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What is Crazy Cloud? 
 

Crazy Cloud is a journal published by and for Zen Practi-
tioners with strong links to Aotearoa/New Zealand and 
the Diamond Sangha. 
 

If you have feedback on this issue contact  Di on:     
               dibee@paradise.net.nz 
               03 981 9550�
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Editorial 
 
What is ordinary mind?  It’s hard to get clear on 
that really, but it seems to contain that confu-
sion of relative and absolute that Zen so loves 
to flaunt us with.   
 
I have a lot of questions around what ’ordinary 
mind’ includes.  Sometimes the answer feels so 
simple, totally tangible, right there.  Other times 
though… 
 
So…  when I feel angry at others for their per-
ceived failings, is that ‘ordinary mind’?  Is the 
ego and all its protective ploys, its push to 
throw the responsibility onto another’s shoul-
ders, is that ‘ordinary mind’? When my reaction 
is a result of past conditioning or induced by 
stress, is that ‘ordinary mind’? Or when my an-
ger is induced by a very real threat or injustice, 
is that perhaps ‘better ordinary mind’?  Is 
‘ordinary mind’ a relative thing.  Can you be 
more ‘in’ that state at some times than at oth-
ers.  Is it actually a state or perhaps more of a 
application, software quietly running things 
from the background, and is it passive or ac-
tive?  Does it do me or do I do it, is it separate 
from me?  Am I aware of it?  Is it helpful to be 

aware of it? Is staying on the surface of life, not 
touching that within us that unites us, is that or-
dinary mind?  And if we do touch it, what then? 
 
I’d imagine Dogen would say that it is ‘just this’ 
and to stop worrying that brain of ours with so 
many thoughts not relevant to the here and 
now, to our actual life as it unfold and does it-
self.  Go do the dishes, feed the kids, drink that 
lager in the fridge, be real and really get to 
know oneself. 
 
If you wish to share your thoughts or experi-
ence of ‘ordinary mind’, or your questions, per-
haps sparked by what you read or see in this 
journal - I am toying with the idea of putting a 
‘Crazy Cloud Response’ page up on the web-
site for our sangha.   If you feel so inspired, 
send them through to dibee@paradise.net.nz 
and I’ll post them up.  
 
Thank you all for participating in Crazy Cloud, 
whether you be a contributor or reader.  We are 
a very diverse bunch of students and teachers 
in the NZ Diamond Sangha and Crazy Cloud is 
all the richer for that. 
 
Thank you Arthur, for your help in proof-
ing the ’Cloud’. 
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 Ordinary Mind, Ordinary Life  
 

                               Ulises Carcamo  

 

 

Ordinary life 
 

Is there another way to experience  
impermanence?  
 

I Is there another way to touch interdepend-
ence? 
 

Is there another way to study ourselves? 
 

Is there a better school? 
 

Ordinary mind 

 

Is there another way to discover what we really 
are? 
 

Is there another way to become aware of suf-
fering? 
 

Is there another way to experience how we are 
ripped up by our desires? 
 

Ordinary mind, 
what else do we have to find the Way? 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
                 

 
 
 

 
Heidi Ombler  

 
 

ordinary mind 
we make so much of it 
what would happen if we left it alone? 
  
ordinary mind 
100% of everything included 
what is there to leave out? 
  
my mind's not ordinary 
never has been 
always will be 
  
hairs in nostrils 
wave to and fro      

Photo:   Heidi Ombler 

Photo:   Armin Hanik 
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 Photo:        Hollie Korth 

Ordinary Silence 
                                                   

                                                  Mete Cakman  
 
When I first began Zen practice I had a lot to say 
about it. It was really anything but ordinary, and I 
loved to speak about all the things I read and 
tried hard to understand. Well, some time has 
gone by, and I must admit it's hard to find myself 
something to say about Zen anymore. What to 
write for Crazy Cloud? Lying on my back in the 
ox's paddock, he's doing his thing and I'm doing 
mine – I'd hate to drive him into the bushes 
again. My way in a couple of paragraphs, per-
haps? 
 
Sitting at day-in, sitting at day-out, observing the 
ordinariness of breath, ordinariness of card-
board-stiff legs, and  pins and needles buzzing 
exquisitely through numbed feet. Observing the 
body. Observing the breath. Observing.  
 
Through a process seemingly as slow as the mi-
gration of mountains, the whirlwind of voices 
waging war within my mind seems to have sort 
of softened its grip...  it seems that staring voice-
lessly into my body-breath has been steering a 
course through the often anxious voices that 

know and say everything and anything, towards 
a calm sheltering refuge smack-bang in the mid-
dle of it all – a voice of no words, a voice of no 
sound, a great faceless, voiceless void of a 
voice! It's monolithic, like a great, dark, warmed 
up stone...   It softly allows and instructs me: 
Shhhhhh... A single word begets a hundred 
more, and there's an echo in here!  So, shhh... 
 
Words can have too great a possibility to blind, 
deafen, and numb one to the vibrancy of this 
moment. A Zen student should speak with a 
huge amount of care!  
 
So perhaps it's best to pay utterly no attention to 
what I've said! The void is unfolding itself with a 
bang as I write and you read, emerging in bril-
liant colours – even through my happy barking 
and mucking around!   (Dogen said, “Sit as 
though your head were on fire!”   Why? )  
 
Instead, why not just look at all the curious 
squiggles on the page...  perhaps read this little 
article word-for-word, but backwards, slowly, out 
loud. I'll leave you to it with gassho! 
 
 
 

Photo:   Arthur Wells 
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Ordinarily So 
                                                                    

                                          Glenn Wallis  

 
The ordinary isn’t so ordinary really.  
 
A sunset’s cascade of peaches, the waves of 
throbbing from a stubbed toe, a favourite chair, 
the taste of a Thai green curry. What is it that 
we deem so insignificant as to relegate to the 
ordinary? 
 
Heroic posturing lies in the bold and seen; the 
noble has no need of such dependant devices. 
The heroic subsumes the ordinary, puts it to its 
own aggrandizement, making the ordinary in-
significant, small. 
 
When we make the ordinary small, we make 
ourselves small, we make the whole universe 
small. Its not that we should become focused 
on the minutiae of each moment—indulgence 
and disconnection lie that way. But there is 
poverty there, in that beholding as insignificant, 
that is not virtuous poverty. The inherent pov-
erty of the small, unimportant ordinary is a cul-
ture of lack, of needing to ‘be’ more, of not be-
ing somehow enough. Better to know what it is 
that masquerades as you, as me, even as we 
keep the ordinary in its familiar place. 
 
To assume the ordinary is nothing special is to 
live our life within the background of assump-
tion. In Zazen the activity of meditation is be-
yond assumption. It deals with the immediate in 
the most ordinary way – by leaving it alone to 
sit on the cushion.  
 
It’s the same for the visual world. The tree-clad 
hillsides; the clouds up high (where so few ever 
really look); the sides of the buildings; the 
mountains; the rivers; this great earth are not 
background, are not backdrops to our shining 
being (whether it shine with the float of confi-

dence or the weight of sadness). 
 
The ordinary is not some setting for us, us the 
extra-ordinary. To sleepwalk this life is to as-
sume it, lived as we pass among the shepherd-
ing spaces that offer up the hands and feet of 
vast panorama itself. (Yes even that sleepwalk-
ing is it – but like that, it’s solely intellectual. 
The actuality of things doesn’t apprehend their 
hands or feet there at all). 
 
Sounds so special put like that. But seek it and 
it is a matter far, far off, whether that seeking is 
near or far. The ordinary seeing, the ordinary 
hearing, the ordinary feeling, the ordinary tast-
ing, the ordinary smelling.  It has nowhere that 
it can be sought out except as the most direct 
appearing of the immediate at hand. Too late 
for any trying, aligning of view or surety. All 
‘that’ is redundant. ‘They’ are the props that 
support assumption.  
 
Like sitting with body, just apprehending the 
unbidden, the unorganised, the present, undif-
ferentiated sensations of body. Ordinary things, 
bright and apparent. Value equally. Dogen said 
to the cook, each grain of rice is your eyeball. 
Undifferentiated, bright and apparent. 
 
Keen to what is bright and apparent, not logic-
ed and convincing. Even though our story of 
me and my and mine are by human nature or-
dinary, there we miss the ordinary that is no 
backdrop, the ordinary that isn’t the blind stum-
bling from one self assuring conviction to an-
other. The vast ordinary that is truly ordinary 
and always has been, is the birthright of all 
things. There is nothing insignificant to be left 
out.  
How to practice this? Whatever is bright and 
apparent at the time.                          2009 
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The Old Mossy Bank 
 

                                          Robert Aitken  

 
It started with a list of people who bought Bud-
dhist books at my shop ‘Old Island Books’, 
which was located at 59 North Beretania Street 
in Honolulu.  When we were ready, Anne Ait-
ken and I sent a flyer to people on my list an-
nouncing that we were organising a group at 
our home in Kuliouou to practice Zen Bud-
dhism. Two people came to our first meeting 
that last Sunday evening of October 1959, 
Lewis Lancaster and his wife. 
 

We continued to meet and we had to improvise 
at first. Our zafu were sofa cushions on the 
floor. We rang a pyrex bowl with a wooden 
spoon.  Our clappers were sticks from con-
struction next door.  Our first teisho was a little 
talk I gave on breath-counting. 
 

We’ve come a long way.  Time passes like a 
river.  The banks of the river remain the same, 

but the water is always refreshingly new.  Our 
sofa cushions are still in place but they are be-
ing recovered.  The pyrex bowl has returned to 
the kitchen.  The scraps of wood we used for 
clappers have long since disintegrated.  Lewis 
Lancaster and his wife came just that once, 
and he had to remind me many years later that 
they were the other two that attended that first 
meeting. 
The Diamond Sangha has a fine temple here in 
Palolo Valley, and there are Diamond Sangha 
Temples and centres across the world – in 
Australasia, the Americas and Europe.  There 
are 2 dozen and more fully accredited Diamond 
Sangha masters and their teisho make 
Zhaozhou do a little dance.  The old banks are 
mossier and as the river flows on, they will get 
even more mossy and overgrown. After all only 
50 years have passed. 

Photos:   Di Broadley 
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                                          Adrian Kennedy  
 
Walking in my steelcapped long necked gum-
boots through the icy winter waters on the 
edges of the Wangapeka river I am giving my-
self to the landscape, opening myself to the 
field of limitless possibilities, eyes of an eagle 
searching for suiseki stones and nature's gifts 
of drifted totara, manuka and willow.  After a 
good hour or so, when mind is starting to kick 
into faith mode, they appear: a geisha on the 
side of a round black stone, clear to the imagi-
native eye, marbled in - it must have taken a 
few years for this one to form I think.  Further 
on a bowl shaped piece of red beech presents 
itself, then further still a small and stout stone 
that once uncovered from the numbing waters 
clearly reveals a sitting and earthy garden bud-
dha in white quartz, and on his broad back a 
black figure like a woman in robes with a hood 
looking into the stone.  I give my thanks to the 
river for her gifts this day and reflect on the 
walk through the gorse and bramble to find 
these ordinary but powerful expressions of a 
timeless landscape, so ordinary, so enriching, 
so simple. 
 
             Caretaker, Wangapeka Retreat Centre
         

 

 

 
Planting a Kowhai 

                                                                    
                                           Adrian Kennedy  
 
 

Inner swimmer 
drifter, beginner, 
sun sets in silence, 
pebbles settle in gaps. 
Your flowers remain 
long lived in their expressions, 
your light is already here 
in this mindful moment, 
limitless, happy, unlocking my door ... 
I walk with it in every breath, 
smiling like a rainbow. 
Your autumn colours 
surprise me and bring me home, 
how vast, this point of awareness, 
unraveling years of uncertainty 
to reveal love. 

 P
ho

to
:  

H
ol

ge
r 

K
or

th
 

Photo:  Di Broadley 
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An Auspicious Day  
  

One should not chase after the past, 
nor place expectations on the future. 

What is past is left behind. 
The future is as yet unreached. 

Whatever quality is present 
one clearly sees right there, right there. 

Unvanquished, unshaken, 
that's how one develops the mind. 

Ardently doing what should be done today, 
for - who knows?  

           - tomorrow  death may come. 

There is no bargaining 
with Death & his mighty horde. 

Whoever lives thus ardently, 
    relentlessly 
    both day & night, 
has truly had an auspicious day 

 

From the Middle length Discourse of the Bud-
dha  Majjhima Nikaya 131 - 134 adapted (very 
slighlty) from translations by: 

Bhaddekaratta Sutta: An Auspicious Day (MN 
131), translated from the Pali by Thanissaro 
Bhikkhu. Access to Insight, June 7, 2009 

 
Bhaddekaratta Sutta:  The Discourse on the 
Idela Lover of Solitude  (MN), translated from 
the Pali by Bhikkhu Nanananda. Access to In-
sight, June 7, 2009  

 
Sources 
http://www.accesstoinsight.org/tipitaka/mn/
mn.131.nana.html.  
 
http://www.accesstoinsight.org/tipitaka/mn/
mn.131.than.html. 

Sent in by Jim Hegarty 

 

In love with my mind              
 

                                                             Amos Mann  
 
My body is in love  
with my mind 
 
Its sparkling intellect  
and wit 
Its logic and reason and  
mental rotation 
 
Trying to impress  
with theoretical yoga moves 
Sitting still through movies  
and let’s not even discuss the food 
 
My body has been weak  
my mind leads it astray 
Kept out of the conversation  
belittled in every way 
 
And when things get rough  
how will I take a break 
from the other?  
 
My body is in love 
with my mind 
                                            (song lyrics) 2007                        

P
ho

to
:  

 A
rm

in
 H

an
ik
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Holy, Holy, Holy, Joyous and Alive:  

A few words inspired by Arthur’s  

encouragement to write about “ordinary 

mind.” 
 

                                                  Brigid Lowry  

 

Today I woke late with a bad headache, but I 

meditated anyway. My mind was here, there 

and everywhere. It was good when it was here, 

and I tried not to mind about the there and 

everywhereness of it. For breakfast I had toast 

with avocado and a pot of vanilla tea. It tasted 

good. I went to visit a friend and asked if she 

would massage my neck, because of my head-

ache. As she rubbed with her soft fingers I be-

gan to weep, big gulping sobs, because it 

opened something in me to be touched so 

kindly and because yesterday I heard that an 

old friend had died. On my way home I sat on a 

park bench and ate a cheesy rice ball, wiping 

my greasy fingers on a white paper serviette. I 

still had the headache but I felt better somehow.  

 

When I got home I idled and moodled, staring 

dreamily out the window at gum trees whisper-

ing their green secrets. I could hear a kid down 

the street singing a Spanish song he’d learnt at 

school. In the afternoon I wrote a bit, then cut 

old cartoons out of an old New Yorker to send 

to friends. In the lonely evening I walked up a 

hill to look down over a port backlit by a radiant 

sunset, livid with pink. I ate soup for dinner, and 

thought about things, then I had a hot shower 

and went to bed. It was an ordinary day but it 

was also sacred day, because, after years of 

dutiful practice, for a moment here and there, I 

was present. They say that when the dead look 

down on us, all they wish for is one more ordi-

nary day. 

 

 

 

Photo:  Arthur Wells 
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The Good News     
                 

Thich Nhat Hanh  
(1992)              

The good news 

They do not print. 

The good news 

We do print. 

  

We have a special edition every mo-
ment, 

And we need you to read it. 

The good news is that you are alive, 

And the linden tree is still there, 

Standing firm in the harsh Winter. 

  

The good news is that you have wonder-
ful eyes 

To touch the blue sky. 

The good news is that your child is there 
before you, 

And your arms are available: 

Hugging is possible. 

They only print what is wrong. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Look at each of our special editions. 

We always offer the things that are not 
wrong. 

We want you to benefit from them 

And help protect them. 

  

The dandelion is there by the sidewalk, 

Smiling its wondrous smile, 

Singing the song of eternity. 

Listen! You have ears that can hear it. 

Bow your head. 

Listen to it. 

  

Leave behind the world of sorrow 

And preoccupation 

And get free. 

  

The latest good news 

Is that you can do it. 
 

             Sent  in by  

Elizabeth Gutteridge 

Photo:   Holger Korth 
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Buddha here now 
 

                                  Arthur Wells Sensei  
 
Once there was a fiery looking man walking 
down the street in San Francisco with a placard 
that said “JESUS IS COMING.”   Behind him, 
some distance back, was a quiet little person 
carrying another placard that said: “BUDDHA 
HERE NOW!” 
 

What does “Buddha here now” mean to you?  I 
hope you don’t think Buddha is someone other 
than yourself when you are most in your right 
mind - the mind of practice - and most inclusive 
and compassionate in your awareness.  Of 
course we fall into states when we are not like 
that, not inclusive, not compassionate and not 
altogether sane.   
 

Practice is necessary for realising our Buddha 
nature or “right mind,” because we can’t get it 
by thinking.  If it comes from thinking it’s only 
an idea we are having about it.  Nothing intrin-

sically wrong with thinking, but it comes last in 
the race here.  Only through practice-mind, 
when this spills over into and shapes our active 
life, is “Buddha here now” realised. 
 

My first encounter with a Zen teacher was with 
Sasaki Roshi in 1982.  He would bang his 
“kotsu” (a gnarly little stick) several times on 
the floor and ask: “How do you become free 
from the sound?”  I hardly knew what the ques-
tion meant back then, even syntactically, let 
alone how to answer it.  So I just did my best to 
say what I thought Buddhism was about, and to 
every answer Sasaki Roshi replied, “Noooo, 
you are still thinking,” (which he pronounced 
unforgettably as “sinking”).  Each interview 
lasted no more than two minutes, which was 
how long it took to betray myself.  Roshi would 
immediately ring his bell to end the interview.  
About sixteen times this happened until I 
stopped giving “sinking” answers. 
 
How do you stop “sinking”?  The starting point 
of meditation practice is always to come to an 
awareness of the present-moment, starting with 
breath, body and sounds.  There’s a great line 
in a story by James Joyce: “Mr Duffy lived a 
short distance from his body.”  We laugh in 
sympathy because it’s our problem too - when 
we are anxious or preoccupied we live in a dis-
embodied condition, a floating realm of the 
mind.  Although our brain activity must be tak-
ing place in the present moment, when we’re 
lost in thought there is no sense of it, and we’re 
lost in time as well as in space. 
 

To practice zazen on our cushions, and mind-
fulness in active life, is to step back from this 
weirdly disembodied world of thinking, and re-
turn to a vivid awareness of the body in the pre-
sent moment.  The standard instruction for 
meditation is simply: “Whenever you notice you 
have become lost in thoughts, bring your atten-
tion back to the breath.”  Very easy to under-
stand but very hard to do!   
 

Besides the breath, it is helpful to come back to 
awareness of body and sounds.  Awareness of Photo:   Armin Hanik 
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the breath is capacious and can easily and 
naturally include body and sound, and indeed 
there is no limit to what can be included.  Even 
deep emotions and insights can be experi-
enced as “body-mind.”  The whole vast world 
lives within the scope of our breath. 
 

It is normal to have to return many times to the 
breath and body awareness before the mind 
quietens down even a little.  If we sincerely 
practice returning, not giving up, not letting the 
mind ramble on indefinitely, after a time, per-
haps 10 or 15 minutes, we may notice that we 
are vividly in the present-moment more of the 
time, and spending less time caught up in 
imaginary dialogues or worrying about some-
thing.  It’s good to feel the grace and dignity of 
the meditation posture and notice how the 
heart lifts when it is freed from narrow con-
cerns.   
 
Dogen spoke of “the falling away of body and 
mind” – an obscure expression, but helpful if 
we understand it to mean the deeply receptive 
state when the mind is quiet and the bounda-
ries of our body are no longer noticed.  It is not 
that we disappear, just that the mind’s separa-
tive function (thinking) is quiescent, so separate 
self is forgotten and we “fall away” into this vast 
and intricate universe.   
 

Dogen meant the same thing when he said:  
 

that when self is forgotten, “the myriad beings 
advance and confirm the self,” in Genjokoan.  
The  self that is “confirmed” or validated here is 
the vast self, made up of all that enters our 
consciousness in each moment.  
 
The Chinese poet Li Po said: “I sat down with a 
mountain to meditate.  After a time there was 
only the mountain.”  This is exactly what it is 
like to forget the (small) self.  Actually, we all do 
it hundreds of times every day, and yet, again 
and again, the small self is re-established 
through thinking “I” thoughts, cutting us off from 
our own true vastness.     
 
 

Be careful, though, about this notion of 
“becoming one with the universe.”  This state of 
mind is described too grandly sometimes.  No 
need to make a big fuss of this - it’s the simple 
truth that we are already, irreducibly one with 
the universe.  Separateness always was a 
mere notion conjured up by our mind.   
 
Zazen opens our eyes to what was true from 
the beginning.  We were vast beings from the 
beginning.  Even cats and dogs and birds are 
vast like this as the great world enters their 
senses.  They too are “Buddha here now.”   
 

 

Photo:     Arthur Wells,  Hawaii 
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Photo’s Hollie Korth & Di Broadley 
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Photos:   Arthur Wells &  Di Broadley 
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What is the Way? 
 

                                          Glenn Wallis   

         
 

“What is the Tao?” (What is the Way?) 
asked the young Zhaozhou of his teacher 
Nanquan, late in the 8th century in China. 
 
“Ordinary mind is the Tao”  responds Nan-
quan to the youngster. 

 
There’re barbs in Nanquan’s ‘ordinary mind’ 
statement. ‘Mind’ not the least of them. So how 
to deal with this? Perhaps we can take a cue 
from Zhaozhou when he responds further with 
 

“How do I direct myself towards it?”  
 
He is a very bright young student, and it’s inter-
esting to look at what he doesn’t say.  He does-
n’t respond with “Is that all?” or ask “What is or-
dinary mind?” Perhaps he doesn’t take 
‘ordinary mind’ to be the higgledy-piggledy 
mishmash of thinking which would be the case 
if he had responded with for example, “How do 
I purify ‘ordinary mind?’”  How do you ‘purify’ 
the higgledy-piggledy thinking mind?   Sit! 
 
Does the ragged mind of daily turmoil need to 
be purified, tidied up, sanitized in order to do 
zazen properly?   No, no, no – just as you are – 
that’s it!   It’s very difficult once we become 
convinced that we have to become a particular 
way or have a particular sort of zazen experi-
ence before we can be practising properly. 
Such attitudes and ideas are deeply insidious 
and seductive. Let it all go. Just know what to 
do and do it. Let go of assessing the zazen 
state, just do the practice, that’s all we can do 
with it! 
 
Ordinary mind is the Tao, the Way. The way of 
practise-realisation. Each thing as it is, without 

moving to claim to know it, or opinionate about 
it. Each thing, each moment, bright and clear 
exactly as it is. Dogen’s comment on the Pre-
cept of not stealing – ‘The self and things of the 
world are just as they are. The gate of emanci-
pation is open.’ 
 
As a fully mature teacher decades later 
Zhaozhou displayed the ordinary mind of Nan-
quan freely.  

 

A monk asked Zhaozhou “What is Buddha?”  
 
Zhaozhou answered, “Aren’t you Buddha?” 

 
 
A monk once asked the Master, “While I am 
travelling around, if someone asks me ‘What 
Dharma does Zhaozhou expound?’ what 
should I reply?” 
 
Zhaozhou said, “Salt is expensive, rice is 
cheap.” 

Barry Robson 
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After  Zhaozhou asked, “How do I direct myself 
toward it?” Nanquan responds 
 

“If you direct yourself you betray your own 
practise.” 

 
Try to get close to the present moment, nestled 
in as the most ordinary of matters, the most or-
dinary of things, what have we done? –  sepa-
rated from it. To get close to something we 
must be separate, there is an assumed sepa-
rateness. 
 
When assumptions are employed, we use a 
short cut that fails to connect, like a promise 
that cannot be delivered upon because of the 
very nature of that promise. However assump-
tions are such common and necessary tools of 

our thinking that they become invisible to us. 
They are employed to story our lives and ex-
periences. 
 
Koans undo our assumptions. But we don’t see 
it happen, it happens in the ‘dark’ of our own 
sitting. The sort of sitting where there is no re-
sponse to the point of enquiry, and we’ve given 
up on the rationalisations and looking for the 
palpable, yet nothing comes forth - that ‘dark’.  
 
When we apply ourselves to the enquiry point, 
our usual assumptions, like a plethora of many 
legged creatures, find no purchase on the 
smooth featureless surface of ‘Mu’ or the con-
tinued ‘Who is hearing?’ 
 
It may seem like our assumptions become 

 

Photo:   Holger Korth 
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clearer, but in sitting zazen it is us who are 
gradually clarified. By sitting as we are, we 
bring by default our struggles and assumptions, 
our imperfections and lack, all our inadequa-
cies, excesses included, all are brought along 
in the dark of our featureless sitting.  
Don’t direct, know what to do and do it. 

 
A monk asked Zhaozhou, “What is the path 
of practice?”  
 
Zhaozhou said, “If you know how to prac-
tice, do it.”  

 
The young Zhaozhou comes back at his 
teacher with the question, 
 

“How can I know the Tao if I don’t direct my-
self?”  

 
One of the best points to make use of here is 
that if you’re not sure, ask; if you have doubts, 
try to get some clarity with a question to the 
teacher. Zhaozhou understands his teacher – 
direct yourself and you separate, betraying the 
practice you are seeking to align toward – but 
he knows that he doesn’t have any landmarks 
here to guide him, and yet still feels their need. 

He asks for the lay of the land here. 
 

Nanquan said, “The Tao is not subject to 
knowing or not knowing.  Knowing is delu-
sion; not knowing is blankness.  If you truly 
reach the genuine Tao, you will find it is as 
vast and boundless as outer space.  How 
can this be discussed at the level of affirma-
tion and negation?” 

 
Don’t direct yourself, know what to do and do 
the practice, on and off the cushion. But off the 
cushion how to practice?  Without seeking and 
self-directing?  
 

A monk asked Zhaozhou, “What is the 
teacher of the Seven Buddhas?”  
 
The Master said, “Sleeping when its time to 
sleep. Waking when its time to  
wake.”  

 
That way – the ordinary, noble way. 

Photos:   Armin Hanik 
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Prayers for Martin 
 

                        Elizabeth Gutteridge 

 

This restless tender bodhisattva 

at full tide pitching waves high 

 

and dropping them hard 

has brought in prayers for Martin; 

 

a long wave washing with a muted 

fizz across dry sand, 

 

a delicately laid clump of seaweed, 

a small banded feather that lies 

 

nestled for a moment between 

my heart and my expanding lung, 

 

faded nacre over the inner integument 

of a mussel shell intricately 

 

 

dented and creased by life, 

dense salt pungency, 

 

delicate broken sandbanks washing 

away; 

all the ordinary that is all glory, 

 

the immense unspeakable prayers 

of this restless tender bodhisattva. 

 

(I had been asked to pray for Martin, 

who was very sick. Trouble is   

I  have no idea what prayers are, if any-

thing at all, so I was glad I   

found some on the beach). 

 

 

 

Elizabeth Gutteridge 



21��

 



22��

Zen in the Virtual Age 
 

Mary Jaksch 
 
 

Virtual Zen sounds like a contradiction. After 
all, Zen means waking up to each moment. It’s 
very much about being real and inhabiting life 
fully. 
 
However, more and more people are spending 
time on the Net. Can we reach them? Can we 
teach them? 
 
The last eighteen months I’ve been creating an 
online presence through my blog Goodlife Zen 
and by running Virtual Zen retreats. I’m also 
Chief Editor of a writers’ blog, called Write to 
Done and have recently co-taught a virtual 
‘bootcamp’ for bloggers.  
 
When I first started writing my blog, one of my 
overseas colleagues sent me this message:  

What I read in your blog shocked and horrified 
me. It has nothing to do with Zen and leads 
people astray! 

However, when I gave a presentation about my 
online Zen work at the recent Diamond Sangha 
Teachers Circle, I got a positive reception.  
 
The focus of my blog Goodlife Zen, is not only 
on Zen. As the title indicates,  my focus is on 
how to live a life that is full and rich and pre-
sent. 

 
Virtual Zen Retreats 
Earlier on this year, I ran a  Virtual Zen Retreat 
called ‘Awareness: Miracle of Now’, together 
with Deb Moran. My aim was to offer an oppor-
tunity to learn how to meditate, and to explore 
how mindfulness makes life vivid and vibrant. 
 
 

A participant said: 
“I’ve been trying to start meditating for years. 
You’ve got me started at last.” 
 
It was a knife-edge challenge to create a re-
treat that that can help beginners and experi-
enced Zen people alike. And that has integrity. 
Of course a virtual retreat can never replace 
face-to-face work in sesshin! It’s designed to 
help students to bring their practice right into 
their lives.  
 

Do we need virtual retreats? 
Traditional week-long Zen retreats (sesshins) 
are held in seclusion. That means that people 
leave their ordinary lives to devote time to de-
veloping their spirituality. Such retreats are a 
marvelous opportunity to deepen practice. 
 
However, it’s not so easy to take a week off 
work and travel to a retreat center. Many peo-
ple are bound by responsibilities that prevent 
them from leaving home. It may be that they 
are looking after children or after aged parents. 
Or they need to use their sparse holiday for 
time with their family. Or their employment may 
be tenuous and they can’t take time off work. 
 
Virtual retreats allows people to focus on their 
spirituality for a period of days without having to 
leave home. 
 

Having a guided retreat in the midst of ordi-
nary life is an innovation 
 
The Internet has made that possible for the first 
time in history. Each day, a retreat email 
brought in articles outlining the theme of the 
day, as well as suggested exercises into each 
participant’s inbox. In addition, people could 
choose to receive Twitter messages with gentle 
practice reminders. In addition, people could 
gather in a private forum to share their experi-
ence of the day. 
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Is it what people want? 
 
When I first had the idea of offering a virtual 
Zen retreat, I thought that maybe fifty people 
would join – not four hundred! I expected that 
we would have participants from, say, Los An-
geles, New York, or Sydney. 
 
But we were amazed to see participants from 
Islamabad and Calcutta, Arima in Trinidad, or 
Tire in Turkey. Not to mention Paris, Madrid, 
Bucharest and most other major European cit-
ies. Some people even participated from 
Shenzhen and Taipei. It was truly international. 
I feel humbled that people gathered from all 
around the world in order to devote time and 
energy to this retreat! 
 
One person remarked: 
 
“It was a joy to practice with so many people 
from all over the world! I felt so supported and 
found I could relate well to people, no matter 
where they lived.” 

How did people experience the virtual re-
treat? 

 
Here are some reports: 
 
“One central practice each day, with support, 
made a huge difference in my life. The simplic-
ity and depth of the teachings was effective, the 
practices just what I needed. Thank you!” 
 
“The ten days have been journey of discovery 
and consolidation. Opening up the human heart 
and allowing for the deepening of connections.” 
 
“I am in a period of significant change which 
will effect how I am for the rest of my life. This 
retreat came at exactly the right time for me. I 
am continuing with meditation practice. And I 
find by doing it I am more at peace with myself 
and the world.” 
 
“Just before entering your “Virtual Zen Retreat”, 
I was almost dead with my desperate bid to 
commit suicide. Your personal messages, and  
your Zen lessons have made me realize the 
true value of this human existence. 
I salute your spirit of generosity, unconditional 
love, compassion, and your willingness to 

Photo:   Arthur Wells 
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share your knowldge of Zen with the less fortu-
nate (but probably the most needy).” 
 

Where to from here? 
One of the limitations of a Virtual Zen Retreat is 
the lack of direct interaction, in particular Doku-
san. I don’t think face-to-face can ever be repli-
cated in a virtual way.  
 
However, I’ve been experimenting with real-life 
interaction in the blogging bootcamp I just ran. 
We had daily live video webinars where partici-
pants could see the presenter and could ask 
questions through a chat function. 
 
I’m going to trial that with my Zen Distance 
Training students and then implement it in our 
next virtual retreat. You can read about it here: 
http://goodlifezen.com/virtual-retreats/ 
 

Conclusion 
All innovation is carried into daily life with a lag 
time. This is true of Zen training. When Aitken 
Roshi first started to do phone Dokusan, hard-

liners where scathing. Then a few colleagues 
started to use Skype for distance Dokusan. 
Now a majority of my colleagues use Skype.  
 
You can see how innovation is first seen with 
shock and horror - and then finally becomes 
commonplace. 
 
The fact is that people in their twenties or thir-
ties spend a lot of their time on the net. They 
read blogs, they participate in online forums, 
they are on Facebook, or communicate through 
Twitter. I think we need to reach those people.  
 
Most Zen teachers are in their sixties or older 
and aren’t Net savvy. Maybe it’s time to realise 
that times have changed, and we old dogs 
need to learn new tricks. 
 
There is much at stake: Zen will either adapt to 
modern life, or it will become obsolete. 
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Shifts and Changes 
 

                                          Robert Aitken  
 

Birthdays are occasions for recollection, reflec-
tion and anticipation.  In this context, the ques-
tions are, where do I come from as a Zen stu-
dent?  Where am I has a Zen student?  Where 
am I going as a Zen student? 
 
Ultimately I am a product of Dushun, Zhiyan 
and their colleagues in the eighth century 
Huayan school of Chinese Mahayana Bud-
dhism. The name Huayan means “Flower Gar-
land” and is intended to suggest that the 
Huayan is the crowning glory of profound un-
derstanding. 
 
The geniuses of the Huayan envisioned a di-
mension of interpenetration and mutual con-
tainment that ended up having a profound im-
pact on all the schools of Chinese Mahanaya 
Buddhism.  The Chan school was particularly 
affected.  The earlier Buddhists were preoccu-
pied with the bad karma they might earn if they 
broke the first precept to any extent, which 
meant that they couldn’t work at all for fear they 
would kill worms, ants and even tinier beings. 
This meant that others had to break the precept 
for them.  Compare the Chan view, informed by 
Huayan that karma is interpenetrated by no 
karma. 

 
A monk asked, “In cutting down plants, chop-
ping wood, digging the earth and working the 
ground, do you think there would be any kind 
of retribution for wrong doing, or not.” 
 
Baizhang said, “One cannot definitely say 
there is no wrongdoing, nor can one definitely 
say there is no wrongdoing. The matter of 
whether there is wrongdoing or not, lies in the 
person concerned – if he is affected by greed 
for anything, if he still has a grasping and re-
jecting mind and has not passed through the 

three stages, this person can definitely be said 
to be doing wrong. If he passes beyond the 
three stages and has an empty mind, yet has 
no concept of emptiness, this person can defi-
nitely be said to be blameless.1 

 
Thus the old system was exposed as unnatural 
and unfair.  Mahayana, the great vehicle, in-
cludes everybody, and challenges everybody to 
be free of “me and mine”. The ground is laid for 
engaged Buddhism.                                    
Here is Baizhang again: 
 
Yunyan asked, “Everyday we have hard work. 
For whom do we do it?” 
 

Baizhang said, “There is someone who re-
quires it.” 
 

Yunyan said, “Why not let that person do it?” 
 

Baizhang said, “That one has no tools.”2 

 
Baizhang was born only 80 years after Dushun, 
one of the great founders of the Huayan, died. 
Moreover, according to tradition, Baizhang was 
one of 80 Chan contemporary fully-fledged 
Chan masters who flourished all over China. 
This sudden appearance was a great shift in 
understanding that recapitulates the great shift 
that brought forth homo sapiens, when out of 
nowhere it would seem, human beings were liv-
ing in caves all over Europe, where none had 
lived before. 
 
The time was right because it was made right.  
Dushun and his colleagues were men of Bo-
dhichitta with the compulsion to make real, who 
knew that all beings are the Tathagata, only 
their delusions and preoccupations keep them 
from realising that fact. They faced squarely 
their separation from other beings in their de-
mands that they be pure while others took on 
their impurity, and suddenly envisioned the 
jewel net of Indra, in which the great timeless 
and spaceless universes form a vast net in 
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which each of the numberless knots is a being 
that perfectly reflects and contains all other be-
ings. 
 
Baizhang and his many colleagues, plus two or 
three in an immediately preceding generation, 
were also dissatisfied men of Bodhichitta, and 
they were profoundly inspired by the net envi-
sioned in the Huayan school, but they knew it 
was only a vision.  They set about making it 
real and we continue their work till this day, and 
it will continue for the foreseeable future. This 
was a great shift in the evolution of Chan. 
There was one other great shift when Chan 
had become Zen in Japan, the elimination of 
celibacy for the priesthood in the 13th century. 
One half of humankind had been excluded from 
the Dharma, and now humankind was a single 
body. 
 
There were many other changes, all of them 
like the great shifts, were prompted by dissatis-

fied men and women of Bodhichitta, whose un-
relenting practice led them to face the delusion 
of the old views. 
 
The many dialogues that were treasured in 
memory and tradition were brought together 
and catalogued in the 11th century. The cata-
logued dialogues were assembled teacher by 
teacher in the 13th century.  Interviews between 
teacher and student became formalised at 
about this time, as did the study of dialogues 
become a curriculum. 
 
All these changes came about with the practice 
of men and women of Bodhicitta who were dis-
satisfied with the old ways of realising the 
Jewel of Indra and suddenly saw how to make 
it more clear. 
 
We come now to our own times, when a suc-
cessor of Harada Dai’un Roshi became a fe-
male master of a monastery some eighty years 

Photo:   Arthur Wells 

Robert Aitken Roshi at the Diamond Sangha’s 50th Anniversary in Hawaii this year 
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ago.  With the move of Zen to the Western 
world the distinction between lay and clerical 
became diffused, and in the Diamond Sangha, 
the only priests are former priests. 
 
At this moment we are in the throes of another 
change.  The Zen students interested in litera-
ture, art and music and the literature, music 
and art aficionados who are interested in Zen 
are becoming one body.  None of this is a 
mass movement, for there can be an almost 
unbelievably extreme lag. I once joined a noon 
meal with Buddhists at which the priest was 
served by others.  They spooned his food into 
his immaculate metal plate while he did noth-
ing, fearful that anything he did might kill mi-
croscopic beings. 
 
Here in the Diamond Sangha we are at the 
forefront of the latest change.  Tomorrow I re-
sume my work of shelving books with Anasta-
sia, the 11 year old daughter of Supiesi 
Lauaki, my caregiver.  I am endeavouring to 
bring the new change into being with the help 
of Roland Sugimoto, Supi and the other car-
ers, and Joan and Don Volk – and with the en-
couragement and support of the Sangha. 
 
The former living room of the Teacher’s Quar-
ters is becoming a li-
brary and reading room.  
Quite a fine collection of 
books, which hitherto 
has been inaccessible 
to the Sangha, will line 
the walls.  Buddhist im-
ages, which have been 
in storage will be on dis-
play. Pictures that have 
not been seen since 
Koko An days, will be 
seen again.  A radio will 
be tuned to a station 
that plays classical mu-
sic around the clock.  

After July I will lead a class in poetry apprecia-
tion, and I’m thinking about a lecture series. 
 
Events will be scheduled when nothing else is 
happening in the Zendo.  When lights are up 
across the way, our little dojo will be dark.  In 
short, the Zen students interested in literature, 
art and music, and the literature, music and art 
aficionados who are interested in Zen are be-
coming one body. 
 
Now in the spirit of the Dharma Assembly in 
which the master and student all have roles, 
please stand at your place and call out your 
question.  Who would like to lead off? 
 

NOTES 
_____________________________________ 
 
1 Thomas Cleary, trans., Sayings and doings 
of Pai-chang: Ch’an Master of Great Wisdom 
(Los Angeles: Center Publications, 1978), 
P.42. 
 
2 Ibid., p.26. 

Photo:   Arthur Wells 
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St Martin's Island is a wonderfully wild and 
isolated site for a retreat, yet is situated in 
the heart of Dunedin's harbour and close to 
the city.  Those who have attended sesshin 
here before, will be familiar with the wind, 
the sea, birds, trees, donkeys, and chickens, 
with whom we sit.  
 
The Fee for Spring Sesshin : Please regis-
ter with a $50.00 deposit or full fee, with the 
balance to be paid by Friday 16 October 
2009.  
 
        10 Day Retreat         $625 
        7 Day Option            $497.50 
        3 Day Option            $316 

 
(We have facility for the fee to be paid over a 
negotiated period of time.  Please contact 
John.)                                              
 
If intending to come, please indicate by 5 
October, so that we can plan menus and buy 
food etc. 
 
Information & Registration Form can be 
found at:  
http://www.zendo.org.nz/pages/retreats  
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Dharma Gathering  
 

January 29 To Wednesday 3 February 2010  
Staveley Campsite, Canterbury.  

 
Teachers: Subhana Barzaghi, Jeremy Logan, Mary Jaksch and Art hur Wells . 

  
 
Following the success of the first New Zealand dharma gathering in 2008 Southern In-
sight are delighted to be offering the 2010 five day gathering with the Diamond 
Sangha.  
 
  
What is a Dharma Gathering?  Subhana has described a dharma gathering as “a dif-
ferent model and way of sharing the dharma, to the silent intensive meditation retreat 
model.  A dharma gathering is not conducted in silence, and although it does have 
some silent meditation, it also includes workshops, discussion forums and dharma 
talks, open inquiry sessions which provide numerous opportunities for discussing the 
teachings.  Another major benefit of such a gathering is that it cultivates a stronger 
sense of community and facilitates networking amongst like-minded people.  It is also 
a lot of fun and there are plenty of opportunities to hang out with good friends. The 
purpose of the gathering is to cultivate a depth of inquiry into the heart of awakening 
with more emphasis on how these wise and compassionate teachings are integrated 
into the political, social, cultural and environmental spheres of our daily lives to bring 
about a culture of awakening for the welfare and benefit of all beings.  There is a 
greater emphasis on engaged Buddhist practice” 
   
 
The form of each day goes something like this: there are four sittings interspersed 
throughout the day, and twice a day there is a selection of discussion groups/
workshops you can attend.  There is usually a daily dharma talk, an evening program 
(poetry, chanting, inquiry – depending on what the teachers and participants who are 
there want to offer), and sometimes there’s yoga on offer in the mornings.  None of it is 
compulsory, and you can come and go as you please.  That means that if you’re hav-
ing a scintillating dharma discussion with someone, you can keep going.  And if you’re 
deep in meditation, you can keep the silence.   
  
 
Families are welcome , there’s a huge field to camp in and it’s lovely to have kids 
around. There will be some integration of children’s activities into the gathering but 
families will also need to coordinate amongst themselves and come prepared with 
some childrens’ activities. If you are thinking of bringing children then please contact 
Russell at southern.insight.meditation@xtra.co.nz by 1st December so we can start co-
ordinating family needs.   
 
  
For more information please contact David Goldsmith on 03 960 3987 or  
davidgoldsmith@paradise.net.nz 
  
  
A Registration Form is available at:          http://insight.orconhosting.net.nz  
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About the Contributors..            
 �

�
 
Amos Mann - Music, poetry, science communication, and eager student. Born in Canada, I have 
lived mostly in Dunedin. 
 
Armin Hanik is a mere speck of existence, lost in immeasurable space and time, flying around a 
huge ball of flaming gas on the the third rock (if you count from the center), not much more than 
some kind of ape gone wild, a thin layer of concepts, memories, stories held together for a short 
time by grit and spit.....really funny, this guy still thinks he has a self. They call that Armin.... search 
me why.... 
 
Arthur Wells  is a group worker, trainer and writer of resource materials for Stopping Violence Ser-
vices in Christchurch.  He loves Quakerism, jazz music, books about science, and walking in the 
hills.  He has been a student of John Daido Loori and Ross Bolleter who authorised him to teach in 
February 2008, joining Mary Jaksch and Glenn Wallis as the third NZ teacher in the Diamond 
Sangha.   
 
Barry  Robson is a long time student in the Diamond Sangha. He lives in Raumati South with his 
dog and teaches art for a living. 
��

Brigid Lowry is a writer, cook, dharma voyager & a crazy cloud. 
 
Di Broadley is enjoying the burst into spring this month in Canterbury. The 2nd pair of leaves on her 
tomato plants are just beginning to emerge and they too are enjoying the warmth of the sun through 
the window.  She’s a terror though, at forgetting to water them. 
 
Adrian Kennedy  lives and breathes and eats with the rabbits and quails, he walks and drives and 
runs and swims, he is open to zen, shiatsu, suiseki and although he has tried he cannot stop practis-
ing the Way.  Above all he lives to eat curly leafed kale fresh from the garden well. 
 
Elizabeth Gutteridge has been meditating in Theravadin and Vajrayana traditions since 1982 and 
works as a psychologist with James Hegarty, with an emphasis on mindfulness-based therapies. 
She doesn't adhere to any brand of spirituality, but is very familiar with and loves Buddhadharma. 
She has been to a couple of Zen things on Thornicroft Road. Her works are from a contemplative / 
creative journal that started on her rambles after moving to Doctors Point: Buddha everywhere, 
sand, water, air, etc., etc. 
 
Glenn Wallis - What do we say to portray ‘me’ or ‘my’ background, in that place where background 
is the ‘convenience’ of not having to know? The flower, the bird, this conveys the ground of no fore-
ground or background of each of us, and so… I live and work in Taiwan with Heidi, my wife, teach-
ing English. We have a home in Dunedin which we hope to return to next year. (Still working on 
that). Time here is hot and anonymous, for the most part. Occasionally recognition arises from a 
neighbour or the Fruit Market lady, before being wrapped in the anonymity of the tide of scooter traf-
fic; of being the only white faces walking around the park in the cooler 30 deg night-time air, where 
we wade through the jabber of kids on bikes and dogs in prams. Anonymity knows no bounds. 
 
Heidi Ombler  enjoys teaching high school kids in Taiwan, learning, riding her motorbike, living with 
Glenn and Buddha. She knows she's getting older and likes speaking about herself in the third per-
son. 
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Hollie (Holger) Korth  has been sitting zazen on and off for the last decade and is currently a 
trainee psychotherapist/counsellor living near Dunedin 
 
Mary Jaksch Roshi is a senior teacher in the Diamond Sangha. You can read her blog at http://
goodlifezen. 
 
Mete Cakman is a traveller, musician, and software designer, and has been practicing Zen for 7 or 
8 years. He's finally getting around to doing Jukai this summer, and looking forward to Wangapeka 
immensely! 
 
Ulises Càrcamo C.  is a professor of mathematics in Colombia, and a ZDT student under the guid-
ance of Mary Roshi. 
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