, we 
say to the other person, "I care about what you think and I 
accept you as a person, even if we have opposite beliefs." 

It is very difficult to accept the racist or the contra 
soldier. One thing that helps is to envision the racist or contra 
as a newborn child. When I talk to someone who wants to 
bomb the Nicaraguans or to someone who refers to Blacks 
as niggers, I try to imagine that person as a beautiful infant. 
The perfect child I see is the essence of what that person is. 
Beliefs and ideas, like racism have been picked up along the 
way. When we are able to see that spark of pure light in the 
racist, we have in our hearts the most powerful deterrent 
against racism—love. We can fight racism and war, but only 
love can transform the heart of the racist or the warrior. 

Active listening allows a greater truth to emerge. I remem
ber listening to one woman who was being surveyed about 
the relationship between racism and poverty. She started off 
by calling Blacks inferior. I didn't judge her or react to her. 
I asked her to comment on the fact that many Blacks are 
highly respected doctors, lawyers, and professors. This led 
her to talk about the importance of education, and we soon 
began talking about the effects of slavery and unequal oppor
tunity. Eventually she disagreed with her own statement on 
Black inferiority and ended by acknowledging a need in the 
United States to make equal opportunity for education a 
national priority. This transformation was possible only 
because my listening made her feel safe to risk examining 
her ideas on race, perhaps for the first time in her life. 

In St. Mary's, Georgia, a Listening Project is going on in 
awareness of the development of the local Kings Bay 
nuclear submarine base. As a result of this project, residents 
have been able to talk openly about nuclear issues for the 
first time in their lives, and many of them asked to have 
written information sent to them. When asked to consider 
alternatives to the arms race, these people, many of whom 
had previously felt antagonistic toward the peace movement, 
came up with some very good ideas, including stopping the 
manufacture of nuclear weapons, teaching peace to our kids, 
establishing exchange programs between U.S. and Russian 
schoolchildren, and supporting negotiations and arms 
control. In follow-up visits, a number of residents went 
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further, saying that they would be interested in getting 
together with other concerned St. Mary's residents to 
discuss issues and consider ways to act on their concerns. 

In 1988, we traveled to the Nicaragua-Honduras border 
to listen to contra fighters—to learn about these men and 
why they were fighting. We were particularly interested in 
interviewing fighters who had come willingly to the side of 
the contras. In the peace movement, the contras have been 
the enemy. By creating an enemy, we created a good-
versus-bad image that allowed the killing to go on. An 
enemy is a person without a face, someone it's easy to be 
against. I have been to Central America on three occasions, 
and I have felt very strongly the suffering of the people 
there. For so many of the poor in Nicaragua, the Sandinistas 
brought hope, and the contras brought death and destruction. 
Yet with all this, I also know that things are never as black 
and white as we would like them to be. I know that my job 
as a peacemaker is to seek the truth, to humanize rather than 
to dehumanize the "enemy." We conducted our interviews 
with 26 contra fighters in complete privacy. 

We learned that there were quite a few contra fighters 
who sincerely felt they were fighting against oppression and 
injustice. What many of us have known about the contras— 
as terrorists, former Guardia and Somocistas, and kidnap
pers—was true, but it was only a part of the truth. We were 
right to call for an end to contra aid, but the Contra Listen
ing Project also raised some important issues. Many 
peacemakers failed to raise a strong voice for dialogue and 
reconciliation between the contras and Sandinistas because 
they made the contras the enemy. By listening, I learned to 
release my "enemy" image and put a face on the contras. 

In 1992, the Listening Project went to Yugoslavia. We 
interviewed people who had contributed to much anger and 
ethnic hostility in the villages. One young man talked about 
his hatred for the Muslims, but the questioning also helped 
him talk about the positive relations he'd had with Muslims 
before all the problems. In response to the listener's ques
tions, he admitted that the small Muslim minority posed no 
real threat to the Serbs. The interviews enabled him to say 
that the war made things bad. By the end of the interview, 
he was ready to participate in a program on ethnic relations. 
The Yugoslav Listening Project revealed that a majority of 
villagers want peace and friendship and gave voice to 
positive feelings and ideas. Villagers said they wanted 
stronger responses from the authorities when ethnic inci
dents occurred. They suggested that rumors be investigated 
immediately to keep them from spreading. Several villagers 
asked for community meetings or mediation to talk things 
out. Programs for youth had strong support. Strategies for 
continued work in the villages include youth projects, 
continued dialogue with problem individuals, and working 
with village leaders and others wanting to improve the 
situation. 

Herb Walters is a peace activist in rural North Carolina. 



Peacemaking as Healing 
by Gene Knudsen-Hoffman 

In the stillness 
is the place 

from which action comes 
that heals. 

In October 1990,1 traveled to Tunisia to talk with Yasser 
Arafat and other top PLO leaders. I then went to Israel to 
speak with Israeli peace activists as part of a four-person 
entourage from the Fellowship of Reconciliation. I went was 
to listen to both sides of the conflict and to espouse my 
belief that patience, constant, creative, nonviolent actions 
can bring about peace. 

Today it is easy to see the Palestinians suffering and the 
injustices they experience. It is not so easy to see the 
suffering of the Israelis. I feel that many in the American 
peace movement have taken sides against the Israelis, and 
consider them brutal, relentless, and unapproachable. I don't 
believe we've tried to listen to and talk with those Israelis 
with whom we deeply disagree. Until we are willing to, I do 
not believe we can make peace. 

I have come to see that violence springs from human 
beings' unhealed wounds, and our attitude towards violent 
people requires compassion for the people while we stand 
steadfast against cruel acts. Abuse is passed down from 
generation to generation, unless there is some kind of 
therapy to teach new ways of coping with frustration and 
anger. What is true of individuals can also be true of 
nations. It is relatively easy to overthrow a government, but 
far more difficult to oust the internalized oppression which 
causes us to demonize others. The abuse cycle is not logical. 
It is a set of totally irrational behaviors based on pain, fear, 
shame, guilt, and anger. 

Unless there is some way to break this cycle, when the 
Palestinians do get a State, they are just as likely to abuse 
whatever minorities dwell within their borders because a 
whole generation of Palestinian children has grown up 
knowing only the humiliation of military occupation. 

Among the ideas we discussed was the creation of a 
nonviolence training center in East Jerusalem where Israelis 
and Palestinians could learn the theory and practice of 
nonviolence and then return to their communities to teach 
their peers. I especially want to focus on the effects of 
prolonged conflict on families. My main interest is getting 
Israeli mothers and Palestinian mothers together to explore 
what is happening to their kids. 

I believe, with Longfellow, that if we could read the 
secret history of our enemies, we would find in each 
person's life sorrow and suffering enough to disarm all 
hostility. If we can see this sorrow and suffering in the lives 
of those who commit heinous violence, I think whole new 
dimensions will open for our lives and for peacemaking. We 

will be released from old limitations and will begin a new 
era of creative exploration. I am beginning to see peacemak
ing as a healing process that will bring new power and 
persuasion to our efforts. 

Gene Knudsen-Hoffman is a peace activist in Santa Bar
bara, California. 

Meeting One Another 
by Bruce Ho 

When you come across the shore, 
that is where you'll meet me. 
When you row into the sea, 
that's where you'll greet me. 
We'll meet each other. 
We'll find that both of us 
have been searching 
for the other. 
The puzzle fits together 
like the earth 
and one another. 
The Earth is whole, 
and so are we. 
The Earth is whole, 
like you and me. 



Writing out the War 
by Therese Fitzgerald 

The UC Berkeley campus hosted an event for war veterans 
entirely different from the days of dualistic rallies. Thirty 
men and women, mostly Vietnam veterans, gathered in a 
spacious, woodsy room of the Faculty Club on a Saturday in 
June to spend a day with Maxine Hong Kingston nourishing 
their writing process. 

Maxine referred to the story of Odysseus as the story of 
war and its effects on the psyche, how it takes twenty years 
or more to process the war experience. "Art," Maxine 
explained, "is the transformation of feelings and experience 
into meaning. Writing is a tool for accessing events and 
memories and giving them meaning. For twenty years, you 
have lived with the war in your hearts. Now we can put them 
through the process of art. Now is time for the healing and 
the coming home." 

In response to Maxine's skillful and caring questions 
about whether or not the participants had been using writing 
as a way of expressing themselves, many veterans described 
"coming of age" as a writer by writing letters home from 
Vietnam. In many cases, loved ones had saved the letters 
and the veterans were able to learn about themselves by 
studying those letters—albeit a very painful process. One 
veteran said, jokingly, he had "gone to Vietnam to have 
something to write about." Writing, for some, has been the 
main way to make sense of an otherwise very disconnected 
life. "I am writing myself back to health," said one man, 
who for years could write only poetry about monks and 
sacred flames. 

Maxine paused and then began to make the link between 
daily writing practice and meditation. '"Where am I going to 
get my inspiration?' is a question about creativity, but it is 
also about 'breathing in.' Expression can be thought of as 
'breathing out.'" Maxine explained how meditation is good 
for bringing the intellectual mind and the body together. 
"Jetlag is a splitting of the mind and body that requires some 
time to repair. How much more a split it can be for the 
psyche, the spirit, to endure an explosion, a war! When we 
experience an explosion, it can be said that our soul has been 
driven out of our body, and it takes time to come back." 

The bell of mindfulness was introduced as one of many 
reminders throughout the day to wake up to the present 
moment. "When someone reads their piece of writing, they 
will be saying 'Wake up and listen to this!'" Maxine said 
with great energy. Maxine presented a breathing verse 
developed by Thich Nhat Hanh and showed how much it 
relates to writing as well as breathing. "When we practice 
breathing in and out, deeply and with ease, we can also 
practice writing easily and deeply." 

Silence was practiced for the most of the day, along with 
the practice of writing down the thoughts, feelings, and 
images that came to mind. "Silence can interrupt habitual 
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energy and activities. New people can come in. New ideas 
can formulate." 

Maxine offered a writing exercise: write a scene, an 
event, that happened at a particular time, in a particular 
place. How were those moments different and special? Use 
all your senses. Envision and imagine that place and time. 
What do you remember being said? What kind of energy 
and feeling were you aware of? Resist the temptation to 
leave the scene. Don't run away to another place or another 
time." 

The gorgeous blue sky, the bright sun, the cool air, the 
refreshing shade of old live oaks and fragrant redwoods, and 
the rich bells of the campanile provided many places of 
refuge for quiet writing practice. Before lunch, we had a 
lovely walking meditation around a very green part of the 
campus along a stream. A delicious Mediterranean vegetar
ian meal was appreciated in silence, and then people had 
some time to get to know one another. 

The afternoon session concentrated on listening to each 
piece written during the morning. Without exception, the 
writings were deep and compelling. Unforgettable images 
emerged—a sea of innocent faces at a Bob Hope show, a 
young Vietnamese running after an American truck to 
receive candy bars thrown "at" them; the glimpse of heaven 
of a World War II veteran in a faltering airplane approach
ing Morocco in the "fantastic dawn"; "suspicious palm 
trees" floating in the river,"It took a long time for me to 
trust trees"; mutilation of the enemy after being pinned 
down in a peanut field; "stuffing red-black 'snakes' back 
into the wound." 

After a long silence, Maxine spoke about "the authorita
tive voice that comes from looking deeply at a scene." This 
was the first time some of the veterans had shared their 
deeply painful scenes of war. 

It was especially heartening to end the day with 
Maxine's encouragement to continue with monthly meet
ings with her through October—and three whole years 
together. 

In August, we met for a weekend. Maxine began with a 
description of the three basic processes we would be 
working with: (1.) writing, the bringing the mental self to 
bear in studying feelings and powerful events, working with 
our memories, changing hose events and changing our
selves, transmuting our experience, taking our history, our 
lives, through the process of art; defining ourselves and 
history; working out our values that give strength to our life 

(2.) meditation, sitting and hearing our minds, focusing, 
and concentrating; bringing body and soul together; sitting 
silendy to let that soul come back; using mental faculties to 
notice subtle, physical activities 

(3.) community, harnessing the energy of the uniquely 
"warm, happy, and light" atmosphere of the particular 
group, and listening to each other's writings 

The group consisted of 30 men and women, half of 
whom had attended the previous gathering. A sampling of 
the introductions follow: 



"I started writing right after I returned from Vietnam. I 
would have just burst otherwise. It was crucial for me to tell 
what I had seen." 

"I have a real difficulty sitting long enough to write, but 
words are beginning to come. While a medic in Vietnam, I 
felt I left my body once when I hit the ground during a 
bombing. Right then I decided I could choose to be in the 
sky, and I turned over on my back...It's taken me years to 
find my soul. Part of my recovery has been honoring the 
spirit I contacted in Vietnam, especially among the Taoists." 

One professional writer, a non-veteran, told how he 
started to write to escape the violence at home and get 
through the difficulties. Several veterans described how the 
Gulf War brought up tremendous rage and pushed them to 
seek out veteran communities to stay sane. One veteran, a 
combat engineer who blew up tunnels, said he managed to 
"forget" he was a veteran until the pressure got to be too 
great and he realized he wasn't "one of the lucky ones, but 
one of the walking wounded." Another veteran who had 
"buried the war experience" said he dreaded "having to go 
back into that horror again." 

Two female partners of veterans spoke of their pain as 
children of alcoholics and their hesitation to "go to the heart 
of the pain," and that "Big Pain that connects everyone and 
that scares me so deeply." Another woman spoke of the 
need to go beyond being a support to her husband in his 
journey to give voice to the violence of war and "to get to 
the heart of my experience of violence in society." A 
common theme among veterans and non-veterans was 
survival guilt. 

Maxine spoke personally about her own writing process, 
saying how for her "immortality is to pass on the method of 
writing as finding a way to become whole and reach 
clarity." Two of Maxine's brothers, both veterans, always 
distance themselves from their war experience. One 
"continues to fight the war on the streets" as a police 
dispatcher. "Perhaps one day they will join us in this work," 
Maxine said somewhat wistfully, "but now you are my 
brothers." 

Larry Heinemann, author of Paco's Story and Close 
Quarters, and his wife Edie co-inspired the workshop with 
Maxine. Larry spoke about the "peculiar blessing of the 
war" that opened up his life and "turned on" his writing. He 
described with great gusto his understanding of writing as "a 
performance—getting the whole, extemporaneous, physical 
reality onto the page; conveying a "story moment" as vivid 
as a vivid dream so that the listener "hears" the vividness. 

Larry emphasized how important it is for the writer to 
realize that he is writing to someone, "putting the idea in the 
mind of an absent person. It is the ability to conjure up the 
person you can trust to tell anything that allows the writing 
to come." 

"At some point," Larry said, "I realized I felt a tremen
dous reluctance and fear to expose myself as a terrible 
person in writing nonfiction, so I wrote a novel." And he 
shared with the veterans the intensely liberating break

through he had when he saw that the writer, when writing 
honestly about things he feels strongly about, exposes the 
story, not himself. "Whatever reservations you may have 
about the material, whatever feelings come up, set them all 
aside and let the story tell itself. Put all the politics, all 
considerations about the language and all considerations to 
spare other peoples' feelings aside. Pass the story on in the 
writing," he encouraged, "Let the reader become respon
sible." 

In referring to his contact with peace activists in the late 
sixties, Larry said that "there comes a point when people 
aren't sure they want to become responsible." He would say 
to the peace activists, "You're right not to go to Vietnam, 
and let me tell you why! Let me count you the ways." 

It was a powerful transmission of Larry's nondualistic 
wisdom when he said, "The vets did the best they could. 
The non-vets did the best they could." In the afternoon, 
Maxine gave instructions for a writing exercise: "Pay 
attention. Tell the truth. Put all the family secrets out there. 
The resolution of difficulties comes through hanging in 
there with them. Your talent develops, and understanding 
occurs." 

Larry suggested that we pick out someone in the room to 
tell the story to. "Hold the image of that person in your 
mind. This generates seeing." 

We went home Saturday night encouraged by Maxine to 
"take extra special care," as we were all quite open. "Pay 
particular attention to your dreams," Maxine instructed. 

On Sunday, Maxine picked up on a comment about 
"being fixated on the Vietnam experience and getting stuck 
in the past." "There's this other place that's not the war, 
where health, wholeness, and joy are. Breathe, and the 
flicker of joy is fed. How do we get to the joy? How do we 
get out of the fixation with the pains of the past? The 
Vietnamese are healing themselves and their country. The 
war is inside us. It takes practice being in the present. 
Explosions take us away. Consciousness itself takes us 
away. We've been practicing being away from the here and 
now. We need to practice appreciating our body, our 
breathing, our eating, our walking in mindfulness. (We've 
learned many kinds of walking—men walks, women 
walks—unconsciously.) We practice in order to be aware of 
the way we go about in the world. We need to practice 
letting that joy in. We've had so much practice at being 
calloused. 

After a longer meditation period, we went our separate 
ways to write or have conversations until lunch time outside 
on the beautiful patio. 

Maxine introduced the afternoon listening session by 
saying, "As you listen, breathe the words into you. Let the 
stories come into your body, your heart. Carry the stories." 
And stories there were 'a plenty to carry: There was Richard 
who "wanted to say it all at once. I keep wanting to flash 
forward and backward, because I don't know how to make 
sense of it...That crew was divided right down the 
middle...I'll get to that." And get to his first confrontation 



with death, so "damn final and certain," he did. 
And Fred's letter to Willie, resolving feelings he's been 

carrying for more than fifty years. And Martin who keeps 
the Vietnamese medic's scissors in his back drawer— 
"Holding them now in 1993,1 can at least ponder, 'What 
was he like?'" And Charlie's "crocagator" of the Mekong 
River—"a voracious, two-headed beast, bloated." And 
Matt's cobra that almost made it out of Vietnam on a 
helicopter. And Bob's vignette of everyday violence in 
Elmer's pool hall, and then his essay on who fights wars; 
where they're really fought; how long they last. And the 
young Panama vet's vision of Petrov and himself flinging 
their weapons down the mountain. And that of Bill, the 
deserter, of "wimps" drowning during training. And Lisa's 
portrayal of stealing a kiss from her drunken father in the 
midst of unbearable violence and dread—"Someone always 
had to lose." 

And Keith's fear of coming unglued, so afraid of panic 
and rage that he can't make decisions for fear that the cost 
will be too great. "I feared failing at my job as a medic more 
than my own death." And Peter's description of hitting the 
ground at the sound of planes overhead at his welcome 
home picnic, much to his friends' dismay, and the chasm of 
misunderstanding the war opened up between him and all he 
knew before the war. And Tim's "boogey man" who gathers 
more force the harder we try to ignore him, and the gor
geous Vietnamese landscape, and the irony of a 
reconnaisance mission being referred to as "a walk in the 
park." And Michael's story of Jesse's trip home alongside 
the coffins full of dead soldiers, and his poem about hearing 
his voice at last. And Maxine's conjuring of the "human 
pact" made on "open, sacred ground" of protest of the war, 
and questions about whether being able to take violence 
"immunizes" one from violence, "or does it just bruise you, 
soften you, and debilitate you?"And Francesca, whose 
father was shot in the backyard during the Spanish Civil 
War, who "learned hope, and dreaming, and quality from 
her mother at the helm of the black telephone in the middle 
of the house." And Robert's vision of basking in the gaze of 
unconditional love. 

A silent walking meditation outdoors in the clear day 
amidst another wedding allowed us to take in each other's 
words with spaciousness. At the end, Larry commented on 
the organizing principle of irony throughout the pieces, 
"irony that makes you laugh and cry." And he noted the 
specificity of work that situated many of the writings. "You 
have to stay with the story, and the story has to land on its 
feet," Larry cautioned. 

A final meditation brought us each back in touch with 
our innermost self before saying good-bye and going our 
separate ways, newly nourished by two days together in 
community and writing practice. A follow-up meeting for 
the end of August, facilitated by published author, Richard 
Sterling, was announced, and everyone was also encouraged 
to join Maxine with Thich Nhat Hanh at the retreats at 
Omega and Malibu. 

Trial by Fire 
by Sherdyl Motz 

His bright ochre robe glowed, 
like those of his fellow monks, 
standing in sharp contrast 
to the dull, shell-torn pavement 
he sat upon. 

Smoke gloomed the horizon 
and jets whistled above. 
A curious crowd collected. 
The monks solemnly intoned 
an ancient, Buddhist chant. 
The monk read a poem 
of his anguish over the war, 
ending with a plea for peace. 

The pungent smell of gas 
pierced the air as he was doused. 
The chanting began again. 
He calmly struck a match, flared into flame, 
and became a suttee for peace— 
an ash memorial sent 
into the Great Void. 

Sherdyl Motz is a Vietnam veteran and peace activist. 
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In Russia with Love 
by Therese Fitzgerald 
At the end of the September retreat with Thich Nhat Hanh in 
Moscow, Thay told the group, "In six months, Arnie and 
Therese will come back to lead another retreat." During 
three days of mindfulness in March, the practice of con
scious breathing was wonderfully enjoyed among the sixty 
participants in a Moscow elementary school gymnasium. 

Arnie spoke of suffering as "the tendency we have to 
stick to our ideas and wishes for things to be permanently 
the way we want them, rather then accepting and fully 
enjoying 'things as they are.'" Whenever we asked how 
people were doing in the practices of sitting and walking 
meditation, they responded with very practical comments 
and questions that showed they were practicing with utmost 
sincerity and intelligence. Both Arnie and I were deeply 
touched and encouraged by this, and it brought out the best 
in us. Arnie related the teachings to contemporary problems, 
such as political turmoil and economic instability. 

We thoroughly enjoyed doing walking meditation in a 
nearby birch forest through the wide, snow-covered path 
shared by families with children bundled up pulling sleds, 
and couples walking arm in arm. In a clearing, we practiced 
singing "Breathing In, Breathing Out" in Russian and 
English, and we discussed how the simple practice of 
breathing consciously while walking helps us calm our 
irritations and be present with the "wondrous, refreshing, 
and healing elements of life"—the joyful faces of rosy-
cheeked children, the birch and pine trees, a wisp of blue 
smoke sailing through the woods. 

Arnie's bold support of the Russians' pursuit of happi
ness even in these terribly hard times was reassuring. And 
he clearly presented methods of establishing inner peace and 
calm, so that we actually saw the effects of the practice. The 
core community is a wonderfully authentic sangha, truly 
exemplary in their warm ways of supporting one another 
and making the environment conducive for many people to 
practice. Communal meals were deeply satisfying, although 
by Western standards the food was sparse and plain. 
Because of the generous feeling all around and the extraor
dinary sense of reverence for taking a meal together in quiet 
contemplation, every day seemed like a festive banquet. Tea 
meditations were also remarkably warm and easy-going. 
Twelve people received the Five Wonderful Precepts the 
last day of the retreat, and others renewed their practice 
begun with Thay months earlier. 

As I stood by the train window looking at our Moscow 
friends, an American song played over the sound system, 
"As the walls come down, love is able to heal the suffering 
all around." Our wonderful time had come to an end. Boris 
walking mindfully and Dina smiling showed me how we 
continue together in our mindfulness practice. The poverty 
of the people in Moscow weighed on our minds as we 
walked in the drizzling rain at the station. The eight-hour 
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trip from Moscow to St. Petersburg was a continuation of 
this contemplation. 

Although there had been only two day's notice for the 
three afternoons and day of practice in St. Petersburg, 
between thirty and fifty people of various Buddhist and 
Christian traditions attended the sessions. Arnie emphasized 
that it is not necessary to abandon one's own tradition to 
take up mindfulness practice; but rather, that mindfulness 
can enhance it. He highlighted Buddhist meditation as a 
"way of happiness, sukhayana" capable of bringing us joy 
and making us a source of happiness for others. 

As we passed the World War II memorial on the way to 
the airport, our hostess Svetlana told us a story about how 
during the war, everyone in her father's family almost 
starved to death. (During the "900 days" from September 
1941 to January 1944, between 500,000 and one million 
died from shelling, starvation, and disease. People dropped 
dead in the streets, and no one could bury them.) Only her 
father, who was six years old at the time, was able to stand 
up and walk to the place where he could receive the family's 
daily ration of bread. One time, a man stole his bread out of 
his hand and devoured it immediately. Svetlana's father was 
so ashamed for losing his family's food that he wandered 
the streets until finally someone brought him home. This 
story was triggered by the war memorial—only one of 
many, many in the city. 

So the "way of happiness" is not so easy to find in 
Russia with the wounds of war and oppression and the 
effects of great sacrifice as a result of the unprecedented 
armament race (with the U.S.) constantly felt in every realm 
of life. Svetlana summed up the state of things: "Under 
Stalin, you could be imprisoned for speaking frankly and 
criticizing the government. Then during Brezhnev, we could 
speak our minds, but not in public. With Perestoika, public 
criticism became possible. But really, all that has changed 
are the street names. The same conditions of poverty, 
government corruption, and lack of opportunity are still the 
case." Arnie could never stray too far away from a recogni
tion of this reality as he proceeded to outline methods of 
"giving oneself a break," enjoying conscious breathing, 
gentle walking, mindful eating, and understanding the other 
person in an effort to develop real compassion and love. We 
came to feel confident that some important seeds were 
planted in St. Petersburg. In this city of artists and writers, 
we came to know some excellent Buddhist artists. 

The last evening, our friend Sasha leaned on the table 
and looked at us, "I cannot go anywhere. It has taken much 
work just to get permission to move from Kiev to St. 
Petersburg, and now I have a job in the metro here. But I 
have waited for teachers like you to come for a long time. It 
is not so easy for Zen teachers to come here. We are very 
grateful for your visit." 

Therese Fitzgerald, True Light, is co-editor o/The Mindful
ness Bell. 



Touching Roots in Vietnam 
by Cynthia Jurs 
In November 1992, Sister Annabel, Joan Halifax, Hugh 
Wheir, and I went to Vietnam on a pilgrimage to the 
Buddhist sacred places in the north and to visit Thay's 
homeland and temples in Hue. Here are some impressions. 

A small boat gliding gently through channels of water 
carved into rocky landscapes lush with forest, took us to the 
Pure Land of Perfume where the daughter of the evil king 
became enlightened in a cave centuries ago. The bodhisattva 
Avalokita's presence is still felt, and although communism 
has drowned out much of Buddhist practice in Vietnam, the 
spirit is still alive in the pilgrims who come to the Perfume 
Pagoda near Hanoi to pray for help along the way. As we 
ascended Mount Yen Tu, the most sacred pilgrimage site in 
Vietnam whree generations of Buddhist patriarchs lived and 
taught, we saw the Little Hermitage of the Sleeping Clouds 
as well as many other pagodas. 

Hue is the land of temples and inspiring nuns and 
monks. Colors of lavender blue, elegant foods, and inde
scribable beauty everywhere. A home, a family lost, never 
before known, now found. We visited these places for Thay, 
who has never been to these sacred sites in the North and 
cannot go back. We tried to see with his eyes and walk with 
his presence in our hearts. We could not speak his name, 
there is danger in doing so. But in our shoes we wore the 
sticker, "I walk for you." 

In Hue, we carried the original handwritten manuscript 
in Vietnamese of Transformation and Healing to his home 
temple. The monks and nuns there have built a beautiful 
meditation hut for Thay. After a feast of the most abundant 
delicacies we had ever tasted in all our lives, we made our 
way in the misty rain to Thay's hut. We offered Thay's text 
ceremoniously and joined our hearts as tears began to fall. 
Our Vietnamese brothers and sisters cried to feel Thay's 
presence, and we, to feel their pain and long suffering. We 
shared deeply as each one of us spoke, and then we sang 
songs and read poetry. Tea was brought to the hut, and we 
discovered the source of much that Thay has brought to us 
in the West—the natural ways of the Vietnamese to sing, 
share tea, and gently offer, "a lotus for you, a Buddha to 
be." 

With the sound of the bell we came back to our true 
selves and were hushed to deep silence with the beauty of 
the courtyard at the temple where Thay lived as a novice. 
We walked down the bamboo-lined path through a forest of 
tall, slim trees to the gate and half-moon pond, then up the 
path to the temple. The courtyard has bonsai plants of many 
kinds that are tended on stands in porcelain pots. Under our 
feet were dark, smooth, wooden walkways, and at our sides 
intricate mosaics of dragons and phoenix. The temple itself 
was dark wood and golden light. A grand Buddha smiled 
down behind countless offerings, bodhisattvas, ancestors, 

and patriarchs. This place is a well-kept secret, a refuge 
from the storm. Reverence awakens immediately upon 
entering. This is a spiritual homeland. Every detail is filled 
with care. The old ways are intact. The persimmon tree that 
Thay had planted as a novice has grown tall and fruitful. We 
were given fruit to take to Thay and were humbled by the 
generosity we encountered everywhere. 

Each temple we visited is the home of an inspired nun or 
monk who teaches and works tirelessly. The gentle beauty 
of their ways moved us deeply. With deep understanding, 
they live lives of truly engaged Buddhism, embodying so 
directly all that Thay has taught. Even after practicing for a 
lifetime, they still carry love and devotion to Thay, and a 
yearning for him to return home. The soft colors, the gray of 
their robes, the blue wash of the walls in rooms filled with 
smiles and flowers touched and transformed us. We saw 
pagodas named Plum Blossom and Mountain of Merit. We 
met venerables who remember Thay from when he was a 
novice, wise ones who have lived through war, and young 
ones who carry on. A large white statue of Quan Te Am 
stood outside Gratitude Temple facing a beautiful pond. 
There is a feminine force of wisdom in Hue that penetrates 
each stone. 

There is also the presence of strong outspoken monks 
who still threaten the government with their politics of 
compassion and do not let things go unnoticed. They bear 
witness to the oppression and injustice and open our eyes to 
the unforgivable suffering that still goes on today. 

Our last meal in Hue was taken at the temple of our 
gentle yet powerful guide and leader of engaged Buddhism, 
Nu Minh. Before dawn, Nu Minh would ride her motorbike 
out into the countryside to help the underprivileged, and 
then return to give a Dharma talk, and take us around 
afterwards. The last dish of this meal was a lavender-purple 
sweet soup made from a kind of tuber. It was the color of 
the walls in our hotel and many of the homes of nuns, 
monks, and of the temples we visited. This color had filled 
our dreams and now we took it into us, the taste of Vietnam. 
In Plum Village on our way home, we visited Thay and 
Sister Chan Khong to report on the trip. Thay told us that 
the cover of his new book was this color too. Touching 
peace and the roots of our practice lineage in Vietnam, our 
lives have been enriched beyond words. Going to the source 
of our teacher's wisdom, seeing the magical and enchanting 
nature his Dharma has blossomed from, we understand 
much more. 

The Vietnamese landscape entered our bones and 
brought home to us the vows we have taken, the lineage we 
are a part of. This earth we are connected to, this culture we 
have learned from, this country we have warred with. Let 
the wounds be healed. Let teacher and world leader Thich 
Nhat Hanh, return to his home. Let peace begin with me. 

Cynthia Jurs, True Source, leads ongoing mindfulness 
practice in Santa Fe, New Mexico. 



Deep Flavors of Goodness 
by Joan Halifax 
Hanoi was amazing with its sea of bicycles, blue haze of 
coal smoke, wide tree-lined avenues, decaying French 
colonial buildings, people dressed in Vietcong fatigues or 
cheap, high-style French garb, cigarettes and all. The first 
morning, we left early for the Perfume Pagoda, driving over 
ridged dykes to a small village of opium smokers at the head 
of the river system that would take us to a series of exquisite 
pagodas. Marx wrote that "Religion is the opiate of the 
masses," but looking at North Vietnam, it seems that opium 
is the religion of the masses. Buddhism is not very present 
as a practice in the North; opium is. Yet looking at the 
Perfume Pagoda, I sense that the potential for a full revival 
of Buddhism is not far from possible. In fact, several of the 
pagodas along the way were being renovated, and the main 
temple had been recently rebuilt. 

It is a wonderful place, with small verticle mountains 
punctuating the landscape, colorful rare birds fishing along 
the waterways, primitive huts tucked into rock cliffs, and 
beautiful temples. The walk to the bodhisattva's cave was 
also very beautiful, taking us up to a dark moist turn on the 
trail that led down to this extraordinary opening in the 
mountain. I really felt Her presence, and was grateful to 
have heard the story of Her sacrifice. We were fortunate to 
spend the night at the temple, where we ate wonderful baked 
potatoes, met an old, wild, nearly toothless monk dressed 
finely, and shared tangerines and smiles. He said he heard 
that there is a very famous monk in France who has many 
students. We were careful not to utter Thay's name. 

The next day,we rode for hours over washboard dykes 
on our way to to Mount Yen Tu. In the early afternoon, we 
noticed that the air was particularly bad; we also noticed 
that the only oncoming vehicles were old trucks loaded with 
raw coal. It turns out that Mount Yen Tu, the holy mountain 
"one must climb to be a real Buddhist," is in the midst of a 
strip mine area. Its rivers suffer with the effects of mining, 
the earth and forest are torn up. We were shocked and 
dismayed. That night, we slept in the pagoda after doing a 
simple service, and we left early for our hike up the moun
tain. Near the top was an old Russian radio station inhab
ited by several young men who gave us tea and cookies. Big 
smiles all around before we left for the summit. As we 
arrived, the clouds parted to reveal a simple stone shrine and 
several old bells. All around the countryside was revealed 
with the terrible scars of strip mining. The creaking sound of 
earth grinders could be heard. So also could the wind and 
wild birds. We made offerings there and left before the 
clouds closed like a gate behind us. Halfway down the 
mountain, we stopped for a while at the Little Hermitage of 
the Sleeping Clouds. It felt like an island floating halfway 
up the mountain. High grasses and old shrines make a world 
here. It also feels like a gateway, a place to the "beyond." 

Flying Vietnam Air was an adventure. The baggage was 
piled in the forward part of the old Aeroflot plane, and those 
silting up front had the job of keeping the bags from flying 
to the rear of the plane by placing their feet on the luggage 
pile. It was like riding a country bus in Mexico, a casual and 
rustic affair. Landing in Hue, I felt what it must of been like 
during the war with so much bombing of this area. Also this 
is Thay's hometown, the place where his people are still 
gathered. The next morning in a soft rain, we walked the 
path to Thay's temple. The rain was mixed with tears as we 
made our way through the pines, around the gate, past the 
half-moon pool, past the delicate vegetable garden, and 
under the persimmon tree laden with fruit, into what was 
literally the most beautiful pagoda we were to see. The great 
smile of the abbot, the fresh faces of the young monks and 
novices, so innocent and clear, the completely beautiful 
shrine room, really every detail of the place, to our eyes, 
was perfect. Greetings and tea, joy and smiles, the utter 
relief of being able to say Thay's name. Then we were taken 
to an extraordinary lunch with many dear old friends of 
Thay. Some of us ate until our eyes popped, wonderful and 
delicate dishes of jackfruit, taro, and transparent mysteries. 

Later that afternoon, we walked slowly to the retreat hut 
they have built for Thay. The fruit trees and shrines to the 
ancestors were wet with early afternoon rain. Our group 
seemed to float like spirits to this place. The whole atmo
sphere was watery, as if all this was taking place under the 
surface of a great and still lake. Sitting on the floor of the 
hut, I admired the dark hardwood that had been so carefully 
polished. It was time to present Thay's book which was re
ceived with tears. People miss Thay so much. A picture of 
him was put on the altar, and we sat down to enjoy tea, 
poetry, song, and story. It was a "real" tea ceremony. 

The next day, we visited temples, and went to the 
orphanage to see the children and the wonderful work being 
done by the nuns and their friends It seemed to us that Hue 
is the spiritual center of Vietnam—the monks and nuns 
moving through the city on bicycles, old and new pagodas. 
Our last night in Hue, we ate with our nun friends and some 
of the dear men from the School of Youth for Social Ser
vice. Dessert was sweet lavender-blue taro soup . We had 
admired the lovely color of the walls of so many pagodas, 
now to find it in our last meal, as though were were going to 
be infused with the delicacy of Hue through taste and color. 

And then to Saigon which is so corrupt, too difficult for 
us who had smiled our hearts open. I could see that I needed 
to protect myself from the rough suffering of the South, the 
pollution, the pickpockets, even the guns. I felt raw and 
fragile after being in such a rarified psychic atmosphere as 
we encountered in Hue. We all felt we needed time to 
absorb the subtle and deep atmosphere of what had tran
spired in Hanoi and Hue. 

Joan Halifax, True Continuation, is the founder of the Ojai 
Foundation and the Upaya Foundation, and author ofThe 
Fruitful Darkness. 
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Come Close 
by Sister Chan Khong 

During the past ten years, I have shared with my friends the 
art of transforming internal suffering from our childhood 
and of our past into wholesome seeds. Thanks to this work, I 
can be friends with those who do not suffer from a lack of 
food and shelter, but who do suffer from a lack of love and 
understanding. I invite these people to join my friends in 
Vietnam on this trip of touching the other side of suffering. 

Letter from Sister MM, 
During this winter, the number of sick people needing 
treatment increased greatly. Patients from poor families 
only go to the hospital when they are dying. We have good 
physicians and nurses, but our problem is we can prescribe 
medicine but we cannot purchase it for our patients. The 
patients must manage to find their needed medicines and 
buy them with their money. Many times I have seen people 
die because they didn't have $8 to buy 100 cc of blood 
needed for surgery. I don't know where to find money to 
offer them. It breaks my heart when I see a father of five 
young children dying from a very mild disease like diarrhea, 
just because his wife does not have money to buy the needed 
medication for him. 

*** 

With your donations we have visited 815 patients in five 
psychiatric hospitals. The old and sick lie paralyzed in their 
beds. Many patients, from destitute families, are totally 
isolated. Their families do not have time to visit them, nor 
do they have money to spare to buy medicine and food. 
These patients are so happy when they see us. When we 
visit, we suggest that they be in touch with their calming 
breath and let go of their past; that they feel the warmth of 
the hospital while rain, storms, and floods are outside, 
devastating those with no shelter. The chief physician 
reported that our visits to these patients have helped to 
restore their calmness and joy. Some of their illnesses have 
disappeared like a miracle. They request that we visit often, 
and we want to. However, every time we visit, we bring a 
small container of milk or a package of noodles to each 
patient, as a way of showing our concern. But even giving 
such a small gift to 815 patients, adds up to nearly $1,000 
per visit. 

In Vietnam, there are forty million children between the 
ages of one and seventeen. Children are very fragile both 
morally and emotionally. We have devoted a lot of energy 
to support these young sprouts so they can grow with love 
and care. 

Recently we hired a bus to bring rice, used clothes, and 
medicine to families in remote areas. The staff consists of 
one monk, two nuns, and one physician. We distribute rice 
to the hungry, and clothes to children who are nearly naked. 

We wish you could see these children, their lips blue from 
the cold. After receiving some rice balls, a shirt, a pair of 
trousers, and learning a few songs, these children are radiant 
like angels. Because of the continuous threat of hunger, 
many families leave the countryside for big cities. In the 
cities, these children easily become delinquent. Our goal is 
to raise enough money for these children to stay in their 
home villages and give them the opportunity to attend 
school. 

The most encouraging work has been to help peasant 
children living in remote areas with their education. These 
areas have no nursery schools or elementary schools. Many 
peasants are illiterate. In order to make ends meet, they 
work long and hard to find enough food for their familes. 
The parents feel desperate when they see their children 
growing up quickly; not knowing how to read or write. 
There are a few public schools but because living conditions 
are so poor, many teachers graduating from city colleges 
decline working in these areas. As the monthly salary for a 
teacher is very low, they prefer to stay in the city and find 
other work. We began a program that pays each teacher $20 
monthly. This allows forty children to attend school. In 
order to improve the quality of their teaching, the sangha of 
local social workers in Thua Thien offers a monthly Day of 
Mindfulness for all teachers in these remote areas. At the 
end of the day, they exchange experiences as teachers. We 
supported 120 teachers in March, and 180 teachers in June. 

We have increased the number of scholarships for 
children in impoverished areas like Thua Thien, Quang Tri, 
Quang Binh, Nghe An, and Ha Tinh. The sum of $23,000 
was tranferred to Vietnam in January 1993 as the install
ment for the first quarter. We are committed to send that 
same amount every three months: $8,500 to Thua Thien, 
$7,500 to Saigon, $4,500 to Phu Khanh and Quang Ngai, 
and $2,500 for children in North Vietnam who are healed 
from leprosy but who need help in starting a new life. Each 
child needs $10 monthly, or $120 annually. 

Scholarships are needed for teenagers to develop 
vocational skills. Many teenagers have to abandon school to 
support their families. Without professional skills it is not 
easy for them to work. We spend $36,000 to provide 300 
teenagers with a year of vocational training. 

Vietnam needs good leadership to honestly serve the 
nation. We are only able to give 280 scholarships to talented 
university students, including monks and nuns. With your 
help, we'd like to increase the support of these students. 

Relief work is needed for lepers and children of single 
parents who have asthma, tuberculosis, hepatitis, or cancer. 
We offer $80 three times a year to support these destitute 
families. In 1992 we helped support 320 families. 

A woman recently visiting a leper camp writes: 
Dear Sister, We have visited the leper camps in the 

mountain area of North Vietnam. The road was so rough 
and dangerous, that on the way I was wondering if I was 
going to visit a leper camp or an isolated reeducation camp 
for political prisoners. Because the leper camps are so 



difficult to reach, the lepers have to grow their own food, 
which consists mainly of manioc roots. The rocky mountain 
soil is very hard for them to work, especially when their 
hands have many open wounds on them. Many slowly lose 
their fingers. It broke our hearts to see them shivering under 
their thin cloth, with the icy autumn winds. Many have lost 
both legs, while they have never even seen a wheel chair. 
The physician has already built two groups of houses for the 
lepers. Each group house costs $4,320. There are sixteen 
beds in each house, in which thirty people stay. A leg 
prothesisfor a leper costs $30. We have helped build two 
group houses, supplied 10 lepers with leg protheses, and 
have given forty scholarships to leper children. 

The winter rains caused rivers to overflow, flooding 
villages and destroying lives, houses, and cattle. We offered 
$3,000 to victims ofQuang Tri and Quang Binh, $3,000 for 
victims in Ha Tinh andNghe An, and $4,000 to buy blankets 
for all of them in January 1993. 

This man has been infected by the leprosy virus. His 
"rabbit eyes" are wide open awaiting compassion. 

/ would like to help. Enclosed is my contribution for: 

• HeallhCare 
] Education 
] Prisoners of Conscience 

Name 
Address 

Please mail to Community of Mindful Living, P.O. Box 
7355, Berkeley, CA 94707, earmarked "Working 
Together for Rejuvenation in Vietnam" (WTRV). 
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Religious Freedom Special Alert 
by Stephen Denney 
On August 3,1993, the Vietnamese government issued a 
four-point order instructing Ven. Thich Huyen Quang to 
refrain from all protests against the government's religious 
policy and to surrender the seal of the Unified Buddhist 
Church of Vietnam. The order marked what the government 
hopes is an end to a protest movement against the its 
religious policy, which Ven. Quang launched last year. 

Now 75 years old and in ill health, Ven. Quang has spent 
most of the last 17 years in prison or under house arrest for 
trying to protect the integrity of Buddhism in Vietnam. He 
was arrested in April 1977 with six other top monks of the 
UBC after protesting the government's religious policy. 
They were released in December 1978 in response to world 
protest, but Ven. Quang and Ven. Thich Quang Do were 
arrested again in 1982 for protesting the government's 
creation of the "Vietnam Buddhist Church" which declared 
in its founding charter (Nov. 1991) that it was the only 
legitimate representative of Vietnamese Buddhism. In 
subsequent years, Ven. Quang has been under house arrest 
in a remote area of Quang Ngai province. 

In May 1992, at the funeral ceremony in Hue of another 
prominent monk, Ven. Thich Don Hau, Ven. Quang issued 
an impassioned speech urging that the government allow the 
UBC to freely function. Since then, he has issued several 
statements challenging government policy, and the govern
ment has responded by arresting monks supportive of 
Ven.Quang, such as Thich Don Hau's close disciples Ven. 
Thich Hai Tang and Thich Tri Tuu, and tightening up 
surveillance and increasing interrogations of Ven. Quang. 

The latest order is serious, even more so since the 
government referred to Ven. Quang by his secular name 
(highly demeaning to a Vietnamese monk). As executive 
director of the UBC, Ven. Quang is one of the most promi
nent monks in the country, and the UBC was a leading 
proponent of peace in Vietnam during the war. 

Despite improvements, Buddhism continues to suffer 
restrictions in Vietnam, as witnessed by recent visitors 
Thich Nguyen Hai, Thich Tu Chon, and Thich Huong Hue, 
monks from Plum Village. They went to Vietnam in 1993 to 
participate in the summer retreat in Tu Hieu Pagoda, the 
temple of Thich Nhat Hanh, to learn chanting and other 
traditional rituals. Within three days of their arrival at the 
temple, police asked them to leave the country, citing that 
they had stated "tourism" rather than "business" on their 
visa applications. Sister Annabel Laity, on her tour of Viet
nam in the Spring, was invited by many temples to give 
lectures and lead Days of Mindfulness, but as soon as she 
accepted, police asked her to leave within 24 hours. 

Please write courteous letters to Prime Minister Vo Van 
Kiet, Hanoi, Socialist Republic of Vietnam, requesting the 
release of Ven. Thich Huyen Quang and other detained 
monks and that the UBC be allowed to function freely. 



Announcements 
New Retreat Centers 
Ordinary Dharma in southern California and the Houston 
Zen Community are both in the process or purchasing 
country land for retreat centers. Ordinary Dharma has found 
property about two hours outside of Los Angeles and two 
hours outside of San Diego, and they have already begun to 
refurbish the structures and practice on the land. The 
Houston group is attempting to purchase a farm near 
Chappell Hill, Texas, owned by the late Margaret Austin. 
Both groups need to raise funds to procure land for the 
creation of regional, nondenominational retreat centers, 
wonderful examples of sangha building. Thich Nhat Hanh 
fully approves of their efforts to create these much needed 
resources and hopes that many people will help them "in 
their exciting adventures." Please send donations of any 
amount that you are able to contribute to this effort to 
Ordinary Dharma, 247 Horizon Avenue, Venice, CA 90291, 
(310) 396-5054 and the Margaret Austin Center, c/o Vicki 
Tidwell Palmer, 1001 Bayland, Houston, TX 77009, (713) 
862-3414. 

Community of Mindful Living Call 
Let us know if you would like to help us with the various 
aspects of producing The Mindfulness Bell—editing, typing, 
gathering sangha news, design, or soliciting articles. We 
need your input! Call (510) 527-3751. 

Friendship Bridge 
Friendship Bridge, founded in 1988, works to facilitate the 
delivery of equipment and supplies directly to medical 
personnel in Vietnam. If you would like more information, 
please contact: Friendship Bridge, 33424 Deep Forest Road, 
Evergreen, CO 80439. 

Peace Pilgrim 
Friends of Peace Pilgrim is an all volunteer organization that 
publishes books and tapes in the spirit of Peace Pilgrim. 
Spending 28 years walking as a pilgrim, calling no place or 
every place home, Peace Pilgrim's life is an example of love 
and fearlessness in response to violence and confusion. The 
publications are offered free to those who ask. For a 
brochure, please contact: Friends of Peace Pilgrim, 43480 
Cedar Avenue, Hemet, CA 92544; Tel: (714) 927-7678. 

Vietnam Veteran Ministers 
The National Conference of Vietnam Veteran Ministers will 
hold their annual meeting Nov. 8-12 at the Wash. Retreat 
House. The conference will coincide with the dedication of 
the Vietnam Veterans Women's Memorial, and the primary 
theme will be The Spiritual Healing of the Women of the 
Vietnam War.. For information, contact: Rev. Philip Salois, 
P.O. Box 2965, Attleboro, MA. Tel: (508) 222-7313. 

Veterans for Peace 
VFP is a national organization of military veterans of all 
eras engaged in increasing public awareness of the costs of 
war, to restrain our government from intervening, overtly 
and covertly, in the internal affairs of other nations; to end 
the arms race and to reduce and eventually eliminate nuclear 
weapons; and to abolish war as an instrument of interna
tional policy. If you would like further information please 
write: Veterans For Peace, Inc. National Headquarters; P.O. 
Box 3881, Pordand, Maine 04104. Phone: (207) 773-1431. 
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Thich Nhat Hanh's Schedule 
Autumn 1993 

September 13 - Lecture in Boston. Contact Andrew Weiss 
(617) 484-6499. 
September 14 - Vietnamese lecture in Boston. Contact Bich 
Nguyen (617)327-7381. 
September 15-19 - Retreat at Omega Institute, Rhinebeck, 
NY, filled. 
September 20 - Lecture at Riverside Church, New York. 
Contact the Open Center (212) 219-3739. 
September 22-26 - Retreat on Social Change near Wash
ington, D.C. Contact Community of Mindful Living (510) 
527-3751. 
September 26 - Vietnamese lecture in Washington, D.C. 
Contact Anh Huong Nguyen (703) 968-8271. 
September 28 - Lecture at the National Cathedral in 
Washington, D.C. Contact Richard Brady (301) 270-3923. 
October 5 -Lecture at Veterans Auditorium, Culver City, 
CA, near Los Angeles. Contact Ordinary Dharma (310) 
396-5054. 
October 6-10 - "The Teachings of Consciousness in 
Buddhism" retreat at Camp Hess Kramer, near Malibu, 
California. Contact Ordinary Dharma (310) 396-5054. 
October 10 - Day of Mindfulness at Camp Hess Kramer. 
Oct. 12-17 - "The Greatest Relief: A Journey from the 
Historic to the Ultimate Dimensions" (a retreat on the Lotus 
and Avatamsaka Sutras) in northern California. Contact the 
Community of Mindful Living (510) 527-3751. 
Oct. 19 - Lecture at Berkeley Community Theatre. Contact 
Buddhist Peace Fellowship (510) 525-8596. 
October 20 - An evening of poetry, and song at Grace 
Cathedral, San Francisco. Contact Community of Mindful 
Living (510) 527-3751. 

October 21 - Lecture in Vietnamese on poetry and literature 
in San Jose. Contact Kim Son Monastery (408) 848-1541. 
Oct. 23 - Day of Mindfulness at Spirit Rock Meditation 
Center, Woodacre, California. Contact Community of 
Mindful Living (510) 527-3751. 
October 24 - Day of Mindfulness in Vietnamese at Kim 
Son Monastery, Watsonville, California (408) 848-1541. 
October 25-29 - Vietnamese retreat for monks and nuns at 
Kim Son Monastery (408) 848-1541. 
October 29-31 - Vietnamese retreat for laypeople at Kim 
Son Monastery (408)848-1541. 
November 1 - January 31 - Winter Retreat at Plum 
Village. Please contact Plum Village Registrar, Meyrac, 
47120 Loubes-Bernac, France. Tel: (33) 53.94.75.40. 

Sister Chan Khong (Cao Ngoc Phuong) will lead a number 
of workshops, retreats, and readings from her new book 
Learning True Love: How I Learned and Practiced Social 
Change in Vietnam (Parallax Press). Please contact the 
Community of Mindful Living, P.O. Box 7355, Berkeley, CA 
94707 for more information. 

An Opportunity to Receive the Three 
Refuges and the Five Wonderful Precepts 

Mindfulness is at the heart of Buddhist meditation. To 
practice the Five Wonderful Precepts is to practice mindful
ness in each moment of daily life, not just during sitting 
meditation. The practice helps us protect ourselves, our 
families, and society. The Buddha says the practice of the 
Five Wonderful Precepts ensures a safe and happy present 
and a safe and happy future. According to Thay, the practice 
of Buddhist meditation is impossible without the practice of 
the Five Precepts. He urges everyone who has confidence in 
the practice of Buddhist meditation to receive, study, and 
practice the Five Wonderful Precepts, with the support of a 
local sangha, i.e. community of practice. 

The practice of the Five Wonderful Precepts is also the 
practice of the Three Refuges, because it is a concrete 
expression of one's appreciation and trust in the Buddha, the 
Dharma, and the Sangha. That is why the Five Wonderful 
Precepts always go together with the Three Refuges. Thich 
Nhat Hanh says that the equivalent of the Five Wonderful 
Precepts and the Three Refuges can also be found in great 
spiritual traditions of the world. No matter what one's 
spiritual tradition, the Practice of the Five Precepts and of 
the Three Refuges helps one to be rooted more deeply in 
one's own tradition. 

During his Fall U.S. tour, Thich Nhat Hanh will transmit 
the Three Refuges and the Five Wonderful Precepts to any
one wishing to receive them. Those attending retreats will 
be able to sign up to receive the precepts during the retreat. 
Those wishing to join a retreat for a morning in order to 
receive the precepts may do so. Precepts Ceremonies will 
take place at 10:00 am at each of the following places: 
Tuesday, September 7 - Center for Ministry, Mundelein, IL 
Sunday, September 19 - Omega Institute, Rhinebeck, NY 
Sunday, September 26 - Claymont Ct., Charles Town, WV 
Sunday, October 10 - Camp Hess Kramer, Malibu, CA 
Sunday, October 17 - Camp Swig, Saratoga, CA 
Please arrive by 9:00 am and stay through the morning. If 
you would like to come, please send a self-addressed 
stamped envelope and a letter of intention to: Community of 
Mindful Living, P.O. Box 7355, Berkeley, CA 94707. In the 
letter of intention, please state: (1) Your name, address, 
daytime telephone. (2) Which pre-cepts you would like to 
receive. You can choose all of them or particular ones. You 
are encouraged to take all five. (3) Whether you would like 
a Dharma Name—a name to encourage you in the practice. 
(4) If you would like a Dharma Name, please give a 
statement of your aspirations in the practice—what you 
would like to accomplish through your practice of the Five 
Precepts. (5) Please enclose a $10 donation (if you can, not 
required) to help cover our costs and those of the retreat 
center. We will send you a map, and further details. 
Recommended Reading: For a Future to Be Possible, 
Commentaries on the Five Wonderful Precepts, by Thich 
Nhat Hanh (new from Parallax Press). 
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The Old Mendicant, by Thich Nhat Hanh 
Being rock, being gas, being mist, being Mind, 
being the mesons travelling among the galaxies at the speed of light, 
you have come here, my beloved. 
And your blue eyes shine, so beautiful, so deep. 
You have taken the path traced for you 
from the non-beginning and the never-ending. 
You say that on your way here 
you have gone through many millions of births and deaths. 
Innumerable times you have been transformed 
into firestorms in outer space. 
You have used your own body 
to measure the age of the mountains and rivers. 
You have manifested yourself 
as trees, grass, butterflies, single-celled beings, 
and as chrysanthemums. 
But the eyes with which you look at me this morning 
tell me that you have never died. 
Your smile invites me into the game 
whose beginning no one knows, 
the game of hide-and-seek. 

O green caterpillar, you are solemnly using your body 
to measure the length of the rose branch that grew last Summer. 
Everyone says that you, my beloved, were just born this Spring. 
Tell me, how long have you been around? 
Why wait until this moment to reveal yourself to me, 
carrying with you that smile which is so silent and so deep? 
O caterpillar, suns, moons, and stars flow out each time I exhale. 
Who knows that the infinitely large must be found in your tiny body? 
Upon each point on your body, 
thousands of Buddha fields have been established. 
With each stretch of your body, you measure time 
from the non-beginning to the never-ending. 
The great mendicant of old is still there on Vulture Peak, 
contemplating the ever-splendid sunset. 

Gautama, how strange! 
Who said that the Udumbara flower blooms only once every 3,000 years? 

The sound of the rising tide—you cannot help hearing it 
if you have an attentive ear. 

This "love poem," as Joanna Macy calls it, has to do with the original face. In Buddhism, when a teacher says to his student, "Show me 
your original face," it is an invitation to discover one's nature of interbeing. "My beloved, you have come from the mineral, the gas, the 
mist, and consciousness. You have gone through many galaxies at the speed of light. And no-beginning and no-ending have come together 
in order to trace your way. And now you are a caterpillar. I look into you and I recognize that. Although you look small, you have created a 
firestorm in outer space. And you have measured the age of river and mountains with your tiny body." The infinitely small contains the 
infinitely large. Practicing meditation is like seeking your beloved. The old mendicant, Shakyamuni Buddha, is still sitting there. Don't 
think that he has disappeared. He is still contemplating the beautiful sunset. His preaching is still strong, like the sound of the rising tide, if 
you have ears to hear it. I first visited Vulture Peak in 1968, and once in the early evening I saw myself contemplating the sunset with the 
eyes of the Buddha. When a group of us went there together in 1988,1 felt the same thing again. This poem was written in 1970. 

—from Call Me By My True Names: The Collected Poems of Thich Nhat Hanh (Parallax Press, September 1993) 



Letters to the Bell 
Your newsletter has been important to us and a group of our 
friends who sit and breathe together. We share every issue. I 
have been a student of Patricia Dai-En Bennage of Mt. 
Equity Zendo, who lent me my first Japanese temple bell to 
use with eighty children I was teaching at a summer camp 
here in Pennsylvania. The bell was so well received that I 
have used it ever since with countless children, including 
poor urban kids who really need to find a peaceful place 
within themselves in their chaotic lives. 

Last summer my husband and I taught English through 
art and music to handicapped orphans in a rural area of 
Transylvania, Romania—an emotional challenge. The 
children of Spital Paclisa so appreciated the practices of bell 
and breathing that we introduced. It was easy to convey to 
them in our scanty Romanian that the bell was precious, and 
each of them was as eager as any American child to become 
the bellmaster for the day! 

Lydia, whose hands were badly crippled, could not 
balance the bell upon her withered fingers. But she could 
mindfully invite it to ring by setting it on its little red 
cushion. When we departed the hospital and said goodbye to 
the sweet Romanian orphans in August, we left the bell for 
the children to use every day. 

Judith Toy 
New Hope, Pennsylvania 

The summer session at Plum Village was a deep experience 
of transformation and also very relaxing for me. I love 
children, and I find that when I listen and look with atten
tion, I can learn a lot from them. 

Back home, our small sangha consists of a few friends. It 
is not an organized one, because we are nearly all members 
of a Gnostic Spiritual School. We don't want to create a 
new organization. What is important for us is to "live" in the 
spirit of Thay's teachings. We support each other in loving 
kindness and stimulate our awareness to live mindfully. We 
accept the practice of the Five and the Fourteen Precepts. 
We share our experiences of applying them in our daily 
lives. Some of us meditate together on Thursday evenings in 
a Zen group. Others meditate at their own home. 

Odette Bauweleers 
Antwerp, Belgium 

I'm off to Sarejavo again. I would like to express my 
appreciation to the international sangha for moral and 
financial support. 

John Bloss 
London, England 

Your newsletter is a joy to me and a lifeline for those of us 
in the "hinterlands" without a large community. Thank you. 

Sharon Brown 
Harrisonburg, Virginia 

I am writing to express my gratitude for having been able to 
attend the Spring 1992 retreat in Illinois with Sisters 
Annabel Laity and Jina Van Hengel. My practice has been 
strengthened greatly and I notice this in my daily life as a 
mother of four (on the "Tantrum-ic Path"). I think this has 
happened to me because for the first time my teachers, 
Sisters Annabel and Jina, are not only excellent students of 
Thay but are Western women. It is almost as if the teachings 
were absorbed on some cellular level. It was so wonderful to 
see, hear, feel, and be present with the dharma as embodied 
by these compassionate women. 

I trust that Thay will realize the wisdom of his decision 
to send Sisters Annabel and Jina to us and that we will have 
the opportunity to practice with them again soon. 

Catherine Mandt 
Madison, Wisconsin 

Just today I received the Mindfulness Bell about the environ
ment. I am in the process of starting up a "Listening 
Project" concerning the use and sale of rainforest timber. I 
hope that Herb Walters will come to Holland to guide us. 

Eveline Beumkes 
Amsterdam, Holland 

I appreciate the insights of those who share through The 
Mindfulness Bell and find that these insights have opened 
new doors and windows of understanding for me within my 
faith tradition. 

Alan Cutter 
Duluth, Minnesota 

I'd like to see a theme issue for the Mindfulness Bell be on 
Days of Mindfulness—various schedules, activities, etc. It 
was inspiring to learn of the variety of practices listed in the 
Sangha News section; for example, that the Santa Fe sangha 
includes writing practice and tissue paper collage as a part 
of their Days of Mindfulness. In telling our sangha about it, 
one member, a potter, suggested he teach us how to hand-
build a piece on our own, then do a raku firing as part of a 
Day of Mindfulness. 

Kathy Schwerin, True Dharma Love 
Carson City, Nevada 

I very much enjoy the wholesome practicality of this 
compassionate sangha. I have seen the conduct of many 
teachers of the Dharma hurt others. Perhaps a "collective 
peace treaty" can be arranged. Maybe we can create a 
healthy community if we keep practicing. I promise to keep 
practicing for myself and for others. 

Dianne Baca 
Boulder, Colorado 
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Walking for you in Vietnam. Just now it started to rain. So 
refreshing. Some sisters are chanting in the temple, the 
sound of the drum is steady and firm. After the one-hour 
chant is over, they sit quietly for a few minutes before 
inviting the bell. The rain continues to fall softly, making a 
song of its own. Am I drinking at the source? I feel more 
grateful every day. Children are playing at the foot of a hill. 
Love and fragrant Dharma to you all, 

Jina Van Hengel 
Hue, Vietnam 

I'm always refreshed when The Mindfulness Bell crosses my 
path. Thanks and keep up the fine work, 

Chris Faatz 
Portland, Oregon 

I have found The Mindfulness Bell an invaluable source of 
encouragement—a sort of a sangha-at-large, and I thank you 
for doing a great job. 

Vinh Nguyen 
Vanier, Ontario, Canada 

Thank you for your wonderful publication. Your last issue 
and Thich Nhat Hanh's simple words made me remember 
once again about always returning to myself. 

Laura Siegel 
Pacifica, California 

I practice with the Lotus Bud Sangha in Australia, which is 
like being in an extended family. We had retreat with Sister 
Annabel last January which was wonderful. Although I have 
been active in my practice for about a year, I feel as if this 
practice has been a part of me forever. Thich Nhat Hanh's 
tradition of engaged Buddhism is the door I entered, which 
has touched me deeply. I am looking forward with happi
ness to going to Plum Village in the Summer of 1994. My 
heart feels warm and tears of joy are experienced as I think 
of my first visit to Plum Village. 

I am working in a women's health center and practice 
counseling and therapy with women who have low self-
esteem, depression, anxiety and general feelings of dissatis
faction in their lives. I have found that approaching this 
work by applying the practices taught in Thay's books have 
helped these women work through many painful issues. 
Until a year ago, I used to suggest people express and 
release their frustrations in therapy sessions. Then I under
stood deeply the damage this can do through strengthening 
the seeds of negative habit energies in the store conscious
ness. And now, thankfully, we work on these feelings dif
ferently. It would be helpful to hear from others who work 
in the psychotherapeutic arena about ways they have worked 
with Buddhist concepts and psychology, and how it is 
received in the therapeutic relationship with their clients. 

Maria Bakas Booker 
Sydney, Australia 
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I was recently delighted to receive a further copy of The 
Mindfulness Bell; so very inspiring, so many good people 
sharing their experiences, and their knowledge of the 
Buddha's teachings. Isolated from the mainstream of 
Buddhist activity, I regard it as a golden link connecting me 
to the loving kindness of others. 

David Roberts 
Victoria, Australia 

I was just making a copy of the back cover of The Mindful
ness Bell to send subscription information to a friend when I 
read, "Let us know if you enjoyed this issue." This is to say, 
yes, I enjoyed issue 8. The graphics are beautiful; typeface, 
spacing, placement, illustrations are all very fine indeed. But 
even more important, the content is having an impact on my 
life! My thanks to everyone who contributes. 

Martha Johnson 
Santa Clara, California 

I miss the sangha and would like to renew old ties. I'm back 
in blooming health after a period of struggle. Looking 
forward to hearing from each of you who know me. I am 
there with you, you are here with me. 
My deepest bow, and a warm smile, 

Jim Lakewind 
Higher Ground, Inc. 
2000 Wells Street, Building #4 
Fort Wayne, Indiana 46808 

Being abandoned by my father when I was two-and-a-half, 
and my mother sometime before, I was brought up in a 
foster home without love or real care. Therefore, I devel
oped no familial roots. However, I have always felt a strong 
connection to events, situations, people, and nature that 
went beyond and indeed compensated for the emotionally 
deserted environment in which I lived. As a child I spent 
many hours at night fascinated by the stars and planets, 
particularly Mars, feeling alone but never lonely. 

Two years ago I walked into a bookshop, not looking for 
anything in particular, but found myself sitting on the floor 
looking through the bottom shelf (not a usual position for a 
casual browse) and I met Thich Nhat Hanh in Being Peace 
and The Heart of Understanding. I have now read and 
reread all his books and all of the issues of The Mindfulness 
Bell. The joy of the simplicity of the spirit and the warmth 
of caring has, for me, unearthed and nourished more roots. I 
look forward to receiving The Mindfulness Bell immensely. 
I have gained a great deal of enjoyment and pleasure from 
reading it. Particularly, I like the articles written by other 
readers about their own experiences. 

R.A. Poolman 
Clarcmont, Australia 



I was most interested in the article on changes in religious 
"freedom" in Vietnam. In particular, the letters from Thich 
Huyen Quang were interesting and actually served to 
answer the question, "How can I be of service to the 
reconstruction effort of Vietnam?" I was in Vietnam in 1966 
as a combat infantryman in the First Cavalry Division. As 
such, I served most of my tour in Binh Dinh province. On 
November 3,1966,1 was severely wounded in an ambush 
near Bong Son, Vietnam. I harbor no resentment towards 
the man who shot me. As a Zen practitioner, an admirer of 
Thay, I am hopeful there is some way that further healing 
can occur. 

I would be most appreciative in knowing what the price 
for a hectare of rice fields is that was referred to in his letter. 
I would like to try over time, to help Thich Huyen Quang 
buy a hectare for a ricefield. Additionally, I am going to a 
Vietnam Vets reunion in September and might be able to set 
up a booth to help collect funds for this effort. Therefore, 
any pictures of the monastery and monks would be very 
helpful. Many, many veterans know Binh Dinh province 
and Bong Son, as it was a very deadly place to be. Many 
Americans died there. There is a lot of hostility still, but 
many vets are trying to reconcile this issue. The price of a 
rice field would be good to show, and it would be a "goal" 
to work towards. 

Jerry Eagan 
Yellow Springs, Ohio 

This is probably a good time to thank you all again and 
again for your work in keeping The Mindfulness Bell 
ringing. As a potter involved in self-expression of sorts, the 
bitter rut of self absorption is always close at hand. The 
responsibility of taking pieces of this planet and shaping and 
firing them into fire hardened vessels, is one I take seri
ously. Thay's words have helped me clarify the importance 
of making "from the heart," and face the paradox of making 
pots that will hopefully help people turn from the endless 
sadness of consumption. In a culture that is so full of stuff, 
that is fueled by dissatisfaction and satisfied with next 
year's novelty, the potter's challenge is clear—If it doesn't 
come from the heart, don't put it in the kiln. 

Kevin Crowe, 
Amherst, Virginia 
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Ihe, Mindfulness Qdl 
The Mindfulness Bell is published three times a year by friends and students of Thich Nhat Hanh who want to help one 
another be more mindful in daily life. To subscribe, please send $12 ($16 international) to the Community of Mindful Living, 
address below. Please send essays, anecdotes, poems, or art for the next issue by November 30,1993. If possible, please send 
on computer disk, any format. Also, let us know if you've enjoyed this issue and any ideas you have for future issues. Thank 
you for your support. 

Please Subscribe 

I would like to subscribe to The Mindfulness Bell. 

$12 for three issues (Is this a renewal? ) 

$22 for six issues (Is this a renewal? ) 

Please enclose check or money order payable in U.S. dollars to the "Community of Mindful Living." 

Name 

Address 

City, State, Postal Code, Country . 

Your new subscription will begin with the next issue (number 10). 
Back issues are available for $5.00 each: Issue 1 (Community), 2 (Precepts), 3 (Relationships), 4 (Nonviolence), 5 (Health & 
Healing), 6 (Practicing the Precepts), 7 (Environment), 8 (Looking Deeply), 9 (Returning to Our Roots). 
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