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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 I imagine 
Dogen Zenji, who began weeping when he • rst heard this chant in China. Upon hearing 
the robe verse he vowed “One way or another, unworthy though I am, I will become a 
rightful successor to the Buddha-Dharma. I will receive the authentic transmission of the 
right Dharma and, out of compassion for living beings in my homeland, I 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 bene• ciaries of his vow.

Like everyone else, I have days when I love chanting service, and days when my mind says, 
“Not this again! We’ve chanted this thousands of times.” When I look more deeply I 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 I 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 • esh 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.
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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-ful• lling and other-ful• lling 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!
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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 speci• c form. If you believe 
the priests everywhere who say, “ I 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 • nding that teacher 
where you are and in everything around you. To think in terms of • nding a person who is 
saying “I am a true teacher,” “I am deeply enlightened,” is a great mistake. 

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

- From the book The Path to Bodhid-
harma

Right in front of you . . .
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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, I 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. 

The former abbot of Rinzai’s monastery
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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 I 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.

Leaving Huike’s village

Children with incense sticks
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Chinese culture is full of ruins and po-
tential for ruin. The people are steeped 
in the rise and fall of ancient dynasties, 
and more recently have experienced the 
Japanese invasion and waves of Commu-
nist reform, social disruption and famine. 
Such upheavals, which plunged them into 
a confusion of dangers–political, social, 
military, and natural – have affected the 
ways in which dharma can or cannot be 
practiced there. 

This can be seen at Cloud Abode Temple 
(YunJu Si), where monks labored for 
eight hundred years to carve the entire 
Buddhist canon into stone tablets, with 
not one mistake! This is one way they 
protected the dharma and demonstrated 
how precious the teachings were to 
them. When the Japanese invaded in the 
middle of the last century, the monks 
secreted the tablets away to mountain 
caves to preserve them. 

The pagoda at YunJu Si was destroyed, smashed by Japanese soldiers. When monks re-
turned afterwards and began to dig out the base for a new pagoda, they discovered a com-

plete set of replacement stones, which 
had also been prepared and buried there 
centuries earlier for just such an even-
tuality. Into each stone is carved, “Thus 
have I heard, all things pass by.” As we 
circumambulated the pagoda, I consid-
ered the strong vow and devotion of the 
monks who practiced on this spot.

YunJu Si Pagoda

Ming Hai, abbot of Cypress Grove Monastery
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During our three days at the Cypress Grove Monastery (Bai Lin), we bene• ted from the 
great determination that the Chan sangha continues to express. This monastery, where 
ZhaoZhou (Joshu in Japanese) was master in the 9th century, was originally built in the 3rd 
century and destroyed during the Cultural Revolution. In 1988, the current abbot, Ming 
Hai, and his master, began to rebuild it. One would never know that just twenty years 
ago, there was only the stupa of ZhaoZhou and several thousand-year-old cypress trees, 
where now again there is a great monastery and Buddhist College. Here hundreds of young 
monks are in training and there is a large lay sangha as well. 

During teisho, Ming Hai emphasized that to preserve the dharma treasure, we must all 
bring the dharma alive and express it in ways that suit our culture and the needs of our 
time and place. Both Ming Hai and ShiYongxin, the abbot of Shaolin Monastery, made this 
point: that we in the United States must honor the Buddha tradition, as we • nd our own 
way, unique to our own cultural experience.

And then there was Huike’s place in Hunan province. One would expect a great monas-
tery, re! ecting his importance as the 2nd ancestor in China. But all we found on the actual 
site was a pile of rubble and a very warm welcome by the very poor townspeople. The 
current abbot is committed to • nding the funding to rebuild the monastery. Somehow

Cypress Grove Monastery
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Huike’s dharma has been transmitted down through the centuries and still • ourishes, as 
China moves into its second dharma millenium. In spite of centuries of poverty endemic 
to this area of China, the strength of Huike’s vow has preserved the dharma spirit in this 
remote area. The villagers’ dedication and generosity was ample reminder of the role of lay 

sangha in preserving and trans-
mitting the dharma. 

We know the great teachers 
by name. But for every name 
there are perhaps hundreds or 
thousands of lay and ordained 
practitioners who also carried 
the transmission along the path 
that led to us. And how many 
benefactors and major donors 
made the building of all those 
temples possible? 

Two of our hosts from Huike’s village.

Dramatic image from the shrine in Huike’s village
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So, what did I learn about dharma from this trip?

Is dharma transmitted through beautiful buildings, or through the wonder of stone-carved 
sutras? Is it ruined by invading armies, or saved by being hidden away in caves? The living 
vow, the great heart and energy of awakening allowed our ancestors – lay and ordained – 
to throw their light forward to us. We are their bene• ciaries. Can we develop a practice 
so potent and clear in our place and time that we honor what we have received? May our 
strong practice manifest and transmit the true dharma heart for those coming along after us, 
in the next thousand years. 

Pilgrims at the Luoyang Grotto
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Fading into Space
Naoko Harada - North Shore Zendo, Vancouver, Canada

You gradually vanish, fading into emptiness…!Shunryu Suzuki

August is a special month for Japanese as it is the time for the “O-bon” ceremony and 
marks the end of World War II. The paci" c war, starting with Pearl Harbor, ended up 

with atomic bombs and complete surrender. 
Wounded to his leg but luckily alive, my father 
came back from the battle" eld in China and 
married my mother in 1945. He ran a factory 
producing Japanese wine (“sake”) for several 
decades. He passed away at age 92, in January 
2008. 

The Japanese custom of “O-bon” originally 
comes from “Ullambana”, which means the 
suffering from being hung upside down. One 
of Buddha’s disciples, Maudgalyayana was 
taught by Buddha to pray and donate food for 
his mother’s soul, which had fallen into hell and 
was suffering from desperate hunger after her 
death. Following this Buddhist tradition, we 
visit the cemetery on August 6 to pray for our 
loved ones’ souls and offer # owers and their 
favourite foods. 

I also went to a Floating Lantern Ceremony with my partner, Michael, which was organized 
by Japanese community members in Vancouver. It is said that the souls of ancestors come 
back to visit their own old home every summer. The Floating Lantern Ceremony helps 
them return safely to their world on the other shore, by # oating lanterns on a river. Several 
cities in Japan have a ceremony for souls of those who sacri" ced their lives in war and the 
victims of atomic bombs in Hiroshima and Nagasaki.

Since my father passed away this January, this summer’s “O-bon” was essential for our fam-
ily. Earlier that week, I also received a call from my mother, who said she and my brother’s 
family would participate in a Floating Lantern Ceremony in Japan. Here in Vancouver, as I 
saw the # oating lanterns get smaller and disappear into the darkness of the evening lake, I 
recalled one night in sesshin earlier this year.
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I attended the Eight Realizations sesshin taught by Hogen this March. It was the • rst time 
I experienced nine full days of zazen. Prior to the sesshin, I struggled to accept my father’s 
death. It was so sudden. I felt totally cut off from everything about him. That was the real 
reason I attended the sesshin. One night, after several days of zazen, through breathing, I 
suddenly felt I disappeared into air, with nothing but just perfect, peaceful silence all around 
me. I gradually vanished with my breathing and faded away into the timeless moment. 
Then Ryushin’s beautiful singing resonated with my inner peace. “Even as the night darkens 
the green Earth, the wheel turns. Death follows birth. Strive through the night with every 
breath…”

I saw a shining river spreading just in front of me. In the zendo, I could see many Buddha 
statues in their well-balanced triangle posture sitting on the silver Milky Way, shining with 
white light in the silence. I believe that everyone manifested their own Buddha nature that 
night. In perfect tranquility, one Buddha left the zendo, then another Buddha, and another, 
one by one. They were fading away from my sight into invisible space. At that moment, I 
understood that everything would fade away into space. Continuously, without end, they 
are just fading away into that tranquil space. I realized that my father also was fading away 
into the tranquil space.

I recalled the • nal meeting with my father and his last words, quoting this famous phrase 
of Basho, before our return to Canada in January, “The months and days are travelers of 
eternity. The years that come and go are also voyagers. Those who • oat away their lives on 
ships or who grow old leading horses are forever journeying and their homes are wher-
ever their travels take them.”   My father said to us the morning we left the family home in 
Japan, “Michael and Naoko, both of you are going back to Canada, as travelers. However, I 
am also a traveler. We all are travelers in our journey in our life without staying anywhere.” 

I could say, now I • nally understand that 
my father is still in the process; still on his 
journey. 

I am • nding the root of my soul, here in 
North America again, with the profound 
support of Hogen and Chozen in GVZM, 
Hoben, Bokudo and Michael in North 
Shore Zendo. I thank you, everyone. And 
thank you, my father, Tokuji Harada.

Gassho
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Empty Reed Zendo
Jogen Salzberg - Great Vow Zen Monastery, Clatskanie, Oregon

For about a year now, I’ve been leading a sitting group on Sunday evenings with Reed 
student and sangha compadre, Jordan Kohn, at Reed College in southeast Portland. We 
do three periods of zazen punctuated by walking meditation, and end with discussion and 
treats.

Setting foot in our classroom-turned-zendo, I am often joyfully astonished to • nd a group 
of around twenty to twenty • ve students, mostly in their late teens and early twenties, who 
have come during the last stretch of their weekend to sit still and delve into the wilds of 
the mind. What brings them there? What do they want from meditation practice? How can 
I best offer the Dharma?

Reed is rigorous academia. They are utilizing (and being used by) the thinking mind, in a 
demanding and exhausting way - sometimes for ten, twelve, sixteen hours a day. For them, 
like many of us, the promise of a calm and clear mind is extremely enticing. Many of them 
approach our brief time together with utter seriousness. This time and space is precious to 
them and their determination to settle and center inspires and invigorates my zazen. 

The amount of time the Reedies give to intellectual endeavor contributes greatly to a mind/
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body split. Many students have told me they rarely feel their bodies at all during the course 
of their day. So, besides emphasizing upright posture, we end each session with toning or 
MU chanting to open the breath and pervade the body with awareness. 

My practice at Reed has yielded an important insight for me - the rarity of hearing the 
dharma in our popular culture. The teachings I can take for granted many of these students 
have never heard. Living in the present moment, the nature of craving and the causes 
of suffering, the web of cause and effect, and the ethics of interdependence, all of these 
teachings are so precious and potent and I • nd it very satisfying to be able to offer them to 
young, open minds.

Searching for the Dharma
 
 
You’ve traveled up ten thousand steps in search of the Dharma.
        So many long days in the archives, copying, copying.
 
 
      The gravity of the Tang and the profundity of the Sung
                              make heavy baggage.
 
 
             Here! I’ve picked you a bunch of wild" owers.
 
                
                       Their meaning is the same
                   but they’re much easier to carry.
 
 
                                    --Xu Yun--
 
 
           (Empty Cloud:  The Autobiography of the Chinese Zen Master,
                        Trans, Charles Luck, ed. by Richard Hunn)
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Untitled
Patrick Bansho Green - Heart of Wisdom Zen Temple, Portland, Oregon

The primary purpose of Zen Community of Oregon is to express and make accessible the wis-
dom and compassion of the Buddha’s teachings, as transmitted through an authentic, historical 
lineage and to support and maintain Zen Buddhist practice in order to realize our true nature 
and actualize the Buddha nature in everyday life. - From ZCO’s mission statement.

This is an exciting time to be part of our Sangha. In the short time I have been practicing 
with ZCO, we have transformed a dusty, abandoned elementary school into an interna-
tionally acclaimed center for Zen training. Great Vow Zen Monastery was founded by the 
deep intention of our teachers and a small group of supporters and students. That intention 

was to found a setting where authen-
tic Zen training and sesshin would be 
available now and for future genera-
tions.

Great Vow would be just a pretty 
place with a meditation hall, were it 
not for the ongoing strength of zazen 
practice that happens there. It is the 
steady commitment to practice, over 
and over again, that energizes the 
place, as the teachers, monks, residents 
and guests come back to Zen practice 
moment after moment. Newcomers 
and returning guests always remark at 
the way Great Vow feels. Their con-
stancy and intensity of practice perme-
ates our monastery.
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Great Vow and ZCO also supports strong practice outside of them: groups in Corvallis, 
Vancouver BC, Bend, and Eastern Washington. 

In Portland, we’ve doubled our sittings: now Monday mornings and Tuesday, Thursday, 
and Sunday evenings. We have organized a lending library, have added many new service 
positions, now offer zazenkais (all-day sitting) at Gensho and Cybil’s Plum Blossom zendo, 
and developed a variety of new classes led by senior students. We sponsor two Burmese 
refugee families. Last spring a number of us went on pilgrimage to China. 

One of our Board members once asked, “Is ZCO a community or an event?” It is clear 
we’ve matured into a community–a Sangha that practices deeply and is now ready to be of 
service to others.

We decided to found Heart of Wisdom Zen Temple, which will be a hearth, a bridge, and 
an offering. A hearth, because it will be the home of ZCO lay practice after years of renting 
a place we have outgrown; a bridge, because our Zen Temple connects monastic practice 
at Great Vow to lay practice in the world; and an offering, because we commit to make the 
Dharma available to as many people as we can. 

We may never have gotten to this moment if it weren’t for Great Vow. Many of ZCO 
members discovered Zen Buddhism at Great Vow and continue to deepen practice be-
cause of their example and offerings.

Heart of Wisdom Zen Temple will be explicitly Zen Buddhist, with its core being zazen 
practice. It will be a place of stillness in a chaotic world. It will be a place for people to un-
cover their inherent compassion and wisdom and then offer it to the world.

Hogen says at the instant we make a decision to do something, all of the obstacles to that 
intention arise simultaneously. We can observe that in our intention to found a temple. 
Where will it be? How will we pay for it? Can we raise the money? The ten thousand con-
siderations, decisions and obstacles arose when we decided this.

But isn’t this just like practice? When we sit zazen, we encounter obstacles. Doubt: “Am I 
really adequate to this?“   “Can I really make it through this sitting period without moving?”  
Physical limitations: “What if my body hurts?”  If we never decide to sit, these obstacles may 
never arise. But then if we never decide to sit, we may never fully appreciate our lives.

So please, join us on this adventure, obstacles and all. I feel such gratitude for our practice 
together.
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Wisdom’s Heart Includes All
Sherri Montgomery -  - Heart of Wisdom Zen Temple, Portland, Oregon

Inclusive: (adjective) Including the 
speci• ed extremes or limits as well as 
the area between them.

I believe that at wisdom’s heart, the 
absolute center of wisdom, is love. 
Love is the foundation of the Brah-
ma-Viharas. It helps us grow into wis-
dom, as trees reach toward the sun. 
From this place of love we learn to 
be at peace with ourselves and open 
to the world. This opening allows us 
to accept unfamiliar people, ideas, 
and beliefs. We develop a greater ca-
pacity to see limits and extremes, as 
well as the area between, and enfold 
all in our boundless heart.

Our sangha is committed to ! nding 
a building for a downtown center. I 
hold the aspiration that our sangha 
grows to include the community in 
which we practice, and look forward 
to our home becoming a safe, inclu-
sive place for all people to experi-
ence the container of zazen and the support of our open-hearted community. 

ZCO has grown to welcome a small, rural community to the beauty of Zen practice and 
the melody of marimbas. Our practice of inviting teachers, writers, artists, and musicians 
from many traditions enriches the ground of our dharma knowledge. Members in pilgrim-
age together deepened their practice by visiting ancient sites and shared their experiences 
by reporting home through beautiful emails.
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This spring we grew to include two Burmese families in our sangha. We have found that 
despite differences of culture, language and even faith (the families are Christian), we are a 
community because we share our humanity and the desire to be happy. Our practice with 
these families has taught me about the ways we communicate as humans • rst, and when 
we do it based in the love at wisdom’s heart, language is immaterial. I’ve also had the joy 
of learning that Legos require no directions, only a surface where they can be safely strewn 
and playfully assembled. 

The feeling of being included is not something I knew growing up. As a young child I knew 
that all living beings are deeply connected, but I felt alienated by my family. Because of this 
I have withheld myself, my essential being, in ways small and large. Any ease I had within 
groups was tied to a persona so elaborate that I no longer knew it was just a facade. 

During the past seven years I have given up that persona as I worked to change my life and 
adopt a healthier way of living. Besides practicing hatha yoga and Zen, I’ve become a vegan, 
lost 150 pounds, lowered my cholesterol 100 points, started teaching yoga, and took the 
• rst • ve precepts. I’ve rediscovered the silence that was my childhood safe haven, while 
my teachers encouraged me to • nd my voice 
hiding in that quiet. I’m slowly learning to trust 
that even when I reveal true differences about 
myself, I am still welcomed in my sangha. 

All I’ve learned in the three years practicing 
with ZCO, combined with happy excitement 
at the thought of • nding a literal home for our 
community, gives me great hope that we will 
grow to include others who may feel alienated 
from society, family, and self, that more people 
enter, feel the silence and wisdom that illumi-
nates the heart of our temple, and sit down to 
rest in the essential self.
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Missing Adi
Dawn Grunwald - Heart of Wisdom Zen Temple, Portland, Oregon

I put his skateboard outside, against the back fence, near the sidewalk
Hoping someone will take it.
I can’t bear to throw it away and I want it gone.

I wipe the walls, the baseboards and the • oor where he last lived.
I light incense and meditate to clear the energy in the space.

When I lie down at night and think of him, 
I imagine him as he was when he was healthy
And I surround us both in a • eld of love.

I can’t • nd him now.
I can’t see his beautiful green eyes and strong lovely hands.
I can’t hear his voice or touch him.
I keep hoping he’ll come to me in a dream and tell me that he’s OK.

My stomach is queasy most of the time now.
Only when I cry or talk does the feeling subside.
I can still see the beauty in the world and I still love life.
But something essential is missing and the searing pain of grief is always near.
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Ocean without a Name
Cibyl Kavan – Heart of Wisdom Zen Temple, Portland, Oregon

Fishes don’t get wet.
Neither I nor you
can leave the oceans of love
in which we have our being.
We can leap
to the bottom of the sea
and not drown
or skim the surface so our scales 
glitter in the swells.
We can be birds in • ight
swimming through currents of air
or bees in the garden
whose only purpose 
is to change
the unlikely into honey.
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Zen Mind,
Beginners Butt

Subtle insight
Profound pain

Empty mind
Full bladder

Breathe in
Let me out

Boundless compassion
A thousand distractions

With single minded effort
These ill thoughts I dispel,
In the name of Buddha
Ring the bell!

-Poem by Rich Clark
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Hand-me-downs
Dawn Grunwald - Heart of Wisdom Zen Temple, Portland, Oregon

My partner and I have a grandfather clock in the room where we meditate.  I • nd the tick-
ing very helpful.  When my mind is wandering and I hear the clock I say to myself “Just-sit, 
just-sit.” (Tick- tock, tick-tock.)  It brings me back to mindfulness.

My of• ce is downtown, near the Columbia.  Part of the sound environment includes daily 
pile driving from a nearby construction site for hours on end.  It drives my of• ce-mates 
nuts.  They put on their headphones to escape the pounding.  I • nd it very comforting, like 
the heartbeat of the city.  I don’t think I would feel that way without having worked with 
sound during meditation!

Riding my bicycle home from work the other day, I dropped into chanting the metta 
phrases, one with each turn of the pedals: 
May all beings be free from fear. 
May all beings have physical happiness. 
May all beings have mental happiness. 
May all beings be at ease. 
May All beings awaken completely 
Somewhere along the way, I realized that I was using the bicycle as a prayer wheel is used. 
Why not?!

Ink on the Cat is YOUR sangha newsletter.
If you have hand-me-downs to share with this sangha, or are inspired 
to offer an article, poem, photograph, or drawing for possible publica-
tion, please email it to Mushin at abbydharma@gmail.com.
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“There is only so much air on the planet, and we must share it with all other breathing 
creatures. Now, and since the beginning of breathing, we have all been breathing the same 
air, taking it into our bodies, transforming it and being transformed by it, using it to move 
through time, moment by moment, to be what we are. This is intimacy:
we take into our bodies the very air that others have breathed.

Molecules of air that Bud-
dha breathed, that Jesus 
breathed, that Plato, Hit-
ler, Napoleon, Einstein, 
Shakespeare, the pope, the 
heavyweight champion of the 
world breathed; air breathed 
by men, women, and chil-
dren, by heroes and murder-
ers, by animals, plants, and
insects, throughout time on 
earth--some of these same 
molecules have been inside 
of us.”

From SAILING HOME by 
Norman Zoketsu Fischer. 
Copyright © 2008 by Free 
Press. Reprinted by permis-
sion of Free Press, a Division 
of Simon & Schuster, Inc, NY.

There is only so much air . . .
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Michelle Bussard - Heart of Wisdom Zen Temple, Portland, Oregon

Fundraising efforts have begun for the Heart of Wisdom Zen Temple!  We are in the process 
of developing materials for presenting the case for investing in the future of our city center to 
potential donors, and plan to hold a kick-off dinner sometime in 2009.  Our progress in fund-
raising and acknowledgements of donors will be posted and regularly updated on the ZCO 
website.

The • rst phase of the effort was the Tax-Incentive drive. Many thanks to those who have par-
ticipated in this effort with a donation or pledge. With Kodo’s matching gift we have raised over 
$15,000!

A warm thank you to those who have donated to the Heart of Wisdom Zen Temple as of this 
printing:
Chozen and Hogen Bays
Wendy Brown 
Michelle Bussard
Darro  Breshears-Routon
Nancy Kodo Conover 
Linda Frischmeyer 
Patrick Bansho Green and Laura Jomon Martin
Greg Hill
Adele Hilsen  
Robert Ota
Frankie Paulson 
Mark Rinsan and Anne Senryu Pechovnik 
Judith Byakuren Ragir
Ron Rubino
Alan Shusterman 
Cortlandt Smith
Judy Stamp 
Barry Sutton
Abby Mushin Terris
Larry Fuho and Cynthia Trussell 
Tracey Kyoko Walen 
Julie and David Weiss
Cibyl Shinju Kavan and Ed Gensho Welsh 
Paul Wiegand 
We also received an anonymous gift of $4,000.

Heart of Wisdom Zen Temple:
Fundraising Update
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New Members

Cameron Alexander - Melinda Bell - David Blount - Stephan Britt - Diane Butera - 
Chris Fulmer - Mike Futala - Anthony Gage - Humberto Gonzalez - Greg Guannel 
- Pam Harmony - Christopher Henness - Carol Hulstrunk - Christie Koehler - Sonya 
Elhardt-Olden - David Martin - Lindsey McLaren - Casey O’Conner - Betty Scholten - 
Ken & Cathy Silva - Ken True.

Wish List

Rakes
Leather work gloves (variety of sizes)
Household extension cords
Angle Grinder
Floor Lamps

The Korean Approach to Zen: Collected Works by Chinul - translated by Robert Buswell
Visions of Awakening; Dogen and the Lotus Sutra by Taigen Leighton
Visions of Power: Imagining Medieval Japanese Buddhism by Bernard Faure
Footprints in the Snow; The autobiography of master Shen Yeng
Miniatures of a Zen Master by Robert Aitken, Roshi

Thank You

Abby Mushin Terris - Kitchen mats
Alex Parmelee - Screw guns 
Bill Kelley & Bill Metz - Donations to neumerous to name
Bonnie, Hank and Steven Enbusk - Mattress 
Chuck Gleason & Fran Teaster - Bed 
Fran Jikei Eager - ZenWorks supplies
Ota Tofu - Countless pounds of tofu
Rowan Sherwood - Dharma books
Robin Gill - Library books
Steve Bokudo Holy - Library books
Shogun’s Gallery - Consistent generosity
Sonya Elhardt-Olden - Electric stove & piano
Tom Wykes - Treasury of Mahayana Sutras

All participants in this year’s Summer Program
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ZCO Board Meeting
December 14 
All Welcome!
E-mail info@greatvow.org 
for questions.

GVZM Sesshin

November  17 - 23 - Generosity - Led by Chozen Bays
December 7 - 14 - Rohatsu - Led by ZCO, DRZC and Eugene Zendo
January 19 - 25 - Life Vows - Led by Hogen Bays
March 20 - 29 - Silent Moon (9 days) - Led by Hogen Bays

Address Service Requested
P.O.Box 368
Clatskanie, OR 97016

Zen Community of Oregon &
Great Vow Zen Monastery & Heart of Wisdom
503-728-0654
info@greatvow.org
www.zendust.org

Editors Mushin Terris & Daitetsu Hull
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