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Sangha Generations

Zen Community of Oregon and Great Vow Zen Monastery November 2008



Words from the Teacher...

“Those who leave descendants are called ancestors.”

Six mornings a week at the monastery we do zazen. Then a bell sounds, and we begin to
chant the verse of the kesa, “Vast is the robe of liberation, a formless ¢eld of benefaction.
Wrapping ourselves in Buddha's teaching, we free all living beings.” As we chant | imagine
Dogen Zenji, who began weeping when he erst heard this chant in China. Upon hearing
the robe verse he vowed “One way or another, unworthy though | am, | will become a
rightful successor to the Buddha-Dharma. | will receive the authentic transmission of the
right Dharma and, out of compassion for living beings in my homeland, | will cause them
to see the robe and hear the dharma which has been authentically transmitted by Buddha
ancestors.” His life became suffused with the purpose of ensuring that authentic dharma
was transmitted from China to Japan. We are the benesciaries of his vow.

Like everyone else, | have days when | love chanting service, and days when my mind says,
“Not this again! We've chanted this thousands of times.” When | look more deeply | see

that it is exactly and only through the activity of our bodies and minds, the ‘same old”
morning service and zazen, that the wheel of dharma keeps turning. It does not matter if

it is sleepy and half-hearted or alert and concentrated, the activity of sitting, bowing and
chanting turns the dharma wheel and ensures that this precious teaching will be available
for suffering beings born in future times, in countries with names no one has yet heard.

As we chant the lineage of dharma teachers | see the blood line of the kechimyaku (lineage
chart) winding its way through the various ancestors in India, China, Japan and America.
Like beads on a mala, they pass before me, given sesh by my imagination, the fat, the
skeletal, the jolly, the sour-faced, the women, the eager adolescents, the tottering old men,
the ferocious ones who did zazen until their backsides were callused, and those who played
with the children, dancing and singing under the full moon. May our lineage chant one day
contain twice as many unique and inspiring men and women.




At Master Joshu’s monastery in China
we joined a hundred monks for morn-
ing service and zazen. Although we
could not understand each other’s
language we became a single moving
body and open mouth. During one
chant we exited the hall to do circum-
ambulation in the garden courtyard
where Joshu’s cypress trees grow. As
the lines sang and paced, snaking past
each other, we formed the pattern of
our lives, the path of pilgrimage, each
one alone, but each one also follow-
ing, leading and walking along side. Lay
people stood around, watching, some-
times open-mouthed, unfailingly happy
to see the pale faced dharma followers
from afar.

“Those who have descendants are
called ancestors.” Our sincere practice
together has grown a many strong
practitioners, both lay and ordained,
and given birth to several places of
practice, a monastery sanctuary, a city
refuge, and home-based groups in
Oregon, Washington and Canada. To-
gether we are passing this life-renewing
practice on, to bring bene-t to many
seekers in future generations.
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Last Dharma Words

Hakuyu Taizan Maezumi Roshi

The dharma of thusness has been intimately conveyed by
Buddhas and Ancestors,

It has been transmitted generation after generation down
to me.

It has nothing to do with being complete or incomplete.

Nor does it concern enlightenment upon enlightenment
or delusion within delusion.

Just manifest Genjo Koan.

Play freely in self-fulelling and other-fulslling samadhi!
Maintain and nourish the One Buddha Mind Seal.

Life after life, birth after birth, please practice diligently.
Never falter.

Do not let die the wisdom seed of the Buddhas and
Ancestors.

Truly!

I implore you!




Right in front of you . . .

Shodo Harada Roshi - Sogenji monastery, Okayama, Japan

Obaku said, “There will never be a time when there is no Zen. Zen is always and every-
where, but there is not one true teacher.”

What he was saying is that this true teacher does not have a speciec form. If you believe
the priests everywhere who say, “ | am a teacher,” if you believe there is actually someone
who is as enlightened and as truly awakened as the Buddha, you are making a big mistake.

Zen is not about looking outside yourself for that person; it is about ending that teacher
where you are and in everything around you. To think in terms of ending a person who is
saying “l am a true teacher,” “I am deeply enlightened,” is a great mistake.

What needs to be done is to see t
real thing right in front of you.

- From the booklhe Path to Bodhid
harma




China: heritage and dharma

Abby Mushin Terris - Dharma Garden Zendo, Corvallis, Oregon

As a member of the South Mountain dharma tour of China last spring, | was excited to
learn more about our Chinese Chan (Zen) ancestors - to see where they lived and what
their dharma history has to teach us about our own time and practice. Our Chan ancestors
were teaching for many centuries as the wind was wearing vast reaches of hills and moun-
tains to roundness, the plains were deforested and drying out, and the human population
was increasing.

During that time TsuanTsang brought the Buddhist canon to China and began the transla-
tion of it. Bodhidharma embodied the dharma, demonstrating the Zen way, and began the
teaching lineages. The second Zen ancestor, Huike, lived with a willingness to be trans-
formed by the teachings and

the determination to preserve

and protect the dharma. Linji,
Zhaozhou and Wumen, all

great ancestors who realized,
protected and transmitted the
dharma in their unique ways,
collected the applied teachings

of so many sangha generations,
built the places of practice that
made it possible to preserve

the written records for teach-

ers and disciples across all these
generations. They maintained

our inheritance in many forms by
their practice and dedication, in
spite of the obstacles they faced:
advanced age, having to travel
great distances, political turmoil
and personal vendettas.




Leaving Huike’s village

Buddhism has been sustained in Chinese culture for a thousand years, whereas we have
known Buddhism in this country for only a little over a hundred years. During the trip | re-
peatedly enjoyed knowing that our dharma ancestors were alive in the very ordinary places
that the tour visited each day, each moment. They experienced the equivalent samsaric dis-
play in the forms of their time—the gritty, clamorous street life in Beijing, Shanghai, Luoyang;
the cool bamboo grove behind the restaurant where we ate our lunch on the way to Linji's
monastery; the highway stops that sold barbecued chicken feet in shrink-wrapped packets;
the crowds at

the temples we

visited. In the heat

of the day and

the smell of the

latrines, along the

dusty roads and

steep mountain-

sides where tea

grows, our Zen

ancestors lived

out their day-

by-days: nothing

special.

Children with incense sticks



































































