





WHLRLD[] WE GO WHEN WE DIL?
And Who is This | Who Dies?

We have to learn how to die in every moment in order to
be fully alive.This teaching on the middle way is the cream
of Buddha’s teaching.

~Thich Nhat Hanh

In this
personal essay,
Sara Jenkins
of Cloud Cottage
Sangha
in North Carolina

challenges
us fo look at
who we
really aren’t.

Anonymity, or annihilation of the self, is a prerequisite to fulfill-

ment and happiness said writers and publishers Walter Lowenfels and
Michael Fraenkel in Paris in 1929. They might as well have been quot-

ing the Buddha.

The first time I heard the idea of dying to one’s ego, or dying into the
moment, I was reading about Fraenkel and Lowenfels’ now obscure
publication project in the Paris of the twenties. Those were heady times.

The two men wanted no less than to remodel the
world. They would do so by publishing great writers
and great literature anonymously, under their Car-
refour imprint. Artists, they declared, would merge
their creative consciousness into the collective con-
sciousness, and thereby restore everyone’s imagina-
tion, wonder and joy.

Snuffing out their egos by choosing to remain anony-
mous, authors would theoretically “die” to their ego,
not just once, but many times over, so they could
live with integrity and honesty, unburdened by am-
bition. Brilliant! I thought. The year was 1988, just
before I became a student of Thich Nhat Hanh. I
became so caught up in the “anonymous” idea that
I began my own project, cutting my name off pages
and pages of anti-war poems, folding them into neat
little packages. I “published” them in hollow trees,
under potted plants on neighbor’s porches and
among the fortune cookies at the grocer.

Walter Lowenfels (1897-1976)
was an American poet and
writer whose liberal political
thinking not only influenced
his writing and editing, but
also kept him at the forefront
of 20th-century American
political artistic movements. In
1930 he and Michael Fraenkel
founded the Carrefour Press
and published the pamphlet
Anonymous: The Need for
Anonymity, a manifesto in
which they declared that
anonymous publication was
the only way to avoid artistic
competition and alienation.

A poet friend and I secretly hid our anonymous poems inside St. Patrick’s Ca-
thedral and among the statuary at Rockefeller Park in New York City. I even
went to a drive-in bank window and made a drive-by poetry deposit. Breaking
the law, I placed unaddressed poems in the US mails. I put a poem in a ziplock
bag and tossed it into the Delaware River like a message in a bottle. Determined
to transcend self-consciousness, I would expel the pain and fear of ambition, and

survive as pure poetry.
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Ironically, the anonymous movement of
the twenties imploded as the first arts
movement ever to sue itself to death—
over copyright claims. My own anony-
mous movement of the eighties, taken
to several major East Coast cities, also
ended ignominiously. With no feedback
about my work, I felt I was shouting into
the void.

Fast forward to Magnolia
Village Practice Center
in Batesville, Mississippi,
June, 2007, where I have
been asked to give a dhar-
ma talk, “Where Do We
Go When We Die?” We
are in the midst of a week-
end retreat in the tradi-
tion of Thich Nhat Hanh,
with about 25 retreatants.
I had planned to base
my talk on Thich Nhat
Hanh’s translation of 7he
Five Remembrances, from
the Anguttara Nikaya, Section 102:

I am of the nature to grow old. There is
no way to escape growing old. I am of the
nature to have ill-health. There is no way
to escape ill-health. I am of the nature to
die. There is no way to escape death. All
that is dear to me and everyone I love are
of the nature to change. There is no way
to escape being separated from them.
My actions are my only true belongings.
I cannot escape the consequences of my
actions. My actions are the ground on
which I stand. (From the Plum Village
Chanting and Recitation Book)

The huge dharma hall is hushed and
redolent with incense. The seven-foot-
high Amidha Buddha sits on his lotus
throne in perfect serenity. The afternoon
air shimmers in sunlight. What happens
next astonishes me. The founding Viet-
namese family leaders of Magnolia Vil-
lage, wearing grey practice robes, enter
the room with fifteen kids and quietly
sit them down for my dharma talk. How
am I to explain the five remembrances to
children who range wildly in age from
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about six to sixteen? How am I to speak
to them of death? Knowing it would not
be a skillful means to go ahead with my
planned talk, I must think of a way to
switch gears fast.

I smile at them. “Today we are going to
talk about how things are always chang-
ing in our lives. According to Buddha,
change is something we can count on.
We are all growing older.
Can anyone tell me what
is happening right now
in your lives that is dif-
ferent from how it used
to be? Perhaps, for in-
stance, some of you may
have moved to a new
house, or you will have
a new teacher in school
next year.” I was reaching
for I knew not what.

Billy, about ten years old,

raised his hand. I nodded
to him. “Our height,” he said.

Everyone laughed and smiled. Billy had
come up with a universal children’s met-
aphor for impermanence!

The ice was broken; I was able to speak
with the kids about mindfulness and the
pants that no longer fit—how to accept
the sibling who goes from baby to both-
ersome toddler in one year, how to cope
with the stress of the pop quiz at school
through calming the body/mind. They
seemed to enjoy the interactive chat.
Then they were excused by their parents
to go outdoors and play. They bowed
and left the room. I continued my talk,
having survived another round of my-
plans-gone-awry, or impermanence.

Perhaps the operative question about
death and impermanence is: Who is this
I who dies? One of Thich Nhat Hanh’s
students in Vietnam approached the
Zen master with his palms joined. “Dear
Thay," (Thay is the Vietnamese word
for Master or Teacher,) he said, “When
you die, I aspire to build a great stupa

in your honor. We will bury your ashes
in the stupa. On it, I will place a plaque
with the words, ‘Here lies my beloved
teacher.”

Thich Nhat Hanh replied, “I want
the plaque to say, ‘Nobody Is Here.”
The teacher makes this reply not to
be disingenuous, but to point out our
inherent emptiness. Of what, then, are
we empty? Even a glass must be empty
of something—water, apple juice, milk.
The Buddha tells us something t amazing
—we are empty of a separate self.

Right now in our back yard on the gar-
den arbor, hosts of heavenly blue morn-
ing glories hold their faces up to the sun.
Each has a secret five-pointed white star
radiating from a bright yellow center.
At night they furl themselves into soft
cradles, and sleep. After only a few days
of life, each tender bloom dies and falls
onto our meditation path, where it is
welcomed back to earth to make com-

post and feed the grass.

If I pick a morning glory and floatitin a
bowl and look into its face, I can see the
sun, the sky, the cloud, the rain and di-
verse non-flower elements that compose
the flower. I can see the distant green-
house morning glories, her parents,
from whose seeds she sprung. I can see
the gardener, the packager, the trucker
who drove her seed to my store, the
store keeper, the stocker of shelves, and
the peaceful energy of our sangha who
crossed her path as she grew from seed
to sprout to vine to flower.

We human beings are morning glories.
The secret star at our center is this: we
are not really born and do not die.

Thus our birth date could be called a
continuation, and our death date could
be called a continuation, too. This in-
sight is known as nirvana, the extinction
of all theories, the true snuffing out of
the ego or the self.

Ifwe do not realize this truth, we become
scared, especially if we think we will van-



ish at death. As a child of about seven
or eight, when I first thought of death, I
saw an endless long corridor with endless
doors. I imagined myself walking down
the narrow hall, entering each door only
to encounter another long hallway end-
ing in a door. Each door closed with a
thud. And there were always more. Was
this eternity? I was terrified.

This is why it is important to relieve
children, and those who are dying,
from their fear. When the layman Ana-
thapindika, a disciple of the Buddha,
was dying, the Venerables Ananda and
Sariputra went to his home and asked
about his pain. Anathapindika said his
pain was getting worse. It was clear he
was dying. So Ananda and Sariputra set
about to allay any fears of death by re-
minding him:

These eyes are not me.

I am not caught in these eyes.
These ears are not me.

I am not caught in these cars.
This nose is not me.

I am not caught in this nose.
This tongue is not me.

I am not caught in this tongue.
This body is not me.

I am not caught in this body.
This mind is not me.

I am not caught in this mind.

And likewise with the six sense objects—
form, sound, smell, taste, contact and
thoughts; with the six sense conscious-
nesses—sight, hearing, and conscious-
ness based on the nose, tongue, body
and mind; with the six elements—earth,
air, water, fire, space and consciousness;
with the five aggregates—form, feel-
ings, perceptions, mental formations
and consciousness; and with the three
times—past, present and future.

Anathapindika was so grateful for these
teachings that he cried.

Thich Nhat Hanh has put this sutraina
nutshell that we can teach even to chil-
dren:

This body is not me.

I am not limited by this body.
I am life without boundaries.
I have never been born,

And I have never died.

When my mother was in a rehabilitation
center after her hip fracture and replace-
ment surgery, I often passed the open
door of one bare room where I saw a man
lay alone, unmoving. At the nurses’ sta-
tion, I asked if the man ever had visitors.
“No,” said the nurse. “He is dying and
has no family.” I asked if I
might visit. She said yes.

Shyly, I entered the room
and began speaking to
the man. He was lying on
his back with his mouth
open, his breath labored.
I pulled up a chair and
sat down next to his bed.
The room smelled of dis-
infectant and body decay.
I began in the middle of
the page, as if I had always
known him. Describingan
ice-encased branch of a maple tree in my
mother’s back yard, I told him of how the
sun shines on the ice, making the branch

sparkle. He did not respond.

Then I took his hand, and he faintly
squeezed mine. I knew from his touch he
had heard me and was glad. When we sit
close to a person dying, we can remind
them of something happy in their lives. If
we do not know them, still we can share
the beauty of earth and sky, our common
ground.

If we diligently focus on the question of
where do we go when we die, and where
do we go after we die, we will lose our
fear of death. Then we can ask ourselves
how to help our children and fathers and
brothers drop their fear of dying and how
to help our mothers and sisters lose their
fear of loneliness.

It is useless to proceed until we ourselves
have an understanding of where we go

when we die. We cannot help by simply
reciting a sutra. Reciting a sutra without
understanding is sending anonymous
poems down river in ziploc bags, or
shouting into the void.

The great Mahatma Gandhi was ap-
proached by a young mother and her
overweight son. The mother said, "Dear
Mahatma, will you ask my son to stop
cating sugar?"

Gandhi replied, "Come back in a

month."

In a month, the mother
returned with her son.
"Please, dear Mahatma,'
she repeated, "Will you
ask my son to stop cat-
ing Gandhi
turned to the boy and
asked him respectfully

to stop eating sugar.

>"
sugar :

The mother bowed to
Gandhi. Then she asked,
"Why did you make us

wait for one month?"
"I had to stop eating sugar," he replied.

We cannot help others drop their fear of
death until we can do so ourselves. And
how do we drop our fear? We can medi-
tate deeply on the flowers. We begin to
see we are like the morning glory, both
a discrete and indiscrete entity, both
dependent and independent, with and
without form.

When we join our palms to make a lo-
tus bud, to bow with all our hearts to
thank another, we embody this wisdom:
we are not one and not two. There is no
inside and no outside. Joining our palms
is a kind of body prayer and an affirma-
tion of emptiness, or no separate self. We
are also saying, as in the Tibetan word
namaste, the one who bows and the
one who is bowed to are both by nature
empty. Therefore the communication
between them is inexpressibly perfect.
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\/ hen causes and conditions are sufficient,
there is a manifestation of a flower, and when conditions are no longer

sufficient, the manifestation is interrupted.

After some years of living, we are sure to
die. If we think this only signals the end
of our life, we are wrong. We die, but we
do not die. Both body and mind drop
like the morning glory onto the earth to
be renewed. Life and death, mind and
body, are two sides of the same circle of

life.

The twelfth of the twelve links of inter-
dependent co-arising taught by the Bud-
dha is old age and death, jaramarana.
This word sounds gentle, melodious. It
echoes the melting of the fallen morning
glory back into earth. Among the aggre-
gates—form, feeling, perceptions, mental
formations and consciousness—there is
nothing we could rightly call a self. In
Buddhist practice, when we do not re-
alize this truth, we say this is ignorance,
avidya. Ignorance, the first of the twelve
links, is often represented by artists as a
blind woman. The last, or twelfth link of
old age and death, is sometimes drawn as
a man carrying a corpse on his back.

The Buddha explained we should not at-
tach to our bodies. Nor should we attach
to the desires that arise from our bodies,
since attachment causes dukkha, suffer-
ing. To free ourselves from the constant
round of birth and death and pain, sam-
sara, we need to discover for ourselves
the truth of impermanence. This is why
I chose to talk with the children about
the changing nature of dharmas. Their
parents enjoyed contemplating imper-
manence, too.

The Buddha said, "Impermanent indeed
are all conditioned things; they are of
the nature to arise and pass away. Hav-
ing come into being, they cease to exist.
Hence their pacification is tranquility.”
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Likewise, Lowenfels and Fraenkel be-
lieved that by means of "spiritual suicide”
one could destroy the self that clings,
transcend self-consciousness, drop pain
and fear, and survive as both themselves
and something outside themselves. This
they planned to achieve through litera-
ture. Their plans were thwarted, though,
when, like the great tempter Mara, form
and ego came into play. They began to
focus more on copyrights than anonym-
ity. They had forgotten how to "die in
every moment."

Literature is one way we perpetuate our-
selves. The fact is that at the same time
we are dying, we are constantly per-
petuating ourselves. When we practice
walking meditation here at Cloud Cot-
tage, our practice center, the cells of our
bodies drop onto the path and mix with
the morning glory husks to feed the new
crop of grass. The peace-filled presence
of the sangha also helps transform the
energy of a Cherokee massacre that hap-
pened not far from here on the Trail of

Tears in 1838.

Every moment of our lives is a moment
of meeting and parting. We bequeath
our heart, mind and practice energy to
others in our family, sangha, workplace,
monastery. Before, during and after our
lives in this go-round, we are present in
numberless beings throughout the ten
directions. "There is no place you have

not walked," says Thich Nhat Hanh.

So it is important to look at the five re-
membrances and ask ourselves while we
are still alive, where do I go? If our prac-
tice is I-driven, it is based on a separate
self. If it is inspired by the mutuality of
interbeing, we are on the path of light,
holding hands with the Buddha. In this

moment I am not only receiving the
teachings, I am receiving the feelings of
others—the wind through my office win-
dow, the scent of autumn, the energy
of earth, all the non-self elements that
compose me. As one poet put it, [ am a
woman in the direct path of a battery of
signals.

So there is input-reception and out-
put-sharing, as in the process of pho-
tosynthesis of the plants and trees, the
interplay of sunlight, water and oxygen.
We need the trees for breath itself—the
oxygen of the tree. To be, we must inter-
be. Just as in the breath—inspiration and
exhalation. All life is this dance.

Every day I take my dogs for a hike on
the trails in our Southern Appalachian
mountains. I do as they do-once in a
while I squat to pee. I offer the roots of
the tree my bodily fluids, sometimes with
a one-word prayer, "Here." So whether I
am cooking or hiking or peeing, all these
are dharma doors. The sutras say there
are 84,000 such doors. Thich Nhat
Hanh has offered us this gatha: urinat-
ing in the ultimate dimension, there is a
wonderful exchange.

Of course the ultimate dimension, the
Pure Land, is none other than here and
now. As I pee, I become the tree and
the tree becomes me. This is the mutual
nourishment, the unadorned miracle of
the morning glory.

To water the morning glory, the cloud
had to die to itself. If we take the cloud
out of the morning glory, we won’t have
the flower. The flower is flying now in
the autumn sky; it lives in all its causes
and conditions—rain and cloud, and all
that lives outside the clouds.



Ifwe had no rainwater, we could not have the morn-
ing glory. This is Zen-seeing. Where is the morning
glory in the cloud? Where do we go when we die?
These are one and the same question. Standing ma-
jestically on the waves of birth and death, we are
not drowned. We are able to wipe clean all anxiety
and fear. I do not come from anywhere. Or, in the
obverse, I come from everywhere!

Are there 15 morning glories or one? Are they the
same or different? Trying to apply these questions
to our own lives, we become caught. Remember
that one seed can grow a vine of many flowers. A
seed is only one point of energy, expanding. The
flower is not the same as a moment ago, because the
wind has changed, the light of the sun has changed.
Alice in Wonderland said, "I knew who I was when
I woke up this morning, but I must have changed
several times since then." No two moments of the
bloom are the same. Yet they are not different.
When causes and conditions are sufficient, there is
a manifestation of a flower, and when conditions
are no longer sufficient, the manifestation is inter-
rupted. The morning glory falls. At the same time,
a new manifestation appears, the new grass fed by

the ‘dead’ flower.

The aim of our Buddhist practice is to die to the
moment, to wake up to the lovely organic flow
that is the nature of impermanence. The five re-
membrances help us do this every day. And we see
that the nature of impermanence is the nature of
non-self that Fraenkels and Lowenfel-and I-were
reaching for. Do we come back after we die? Yes,
the truth is that we already exist simultancously in
all dimensions, all directions. When we clap our
hands, the stars can hear our joyful noise.

Every
moment
of our
lives
1S a
moment
of
meeting
i

parting.

Sara Jenkins been a student of Zen for over twen-
ty years. She is a writer and editor who lives in Lake
Junaluska, on the edge of the Great Smoky Moun-
tains, in North Carolina. Her most recent book is
Hello At Last, Embracing the Koan of Friendship and
Meditation, an excerpt of which appeared in an ear-
lier issue of Rightview Quarterly.
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SN 35.28

Thus I heard.

On one occasion the Blessed One was living

at Gaya, at Gayasisa, together with a thousand
bhikkhus. There he addressed the bhikkhus.

“Bhikkhus, all is burning. And what is the all that

is burning?

“The eye is burning, forms are burning, eye-
consciousness is burning, eye-contact is burning,
also whatever is felt as pleasant or painful or
neither-painful-nor-pleasant that arises with eye-
contact for its indispensable condition, that too
is burning. Burning with what? Burning with

the fire of lust, with the fire of hate, with the fire
of delusion. I say it is burning with birth, aging
and death, with sorrows, with lamentations, with
pains, with griefs, with despairs.

“The ear is burning, sounds are burning...

“The nose is burning, odors are burning...
The tongue is burning, flavors are burning...

“The body is burning, tangibles are burning...

“The mind is burning, ideas are burning,
mind-consciousness is burning, mind-contact

is burning, also whatever is felt as pleasant or
painful or neither-painful-nor-pleasant that arises

with mind-contact for its indispensable condition,

that too is burning. Burning with what? Burning
with the fire of lust, with the fire of hate, with

the fire of delusion. I say it is burning with birth,
aging and death, with sorrows, with lamentations,
with pains, with griefs, with despairs.

ADITTAPARIYAYA SUTTA

The Fire Sermon or The Burning

This third of the three cardinal sutras, translated here from the Pali by
Nanamoli Thera, was the basis for part three of T. S. Elliot’s The Waste
Land, which is appended to the study section below.

“Bhikkhus, when a noble follower who has heard
[the truth] sees thus, he finds estrangement

in the eye, finds estrangement in forms, finds
estrangement in eye-consciousness, finds
estrangement in eye-contact, and whatever is
felt as pleasant or painful or neither-painful-
nor-pleasant that arises with eye-contact for its
indispensable condition, in that too he finds
estrangement.

“He finds estrangement in the ear...

in sounds...

“He finds estrangement in the nose...
in odors...

“He finds estrangement in the tongue...
in flavors...

“He finds estrangement in the body...
in tangibles...

“He finds estrangement in the mind, finds
estrangement in ideas, finds estrangement in
mind-consciousness, finds estrangement in mind-
contact, and whatever is felt as pleasant or painful
or neither-painful-nor-pleasant that arises with
mind-contact for its indispensable condition, in
that too he finds estrangement.

“When he finds estrangement, passion fades out.
With the fading of passion, he is liberated. When
liberated, there is knowledge that he is liberated.
He understands: ‘Birth is exhausted, the holy life
has been lived out, what can be done is done, of
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this there is no more beyond.

That is what the Blessed One said. The bhikkhus
were glad, and they approved his words.

Now during his utterance, the hearts of those
thousand bhikkhus were liberated from taints
through clinging no more.



For Your Consideration

In the Buddha’s time, worshipping holy
fires was believed to lead to a noble,
prosperous life in future existences.

Fire worship was part of Vedic rituals;

the worship of fire was a key feature

of Brahmanic practice. Conversions of
Brahman priests and their followers was
relatively rare, so the conversion of the
Kassapa brothers and their 1000 followers
in this sutra indicates a weighty teaching.

Consider how you can use this

Discuss singlepointedness and right
concentration in the context of this
teaching.

In this sutra, the Buddha is pressing
forward with his teachings on no-self. In
what ways might this explanation of no-
self be applied directly to your life to
reduce or eliminates dukkha. How do you
understand this teaching when it says,
“all is burning”? What are the traditional
Buddhist ways of cooling or

understanding for the benefit of
your own practice.What is the
key concept being presented here
and exactly how is it presented?
Why is it presented in that way?
Where do the ideas of the six
consciousnesses, of six sense
doors and of “feeling,” meaning
the making of contact between

a sense and its object, fit into

this teaching relative to your practice!?
Bhikkhu Bodhi chose to use the word
“revulsion” rather than “estrangement”

as a translation of the Pali jhayati.Why so
strong a choice? Which makes more sense
to you in the context of your practice!?
How does revulsion lead to liberation

according to this sutra? Relate this to your

practice by using an everyday example.

dousing flames?

In this sutra, the Tathagata looks
upon the bhikkhus, sees them,
and addresses them.Then he says,
“...the eye is burning, forms are
burning, eye-consciousness is
burning, eye-contact is burning,
and whatever feeling arise with
eye contact is burning, and what
feeling arise with contact as condition—
whether pleasant or painful or neither-
pleasant-nor-painful—that too is burning.
Burning with what? Burning with the fire
of lust, with the fire of hatred, with the
fire of delusion; burning with birth, aging,
and death; with sorrow, lamentation, pain,
displeasure, and despair, | say.”

Does the Buddha mean to say that when
he sees the bhikkhus he is burning? If so,
explain how; if not, explain why?
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From T. S.

Eliot's

THE WASTE LAND

Part 3 -The Fire Sermon

The river’s tent is broken: the last fingers of leaf
Clutch and sink into the wet bank.The wind

Crosses the brown land, unheard. The nymphs are
departed.

Sweet Thames, run softly, till | end my song.

The river bears no empty bottles, sandwich papers,
Silk handkerchiefs, cardboard boxes, cigarette ends

Or other testimony of summer nights. The nymphs are
departed.

And their friends, the loitering heirs of City directors;
Departed, have left no addresses.

By the waters of Leman | sat down and wept...

Sweet Thames, run softly till | end my song,

Sweet Thames, run softly, for | speak not loud or long.
But at my back in a cold blast | hear

The rattle of bones, and chuckle spread from ear to ear.

A rat crept softly through vegetation

Dragging its slimy belly on the bank

While | was fishing in the dull canal

On a winter evening round behind the gashouse
Musing upon the king my brother’s wreck

And the king my father’s death before him.
White bodies naked on the low damp ground
And bones cast in a little low dry garret,
Rattled by the rat’s foot only, year to year.

But at my back from time to time | hear

The sound of horns and motors, which shall bring
Sweeney to Mrs. Porter in the spring.

O the moon shone bright on Mrs. Porter

And on her daughter

They wash their feet in soda water

Et O ces voix d’enfants, chantant dans la coupole!

Twit twit twit

Jug jug jug jug jug jug
So rudely forc'd

Tereu

Unreal City

Under the brown fog of a winter noon
Mr. Eugenides, the Smyrna merchant
Unshaven, with a pocket full of currants
C.if. London: documents at sight,

Asked me in demotic French

To luncheon at the Cannon Street Hotel
Followed by a weekend at the Metropole.

At the violet hour, when the eyes and back

Turn upward from the desk, when the human engine
waits

Like a taxi throbbing waiting,

| Tiresias, though blind, throbbing between two lives,
Old man with wrinkled female breasts, can see

At the violet hour, the evening hour that strives
Homeward, and brings the sailor home from sea,
The typist home at teatime, clears her breakfast, lights
Her stove, and lays out food; in tins.

Out of the window perilously spread

Her drying combinations touched by the sun’s last rays,
On the divan are piled (at night her bed)

Stockings, slippers, camisoles, and stays.

| Tiresias, old man with wrinkled dugs

Perceived the scene, and foretold the rest—

| too awaited the expected guest.

He, the young man carbuncular, arrives,

A small house agent’s clerk, with one bold stare,
One of the low on whom assurance sits

As a silk hat on a Bradford millionaire.

The time is now propitious, as he guesses,

The meal is ended, she is bored and tired,
Endeavours to engage her in caresses

Which are still unreproved, if undesired.

Flushed and decided, he assaults at once;

Exploring hands rencounter no defence;

His vanity requires no response,



And makes a welcome of indifference. Weialala leia

(And | Tiresias have foresuffered all Wikl il

Enacted on this same divan or bed; ezl mmdl Lefeesier

| who have sat by Thebes below the wall Beating oars

And walked amongh the lowest of the dead.) The Sierm was Formed

Bestows one final patronising kiss, A gilded shell
And gropes his way, finding the stairs unlit... Red and gold

The brisk swell

She turns and looks a moment in the glass, Rippled both shores

Hardly aware of her departed lover; Semilives: vwind

Her brain allows one-half formed thought to pass: Coarried] Ao SR

Well now that’s done:and I'm glad it’s over. The peal of bells
White towers

Weialala leia

When lovely woman stoops to folly and
Paces about her room again, alone,

She smooths her hair with automatic hand, Wallala leialala

And puts a record on the gramophone.

“Trams and dusty trees

‘This music crept by me upon the waters’ Highbury bore me. Richmond and Kew

And along the Strand, up Queen Victoria Street. Undid me. By Richmond | raised my knees

O City city, | can sometimes hear Supine on the floor of a narrow canoe’

Beside a public bar in Lower Thames Street,

The pleasant whining of a mandolin ‘My feet are Moorgate, and my heart

And a clatter and a chatter from within Under my feet.After the event
Where fishmen lounge at noon: where the walls
Of Magnus Martyr hold

Inexplicable splendour of lonian white and gold.

He wept. He promised “a new start”.
| made no comment.What should | resent?’
‘On Margate Sands.

| can connect
The river sweats

Oil and tar

The barges drift

With the turning tide

Red sails

Wide

To leeward, swing on the heavy spar.

Nothing with nothing.
The broken fingernails of dirty hands.
My people humble people who expect
Nothing’

la la
To Carthage then | came

The barges wash Burning burning burning burning

Drifting logs O Lord Thou pluckest me out
Down Greenwich reach O Lord Thou pluckest

Past the Isle of Dogs.

burning




17 RIGHT VIEW
(RightView is No View, Right View is No-Self)
Understanding suffering First Noble Truth
Understanding its origin Second Noble Truth
Understanding its cessation Third Noble Truth
Understanding the way leading to its cessation Eightfold Path

2 RIGHT INTENTION
(Right Understanding)
Intention to renounce self
Intention to do only good Intention to do no harm

2 RICGHT SPEECH
(Mindful speech; mindfulness that the speech is true,
beneficial, and timely or that there is silence)
Abstaining from false speech
Abstaining from slanderous speech
Abstaining from harsh speech
Abstaining from idle chatter

4 RIGHT ACTION
(Practice the precepts, the six paramitas: giving, ethical
correctness, patience, diligent effort; meditation, and wisdom)
Abstain from taking life Abstain from stealing
Abstain from sexual misconduct
Abstain from intoxicants
Practice generosity, virtue, and meditation




S RIGHT LIVELIHOOD
Have a right livelihood
Give up a wrong livelihood

e RIGHT EFFORT
(Abandon and refrain, develop and maintain)
The effort to abandon unwholesome actions/states
The effort to refrain from producing conditions that would allow the
unwholesome to arise again
The effort to develop wholesome actions/states
The effort to maintain the conditions that allow wholesome
actions/states to arise

7 RIGHT MINDFULNESS
(Being mindful is the practice of awareness in each moment;
the four foundations of mindfulness are right mindfulness)
Mindful contemplation of the body
Mindful contemplation of feelings
Mindful contemplation of the mind
Mindful contemplation of phenomena

E RIGHT CONCENTRATION
(Developed by practicing samatha or vipassana meditation)
The four jhanas
The four heavenly abodes
Momentary concentration
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INSTRUCTIONS
FROM TWO ANCIENT TIBETAN TEACHERS

Translations by Ken McLeod

SIX WORDS OF ADVICE
from Tilopa

SONG ON
THE SIX
PERFECTIONS

by Milarepa LET GO OF WHAT HAS

PASSED.

FOR GENEROSITY,
NOTHING TO DO,
OTHER THAN STOP
FIXATING ON SELF.

LET GO OF WHAT MAY
COME.

LET GO OF WHAT IS

FOR MORALITY, HAPPENING NOW.

NOTHING TO DO,
OTHER THAN STOP BEING
DISHONEST.

DON’T TRY TO FIGURE ANYTHING OUT.

DON’T TRY TO MAKE ANYTHING HAPPEN.

FOR PATIENCE,

NOTHING TO DO,

OTHER THAN NOT FEAR WHAT IS
ULTIMATELY TRUE.

RELAX, RIGHT NOW, AND REST.

From Tilopa’s MAHAMUDRA

FOR EFFORT, INSTRUCTION TO NAROPA
NOTHING TO DO,
OTHER THAN PRACTICE THE MIND’S ORIGINAL NATURE IS LIKE
CONTINUOUSLY. SPACE ;
FOR MEDITATIVE STABILITY, IT PERVADES AND EMBRACES ALL
NOTHING TO DO, THINGS UNDER THE SUN.

OTHER THAN REST IN PRESENCE.
BE STILL AND STAY RELAXED IN

FOR WISDOM, GENUINE EASE,
NOTHING TO DO,
OTHER THAN KNOW DIRECTLY HOW BE QUIET AND LET SOUND REVERBERATE
THINGS ARE. AS AN ECHO,

KEEP YOUR MIND SILENT AND WATCH
THE ENDING OF ALL WORLDS.



from our bookshelves

THE BUDDHIST RELIGION: A HISTORICAL INTRODUCTION
by Richard H. Robinson and Willard L. Johnson

THIS 1S A SERIOUS, ALMOST ENCYCLOPEDIC,
INTRODUCTION TO BUDDHISM BY TWO RENOWNED
BUDDHIST SCHOLARS.

Buddhist —  The Buddpist Religion is a comprehensive overview of

Religion ~ Buddhism. The book starts with the life and teaching of the
Buddha, and then goes on to look at how Buddhism developed
™ in India after his death. It examines the development of
Mahayana Buddhism which holds that phenomena are illusory

Fourth Edition

(7maya) and empty (sunya). It also explores the Mahayana
M)  concept of the bodhisattvas and its cosmology of superhuman
bodhisattvas and cosmic Buddhas.

The evolution of tantrism, with its magic, yoga, and devotionalism, is explored
here along with the disappearance of Indian Buddhism. Indian Buddhism died
out gradually after the seventh century, so the authors describe how Buddhism
developed in different directions in Southeast Asia, Tibet, and the Far East
(China, Japan, Korea, and Vietnam). This is particularly interesting considering
how little is written in the West about the development of Buddhism in China.

A final chapter looks at the growth of Buddhism in the West, both in Europe
and in America.

This is more a book for study and discussion than for casual reading. Although
the list price of this book is $59.95, used copies in very good to like new
condition are available online for about $10.

Richard H. Robinson (1926-1970) is the one of the co-authors of Buddhbist Religions: A
Historical Introduction, now in its fifteen edition. Professor Robinson was considered one of
America’s outstanding scholars of Buddhist philosophy. He was president of the Society for
Asian and Comparative Philosophy and was book review editor of Philosophy East and West.
Robinson was professor in the Department of Indian Studies at the University of Wisconsin
where he established the first Ph.D. program in Buddhist studies in North America. Willard L.
Johnson received his Ph.D. in Religious Studies from the University of Wisconsin and is now
a professor emeritus at San Diego State University where he teaches world religions, primal
religions, shamanism, Asian religions, and religious experience.
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DHARMA In The MOMENT

It is often thought that the Buddha's doctrine
teaches us that suffering will disappear if one
has meditated long enough, or if one sees
everything differently. It is not that at all.
Suffering isn't going to go away; the one who
suffers is going to go away.

~{

—Ayya Khema

= ]

Not knowing how close th
truth is, we seek it far away
-what a pity!

—Hakuin Ekaku Zenyji,

Japanese Zen Priest, Poet and Painter

(1685-1768)
Meditation is the most
'mp orta.n: fhlng(; Itis Renunciation isn’t giving
essentia l.n.or et: to up what we have;
transform one's spiritual life. it’s realizing we don’t have
—His Holiness the Dalai Lama anything'
—Anonymous

Suiwo, the disciple of Hakuin, was a good teacher. During one summer
seclusion period, a pupil came to him from a southern island of Japan.
Suiwo gave him the problem: "Hear the sound of one hand."The pupil
remained three years but could not pass this test. One night he came
in tears to Suiwo. "I must return south in shame and embarrassment,"
he said, "for I cannot solve my problem." "Wait one week more and
meditate constantly," advised Suiwo. Still no enlightenment came to
the pupil. "Try for another week," said Suiwo. The pupil obeyed, but
in vain."Still another week." Yet this was of no avail. In despair the
student begged to be released, but Suiwo requested another meditation
of five days. They were without result. Then he said: "Meditate for three
days longer, then if you fail to attain enlightenment, you had better Kill
yourself." On the second day the pupil was enlightened.
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MAPBA

The Mid-America
Buddhist Association

EMLABA is a Chan Buddhist monastery located on 60-acres of secluded woodland
in the rolling hills of Missouri, about 45 minutes west of St. Louis. The monastery
includes a meditation hall with a library and communal dining area. In addition,
there is a nun’s residence, a tea house, a guest residence, a Guan Yin Pavilion
and Dizang Memorial Hall.

With the guidance and leadership of its abbot, Master Ji Ru, MABA has developed
programs that include weekly meditation and dharma talks, as well as periodic
one, three, and fourteen-day retreats. Retreats are led by Master Ji Ru or other
experienced Buddhistteachers. There are also weekly classes in Buddhist studies
for beginners, intermediate, and advanced students, as well as a summer program
for youth. And for those seeking a private retreat, whether a weekend, a week, or
more, MABA can provide accommodations and a quiet practice environment.

Rightview Quarterly and Rightview Online are important components of
MABA's practice and mission.

We invite you to visit MABA and to subscribe to Rightview Quarterly. You can
participate online in your practice or learn about Buddhism at
RightviewOnline.org.

For more information about any of our practices or programs please e-mail
info@maba-usa.org

For information about Rightview Quarterly or RightviewOnline please e-mail
editor@RightviewOnline.org

Corrections: In the last issue, we incorrectly
identified Venerable Sujiva as Burmese; he
is Malaysian. And we incorrectly identified
Venerable Jen-Chun as the abbot of Bodhi
Monastery; he is the former abbot of the
monastery.
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AWND) S0 AUCH MORE

YISIT WWW.RIGHT YIEWONLINE.ORG

TO SUBSCRIBE AND/OR MAKE AN OFFERING ON LINE,
G0 TO WWW.RIGHTVIEWONLINE.ORG. CLICK ON DANA
SUPPORT. THEN CLICK PAYPAL TO DONATE.

TO SUBSCRIBE AND/OR MAKE AN OFFERING BY CHECK:
Complete the form below.

Make your check payable to MABA

Mail to:

RIGHTVIEW QUARTERLY

MABA

299 Heger Lane

Augusta, MO 63332-1445 USA

NAME
ADDRESS

CITY, STATE, ZIP
E-MAIL
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