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                                                     Dharma Connection 

 

Rohatsu 2015   
Eight-day sesshin November 30-December 8, 2015 at DBZ; 

daily morning and evening sittings at ZCS and NYZ

Zen Center of Syracuse  2016 
Winter Sesshin: January 21-24

Spring Sesshin: April 14-17
Summer Sesshin: July 21-24
Fall Sesshin: October 20-23

 Daily Schedule

Newcomers welcome; please arrive at least 20 minutes early
for instruction in sitting posture and zendo procedures

Sundays, 9 a.m.-noon: chanting service, zazen with teisho or dokusan, temple cleaning
Mondays, 7-7:45 a.m.: short chanting service, zazen

Tuesdays, 8:30-9:30 a.m.: zazen
Wednesdays, 6-7:45 a.m.: chanting service, zazen

Thursdays, 7-7:45 a.m. and 6-8 p.m.: short chanting service, zazen
First Thursday of the month: tea and discussion after zazen

One Sunday every month: Dharma Study, 7-9 p.m.
21st of every month is Mandala Day; see website for ceremony dates and times

Tibetan practice: Saturdays, 10-11 a.m., newcomers arrive by 9:45 

Sesshin/Ceremony Schedule 2015-2016
Sesshin is led by Shinge Roko Sherry Chayat Roshi, abbot of the Zen Center of 
Syracuse Hoen-ji in Syracuse, NY, and the Zen Studies Society’s monastery, Dai 
Bosatsu Zendo Kongo-ji in the Catskill Mountains, and temple, New York Zendo in 
New York City. ZCS retreats begin at 7 p.m. Thursdays and end at 5 p.m. Sundays. 
Dates and times vary for DBZ and New York Zendo retreats. For details, fees or to 
purchase jihatsu (meal bowl sets), e-mail admin@hoenji.org. More information is 
available on the websites, www.zencenterofsyracuse.org or www.zenstudies.org.

Zen Studies Society 2016
New Year’s Eve and New Year’s Day Transmission Ceremony for Dokuro Osho, 
Shinge Roshi’s first Dharma heir: December 31, 2015-January 1, 2016, DBZ

Martin Luther King Jr. Sesshin: January 15-17, New York Zendo
March-On Sesshin: March 11-13, New York Zendo

Holy Days Sesshin: April 2-9, DBZ  
Nyogen Senzaki Sesshin: May 3-8, DBZ  

40th Anniversary Sesshin: June 26-July 4, DBZ (Sunday through Monday)
O-Bon, August 13-14, DBZ

Golden Wind Sesshin: September 24-October 1, DBZ  
Harvest Five-Day Sesshin: November 1-6, DBZ

Thanksgiving: November 24-25, DBZ
Rohatsu Sesshin: November 30-December 8, DBZ
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Miles from the ocean 
the sound of billowing waves 
wind gusts through the trees
                        -- Keigetsu Yao Xu
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Letter   
 Dear Roshi, 

The smoke fills the air here with incense. Trees giving up their essence, 
fires started by the lightning of a summer cloud.

At an old white bark pine, I sit on a rock for Morning Service. Facing the 
pine, no need for the statue of a sitting buddha at the base. We sit together, 
ants course over our bodies. We breathe and at any moment, will take the fire 
to come. Born of this sun on my cheek, energy passes on. I bow to this being, 
oldest on this rocky ridge.

At the spring, the air is cooler, the water cold. While the container fills, I 
walk down above the deep valley, quiet except for the sweep of wind in the red-
dening wild buckwheat. I return to the water, overflowing, on down to the Sel-
way River, the Clearwater, Snake and Columbia, to the sea.

Back in the lookout, I re-read Nyogen Senzaki’s words from Eloquent Si-
lence, drink tea, write this and think of you and the Sangha. What a gift we all 
share. And the need to care for it down the long mountain road. I read of Kobo 
Daishi’s accomplishments and wonder what we will leave for our culture. Of 
course, this is “the teaching no master ever preached.” This mountain echoes 
with that silence.

So, greetings to you and the Sangha from this smoky mountaintop in Idaho. 
I look forward to joining you, after the fire season, at the Harvest Sesshin at 
Dai Bosatsu.

Gassho,
Tom VandeWater  

The kinhin path through Hoen-ji's woods.  
Photo by Kaijo Matthew Russell
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Bodhisattva 
Tropism 

By Shinge Roshi

There’s a well-known saying in Mahayana Buddhism, 
“We look up toward nirvana, and look down toward 
samsara.” Another translation is, “Looking up, 

seeking bodhi. Looking down to save all beings,” and still 
another: “Ascend to seek bodhi, descend to guide sentient 
beings.” This saying is the very definition of a Bodhisattva. 
Bodhi means enlightened; sattva, being. 
 It’s not enough to say enlightened, though; we have to 
use gerunds, the -ing words: looking, seeking, enlightening. 
Not fully realizing our true nature, we come to this practice 
and begin engaging in the 
process of enlightening ourselves 
and so-called others. 
 Hakuin Zenji’s “Song of 
Zazen” begins, “Sentient beings 
are fundamentally buddhas.” 
How often, though, do we feel 
as though we really are? What 
we do feel -- what brings so 
many of us to Zen training -- is a 
keen awareness of dukkha: not 
being at home in our own skin, 
caught up in cycles of anxiety, 
disappointment, recrimination 
and dissatisfaction, and having 
some recognition that it’s possible to live differently, more 
sanely. 
 Through consistent Buddhist practice, we begin 
to see how we perpetuate our own suffering. As our 
awareness of the way we participate in those samsaric 
cycles deepens, so does our aspiration to free ourselves 
from our karmic impediments. That leads to living by the 
Bodhisattva’s vow: becoming what we truly are, for the 
sake of all beings. 
 In Endless Vow: The Zen Teachings of Soen Nakagawa, 
Soen Roshi wrote a journal entry in January 1976 that 
begins “‘Ascend to seek bodhi, descend to guide sentient 
beings’: the path that goes up the mountain is the 
same path that goes down the mountain.” The two are 
inseparable. When we are ascending and seeking, we are 
at the same time looking and regarding -- in that sense, 
descending. 
 This is what we are doing when we chant “Kanzeon.” 
We invoke Avalokitesvara, the Bodhisattva of Compassion; 

Shinge Roshi    
Photo by Togan Tim  

Kohlbrenner 
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we become Avalokitesvara. Even if we are chanting with a wandering mind, 
the fact that we’re chanting is itself inviting something inside to shift: from 
ignorance to insight, from selfishness to generosity. We can’t help it. We are, in 
spite of ourselves, becoming bodhisattvas just by chanting. 
 When I was at Vassar for my 50th reunion this past summer, I saw an 
exhibition called “Embodying Compassion in Buddhist Art,” with many beautiful 
two- and three-dimensional manifestations of Avalokitesvara, known as 
Guanyin in Chinese, Kannon or Kanzeon in Japanese. 
 This bodhisattva is not limited to any particular gender: Avalokitesvara is 
sometimes portrayed as male, sometimes female, and appears in many forms 
and cultures, from esoteric Tibetan and Japanese mandalas to paintings and 
statuary from all over East and Southeast Asia, as well as to more recent 
depictions in the United States -- a Japanese artist who was a friend of Soen 
Roshi and spent some time at Dai Bosatsu Zendo in the late ’70s used beaver-
gnawed saplings to carve images of this bodhisattva, one of which stands on 
the dining room altar at Dai Bosatsu Zendo. 
 Describing a Chinese Guanyin in the Vassar exhibition catalog, curator 
Karen Lucic writes, “The bodhisattva’s form effectively embodies the two 
qualities of realization: outwardly flowing compassion based on inwardly 
established wisdom.” 
 These two qualities are another way of saying “Ascend to seek Bodhi, 
descend to guide sentient beings.” We are devoting ourselves to developing 
the inwardly established wisdom that comes about naturally through our 
sincere practice, and which leads naturally to outwardly flowing compassion. 
This is the essential point: unless we transform ourselves within, through true 
insight, we cannot help those around us with true compassion. 
 Of course, fundamentally there is no difference between ourselves and 
those around us. In the “Four Great Vows,” the first is, “However innumerable 
all beings are, I vow to save them all.” If we think those beings are out there, 
separate from ourselves, we can’t save anyone; we cannot be of help at all. 
When we say, “I vow to save them all,” we must ascend to seek bodhi, do 
the work of practice, and really become the bodhisattvas we inherently are. 
Otherwise “looking down” is condescension, not compassion.  
 When we are not free from the dualism of a separated identity, we may 
get trapped in negativity, noticing all the things that are wrong out there and 
within ourselves. Our intentions may be good, but if we fall into the subtle 
trap of viewing others as separate, our speech or action may be perceived 
as interference or meddling. It takes a lot of inner work to avoid habit-based 
reactivity, which can lead to statements like, “Let me tell you what’s wrong with 
you, and how to fix it!” 
 So we must come from a deep understanding of our fundamental oneness. 
Yes, dukkha exists, and beings are suffering: including the one who sees, who 
descends. 
 The more consistency and dedication we bring to our practice, the 
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more clearly we understand Soen Roshi’s words, “The path that goes up 
the mountain [ascends] is the same path that goes down the mountain 
[descends].” Our aspiration itself gives birth to clear and appropriate 
responsiveness.
 Looking up, our aspiration rises; we are enveloped in the light. “Atta dipa,” 
we chant in morning service; “You are the light itself.” 
 All religions share the same basic symbolism: there is something we may 
call “heaven,” or “purity,” and quite naturally, we raise our heads toward the 
light. It’s a tropism. Our spiritual nature is a tropism. We move our faces to 
receive the light, just as naturally as plants do.
 The aspiration to seek bodhi, to seek enlightened mind, to look toward the 
light, is actualized as Kanzeon, Avalokitesvara in her hearing and seeing mode, 
often depicted with a thousand arms. On each hand is an eye. This means 
that no being is unseen, no cry unheard. We are here to respond to everyone, 
everything, with compassion and wisdom. 
 So the Bodhisattva tropism is looking up and receiving light; looking 
down and becoming Kanzeon. Innumerable beings are waiting for us to pay 
attention, to do something with our precious human lives, to offer a clear and 
compassionate response. This is the reason for our being here.
 In his journal entry, Soen Roshi continued, “When we want to guide sentient 
beings, we find that there are no sentient beings to guide. Step after step 
is nothing but Namu dai bosa, Namu dai bosa.” Namu: to be one with; Dai: 
boundless; Bosa: Bodhisattva. 
 Soen Roshi followed this entry with two poems: 

Emerging 
Bodhisattva mountain --
in this bountiful light
I shall dance
the self of no-self.

 Mount Fuji is nearly always covered by clouds, by mist -- you can’t see it, 
and then all of a sudden the clouds part and the mountain emerges. This is, of 
course, a poetic way of speaking about true nature, revealed in “ascending to 
seek Bodhi.” 
 What is the dance of the self of no-self? In Hakuin’s “Song of Zazen,” we 
chant, “if we concentrate within, and testify to the truth that Self-Nature is 
no-nature, we have really gone beyond foolish talk… To regard the thought of 
no-thought as thought, whether singing or dancing, we are the voice of the 
Dharma.” 
 No ego-entity. No one doing. No one thinking, “Oh, that poor person 
needs my help.” Just seeing. No sentient beings to guide. Just vow. There 
is no separation between self and other. This is what is meant in Buddhism 
by dependent co-arising. Everything, through the mutuality of causes and 
conditions, takes form because of every other thing.    
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     Soen Roshi’s other poem is a haiku:
           Ascend the hill

descend the hill
dragon spring 

 The Bodhisattva tropism begins with aspiration and never ends, continuing 
and continuing with tenderness and a worshipping heart. Coming to realize 
that all sentient beings are fundamentally Buddha, how can we not be 
respectful? How can we not be grateful? Thus, we ascend and descend, with 
ever deepening gratitude for this rare opportunity.   a

Reflections 
on Urgent 
Topics

By Shinge Roshi

Although in recent years I’ve had to decline invitations 
to conferences because of my demanding sesshin 
schedule at Hoen-ji, Dai Bosatsu Zendo and New 

York Zendo, this year I said yes to four gatherings. The 
first was an historic meeting in Washington, D.C.; the 
next, a Dharma teachers’ conference at Omega Institute; 
the third, my 50th Vassar Reunion, and the fourth, the 
American Zen Teachers Association meeting at Rochester 
Zen Center’s Chapin Mill Retreat Center.  

In an on-line column for “Sweeping Zen” on the Wash-
ington conference, I wrote: 

    For the first time in history, all Buddhist schools and 
sects are practicing on this continent. There are more 
than three million of us. On May 14, 2015, the First 
US Buddhist Leaders Conference at the White House 
was held, thanks to the openness and inclusiveness 
of the Obama administration. Appropriately, before 
any words were spoken there, another first took place: 
a Vesak Ceremony, commemorating the Buddha’s 
birth, enlightenment and passing into Final Nirvana.
    Seated in the South Auditorium of the working 
White House, all 130 of us chanted Vandana, Tisa-
rana, the Four Great Vows, Om Mane Padme Hum, 

framed by still-bare trees
ripples on the lake glisten
wind writes a grace note

                          -- Shinge Roshi
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and a Metta Meditation, led by Sri Lankan, Cambodian, Burmese, Bangla-
deshi, Chinese, Korean, Japanese, Vietnamese, Thai and Tibetan monks 
and nuns.
    It was a great honor to be among this wonderfully diverse group of lay 
and ordained, Zen/Chan, Mahayana, Theravada, Vajrayana, Soka Gakkai/
Nichiren, Jodoshinshu (Pure Land), and Engaged Buddhists of all stripes 
who were invited to this one-day gathering on the theme “Visions in the 
Square -- Action in the World.” William Aiken, public affairs director for 
Soka Gakkai International who has worked in Washington, D.C., for two 
decades, brought us all together in fulfillment of a longtime dream.  
     We had deep concerns as we assembled, hearts heavy with the terrible 
losses, homelessness and hunger in Nepal following two major earth-
quakes; the boatloads of desperate refugees who are starving and dying 
of thirst and exposure, being turned away from country after country, 
reminiscent of Jews during the Holocaust who could not find safe harbor; 
persistent racism in our country, with so many African-American men, 
young and old, subject to police violence and incarceration; and the 
overwhelming global crisis of climate change, ever-worsening in the face 
of a world economy that privileges corporate gain over the well-being of 
humans and other beings.
     Focusing on moving from individual to collective transformation, from 
personal practice to political change, the program was dense with presen-
tations. Leading off our morning session at George Washington Univer-
sity, Bhikkhu Bodhi, a Theravada monk, scholar and founder of Buddhist 
Global Relief [who visited us and spoke at Syracuse University not long 
ago], presented a Buddhist diagnosis of the climate crisis, using the Four 
Noble Truths as a template…. 
    Jack Kornfield, director of Spirit Rock Meditation Center, gave conclud-
ing remarks at the White House, and two statements we had signed, “The 
Time to Act is Now: A Buddhist Declaration on Climate Change” and “A 
Buddhist Statement on Racial Justice,” were delivered to White House offi-
cials with bows of gratitude and the sobering recognition that there would 
be little time left for the Obama administration.
    As thoughtful and stimulating as the day’s presentations and discus-
sions were, what I remember most strongly was the energy shift that hap-
pened during our chanting. All of us -- White House staffers and Buddhists 
alike -- moved from the varied perspectives of each one to the intercon-
nectedness of One. Far beyond words, that transformative shift is even 
now continuing to ripple outward.

Less than a month later, these concerns were explored more fully at the 
International Western Dharma Teachers Gathering from June 1 to 5 at the 
Omega Institute, with some 250 American and European teachers from all 
Buddhist traditions represented. 
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We were remarkably diverse with regard to ethnicity, race, age, gender and 
sexual identity. The four days were jam-packed with presentations, panels and 
challenging interactive exercises that resulted in deep heart connections about 
what matters to us as Dharma teachers.

As we know, the Buddha was not someone who transcended the world, but 
rather fully embodied it, with all its problems. Upon his great awakening, he 
gave his first teaching on the Four Noble Truths, starting with dukkha. Every 
being is suffering in some way. It’s our command to respond. 

In the words of Kafka, “It’s possible to live in a way that spares you the 
sufferings of the world. But that is the one suffering you might have spared 
yourself.” 

What happens when you live in a way that blocks out the sufferings of oth-
ers? You’re not really alive. You’ve created a barrier between you and the body 
you really are, the Earth and all beings. 

Jon Kabbat-Zinn said on a panel that the most important question he asks 
himself these days is, “What is my job on this planet? What am I here to do?” 

Among the many good conversations I had at the conference were several 
with David Loy, one of the presenters, whose latest book, The New Buddhist 
Path: Enlightenment, Evolution, and Ethics in the Modern World, I’ve turned to 
innumerable times in recent months. In one passage he writes, “Awakening to 
my non-duality with the world does not automatically eliminate habitual self-
centered ways of thinking and acting. So following a Bodhisattva path becomes 
important for re-orienting my relationship with the world.” 

We left with a renewed sense of urgency to live ecologically, to be responsi-
bly attuned to the world around us, to understand our interconnectedness and 
to realize, as Dogen put it, that the whole earth is our body. 

Just a week later, I attended my 50th Reunion, a wonderfully stimulating 
four-day event similarly crowded with presentations, conversations and exhibi-
tions, including “Embodying Compassion” at the Vassar College Art Galleries 
with its splendid images of Avalokitesvara (Kanzeon) in two and three dimen-
sions from Japan, Tibet, Korea, China, India and Southeast Asia. I had been 
asked to be the speaker at the Sunday Memorial Service for departed class-
mates from all the classes gathered in five-year increments (the oldest were 
from the Class of ’45; the youngest, from the Class of 2010). In my address, 
I referred to the two topics at the conferences in which I had recently partici-
pated:

First, pernicious and persistent racism, fed by fear, ignorance, unex-
amined white privilege and the structures of economic inequality; and 
second, the climate crisis, growing more dangerous every day. 

We heard from leaders in the field of climate change about the need 
for a global transformation of the way we go about our lives. We learned 
that we’re in a feedback loop, wherein the heat generated from carbon 
dioxide emitted by fossil fuels is now releasing far more devastating meth-
ane emissions, and if we do nothing, human existence may be wiped out 
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within 35 years. 
As one participant said, “Just as reflection on the inevitability of death 

can serve to inspire a deep sense of responsibility, contemplating the pro-
found disruptions the world will undergo as the encounters with resource 
limits accelerate can help us see how our actions now are of crucial 
import for future generations.” We vowed to move from indifference and 
despair to compassionate action and systemic change, based upon a 
shared understanding of interconnectedness….

How do we respond to the suffering of our mother earth? How do we 
work together to save all beings, realizing we are not separate? When one 
person is homeless, we are all homeless. When one person wastes, we 
are all being wasted. 

So let us honor those who have passed on by caring deeply for each 
other, for this place and for our planet, finding creative ways to work 
together as the vibrant humans we are -- not just homo sapiens, but homo 
universalis -- so that future generations may thrive, imbued with the radi-
ant power and warmth of the compassionate heart.   a

New Dharma Teachers
Shinge Roshi authorized two new Hoen-ji Dharma teachers, Jika Lau-

ren Melnikow and Jisho Judy Fancher, during the Spring Sesshin at the 
Zen Center of Syracuse. They join senior Dharma teachers Nikyu Robert 
Strickland and Jikyo Bonnie Shoultz.

Jika and Jisho will have roles 
supporting our outreach to the 
community, said Shinge Roshi at 
the April ceremony. 

Jisho joined the Sangha in 
1999, took precepts in 2000 and 
has done extensive volunteer-
ing in the community, teaching 
young people to use meditation 
as an alternative to violence. She 
became a resident of the Zen 
Center in 2009 and was ordained 
in 2012. Jisho has faced many 
challenges, including cancer and 
the death of her father, which 
have deepened her compassion 
and her vow. Her years as a resi-
dent at Hoen-ji have often made 

Shinge Roshi and the new Dharma teachers, 
Jikyo and Jika, during the ceremony.  

Photo by Chimon Bill Mitrus
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us feel “a wonderful combination of love and exasperation,” Roshi told 
sesshin participants, to much laughter.

Jika came to the Zen Center in January 1997 through Roshi’s 
Healing Breath (now called Deep Presence) classes. She soon joined 
the Development Committee, which took on the task of figuring out 
how to pay for the center’s home on West Seneca Turnpike. In 2012, 
Jika received the Precepts and began her work as a bridge between 
the community and the center. She created a zendo in her home and 
offered people seeking to learn about meditation a one-on-one access 
experience, taught classes for developmentally disabled people at the 
center and offered meditation instruction at various businesses and or-
ganizations through the Zen Center’s Community Meditation Program. 
“Jika continues to be a bridge,’ Roshi said, “finding people who have a 
thirst for this practice” in Arizona, where she and her husband, Walter, 
spend much of the winter.   a  

Shinge Roshi with Hoen-ji's four Dharma teachers: Jika Lauren Melnikow, Nikyu Robert 
Strickland, Roshi, Jikyo Bonnie Shoultz and Jisho Judy Fancher.  

Photo by Chimon Bill Mitrus

on Gempo’s stupa
beautiful blue dragonfly
last day of summer

                          -- Shinge Roshi
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It is 5:10 a.m. on the third day of Summer Sesshin 2014. 
I commute to sesshin daily and am now standing in the 
parking lot of the church across from the Zen Center. 

I am getting ready to cross the street so I can be in the 
zendo before morning kinhin begins. Suddenly, before me 
is a sign I don’t recall seeing before.

 Since I am an assistant tenzo, I have been parking 
behind the residence. But today I have the day off, so I will 
just sit and participate in the usual sesshin schedule. I 
have parked in this lot during previous sesshin. However, 
I don’t recall seeing this sign. Maybe it’s new, or perhaps 

Dropping 
the Veil

By Senju Dave 
Fisher

Childhood Friend

She has aged
well
her glutinous face
masked raccoonian eyes
torso adrift
above glamorous
knees
in the chair she sits in
like a cage. 

Only so far
to go
now I think
she thinks
appreciating the edge
of time
fractually
image into image
laughter into rage.                             
          -- Amy Doherty
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I am just now noticing it for the first time. But it strikes me. Hard. Someone 
might as well have plucked it from the ground and whacked me on the head 
with it.
 STOP.
 I just stand there. A deep silence pervades everything. However, it is not the 
absence of sound but rather the absence of internal commentary. A car passes 
by … swwwwisssshhh. The sign looms before me. 
 STOP.
 Bold, vibrant, red, declaring its mandate. A dog barks. Arr, arr, arr! Another 
car passes. Swwwwisssshhhh. Sounds. Sight. All sensations penetrate this 
unfettered moment deeply.
 I wrote about this particular experience last year, but the ripples had been 
coursing through my life for some time, sometimes rising to the fore and 
sometimes falling away into the background. If I had to point to one aspect of 
practice that is in the forefront for me right now, it is the transformative lesson 
being learned from the simple experience of stopping.
 I say “simple” because it feels so natural: the act of being without the 
constant internal commentator interpreting what I see, hear, touch, taste 
and feel. This is direct experience, and in the absence of the commentator, 
profundity rises up and cascades in. The true nature of reality manifests what I 
could not see before: that everything is profound and beautiful. The crumbling 
concrete sidewalk is beautiful. The individual blades of grass are beautiful. 
The motorized growl and swwwwisssshhh of the passing car is an amazing 
sound. There is no space between “me” and the sound — all is the seamless 
“happening” occurring in that moment. The truth of what we are is laid bare.
 “All is the never-failing manifestation of the mysterious truth of Tatagatha.”
 We chant this all the time in “Bodhisattva’s Vow.” It goes on to say that 
“in any event, in any moment, and in any place, none can be other than the 
marvelous revelation of its glorious light.”
 This is the delight of practice for me: at any moment, revelation! And yet, in 
the simplicity of this practice comes hard, earnest work. To cease cherishing 
my interpreter of life, to relinquish my ragged and worn-out habitual responses 
and to trust deeply in this process and great unfolding reality has required 
ceaseless work and commitment. This is where the simplicity of practice 
becomes quite complex. And yet the rewards are immeasurable.
 Last Winter Sesshin I had one of the most difficult dokusan experiences 
in all my years of practice. It was a challenging time of life for me -- two 
overlapping family crises, a failed business endeavor and the start of a new 
one, as well as a potential health issue. I didn’t recognize just how challenging 
until that dokusan. I thought I was navigating the rapids of my life just fine.
 So when it was my turn, I rang the bell, climbed the stairs and entered the 
dokusan room.
 Bow. Head to floor. State the koan. Sit and begin.
 I don’t even recall how our engagement began. Words and exchanges 
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whipped back and forth. Roshi hammered me with hard truth after hard truth 
-- a testament not just to how well she knows me personally, but also to how 
skillfully she wields that knowledge — like a surgeon with a scalpel. I was flayed 
alive, layer after layer of my distress laid bare.
 This was tough love and Zen mastery combined. I think a dokusan 
experience like this one may be misunderstood as harsh on Roshi’s part, 
but it is not that at all. I know in my core that her whole being is focused on 
my well-being and on bringing about an unfettered experience of life on this 
bodhisattva path.
 Sometimes turpentine needs to be poured to strip away the old, peeling 
paint or an axe needs to be used to chop through the tangled vines that choke 
out my life. Just the month before, this angst had landed me in the hospital 
with a catheter scope threaded up my arm to see if the tension in my chest was 
due to narrowed arteries and an imminent “cardiac event.”
 Oh, sure, I was doing just fine. 
 Isn’t self-delusion just grand?
 “Why didn’t she speak nicely to him?” you might ask.  “Why didn’t she 
console him and show compassion?” She spoke to me as I needed to be 
spoken to. And she did show me compassion — great compassion. Do you see 
it? I believe this aspect of dokusan is misunderstood and, in misunderstanding, 
great opportunity for growth and transformation is lost.
 I left that dokusan shell-shocked and sat on the cushion in flames. Old 
fears erupted that originate deep into my past. Finally, nothing but a pile 
of ashes was left. This, to me, is another gift from practice: being able to 
experience emotional pain and distress without evaluation, without blame 
(from self or others), and without becoming consumed by it or embattled with 
it. It is important to understand that this emotional pain was not a result of 
Roshi’s responses to me in that dokusan. It was pain from my own responses, 
past traumas and life entanglements. 
 It has taken quite a bit of time and courage on the cushion to cultivate and 
grow into this understanding. But as with all worthwhile things, it is well worth 
the effort.
 The eminent transpersonal psychotherapist, Mark Epstein, writes this about 
meditation in Thoughts Without a Thinker: Psychotherapy from a Buddhist 
Perspective: “The fearlessness of bare attention is necessary.… People are 
afraid of discovering things about themselves that they do not wish to know.”
 Two things strike me about this, concerning our practice: the development 
of “bare attention” and the courage to face and cut through our own fear. It 
could be said that this cutting through leads to bare attention, or at least an 
aspect of it. Ours is a practice of deletion, the arithmetic practice of subtraction 
rather than addition. And then, miraculously, this bare attention manifests.
 Not too long ago I was taking a walk along the garden path behind the 
zendo. With mind unfiltered and heart wide open, all was seamless and direct. 
Here live Titans, small and large. Dappled light played on the leaves and 
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the trees were powerfully present. Two trees in particular in the back of the 
garden overwhelmed me. Unbidden, their names came to me: Sentinel and 
Grandfather Guardian. These are not descriptive words, but an expression of 
their revealed nature. As I emerged from under the trees’ expansive canopy, 
the water of the Onondaga Creek consumed the whole of my attention as it 
rushed along its course. This water. It is alive.
 This attention is beginning to pervade my daily experience more and more. 
Of course, there is always the “two steps forward, one step backward” dance. 
But, to me, that is the non-linear nature of our practice. Nothing is in a straight 
line. And yet that dance is the straight and narrow path itself.
 This morning as I made breakfast, the act was simple and direct. I felt 
my mind wanting to be distracted by all the things on my to-do list, or some 
internal commentary wanting to make a statement about the condition of the 
strawberries or if I was putting an equal share in each bowl for myself and 
my wife, Deb. But they were fleeting and easy to let go and then -- wondrous 
countertop! Bright red berries! The lens of my mind went from narrow to wide 
in the blink of an eye, and a smile played across my face. Suddenly the veil 
parted and what was always there became poignantly manifest.
 Life is simply amazing.    a

Be Not Afraid

Is it not time to set aside those fears
that in the dead of night can prompt the heart

to pound, the mind to conjure and imagine?
Think of the black bear that visited

our friends one night, scratching on the glass
of the patio door. No less a menace are

those frights that can unnerve you in the shower,
the strange unease that greets you in the morning.

All the same, if I can summon up
the strength to face those furtive trepidations,

can I not call their bluffs and send them packing?
Would that it were so, I tell myself,

watching that pair of sparrows on the lawn
and that sharp-shinned hawk perched on a power line.

                                                              -- Shijo Ben Howard
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Atta Dipa 
at the 

End of the 
Tunnel

By Joraku JoAnn 
Cooke

Running in darkness makes you prone,
When you see that flicker ahead.
Running, running, running
The light at the end 
Seems real. You can,
You can, get there
and then,
You can finally stop
And start to live
Be a nice person, 
Be generous with your money,
Sit zazen for real,
(No, I mean for real.)
B r e a t h e,
Not now. But soon …
The faster you run, the sooner you get there
Is the logical conclusion.
But NO, you ARE the light at the end of the 
tunnel.
It’s an illusion, that delusion.
A reflection of your light,
disappearing as soon as you get there.
like driving to the end of a rainbow. 
You were sure it ended right here, and yet,
Now there is no rainbow.
(A safe place to hide gold.) 
Nothing ahead, outside yourself.
No sooner, no later, just now.
No running, just sitting
Where you are.
Stop. 
Bask in the light that you are.
Because that’s what breathing really means.
Atta Dipa at the end of the tunnel.

This year was an experiment for me. What would 
happen if I stopped driving myself? What if I lived 
like a normal person? (Or at least what I imagined 

a normal person’s life was like.) What if I left my crazy 
all-consuming job, took an easy job, one that let me go 
home and stop thinking about it? What if I didn’t try to do a 
lifetime of other things in addition to my crazy job?

So I took a leave of absence, got a part-time teach-
ing assistant job, worked with Jikyo some of the time as 

Photo by ShiOn Pat Yingst



18 DHARMA CONNECTION 

Never More 
Alive Than 
When 
Touching 
Death
By Ishin Bill 
Cross

assistant to the Buddhist Chaplain, substitute taught some afternoons and 
otherwise cooked, and generally took care of things at home. Basically, I went 
from one fun and interesting job to another all day. I didn’t get up at 6, and 
whatever I didn’t finish one day, I would do the next. An unheard of concept for 
most of my adult life. In fact, most things I planned to do didn’t get done at all. 
Outside of work, I got less done working part time than I used to get done work-
ing sixty hours a week. Weird.

I felt lazy much of the time. At first I told myself I was recovering from the 
traumatic stress of my job and it was understandable. Then I said: This isn’t 
lazy; this is how most people live. Just try it out. It’s okay to spend ten minutes 
chatting with your neighbor. Or the cashier at the checkout when no one is 
behind you.

After a while I started to realize how impatient I usually am and that you 
can’t be a nice person if you are always rushing somewhere. This is important. 
At school I could be the patient grandmother to the kids while the more frantic 
teacher was responsible for their progress. I would be there for anyone who 
needed me. I made really good dinners almost every night. I listened to people. 

I have to go back to work this fall, but I think it will be different. When I 
think about the way I was before I took my leave, I say, “You can’t make me. 
You can’t make me be like that anymore.”  I may have to get up at 6, but if 
it doesn’t get done today, I’ll start on it tomorrow. I don’t even see that light 
ahead anymore, and if I do, I’ll know it’s only a reflection of where I am now.  a

Recently my old friend George died. He was 
compassionate, generous, a devoted Greek 
Orthodox Christian who cared deeply for his family 

and friends. We had known each other and had played 
football, basketball and baseball with each other since we 
were thirteen. We could tell each other anything: marital 
difficulties, struggles with our kids, business issues, our 
struggles with our internal demons, most recently how we 
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should set up our final wills and, of course, memories -- such rich memories. 
When I saw him in the hospital the Sunday before he died, he held out his 

arms and hugged me; we told each other we loved each other, and his left-
handed grip was so strong it almost hurt when I told him how strong it felt. He 
was as tough then as when we were kids.

For solace and inspiration I reread one of my favorite poems by Kabir:

 Friend, hope for the Guest while you are alive. 
 Jump into experience while you are alive!
 Think ... and think ... while you are alive.
 What you call “salvation” belongs to the time 
 before death. 
 

 If you don’t break your ropes while you’re alive,
 do you think ghosts will do it after?

 The idea that the soul will join with the ecstatic
 just because the body is rotten -- 
 that is all fantasy.

 What is found now is found then.
 If you find nothing now,
 you will simply end up with an apartment in the
 City of Death.

 If you make love with the divine now, in the next 
 life you will have the face of satisfied desire.

 So plunge into the truth, find out who the Teacher is,
 Believe in the Great Sound!

 Kabir says this: 

 When the Guest is being searched for,
 it is the intensity of the longing for the Guest
 that does all the work.

 Look at me, and you will see a slave of that intensity. 
 
This has been such an up-and-down time, this death and dying time. The 

pain and the ongoing grief over George’s death that his family, friends and I ex-
perience, the loss of a wonderfully loving man and old brother friend is coupled 
with the recognition of the cessation of his suffering, a deep connection with 
him, his family and old friends, and the loving support from Sheila and my fam-
ily and friends.

This death is so profound, so moving, so grounding, so final. There’s no BS 
and no pretense. “Ask not for whom the bell tolls; it tolls for thee.” I’d thought 
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The Freedom 
of No Choice

By Jika Lauren 
Melnikow

that meant when one dies we all die just a little. But another take is that the 
tolling bell can wake us up to what is real, right here and right around the cor-
ner. No fooling around! The so-called primitive cultures that venerate the skull 
in bracelets, malas, tankas and masks also can remind us to wake up.

Who cannot be moved by a family member of the recently deceased? We 
feel it as we approach: this is real, these tears, this sorrow. When we look in 
their eyes they mirror our own experience. We feel deeply if we take that in, if 
we let ourselves touch our own feeling, intimacy, openness. Do we ever feel as 
alive as when we touch death? Can we grasp the reality that we are both living 
and dying right now?

Kabir’s last stanza about the “intensity of the longing for the Guest that 
does all the work” had new meaning when I read another of his poems where 
he says “lovers can understand this best,” regarding longing. Do you remem-
ber being in love -- that first hit of Eros writ large? Where we also feel so alive, 
so present, so open, so intimate and transparent? That’s the stuff Kabir is 
talking about, I think. Urgent longing. So I wonder, do I have that longing to be 
so alive, so present, so awake? Do you?

I certainly felt present and connected with George and his family around his 
dying; and his death makes my desire to sit and be mindful more urgent.   a

I have been thinking lately about the concepts of choice 
and freedom. Many people equate the two. We want to 
be free, to be able to choose. When we can’t choose, 

we don’t feel free. That thinking often leads us to the 
conclusion that the more choice we have, the more 
freedom we have. More and more, I am finding that’s not 
so.
 We live in a period of great technological overload; 
we’re presented daily with choice after choice in the latest 
articles, health updates, books, products, recipes. The list 
goes on and on. When we are open to everything, we may 
not realize how much time and energy we expend keeping 
up with our small window into the All, much less in making 
decisions regarding it. 
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 It’s a beautiful thing to stop considering a new skin care system, a differ-
ent toothpaste, a vitamin revamp, to simply put some decisions to rest, once 
and for all. Setting up some routine, in sameness, may seem random to some 
people, or freedom-stifling to others. In my experience, the opposite is true. 
Lots of choice requires energy and attention. Fewer small decisions leave much 
more possibility for experiencing life in this moment.
 Different phases of our lives require different commitments. I am now in 
a period when what is “required” is dictated less from the outside. In that 
context, I find value in the routines I have set for myself with no one looking 
or judging. Not “deciding” anew every day is very freeing. I’m sure you have 
experienced this in your practice. You may sit with the Sangha on certain days 
of the week. You either go without question or reconsider that choice each 
time. My feeling  is that when I just set the intention (and perhaps the alarm) 
in the evening, I simply get up in the morning, period. I don’t let myself linger 
to consider how I feel about it yet again. For me, the energy and momentum 
are created when I just get up. Not choosing actually feels more free. In this 
way, the energy ball gets rolling and keeps rolling, with much more potential for 
compassionate action. 
 For many years I had schedules for working and parenting. Many younger 
friends, still in this combined work and parenting mode, say they feel better 
during the week with fewer choices. The weekend is difficult to face, due to 
the lack of imposed expectations within a set schedule. One friend mentioned 
that he spends a lot of the weekend on the couch, deciding how to spend the 
time and never getting beyond that. Another said she makes a list that she may 
never get through, often feeling like a failure. 
 I remember when I was first stuck in that place of trying to decide the best 
use of my time. I was a new mother, nursing on the baby’s schedule. When the 
baby napped, I would face a decision about which of several important tasks I 
should complete during a nap of unknown length. There was no clear or best 
answer, which was frustrating. I finally arrived at a solution that worked for me: 
I stopped trying to choose between tasks; I simply picked one and started. 
Then, everything just flowed in a natural, unforced way. I trusted in the process, 
letting go of expectations.
 I always admire the residents and Sangha members in monastic training. 
They live in community, focusing their all, each day. Their work is taxing, yet 
they follow a required schedule. Lay practice is riddled with choices. We expend 
much energy second-guessing each decision.
 Sesshin trains us wonderfully in the beauty of “no” with outer freedoms 
seemingly removed, inner freedom found. We notice the ways we habitually try 
to control our experiences. The exactitude of the schedule is the master frame-
work that allows this to happen. The structure frees us. I first witnessed this at 
a Montessori school. So much freedom was present because of a firm underly-
ing structure. This is a beautiful thing.
 Many of us have taken Jukai and have done Intensive Training. We have 
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Boundless 
Light, 
Universal 
Love

By Muken Mark 
Barber  

voiced the Great Vows. We have set an intention. It is freeing, now, to just do it. 
 I have a clear memory of coming out of my first sesshin, many years ago. I 
thought about how trapped people can think they are, when they don’t realize 
the power of their habitual thinking. I realized just how much choice I actually 
had in each moment.
 Decades of sesshin later, this realization has gone much deeper. I now ex-
perience true “no choice” in each moment, when something is just doing itself. 
Wow! The illusion of choice indicates a lack of freedom! This is a radical shift. 
It’s the shift that occurs when we free ourselves from the tyranny of reaction. 
We are left with nothing else to do but take the direction that life offers in each 
moment. Our freedom is in no choice.      a

For many of us at Anniversary Sesshin at Dai Bosatsu 
Zendo this year, the week ended with our nerves 
rubbed raw. Some of us, particularly the wealth of 

newcomers experiencing the challenge of sesshin for the 
first time, suffered through the litany of personal crises 
that sesshin seems designed to induce. Some others 
-- myself included -- found difficulty entering the sesshin 
atmosphere at first. But by the end we had all broken 
through, dwelling in the effusion of laughter and tears that 
often come tumbling over one another, over and over, by 
the sixth and seventh day.

 At the informal breakfast immediately following ses-
shin, one young intern new to Zen practice stood up to 
offer her impressions. Her words, spoken deeply from the 
heart, captured the emotional exposure that had emerged 
for all of us during the week. “You saved me, and I didn’t 
know that I needed to be saved,” she said.

What does it mean to be saved? What does it mean 
to save someone else? So many of us enter Zen practice 
having sensed something profoundly, inexpressibly deep 
in our lives -- a warmth, perhaps, whose beauty confounds 
any attempt to represent it in words. We want to know 
what it is and how to share it with others. Simultaneously, 
we want to heal our wounds and teach others to do the 
same: this is the true bodhisattva path that calls us to 
action. What we come to discover is that the wisdom of 
this compassion and searching is a manifestation of the 
universal love dwelling at the heart of our lives that erases 
the separation between self and other, leading us forward 
into the exalted energy of life.

My own arrival into Zen practice was the culmination 
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of many years of fear, anger and self-doubt: feelings of inadequacy over so 
many perceived flaws, frustration over not being able to open to others as I so 
deeply wanted, and a pernicious doubt stalking me all the while -- “What is all 
this? Why am I here?” For much of my life I had felt isolated behind a vast wall 
that kept me from really connecting with others in speech or action. It was in 
the delicate melodies of poetry, in those miraculous moments when a piece of 
music converges with the listener and all rises up into one thing, that I could 
find those moments of connection with the beauty radiating from the world. 
I wanted nothing more than to be a conduit for that beauty, to help everyone 
I met to touch that beauty for themselves. But shy and frustrated, so rarely 
could I express myself to anyone the way I could to myself. For many years 
growing up I retreated inward instead, unable to speak, sealed tightly behind 
the wall.

It took a long time to emerge from behind that wall. My breaking point 
came after a long struggle with an eating disorder, during which I refused to 
seek help from anyone for fear of burdening them with my problems. I was 
convinced that no one cared, that I did not deserve happiness because I could 
not measure up to my own imagined standards. By sheer fortune I was able 
to finally see what I had done to myself, and a tentative recovery followed. But 
really it was no recovery at all; still caught in my own expectations of what I felt 
I had to be and angry for not being my mental image of myself, I projected my 
pain out into the world. I was still afraid, locked behind my wall.

Then through the consequences of my pain I lost someone very close to me, 
and all at once the ground vanished beneath my feet. But in crossing over the 
edge, in seeing the misery encircling my life, I saw for the first time the reality 
of my own suffering, the ways I had hurt myself and therefore hurt others. And I 
sensed, too, that there was a way out. This was my entrance into Zen practice.

Zen teaches us to open to what we are, leaving behind the trappings of the 
ego we spend our lives trying to protect. In Zen practice we learn to stand in 
absolute vulnerability, exposed and fully visible with nothing to hide or defend. 
It takes tremendous courage to open ourselves so completely in this way, 
to fall into this vulnerability with no expectations. But bit by bit we do open 
ourselves, learning to embrace ourselves as we are; and so we open to others 
as well, laying ourselves bare to be seen and known in the fullness of real 
intimacy. Light breaks through the cracks of our self-made walls, and gradually 
we understand that this light, this love, is what we truly are -- always, without 
beginning or end.

In his Meditations, Jiddu Krishnamurti writes that meditation, far from a 
passive act, is the organic revelation of the vitality of love that permeates 
our lives. “Meditation is that light in the mind,” he writes, “that lights the way 
for action; and without action, there is no love.” When we sit together, work 
together, chant “Enmei Jukku Kannon Gyo” together, we spontaneously and 
effortlessly project the boundless light that is ourselves. This light is true care 
and tenderness, projected straight from the heart in each breath and every ac-
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tion. In truth, we don’t have to do anything: this love naturally expresses itself, 
simply comes and enfolds us. We discover that action -- being with and caring 
for one another without judgment or expectation -- is immediate and natural. 
We taste, if only for a moment, the energy of that love which never leaves us.

Late night on the sixth day of sesshin, hearing a fellow student sob next to 
me in the Dharma Hall, letting my heart break for him and for it all. Allowing 
in the love that does not confine itself to any one individual or group or prefer-
ence, but embraces all as one, wholly and with complete acceptance. In this 
universal love there is no giving or receiving. There is no exclusion. There is 
only intimacy with what is, the hands of Kanzeon connecting each one of our 
hearts. Casting our selves aside, we are mirrors to one another; grasping the 
oneness of mind in our vulnerability, we know that love for ourselves is love 
for one another without discrimination. No gap separates us, no walls hold us 
back. In true love we dissolve into one another, standing fearlessly in recogni-
tion as we open deeply to This.

And, in fact, it is really quite ordinary. As a teacher, I have been fortunate to 
help usher my students into real education, nourishing that profound curiosity 
that comes from simply being alive. Those precious moments in the classroom 
when the discussion becomes electric as we forget our roles as students and 
teachers and unlock something in our hearts that we didn’t realize before, 
and put it to use -- those moments are true love. What could be more natural? 
When we inquire deeply into ourselves to share the wonder we unearth, we 
live in the vitality of the present where love flourishes between us and the light 
shines through. Pure communication, real education, so essentially a part of us 
that we cannot help but march effortlessly forward.

Rinzai Zen is a rigorous practice, an iron practice. As it must be. But in the 
midst of the rigor we find that cool winds blow. In the “Metta-sutta,” Shakya-
muni Buddha exhorts us to “cultivate a boundless heart towards all beings”:

Let one’s thoughts of boundless love pervade the whole world — above, 
below and across — without any obstruction, without any hatred, without any 
enmity.

Whether one stands, walks, sits or lies down, as long as one is awake, 
one should maintain this mindfulness. This, they say, is the sublime state of 
existence.

The wonderful gift of Zen practice is that it pushes us to know for ourselves 
the boundless energy and joy that circulates in each moment and every being, 
and all we have to do is open ourselves to it. We can learn to let universal love 
arise from our every action, to understand that we are the light ourselves, that 
we are perfect just as we are. Feeling this, we extend genuine care toward oth-
ers, giving ourselves completely to them without a moment’s fear or hesitation. 
Pressing fiercely through the barriers, we emerge into the bright space where 
the walls have never existed. There is nothing to fear, for love calls us home.

I still wear the scars of my isolation. I still struggle, as we all do. But for the 
first time in my life, I am saved. I am truly home.   a  
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My 
Community

By Michael 
Rhynes

 Sho Shin

 EDITOR’S NOTE: Michael Rhynes was an inmate at 
Auburn Correctional Facility and a member of the Sho 
Shin (Beginners’Mind) Sangha, which is under the 
auspices of the Zen Center of Syracuse.

I went to the Sho Shin (Beginner’s Mind) Sangha as a 
refugee seeking sanctuary from the politics of worship-
ping in a prison environment. In the politics of prison 

worship, there are three factors one must contend with 
before reaching God, enlightenment or a higher power:
1. Prison administrations
2. Religious hierarchy
3. The body politic of the prison yard
 After years of having my soul tossed and battered from 
these factors, I had no tolerance for religious instruc-
tion based on books, religious authority or yard politics 
dictating who could worship or not worship. I wanted a 
measure of peace. Arriving at the Sho Shin Sangha with 
a beginner’s mind, I passed through the security door of 
the prison chapel where all denominations worship. After 

Four Winds

The wind blows 
Down the zigzag path
Quiet and gentle
Fast and loud

It lacks nothing
Always forward
Distraction free
Clinging to nothing along the way

Further and further it blows
Up and down the hills of acceptance
It touches everything
Down into the valley

On and on it blows
Where it comes from nobody knows
Where it’s going nobody knows
Don’t need to know

                                   -- Reiko Cynthia VanZoeren
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checking with the officer at the desk, I was allowed to walk into the chapel.
 Entering this space, I was enveloped by a serene darkness. Directly in front 
of me stood old-world pews that could accommodate eighty worshippers. To my 
left was a row of tall security windows the officer used to monitor our move-
ments. Between two iron doors that masquerade as fire exits sat six imitation 
stained glass windows that simply brought no joy.  
 On the right side of the chapel were the same type of security windows. 
Gray lockers covered the wall where each denomination kept its religious ma-
terials. On a raised platform that sometimes moonlights as a stage sat a lazy 
Susan with an altar on top. This large platform had been transformed into a 
zendo. I was astounded at its beauty. A hand-carved Buddha made with tender 
loving care beckoned all who were lost. The arrangement of flowers stopped 
my beating heart and made my weary soul leap for joy. I am not accustomed to 
such beauty. The amber light of the candles reminded me of a homecoming. 
Cushions were arranged in a neat formation on both sides of the zendo. There 
were wooden objects I’d never seen before. Bowls that turned into bells tickled 
my heart with joy.
 Out of nowhere, three sisters of peace appeared. The first bowed and said, 
“I am Jikyo. Welcome.” The second also bowed and said, “I am MyoEn. Wel-
come.” The third sister bowed and said, “Namaste, Michael.” The other men 
there for the service also bowed and welcomed me.
 Sitting in the lotus position brought agony to my stiff legs. Chanting in a 
foreign language dredged up images of Salem. Prostrating to a craven image 
shook my Christian belief system. Looking up from my prostrations with one 
eye, I didn’t see any lightning or hear any thunder. The chapel wasn’t shaking, 
and besides, this was the only respite from the harsh penitentiary winds.
 I’ve been at the Sho Shin Sangha going on five years. It was not the wis-
dom of Buddha or an abbot that has helped me stay the course, but the love 
of community. The word love and the action of love are two different things. In 
meditation, I often find myself pondering my childhood. The question that pops 
up is, how can one love a father or a deity who’s never there? Children have no 
concept of the word love; they only recognize the actions of love.
 Not one person in the Sangha has ever pressed me into believing in what 
they believe. In fact, they probably have no idea what my core belief is. The 
action of love is ever present at the Sangha. For example, when I first learned 
to conduct tea service, I made a lot of mistakes. With the guidance of a loving 
hand, I came to realize the ceremony of serving tea was about more than soak-
ing herbs in hot water. It was about the humble joy of serving others. I learned 
there is truly more joy in serving than in being served.  
 Dying in prison is a lonely business. Longtime friends can just disappear 
from the population one day without it being noticed for months or years. The 
sad news is passed through the prison grapevine without any sensitivity. There 
are no official announcements or memorial services to help one incarcerated 
person mourn another incarcerated person’s passing. 
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Sho Shin Sangha at Auburn Correctional Facility has undergone some 
changes over the last year or so, since former leader Michael Shane Hale 
was transferred to Sing Sing. The group has been small – not more than 
six or seven men, and often fewer. And there are more changes coming.    
The next leader, Michael Rhynes, gave it all he could within the limits of 
the system. But in late August, Michael Rhynes was transferred to Attica 
Correctional Facility.

The four volunteers (MyoEn Deb Bateman, Nancy Koschmann, Miyo 
Hirano and myself) continue to show up as often as possible, but there are 
times we cannot be there. At those times, the men lead their own service 
according to the forms we have taught. They also have a library of Bud-
dhist material; many of the men read from these resources.

In recent months, they have often asked to engage in what they call 

Changes and Questions
By Jikyo Bonnie Shoultz

 When I was told we would be celebrating O-bon, I was frightened. What kind 
of people celebrate death and worship ancestors? But I loved the pageantry of 
O-bon as well as the reverence of paying homage to one’s ancestors. With the 
delight of a child, I helped put up flags, streamers, lights and candles. The cha-
pel was turned into a temple in some faraway land where one had the freedom 
to grieve and laugh in the same moment. I’ve never been on a boat or thought 
of building one. At O-bon we became shipwrights and engineers who con-
structed our own vessels. The solemn occasion of remembering our ancestors 
and inscribing their names on the boats brought back repressed memories of 
happier times. Joy mingled with sadness as we watched our boats pass from 
this doorway into another doorway where our ancestors were free from harm.
 The drama of Buddha’s Birthday was another sight and experience to 
behold. The beautiful arrangement of flowers transformed the chapel into a 
garden where the Baby Buddha waited to be bathed in the sweet tea. We were 
read an account of Buddha’s birth, and then we re-enacted that birth.
 The procession that led to the birth felt as though we were really travel-
ing. I had an urgent need to wave at well-wishers. I felt just like the old sage I 
was portraying. The atmosphere was full of joy, waiting for the Baby Buddha to 
arrive. There were no mothers or fathers. We were all one in the celebration of 
life.
 The Sho Shin Sangha is my community. It’s where I am learning the noble 
truths of Buddha. It’s where I come each week to rest my weary soul. It’s where 
I’ve learned I am akin to the lotus flower and that this place (prison) doesn’t 
have the power to diminish me. It’s where we share the one breath that unites 
us to everyone and everything in this universe and beyond.    a
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“study group” in lieu of the regular service/zazen/short discussion that 
has been our Friday morning format since we began in 2008. These study 
group discussions have taken the Four Noble Truths and the Eightfold Path 
as a springboard; from one or two sentences, the discussion is launched. 
With the exception of Kidkarndee, who was a Buddhist monk in Thailand as 
a child and adolescent, no one was raised a Buddhist, and no one had any 
exposure to Buddhism before prison. 

Some of the group members’ questions and comments (summarized 
here) reflect deep engagement in this practice:

• It can be scary to take full responsibility for your own spiritual in-
vestigation, but isn’t that what Buddhist practice asks us to do?

• If the Buddha statue is merely a representation of an enlightened 
being, and if we all have Buddha-nature, why is the statue on an 
altar, elevated above us? 

• In the larger world, according to what I read in Buddhist magazines, 
most western Buddhists don’t look like me.  As an African-Ameri-
can, what can I do to challenge Buddhist sanghas on the outside 

       to engage people who come from backgrounds like mine? If I were             
   released, would your sangha accept me?
• Again, as an African-American, too many of my people have a 

diminished sense of self; I feel that many of us first need to know 
ourselves as whole before we are able to feel that it is safe to relin-
quish our self-identity.

• As a new member, it bothers me when we meet without the volun-
teers. It’s almost impossible to trust that the other sangha mem-
bers, who have only been Buddhists since entering prison, can 
answer my questions.

As you can see, the men we meet at Auburn are thoughtful and sincere-
ly involved in the practice. We are fortunate to be a part of their lives. We 
learn from each other, accepting the challenges at Sho Shin Sangha.   a

Unspeakable 

Robed in sparkling green
Riding the gentle breezes
Who is this Summer?

                     -- Jika Lauren Melnikow
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My cousin Jika Lauren Melnikow introduced me to 
the practice of Zen meditation almost four years 
ago. It has forever changed my life. 

I was raised in a strict religious atmosphere, where 
many conditions were put on behavior and acceptance 
was also conditional. I left that church and subsequently 
was shunned by my parents and most of my youthful as-
sociates. I grew up with undiagnosed ADHD and had many 
bouts with depression and anxiety throughout my youth 
and into adulthood. 

As an adult, I always had the sense that I was “not 
enough” of something, though I never knew what that par-
ticular thing was. I was constantly trying to please others 
and really didn’t know what I wanted for myself. A divorce 
left me a single mother; I had to prove to the world that I 
was a great mother, provider, daughter, worker, student. 
I also was trying to compensate for my ADHD by having 
things always at least look like they were all together on 
the surface. I was slowly dying inside. 

My first experience with meditation seemed absolutely 
impossible. How could I not think of anything and just sit? 
I was the girl who had feelings about having feelings, and 
I definitely had feelings about not having any! I couldn’t 
breathe. How could I not do something so simple? This, of 
course, gave me more anxiety, and I wept through several 
attempts. I just knew I had failed with this, as I had so 
many other things. 

Then, I had the opportunity to attend the Deep Pres-
ence class at the Zen Center, where I learned that others 
shared my feelings. There was no failure, no judgment, 
and we were all trying to master being in the moment and 
in each breath. Though my practice is far from perfect, I 
no longer judge myself and have found great peace in the 
practice.

In the last four years, I have faced many adversities 
that tested that peace or at least rocked my peace of 
mind. Some days I was sure my lifelong struggles with 
ADHD, depression and anxiety would get the best of me. I 
also suffer from fibromyalgia, a painful disability that is ex-
acerbated by emotional upheaval.  This practice has truly 
taught me to be in the moment. It is ok to feel whatever 
I am feeling, as long as I don’t attach to that feeling and 
become it. Our emotions teach us, warn us and give us 
perspectives, but they are not us! I am enough. I am okay, 

Meditation 
Changed 

My Life
By Reine 

Fitzgerald
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and I will survive. I have had many good days and many bad days; I no lon-
ger judge myself for either. I no longer wait for a cloud on a sunny day or beg 
for sun on a rainy day. (Though, living in Syracuse, I do often beg for it not to 
snow!) I have found significant improvement of my emotional state whenever I 
achieve this balance. Even my pain has lessened. 

I would recommend the Zen Center’s Deep Presence class to anyone re-
gardless of age or beliefs. The experience has forever changed my life.   a

Why We 
Offer 
Meditation

ByJikyo Bonnie 
Shoultz

As Buddhist chaplain at Syracuse University’s 
Hendricks Chapel, I work with others to ensure there 
are many times for students, staff and faculty to sit 

together each week in the small chapel. The Zen Center 
began in a small room at Hendricks Chapel’s Community 
House, meeting once a week in the early 1970s, and 
after moving into its own space, continued to offer sittings 
on campus. That is where I began my own practice. Our 
sittings are informal, with fifteen minutes for instruction, 
half an hour for sitting and the last fifteen minutes for 
discussion. 

Since 2006, we have been offering seven sittings a 
week, some of which are led by students who make a 
semester-long (or longer) commitment. One is Sangha 
member Myorin Catherine Landis, whose sitting is sup-
ported by Healthy Monday, a campus wellness program.

Another is Muken Mark Barber, a Zen Center resident 
and writing instructor at SU and State University College 
at Oswego. Longtime Sangha member Mokuon Karen Ne-
zelek has been in charge of Wednesday sittings for many 
years. Three others are led by undergraduate students, 
who do a great job. I lead the Tuesday noon zazen.

Each week, from forty to sixty people come to meditate. 
Some are new; some come once or twice a week, and oth-
ers attend more frequently. An email from a staff member 
expresses well why we offer these meditation sessions for 
the community, at the university and in the correctional 
system. 
     Bonnie, 
        Good afternoon and thank you again for such a great 

meditation session. I found your session to be very 
informative, and I used some of your tips. They were 
extremely helpful, and I would love any additional ones 
you may have. 

         I did not think when you mentioned meditation dur-
ing our meeting that I would take to it. I am a woman 
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with attention deficit hyperactive disorder. I find it very hard to stay in the 
moment and stay still! I started coming to meditation as a stress reliever, 
and I wanted to become familiar with the practice before telling students 
about it. Little did I know that meditation would help with my ADHD. I go 
almost five days a week, if my workload permits! I have found it not only a 
stress reliever allowing the remainder of my day to be more relaxed, but a 
constant reminder to be more present in the moment. 

        When I become overloaded, I now take a couple minutes to simply close 
my eyes and concentrate on my breathing to bring me back to the moment 
and return to my work. Previously, I would head to the restroom for relief 
or simply leave work completely disheveled by my workday only to go home 
and be even more exhausted by daily life. I also suffer from insomnia and 
want to start using techniques to help rest my mind, relax and allow myself 
to sleep. 

        I say all this to say thank you! Lastly, is the meditation room we use open 
throughout the work day? I ask because, if I were to miss a meditation, I 
would love the opportunity to have a private place to do it on my own.   a

Immortality

Why are you still there
on that nattering machine,
three months afterward? 

Oh, I know it’s you --
your British timbre, half-
ironic, half-polite.

Why are you still here,
directing me to leave
a message after the tone?

Is it not enough I hear you
in my mind’s echoing chamber,
half-laughing as you note

folly after folly?
I would like so much to leave
a message if I knew

what on earth to say
to one no longer here
but present all the same.

                                      - Shijo Ben Howard
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Climbing a route at any rock wall requires a 
combination of skills -- balance, quickness, 
coordination, focus and, perhaps most importantly, 

pure grit. 
       Move too quickly and you slip, too slowly and your 
arms give out. Lose your balance for even a split-second 
and you fall. Don’t coordinate hands and feet together? 
Down you go! Lose your focus? See ya later! 

With time and effort, one can develop all of these 
important qualities. Pure grit, however, is required and de-
velops throughout the entire process. Without it, you can’t 
make the first move. The wall becomes too frightening. 
What if I fall? What if I break my leg? I can’t do this. Fear 
arises, and failure ensues even before you begin. 

 But wonderful things happen if you arouse a mind of 
grit and go for it. You try and fail countless times. And, 
through this process, balance, coordination, quickness 
and focus are all tested -- and all improve. Muscle fibers 
tear and rebuild themselves stronger than before. Body-
awareness improves, and comfort on the wall increases. 
And just when it feels as though you can climb every route 
on the wall, you find one that throws you to the floor! 
Again, and again, and again. 

You try and fail, try and fail. Over and over and over. 
Day after day, week after week. Try and fail. You feel frus-
trated, dejected, even heartbroken. But with grit, you pass 
through these feelings and with a little luck meet success. 
And when you do, the feelings that arise are truly beyond 
measure. 

It’s worth noting that, as a climber, I don’t always suc-
ceed. Some routes are simply beyond my capacity. And, 
for me, this is a wonderful discovery. Here is the chance 
for one’s true grit to manifest. Can’t do it? Okay. On to the 
next route. 

With a wondrous humility, with trust in the teachings 
and true grit in our hearts, let us keep climbing through 
this endless dimension universal life. Climb on!   a

Climb On!

By Kaijo 
Matthew Russell

          Laughing at the sky
          Robed in threads of summer rain
          Twin geese at dusk
                           -- Muken Mark Barber
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Oh, Those 
Entangling 

Vines
By Myorin 

Catherine Landis

I spent much of Summer Sesshin break periods de-vining 
trees. Not all trees, but selected species based on 
wildlife value, sturdiness, nut or berry production and 

aptness for the site. (Walnuts are sturdy and provide highly 
nutritious nuts; boxelders, while not so sturdy, have good 
value for wildlife: insect [caterpillar, wood wasp, beetles] 
food, nest hole sites and the bushy cover created by re-
sprouts.) 
 Jikyo had bought several new pairs of work gloves, and 
I chose a pair that was black with hot pink fingers. Totally 
immaculate, they made the perfect hand wear for 
wrestling with vines. I used a small pocketknife 
from my glove compartment until I found a pair of 
clippers that actually worked.
      Once you start looking, you see them every-
where -- trees covered with, smothered in, vines. 
Grape and Virginia creeper trail up the stem and 
then drape themselves over the crown of smaller 
trees. The vines weigh so heavily on young limbs 
that these branches no longer grow upright, but 
bend down under the mass, crushed by the load 
they bear. In some cases, I had trouble finding the 
actual tree.
      During kinhin or dog walks, I saw them along 
the creek where the vines like to congregate, seek-
ing sunlight. Actually, the curtains of vines are a 
good thing here, providing a green screen between 
the creek trail and the Sangha Grove. (They also 
provide fruit -- it’s been a particularly good year for grapes, 
and a month after sesshin, in late August, when they rip-
ened, I sampled the grapes every time I walked along the 
creek path.) Mounded over a young walnut, however, the 
vines are killers. You could see a walnut leaf poking out 
here and there, like a few fingers sticking out of a grave. 
 During sesshin breaks, I returned to these “buried” 
trees with clippers to dig them out. I was experiencing 
lower back pain during sitting and the extension (upward 
reaching) movements were helpful. I cut, snipped, pulled -- 
pulled, yanked, tugged, coaxed vines off the tops of small 
trees. There. Freed! Exposed to sunlight, de-closeted, the 
tree looked a little stunned -- shell-shocked but grateful, I 
imagined.
 These trees often carry deformities due to having 
developed under the load of vines. Branches go out at 90–

Photo by Myorin 
Catherine Landis
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Shinge Roshi and Nikita in front of Dai Bosatsu Zendo. 
Photo by Myorin Catherine Landis

degree angles or even aim downward. The whole tree can appear flat-topped, 
like a table, rather than reaching up for the light. But they sometimes send up 
a new leader straight up, seeking solar energy. My goal was to help that brave 
sprout. Give it an opening and it will respond wholeheartedly! I see trees I 
cleared two or three years ago that are thriving, although some bear a charac-
teristic odd shape.
 I found this outer practice so helpful for working with the entangling vines 
in my mind on the cushion. After all, my zazen practice was not so different -- 
cutting off thoughts at the root, not fueling or energizing entwining patterns of 
negativity. My, the weight and age of some of those virtual vines! The physical 
pain I felt sitting seemed only to cause them to hang on tighter. The outer work, 
though, mirrored the inner, and the more I cut through tree vines, the more I 
could relax on the cushion, sense the shoot longing for the light and let it grow. 
Again, and again, and again. Worthy practice, to persevere and nourish that 
space.   a



2015 35

 Children of Sangha members and friends 
joined the gathering again this year for the 
Buddha’s Birthday celebration. Every seat in 
the Dharma Hall was filled. 

The highlight of the 2015 festivities was 
the children’s re-enactment of the Bud-
dha’s birth, with 
children playing 
the Buddha and 
all the support-
ing roles. Doshin 
David Schubert 
was the emcee.

Walking 
seven steps in 
each direction, the Baby Buddha declared, 
“Above the heavens and below the earth, I 
alone am the World Honored One.” 

Everyone took turns bathing the Baby 
Buddha in ambrosial nectar (tea). They 
shared a delicious potluck lunch, followed by 
a slice of the Buddha’s birthday cake.  

Buddha's Birthday 2015   

Marie Luther watches her 7-year-old 
grandson, Coby, bathe the Baby Buddha in 

ambrosial nectar. 

The Baby Buddha, one finger pointed skyward and the other pointed 
downward, during the annual re-enactment. 

Photos by Jikyo Bonnie Shoultz
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Laughter drifted over the water as Keigetsu, floating on her improvised and 
surprisingly solid three-pontoon constructed raft did her best to stay above 
water rather than under it. Not having a bathing suit or a change of clothes, 
she was extremely motivated. That didn’t prevent exclamations as Roshi tried 
to convince her there was room for two.

Other sangha members chatted outside around the pool and inside the 
screened porch, or took walks to the quiet teahouse and gardens behind the 
Kigyo’s house, where the picnic was held. I, personally, had the pleasure of 
chatting with Daigan’s wife, Terri, who shared her most recent summer adven-
tures at The Fenimore Art Museum and Munson Williams Proctor Arts Institute. 
We shared our love of summer day trips, taking advantage of this warm season 
and things to do near Syracuse. Then she pulled two coupons for the Munson 
out of her purse. She had picked up two for a friend and two extras. “Now I 
know why I picked up these other two,” she said. Such an unexpected, seren-
dipitous and generous surprise.

Around 3:30 p.m., we began the board of directors meeting. Committee 
reports were made and everyone participated in discussion and exchanged 
ideas. It was wonderful having sangha involved in these conversations, as 
many good ideas were offered. For example, Shawn suggested that each 
teisho be posted to our Facebook page as it is released. Jesse, one of the new-
est content editors/contributors to the Zen Center’s Facebook page, volun-
teered to do the work. We gave Togan a fond farewell, as he said he expects to 
spend more and more time with the New Jersey sangha. We welcomed Fugan 
as he took Togan’s place as president of the board, Kigyo as vice president, 
and Senju as secretary.

With more than twenty sangha members attending, this annual gathering is 
such a special time for sharing and connecting. If you were not able be there 
this year, be sure to join us next year.   a

Annual Sangha Picnic and Meeting
By Senju David Fisher
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Under Roshi’s careful stewardship we have accomplished a great deal.  
Renovations to our vintage buildings included a rebuild of the residence porch. 
The Joshua Forman House boiler gave us a surprise lesson in impermanence 
last October.  A combination of generous donations to our “Buy a Brick” cam-
paign and a portion of our savings were used to meet this crisis.           

As in prior years, our members’ gifts have been carefully managed to care 
for all the aspects of practice at our Dharma home.  On behalf of the Zen Cen-
ter of Syracuse Board of Trustees and volunteers, I am happy to say thank you 
for your support.    a

Treasurer’s Report: 
A Deep Bow of Gratitude
ByToku Ellen Grapenstater

these roadside daisies
reach out openhandedly --
beggars on thin legs

 -- ShiOn Pat Yingst

Reiki 
Treatments and Classes

By 
Jillian Mullins 

  Zen Center resident

In the
Komyo Reiki Kai tradition

Reiki is a gentle, yet 
powerful healing technique 

that can help to restore 
physical and emotional 

wellness.

For appointments, call
315-760-4035
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Sangha Passages

New teachers
     Jika Lauren Melnikow and Jisho Judy Fancher were ordained as Dharma 
teachers at Spring Sesshin 2015, joining Nikyu Robert Strickland and Jikyo 
Bonnie Shoultz. 
Jukai
      The following students received the Precepts in November 2014 at Dai 
Bosatsu Zendo’s Harvest Sesshin: 

Paul Aviles, Taishō, Essential Nature 
Mark Barber, Muken, Without Ceasing
Amber Davis, Jikō, Compassion Shining 
Sander Hicks, ShoAn, Hands of Peace
Amy Russell, Myōsei, Wondrous Sincerity 

New members
 We welcome the following practitioners who became members of the Zen 

Center of Syracuse Hoen-Ji in 2014 and 2015:

Congratulations to Clay
Sangha member Clay Strange graduated at the top of his class in May with 

a Master of Architecture in Urban Design from Harvard’s Graduate School of 
Design. He received the Academic Excellence Award and the Excellence in 
Urban Design Award.

In addition to being hired as a researcher for United Nations Habitat’s 2016 
charter, Clay also was awarded the prestigious 2015 Druker Traveling Fellow-
ship, the department’s top honor, which allows the recipient to embark on two 
years of extensive research-based travel in the United States and abroad. The 
subject of Clay’s winning proposal is the Monotown, or monogorod, a type of 
single-industry town that arose as a product of Soviet-era national planning 
policy. To carry out this research, Clay will travel to a number of cities in Russia 
and to similar city types found in China, Brazil and India. 

In two years the work will be presented at Harvard in the form of an exhi-
bition, and Strange will have the opportunity to publish a book based on his 
findings.
Privilege and Responsibility

Susy Sobel, 25-year-old daughter of longtime Sangha member Ryushin 
Michael Sobel, has been teaching creative writing in juvenile facilities for many 

Tanner Breed
Susan Burgess
Lily Fein
Stephanie Fetta
Rachelle Hanson
Moke Hein
Shawn McGuire

Jillian Mullins 
Jesse Nichols
William “Chip” Osborne III
Tsering Nanci Rose-Ritter
Bonnie Ryan
Tanya Smolinsky
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years in the California prison system. She has written a blog in the Huffington 
Post and has produced a video about her work. 

“I’m often asked how I ended up spending so much time involved with pris-
ons,” she writes in the blog. “I’m a red-headed, yerba mate-drinking feminist, 
certified yoga instructor who wears hoop earrings, rocks chuck, and hangs out 
regularly with people with felony records. I’m a second-year law student at Se-
attle University who can quote Penal Codes and Jay Z’s first album in the same 
conversation.”

Suzy talks a lot about privilege. “Privilege means having the choice not to 
think about my students and the conditions of their confinement when I go 
home. Privilege means not having to believe something is a problem because 
it doesn’t directly affect me. Privilege means having my voice heard when I 
speak. For years I have held space for people who have been shown their lives 
have no value. I have listened to their stories, published their writing, and told 
them they were worthy. This leads me to one of my deepest responsibilities: to 
share the truths of their testimony.”

Her video is powerful. View it at http://www.huffingtonpost.com/susan-
sobel/what-prison-poetry-and-a-redhead-have-in-common_b_8011810.html
What is it about Indiana?

The following Sangha members relocated to the state of Indiana in the last 
two years:

Meigetsu Rebecca Beers moved to Kokomo to be with her daughter, son-in-
law and baby granddaughter, Elianna Jane Larison.

GetsuAn Ann Marshall moved to Fort Wayne to work as a librarian in the 
areas of political science, history, anthropology and philosophy at Indiana Uni-
versity Purdue University Fort Wayne. 

Jiryu Caroline Savage and Kimpu Jonathan Swan moved to Terre Haute, 
where Jiryu works in Indiana State University’s Institute for Sustainability and is 
working on her Ph.D. Kimpu is halfway through his master’s degree in biology 
at ISU, researching crawfish frogs. 
Board of Trustees

New officers for the Zen Center of Syracuse Board of Trustees were wel-
comed at the annual meeting this summer. Elected to three-year terms were 
Fugan Sam Gordon, president; Kigyo Pat Mavady, vice president, and Senju 
David Fisher, secretary. The board also includes Shinge Roshi, abbot; Toku 
Ellen Grapensteter, treasurer; Nikyu Robert Strickland, Jika Lauren Melnikow, 
membership chair, Chris Lord and Tanya Smolinsky.  Many thanks to Togan 
Tim Kohlbrenner for his service as president.
In memorium, Zen teachers
Houn Kyogen Carlson, abbot of Dharma Rain Zen Center, Portland, OR, d. Sept. 
18, 2014.
Muryo Peter Matthiessen, founding teacher at Amagansett Zendo, Sagapo-
nack, NY, d. April 5, 2014.
Jion Susan Postal, founding teacher at Empty Hand Zendo, New Rochelle, NY, 
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d. Feb. 7, 2014.
Denkyoshitsu Kyozan Joshu Sasaki Roshi, abbot of 
Rinzai-ji and Mt. Baldy temples, in California, d. July 
27, 2014, in his 108th year.
 Deaths

We extend our Kanzeon chanting to those who 
have lost the following dear Dharma friends and fam-
ily members during the past two years:
Aiko Amy Alps, friend of Shinge Roshi and many in 
our Sangha, d. Feb. 6, 2014.
Alton Arnold, father of Sangha member Daigan David Arnold, d. April 10, 2015.
Ernest John Beffel, father of Sangha member Anne Beffel, d. Dec. 14, 2013.
Diop Brown, grandson of Sangha member Myotan Pat Hoffmann, Oct. 5, 2014.
Marjorie Carter, mother-in-law of Sangha member Ungo Jim Pangborn, d. Feb. 
10, 2014.
Kogen Carlos Cervantes, who was ordained at Dai Bosatsu with Kaijo Mat Rus-
sell, d. June 1, 2015.
Yee Liu Cheng, grandmother of Sangha member Rengetsu Kaity Cheng, d. May 
2, 2014.
Rudy Colao, longtime Dharma friend, d. Oct. 4, 2014.
H. Brainard Fancher, father of Sangha member Jisho Judy Fancher, d. March 
1, 2014.
Mathilde Hildegaard Jaeckel, mother of Dokuro Jaeckel Osho, d. March 29, 
2015.
Masumi Kairis, mother of Jokei Kairis, longtime Dai Bosatsu Zendo resident 
and frequent visitor at Hoen-ji, d. Dec. 31, 2014.
James Lindsay, father-in-law of Sangha member Doshin David Schubert, d. 
June 18, 2014.
Lay Mavady, grandmother of Sangha member Kigyo Kayphet Mavady, d. Nov. 
12, 2013.
Sara Jean Piddock Martin, daughter of Sangha member Daiku Linda Piddock, 
d. Feb. 18, 2014.
M. Raymond O’Brien, father of Sangha member Kentoku Joe O’Brien, d. Feb. 
24, 2015.
Kory Rauscher, nephew of Sangha member Jushin Barb Rauscher, d. Jan. 3. 
2014.
Raymond Sobel, father of Sangha member Ryushin Michael Sobel, d. Dec. 30, 
2013. 
Dorothy Allingham Spinney, mother of Sangha member MyoEn Deborah Bate-
man, d. Jan. 23, 2014.
Henry F. Spinney, brother of Sangha member MyoEn Deborah Bateman, d. 
February 15, 2015.
Marlett Weaver, brother-in-law of Sangha member Jikyo Bonnie Shoultz, d. Jan. 
27, 2015.   a

Denkyoshitsu Kyozan Joshu 
Sasaki Roshi  



2015 41

Memorial
Ann Barber
Meigetsu Rebecca Beers
Shinge Sherry Chayat Roshi
Donna Harlan
Fumiyo Hirano
Myotan Patricia Hoffmann    
  and Bill Cuddy
Judith Kundl
Masako Nakatsugawa
Daiku Linda Piddock
Noni Pratt
Jushin Barbara Rauscher
Jiryu Caroline Savage
Year-end
B. Amore
Jim Angerame
Judy Antoine
Joanne Arany
Nathan Badera
John and Emily Balian
Muken Mark Barber
Jamie Becken
Meigetsu Rebecca Beers
Chogen Rene Berblinger
Horen Vaughn Bell
Carol Biesemeyer
Barbara Block
Ken and Cathy Bobis
Hoen Monica Bradbury
Beverly Brown
Robert Brown
Jim Buchanan
Bill Burch
Robert and Mary Burdick
Nick Cavanaugh
Shinge Sherry Chayat Roshi
Rudolph Colao
Haeng-la Chung
Paul and Linda Cohen
Daishin Paul Cook
Daisho John Corso
Joseph Cota
Elinor Cramer
Mushin Thomas Crisman
Tori DeAngelis
Amy Doherty
Jeffrey Doolittle
Evelyn Dumanian

Adrienna Eddy
James Emmons
Mary Ernsberger
Keishin Connie Everetts
Jisho Judith Fancher
Stephanie Fetta
Senju David Fisher
E.L. Flocke
Sokyu David Franke
Diane Giamartino
Ellen Golden
Chloe Grad
Toku Ellen Grapensteter
Gary and Bonnie Grossman
Koshin Robert Hanson
Sharon Hayford
Anne Helfer
Charlotte Hess
Ed Hinchey
Fumiyo Hirano
Laurie Hoffman
Teresa Hoffmann
Shiju Ben Howard
Sydney Howes
Myotan Lorraine Huang
David Humphrey 
Lawson Inada
Robert Jokl
Elizabeth Jones
Deborah Kanter
Bob Kayne
James Kelly
Dennis and Felice 
 Killian-Benigno
Shugetsu Sandra 
 Kistler-Connolly
John Kitchen
Rick Knezovich
Togan Tim Kohlbrenner
James Kraus, Esq.
Mary Kuhn
Sarah Kulpa
Myorin Catherine Landis
Bob and Cheryl LaRochelle
Gyoshin Virginia Lawson
John Lawson
Zuisho Elaine Leahy
Thomas and Pamela
 LeBlanc
Kyung-Ha Lee

Laura Leso
Alvin Lipton
Christian Lord
Ryoju John Lynch
William Lynch
Oren Lyons
Rose Martin
Peter Mathe
Kigyo Pat Mavady, Esq.
Michael and Alice McGrath
Brian McKee
Jika Lauren and Walter 
 Melnikow
Kathryn Mollach
Gay Montague
Lynn Moser
Frederick Murphy
Tsutomu Nakatsugawa
Dr. Patricia Numann
Dana Oviatt
David and Jane Pajak
Joseph Pawletko
Kishan and Dawn Perera
Debra Perkins
James Pickard
Ted Pietrzak
Richard and Neva Pilgrim
Jeanette Powell
Jushin Barbara Rauscher
David Regenspan
Keishin Jen Reid
David Richards
Dorothy Riester
Vaughn Rinner
Mark Savad
Jiryu Caroline Savage
James Roger Sharp
Jikyo Bonnie Shoultz
Kim Shuler-Teachout
Mai-Liem Slade
Dr. Jeffrey Sneider
Donna Stanistreet
Jean Steed
Peggy Strahman
Nikyu Robert Strickland
Samuel Tamburo
Kazuaki Tanahashi
Roseanne Thomas
Peter J. Thompson
Rosemary Thompson

We are so deeply grateful to the following people, who generously gave memorial 
donations in 2014 and 2015, year-end donations for 2013 and 2014 and contributions 
to the Brick-by-Brick fundraiser to defray the cost of the center’s chimney repairs.  We 
feel fortunate indeed to have such caring, kind Sangha members and Dharma friends 
from all over the country!

Donations
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Shawn Trifoso
Lily Tsay
Sal and Dianne Villano
Thomas Walsh
Konreki Randlett Walster
Myoko Jennifer Waters
Jeff Hoone and Carrie Mae
  Weems
Ryobo Gary Weinstein
Judy Wolf
Ding Zhang
Fred Zolna
Brick-by-Brick
Paul Andreoli
Taisho Paul Aviles
Nathan Badera
Thaddeus Bates
Reijitsu Paul Batkin
Anne Beffel
Chogen Rene Berblinger
Carol Biesemeyer
Hoen Monica Bradbury
Steve Bradley

Beverly Brown
Shinge Sherry Chayat Roshi
Ruby Colbert
Daishin Paul Cook
Joraku JoAnn Cooke
Amy Doherty
Evelyn Dumanian
Jisho Judith Fancher
Senju Dave Fisher
Reine Fitzgerald
E.L. Flocke
Toku Ellen Grapensteter
Glenda Gross
Rachelle Hansen
Anne Helfer
Myotan Patricia Hoffman
 and Bill Cuddy
Sosan Alan Johnson
Shugetsu Sandra 
 Kistler-Connolly
Sarah Kulpa
Christine Lane
Gyoshin Virginia Lawson
Christian Lord

Marie Luther
Kimberly Lutsic
Kigyo Pat Mavady, Esq.
Shawn McGuire
Jika Lauren and Walter
 Melnikow
Nora Misiolek
Chimon Bill Mitrus
Mokuon Karen Nezelek
Andrew Olson
Jushin Barbara Rauscher
Hongo David Robertson Jr.
Nanci Rose-Ritter
Jiryu Caroline Savage
Doshin David Schubert
Jikyo Bonnie Shoultz
Catherine Shrady
Mai-Liem Slade
Donna Stanistreet
Reiko Cynthia VanZoeren
Myoko Jennifer Waters
Helen Zakin
Fred Zolna

 Goodbye Print Edition of Dharma Connection

This is the final printed edition of the Dharma Connection. 
The newsletter has been published and mailed to Sangha mem-
bers and friends at least once a year for more than twenty years. 
With concern for the planet’s sustainability and our center’s 
financial health, we have decided to continue the newsletter 
electronically.  If you are not already subscribed to the Zen Cen-
ter’s e-newsletter, please visit the website at www.zencenterof-
syracuse.org and click on “Subscribe to Our Mailing List” found 
at the bottom of the page. The e-newsletter is emailed monthly 
and contains stories, news and upcoming events.   
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