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Preface

Remembering Master Xu Yun
by Jy Din Shakya

The Magter'sname, Xu Y un, istrandated into English as"Empty Cloud", atrandation which often confuses
people. Wedl know what acloud is, but what, we wonder, is meant by "empty"?

In Chan (pronounced Jen) or Zen literature the term "empty" appears so often and with so many variations of
definition, that | will begin by trying to darify its meaning.

To be empty meansto be empty of ego, to be without any thought of self, not in the sense that one functions
asavegetable or awild anima - living things which merdly process water, food and sunlight in order to grow and
reproduce - but in the sense that one ceases to gauge the events, the persons, the places, and the things of one's
environmentintermsof "I" or "me" or "mine’. A person whois"empty of sef" seldom has occason evento use
these pronouns.

Let me be more specific. We have dl heard about a parent, or friend, or lover who claimsto be completely
unsdfishin hislovefor another. A husband will say, "1 kept nothing for mysdlf. | gave everything to her, my wife."
Thismanisnot empty. He has merely projected a part of hisidentity upon another person.

A person who istruly empty possesses nothing, not even a consciousness of sdf. Hisinterestslie not with his
own needs and desires, for indeed, heis unaware of any such considerations, but only with the welfare of others.
He does not evaluate people as being likable or unlikable, worthy or unworthy, or as useful or useless. He neither
appreciates nor depreciates anyone. He smply understands that the Great Buddha Amitabha, the Buddha of
Infinite Light and Goodness, dwellswithin every human being, and it isin theinterest of this Buddha Sdf that he
investshimsdif.

Attaining such emptinessisnever easy. Anold Chan story illustratesthis:

A Chan Master once undertook the instruction of anovice who was having great difficulty in detaching
himsdf from the persons of hisformer, secular life. "Y ou cannot serve the Dharma until you sever these bonds,”
said the Master. "Y ou must destroy these possessive relationships! Kill them! Regard them asif they no longer
exiged!"

The novice asked, "But my parents? Must | day them, too?"

And the Master replied, "Who are they to be spared?”

"And you, Master," said the novice, "must | kill you, too?"

And the Magter smiled and said, "Don't worry. Thereisnot enough of meleft for you to get your handson.”

Such amaster was Xu Yun. Therewas not enough of him left for anyoneto grasp. In 1940 the Japanese

Imperid Air Force bombed Nan Hua Monastery in which he sat meditating; but they could not get their hands on
him. In 1951, when he was an old man of ninety-three, cadres of communist thugs beat him repeatedly; but
athough they broke his bones and did succeed in killing younger, stronger priests, they could not get their hands

on him, either. Therewas not enough of him left for anyoneto grasp. How can the Buddha Sdif be killed? Xu
Y unwould not die until he wasready to die, until he accomplished the tasks which he had set for himsdlf.



I will tel you about this remarkable man, this Empty Cloud whose presence so defined my life. 1 will tell you
thingsthat | remember and | will do my best to transmit to you his Dharmateachings. Perhapsif you learn from
him you will be able to experience some of thejoy | knew from knowing him.

To bein Xu Yun's presence was to be in the morning mist of asunny day, or in one of those clouds that
linger at thetop of amountain. A person can reach out and try to grab the mist, but no matter how hard hetriesto
snatchit, hishand awaysremainsempty. Y et, no matter how desiccated his spirit is, the Empty Cloud will
envelop it with life-giving moisture; or no matter how his spirit burns with anger or disgppointment, a soothing
coolnesswill settle over him, like gentle dew.

Thisisthe Empty Cloud of Xu Yun that till lingerswith us. Time and the sun cannot destroy it, for it isthe
sun, itsdf; just asitisaso eterndl.

Now | will tell you some of the history heand | share.

During the 1920's, when | was still aboy, Xu Y un had not yet come to Nan Hua Monastery, the monastery
which Hui Neng, the Sixth Petriarch of Chan, had founded near the town of Shao Guan, wherel lived. Shao
Guan lies about one hundred miles north of Guang Zhou (Canton) in Guang Dong Province, which isin the south
of China

In dl the centuries since itsfounding in 675 AD, Nan Hua Monastery had gone through cycles of neglect and
restoration; but when | was aboy, it was definitely in one of its neglected phases. As| can clearly remember, it
was much more like a playground than the shrine it istoday.

In those days, Shao Guan was adeepy, little river-town, a place with not much for kidsto do. Going out to
Nan Hua monastery was our equivalent of atrip to Disneyland.

What made this Monastery playground even more exciting to visit was that no one seemed to be in charge of
it. About ahundred monks and afew dozen nunslived there, but mostly they busied themsalves with bickering.
Nuns argued with nuns. Monks argued with monks. Nuns argued with monks. And the buildings of this great
religious center were merdly the placesin which al these argumentstook place. It didn't ssem to matter thet the
wood was rotting and the stonework was crumbling and the ironwork of the old red and white pagodawas
rusting. The decay had merdly kept pace with the declinein monastic discipline. Devout Buddhigts, like my
parents, would visit and put money in the donation boxes; and if the unruly boysthey brought with them, like my
older brother and me, climbed on ancient structures, or played hide and seek behind the sacred statuary, or ran
through halowed hallways, well, nobody objected. To have restrained us from enjoying ourselves might have
restrained the donations. | suppose the monks figured that they aready had to suffer with dilapidated buildings, so
why should they risk worsening their problemswith financia shortages.

So we aways had a good time whenever we went to Nan Hua. We'd run across the Caoxi (Tsao Xi) River
bridge and climb one of the nearby mountainsin which there was anatural stone niche. The Sixth Patriarch was
said to have meditated in thisniche. Wed st init and laugh, imitating his pious posture.

No wonder that the Sixth Patriarch appeared to Xu Y un in avision and begged him to go to Nan Hua
Monastery to straighten out the mess it had become!

| didn't meet Xu Y un until 1934 when | was seventeen years old and he wasin hissixties. Helooked then
just like the photograph | have reproduced at the beginning of thetext. I'll tell you about thismeeting. But in order
to gppreciateit, you'll need to know alittle more of my background.



My family nameisFeng. Origindly my family came from Fudian Province, but my father moved to Shao
Guan and that is where my older brother and | were born and raised. By locd standards my family was
consgdered rich. My father owned two businesses: abuilding materials and supply business and acommercia
shop in which he sold dried foods such as mushrooms, scalions, and other varieties of vegetables.

| suppose my parents originally hoped that one day my brother would take over one businessand | would
take over the other. But my brother's talents were not in any of the academic pursuits and my parents soon began
to worry about hisabilities. When | wasfour yearsold | began to study with the private tutors they had engaged
to educate him. He wasthen two years ahead of me. But | learned quickly and began "skipping" grades until |
was ahead of my brother. So, a the conclusion of the Six Y ear Primary School education, athough | wastwo
years younger than my brother, | was graduated two years ahead of him.

| then entered Secondary or Intermediate School. The school | attended was named Li Qun which meansa
school that "encourages peopl€”. It was a Roman Catholic school and dl the teachers were Catholic priests and
nuns. It was considered the best school inthearea. But the study of Christianity was more or less optional; and in
my case, it was definitely more lessthan more. All | redly cared about was bal playing. If you could throw i,
kick it, bounceit, or hit it, | wasinterested. In Intermediate School that's what | felt most "encouraged” to do.

But | attended to my studies sufficiently to gain admittance to a three-year Education College. | didn't fed
much like selling dried vegetables so | thought I'd become ateacher.

And there| was, in 1934, a cocky kid of seventeen... asmart Alec, you'd say, who one holiday went out, as
usud, to Nan HuaMonastery with al the other teen aged boys and girlsto have somefun. | had never even heard
of XuYunand| certainly didn't expect to discover that aholy man had just cometo Nan Hua. And there he
Was...

Something happened to me when | looked into hisface. | suddenly dropped to me knees and pressed my
forehead againgt the ground, kowtowing to him. My friendswere al astonished. | had never kowtowed to
anybody inmy life... and therel was, inexplicably, with no suggestion from anyonethat | do so, humbling myself
before him. Filled with awe and wonder, | kowtowed to Xu Y un three timesin succession. The Great Master
smiled a me and asked, "Who are you and where are you from?" | barely whispered, "I'm Feng Guo Hua, and |
come from Shao Guan." And Xu Y un smiled again and said, "Enjoy yoursdf here at Nan Hua Temple." Hewas
surrounded by many other monks who looked on silently. | suppose they didn't know what to make of it, ether.

Now | couldn't wait until | returned to Nan Hua... but not to have fun... | wanted to see Xu Y un again.

The second time | saw him he asked meif | wished to take Buddhist Precepts, that isto say, formaly to
become aBuddhigt. | said, "Yes, of course.” And so | received the Precepts from Xu Yun. He gave methe
name Kuan Xiu, which means "big and wide practice".

No more soccer, basketball, or even ping pong. Now, during my summer vacation, | traveled the twenty
miles or so out to Nan Hua M onastery twice each week. 1'd take the train to MaBaMountain, alandmark rock
formation, and then I'd walk four milesto the monastery. Xu Y un gave me books about Buddhism to study; and
that ishow | spent my vacation time. For thefirst timeinmy life, | fet religionin my heart. 1 wanted to becomea
priest.

But my sudden religious conversion caused confusion a home. Thingstherewere not so smple. Inthefirst
place, when | was born my parents went to afamous astrologer to have my natal horoscope cast. This astrologer
clearly saw in the starsthat | would become a high ranking military officer and that | would die by thetime | was



thirty. Having adead hero in the family was an honor that they'd just as soon passup. They therefore were happy
that | did sowell in school. That meant that the family businesses would be safein my hands, especidly sinceit
was becoming more and more apparent that the businesses wouldn't do too well in my brother'shands. When my
parentsfinadly learned of my desire to become a priest, as Buddhists, they received the news happily; but as
businessmen, they were very gpprehensive. The wrong son had desired to become a priest!

But before | actudly felt called to the priesthood, | had had other intentions about my future. | had never put
any credencein the astrologer's predictions, so, being alittle bored with the prospect of becoming a school
teacher, | decided that after | finished Education College I'd go ahead and enter Chiang Kai Shek's Military
School (Whampao Academy) in Canton. Chiang was Commandant of Whampao in those days.

Because of thisambition of mine, my brother was forced to prepare himself as best he could to take over the
family businesses. Fortunately, or unfortunately, he never had to prove himsdf in the commercia world. After the
Japanese invasion came the Communist revolution and there were no businesses | eft to take over.

But in 1934, when | was seventeen, and in my first year of Education College, the War with Japan had not
yet begun. Xu Yun, with the foresight of the truly wise, immediately discouraged my military ambitions. Actudly, |
had abandoned that ideathe day | met him. | wanted to become apriest but | didn't communicate this desireto
anyone because | thought that it would sound vain and frivolous. To meit would have seemed less conceited to
say that | wanted to become a generd than to say that | wanted to become apriest. But later on, in one of my
many private talkswith Xu Yun, | did confessto him my hope to one day become apriest. Hesimply said that he
wanted me to stay in College and complete my education. Afterwards we'd talk about the priesthood.

In 1937, | was graduated from Education College. That autumn, a the Mid-Autumn Festiva in
mid-September, or the Eighth Month Full Moon by the Chinese cendar, | had my head shaved. Immediately |
moved into Nan Hua monastery as aresident novice and awaited the Ordination Ceremony which would take
place in three months time. And sure enough, | and two hundred other monks were ordained at the
mid-December, 1937, Ordination Ceremony.

It was on this occasion that Master Xu Y un gave me the name Jy Din which means "to understand and
achieve peace’. He dso gave me many of hisold garmentswhich | felt very privileged to wesr.

Shortly after | became amonk, the Japanese invaded Chinaand | began to suspect that Xu Y un had had a
premonition - that he had deliberately discouraged me from attending Military School because he feared that if |
became an Army officer | might also become an Army casudty. He had other work for meto accomplish. And
Xu Yunwas aman for whom theword "failure’ did not exist. He had gods; and to him, | was one of the
ingruments he would useto achieve hisgods.

Life at Nan Huamonastery was hard. The monks and nunsraised their own vegetables, did their own
cooking and cleaning, and even sewed their own clothes. They dept on wooden planks that were covered only
by athin grassmat. Money was obtained from charitable donations and from rents received from tenant farmers
who leased monastery land.

When Xu Yun arrived at Nan Huain 1934, he knew that there could be no happinessthere until discipline
wasrestored. He therefore established gtrict rules and regulations. Thefirst time someone broke arule, he or she
was punished. The second time that person broke arule, he or she was dismissed.

Xu Yun departmentaized dl of the various jobs and duties and established a hierarchy, an ascending order of
responsibility, to oversee each department. Everybody had to do hisjob, and Xu Y un tolerated no laxity. He had
asgtrong stick which he carried with him wherever he went, and he was not afraid to useit. Amazingly, al of the



arguments and mishehavior ceased. Law and order brought peace.

It was not enough, however, to restore monastic discipline. Xu Y un knew that the monastery buildings aso
had to berestored. Although my father did not supply any of the building materials - another company received
the contract - he did donate money to support the rebuilding project. Fortunately, the dormitory buildings were
thefirst to be restored and everyone who lived at Nan Huawas able to appreciate the improvement in
accommodations,

In 1938, Master Xu Y un wasinvited to come to Hong Kong, where Cantonese is spoken, for along series
of ingructiona talks and services. Since Master spoke Hunan, a northern dialect, and | spoke both Hunan and
Cantonese, it was necessary that | accompany him in order to act asinterpreter.

While we were there, the Japanese attacked Shanghai, to the north, and Nanjing, to the south. The
casudtiesin Shangha were staggering and, as far as Nanjing was concerned, the attacks there were so terrible
that to this day the attack is known as the infamous Rape of Nanjing because of the ddliberate daughter of so
many innocent civilians.

Because there were so few roads out of Nanjing and these were al dangerous, many refugeestried to
escape the Japanese invaders by taking river routes. Naturaly, because the city of Shao Guan islocated at the
confluence of two rivers, many boatloads of refugees arrived there.

When Xu Yun learned of the attacks on Shanghai and Nanjing, he anticipated this refugee crisisand
immediately concluded the talksin Hong Kong. Heand | returned to Nan Hua and began a program of refugee
assistance.

Xu Y un decreed that the monks of Nan Hua adopt the ancient Buddhist custom, still followed by Theravadin
Orders, of eating only two meals aday, breakfast and lunch. No food of any kind could be taken after the noon
hour. The food that would have been eaten was donated to the refugees and, when necessary, to Chinese
soldiers. Because of the people's great distress, Xu Y un held many additional religious servicesfor the dead and
injured. These services helped to bring hope and consol ation to many anguished souls.

But to Xu Yun, agoa wasagod, and not even the Japanese invasion would deter him from restoring Nan
HuaMonagtery. The rebuilding program, therefore, continued.

In 1939 the famous Directiona King statues were created and the Temple for their housing was built. The
officid ingtdlation ceremony was held in 1940. The rebuilding effort had asdutary effect on everyonesmorde. It
provided asense of purpose and futurity.

Now | will tell you about the bombing of Nan Hua monastery to which | earlier referred:

After the Japanese attacked Nanjing and Shanghai, governors from fourteen Chinese provinces (states) held
aseries of meetings at Nan Hua Monastery in an attempt to develop a coordinated defensive policy and strategy
for resisting the Japanese invaders. These meetings were supposed to be top secret; but the Japanese, who had
established an air base at Guang Zhou (Canton City), quickly learned about them.

Of course, though later everyone tried to blame the security leak on spieswithin one or another governor's
saff, thefact isthat, in the way that politicians usualy are, nobody took much trouble to conced the meetings.
The governors and their entourages arrived splendidly... inlimousines. There was enough dazzling chromiumin
Nan Hua's parking lot to attract the attention of someone on Mars. The Japanese in Guang Zhou, certainly, had
no trouble in targeting this secret politica meeting place.



Therefore, in an effort to destroy so many important civilian leadersin one strike, the Japanese sent three
fighter-bombers north to attack Nan Hua monastery.

When the planes began to bomb and strafe the monastery complex, Xu Y un immediately ordered everyone
to take cover and to remain cam. He sent the governorsinto the Sixth Patriarch's Temple and the monksinto the
larger Ming Temple. He, himsdlf, calmly went into the most obvious target, the Meditation Hall, to pray for
everyone's safety.

In thefirst run, one of the two men who were assigned to guard the governors cars, waskilled. He had |eft
his post and had taken cover in alarge sewer pipe that was destined to be used in the rebuilding project, and one
of the bombsfdl on the sewer pipe, killing him. Ironicaly, the other guard remained at his post inthe very visble
guardhouse, and he escaped injury.

Another bomb whistled down to earth and struck just outside the monastery walls, destroying alarge Joshu
cedar tree and cregting aholein the ground that is still there today, filled with weter, likeasmall pond.

But then, after Xu Y un entered the Meditation Hall and began to pray, amiracle occurred. Two of thethree
bombers crashed into each other and fell to earth at MaBaMountain. Theremaining airplaneimmediately
returned to its base in Guang Zhou.

Naturally, the midair crash was credited to Xu Y un's spiritua power. All the Chinese who knew him had no
doubt about this; but what is more important, the Japanese evidently began to believeit, too. Governorsor no
governors, they never again attempted to bomb Nan Hua

The Japanese pressed the war into the interior and at the end of 1944 they finally succeeded in taking the city
of Shao Guan. But even then, despite being so closeto Nan Hua, they did not attack it. We believed that they
feared the spiritua power of Xu Yun. Throughout the occupation, they never permitted their occupation soldiers
to disturb the sanctity of the monastery.

But to return to my story - in 1940, Wel Y in, the man who would one day succeed Xu Y un as Abbot of Nan
HuaMonagtery, became amonk. It was my honor to shave his head and to give him hisname We Yin which
means, the Dharma Seal of Cause and Effect. His secondary name was Zhi Gua which means know the results.

In other words, determine an action's cause and its effect and you will obtain the desired results. Wel Yin stayed
at Nan Huamonastery to assst Xu Y un with the additiona burdens of helping thewar victims. Also that year,
knowing of the disrepair and disorder into which the once great Y un Men Monastery had fallen, Xu Y un sent me
there to help restore order and to oversee the building restoration. For thistask Xu Y un elevated meto the rank
of Master.

It was necessary that | pass many Japanese soldiers during my two-day walk to Yun Men monastery. But
again, Xu Y un'sinfluence was so grest that it extended even to me and no soldier dared to interfere with my
passage. Having safely arrived, | took up resdence a Yun Men.

At Dan Xia Shan, the third great monastery in the Shao Guan area, there were no problems with the
Japanese. Thismonastery's remote location discouraged military activity and Master Ben Wen was able to
maintain monastic peace and discipline.

| remained at Y un Men monastery until 1944 when Xu Y un decided to establish aBuddhist College at Nan
Huain order to teach the ancient Vinaya Monastic Codeto al those who would become monks and nuns. Now |
could understand Xu Yun'sgod and hisadviceto meto stay in college. My teaching degree quaified meto



supervise the organi zation of this new Vinaya School and aso to become one of the teachers.

Because Xu Y un believed in the necessity of providing children with a good education, he also decided to
establish aprimary school at Nan Hua. He wanted this school to be afirst rate ingtitution and, in short order,
students from many parts of China cameto Nan Huato be educated. Naturdly, rich parents donated money for
their children's tuition, books, and school supplies and aso for their room and board. But Xu Y un believed that al
children, rich or poor, deserved to be educated and so poor children were permitted to attend this fine school
without cost of any kind. Xu Y un provided them with books and school supplies and whatever food and lodging
they required. | regarded my responsbilities at the school as sacred and did my best to perform my dutieswith
great devotion and care. Everyone associated with the school felt the sameway as|, and because of al our
untiring efforts the school quickly gained its reputation for excellence.

While Master Wei Yinand | resded at Nan Hua, Xu Yunwent to live at Yun Men Templein order to
continue the supervison of the Temple reconstruction.

Then the direction of my Dharma Path took another turn.

Many Chinese people had moved to Hawali, especidly during thewar years. But though there were many
Chinese Buddhigtsliving in Hawaii, which was then only an American Territory, there was no Buddhist Temple or
even any prieststo teach and to conduct services. These Chinese-Hawalians repeatedly sent delegations to Hong
Kong asking that priests be sent to Hawalii to serve the people and a so to supervise the congtruction of atemple.
Naturaly, they wanted Xu Y un to come to Honolulu to creste the new temple, but Xu Y un had dedicated himsalf
to the restoration of Y un Men Monastery and so he decided to send mein his place.

In 1949, | completed the first stage of thismission when | arrived in Hong Kong and initiated the necessary
immigration procedures. | would not arrive in Honolulu until 1956. Hawaii became a state in 1959; but our
temple, which | named Hsu Yun (Xu Yun) Temple, wasthefirst Buddhist Templein Hawaii.

Not long after | arrived in Hong Kong in 1949, the Chinese Civil War ended, and the Communists took
control of the government. Cadres of Communist thugs, supposing that Churches and Temples were repositories
of hidden gold and other valuables, marched on the defensa ess religious buildings and demanded that the
clergymen turn over these nonexistent treasures to them.

In 1951, while | wasin Hong Kong, a cadre of these thugs came to Y un Men Monastery and demanded that
Xu'Yun give them the templ€s gold and vauables. Xu Y un tried to explain that there were no such valuables at
Yun Men Monastery. But they refused to believe him and one by one, they beat the monksin an effort to forcea
disclosure of the treasure'slocation. One monk was actualy beaten to death; severa monks disappeared and
their bodies were never found. Many suffered seriousinjuries such as broken armsand ribs. During the three
months the thugs occupied the monastery, they would regularly interrogate and beat Xu Y un and then throw him
into asmall dark room for days, depriving him of food and water. Severa times he was beaten into sensel essness
and left for dead. But despite the numerous internd injuries and broken bones this old man of ninety three had
sustained, he exercised his enormous willpower and refused to relinquish hislife until he had completed hismission.
He knew that hisliving presence, if only to asmall degree, was serving to restrain the attackers. He aso knew
that for so long as he remained dive, he could ingpire hisfollowers, and in those difficult timesthey needed dl the
ingoiration they could get.

Determining that hiswill to survive must be greeter than his attackers will to destroy him, Xu Y un, though
physicdly frail, was yet indomitable; and he recovered despite the tortures to which they had subjected him.

Though the thugs had tried to keep secret their treatment of this holy man, news of his torture soon reached



the outside world, and Chinese people from around the globe complained bitterly to the Beijing government. It
was unthinkable that Japanese invaders would respect the priesthood and the monasteries but that the Chinese
militiawould violate them.

The Beijing authorities sent adelegation immediately to Y un Men but because Xu Y un feared reprisals he
refused to file any forma complaints. Assoon as he had regained his strength, however, he made the difficult
journey to Beijing and personally petitioned the government to restrain these cadres. Heinsisted that they order
that al religious ingtitutions be respected, that the clergy be left unmolested, and that the Chinese people be
permitted to practice freedom of religion. The authorities, fearing perhaps the power of his now legendary
reputation, relented; and for atime, at least during the remaining years of Xu Y un'slife, the government's policy
became more tolerant towards religion.

The government would not, however, tolerate further criticism of any kind from outside sources, and so all
lines of communication were severed. 1n Hong Kong | desperately tried to get news about Xu Y un'sfate, but it
wasimpossibleto learn anything. | wrote numerous letters, but none was answered.

However, asiscustomary, | continued to send Xu Y un copies of al of the essays and articles on Buddhism
that | had written. In happier days, according to custom, | would have received comments from him. But in those
unhappy days, none of my submissionsto him were acknowledged.

Thenin 1952, | wrote a dissertation on the Heart Sutra that was particularly well-received. The government
in Beljing decided to permit its publication. | immediately wrote to the publisher in Baijing expressing my great
desireto learn of my master's response to the dissertation. Miraculoudy, one of the clerksin the publisher's office
decided to hand-carry my letter and dissertation directly to Xu Y un and to await hisreply. Xu Y un read both,
then he told the clerk that he approved of the dissertation and sent me hisblessing. Hiswords were relayed to
me; and thisindirect communication wasthelast | ever had with my beloved magter.

On October 13, 1959, at the age of 101, Master Xu Y un entered final Nirvana. The news of hisdeath
saddened me beyond description. Publicly, | held specid memoria services and wrote an epitaph for him; but
privately, | was overwhelmed with sorrow. For days| wept and could not eat or deep. | knew how very much |
owed him. | knew that in hiswisdom he foresaw the threeat to our Chinese Buddhist Dharma, the Dharma of Hui
Neng and Lin J and Han Shan. He wanted this Dharma transplanted to the United States where it would be safe,
and he had given me the honor of doing this.

The manner of Xu Y un's death also caused me to appreciate even more the power of hisgreat heart. |
understood clearly that he was able to transcend physica existence and to postpone his entranceinto find Nirvana
until hewas reedy to makethislast journey... until he had fulfilled his sacred obligation to use hisinfluence to
protect dl clergymenin China

| and other Buddhist clergy, dong with many clergymen of other religiousfaiths, owe our livesto Xu Yun's
devotion to the Buddha Amitabha and to his unshakabl e conviction that this Glorious Presence dwed lswithin the
hearts of dl human beings.

Shanti. Shanti. Shanti. Amitofo! (Amitabha)
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Chapter 1. Introduction

Dear Friends, let metell you alittle story awise man oncetold me. Hesaid:

"Oncel found mysdf in an unfamiliar country, walking down a strange street. | looked around trying to get
my bearings, and seeing two men who were standing nearby, | approached them. "Wheream |? | asked. "Who
are you people?

"Thefirst man replied, Thisistheworld of Samsara, and in thisworld | happen to be the very tallest dwarf
thereis!" And the other man replied, "Yes, and | happen to be the shortest giant!'

"This encounter left me very confused because, you see, both men were exactly the same height.”

| preface my remarksto you with thislittle story because | want to emphasize at the outset how important it
isto consider the perception of things.

Hui Neng, the Sixth and last Patriarch of our Chan Path, once came upon two monks who were arguing
about abanner that was waving in the wind.

Thefirst monk said, "It isthe banner that ismoving." The other monk said, "No! It isthe wind that ismoving.”

The Sixth Patriarch admonished them both. "Good Sirs" hesaid. "It isyour mind that isdoing al the
moving!"

Intheworld of Samsara, Manisthe measure of dl things. Everything isreative. Everything ischanging.
Only inthereal world, the world of Nirvana, isthere constancy.

In Chan our task isto discriminate - not between the false and the fal se, but between thefalse and theredl.
Differencesin outward gppearance do not matter a al. Thered worldisinsdeus. Itiseveninsdeour mind.

Now it ismy happy task to help you to gain entrance into the real world, the world in which there are no
dwarfs and giants and meaningless arguments. In the rea world thereisonly peace, and joy, and truth, and
freedom from the nagging desire for troublesomeillusions.

Dear friends, every human being possesses two sdlf-natures: an apparent one and ared one. The apparent
oneisour smal self or ego which is everywhere different from al other small selves; thered oneisour Great
Buddha Self which is everywherethe same. Our small sdlf existsin the apparent world, the world of Samsara.
Our Buddha Sdf exigsin the real world, the world of Nirvana

Both worlds are located in the same place. In the Heart Sutrawe read, "Form is not different from
emptiness and emptinessis not different from form.” Everyone wants to know, "How can Samsaraand Nirvanabe
the same? How can illusion be the same asredity? How can | be me and the Buddha, too?' These are good
guestions. Every Buddhist needsto know the answer to them.

The answer liesin the way we perceiveredity. If we perceiveredity directly, we seeit inits Nirvanic purity.
If we percalveit indirectly - through our ego consciousness - we seeit in its Samsaric ditortion. Why isour view
of redity flaved?

Samsaraistheworld our small self thinksit sees and apprehends with its senses. Sometimes we just make
mistakes. 1f aman werewalking in the woods and came upon a coil of rope on the path and he thought the rope



was asnake, held quickly run away. To him that rope was a snake and he'd react accordingly. When he returned
home he'd likely tell everyone about that dangerous snake that dmost bit himin thewoods. Hisfear was genuine.
Hisreason for being afraid was not.

The small ego sdlf also misperceivesredity whenever it imposes arbitrary esthetic or mora judgments upon
it. If one woman sees another woman who iswearing agreen hat and says, "l see awoman who iswearing a
green hat," thereisno problem. But if she says, "1 see awoman who iswearing an ugly green hat," sheismaking a
Samsaric judgment. Somebody ese might find that hat beautiful. Butinredlity, it isnether beautiful nor ugly. It
merdy is.

Likewise, when afox kills arabbit, this, to the bunnies who will starve to death because their mother has
been killed, isavery evil act. But to the hungry fox cubswho egt the rabbit that their mother has brought them,
this same event isdecidedly good. Inredlity, the event is neither good nor evil. It merdly is.

Redlity isaso misinterpreted because both the observer and that which is being observed are constantly
changing.

Thereis no precise moment in which abud becomes abloom, or abloom becomes afruit, or afruit
becomes a seed, or aseed, abudding tree. All these changes are subtle and continuous.

We cannot step into the samerriver twice for the water is constantly flowing. We, aso, are not the same
person from one minute to the next. Congtantly we acquire new information and new experiences aswe
smultaneoudy forget old information and old experiences. Y esterday we can recal what we had for dinner the
evening before. Tomorrow, wewill no longer be privileged to recall that menu, unless perhaps, it was a
sumptuous feast of somekind... or else we aways eat the same food and can say with certainty, "It wasrice and
bean curd.”

Theilluson of lifeisthe opposite of theilluson of thecinema. Inthe cinemaaseries of individua imagesare
run together to form theillusion of continuous movement. In life, weintercept continuous motion, isolate and
freeze an image, and then name and fix it as though it were aconcrete, individua object or event. We don't
aways agree on fixing the moment intime. What isayoung woman? If aman isninety years old, lots of women
are young women.

WEéll, we may have abetter idea of why our small self misperceivesredlity, but still we wonder, why do we
have two sdvesin thefirst place?

The answer is Ssmply because we are human beings.

Our smdl sdf provides uswith that conscious sense of continuing identity that allows each of usto know, "
am today who | was yesterday and will be again tomorrow." Without it, we could not organize the sensory data
that assail us. Without it, we would have no sense of belonging or of being connected to others. Wewould have
no parents or family to call our own, no spouse or children, no teachers or friends to guide and encourage us. Our
smdl sdf gives usour human nature.

Aswe grow we discover that our lifeline's thread is not along continuous strand with each event separately
strung on it like beadson arosary. No, the thread weaves itsalf into anet, an interdependent array of knots. We
cannot remove a single knot without affecting the others. We cannot pull out asingleline of our history without,
perhaps, atering the entire course of it. This network of information and experience, of conditioning and
association, of memory and misunderstanding soon becomes a complicated and bewildering tangle; and we
become confused about our place in the scheme of things. When we are young, we see oursalves at the center of
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our universe, but aswe get older, we are no longer certain of our position or our identity. Wethink, "I am not the
person | waswhen | wasten years old, but neither am | anybody different.” We soon wonder, "Who am |?' Our
ego sef hasled usinto this confusion.

Confusion leadsto calamity, and then life, as the Buddha noted in his First Noble Truth, becomes bitter and
painful.

How do we clear up this confuson? We turn our consciousness around. We rgect the outward world's
complexity infavor of theinward world'ssmplicity. Instead of trying to gain power and glory for our smal ego
sdf, weturn our consciousness inward to discover the glory of our Buddha Sdlf. Instead of making ourselves
wretched seeking to be amaster of others, we find joy and contentment in being One with our Buddha Self and in
sarving others.

Dear friends, the purpose of Chan training isto clarify our vision so that we can gain insgght into our true
identities. Chan enables usto transcend our human nature and redlize our Buddha Nature.

Centuries ago, our Chan Meditation sect was founded and formed by two great men: the First Patriarch,
Bodhidharma, who came to Chinafrom the West, and Hui Neng, the Chinese-born Sixth Patriarch.

Because of these two men, Chan flourished, spreading throughout Chinaand into many distant lands. Now,
what were the most important teachings of Bodhidharmaand Hui Neng? "Rid the mind of egotism! Freeit of

defiling thoughts!”

If these directives are not followed, there can be no success in Chan practice. The Chan Path lies before
you! Follow it! It will deliver you to peace, joy, truth and freedom.
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Chapter 2: Chan Training

Many people begin Chan training by thinking, "Wdl, sncedl isMayaor Samsaric illusion, it doesn't matter
what | do or how | doit. Theonly thing that'simportant isgaining Nirvana. So, sincethere's no such thing as
good or evil, I'll dowhat | want." 1t does matter what we do. Chan isabranch of the Buddhist religion and as
Buddhists we must adhere to ethical precepts. Samsaraor no Samsara, we obey the Precepts. And in addition
to this, we adso follow the gtrict rules of disciplinewhich governour training. Let's sart with the training rules:

While there are many different methods that may be followed, before beginning any of them, a practitioner
must meet four basic requirements:

He or she must;

Understand the Law of Causdlity.

Accept therules of discipline.

Maintain an unshakablefaith in the existence of the Buddha Sdf.
Be determined to succeed in whichever method he chooses.

AwWwDN PR

| will explain each of these four prerequisites:

Fird, the Law of Causdity smply statesthat evil produces evil and good produces good. A poison tree
yields poison fruit while ahedlthy tree yields good.

Conceptudly, this appearsto be smple; but in actuality it israther complex.

Evil deedsare avileinvestment. They guarantee areturnin pain, bitterness, anxiety and remorse. Thereis
no profit to be had from actions that oring from greed, lust, anger, pride, laziness, or jedousy. All such
motivations merely serve the ego'sambitions. Evil deeds can never promote spiritud fulfillment. They only
Quarantee spiritua penury.

On the other hand, good deeds, provided they are not done conditiondly - as an investment that will yield
some future reward, will bring to the doer of them peace and spiritua fulfillment.

An egoless good deed is very different from a contrived good deed. On the surface, the effect may seem the
same; help or kindnessthat is needed is given. But the person who helps another with the hidden expectation of
recelving some future benefit, usually doesevil, not good. Let meillustrate this point:

In Chinathere was once a Prince who loved birds. Whenever he found an injured bird, he would feed and
nurse it back to hedlth; and then, when the bird had regained its strength, he would set it free with much rgjoicing.

Naturaly, he grew quite famous for histalent as aloving healer of wounded birds. Whenever an injured bird
was found anywhere in hiskingdom, the bird would quickly be brought to him, and he would express his gratitude
to the thoughtful person who brought it.

But then, in order to curry the Prince's favor, people soon began to catch birds and to deliberately injure
them so that they could take them to the palace.

So many birdswerekilled in the course of capture and maiming that his kingdom became ahell for birds.

When the Prince saw how much harm his goodness was causing, he decreed that no wounded bird should
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ever be helped.
When people saw that there was no profit to be gained from helping birds, they ceased harming them.

Sometimesit happensthat our experiences are like this Prince's. Sometimes, when we think we're doing the
most good, we learn to our chagrin that we're actualy causing the most harm.

Perform agood deed in silence and anonymity! Forget about rgjoicing. A good deed should have avery
short life, and once dead, should be quickly buried. Letit restin peace. Don't keep trying to resuscitateit. Too
often, wetry to turn agood deed into aghost that haunts people, that keeps reminding them of our wonderful
sarvice- just in casethey start to forget.

But what happens when we are the recipient of someone elsg's kindness? Waell, then, we ought to let that
good deed gain immortdity. Letting someone ese's good deeds live is much more difficult than letting our own
good deedsdie. Let meillustratethis, too.

There once was a grocer, akind and decent man who valued al his customers. He cared for them and
wanted them al to be hedlthy and well-fed. He kept his prices so low that he did not earn much money, not even
enough to hire someoneto help himin hislittle shop. Heworked very hard in his honest poverty, but he was

happy.

One day acustomer came and told him a sad story. Her husband had been injured and would not be able to
work for several months. She had no money to buy food for him and for their children. "Without food,” she wept,
"wewill dl die”

The grocer sympathized with her and agreed to extend credit to her. "Each week I'll provide you withrice
for seven days and vegetablesfor four days,” he said, "and that surely will be enough to sustain your family's
hedlth; and then, when your husband returnsto work, you can keep to the same menu while paying off your
account. Beforeyou know it, you'll al be eating vegetables seven days aweek.”

The woman was so grateful. Every week she received rice for seven days and vegetablesfor four.

But when her husband returned to work she had to decide whether to pay off her old debt while continuing
to eat vegetables only four days aweek or to patronize a new grocer and eat vegetables seven daysaweek. She
chosethe latter and justified her failure to pay her debt by telling people that her former grocer had sold her rotten
vegetables.

How often, when we want something badly, do we promise that if we are given what we desire, we will
dedicate our livesto demonstrate our gratitude? But then, once we receive what we so ardently sought, our
pledge weskens and dies, dmost automatically. We quickly bury it, without ceremony. Thisisnot the Chan way.

And 0, just as afarmer who sows soy beans does not expect to harvest melons, we must not expect,
whenever we commit selfish or immora or injurious acts, to harvest spiritud purity. Neither can we hopeto hide
from our misdeeds by removing oursdves from the location in which we committed them, or to assume that time
will expunge the record of them. Never may we supposethat if we just ignore our misdeeds long enough people
whom we have injured will conveniently die, taking to the grave with them our need to atone for the damage we
have caused. It isour good deedsthat we must bury... not our victims or broken promises.

We may not think that because there is no witness around to question us, we will not have to answer for our
misdeeds. Many old Buddhist storiesillustrate thisprinciple. Let metdl you afew of my favorites:
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During the generation that preceded Shakyamuni Buddhas life on earth, many of his Shakya clansmen were
brutally massacred by the wicked king, Virudhaka, the so-cdled "Crystd King".

Why did thisterrible event occur?

Wil it so happened that near Kapila, the Shakya city in which the Buddhawas born, there was alarge
pond and, on the shore of that pond, therewasasmall village. Nobody remembers the name of the village.

One year agreat drought occurred. The crops withered and the villagers couldn't think of anything elseto do
but kill and egt the fish that lived in the pond. They caught every fish except one. Thislast fish was captured by a
boy who played with the wretched creature by bouncing it on itshead. That's what he was doing when the
villagerstook it from him and killed it.

Then the rains came again and everywhere in the kingdom life returned to normal. People got married and
had children. One of those children was Siddhartha, the Buddha, who was born in the city of Kapila, near that
village and pond.

Siddhartha grew up and preached the Dharma, gaining many followers. Among these followers wasthe
King of Shravadti, King Prasengjit. ThisKing married a Shakyagirl and the two of them produced a son: Prince
Virudhaka, the "Crystal One'. Theroyal couple decided to raise the Prince in Kapila, the Buddha's city.

At firg, everything wasfine. Prince Virudhakawas a hedlthy baby and before long he grew into anice
strong boy. But before he was even ready to start school, a momentous event occurred.

It happened that one day, during the Buddha's absence from Kapila, the young prince climbed up onto the
Buddhas Honored Chair and began to play there. He meant no harm - hewas just achild playing. But Oh! -
when the Buddha's clansmen saw the prince playing in this sacred place they became very angry and reprimanded
the prince and dragged him down from the chair, humiliating and punishing him.

How can a child understand the foolishness of zealots? Adults can't figureit out. It'sredly quite mysterious.
Their harsh treatment served only to embitter the prince and to cause him to hate dl his Shakyaclansmen. It was
their harsh trestment that started him on his career of cruelty and vengeance.

Eventualy, the prince, by killing his own father, it is said, was able to ascend the throne of Shravasti. Now,
asKing Virudhaka, the Crystal King, he wasfindly able to take revenge againgt the Shakyaclan. Leading his
own soldiers, he began to attack the city of Kapila.

When the Buddha's clansmen cametto tell him about the impending massacre, they found him suffering froma
terrible headache. They begged him to intervene and rescue the people of Kapilafrom the Crysta King's bruta
attack, but the Buddha, groaning in pain, refused to help. "A fixed Karma cannot be changed,” he said.

The clansmen then turned to Maudgayayana, one of the Buddha's most powerful disciples, and begged for
hisassstance. Helistened to their sad complaint, and moved to pity, decided to assist the besieged citizens of
Kapila

Using his supernatura abilities, Maudgayayana extended his miraculous bowl to the threstened Shakya and
alowed five hundred of themto climbintoit. Then heraised the bowl highintheair, thinking that he had lifted
them to safety. But when he again lowered the bowl, the five hundred men had turned into apool of blood.
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The dreadful sight so darmed everyone that the Buddha decided to disclose the story of his ancestors, those
villagerswho had killed dl the fish during the drought.

"This marauding army of soldiersthat are now attacking Kapila had been thosefish," heexplained. "The
people of Kapilawho are now being massacred were the people who killed thosefish. The Crystd King, himsdlf,
wasthat last big fish. And who, do you think," the Buddha asked, holding a cold cloth against hisforehead, "was
the boy who bounced that fish on its head?"

So, for killing the fish, the people suffered death. And for hurting that fish's head, the Buddha was now
plagued with an awful headache.

And what about Virudhaka, the Crystal King? Naturaly, hewasrebornin Hell.

And 0, you see, thereisno end to cause and effect. A cause produces an effect which itself becomesthe
cause of another effect. Action and reaction. Tribute and Retribution. Thisisthe Law of Causdity. Sooner or
later our evil deeds catch up with us. The only way to prevent the effect isto prevent the cause. Wemust learnto
be forgiving, to overlook injury and insult, and to never seek revenge or even harbor any grudges. We must never
become zed ots, sdf-righteous and proud in our vain notions of piety and duty, and above dl, we must dways be
gentle, epecidly with children.

Let metell you another cause and effect story. This one concerns Chan Master Bai Zhang who actualy was
ableto liberate awild fox-spirit. Very few people have been able to do that!

It seemsthat one evening, after a Chan meeting had ended and all his disciples had retired, Master Bai Zhang
noticed that an elderly man was lingering outside the Meditation Hall.

Ba Zhang approached the man and asked, "Tell me, sir, who or what isit that you're seeking?'

The elderly man replied, "No, not “gr'. | am not ahuman being at dl. | am awild fox whoismerely
inhabiting the body of aman.”

Ba Zhang was naturdly very surprised and curious. "How did you get into this condition?" he asked.

The elderly fox-man explained, "Five hundred years ago, | was the head monk of this monastery. One day,
ajunior monk came and asked me, "When aman attains enlightenment is he till subject to the Law of Causdity?
and | boldly answered him, "No, heis exempt from the Law.' My punishment for thisfalse and arrogant answer
wasthat my spirit was changed into the spirit of awild fox and so | ran off, into the mountains. Asafox-man |
could not die, and, for so long as my ignorance remains, | must continueto live in thiswretched condition. For five
hundred years | have been roaming the forests seeking the knowledge that will free me. Master, | beg you to be
compassionate towards me and to enlighten me to the truth.”

Master Bel Zhang spoke gently to the fox-man. "Ask me the same question that the junior monk asked you,
and | will give you the correct answer."

The fox-man complied. "1 wish to ask the master this: When aman attains enlightenment is he still subject to
the Law of Causdity?"

Ba Zhang answered, "Yes. Heisnever exempt from the Law. He may never close hiseyesto the
possibilities of cause and effect. He must remain aware of dl his present and past actions.”
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Suddenly the old fox-man was enlightened and free. He prostrated himsalf before the master and thanked
him profusdly. "Atlast," hesad, "l am liberated!" Then, ashe started to leave, he turned and asked Bai Zhang,
"Magter, since | am amonk, would you kindly grant me the usua funerd ritesfor amonk? | live nearby, in aden
on the mountain behind the monastery, and | will go there now to die.”

Ba Zhang agreed, and the next day he went to the mountain and located the den. But instead of finding an
old monk there, Bai Zhang saw only adisturbance in the den's earthen floor. He probed this disturbance with his
stick and discovered adead fox!

Wadl, apromiseisapromise! Master Bai Zhang conducted the usua monk's funera rites over thefox's
body. Everyonethought Ba Zhang quite mad, especialy when he led a solemn funera procession... with adead
fox onthebier!

So you see, dear friends, even the attainment of Buddhahood does not exempt one from the Law of
Causdity. When even the Buddha can suffer a headache for having been unkind to afish, how much moreisour
need to remain heedful of the principle that an injurious act, sooner or later, will bring us an injurious retribution.
Be careful in what you say or do! Don't risk becoming afox spirit!

Asto the second requirement, the strict observance of therules of discipline, | will tell you sincerely that there
can be no spiritud progresswithout mordity and the fulfillment of religious duty.

Disciplineisthe foundation upon which enlightenment rests. Discipline regulates our behavior and makesit
unchanging. Steadiness becomes steadfastness and it isthiswhich produces wisdom.

The Surangama Sutra clearly teaches us that mere accomplishment in meditation will not erase our impurities.
Evenif we were able to demondtrate great proficiency in meditation, still, without adherence to discipline, we
would easly fdl into Maras evil relm of demons and heretics.

A man or woman who isdiligent in observing mora discipline and religious duty is protected and encouraged
by sky dragons and angels, just as heis avoided and feared by demons from the underworld and heretics from
everywhere.

It once happened that in the state of Kashmir, a poisonous earth dragon lived in a cave near a monastery of
five hundred Theravadin arhats. This dragon terrorized the region and made peopleslives miserable. Everyday
the arhats would assemble, and together they would try to use the power of their collective meditation to drive
away the dragon. But dwaysthey faled. The dragon smply would not leave.

Then one day a Mahayana Chan monk happened to stop at the monastery. The arhats complained about
thisterrible dragon and asked the monk to join them in meditation, to add the power of his meditation to theirs.
"We must force thisbeast to leave!" they wailed. The Chan monk merdly smiled at them and went directly to the
poisonous dragon's cave.

Standing in the cave's entrance, the monk called to the dragon, "Wise and virtuous Sir, would you be kind
enough to depart from your lair and find refuge in amore distant place?!

"Wadll," said the dragon, "since you have so politely asked, | will accede to your request and depart
forthwith." The dragon, you see, had afine sense of etiquette. So, away he went!

From their monastery, the arhats watched al thisin absolute astonishment. Surely this monk possessed
miraculous samadhi powerd
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As soon as the monk returned, the arhats gathered around him and begged him to tell them about these
wonderful powers.

"l did not use any specia meditation or samadhi,” said the monk. "1 smply kept the rules of discipline and
these rules stipulate that | must observe the minor requirements of courtesy as carefully as| observe the mgjor
requirements of moraity."

So we can see that the collective power of five-hundred arhats meditation-samadhi are sometimes not the
equal of one monk's smple adherenceto the rules of discipline.

Andif you ask, "Why should strict attention to discipline be necessary if the mind has attained a non-
judgmentad state? Why should an honest and straightforward man even need to continue to practice Chan?”' |
would ask such aman, "Is your mind so securethat if the lovely Goddess of the Moon were to come down to you
and embrace you with her naked body, would your heart remain undisturbed?' And you... If someone without
having cause wereto insult or to strike you, would you fedl no anger and resentment? Can you be certain that you
would dways resst comparing yoursdlf to others, or that you would aways refrain from being judgmenta? Can
you be sure that you would aways know right from wrong? Now, if you are absolutely certain that you would
never yield to temptation, that you would never err at dl, then, open your mouth and speak loud and clear!
Otherwise, do not even whisper alie.

Asregardsthethird requirement of having afirm belief in oné's Buddha Sdf, please know that faith isthe
mother, the nourishing source of our determination to submit to training and to perform our religious duties.

If we seek liberation from the travails of thisworld, we must have afirm faith in the Buddha's assurance that
each living being on earth possesses Tathagata wisdom and, therefore, has the potentia of attaining Buddhahood.
What prevents us from realizing this wisdom and attaining this Buddhahood? The answer isthat we smply do not
havefathin hisassurances. We prefer to remain in ignorance of thistruth, to accept the false as genuine, and to
dedicate our livesto satisfying al our foolish cravings.

Ignorance of thetruth isadisease. Now, asthe Buddha taught, the Dharmaislike a hospita that has many
doors. We can open any one of them and enter into a place of cure. But we must have faith in our physiciansand
in the efficacy of the treatment.

Whenever he wanted to illustrate the problems which doubt and lack of faith cause, the Buddhawould relate
the parable of the physician. Hewould ask, " Suppose you were wounded by a poisoned arrow and afriend
brought a physician to help you. Would you say to your friend, 'No! No!' No! I'm not going to let thisfellow
touch me until 1 find out who shot me! | want to know the culprit's name, address, and so forth. That's important,
isntit? And | want to know more about thisarrow. Isthetip stone or iron, bone or horn? And what about the
wooden shaft? Isit oak or m or pine? What kind of sinew has been used to secure thetip to the shaft? Isit the
sinew of an ox, amonkey, or aruru deer? And what kind of feathers are in the shaft? Arethey from aheronor a
hawk? And what about the poison that's been used? | want to know what kind it is. And who isthisfelow,
anyway? Areyou sure he'saqualified doctor? After dl, | don't want aquack to treat me. | think | have aright
to know these things, don't you? So, please answer my questions or I'll not Iet the man touch me." Well," said the
Buddha, "before you could get your questions answered to your satisfaction, you would be dead.”

S0, dear friends, when you find yoursdlf suffering from theills of theworld, trust in The Great Physician. He
has cured millions of others. Which believer has ever perished in hiscare? Which believer hasfailed to be
restored to eternd life and happiness by following hisregimen? None. All have benefited. And sowill youif you
havefath in hismethods.
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Faithisakind of skill that you can develop. If, for example, you wish to make bean curd, you begin by
boiling and grinding the soybeans and then you add a solution of gypsum powder or lemon juice to the boiled
beans. Y ou know that you can stand there, if you wish, and watch the curdsform. Y ou have faith in your method
becauseit dwaysworks. Thusyou gain thefeding of certainty. Of course, thefirst time that you made bean
curd, assuming that you were completely unfamiliar with its production, you may have lacked faith in the method.

Y ou might have been filled with doubt that gypsum or lemon water would cause the boiled beansto form curds.
But once you succeeded and saw with your own eyes that the recipe was correct and that the procedure worked,
you accepted without reservation the prescribed method. Y our faith in the method was established.

Therefore, we must all have faith that we each have a Buddha Nature and that we can encounter this Buddha
Natureif wediligently follow aproper Dharma path.

If we are afraid, we should aso remember Master Y ong Jid's words recorded in his Song of Enlightenment;

"In the Tathagata's Real World neither egos, rules, nor helsexist. No samsaric evils may be found there. If
I'm lying, you can pull my tongue out and stuff my mouth with sand, and leaveit that way throughout eternity.”

No one ever pulled Master Y ong Jias tongue out.

Asregardsthe fourth prerequisite, being resolute in our determination to succeed in whichever method we
have chosen, please let me warn you about thefolly of jumping around from method to method. Think of the
Dharmaas amountain you must climb. There are many paths which lead to the summit. Choose one and stay
withit! It will lead youthere! But you will never get to thetop if you race around the mountain trying one path
and then rgecting it in favor of another that looks easier. Y ou will circle the mountain many times, but you will
never climbit. Stay with your chosen method. Be absolutdly faithful to it.

In Chan we adwaystell stories about purchased devils. One particular Story isvery appropriate here:

One day afdlow was strolling through the marketplace when he cameto astdl that said, "For Sde: First
Class Devils." Of course, the man wasintrigued. Wouldn't you be? | would. "Let me see one of these devils," he
said to the merchant.

The devil wasastrange little creature... rather likeamonkey. "He'sredly quiteintdligent,” said the
merchant. "And al you haveto do istdl him each morning what you want him to accomplish that day, and he will
doit."

"Anything?' asked the man.

"Yes," sad the merchant, "Anything. All your household choreswill be finished by the time you get home
fromwork."

Now the man happened to be a bachelor and so the devil sounded like a pretty good investment. "I'll take
it," hesaid. And he paid the merchant.

"Therésjust onelittle thing,” said the merchant - theré's dwaysjust onelittle thing, isn't there? - "Y ou must
befathful inteling him what to do each day. Never omit thid Give him hisingructions every morning and al will
bewdl. Remember to keep to thisroutine!"

The man agreed and took his devil home and every morning he told him to do the dishes and the laundry and
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to clean the house and prepare the dinner; and by the time he returned from work, everything was accomplished in
the most wonderful manner.

But then the man's birthday came and hisfriends a work decided to give him aparty. He got very drunk
and stayed in town overnight at afriend's house and went directly to work the following morning. He never
returned hometo tell hisdevil what to do. And when he returned home that night he discovered that his devil had
burned down his house and was dancing around the smoking ruins.

And isn't thiswhat always happens? When we take up a practice we vow with our blood that we will hold
toit fathfully. But then thefirst time we set it down and neglect it, we bring disaster toit. It'sasthough we never
had apracticeat al.

So, regardless of whether you choose the path of Mantra, or Y antra, or Breath Counting, or aHua Tou, or
repesting the Buddhas name, stay with your method! If it doesn't deliver you today, try again tomorrow. Tl
yourself that you will be so determined that if you have to continue your practicein the next life, you will do soin
order to succeed. Old Master Wei Shan used to say, "Stay with your chosen practice. Take as many
reincarnations as you need to attain Buddhahood."

| know it's easy to become discouraged when we think we're not making progress. Wetry and try but when
enlightenment doesn't come we want to give up the struggle. Perseveranceisitsalf an accomplishment.

Be steadfast and patient. You're not donein your struggle. According to ancient wisdom, "Wetrain for
dreary eons- for enlightenment that occursin aflashing ingtant.”
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Chapter 3: Gaining Enlightenment

Chan has two famous Magters named Han Shan: a 9th Century recluse whose name means Cold Mountain
and al6th Century teacher whose name means Silly Mountain. Cold Mountain is Chan Buddhism's greatest poet.
Silly Mountain was a pretty good poet, too. He's probably Chan's second best poet.

Cold Mountain appealed to nature to lead him to peace and understanding. In finding beauty in the natura
world he found beauty in himself. That'stheway hermits operate. They look; they ponder; they convert loneliness
into solitude.

Sily Mountain transcended himsalf by working for others. He stroveto help ordinary folksgain
enlightenment. That'salittle harder than surviving frost and hunger.

Han Shan, Cold mountain, said: High on the mountain's peak Infinity in al directions The solitary moon
looks down From its midnight loft Admiresitsreflection in theicy pond. Shivering, | serenade the moon. No
Chanintheverse. Plenty inthe melody.

Han Shan, Silly Mountain, tried to put what couldn't be said into words everybody could understand: Put a
fish on land and he will remember the ocean until hedies. Put abird in acage, yet he will not forget the sky. Each
remains homesick for histrue home, the place where his nature has decreed that he should be. Manisborninthe
sate of innocence. Hisorigind natureislove and grace and purity. Y et he emigrates so casudly, without even a
thought of hisold home. Isthisnot sadder than the fishes and the birds?

Wewould dl like to reflect the Moon of Enlightenment. We would al like to get hometo Innocence. How
do we accomplish this? Wefollow the Dharma.

The Buddha saw the unenlightened lifeé'signorance as a diseased condition. His Four Noble Truths have a
medical connotation: One, lifein Samsarais bitter and painful. Two, craving isthe cause of this bitterness and
pain. Three, thereisacurefor thismaady. Four, the cureisto follow the Eightfold Peth.

First, we need to recognize that we areill. Second, we need adiagnosis. Third, we need to be assured that
what'swrong with uswill respond to treatment. Fourth, we require atherapeutic regimen.

Samsaraisthe world seen through the ego. It isatroubled and sick world because of the ego's unceasing
cravings.

Trying to satisfy the demands of the ego islike trying to name the highest number. No matter how large a
number we can think of, one more can dways be added to it to make an even higher number. Thereisno way to
attain the ultimate.

Dear friends, isit not true that no matter how much money a person has, he dways thinks he needs alittle
more, that no matter how comfortable aperson's homeis, he dways wants a place that's alittle more paatia, that
no matter how many admirers he has, he dways needsto hear alittle more applause?

Congtant gtriving resultsin constant strife.

So what areweto do? First we must understand that the problems which the ego creates cannot be solved
in Samsara'sworld of ever changingillusons. Why? Becausethe egoisitsdf an ever changing, fictiond character

22



that merely acts and reactsin response to life's fluctuating conditions - conditions which it can never quite
comprehend.

It'sliketrying to play football when the length of the field keeps changing; and instead of one bdl in play,
there are twenty; and the players are either running on and off the field or deeping on the grass. Nobody isredly
sure which gameis being played and everybody plays by different rules. Now, anyone who was expected to be
both player and referee could never find pleasurein such agame. Hed find hislife on thefield to be an endless
exerciein fear, confuson, frugtration and exhaustion.

The Eightfold Path guides, ddimits, and establishes ruleswhich are clear. Everyone can follow them.
Thefirgt step is Right Understanding.
Understanding requires both study and consultation with aMaster.

Information acquired only through reading is never sufficient. 1sthe book accurate? If itis, do wetruly
comprehend what welve read? We cannot test oursalves. Think of what would happen if students devised their
own tests and graded them, too. Everyone of them would get an A!' But how many of them would really know
their subject?

Many students of Chan read abook and then, by way of testing their comprehension, engage their friendsin
sophomoric arguments or regale them with lordly pronouncements. Teachers say of these discussions, "Intheland
of the blind the one-eyed manisking."

A good teacher isindispensable. A good teacher engages us and determinesif we understand what we've
Sudied.

If we are unclear about a passage in abook, we cannot question the book. If we disagree with certain views
of ateacher, we cannot skip over hisinstruction the way we can skip over troublesome paragraphs. It's often
necessary to consult with agood teacher. Thereisno substitute for regular, face to face interactions.

Y ou know, there was once a sailor who, while on leave, met the girl of hisdreams. Hefell madly in love with
her. Unfortunately, he had to return to his ship to finish the two years of hisenligment. So he thought, "I'll not let
her forget me. Every day I'll writeto her. If nothing dse, shell love mefor my fidelity."

Everyday, wherever he was, he wrote to her; and when he returned two years | ater, helearned that along
about histwo hundredth letter, she had married the mailman!

Dear Friends, don't be like that poor sailor who relied on the written word to achieve an understanding. Find
amaster who will meet regularly with you. Open your heart to him. The better he getsto know you, the better he
will be able to advise and ingtruct you.

The second step is Right Thought.

Right Thought requires us to become aware of our motivations. Alwayswe must inquire why we want to
have something or why we want to do something, and we must be ruthlessin our inquiry. If afriend wanted to
purchase something he couldn't afford or to do something that was bad for him, we would give him sound advice,
cautioning him, helping him to see the likely outcome of hisfoolish desires. Can we not be that kind of friend to
ourselves? Can we not gpply ordinary common sense to our own desires?



Careful invedtigation will illuminate our Situation:

The Warlord T'ien Chi and the King of Ch'i enjoyed the sport of horseracing. Regularly they met to race
their horses.

Now, each had three classes of horses. Thethird class was the draft horse. These are the horses that pull
wagons. They are big and strong but very dow.

The second class was the cavary horse, these are the horses upon which lancers, archers, and swordsmen
aremounted. These horses are strong and reasonably fast; but they are older because they require years of
training.

Thefirst class of horse was the young thoroughbred upon which noblemen and high officers would be
mounted. Thisclassof horsewaslight and very fast.

So, whenever the King and the Warlord held aracing contest, they would race dl their 3rd classes horses
againgt each other, then they'd race their second class horses, and last, they'd race their first class thoroughbreds.

Now, the King was very rich and possessed much better horses than the warlord. So naturaly hewon all
the races.

In hisfrustration, Warlord T'ien Chi appealed to Sun Ping, awise descendant of Sun Tzu - Sun Tzu wrote
the famous "Art of War". T'ien Chi asked Sun Pin, "Please advise me. How can | win againgt the King?'

The wise man thought for amoment. Then hesaid, "Sir, | suggest that when the King sends histhird class
horsesinto competition, you send in your second class horsesto race againgt them. When the King sendsin his
second class horses, you send in your first class horses; and when the King sendsin hisfirst class horses, you send
inyour third class. Y ou will wintwo out of three races."

The answer was smple, but why couldn't the warlord figure it out for himsalf? Because his ego had gotten
him too emationaly involved in the competition. Hedidn't step back from his situation and look at it objectively.
Hedidn't gpply Right Thought.

Dear Friends, be ruthlessin your examination of your desires. Apply to yourself the same common sense
you would use to counsel afriend.

Thethird step is Right Speech.

How often do we impress words into the ego's service. To gain some advantage, we gossip, or we
exaggerate, or we neglect to tell the whole story, or we insnuate the probable guilt of others while protesting our
own inviolableinnocence. Sometimes, just to be the center of atention, many of uswill tell sordid tales or smutty
jokes.

We think that words are not deeds, that they have little power and a short life, that somehow wordsjust
evaporate with the breath that speaksthem. But words do have power and they can live forever; and,
furthermore, they can hed aswel asharm.

Just as Right Speech discourages us from uttering falsehoods, insults, accusations, or from bragging about
our own accomplishments, it also encourages us to speak words of comfort, to utter words of forgiveness, to

express acknowledgment and appreciation for the accomplishments of others.
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Never underestimate the power of words. Let metell you an old story which illustrates their power:

It was a beautiful day in Spring and many people had come to the park to see the green grass and the
flowering trees and plants. Among the people who came were two blind beggars.

Thefirst beggar had asign that read, "1 am blind."” Most people just walked past him and kept on admiring
theview.

The second beggar did much better. Nearly everyone who passed him put acoinin hiscup. Some people
who had walked past him without giving actudly turned around to go back and give him acoin.

Hissignread, "ItisMay - and | am Blind!"

Dear Friends, when deciding to speak or not to speak, think about that blind man who saw how much
difference onelittle phrase can make!

The fourth step is Right Action.
Right action contains the Precepts.

1. TheBuddhist vowsto be nonviolent. This does not mean that he cannot defend hislife or thelives of
those personswho arein his care but that he cannot initiate hostile actions againgt others.

But what about himself? He, also, is one of the people against whom he may take no hostile action.

Peace is not merely the absence of war. Anxiety isnot an aggressive state, but it isn't peaceful, either. The
fellow who'sin acomais not a war, but he's not at peace, either. Peaceisadatethat isddiberately achieved
and maintained.

It is not enough merely to be nonviolent; we must aso act to promote harmony, well-being, and good hedth.

Smoking, for example, isinimica not only to the smoker's health but to the hedlth of al around him. On both
counts, then, smoking is forbidden by the precept against violence.

Whenever possible, a Buddhist should abstain from eating meat. | say “whenever possible' because thisrule
isnot absolute. Many people, for example, livein arctic regions where they have no choice but to est fish and
other marine creatures. They cannot grow gardensin the tundra; and we cannot deny the Dharmato human
beings because their environment does not conduce to vegetarian diets. But where vegetables are plentiful, there
IS NO reason to eat medt.

On the positive Side, avegetarian diet promotes good health and for thisreason, aso, it should be followed.

Exercise, particularly Ta J Quan or Qi Gong, releases aggression and anger and aso has a salubrious effect
onthebody. Yogaisdso very beneficid.

2. The Buddhist vowsto be truthful, not only in hissocid life, but in hisbusinesslifeaswell. All forms of
cheating and chicanery areincluded in this Precept. Whenever we sacrifice truth in order to gain some imagined
advantage, we enter atangled, convoluted world:
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In Tokyo there were two merchants who after years of competitive conniving and deceit thoroughly
distrusted each other.

One day they met at the railroad station. Thefirst merchant asked, "Where are you going?'
The second merchant thought for amoment and answered, "To Kobe."

Thefirst merchant gasped, "You liar! Y ou tel meyou are going to Kobe because you want meto think you
are going to Osaka; but | have made inquiries, and | know you ARE going to Kobe!™

Dear Friends, thisisthe destination of even the smallest deceit. Our reputations are like the label on a
shipping box. Once we are known asliars and chesaters, we consign our intentions, no matter how innocent, to the
place of doubt and mistrust.

3. The Buddhist vows not to appropriate property which isnot hisown. Thisisthe Precept against stedling.

Some people think that this Precept involves only cat- burglars and pickpockets. So long asthey are not
"breaking and entering” or purse-snatching, they think they needn't worry about this Precept. And for this reason,
they fedl no twinge of remorse about acts of petty theft or other misappropriations of property.

But what isan unpaid debt? Isthisnot stedling? What is borrowing something and not returning it? Isthis
aso not stealing? What is using another person's property and damaging it without compensating him for the
damage? Isthisnot steding?

Sometimes we act asif we are entitled to appropriate the property of one person because another person
has appropriated our property. The Golden Rule saysthat we should do to others what we would want them to
dotous. It doesn't say that we may do to others what others have doneto us.

It is because we excuse or overlook our own larcenies that we feel no need to repent of them.
According to ancient wisdom, "The thief is sorry heisto be hanged - not that heisathief.”

If, before we committed any act, we examined its ethics and its possible results, we would never need to
worry about the gallows.

4. The Buddhist vowsto be sexualy mora, modest, and responsible.

In this one Precept we can see how easy it isto bresk al the others. In the cause of hislust, aman will stedl.
In the cause of hislugt, hewill ply the woman he desires with acohol and deceive her with false promises. And
when he uses and abuses her body in such away, is he not harming her?

And as greatly aswe condemn immordity, so greatly do we praise moradity. Much honor attendsthe
virtuous person, the person who is chaste in hissinglelife or faithful to his sacred marriage vows!

Itisin thefailure to observe the Precept of morality that we find the worst hypocrites. How often do we
encounter aman who ferocioudy guards his own daughters, while conniving to debauch other men's daughters?
Or, who grictly guards his own wife, while casualy seducing another man'swife? If he wereto kill aman who
defiled his daughters or wife, he would expect the Courtsto see him asavictim and to absolve him of guilt. Y€,
when it is he who debauches and seduces, he regards himself asheroic. Isthisnot asad and terrible truth?
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It isnot easy for aman to overcome lust. The temptations are ubiquitous and infinitein variety. Y, if any
man were to divert some of the energy he squanders on sexua conquestsinto conquering his own lust, he would
make true spiritua progress.

All honorable men concur on the struggle's severity. Even the Buddhasaid, "If | had had another obstacle as
difficult to overcome as my sexudlity, | never would have madeit.”

The Buddhas good humor and salf-deprecating candor should give us al encouragement.
5. The Buddhist vows to abstain from the use of acohol or other intoxicants.

There arethose who say, "An occasiond drink won't hurt anyone.” But an occasiond drinker isstill a
drinker. Itisrather like the Sate of being "alittle pregnant.” Either thereisapregnancy or thereisn't.

The description "occasiond” is an unlocked door which any thief can enter. Either sobriety's door islocked
or itisnt. Experiencetdlsusthat the best way to solve aproblemisto avoid it. Complete abstention isthe best
wal to observe and guard this Precept.

The occasiond drinker can remain sober when he's not beset by problems; but as soon as he's under serious
stress, he may easily succumb to the dead-end escape of acohol. Once heis captured by drink, he discoversthat
onedrink istoo many and a hundred drinks are not enough.

Alcohol relaxes our inhibitions so that we may indulge our egos. It dlows usto override the rules of decorum
and decency and then to blame our misconduct on the drink - not on our having taken the drink in thefirst place.
Of course, wetdll ourselvesthat we took that drink in order to enjoy ourselves; but when we drink and dull our
senses, how can we enjoy apleasure? And even if we could, what valueistherein experiencing a pleasure that
we cannot |ater remember or savor?

We often find that an intoxicated man who commits an immoral act will afterwards, when sober, regard
himsdlf with disgust; but then this same man will use that self-disgust as an excuseto drink again.

Let him instead become aware of histrue nature, his Glorious Buddha Sdif. Let him instead learn that within
himsdf hewill find truth, peace, joy and freedom. Assure him that if it were possibleto grow theseon avine and
put them in abottle, we should dl be vintners and sots.

Dear friends, thereisan old saying, "In Vino Veritas' which means"In winethereistruth” providing we drink
enough of it. But the only truth we ever find when we overindulgein wineisthat lifein Samsarais bitter and
painful.

Thefifth sep isRight Livelihood.
Obvioudy, if we can't participateinillegd activitiesfor fun, we certainly can't participate in them for profit.

But any livelihood that is honest is honorable. Honest work is honest work. There are no noble occupations
and no ignoble occupations. But for some reason thisisn't so elementary a concept asit seems.

In India, for example, there hastraditionally been acaste system. There'sapriest class, and awarrior class,
and amerchant class, and aworker class, and, down at the very bottom, a class of untouchables or socid
outcasts. In whatever caste a person isborn, he remains. He can't jump around from job to job. No matter how
talented or intelligent heis, if he'sborn into afamily of farm laborers, that's the only work he's permitted to do.
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He's not even alowed to socidize outside hiscaste. The system's not so rigid today, but in the Buddhastime the
ruleswereinviolable.

Despite this, the Buddharefused to participate in such an unjust system. Hewouldn't follow therulesat all.
People liked that about him. Hewas a prince, but he wouldn't discriminate againgt others who were more lowly
born. And actualy, most everyone he met was more lowly born. When you're a prince you don't have too many
socid superiors.

So the Buddhawasn't influenced at al by aperson's occupation or socid rank. The Buddha, you see,
possessed the "Eye of Discernment”. No piousfraud could fool him. He only had to look at a person to see just
how holy that person was. Not too many people have this gift.

It so happened that near Shravasti there was an outcast named Sunita, aman so low on the social scale that
he was not permitted to work for aliving. He was an untouchable and nobody would dare bresk the caste rules
to hire him. So Sunita earned money for food by being aflower scavenger. Every day, hed go to the town dump
and rummage through discarded flower bouquets searching for that occasond flower which inexplicably manages
to stay fresh while dl the others have wilted.

Sunitawould arrange al the scavenged flowersinto abouquet and sdll it to people who passed on the road.

There may have been other peoplein Shravasti who were just as poor as Sunita, but certainly there was no
onewho was poorer. Y et despite his poverty, Sunita had attained enlightenment. Hewasagentle and loving
man. Needlessto say, he had heard the Buddha preach and was a devout believer.

Oneday, in aprocession, the Buddha came down the road near the dump where Sunita was picking through
the trash.

As soon as Sunita saw the procession approach, he quickly crouched behind arock. But the Buddha had
aready seen Sunita, and with his Eye of Discernment he recognized an enlightened being.

"Hello, therel" he called to the crouched man. "Please, stland up and let me seeyou.”

Abashed, Sunitadowly stood up, keeping his head bowed and his hands prayerfully pressed together before
hisface.

"Why were you crouched behind that rock?' the Buddha asked.
"Blessed One," said Sunita, "'l didn't want the sight of me to offend your eyes. | am unworthy of your glance.”

Many peoplein the Buddha's processon agreed. They tugged at his deeve, trying to get him to continue
walking away from the outcast. "He'sunclean,” they said. "He'sjust atrash picker, an untouchable!™

"Ishe?' said the Buddha stepping across some refuse to put his arm around Sunita's shoulder. "Look! |
have touched him, and gill helives”

Then the Buddha asked Sunita, "Good Sir, if you are not too fond of thislabor, could | induce you to come
to assst meinmy ministry? | could use agood worker like you."

With tears streaming down hisface, Sunitaagreed. And it issaid that for the rest of hislife, in accordance
with the Buddha's wishes, Sunita aways stayed close to the Buddha's side, where the Buddha could reach out and



touch him.
The sixth stepisRight Effort.

We exert Right Effort when we discontinue bad habits and practices and develop good ones. Thisiseasier
to say than to do.

We know that skill comes with practice, but in order to practice the spiritual lessons we have learned, we
need to find opportunities. 1n Chan we must become aware that every breath we take provides us with an
opportunity for practice.

People think the world intrudes on them. They do not understand that they are the gatekeepers of their own
minds, that they can easily shut and lock the doorsto their minds. If peopleintrude, it is because the gatekeeper
has |ft the doors open.

Some people who cannot control their own minds strive instead to control the minds of others. They find it
less daunting to try to direct the thoughts of hundreds of other people than to direct their own thoughts. This
Stuation iswhat the Buddha had in mind when he said that the man who conquers ten thousand men in battle is not
S0 great ahero as the man who conquers himself.

Everyday, inal our interactions, we must act to further our goa of enlightenment and self-awareness. If we
have acquai ntances whose company leads us easily into error, we should avoid contact with those acquai ntances.
If we have insufficient time to meditate because we're too busy with clubs or hobbies or sports, we should cut
back these activities.

It takes conscious effort to gain Chan tranquillity. Spiritua composureisgained by practice. A very wise
man once noted that the mind of atrue Man of Chan cannot be distressed or intimidated because, whether in good
times or bad, it Smply continues at its own steady pace, like aclock ticking in athunderstorm. | likethat. We
should dl try to belike clocksthat even in thunderstorms just keep on ticking.

The seventh step is Right Mindfulness.

In addition to keeping our minds focused on our mantrawhenever we have undertaken to follow this method
and in observing the disciplined thoughts required to discriminate the real from the false should we have chosen this
method, we must aso remain mindful of the causes and effects of al our actions.

Dear friends, we should never dlow aday to pass without reflecting upon our conduct. Have we done dl
we could to be kind and hel pful to others and to put them at their ease? Have we acted in ways that are contrary
to the Buddha Dharma? Have we been petty or mean? proud or lazy? gluttonous or greedy? jealous or angry?
Have we sullied oursalves or others with lascivious thoughts or words or actions?

It isnot easy to see our own faults. Sometimes we strain to detect them but can see nothing.

At night, if we stand in abrightly lit room and try to look out awindow at the dark landscape, dl well seeis
our reflectioninthe glass. Well see nothing more than what we aready know - the image of ourselves and that
smdl confined space in which we are enclosed. If we want to see beyond ourselves, we have to turn off the lights.

We haveto dim our egos or shut them off entirely. Only then will be we able to see through the glass.

The eighth step isRight Meditation.
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1. TheHuaTou

Dear Friends, according to ancient wisdom: If aman wishesto be happy for an hour, he eatsagood med; If he
wishesto be happy for ayear, he marries; If he wishesto be happy for alifetime, he grows agarden; If hewishes
to be happy for eternity, he examinesaHua Tou.

What thenisaHua Tou?

Hua Tou means "head word" and we may contrast Hua Tou with HuaWei which means "tail word". If adog
wereto walk past us, then, before we saw the dog's body we would see its head; and after we saw the body we
would seeitstail. Sofar, so good. So the head word or Hua Tou isthe point at which the thought originates - the
point before it entersthe "body" of ego-consciousness. Thetail isa subsequent thought. Well get to thetail word
leter.

In ancient times, it was regarded as sufficient merely to point to the stilled mind in order to redlize Buddha
Nature. Bodhidharmaspoke of "quieting the mind” and the Sixth Petriarch talked about "percelving Self-Nature'.
Both advocated asmple recognition of the mind'strue state of undefiled purity. But pointing wasn't assmpleasit
sounded.

Asthe years passed and Chan became popular, people with differing degrees of ability were attracted to it.
Many practitioners claimed to have found easy ways to reach exated states of enlightenment. They boasted of
possessing the Dharmas precious jewels, but the jewel s they described they had merely seen in the possession of
others.

True Chan masters could, of course, seeright through such false claims; but beginners couldn't waystell a
liefrom thetruth. The masters, worried about the confusing effect such bad information was having on new
practitioners, decided to devise methods of authenticating and standardizing accomplishments.

One of the methods they devised wasthe Hua Tou.

So, what isaHuaTou? It isa statement designed to concentrate our thoughts upon a single point, a point
that exigtsin the Origind Mind's "head", apoint immediately before the thought enters our ego consciousness. Itis
a"source" thought.

Let usexaminethe Hua Tou, "Who isit who now repests the Buddha's name?* Of al the Hua Tou questions,
thisisthe most powerful. Now, thisHua Tou may be stated in many different ways, but dl the ways indicate one
basic question, "Who am 17?' Regardless of how the question is stated, the answer must be found in the same place
that it originated: in the source, the Buddha Self. The ego cannot answer it.

Obvioudy, quick and facile answers are worthless. When asked, "Who is it who now repeats the Buddha's
name?' we may not retort, "Itisl, the Buddha Self!" and let it go at that. For we must then ask, "Who isthis|?"
We continue our interrogations and our confrontations. A civil war goes on insde our mind. The ego fightsthe
€go. Sometimes the ego wins and sometimesthe ego loses. On and on we battle. What isit that makes my mind
conscious of being me? What ismy mind, anyway? What is consciousness?

Our gquestions become more and more subtle and soon begin to obsessus. Who am I? How do | know
who | am? These questions go round and round in our minds like tired and angry boxers. Sometimes, we may
want to quit thinking about the Hua Tou, but we find we can't get it out of our mind. The bell won't ring and let us
rest. If you dont like pugilistic metaphors you could say that the Hua Tou beginsto haunt us like amelody that we
just can't lop humming.
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So there we are - dways challenged, dways sparring. Needlessto say, aHua Tou should never degenerate
into an empty expression. Many people think they can shadowbox with their Hua Tou and just go through the
motions of engagement. Whiletheir minds are elsewhere, their lips say, "Who is repeating the Buddhas name?
Who isrepesting the Buddha's name? Who is repeating the Buddhas name?' Thisisthe way of feisty parrots, not
of Chan practitioners.

The HuaTou has meaning. It isaquestion that has an answer and we must be determined to find that
answer.

| know that "Who am |?" sounds like a smple question, one we ought to be able to answer without difficulty.
But it isnot an easy question to answer. Often it isextremely puzzling.

In fact, many people reach apoint in life when, apart from any Chan technique, they redlly do beginto
wonder who they are.

Let's, for example, consider amiddle aged woman who might have reached the point where she'sno longer
sure of who sheis. She's having what psychologists nowadays cal "an identity crisis'. Perhaps her children have
grown up and moved away and her husband no longer finds her attractive. Sheis depressed and confused.

Suddenly sheredizesthat for her entirelife she hasidentified hersdf in terms of her relationship to other
people. She has dways been somebody's daughter or sister or employee or friend or wife or mother. This
woman now beginsto wonder, Who am | when I'm not being someone's daughter, wife, mother and so on? Who
exactly am|1?

Perhaps she reviews her life and sees that when she was attending to the needs of one person, she wasn't
availableto satisfy the needs of another and that those who felt neglected by her, criticized her, while those who
received her help, just accepted it asif they were somehow entitled to it. Being criticized on one hand, and being
taken for granted on the other, has caused her much suffering.

Worse, she may redizethat in satisfying the demands of these external social relationships, she neglected the
requirements of her internd spiritud life. Now shefeds spiritudly bankrupt and wonders why sheinvested so
much of hersdf in others, why she saved nothing for her Buddha Self.

But a bond holds two partiestogether. It isnot aone- way ligature. Isit not because we desire to be loved
or respected, feared or admired that we allow or encourage these attachments? Isit not our desiresfor the
people, places, and things of Samsaric existence that ultimately cause us bitterness and pain? Of courseitis.

There was once aman who worked at afood market. Every day he would steal food and bring it hometo
hisfamily. Hiswife and children grew strong and healthy and used the money they would otherwise have spent on
food to purchase clothing and other objects. They told him he was the best hushand and father anyone could
have.

Soon, the man's brother, seeing this prosperity, asked him to steal food for him a so; and the man complied.
His brother praised him. "Y ou are the best brother aman could have," he said.

Next, afriendly neighbor who was having financia problems begged him for help; and the man stole even
morefood. Hisneighbor was so grateful. "Y ou are the best friend aman could have," he said.

The man felt important and appreciated. In hisdesireto be loved and respected, he did not redlize that he
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had become acommon thief.
Before long he was caught, tried, and convicted for the thefts. He was sentenced to spend yearsinjail.

Which of the people he had hel ped volunteered to take hisplacein jail for even one night of his sentence?
None.

Which volunteered to make restitution for even half of what he had provided? None.

Sadly the man learned that hisfamily was embarrassed to admit being related to athief. Sadly the man
learned that hisfriend was voicing relief that aneighbor of such low character was now safely injail.

And so, as we wonder who we redlly are we must reflect upon our ego's foolish desires and the pathetic
waysit will grovel for affection.

When we ask, "Who am 17" we must dso wonder whether we identify ourselvesin terms of our wealth or
socid positions. What would happen if we lost our money or were cast out of society because of aflaw in our
pedigree? Arewe our bank accounts, our social circle, our lineage?

What about our jobs? Arewe our occupations? If amusician injures his hand and can no longer play his
instrument, does he ceaseto exist? Ishe deprived of his humanity because he has been deprived of hisidentity as
amusdan?

Do we identify oursalvesin terms of our nationdities, our cities, our neighborhoods, the language we speak,
or the sports team we support? Do we lose part of ourselvesif we moveto anew locae?

Arewe our bodies? If aman hasahead, trunk, and four limbs, what happensif he losestwo limbs? Ishe
only two thirds of aman? Think of how foolish thiswould beif he and his brother were equaly to sharean
inheritance and his brother claimed that because he was missing an arm and aleg he was entitled to only
two-thirds of hisshare!

May we define oursalves as our egos, our conscious sense of 1" or "me" or "mine"'? What happens when we
deep? Do we ceaseto exist? What happens when our attention is completely focused on a problem or adrama
or on some beautiful music? When happens when we meditate and completely lose our sense of 1-ness? Do
saints who attain a salfless state cease to exist? And Shakyamuni Buddha, who was so bereft of Siddhartha's
personality that he could only be called "Tathagata" - the Suchness of Redlity, Itsdlf - did he cease to exist because
he had no ego nature?

In trying to answer the Hua Tou, "Who am 17" or "Who is repeating the Buddha's name?' we must examine
our illusveidentities, our shifting, conditiona, samsaric identities. The Hua Tou will then reved muchto us.

Dear friends, break old attachments!  Dissolve prideful salf-images and specid relationships and create
ingead humble, generic varieties

Don't requirefriends. Try merely to be someone who isfriendly, someone who respects all people and
treats them al with kindness and consideration.

Don't confinefilia affection to just parents but be solicitous towards dl elderly persons, and so on.
Once we detach oursalves from specific emotional relationships and extend oursalvesto al humankind, a
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new strength of character beginsto emerge.

TheHuaTou, "Who am " isaVgra Sword which, when wielded properly, will cut away the troublesome
€go.

A HuaWsi or tail word traces athought back to itsorigin. This, too, can be very useful. For example, a
child, in the company of hisfriends, asks hisfather aquestion, let's say, "Can we go to the seashore this
weekend?' and hisfather answersroughly, "Don't bother me!" and pushes the child away causing him to fed
embarrassment and the pain of rgection.

That answer can beaHuaWei. The man must ask himsdf, Why did | answer my child inthisway? Why
was | suddenly so upset? He knowsthat before his child approached him, he was in agood mood. So what was
there in the question that upset him?

He beginsto retrace each of thewords. Wasit the word "weekend"? What does he associate with that
word? If he can find nothing, he triesthe word "seashore”’. He beginsto recall his experiences a the seashore.
He thinks of many events and suddenly he recals onethat disturbshim. He doesn't want to think abouit it, yet the
HuaWe discipline requiresthat he examine that event. Why does the memory disturb him? What was so
unpleasant about it? He continuesto investigate this event until he getsto the root cause of hisdistress.

Dear friends, that root cause will surely involve damage to his pride, his self-esteem. And so the man recadls
and, in away, relivesthe experience, only now heis ableto see it from a different, more mature perspective.
Perhapsthat bitter experience actually involved harsh treatment he received from hisown father! At any rate, he
will surely seethat he transferred the pain of his childhood seashore experience onto hisinnocent son. Hewill be
able to make amendsfor hisunkind rebuff, and in thisway, his character will grow.

It occasionally happensthat if the man concentrates on the HuaWel enough, the dog may biteits own tail;
and he may actudly go from tail to head in one gulp.

Sometimes a Hua Tou functions as an ingtruction, akind of guide that helps usto ded with life's problems.
Such aHua Tou sustains us and directs us aswetravel the hard road to enlightenment.

Y ou know, long ago Chan Master Hui Jue of Lang Y e Mountain had awoman disciple who cameto him for
ingruction. The master gave her theHuaTou, "Let it be" Hetold her that if shefathfully used thisHuaTou asa
scythe, shewould cut down illusions and regp enlightenment.

The woman had faith in her master and, being resolute in her determination to succeed, she sharpened and
honed thisHuaTou. Letitbe. Let what be? Who let'sit be? What isbeing? On and on she honed the blade.
Her house burned down and when people came running to tell her she gently closed her eyes and whispered, "L et
it be." Her son drowned and when people came running to tell her she gently closed her eyes and whispered, "L et
it be"

One day she started to prepare fritters for dinner. She got the batter ready and the oil hot. Then, when she
poured aladle of the batter into the hot ail, it Szzled. And thislittle Szzling noise reverberated in her mind, and she
attained enlightenment! Right away she threw the pan of hot oil on the ground and began jumping up and down,
clapping her hands, laughing and laughing. Her husband naturaly thought that she had lost her mind. "What a
caamity!" he shouted. "Whatever shal | do?' And hiswifeturned to himand said, "Letit be. Just letit be.” Then
shewent to Master Hui Jue and he verified that she had indeed harvested the Holy Fruit.

Keep your mind on your Hua Tou whenever you are doing anything that does not require your undivided



attention. Naturdly, if you're flying an airplane you don't want to start thinking about your Hua Tou. Discovering
whether or not a dog has Buddha Nature will not be of much useto you if you crash your plane. Driving an
automobileis aso something that requires your full attention. Y ou may not risk killing other peoplés smal salves
just because you are trying to dispatch your own.

But there are many times during aday in which you can safely work on your HuaTou. Usudly wetry to
stuff these timeswith frivolous activity. We play silly games or do puzzles or listen to the radio or gossip or
become spectators at some sporting event. These are the times that we should rivet our mindsto our Hua Tou.
No one can ever tdl when the magica moment will arrive.

In Chinawe cal acut of meat "pure meat”. It isnot mixed up with other ingredients as, for example, a
sausageis. Sometimes "pure meat" means the best cut of mest. People dwaystdll the butcher that's what they
want. Pure or prime met.

There was once aman who was considering the Hua Tou, "Who has Buddha Nature?' Everyday he had to
pass a butcher shop on hisway to work. He dways heard people clamoring for "pure meat" but he never paid
them much attention.

One day awoman was buying meat and, according to custom, she insisted that the butcher give her only
puremeat. That waswhat she cried out. "Give meonly pure meat." Her ingstence particularly irritated the
butcher and he shouted, "Which pieceisnot pure?’

The man heard thisangry shout and he suddenly redlized that al the mest is pure mest, that isto say,
everyone contains the pure Buddha Nature. Who has Buddha Nature? Hah! Who does not have Buddha
Nature?

The man attained enlightenment in that very instant! He got so excited he hopped and jumped and kept on
saying, "Which pieceisnot pure? Ah, hah! Which pieceisnot pure?' over and over again. "Which pieceis not
pure?' Thiscrazinesswe cdl Chan Disease. It doesn't last very long, maybe only afew days before the victim
camsdown; but it isawonderful diseaseto catch. Fortunately, thereisno medicineto cureit.

A monk once asked Master Zhao Zhou, "What happens after a person finally grasps the nonsensory state?’
Magter Zhao Zhou replied, "Helaysit down." The monk did not understand. So this quandary became his Hua
Tou. "How can onelay down the absence of something?' He worked on this and worked on thisand till he
could not understand. So he returned to Master Zhao Zhou and asked, "How can one lay down the absence of
something?' Master Zhao Zhou answered smply, "What you can't lay down, carry away." Ingtantly the monk was
enlightened.

Y ou see, Magter Zhao Zhou knew that the only thing we can't lay down isour Buddha Self. Thisand this
doneisdl that we can truly carry with us. Sometimes you hear the expression, "Y ou can't take it with you."
Usudly people mean that you must leave money or fame or power behind when you go to your grave. The ego,
too, cannot be taken with you when you enter Nirvana

Masgter Zhao Zhou was a0 telling the monk that the attainment of enlightenment is nothing a person can brag
about. Nobody can say, "I am enlightened” because the experience of enlightenment is precisely an egoless
experience. Theego isextinguished and the pure Buddha Self is experienced. Thereisno 1" therewho canclam
to be enlightened. Thisisamogt exhilarating and salutary experience. Anyone who suffersfrom any of the ego's
ills should try one dose of enlightenment. The cureis permanent.

2. Meditation on Sound



Before beginning thisingtruction, it isimportant, | think, to understand the difference between Host and Guest.

In the Surangama Sutra, Arya Ajnatakaundinya asks, "What is the difference between settled and transent?”
He answers by giving the example of atraveler who stopsat aninn. Thetraveler dines and degpsand then
continueson hisway. He doesn't stop and settle there at theinn, he just pays his bill and departs, resuming his
journey. But what about the innkeeper? He doesn't go anywhere. He continuesto reside at the inn because that
iswhere helives.

"| say, therefore, that the trandent is the guest and the innkeeper isthe hogt," says Arya Ajnatakaundinya.

And so we identify the ego's myriad thoughts which rise and fal in the stream of consciousness astransents,
travelerswho come and go and who should not be detained with discursive examinations. Our Buddha Sdlf isthe
host who lets the travelers pass without hindrance. A good host does not detain his guests with idle chatter when

they are ready to depart.

Therefore, just as the host does not pack up and leave with his guests, we should not follow our transient
thoughts. We should smply let them pass, unobstructed.

Many people strive to empty their mind of al thoughts. Thisistheir meditation practice. They try not to
think. They think and think, "I will not think." Thisisavery difficult technique and one that is not recommended for
beginners. Actudly, the state of "no-mind" that they seek isan advanced spiritual state. There are many spiritud
satesthat must precedeit.

Progressin Chan israther like trying to climb ahigh mountain. We start at the bottom. What is our
destination? Not the summit but merely our base camp, Camp 1. After we have rested there, we resume our
ascent. But again, our destination is not the summit, but merely Camp 2. We atempt the summit only from our
final Camp.

Nobody would dream of trying to scale Mount Everest in one quick ascent. And the summit of Chanis
higher than Everest'sl Yet in Chan, everybody wantsto start at the end. Nobody wantsto start at the beginning.
If beginners could take an airplane to the top they would, but then this would not be mountain climbing, would it?
Enthusiasm for the achievement iswhat makes peopletry to take shortcuts. But the journey isthered
achievement.

A better way than ddliberatdly trying to blank the mind by preventing thoughts from arising isto meditate on
sound. Inthismethod we camly sit and let whatever sounds we hear passin one ear and out the other, so to
speak. We are like good innkeepers who do not hinder guest-thoughts with discursive chatter. 1f we hear acar
honk its horn, we merely record that noise without saying to oursalves, "That horn soundslike Mr. Wang's
Bentley! | wonder where heésgoing!" Or, if we hear achild shouting outside, we just let the shout pass through
our mind without saying, "Oh, that noisy boy! 1 wish hismother would teach him better manners.”

Y ou know, in some styles of Chan, it isthe custom to strike someone with astick if he beginsto show signs
of deepiness. Up and down the aides patrols afellow with astick. No oneis alowed to move or make any
breething noises or, heaven forbid!, to nod deepily. The fellow with the stick will strikehim! Thisisfoolish and, in
truth, violates the First Precept of nonviolence.

What shdl we do when an elderly nun or priest beginsto dumber in the Meditation Hall? Should we strike
himwith astick? Arewe confusing laziness with deepiness? Perhaps the deepy person has been up most of the
night tending to the sick. Should we punish him if, in his exhaugtion, he beginsto drift into degp? No. We should
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offer him some strong tea. If he wantsto perk up, hedrinksthetea. But if he takes alittle catnap we should let
himrest. Perhapsaperson's noisy breathing or restlessnessis actualy a symptom of illness. Should we punish the
sick person and add to hisdiscomfort? No. Thisisnot the Chan way.

What should we do once, of course, we are sure that his noisiness has not arisen from fatigue or iliness? We
should use the sound of his breathing or his movements as we would use the sound of an auto's horn or achild's
shout. We should just register the noise without thinking about it at al. We should not let our ego get involved in
thenoise. Just let it pass through our minds unhindered, like aguest at aninn. A guest enters and departs. We
don't rummage through the guest's belongings. We don't detain it with gossip or idle chatter.

Y ou know, the Buddha once asked Manjushri to choose between the different methods of attaining
enlightenment. "Which wasthe best?' he asked. Manjushri easily chose Avalokiteshvara Bodhisattvals method of
using the faculty of hearing asthe best.

Always remember that when meditating on sound it is essentid to remove the ego from the listening process
and to let the non-judgmenta Buddha Self record the sounds that enter our ears. In whatever place we do this,
we make that place a Bodhimandala, a sacred place in which enlightenment may be obtained.

We do not need to be in amediation hal to practice thistechnique. Every day, inal of our ordinary
activities, wherever we happen to be, we can practiceit. We shouldn't try to limit our practice of Chan to those
timesin whichwe arein aChan Meditation Hal. Infact, the function of ameditation hal isredly only to providea
place of minimal distraction for those people who have difficulty in keeping their attention focused on whét they are
doing.

Sometimes people like to go to meditation halls because they need to be forced to meditate. They won't
practice a home done. Why should a person have to be forced to have a beautiful experience? How foolish this
id

Sometimes people go to meditation halls because they want to meet friendsthere. Thisisamisuse of Chan.
It is converting Chan from a Path to Enlightenment into just another dead-end, Samsaric trail; and isn't that a pity?

3. Meditation on a Specific Object

Sometimes aguest isnot atrangent. Sometimes aguest comesto theinn with the intention of staying awhile.
Wil then the host must pay him specid attention.

The innkeeper does not investigate the guest-object before he lets him sign the register. Thisis another way
of saying that before sitting down to meditate we do not go and study the object that we will be meditating on.

Suppose we pick asour object arose. Thisisa particularly nice object for Chan meditation because, after
al, roses are one of Chinas giftsto world horticulture.

A rose can engage our Senses in many ways.

After we have attained camness and regulated our breathing, we begin by gently closing our eyes and trying
to construct arosein our mind. We do not alow ourselvesto digressinto persona recollections about roses.

We seeastem - how long it is, how thick, how green, and so on. We see thorns, their shape, their points,
their arrangements on the skem. Again, we don't digressinto thinking about specific occasions when we were
stuck by thorns. Perhaps we gingerly fed the thorn, but only in our mind. Then we cometo the various parts of
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the flower. Depending on our knowledge of botany we assemblethe flower... pitil, samen, petals, and so on.
The petals are s0 soft. What color arethey? The pollenis so yellow and powdery. We seethe yellow dust on
nearby petals. A rose hasfragrance. What isthe specific scent of our rose? We actualy beginto smell it.

Thisis how to meditate on arose or on any object. Remember, we never alow ourselvesto digressinto
"Roses| have known..." or instances in the past when roses were given or received. No thinking at al! We just
become aware of arosein al its parts and sensations.

Soon, the rose will glow in our mind. Therosewill be of such exquisite beauty that we will know we have
seen the Ideal Rose of Heaven, itself. Afterwards, we may squedl with delight. Not many people are permitted to
view one of Heaven'streasures.

4. Meditation on the Buddha's Name

In Mahayana Buddhism, the Buddha Amitabha, the Buddha of the West, isvery important. Chinese people
pronounce Amitabha Amitofo. And so, repeating the name Amitofo is an excellent practice.

First, we keep in our mind an image of the Buddha Amitabha. We a so acknowledge our great debt to him.
Did not the Bodhisattva Ava okitesvara-Guan Y in spring from hisbrow? Where would Mahayana salvation be
without our beloved Guan Yin? So we keep the Buddhain our mind as we repesat his sacred name.

What isthe wrong way to repeat the Buddha's name? That's easy to describe. Think of asick person who
isgiven aboattle of penicillin pills. Think of him gtting there holding the unopened bottle repeating " penicillin,
penicillin, penicillin®. Will thet curehim? No. Hemust teke the penicillininto himself. Hemust swalow and
assmilateit. Merely repeeting the name of the medicinewill not cure him.
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Chapter 4: TheBuddha's Flower Sermon

A good teacher is better than the most sacred books. Books contain words, and Chan cannot be
transmitted by merewords. | suppose you will think, "Well, if this old man saysthat words are usdess, why does
he talk so much?" Religion has many mysteries and why teachers say that words can never suffice and then talk
and talk until their sudents earsturn to stoneis perhaps the grestest mystery of themal.

The Buddha stood beside alake on Mount Grdhakuta and prepared to give a sermon to his disciples who
were gathering there to hear him spesk.

Asthe Holy One waited for his students to settle down, he noticed a golden lotus blooming in the muddy
water nearby. He pulled the plant out of the water - flower, long stem, and root. Then he hed it up high for al his
studentsto see. For along time he stood there, saying nothing, just holding up the lotus and looking into the blank
faces of hisaudience.

Suddenly his disciple, Mahakashyapa, smiled. He understood!

What did Mahakashyapa understand? Everybody wantsto know. For centuries everybody's been asking,
"What message did the Buddha give to M ahakashyapa?'

Some people say that the root, stem, and flower represented the Three Worlds: underworld, earth, and sky,
and that the Buddha was saying that he could hold al existencein the pam of hishand. Maybe.

Some people say he was reversing the Great Mantra, "Mani Padme hum." The Jewed isinthe Lotus. When
the Buddha held the flower in his hand, the Lotus wasin the Jewel. Hmmm.

Some people say that the root, stem, and flower stood for the base, spine, and thousand-petaled |otus crown
of the Chakra'Y oga system and that by raising the plant he was advocating that discipline. Other people say it
could just aseadily indicate aresult of that discipline, the Trinitarian fulfillment: asthe Buddhawas Father and
Mother, he was dso Son - the Lotus Born and Lotus Holding Maitreya, Future Buddha, the Julai! Hmmmm.
That's certainly something to think about!

In Chan we're not sure of too many things. We only really know one: Enlightenment doesn't comewith a
dictionary! The bridgeto Nirvanais not composed of phrases. Asold Master Lao Zi wrote, "The Dao that we
can talk about is not the Dao we mean.”

So the Buddha spoke in silence, but what did he say?

Perhaps he was saying, "From out of the muck of Samsarathe Lotus rises pure and undefiled. Transcend
ego-consciousnesst Be One with the flower!"

There! The Buddha gave alecture and nobody had to take any notes.
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Chapter 5: Stages of Development

What stages do we pass through as we progress towards enlightenment?

Firdt, as we meditate, we may experience amoment of utter purity and lightness. We may even fed that our
body is beginning to levitate or that our mind isrising up right out of our body so that we can look down and see
oursdf stting below. These experiences are very strange to learn about, and stranger till to experience. What is
strangest of dl isthat so many people experience them.

Second, we may experience a state of egoless purity in which we merely witness the objects and events of
our environment, without being in any way affected by them. Sensory datado not reach us. Weremain as
unaffected by events around us as astone resting in water. Whenever we reach this state we should strive to
remain aware and aert and conscious of the experience.

Third, we may hear agreat clap of thunder which nobody €l se hears, yet we could swear it shook the entire
house. Or the sound we aone hear may be like the buzzing of abee or the note of adistant trumpet. These
auditory experiences would be very unusud to the average person, but to the person who practices Chan, they're
quite ordinary.

Whenever we have a strange, inexplicable experience - avision, perhaps, we should discussit with amaster
and not with otherswho may midead out of ignorance or malice. Too often a Chan practitioner who hasn't been
ableto get anywherein hisown program will denigrate the experience of someone else.

What should we do when we can't meditate at all, when we sit down and experience only restlessness? We
should gpproach oursaves gently asif wewere children. If achild werelearning to play amusica ingrument, he
would not be taught musica theory and notation and the particulars of hisinstrument and an entire composition al
at once. No, achild would be taught incrementally, with short instruction sessions and short practice sessions.
Thisisthe best way. An accomplished musician can easily practice eight hours each day, but not abeginner. A
beginner needs to achieve a continuing series of smal successes. In that way he cultivates patience, confidence
and enthusiasm. A long series of small successesis better than a short series of failures. We should set small
godsfor oursdves, and we shouldn't task ourselves with larger gods until we have mastered dl thelittle ones.

Beyond meditation practice, thereisattitude. A beginner must learn to cultivate what is called, "the poise of
adying man". What isthispoise? It isthe poise of knowing what isimportant and what is not, and of being
accepting and forgiving. Anyone who has ever been at the bedside of adying man will understand this poise.
What would the dying man do if someonewereto insult him? Nothing. What would the dying man do if someone
wereto strike him? Nothing. Ashe lay there, would he scheme to become famous or wedlthy? No. If someone
who had once offended him were to ask him for hisforgivenesswould he not giveit? Of course hewould. A
dying man knows the pointlessness of enmity. Hatred isadways such awretched feding. Who wishesto die
feeling hatred in his heart? No one. The dying seek love and peace.

Therewas atime when that dying man indulged himsalf with fedlings of pride, greed, lust and anger, but now
such fedingsare gone. Therewas atimewhen heindulged his bad habits, but now heisfree of them. He carries
nothing. He haslaid his burdensdown. Heisat peace.

Dear friends, when we have bresthed our last, this physical body of ourswill becomeacorpse. If westrive
now to regard this physical body as acorpse, that peace will cometo us sooner.

If we regarded each day of our life asif it were our last day, we wouldn't waste one precious minutein
frivolous pursuits or in grudging, injurious anger. We wouldn't neglect to show love and gratitude to those who
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had been kind to us. Wewouldn't withhold our forgiveness for any offense, smal or great. And if we had erred,
wouldn't we ask for forgiveness, even with our dying breath?

Wil then, if thisisthe great difficulty for abeginner, what obstacle does an intermediate practitioner face?
Reaults! After he cultivates the discipline of the Buddha Dharma, he must continue to tend his garden as he awaits
the ripening of the Holy Fruit! However, hiswaiting must be passve waiting. He cannot expect or schedule the
harvest season. Infarming, it is possible to estimate how long beans will take to mature or gpplesto ripen. But
Enlightenment will comewhenit will come.

When it comes, the meditator will suddenly experience his True Nature. He will aso understand that his ego
truly isacresture of fiction, aharmful illuson. Now, with confusion eiminated, he will become imperturbable. He
will develop asingleness of mind, aonenessthat will shinein purity and be absolutein tranquillity. Naturdly, when
he reaches this stage, he must act to preserve this Diamond Eye of Wisdom. He must be vigilant in not alowing
his ego to reassert itself snceto do so would be afoolish attempt to graft a second useless head onto his neck.

Whenever we reach the egoless state of perfect awareness, we find it impossible to describe. The Stuation's
rather like an observer who watches afellow drink aglass of water. Was the water warm or cool? The observer
can't tell but the fellow who's done the drinking does know. If the observer disagrees, can they argue about it?
No. Can we debate enlightenment with the unenlightened? No. Such discussonswould befutile. Chan Master
Lin J used to say, "Fence with fencing masters. Discuss poetry with poets.” A person who has reached the
egoless state can communicate this experience only to someone else who hasreached it.

But after Enlightenment, then what?

After Enlightenment, we experience the Great Bodhisattva adventure. 1n our meditations we enter Guan
Yin'sreadm. Thisisthe most wonderful world of dl.

But after this, the accomplished practitioner must separate himself from Chan, graduate, so to speak, and be
what he has studied to become: a person who seemsto be quite ordinary, just another face in the crowd. Who
would guessthat thisfaceisan Origina Face? Who would guess that this person has been one person and two
persons and then three persons and now is one person again, a person who isliving out the life of the Buddha
Saf? No one could guess from merely looking.

And so the final problem the practitioner facesis actualy to enter the VVoid that beginning studentslike to
theorize about. He must attain “no-mind". Instead of proceeding in any onedirection, he hasto expandin all
directions, or as Han Shan (Cold Mountain) would say, "into infinity". In Chanwe dso cdl this"letting go of the
hundred-foot pol€’.

Chanisadippery hundred-foot pole. It isdifficult to climb. But once a practitioner doesfind himself sitting
on top of it, what does he do next? Heletsgo. He steps off into empty space. He cannot cling to Chan. He has
discovered what it means to be egoless, but now he must live out the results of that discovery. Hisactions can't be
deliberate and contrived. And so he achieves spontaneity and becomes one with redlity. No need to struggle
further.

So, gaining Chan isthe difficult task when we begin; and letting go of Chan isthe difficult task when we end.
The woman or man of Chan doesn't St atop the hundredfoot pole and stare at his Enlightenment diploma.

He reads the diploma, shouts"Kwatz!", and tosses the diplomato the four winds. Then he jumps off the poleinto
infinity.



Dear friends, athough enlightenment may be reached by entering many different Dharmadoors, the Buddha,
the Six Patriarchs, and al the Chan Ancestors are in agreement that the most wonderful of al portalsisthe Door
of Chan.
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Chapter 6: Difficulties

Sometimes the teaching of Chan can be asfrudtrating asthe learning of it:

There was once a Chan Master who undertook the ingtruction of three novices. He explained to them the
need for spiritud discipline and ordered that, starting from that very moment, they observe the rule of absolute
slence. Then, holding hisfinger to hislips, he ordered them to go to their rooms.

Thefirst novice said, "Oh, Magter, please let metell you how grateful | am to receive your ingtruction!”

Whereupon the second novice said, "You fool! Don't you redlize that by saying that you broke the rule of
Slence?'

And the third novice threw his hands up and wailed, "Lord! Am | the only person around here who can
follow orders?

Sometimes we look around and suppose that nobody else measures up to our standards. We are like those
three novices. Often, like that first novice, we say we want to learn but then we don't redlly pay attention to what
our books or teacherstdl us. Or, like the second novice, we understand the rules but think that they apply only to
others. Or like thethird novice, we clamor for praise every time we do what we're supposed to do.

Sometimes we share the frustration of that Chan master.

Perhaps we seeinattention, laziness, frivolity, or intellectual smugness. Worse, we may see peoplewho are
accomplished hypocrites - people who pretend that their interests are purely spiritual whilein fact they are aninety
nine percent amalgam of pride, greed and lust. And then we throw up our handsin dismay and conclude that the
Golden Age of Chanisover. Weretoo late. Thereisno hopefor Chan. We camejust intimefor the funera.
Every agethinksthat it has just missed being included in the Golden Age of Enlightenment.

Master Y ong Jia, who studied under Sixth Patriarch Hui Neng, worried about the future of Chan. He
despaired of the profusion of worldly men and the scarcity of sincere followers of the Buddha Dharma. "Aladl" he
cried in his Song of Enlightenment, "In thistime of decadence and worldly evil, no one caresto submit to
discipline. TheHoly Period's over and the Era of Perversion has begun.”

Now, Master Yong Jia, for al hisworries about being in an eraof darkness, managed to attain enlightenment
inavery short time. Hewaswhat you'd call an "Overnight Sensation.” In fact that's how Hui Neng referred to
him. "The Overnight Enlightened Onel" Magter Y ong Jas lamp burned for along time in what was supposed to
beadark era

Master Wel Shan who was bornin 771 and died in 863 saw his earthly life end just asthe Tang Dynasty's
Golden Age of Chanwasending. Master Wei Shan used to lament, "Isn't it regrettable that we were born at the
end of the Enlightenment Period?' He despaired of the profusion of worldly men and the scarcity of Sincere
followers of the Buddha Dharma. How he wished that he had been born earlier! Hetruly feared that there would
be no one to take his place.

But let's take amoment to recal how Wei Shan got to be called Wei Shan.

We Shan'sorigina namewas Ling Y ou and he was from Fudian Province. He studied Chan under Master
Ba Zhang Hua Hai.
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Now, Master Bai Zhang Hual Hai had been born back in the middle of the Tang Dynasty; but he so
despaired of the profusion of worldly men and the scarcity of sncere followers of the Buddha Dharma.

Ba Zhang Huai Ha was s0 upset about the state of Chan that he decided to solve the problem by starting a
new monastery on Mount Wei, Wel Shan, which isin Hunan Province. Naturdly, since he thought that there were
so few enlightened men available, he supposed that hed have to go there and do thejob himself.

One day while hewastrying to figure out just how he would accomplish thisfesat, the old ascetic soothsayer
S Mahappened to pay him avisit.

"Give meyour advice," asked Bal Zhang Hua Hai. "First, what do you think about building a new monastery
on Mount Wea?'

"Excdlentideg,” said S Ma. "It'sanided location and can easly support acommunity of fifteen hundred
monks."

Ba Zhang Hual Hai was delighted to hear this. But then S Maadded, "Don't get any ideas about going
thereyoursdf. The mountain isyoung and strong and you're old and weak. Y ou'll have to send somebody ese.”

But who? Ba Zhang Hua Ha couldn't imagine that anyone around could replace him.
S Matriedto help. "Let's seewho you've got available,” he said.
S0, one by one Bal Zhang Hual Hai summoned al hismonks. Naturdly, he started with his head monk.

S Matook onelook at the head monk and shook his head, rejecting him. He continued to reject each of the
various candidates until finaly it wasLing Y ou'sturn to beinterviewed. When S Masaw Ling Y ou, he nodded
hisapprova. "Thisistheman!" hesaid. "Send himto We Shan.”

The head monk didn't like thisjudgment very much and asked Master Bal Zhang Hual Hai to affirm the
decision by examination, that is, to let each candidate actively demongtrate the depth of his Chan.

So Bai Zhang Hua Hal held acontest. He put a pitcher in the middle of the floor and one by oneinvited his
monks to come into the room and answer the question: "Without caling this object a pitcher, what should it be
cdled?'

His head monk camein, looked at the pitcher, thought for aminute and then answered, "Wadll, it can't be
cadled awedge." Ba Zhang Hual Ha was disgppointed. Thisobvioudy contrived answer showed that the head
monk was gpproaching the problem too intellectudly. Hewas ill too involved with names and forms.

Every candidate gave an unsatisfactory answer until, findly, it wasLing You'sturn. Ling Y ou cameinto the
room and when Bai Zhang Hual Hai asked, "Without calling this object a pitcher, what should it be called?’ Ling
Y ou spontaneoudy gave the pitcher such akick it shattered againgt thewall. Bai Zhang Hua Hai threw back his
head and laughed. S Mawasright. Ling Y ouwasindeed theman. A pitcher? So much for name!' So much for
form!

S0 you see, teachers, too, sometimes need to learn alesson. Bai Zhang Huai Hai thought that the glorious
days of Chan weredl inthepast. Hewaswrong. Ling Y ou went to the mountain and founded amonastery and
that is how he came to be known asthe great Master Wei Shan.
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Over athousand years have passed since that contest and Chan masters are still despairing of the profusion
of worldly men and the scarcity of sincere followers of the Buddha Dharma.

Take my own case. When | was young, most of the monasteriesin the area south of the three riverswere
destroyed during various rebdllions. Many monks of the Zhong Nan mountains came south, on foot, to help
rebuild these monagteries. What did they have? Nothing. They carried agourd and alittle basket and the clothes
onther backs. That wasadl. Everybody wondered what on earth they could possibly accomplish. But they did
thejob. They rebuilt the monasteries.

L ater as these monasteries flourished and more monks were needed, new monks began to arrive. They
camein carts, needing yokes and polesto carry al their possessions. And everybody thought, "Oh, they aretoo
worldly. They won't get anything done." But they did, didn't they?

And now, when | travel someplace and | see monks getting on trains and airplanes with their matched sets of
leather luggage, | find mysdf saying, "Oh, they aretoo worldly. They won't accomplish anything.” But they will,
won't they?

Y ou will, won't you?
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Chapter 7: Breathing and Posture

Although we may perform many meditations while walking or working, when we do formally St to meditate,
we should be careful to maintain areverent attitude and to it and breathe correctly.

Dear friends, however many benefits we may derive from our efforts, meditation isa spiritual exercise, not a
thergpeutic regimen. We do not practice in order to counter psychological disturbances or to help us cope with
the ego'sfrustrations. We meditate in order to transcend ego-consciousness and to realize our Buddha Self. Our
intention isto enter Nirvana, not to make lifein Samsaramore tolerable.

Thisingtruction can be confusing, | know. Many people think that they are meditating when they achievea
peaceful and quiet state. They look forward to practicing because they enjoy the hour or so of peace and quiet it
givesthem. But quietismisnot meditation. Corralling awild horse doesn't make him tame or responsiveto the
reins. He may rest for awhile and look tranquil. He may even begin to graze. But when the gate is opened he will
escape - aswild as he ever was.

Y ou know, at Nan Hua Si, the Sixth Patriarch's monastery, there was once a monk who spent hours each
day sitting quietly on his cushion enjoying the peace and tranquillity it brought him. He thought that he was
meditating. Hui Neng, the Sixth Patriarch, noticing the monk's error, approached him. "Why do you devote so
much time to your cushion each day?"' he asked.

The monk looked up, surprised. "Because | want to become aBuddha," he answered.

Hui Neng smiled. "My son," he said, "you can make amirror polishing abrick sooner than you can make a
Buddhadtting on acushion!™

We should aways remember this exchange between agreat master and an erring monk.

Before we enter the meditative state we are aways awake and dert. Our minds, freed from externa cares,
are focused on our meditation exercise. After we succeed in entering the meditative state we are usudly quite
euphoric. Thisjoyful giddinessisexperienced by practitionersin every religion. Itiscaled Chan Disease or God
Intoxication or Divine Madness. Quietism doesn't produce euphoria. It produces azombie-like dullness that has
nothing whatsoever to do with Chan Buddhism or any other religion except, perhaps, voodoo.

We should never begin ameditation exerciseif we are excited or agitated. The mind and body must cometo
ardaxed gate. If we are angry, introgpection and an application of Buddhist principles, particularly of forgiveness
and acceptance, may help usto regain our composure; but if our distress persists we should pray for guidance or
seek counsel in order to resolve our problems before sitting down to meditate.

If our agitation is merely atemporary condition, due perhaps to being rushed or fatigued, we should follow
the "one-half inch incense stick™ method. We smply st quietly and watch an incense stick burn down for haf an
inch. If by that time our composure has not been restored, we should end the meditation sesson. We can dways
try again later.

Likewise, our bresthing must be gentle and rhythmical. Occasiondly, while we are practicing meditation,
thoughts may arise which disturb us or we may gasp for air because we've incorrectly performed a breathing
technique. Again, we should follow the "one-haf inch incense stick”" method and allow our mind and breath to
settle down before resuming our practice.
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Posture

A naturd, relaxed but upright posture isthe best posture. We sit without rigidity or pain. Thisisvery
important. Pain initiates a panic-response, a perceived emergency which causes the body's blood pressure and
heart rate to rise; and under such conditions, meditation isimpossble. However, anyonewho iseasly ableto St
in amore forma meditation posture such as the lotus position, may use this posture to good advantage.

Of course, we must Sit erectly so that our lungs can fully expand. We may not dump forward or sideways.
If wefind ourselves drifting into deep, we should rouse oursalves with afew swallows of teaand by rocking from
sdeto sde afew timesand taking afew deep breaths.

Failure to control body, mind, and breath may result in small harms, such as emotiona or physica
discomfort, or in great harms, such as strained muscles or fearful encounters with hallucinated demonswhich, |
think we can al agree, are most distressing events.

Breathing Exercises
Before beginning any forma meditation technique it is absolutely necessary to gain control of the bregth.

There are two basic approaches to breath control: unstructured and structured. 1n both methods the lungs
are compared to abdlows. When wewish tofill abdlowswith air, we pull the handles gpart. In like manner,
when we desire to inflate the chest, we begin by extending the abdomen, pushing it outward, away from the spine
asthough we were pulling gpart the handles of abellows. When we exhde, wefirst let the air seep out and then
dowly contract the abdomen, squeezing the remaining air out of the lungs asif we were closing the bellows.

Always, our aim should be to make our breathing so fine and unstrained that if someone wereto place an
ogtrich plumein front of our nose, we would not ruffleit when breathing in or out.

1. Inunstructured breathing, we lower our gaze and smply follow the bregth, counting ten successive
breaths. If welose count, we smply start again. When we complete ten counts or breath-cycles, we smply start
anew ten-count.

We begin by focusing our attention on the inhaation, noticing the air asit enters the nose, descends down the
throat and fillsthe lungs. We mentaly watch the chest expand and the shouldersrise.

Aswe prepare to exhale, we take note of the count; and then we watch the air asiit seeps out of our lungs
through the nose. We note our shoulders asthey relax and fal as our lungs are emptying. Aswe completethe
exhaation, we observe our abdominal muscles contract. With practice, dl of the muscles of our abdomen, groin
and buttocks will contract to force out the resdud air in thelungs.

For somereason, it iseasier to count bresath cycles when beginning to exhae than when beginning to inhale.
But each of usisdifferent. Countinginhaationsor counting exhdationsisamatter of persona choice.

2. In gtructured breathing, we inhae, retain the breath, exhae, and either begin anew cycle or elsewe hold
the lungs empty before beginning another bresth-cycle. The amount of time we dlot to each part of the cycle,
depends on the particular formulawe follow. Because lung capacity variesfrom individua to individua, no sngle
formulacan suffice. The practitioners may select from severd ratios:

a Theratio, 4:16:8, requires that the inhalation take four counts, the retention take sixteen counts, and the
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exhaation take eight counts. Theratio, 4:16:8:4 requires an additiona period in which the lungs are left empty for
four counts. Thisismore difficult, but many practitionersfind it more conducive to attaining degp meditative Sates.

Usualy, one second per count isthe prescribed cadence. However, some people have great difficulty in
holding their breeth, for example, for sixteen seconds. These individuas should then smply hold their breath for
twelve seconds. With practice they will quickly achieve the count of sixteen. If twelveisaso too difficult, then
they may try eight and work up to twelve and then to sixteen.

b. Theratio, 5:5:5:5 or other smilar equalized counts are dso very effective. Beginnersmay find it easier to
eiminate thefind count of holding the lungsempty.

Theam of al breathing exercisesisto establish arhythmic, controlled bresth.
Resisting the Impulseto Flee

For areason no one has yet been able to determine, we often find that when we sit down to meditate our
cushion turnsinto an ant hill. Chan beginners most frequently experience this mysterious cushion transformation
but sooner or later it happensto usal. We begin to squirm and the only thing we can think about is getting away
from that itchy place.

When wefirst sit down, we're full of good intentions. We plan to do a complete program - at least twenty
breath-cycles. But then, after four or five cycles, we discover that we're sitting on an ant hill and have to cut our
program short.

Sometimesthere are no antsthere. But al of a sudden we remember many important things that we've
forgotten to do: straighten the books on the library shelf; purchase noodles for tomorrow's dinner; read yesterday's
newspaper. Clearly, these things must be attended to and o, with great regret, we get up from our cushion.

Dear friends, how do we maintain our good intentions? How do we prevent our resolve from diminishing so
dradticdly?

First we have to recognize how we are deceiving ourselves. 'Y ou know, thereisan old story in Chan about a
rich man who contracted a disease and wasin great jeopardy of dying. So he made a bargain with the Buddha
Amitabha "Sparemy life, Lord" hesaid, "and | will sell my house and give the poor dl the proceeds from the
sde" All of hisfamily and friends heard him makethis pledge. Then, miraculoudy, he began to recover. But as
his condition improved, his resolve began to diminish; and by the time he was completely cured, he wondered why
he had made such apledge in thefirgt place. But since everyone expected him to sall hishouse, he put it up for
sale. In addition to the house, however, he sold his house-cat. He sold the house and cat for atotal of ten
thousand and one gold coins. But apromiseisapromise, and so he gave one gold coin to the poor. That was
what he sold the house for. The cat, you see, was avery vauable cat. When we don't want to do something,
trivia things become very important. A house cat isworth ten thousand times as much as ahouse.

We should al remember this man whenever we get the urge to jump up from our cushion. We should all
remember him whenever we suddenly decide to cut short our program. But if we do not excuse oursavesfrom
performing our practice, neither should we remain on our cushion because of sense of duty.

Sometimes people act asif they are making agreat sacrifice when they perform their meditation practice. "I'll
doit and get it over with," they think. But thisisnot the proper atitude. The time we spend in meditation should
be the most beautiful time of our day. We must cherish thistime.
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Dear friends, be grateful for the Buddha Dharma. Be grateful for the Three Treasures. Never forget that
eternd refuge that existsfor isdl in the Buddha, the Dharma, and the Sangha. Be thankful for the Lamp that leads
usout of darkness and into the light.
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Chapter 8. Perseverance and Resour cefulness

A warlord once stopped a a monastery on hisway home from a successful military campaign. He cameto
visit the abbot who was an old teacher of his.

Asthe abbot and the warlord sat in the courtyard pleasantly chatting and drinking tea, they were distracted
by an argument between a novice and asenior monk. The novice was complaining that the meditation technique
given him by the senior monk was ineffective and worthless. "It cannot teach me how to concentrate much less
meditate,”" shouted the novice. "Give me amore reliable technique.”

Observing that the argument was distressing his old master, the warlord stood and said, "Please, Magter,
alow meto help thisyoung man." When the master nodded his assent, the warlord summoned six of hisarchers.

The warlord then filled histeacup to the brim and carefully handed it to the novice. "Takethiscup of teg," he
ordered, "and without spilling asingle drop, carry it around the entire periphery of this courtyard.”

Asthe novice took the cup the warlord commanded his archers, "Follow him! If he spillsasingle drop,
shoot him!" The archers drew their bows and began to walk beside the novice who, in the next twenty minutes,
learned how to concentrate.

Dear Friends, thereis no subgtitute for determination. Enlightenment is a serious matter. It can never be
attained with acasua or lax attitude. 'Y ou must be determined to succeed and you must be resourceful in your
determination.

Strange to say, success in meditation has the same requirements as being a suspect in acrime: aperson has
to have motive, means and opportunity. It isnot enough to have only one or two of these to be considered a
crimina suspect. Y ou must have al three: motive, means, and opportunity.

To help you undergtand this, I'll tell you severd stories. Thefirst story | personaly witnessed:

In the year nineteen hundred, following the famous Boxer Rebellion againgt foreigners, eight foreign powers,
provoked by the attack on their consulates, sent expeditionary forcesto Beljing. The Manchu Emperor Guang Sui
and Dowager Empress Zi Xi had supported the Boxersin their attacks on the foreigners, and so they naturaly
feared for therr lives. In disguise, they fled from Beijing, seeking the safety of Shanxi Province. | was amember of
their retinue.

Nobody was prepared for the journey. We had departed so suddenly and under such emergency
conditions, that there had been no timeto provision thetrip. We had no food at al. We aso had no horses or
money.

Asyou can imagine, the stuation was particularly difficult for the Imperia family. Not only had they never
experienced hunger, but their every whim of appetite had dways been satisfied by the finest delicacies. And of
course, they never had to walk anywhere. Sedan chairs and carriages dways kept their feet agood distance
above the ground. And therethey were... trying to passfor ordinary citizend

Thefirst day, we waked and walked and grew hungrier and hungrier, but the Imperial stables and kitchens
were only anagging memory.

Findly, exhausted and famished, we begged for food; and a peasant obliged us by giving us sweet potato
vines and |leaves, fare which normally isreserved for pigs.
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Now, the Emperor, who was completely soft and spoiled, had never actually eaten pig food before; but
because he was so hungry, hetruly thought the vines and leaves were delicious. "What isthis excellent food?' he
asked; and he was certainly surprised to learn itsidentity. "More, more," he said, and he ate dl he could with
gusto.

We could not linger over this pleasant mea because, unfortunately, we were escaping from eight different
armies. We had to "eat and run", asthey say. Hurriedly we walked on.

So there was the mighty Emperor of China, who previoudy was carried everywhere he went and who never
ate anything but the finest of gourmet dishes, jogging down the road and dining on animal fodder. | guessyou
could say hewas getting in shape... mentadly, too, because helost dl hisImperia airs and seemed to thrivein the
amplicity and humility of the Stuation.

But what was it that motivated the Emperor to walk so fast and to enjoy eating such common food? And

why did he discard hisImperia demeanor? I'll tdll you: Eight foreign armieswanted to kill him and he knew it. He

was running for hislife and he suddenly developed arather keen sense of what was important to that effort and
what was not.

Later on, when peace was restored and the foreigners left and the Emperor and Dowager Empress were
able a last to return to Beijing, he reverted to hisold ways. He became the high and mighty lord again.
Whenever hefet the dightest pang of hunger, he stuffed himself with delicacies; and of course he never walked
anywherea al. When hewasfleaing for hislife, he was made of stedl. But now he once again was soft and

spailed.

If he had applied the same determination to fleeing from the enemies of his spirit as he had shown when
fleeing from the enemies of hisflesh, wasthere anything in thisworld that he could not accomplish? Well, weal
know what happened to the Manchu Dynasty.

Dear friends, the demons of doth and pride and gluttony never negotiate peace. They are dwaysat war.
Only afierce determination can subdue them. And subdued, they lie and wait for usto dacken in our resolve
when, you may be sure, they will resppear at the earliest opportunity.

Determination and resourcefulness. These are indispensable. Never become davesto convenience and
comfort. Learn to adapt to whatever situation you find yourself in. Welcome hardship more than you welcome
ease. Hardship will present you with chalenges... and it isin overcoming these obstacles, that you will develop
character and skill. Challenges are our greatest teachers.

Don't beafraidtofail. Just try and try again. Thereisan old saying that isworth remembering: Good
judgment comes from experience, and experience comes from bad judgment.

If you don't let failures defegt you, they will become the foundation upon which your successwill securely
rest.

Let metel you about a humble man who acquired the unusua name, "Imperial Master Dragon Trousers'.
Once upon atime - actudly in the latter half of the Sixteenth Century - there was a poor and illiterate man

who devoutly wished to be enlightened. He believed himself too wretched and unworthy to become a Buddhist
monk but nevertheless he went to amonastery and asked to be permitted to work in the fieldsthere.

50



Every day this humble man cheerfully worked from dawn to dusk. He wastoo shy to come forward and
directly ask anyone for help. He smply hoped that by observing the monks, he would discover amethod by
which he could achieve enlightenment.

Oneday avisiting monk cameto the monastery. Thismonk had reached alow-point in his spiritud life and
was going around to various monasteriestrying to find away to renew hisfath. He happened to notice the man
working so cheerfully in the fields, and he marveled at the man's enthusasm for hard work. Why did the man so
enjoy life? What could his secret be?

And so the monk went to the man and with humility and admiration asked, " Sir, would you be kind enough to
tell me your method? What practice do you follow?

"I have no practice,” said the man, "but | certainly would liketo learn one. Venerable Master, would you be
kind enough to give me some smdl ingtruction?"

The viditing monk saw the man's sincerity and humility and was quite moved by it. "Y ou have donefor me
what many masters could not do,” hesaid. And being truly inspired, he renewed his vow and his determination to
gain enlightenment right there on the spot. Then he said to the man, "Although no ingtruction | could give you
could ever be so vauable as the ingtruction you've given me by your own example, I'm delighted to offer you
whatever advicel can. | suggest, Good Sir, that you strive to grasp the Hua Tou, "Amitabhal Who isit who now
repests the Buddha's name?”

All day long as he worked, the man pondered thisHua Tou. And then, when winter came and there was no
more farm work for him to do, he retired to amountain cave and continued to work on hisHuaTou. Hemadea
bed of fragrant pine needles. For food, he gathered pine nuts and dug roots out of the earth. From clay he made
himself apot and after baking it in the fire, he was able to boil snow to make teaand soup.

Near his mountain cave there was asmall village and as the winter wore on and the people used up their
stores of food they began to come to him, begging for food. He gave them what he could and showed them
where the best pine trees and roots were located, but many of them were too weak to look for food. Worse, in
their hunger they had al become mean and selfish and uncooperative.

The man knew what to do. He made alarge pot of clay and took it into the center of thevillage. Then he
filled the pot with snow and lit afire under it. Naturdly al the villagers came out to see what he was doing.

"Today," he announced, "I will teach you how to make stone soup.” Everyone laughed. It was not possible
to make soup from stones. But the man selected severa stones from the mountainside and after washing them
carefully, he threw them in the pot. Then, from the pocket of histhreadbare coat, he withdrew afew pine nuts and
some dried roots.

One of thevillagers said, "Y ou'll need some sdlt for that soup.”

"Ah," said theman, "l have no salt.”

"l do," said thevillager. "I'll run homeand get it."

Another villager said, ™Y ou know, | just happen to have an old cabbage in my cdllar. Would you liketo
includeit in the soup?'

"Of course," said the man. "That would be wonderful!" And that villager ran home to fetch his old cabbage.
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Another villager offered two shriveled carrots while yet another remembered an onion he had stored away .
Handfuls of rice came from many households. A few more old vegetables, alittle wild celery, apinch of pepper,
and then, to everyone's ddight, the delicious smell of soup filled the air. People brought their bowls and ate with
suchjoy! Therewas plenty of soup for everyone. "What aclever fellow," they al agreed, "to be ableto make
such fine soup from stones.”

They thanked the man for hisrecipe, the main ingredients of which werelove and generosity. Again the man
returned to his cave and continued hiswork on the Hua Tou, "Amitabhal Who isit who now repeatsthe
Buddhas name?"

He grew famous for being a sort of ""stone soup chef"; and when his mother and sister heard about his
marvelous power, they cameto vigt him, bringing an offering of abolt of fineslk. But when they entered hiscave,
he wasin deep samadhi, and he neither responded to their flattering remarks nor acknowledged their gift.
Disappointed and angry, his mother and sister propped the bolt againgt the wall and departed.

For thirteen years he lived in that cave and at the end of that time, his mother died and his Sster came alone
to cal on him. Shewas agitated and depressed and fdt that life had no real meaning.

When she entered the cave she was astonished to find the bolt of silk propped up against the wall exactly
where she had left it. "What secret power do you have that makes you so independent of the things of the world?”
hissster asked.

"l have no secret power," hesaid. "l griveto livethelife of the Buddha Sdif. | striveto live the Dharma.”

That didn't seem to her to be much of an answer, and so she got up to leave. "Take thisbolt of slk with
you," hesaid. "Take aso something which isfar more vauable." And he gave her the precious Hua Tou
ingruction. "Every day, from morning to night, say to yoursdlf, "Amitabhal Who is repesting the Buddha's
name?"

The Hua Tou immediately captured her attention. Even before she left she had begun to make spiritua
progresswithit. Her thoughts, instead of being scattered and agitated, suddenly settled down to focus on the Hua
Tou. Instead of being depressed and aimless, she became actively involved in solving the problem. Shewas
concentrating on something besides her troubles.

The man, seeing how this method had so fascinated and ddlighted hissster, redlized it wastimefor him to
return to the world and to try to help people. He returned to the monastery where he had first worked in thefields
and received ordination in the Dharma. But he declined to live at the monastery. Instead, he proceeded to Xia
Men, atown on the south coast of Fudian Province, where he built himsdf aroadsde hut. Everyday he gathered
roots and wild vegetables and brewed ateawhich he offered, without charge, to pilgrims and other travelers.

Whenever someone asked his advice about spiritual matters, he repested the advice that had been given
him by the visiting monk: he recommended that Hua Tou! Then, during the reign of Emperor Wan Li, the Empress
Mother died, and the Emperor, grief stricken, planned amagnificent funerad ceremony, one that was worthy of her
memory. But which priest wasworthy of conducting the service? That wasaproblem! Thereisan old saying,
"Familiarity breeds contempt,” and the Emperor evidently knew the Buddhist priestsin the capital too well. He
didn't think that any of them was sufficiently saintly to conduct such a sacred service. Day dfter day he
struggled with the problem of finding a suitable priest, and then, one night in adream, his mother spoketo him. "In
Chang Zhou prefecture of Fudian Province," she said, "thereisamonk who isqudified to lead my funeral service.”
She gave him no other information.
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Immediately, the Emperor dispatched government officials to Fudian Province to seek out the most holy
monks. And the officias, being no better judge of holiness then than they are now, smply picked the most
eminent monksthey could find. Naturdly, these monks were delighted to be sdected for the honor and, naturdly,
the officid s were ddighted to have completed their assignment; and so alarge group of very happy officials and
monks started back for the capital. On the way, they stopped at the monk's hut for tea.

"Venerable Magters," said the monk, "Please tell me the reason you are dl so happy.”

One of the eminent priests couldn't resist bragging, "We're on our way to the capita to conduct funeral
sarvicesfor the Empress Mother.”

Thisdidn't seem like an occasion for joy to the monk. He respected the Emperor and the Empress Mother
who were both devout Buddhists. "I would liketo help you," he said, asking, "May | accompany you to the

cepitd?'

All the officials and priestslaughed a him for being such arudefelow. Then the bragging priest asked
increduloudy, "Do you actudly hopeto help us conduct the services?'

"Oh, no," said the monk. "I merely wish to carry your luggage.”

"That's better," said the priest. "Very well, you may come as our porter.”

Meanwhile, the Emperor had devised atest for determining which priest of the many who had been
summoned was worthy of leading the ceremony. He had the Diamond Sutra carved into a stone, and when he

heard that the officials and priests were approaching the palace, he had that stone placed in the threshold of the
Palace Gate.

Sadly the Emperor watched as, one by one, the officials and priests walked across the stone, chatting with
each other about the different things they would do to make the ceremony more impressive.

The porter monk was the last monk to approach the stone. When he saw it, even though he could not
read, he sensed that it was Holy Writ. He stopped and called to one of the priests, "What do these characters

sy?

The priest turned around, looked down and read. "Why, it'sthe Diamond Sutral" he said, surprised; but he
kept on walking and chatting with the others. The monk, however, would not crossthe threshold. Instead, he
knelt before the stone, and remained outside the Palace gate.

The Emperor watched dl this and then commanded the monk to enter.

"Sire," said the monk, "I am sorry to disobey you, but | cannot dishonor these sacred words by walking on
them.” "If you were reading the sutra, you could hold it in your hands without dishonoring it, couldn't you?'
asked the Emperor.

"If | could read, Sire, | would not then be dishonoring the words by holding them in my hands."

The Emperor smiled. "Then cross the threshold by walking on your hands.”

So the monk did asomersault and entered the Palace by having only his hands touch the stone.
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The Emperor then decreed that this humble monk should lead the funeral ceremony. But when the Emperor
asked the monk how he intended to proceed, the monk merdly replied, "I will conduct the ceremony tomorrow
morning. | will require one small dtar, one processional banner, someincense, candles and offertory fruit.”

Thiswas not the grand ceremony the Emperor had in mind. So, prompted by the grumblings of the eminent
priests, he began to doubt his decision to alow the monk to conduct the services. Immediately he devised another
test. He ordered two of his most beautiful and experienced concubines to go to the monk's chambers and assist
himin hisablutionsfor the ceremony.

And that evening, by Imperial command, these two women came to the monk and proceeded to bathe and
massage him; but though they used the most sensuous unguents and perfumes and did everything they knew how
to do to arouse him sexudly, he remained unmoved by their efforts. When they werefinished, he politely thanked
them for their kind assistance and bid them good night. The women reported this to the Emperor who was much
relieved. He ordered that the ceremony be held in accordance with the monk's design.

During the ceremony, the monk went to the coffin of the Empress Mother and said, " See me, dear Lady, as
your own Origind Face. Know that in redlity there are not two of us but only one. Though thereis naught to lead
and naught to follow, please accept my direction and take one step forward to enter Paradise.”

The Emperor overheard this and was again dismayed by the smplicity of the address. "Isthat enough to
liberate Her Mgesty, the Empress Mother?' he asked. But before the monk could answer, the Empress Mother's
voice, sounding alittle annoyed, resounded throughout the Palace. "1 am now liberated, my son! Bow your head
and give thanksto this holy master!"

The Emperor was stunned, but so happy to hear his mother's voice that he beamed with joy. Immediately he
ordered a banquet to be held in the monk's honor.

At that banquet something strange occurred. The Emperor appeared in magnificent attire and when the
monk saw the Emperor's trousers, which were richly embroidered with golden sky dragons, he was struck by their
beauty. The Emperor saw him staring at histrousers and said, "Virtuous One! Do you like these trousers?’

"Yes, Sire" answered the monk. "I think they are very bright and very beautiful. They shinelikelamps.”

"The better for people to follow you," said the Emperor; and right on the spot he took off his pants and gave
them to the monk! Thereafter, the monk was known as"Imperiad Master Dragon Trousers'.

| tell you thiswonderful story because | want you aways to remember those Dragon Trousers and the
persevering monk who received them. Dear friends, imagine that you, too, are wearing those bright trousers and
be alamp unto the feet of others, agleaming light which they may follow. Alwaysremember, that just asthat
monk so quickly noticed the Emperor's trousers, otherswill be noticing you. Do not yield to temptation or
digtraction. Alwayskeep your HuaTou in your mind. Never be parted fromit. 1t will become the source of your
resourcefulness. And, just asyou should aways help others, you should never dlow yoursdlf to become helpless.

Remember: motive, means, and opportunity. Retain your motivation! Seek the means of enlightenment!
Find the opportunity to practice! Then, when someone asks, "Who is guilty of successin Chan?' you can say, "



Chapter 9: Wordless Transmission

Stay with Chanl' Thisisthe most efficient way to attain enlightenment. Don't alow yoursdlf to be tempted
into adopting other methods.

Even Yong Ja, by hisown admission, wasted alot of timewith intellectua philosophizing before hetried the
Chan method with Patriarch Hui Neng. "In my youth," he said, " studied sutras and shastras and commentaries
trying endlesdy to discriminate between name and form. | might aswell havetried to count sand grainsin the
ocean. | had forgotten the Buddha's question, “Does a man who counts other men's gems get any richer?"

The Chan method istruly likethe VaraKing'ssword. Inonestrokeit can cut through illusion to reach
Buddhahood.

Whenever | think about the years of practice that often precede enlightenment's momentary experience, |
think about Chan Master Shen Zan. Wecan dl learn alot from him.

Shen Zan had a master who unfortunately was not enlightened. One cannot give what one does not own;
and so, empty handed, Shen Zan |eft his old master in order to go and study with Master Bai Zhang.

Now, under Master Bai Zhang's guidance, Shen Zan attained enlightenment and then, with fond respect, he
went back to visit hisold teacher.

The old man asked him, "What did you learn after you left me?' And because he was enlightened, Shen Zan
was ableto reply kindly, "Nothing, absolutely nothing." To the old man, thiswas bittersweet news. He was sorry
that his student hadn't learned anything, but he was happy to have him back. "If you want, you can stay here," he
sad.

So Shen Zan stayed and served his old master.

One day, while taking a bath, the old man asked Shen Zan to scrub his back which was very dirty. As Shen
Zan began to scrub he said, " Such funny crystal windowsin your Buddha Hall." His master didn't know what he
meant. "Please explain your remark," he asked.

As Shen Zan continued to scrub away the dirt, he said, " Although you can't seein, your Buddha Self sends
out suchilluminating rays." Thisanswer puzzled the master.

A few dayslater, asthe old master sat under awaxed- paper window studying a sutra, a bee began to buzz
around the room; and the bee, drawn to the outside light, kept crashing into the window paper, trying to get out of
the room. Shen Zan watched the frustrated bee and said, "' So you want to get out and enter the infinity of space!
Wéll, you won't do it by penetrating old paper..." Then he said smply, “The door stands open but the bee refuses
to go throughit. See how it knocksits head against the shut window. Foolish Bee!' When will it understand that
the Way is blocked by paper?'

Now aglimmer of light began to penetrate the teacher's mind. He sensed the degper meaning of Shen Zan's
words. Syly he asked, "Y ou were gonefor alongtime. Areyou sureyou didn't learn anything while you were

avey?

Shen Zan laughed and confessed, "After | left you, | studied under master Bai Zhang. Through him | learned
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how to hat my discriminating mind... to ceasebeing judgmentd... to transcend the ego'sworld. Through him |
attained the Holy Fruit of enlightenment.”

Now, when the old master heard this wonderful news, he assembled al the monks and ordered that a
banquet be prepared in Shen Zan'shonor. He was so happy. "Please alow your old master to become your
student,” he asked Shen Zan. "Please expound the Dharmato me... especialy that business about the baths and
bees."

Shen Zan laughed. "Y our Buddha Self shines out from you even though you can't seeit for yoursdlf. Itis
aways pure and no amount of dirt can ever soil it. Also, your eyes are dways turned outwards, fixed on printed
pages; but Infinity cannot be captured in words. Books only engage usin debates. If you want to be free from
illuson, you must look inwards. TheWay into Infinity ison the other Sde of your gaze. Look inward to see your
shining Buddha Sdf!"

Suddenly the old teacher understood! Suddenly he saw into his own Buddha Nature! He got so excited that
he declared that Shen Zan would be the Abbot of the monastery. "Who would have believed that in my old age |
findly would have made it across?"' he shouted.

But that'swhat's so nice about the Eternal Moment, isn't it? Step outside of time just once, and dl the years
you spent in ignorance and suffering recede into vagueness. They're only something you seem to remember. Y our
old smdl sdf isgoneand dl hisold enemies and friends and relaives and dl hisold experiences, bitter or swest,
havelost their power over him. They werelike acinemashow... believable while hewasin the theater, but not
when he came out into the daylight. Redlity dispelled theillusion.

In Nirvanayou're neither young nor old. You just are. And who areyou? That's easy.

The Buddha.
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Chapter 10: Layman Pang

Sometimes ordinary folks get theideathat the meaning of Chan is so profound that only men and women
who've been ordained in the Dharma can possibly fathomit. But that'sjust not so. Actually, we priests often fed
that we'rein way over our heads. And every now and then, while we splash about, trying to look good treading
water in our nice uniforms, along comes acivilian who zips by us, swimming like an Olympic champion. Sucha
civilian was Layman Pang. He would have won Chan's gold medal. He's been ahero not only to centuriesworth
of other laymen, but also, | confess, to every priest who's ever studied hiswinning style.

Layman Pang lived during the latter half of the Eighth Century, agolden age for Chan. He was an educated
family man - he had awife and a son and daughter - and was well-enough off financidly to be able to devote his
timeto Buddhist studies.

He got the idea that a person needed solitude in order to meditate and ponder the Dharma, so he built
himsdf alittle one-room monastery near hisfamily home. Every day he went there to study and practice.

Hiswife, son and daughter studied the Dharma, too; but they stayed in the family house, conducting their
business and doing their chores, incorporating Buddhism into their daily lives.

Layman Pang had submerged himsdlf in the sutras and one day he found that he, too, wasin over his head.
He hadn't learned to swim yet. On that day, he stormed out of his monastery-hut and, in abject frustration,
complained to hiswife, "Difficult! Difficult! Difficult! Trying to grasp so many factsisliketrying to store sesame
seedsin theleaves of atreetop!”

Hiswiferetorted, "Easy! Easy! Easy! Y ou've been studying words, but | study the grass and find the
Buddha Sdf reflected in every drop of dew."

Now, Layman Pang's daughter, Ling Zhao, was listening to this verbal splashing, so she went swimming by.
"Two old peoplefoolishly chattering!” she called.

"Just aminute!" shouted Layman Pang. "If you're so smart, tell usyour method.”

Ling Zhao returned to her parents and said gently, "It's not difficult, and it's not easy. When I'm hungry, | edt.
When I'mtired, | deep.”

Ling Zhao had mastered Natural Chan.

Layman Pang learned alot that day. He understood so much that he put away his books, locked hislittle
monastery-hut, and decided to vigt different Chan mastersto test his understanding. He still couldn't compete
againg his own daughter, but he was getting pretty good.

Eventualy he wound up a Nan Y ue Mountain where Master Shi Tou had amonadtic retreat. Layman Pang
went directly to the master and asked, "Where can | find aman who's unattached to materia things?' Master Shi
Tou dowly raised his hand and closed Pang's mouth. In that one gesture, Pang's Chan redly deepened. He
stayed at Nan Y ueh for many months.

All the monks there watched him and became quite curious about his Natural Chan, his perfect equanimity.
Even Master Shi Tou was moved to ask him what his secret was. "Everyone marvels at your methods," said Shi
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Tou. "Tel me. Do you have any specia powers?'

Layman Pang just smiled and said, "No, no specid powers. My day isfilled with humble activitiesand | just
keep my mind in harmony with my tasks. | accept what comes without desire or averson. When encountering
other people, | maintain an uncritica attitude, never admiring, never condemning. To me, red isred and not
crimson or scarlet. So, what marvelous method do | use? Well, when | chop wood, | chop wood; and when |
carry water, | carry water."

Master Shi Tou was understandably impressed by thisresponse. He wanted Pang to join his Sangha. "A
felow like you shouldn't remain alayman,” said Shi Tou. "Why don't you shave your head and become a monk?"

The proposition sgnded the end of Pang's sojourn with Shi Tou. Clearly, he could learn no more from this
master. Pang responded with asmpleremark. "I'll dowhat I'll do," and what he did was |eave.

He next showed up at the doorstep of the formidable Master MaZu. Again he asked the master, "Where
can | find aman who's unattached to materid things?' MaTzu frowned and replied, "I'll tdl you after you've
swalowed West River inonegulp.”

In grasping that one remark, Pang was able to complete his enlightenment. He saw that Uncritical Mind was
not enough. His mind had to become asimmense as Buddha Mind; it had to encompass al Samsaraand Nirvana,
to expand into Infinity'sVVoid. Such amind could swallow the Pecific.

Layman Pang stayed with Master Ma Zu until he discovered one day that he had no more to learn from him,
elither. On that particular occasion, Pang approached Ma Zu and, standing over him, said, "An enlightened fellow
asksyou to look up." MaZu deliberately looked straight down. Layman Pang sighed, "How beautifully you play
the dringlesslutel”

At thispoint, MaZu had confirmed that there was no difference between human beings, that they were truly
one and the same individua. As Pang had looked down, MaZu would look down. There wasno one elseto
look up. But then, unaccountably, MaZu looked straight up and broke the spell, so to speak. So Layman Pang
bowed low and remained in that obei sance of finality as MaZu rose and began to walk away. Asthe Master
brushed past him, the Layman whispered, "Bungled it, didn't you... trying to be clever.”

Layman Pang had attained mastery and every master he encountered acknowledged this. But what is
evident to amaster isnot aways evident to an ordinary monk. One winter day, while Pang was leaving the
monastery of Master Y ao Shan, some young monks, who were disdainful of his status as amere layman,
accompanied him to the front door. When Pang looked outside, he saw that it was snowing. "Good snow!" he
sad. "Theflakesdo not fall e sawhere.” A monk named Quan, who was asimpudent as he was stupid,
completely missed thewit in Pang's remark. He mocked the Layman, asking sarcagticaly, "Where did you expect
the flakesto fal?"

Now, Pang was good naturedly complimenting the snow for not faling in the kitchen or the meditation hal,
that isto say, for faling where snow was supposed to fall - in the courtyard and fields, on the trees and roads.
Pang knew that he would have to walk along distance in that bitterly cold snow, and he had accepted that fact
without distress.

But Pang not only had the wisdom of amaster, he had the temper, too. When he saw the sneer on the young
monk's face, he struck him.

"How dare you!" said the monk.
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"And you're an ordained monk?" asked Pang increduloudy. "Why, you'd bergected at Hell's gates!”
"Just what do you mean by that?' demanded the monk.

Pang struck him again. "I mean that though you have eyes, ears and tongue, you're absolutely blind, desf,
and dumb.” Then he camly went out into the snow asif it were just so much sunshine. He had given the monk
quite alesson.

But usudly he was extremely kind and patient with those he instructed.

Oneday, as he listened to a man who was trying to explain the Diamond Sutra, he noticed that the fellow
was struggling with the meaning of aline that dedlt with the nonexistence of the ego persondity. "Perhaps| can
help you," Pang said. "Do you understand that that which is conditiona and changing isnot red and that whichis
unconditiona and immutableisred?"

"Yes," replied the commentator.

"Thenisit not true that egos are conditiona and changing, that no ego is the same from one minute to the
next? Isit not true that with each passing minute, depending on circumstances and conditions, we acquire new
information and new experiencesjust aswe forget old information and experiences?

"Yes," agreed the commentator.
"But what isthere about usthat isunconditiona and unchanging? asked Pang.

"Our common BuddhaNature!" replied the commentator, suddenly smiling, suddenly understanding. "That
doneisred! Therestismereilluson!" He was so happy that he inspired Pang to write him apoem: Sincethereis
neither ego nor personality Who isdistant and who is close? Take my advice and quit talking about redlity.
Experienceit directly, for yoursdf. The nature of the Diamond Wisdom Istruth in dl itssingular purity. Fictitious
egoscan't divide or soil it. Theexpressions, "I hear," "I believe," "I understand,” Are Ssmply expedient expressons
Toolsin the diamond-cutter's hands. When the work's done, he puts them down.

Layman Pang and his daughter Ling Zhao traveled around Chinameeting their expenses by selling bamboo
articlesthey made. They grew old together, becoming legends of enlightenment. Thelr last resdencewasa
mountain cave.

Pang knew that it wastime for him to lay his burden down. Hewas very tired and could not go on. Inside
the cave there was one particular rock that he dways sat on when meditating; so hetook his seat and, intending to
pass away when the sun was directly overhead, he sent Ling Zhao outside to watch for the moment that noon had
come. Inafew minutes, however, Ling Zhao returned to the cave breathless with excitement. "Oh, Father,” she
shouted, "you must come outside and seethis! There's been an eclipse of the sun!”

Wi, thiswas an extraordinary occurrence if ever therewas one. Pang could not resst having alook at it.
So he rose from his meditation rock and went outside. He looked and looked but there was no eclipse. Noon
had come, that was all. But wherewas Ling Zhao? Pang returned to the cave and found her dead, her body
sitting upright on his meditation rock. "Oh, that girl!" cried Pang. "She dwayswas ahead of me."

He buried her and then, aweek later, he, too, entered Nirvana. His body was cremated and the ashes
scattered on the waters of anearby lake.
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Chapter 11: TheDao Immortal

Forty-three generations of Chan masters have passed since the Sixth Petriarch held high the Dharma Lamp.
Forty-three generations of seekers have found the Way, guided by hisLight.

No matter how confirmed a person isin another Path, he can be guided by Chan. When sunlight comes
through the window, it does not illuminate some sections of the room while leaving other partsin darkness. The
entireroomislit by the Sun's Truth. So, any person, no matter which Path he has chosen, can receive the benefits
of Chan's Lamp.

Take the famous case of the Dao Immortal Lu Dong Bin.

Lu Dong Bin was the youngest and most unrestrained of al the Dao Immortals. Actudly, you could say that
he was pretty wild. At least that's how he started ouit.

In hismorta days, hewas called Chun Yang... anative of Jing Chuan who lived &t the end of the T'ang
Dynasty. That was more than athousand years ago, but those days weren't so different from ours. 1f ayoung
man wanted to get ahead, he needed an education. In our time, he'd get a college degree. But in those days, he
had to pass the dreaded Scholar's Examination. |f afellow couldn't passthis exam, he had to give some serious

thought to farming.

Well, Chun Y ang tried three times to pass the Scholar's Examination, and three times hefalled. Hewas
frustrated and depressed. He knew he had let hisfamily down, and that he hadn't done much for himsdlf, either.
It was his own professiona future that he had doomed.

So Chun Yang did what alot of desperate young people do, he started hanging out in wine-shopstrying to
drink himsdlf to deeth.

The path that acohol takes went in the same direction for Chun Yang asit doesfor anyone el se: it went
sraight down. Asthe old saying goes, first Shun Y ung was drinking the wine, then the wine was drinking the
wine, and then the wine was drinking Shun Y ung. Hewasin pretty bad shape by the time the Dao Immortd,
Zhong Li Quan, chanced to meet him in one of those saloons.

The Dao Immorta took an interest in the young man. "Instead of trying to shorten your lifewithwine" he
sad, "why don't you try to lengthen your lifewith Dao."

Instead of a short, miserable life, Zhong Li Quan offered Chun Y ang along, happy life. 1t sounded likea
good dedl. Chun Y ang might not have had what it took to be a government bureaucrat, but he certainly had
everything required to try spiritua adchemy.

Chun Y ang had nothing else to do with histime so he had plenty of opportunity to practice. Hewas
definitely motivated. | suppose that he had become aware of how far down he had gone, that he'd hit bottom, so
to speak. When aperson redlizes that he doesn't have anything to lose by looking at life from another point of
view, he's more open to new ideas.

So Chun Y ang had the motivation and the opportunity. It only remained to acquire the means. And that was
what Zhong Li Quan was offering to supply. Hed teach him the necessary techniques.

Chun Y ang threw his heart and soul into the mastery of what is called the Small Cosmic Orbit, a powerful
yoga practice that uses sexud energy to transmute the dross of human nature into the Gold of Immortality. He got
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so good at it he could make himself invisible or appear intwo placesat once.... That's pretty good.

One day he decided to fly over Chan Monastery Hai Hui which was situated on Lu Shan mountain. Saints
and Immortas can do that, you know. They'relike pilots without airplanes... or parachutes.

While he was flying around up there, he saw and heard the Buddhist monks chanting and working hard doing
al the ordinary things that Buddhist monksdo. So, to show off his powers and mock the monks industry, he
wrote alittle poem on thewall of the monastery's bell tower:

With Jewd insde my Haras treasure,
Every truth becomes my pleasure.
When day isdone | can relax
My Mind's without a care to tax.
Y our mindless Chan a purpose lacks.

Some such bad poetry likethat. Then he flew away. Every day that the Abbot, Chan Master Huang Lung,
looked up at the bell tower he had to read that awful poetry.

One day while the former Chun Y ang - he was now known asthe Immortal Lu Dong Bin - was flying around
the vicinity of the monastery he saw a purple umbrela-shaped cloud rising over the monastery. Thiswasaclear
indication that something very spiritual was going on and so Lu Dong Bin thought held come down and take alook.

All the monks were going into the DharmaHall so hejust disguised himself asamonk and followed themiin.
But he couldn't fool old Abbot Huang Lung.

"l don't think I'll expound the Dharma, today," growled Huang Lung. "We seem to have aDharmaThief in
our midgt."

Lu Dong Bin stepped forward and arrogantly bowed to the Master. "Would you be kind enough,” he
chdlenged sarcadtically, "to enlighten me to the meaning of the expression, "A grain of whegt can contain the
universe and mountains and rivers can fit into asmal cooking pot.™ Lu Dong Bin didn't believe in the empty,
egoless date. He accepted the false view that the ego somehow survives degth.

Huang Lung laughed a him. "Look! A devil guardsacorpse!”

"A corpse?' Lu Tun Pinretorted. "Hah! My gourd isfilled with the Elixir of Immortality!"

"Y ou can drag your corpse throughout eternity for al | care," said Huang Lung. "But for now, get it out of
herel"

"Can't you answer my question?" taunted Lu Dong Bin.

"| thought you had all the answers you needed,” Huang Lung scoffed. He remembered the poem.

Lu Dong Bin responded with fury. He hurled his dreaded sword, the "Devil Slayer”, at Huang Lung; but the
Master merely pointed hisfinger a the flying sword and it sopped in mid-flight and dropped harmlesdy to the
floor. The Immortal was awestruck! He had never imagined a Chan master could be so powerful. Contrite, he
dropped to hiskneesin ashow of respect. "Please, magter,” he said, "I truly do wish to understand.”

Huang Lung softened towards him. "Let'sforget the second part about the cooking pot,” he said generoudly.
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"Ingtead, concentrate on the first part. The same mind that givesform to an arrangement of matter which it names
“agrain of wheat' isthe same mind that givesform to an arrangement of matter which it names "auniverse.
Conceptsareinthemind. "Mindless Chan," asyou previoudy put it, isactualy the practice of emptying the mind
of concepts, of judgments, of opinions, of ego.” Then he added, remembering the poem probably, "Especidly the
concept of ego!”

Lu Dong Bin brooded about the answer until he suddenly understood it. Aslong as he discriminated
between himsalf and others, between desirable and undesirable, between insgnificant and important, he was
endaved to the conceptua world, he was merely an Arbiter of 1llusions. Nobody in hisright mind wantsto be
that! And certainly no Dao Immortal wantsto spend hislife, or al eternity, elther, judging between lies, deciding
which ones are more convincing than others.

Overjoyed, Lu Dong Bin flew up to the tower, erased his old poem and substituted another:

| thought I'd mastered my small mind,
But t'was the other way around.
| sought for gold in mercury
Butilluson'sadl | found.
My sword came crashing to the floor
When Huang Lung pointed a the moon;
| saw the light, histruth broke through
And saved me none too soon.

Unfortunately, Enlightenment didn't make him a better poet.

The point, however, isthat Lu Dong Bin, despite being a Dao Immortal, was able to benefit from Chan. He
s0 appreciated the Three Jewd s - Buddha, Dharma, Sangha - that he actualy acquired the title of Guardian of the
Dharma. Of coursg, it wasn't necessary for him to convert and call himself aChan Man. Thewholelesson of his
Enlightenment was that names are meaningless, so he continued being aDao Immortal. Only now, because he
understood so much more, heimmediately rose through the ranks of the Immortas; and though he wasthe
youngest of them al, he became the most prominent. Under hisinspired leadership, the Daoist Sect in the North
redly began to thrive. Lu Dong Bin was called the Fifth Dao Patriarch of the North.

Down South, another great Daoist, Zi Y ang, aso attained Enlightenment after reading Buddhist sutras. He
became known as the Fifth Dao Patriarch of the South ... but that's another story.
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Chapter 12: Mo Shan

Many women have excelled in the practice of Chan. Many have attained mastery and some of these have, in
fact, succeeded where eminent male masters have failed.

Takethe case of Master Mo Shan. In the habit of many masters, Mo Shan took her name from the
mountain on which her monastery was Situated. She became quite famous for the depth of her understanding of
Chan and her &hility to lead students to enlightenment.

The monk Quan Xi, who would later become Chan Master Quan Xi, had heard about the success of her
methods; and after having spent afew yearswith none other than Magter Lin Ji - yearsin which he learned much
but was not delivered to enlightenment, Quan Xi decided to visit Mo Shan to seeif her methods could help him.

| suppose that Quan Xi had fallen victim to the kind of pride that infects many students of great masters.
They think that it is better to be an unenlightened disciple of afamous master than it isto be an enlightened disciple
of an unknown one. Somefed the same way about gender. They suppose that an unenlightened mae student is
superior to an enlightened femae master. Y ou could call this Chan Machismo.

At any rate, student monk Quan Xi showed up at Mo Shan's monastery with achip on his shoulder. Hewas
cavdier and condescending and very mindful that he was a superior male Chan practitioner. He didn't rear up and
beat his chest and bellow in the manner of male apes, but he came closetoit.

Quan Xi entered the hdl just as Mo Shan was taking her customary high seat of authority. He should have
kowtowed to her as a supplicant and begged her to take him on as a student; but he just couldn't humble himself
before awoman.

Mo Shan studied him for amoment, then she cadled to an attendant, "I sthisfellow a sightseer or a student
applicant?'

Quan Xi spoke up: "l am not atourist. | am afollower of the Buddha Dharma.”

"Ah," said Mo Shan, trying to look surprised. "Y ou follow the Dharmal Tell me, how did you get here?!

"I walked in, from the main road."

"Did you think you left the Dharmaback there on the road, that it couldn't be followed here or found here?’

Quan Xi didn't know what to say. He made ahafway sort of kneeling obeisance, moreto cover his
confusion than to show his respect.

Mo Shan was hardly satisfied by this compromised arrogance. " The Dharmakaya doesn't have boundaries
that you can draw to suit your conceits” shesaid. "Asthe Dharmakayais everywhere, so also aretherules, the
Law, the Buddha Dharma. 'Y ou shall conform your demeanor to accepted standards. Y ou shall meet this
condition.”

Grudgingly Quan Xi kowtowed to Mo Shan. But when herose, he couldn't resist asking, "What isthe
condition of the head of Mo Shan?' He was sparring with her verbally. What he wanted to know was whether or
not she was enlightened.

Mo Shan smiled at hisimpertinence. "Which of the Buddha's disciples could see his usnisa, the sacred bulge
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at the top of hishead?' She meant, of course, that it takes one to know one; and if Quan Xi could not seethat she
was enlightened it was because he, himself, was not.

"Where can | find the man who'sin charge of Mo Shan?" he retorted condescendingly, with the double
meaning "woman" and "mountain monastery™.

"The Onein charge of Mo Shan is neither man nor woman," she replied, giving him alittle more rope.

"The person in charge ought to be powerful enough to complete the transformation,” he challenged, his
machismo again getting the better of hisbrain.

Mo Shan looked intently at Quan Xi. Sowly and gently she said, "The Onein charge of Mo Shan is neither
aghost nor ademon nor aperson. Into what should that One transform?”

Quan Xi suddenly got the message! For amoment he stood there horror struck by his own audacious
ignorance. Then he dropped to his knees and really kowtowed to Mo Shan. Thistime he meant it.

He stayed on at Mo Shan Monastery for three years working asagardener. Under Master Mo Shan's
guidance, he attained enlightenment.

Y earslater, when he had become a master and had his own disciples, he used to tell them, "Enlightenment
requires afull measure from the Great Dipper. From my spiritua father, Lin J, | received only half aladle. 1t was
my spiritual mother, Mo Shan, who gave me the other half; and from the time that she gaveit to me, | have never
been thirsty."
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Chapter 13: Conclusion

The ancients had the same problems with time that we have. They said, "Days pass like ashuttlein aloom.”
Firgt oneway, then the other way. Back and forth, sdeto side. Sometimesthey said, "Days pass like arrows
overhead." We stand there and watch them fly by, wondering where they're dl going.

In a Chan teaching session, the instruction period passes quickly. Liketime, ideas and opinions go thisway
and that. Onwhich sdewill thethread end? Arrows of ingght fly overhead. Will any Strikeitstarget? Wewon't
know until the grest reckoning at the end of the teaching session.

In Chan, asin mogt thingsin life, we're never sure we understand something we've just been taught until
weve been tested. Teachers call thistesting, "Paying the check." On thelast day of the teaching session, all of the
students are assembled and the teacher randomly calls on this person, then that person, on and on, asking all sorts
of pointed questions. That'swhat we call presenting a student with the check. He hasto get up in front of the
entire class and submit to the interrogation. "How much did you learn? Pay up!™ Teachers get paid with good
answvers.

Of course, in any session, if even one person manages to attain Enlightenment, he pays the check for
everybody. All share thejoy when someone succeedsin attaining Truth.

So what did you learn from these lessons? Maybe you paid the check for everybody and attained
Enlightenment. Maybe you're not sure and need alittle time to think about it, to mull these Chan ideas over in your
mind, to let the thoughts settle a bit before you see what you've got. Take al the time you need - just don't cease
the mulling process. Kegp Chaninyour mind. Redefineyour priorities. Cultivate patience.

One summer day the Buddha decided to take along walk. He strolled down the road alone, just enjoying
the earth'sbeauty. Then, at a crossroad, he came upon aman who was praying.

The man, recognizing the Tathagata, knelt before him and cried, "Lord, lifeisindeed bitter and painful! | was
once happy and prosperous, but through trickery and deceit those | loved took everything fromme. | am regjected
and scorned. Tell me, Lord," he asked, "how many times must | be reborn into such wretched existence before |
finaly know the bliss of Nirvana?'

The Buddha looked around and saw amango tree. "Do you see that tree?' he asked. The man nodded.
Then the Buddha said, "Before you know freedom from sorrow you must be reborn as many times asthere are
mangoes on thet tree."

Now, the mango tree wasin full fruit and dozens of mangoes hung fromit. The man gasped. "But Lord," he
protested, "I have kept your Precepts! | have lived righteoudy! Why must | be condemned to suffer so much

longer?'
The Buddhasighed. "Becausethat ishow it must be." And he continued hiswalk.

He came to another crossroad and found another man praying; and this man, too, knelt before him. "Lord,
lifeisindeed bitter and painful,” theman said. "I have known such anguish. Asaboy, | lost my parents; asaman,
I lost my wife and pretty children. How many times must | be reborn into such wretched existence before | come
finaly to know the refuge of your love?'
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The Buddhalooked around and saw afield of wild flowers. "Do you seethat field of wild flowers?' he
asked. Theman nodded. Then the Buddha said, "Before you know freedom from sorrow, you must be reborn as
many times asthere are blossomsin that field."

Seeing so many hundreds of flowers, the man cried, "But Lord! | have been agood person. | have aways
been honest and fair, never harming anyone! Why must | be made to endure so much more suffering?”

The Buddhasighed. "Becausethat ishow it must be," and he continued on hisway.

At the next crossroad, he met yet another man who knelt before him in supplication. "Lord, lifeisindeed
bitter and painful!" the man said. "Daystoiling under the burning sun, nightslying on the cold, wet earth. So much
hunger and thirst and lonelinesss How many more times must | be reborn into such wretched existence before |
may walk with you in Paradise?"

The Buddhalooked around and saw atamarind tree. Now, each branch of the tamarind has many stems
and each stem has dozens of little leaves. "Do you see that tamarind tree?’ the Buddha asked. The man nodded.
Then the Buddha said, "Before you know freedom from sorrow you must be reborn as many times asthere are
leaves on that tamarind tree.”

The man looked at the tamarind and its thousands of leaves, and his eyesfilled with tears of gratitude. "How
merciful ismy Lord!" he said, and he pressed hisforehead to the ground before the Buddha's feet.

And the Buddha said, "Arise, my good friend. Come with me now."

And to this day the tamarind's seeds are the symbol of faithfulness and forbearance.

We cannot enter into contracts with the universe. We cannot say, "I obeyed the rules and therefore I'm
entitled to receive benefits." or "I've put up with more than my share of hard luck. I'm due some good luck, now."
The universe doesn't recognize our petty clamsfor justice. There are heroeswho laid down their livesfor the
benefit of others. They have no voiceto complain. Y et we know that because they were sdlfless, they walk in
Paradise.

And isn't thisthe way to happiness? Ian't this how we enter Nirvana? By losing our individua egos and
ganing the universal Buddha Self? Paradise comes when we surrender oursalvesto it.

So when you are asked, "How much did you learn?' even if you can't come up with specific answers, you'l
pay your check if you just say, "However long it takes, I'll stick with Chan. I'll keep trying to rid myself of
sdfishness and to never forget to keep my forehead pressed to the ground before the Buddha's feet.”

Humility and patience are golden coins.

And herésatip: Try to find aBuddhain every man you meet and you may pay the check for thousands.

When it comesto love, be abig spender!
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