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Buddhist Bike Pilgrimage Journal


by Yeshe-Marie Bienkowski, October, 2004

Unceasing effort, fueled by gratitude, dedicated to the welfare of all beings.

On Saturday, October 2, 2004, I left Spirit Rock Meditation Center with many other riders on a bicycle pilgrimage.  Our route would take us, over two days, to a Buddhist monastery about 150 miles north of where we started at 7:30am.  Spirit Rock is in Woodacre California, ~20 miles east of Pt Reyes National Seashore, in Marin County.  After some inspirational words, we tied prayer flags—inscribed with the slogan “Turning our Wheels for the Dharma”—to our bikes and rode off.

Our first pit stop was the Marin Cheese Factory.  This stop was before one of the hardest climbs on the route, up Wilson Hill, and we did have enough energy to joke about whether it was named for a Mr. Hill!  

Along the way, a number of people commented on my doing 150 miles in 2 days on a mountain bike.  I had outfitted it with clipless pedals and slick tires, and it is a pretty light bike.  Nevertheless, riding it did mean that I had to be on the bike pretty much throughout the whole day if I wanted to make the 100 miles in 10 hours, which was my goal.  I didn’t realize, until after the ride, that I was exerting a continual effort, an unceasing effort, an effort that was never to harsh or too lax, and that I did it largely alone.  Riding with others would have meant adjusting to their schedule.  That’s not to say that many very friendly people did not catch me and introduce themselves!  So this pilgrimage taught me about effort, and how it feels, in an experiential way, to give effort in a continual, focused way.  Not too tight, not too loose.

Before lunch, I passed through Occidental, waving at some fellow pilgrims who were relaxing and eating.  But I had no time to stop!  I pushed on to Guerneville, where I marveled at the diners who had time to eat in a sit-down restaurant.  I walked through the town, which helped my legs recover.  After a quick slice of pizza—Oh! When will pizza ever taste that good again?—I made the next stage of the journey alongside the Russian River.  The Korbel Winery on River Road was especially lovely with its long rows of grapes right alongside the road.

By now we were really passing through fields of wine grapes, including some that smelled very ripe.  At 77 miles, at pit stop 3, Ajahn Pasanno, a monk from Abhayagiri Monastery caught me as I was off again (in my unceasing effort) to inquire “How is your energy?”  This seemingly simple question gave me food for thought on the next part of the ride: just where was the energy to complete this ride coming from?  Sure, I had done practice rides, but that seemed an insufficient explanation for the effort I was able to give that day.  The answer that felt right, as the next 11 miles passed, was that I was fueled by gratitude.  With each foot, yard, or mile I passed, I just felt very lucky and grateful to be doing this ride.  At the same time, I was not overwhelmed or excited by this gratitude.  I just looked around me, and I looked up at the sky.  I thought of a paraphrase of Kōshō Uchiyama Roshi1, “I feel very good when I [ride] looking up at the sky.”  He says:

“Only when I look up at the sky does it preach that there is a world in which we do not need to be excited.”
(continued on page 3)
Schedule
Weekly sit and study in San Jose


Weekly sit in Sunnyvale
Tuesday 6:30-8:00 pm




Monday 5:45-7:00 pm

Friend’s House, 1041 Morse Street


822 Iowa Avenue

Zazen practice questions by request,. 


Dokusun (practice discussion) with

1st Tuesday 5:45-6:15 pm



Angie offered during half day and full day

Friend’s House, 1041 Morse Street


sits, sesshins, and by appointment.


contact: Carolyn 831.471.9983 or 


contact: aboiss@earthlink.net.

carolyn@carolyndille.com
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
September 2 – 9
Hokoji
Sesshin (Taos, NM)

September 17
San Jose
Half Day Sit 
9:00 am  – noon

October 8
San Jose
Half Day Sit 
9:00 am  – noon

November 10 – 12
Arcata
Sesshin

November 14 – 19
Willits
Householder’s Retreat

November 19 
San Jose
Half Day Sit 
9:00 am  – noon

December 10
San Jose
Rohatsu Full Day Sit  
9:00 am - 4:00 pm

December 31
San Jose
New Year Eve Sit
8:30 pm  – midnight

January 7
San Jose
Half Day Sit 
9:00 am  – noon

February 6 – 12
Jikoji
Parinirvana Sesshin


   Contacts for Events  
Arcata
Rose Brewster
707.822.5568
iryoku@arcatanet.com

Hokoji, NM
Jean Leyshon
505.758.3564
jeanleyshon@yahoo.com

Jikoji
Resident Staff
408.741.9562
Jikoji@aol.com

San Jose
donnalynn chase
408.674.5956
chase_cottage@yahoo.com

Sunnyvale
Julia Roberts
408.738.4259

Willits
Clancy Rash
707.459.1745
cerash@pacific.net
(continued from page 1)

“I live with the whole universe in which I am living.  Whether I improve or backslide depends only on me.  Wherever I go, I am the self that is only the self.  When one understands this thoroughly, naturally one will have an aspiration to improve without fail.  This is original life force.  One puts one’s whole energy into this practice right now, right here.”
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Now, what more is there to say after mile 77?  The pit stop at mile 88?  The ‘granny-gear-spin’ up the long mile into camp at Cloverdale?

Showers, food, clean clothes, good company, a community tent-raising, a meditation, and a dharma talk by Ajahn Pasanno finished the day.  On Sunday we were up early to get ready, including a morning sit and chant.  Riding out along Hwy 101 was interesting, and we felt some pressure to ride on a schedule in order to make it in time for lunch at the City of Ten Thousand Buddhas (CTTB).

Isn’t CTTB beautiful?  There were many things to delight the eye and tongue and mind at this lovely location.  We learned from Rev. Heng Sure that the grounds/buildings used to house a state mental hospital.  Closed in the 70’s, the land and buildings lay fallow until adopted by CTTB.  Now, we heard, it houses monks, nuns, lay people, families, a school, and a great Buddha Hall (called a Patriarch’s Hall).
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The name of the community comes from statues of Buddha ensconced in the walls of the Patriarch’s Hall, made by CTTB’s founder.  They create a rather crowded feeling but represent great effort.

The final part of the ride I want to report on is the dedication of merit.  I wasn’t sure whether these Buddhist traditions would formally dedicate the great merit we had accumulated on the ride.  In dedicating merit, we offer any merit obtained during the ride, perhaps from our meditation; a wave at a cursing, beeping driver; a friendly joke; effort in the face of a mind telling us we can’t continue; helpfulness, and so on.  Surely sentient beings not on the ride could benefit from such an accumulation!  Fortunately, the closing ceremony, on the more modest grounds of Abhayagiri Monastery did include two wonderful dedications.  Sitting under a canopy in the hot, late-afternoon sun, we heard the gentle Ajahn Pasanno chant a dedication to all beings, then were treated to a folk-style song dedication of merit by Rev. Sure.  

The front of the meditation hall at Abhayagiri shows the symbols of the Buddha’s teaching at Deer Park and the wheel of dharma that we ourselves continued turning during these two days.

1 The Wholehearted Way: A Translation of Eihei Dōgen’s Bendōwa with commentary by Kōshō Uchiyama Roshi.  Translated by S. Okumura and T. D. Leighton.  Tuttle Publishing.  1997.

parinirvana

a haiku sequence by donnalynn chase

early one spring
Buddha died on his right side
what side will i rest?

mountain morning sit
the huge wasp on the wall
doesn’t scare me

hazy afternoon –
meditation bell strikes loud
then soft, “i am alive”

forgetting to exhale
i cough into the silence –
a tree frog calls back

my eyes tear
every time she serves the altar
– coming of spring

thunder, then i wait
for a flash of lightning
and wait and wait . . .

shining wind –
i breath into my shoulder
to release the pain

thinking of Dogen
i search for plum blossoms
in the redwood grove

third day of zazen
everything is a haiku
– flowering quince 

unlatched
the zendo’s door cracks open
to a spring shower
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Ling Yang Chang
a prayer to honor Maylie Scott….

instead of hunting
i will lay down
my Bow – even
tho i have many
arrows left.

A nice cup of tea
listen to the wind
and watch a nice
group of clouds
Sing and Dance,
in the theater
that is the sky.


T. Checoa Heartfelt

The silver crescent moon shines steady
accompanied by a small winking star
[image: image8.wmf]A serene lake floats its coveted image
so within reach, yet from so very far

Celestial charms, so brilliantly
cast from sources unseen

Curious fish swim circles to chase
its illusive beam.

A choir of crickets and folksy frogs
anticipating twilight's final encore

The white egret glides gracefully
on chance breezes towards the shore

Risking all, clinging to nothing impermanent,
wilderness implies space for the eternal mind

Essential elements weave night into day
rise and set, align and shine, seek and find

Temptations to see or want for more
than what simply is . . .

Arise like summer's dust
kicked up by bored and restless kids

Settling into Nature's immediate presence
so impartial, yet so profoundly vast

This infinite moment is clearly
a gift meant to last


Emily Marie Bording
Ode to the Cushion

Like an elephant, can a cushion
carry memory of long human association,
imprinted by its life of service?

Cushions conform to the pile,
to the shape of the other cushions surrounding it.
Its stuffing holds its form
inside the four square seams of its casing,
accepting the shape it’s acquired.
A cushion does not mind if it is tossed
onto the seat of a chair, or into the back of the closet.

Like a wood stove gives off heat,
a cushion radiates quiet.
You can see shimmers of quiet
around the cushion on the chesterfield.

Several cushions of the same type were store-bought;
there must be a reason for that conformity.

Fifty cushions stacked up is a plinth.
We could overlook it for being so cushy.

A cushion lying outside on the bare ground is sad.
I wish I could pick up that cushion and bring it inside.

A cushion makes a good present. 
Making one helps you to think about that other person.

Cushions are generous; like a baker making cookies,
there is always enough.

It happens sometimes that a cushion is forgotten
when you move to another apartment.
Maybe you weren’t so sure you liked that cushion
anymore. This cushion
will be used by the next tenants.
They will feel relaxed about this left-behind
and they will use it for everything.
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A cushion can be distempered.
Stiff and upright in dupioni silk,
olive green with aubergine piping, this
is an unlovely cushion unloved.
It has unanimating coldness
through and through.
Some people’s children
are unpleasant also.
This standoffish cushion refuses to take
the shape of your back.
Ostensibly useful, it gets to hang around
but it’s never all that welcome.


Jane Macdonald
The mists of 

the mind 

are no more 

or no less 

than the mists 

of the sea

The harsh 

edges of

 experience 

are softened 

and quieted

The familiar 

acquires 

a mysterious 

nature

One is invited 

to expand 

the soul 

and explore 

new realities 

and limitless 

horizons

Bobbi Fries

Jane McDonald

Do not be angry 
the Rosebush

has thorns

Be Glad 
the Thornbush

has Roses

T. Checoa Heartfelt

From “Freeway Gathas”


by Caroline Dille

Short List of Nonessentials

cars

wars

you

me

Practice

slow

stop

sit

still

see
Women in Buddhism – 



Study Group


by Jeanie Lawrence

The Floating Zendo itself is rooted in the wisdom of a woman, our teacher Angie Boissevain. To those of us who sit and study with Angie, having a woman impart the Dharma seems perfectly natural and normal. However, this has not always been the case in the history of Buddhism. Sheltered as we are in the egalitarianism of the Floating Zendo, it was a bit shocking to hear of the plight of many women around the world who had to struggle to be allowed to practice. Even more disheartening was to hear that in the present day a patriarchal bent still obtains in some Buddhist enclaves.

Angie did a great deal of research on Buddhist women in India, China, and Japan that she shared with us during our study group this past spring. Our first female ancestor, Mahapajapati, who nurtured the Buddha himself, led the way for future generations of women to enter the Dharma. Though the stories of women in Buddhism were obliterated at various times, there are many women who followed Mahapajapati and from whom we can find inspiration. Among a rich bibliography, Angie recommended Daughters of Emptiness by Beata Grant and The First Buddhist Women by Susan Murcott and said that reading the work of other women is a way to keep oneself confident.

In addition to the life stories of nuns, Angie noted that three sutras have sustained women through the ages: the Prajna Paramita (Heart Sutra), the Lotus Sutra, and Vimalakirti.
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              Vimalakirti by Chu-hisen Fan-hsien
        1374 Chofuku-ji, Kyoto




As humans, whether female or male, we cling and therefore we suffer. Our practice is to work through things. We start by taking refuge and rescuing ourselves, and once we find our own seat we can return to the world and discover ways of giving back. We can create our own nun-like existence in the midst of everything. We sit zazen, but then we have to get up. We don’t sit to sit — we sit to live.

As always, our virtual study group was informative and uplifting. I am very grateful that I have a wonderful woman as my Buddhist teacher and that I don’t have to be reborn as a man before I can practice freely and fully!

Floating Zendo

c/o donnalynn chase
PO Box 320433
Los Gatos, CA 94032

The Floating Zendo News


For the students and friends of Angie Boissevain, Sensei      	Summer 2005					Summar 
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