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Introduction 
 
For one year, from April 2006 till March 2007, Jeff Shore has been on the road, traveling the 
world to lecture on Zen and to practice it together with many many people and groups all 
over the planet. Below you will find his ‘sabbatical account’. It is an account also in a very 
literal sense: he accounts for his sabbatical, for not working as a professor at Hanazono 
University in Kyoto as he normally does. He gives the reader some sense of his journeys and 
encounters, creating an image of what he has been doing. 

Yes, it was his ‘sabbatical’. But has he really not worked over the past year? No doubt he did 
what he wants to do most of all. But was it ‘taking time off’? For himself? I doubt it. Not 
caring much about sleep or comfort, he has used this year to give everything he has to 
offer, going from country to country, place to place, to practice zazen with people. Tiring 
himself, giving the same old – but, as he says himself, ever fresh and new – lectures time 
after time. Wrapping his legs up like pretzels every place he goes, even in mountains, on 
boats or at the side of lakes. 

Why does he do that? If he has used this year to ‘give everything he has to offer’, what 
really would that be? A very zen-like answer would be: nothing. But if it were nothing, then 
why did he use up so much fuel? 

Does he like to travel? Does he enjoy meeting people? Yes. But more than that, he crossed 
the globe several times in order to share his zen experience with people. Actually, to say 
‘share his zen experience’ is a watered-down way of putting it. The single aim of his work is 
to have people awaken to their true nature, to have people penetrate to the essence of who 
they are. 

Now who the heck is Jeff Shore to think that he can do that? As he will be quick enough to 
point out himself, no one can do it for another. Each and every one can only realize it for 
herself or himself. Still, he has some Zen experience. He has lived in Kyoto, Japan since 
1981 and went through the full koan practice (zen problem-questions) with a master in a 
Rinzai Zen training monastery. I don’t know of any other Westerner who did that. So, he 
may be able to give some pointers to others on the way. And that is exactly what he has 
been doing. Not only the past year, but many years before and no doubt many years to 
come as well. 

Jeff is very low-key in his approach. He doesn’t put on airs, he has no pretense. At the same 
time, how many people have you met who know so well what they are talking about and are 
able to express it so clearly? He will take any question that you bring to him during a 
retreat, pick it up and point out your true self right there. Quite unassumingly, he goes 
straight to the core. What else could one possibly want? 

I trust you enjoy his account. 

 

Ron Sinnige, April 2007 

 

 



 

3 

 
   Encounters on the Way: 
      A Buddhist Pilgrimage 
 
 
 Afoot and light-hearted I take to the open road, 
 Healthy, free, the world before me, 
 The long brown path before me leading wherever I choose. 
 
 Henceforth I ask not good-fortune, I myself am good-fortune, 
 Henceforth I whimper no more, postpone no more, need nothing, 
 Done with indoor complaints, libraries, querulous criticisms, 
 Strong and content I travel the open road. 
 [the opening of Walt Whitman’s Song of the Open Road] 
 
Now back in my hometown of Philadelphia. The Autumn foliage is getting sparse, even as it 
gets more beautiful. Haven’t seen Autumn in my homeland for 26 years. On occasion return 
to the woods along the Wissahickon, where I wandered as a child, with tears of 
thankfulness. 
 
Since April 1, 2006 have been on the road for my sabbatical year from Hanazono University. 
How can I even begin to describe it? So many people round the globe have opened home 
and heart, making this pilgrimage of living Zen in the modern world such a marvelous 
experience. From north of the arctic circle to the jungles of South America, over and over 
that same smile in the eye appears, the same tears of recognition. It really is something 
universal, touching the core of humanity, having nothing to do with border, breed, or birth -- 
as Rudyard Kipling once put it.   
 
What is offered below barely scratches the surface. But I trust it will give at least a hint of 
many other precious, untold encounters along the way. And I will occasionally fill in and 
update as time allows. Frank feedback from readers always appreciated. 
 
The journey begins with wife Fusako and son Evan accompanying me as far as they can 
through Osaka’s Kansai Airport. Then off to Germany and the home of friend Peter Zuern 
near Bingen on the Rhine. We visit places associated with Hildegard Von Bingen. Also 
wander through the great cathedral of Koeln with Buddha-buddy Heinz Anneser, a Zen monk 
who practiced many years ago at the Rinzai monastery of Tenryuji in Kyoto. 
 
Fly to Copenhagen April 6 for the first lectures & retreat. Wonderful weekend with an 
enthusiastic crowd, and one-on-one encounters throughout the retreat. Afterward an 
interview is done for the Danish Buddhist magazine; the first part has been published, with 
two more to come. 
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Copenhagen lecture. 
 

 
Copenhagen retreat. Photo by Graeme Perrin. 
 
 

 
Copenhagen retreat. 
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April 12 to charming medieval Durham England for lectures-zazen at the university and to 
visit a Dutch friend who teaches at the University of Durham. Even spend a night in the 
Bishop’s Suite of Durham Castle.  
 

 
Bishop’s suite, Durham 
 

 
Bishop’s suite, Durham 
 
Enjoy walks in the area, then several days drive through the stunning countryside of 
Northern England and into Scotland. Visit Throssel Hole Abbey, Roman Vindolanda, Hadrian’s 
Wall, as well as Edinburgh, the Scottish coast around North Berwick, and John Muir’s 
birthplace. 
 
Back to Denmark April 19, this time to Aarhus for a weekend retreat. Enjoy walks along the 
harbor, through farmland and wood with Jorn Borup and other friends -- and Frisbee. 
 
April 25 to Eersel, Southern Netherlands with friend Dick Verstegen. Perform a brief 
memorial service for his recently departed wife, then lecture for his Zen groups. Visit 
charming sculpture gardens, hike the heather amidst squawking gulls. Savor a bit of Port, 
vintage 1940. 
 
To Utrecht on April 29 to give lectures and sit zazen with several groups. Wonderful to see 
old friends, some now bringing their children to the lectures. Walk the canals and lanes of 
old Utrecht in early spring, and pay my respects at World War II memorials. A radio 
interview is made, then broadcast a few weeks later, at the conclusion of the following two 
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retreats. 
 
Early May sees two intense retreats at a Catholic Mission House in Steyl. Sitting through 
several nights with a group and being available 24 hours a day for one-on-one leads to 
crystal-clear, razor-sharp retreats. Laughter and tears flow freely on the final days. Find 
myself using Tom Waits’ lyrics: 
 
 It’s a battered old suitcase 
 To a hotel someplace, 
 And a wound that will never heal 
 
Not as he croaks them in his whiskey-soaked, self-inflicted tragedy Tom Traubert’s Blues.  
But as consummate expression of Bodhisattva love resolving to heal the endless wounds of 
the world.  
 

 
Steyl. 
 
 

 
Steyl. Photo by Casper Beukema. 
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Steyl. Photo by Jeroen Hendriks, travelpix.nl. 
 

 
Steyl. Photo by Jeroen Hendriks, travelpix.nl. 
 
 

 
Middelburg 
 
In between the two retreats, spend a few days in Zeeland with Tina Shore, my sister-in-the-
Dharma who flies in from the States for the two retreats, and Jeanette Kuiper, who opens 
her Middelburg home to us. Walking, talking, singing, laughing, and occasional tears along 
the rugged, windswept coast. 
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After the second retreat, to Zutphen on May 14 to stay with friend Stefan Van Weers and his 
family. Enjoy the charming Dutch town and countryside, along with Frisbee with his 
daughters. Stefan and I visit Trappist abbeys and stay one night at the Maria Toevlucht 
Abbey in Zundert where we visit friend Jef Boeckmans, a Cistercian monk for four decades 
who practices Zen. Marvelous walks, probing talks, belly laughter -- and some fine Trappist 
beer. 
 

 
With Stefan 
 

 
With brother Jef Boeckmans 
 
To Brussels in Belgium on May 18, where friend Ado Huygens takes me to his cabin in the 
countryside of Lompret, near Chimay. Hiking, then a fireside meal as we prepare for the 
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psychotherapy conference in Brussels at Dr. Huygens’ Centre et Ecole Belge de 
Daseinsanalyse (Belgian School of Existential Analysis). May 20 from 10am to 2pm I address 
the religious root of man‘s existential dilemma, then we discuss till 7pm. The enthusiastic 
give-and-take is enlightening on all sides. At one point Ado exclaims: ‘I have much more in 
common with you, Jeff, than with most other therapists!’ 
 
The next day with Dutch Buddha-buddy Ron Sinnige to Durbuy, a tiny medieval town in the 
Belgian Hills known as the Ardennes. After the large groups during the two Steyl retreats, 
the two of us now spend a few days sitting intently and practicing together, taking walks in 
the countryside, and enjoying meals in the town. 
 
Return to Jeanette in Middelburg to bask in the sunny, rainy, windy seaside, dunes and 
countryside of Zeeland.  Sit together and give a lecture for her Zen group, which meets in a 
restored Pakhuis (packing, or storage house). 
 
May 28 back to Brussels airport to meet Fusako who flies in from Japan to join me for a 
week. My oldest brother David joins from the States, as does my adopted son Nick and his 
wife, stationed at a NATO base on the nearby German border. Fusako and I thoroughly 
enjoy once more staying in Leuven at the Groot Begijnhof (Béguinage), one of many World 
Heritage Sites visited this year. Day trips with family to Brugge, Brussels and elsewhere, 
visits with friends, along with a public lecture at Leuven University, followed by a one-day 
retreat. 
 

 
Brussels with family 
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with Maurice in Durbuy 
 

 
with Fusako in Leuven 
 
Brother David and I fly off to Oslo June 5. I visit with Notto Thelle, the Christian scholar who 
lived for decades in Japan studying Japanese religions. We enjoy talking as he introduces me 
to the Oslo environs. Sit with the local Zen group and give a lecture.  
 
The next day David, his wife and I are off for a week to Tromsoe, north of the arctic circle. 
Visits with friends, old and new, lectures and zazen for the northernmost university in the 
world -- and gorgeous landscapes. One night David and I enjoy a late night choral concert in 
the Arctic Cathedral, then walk out of the church at midnight to be bedazzled by the setting-
rising sun. Hugging each other, we are truly glad to be brothers. 
 
Mid-June, after 75 days on the road, fly back to Japan via Oslo & Frankfurt. Return home to 
Kyoto for almost two weeks to attend son Evan’s high school graduation from Osaka 
International School -- and catch up on work.  
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Evan’s high school graduation 
 
Also attend the June Sesshin (intensive) at the Tofukuji monastery. Barely time to catch up, 
but manage to squeeze in a visit from students of Westtown, a Quaker School outside 
Philadelphia. Son Evan speaks to the group for a while, then I do. But the most memorable 
part is when they all ask to get hit with that infamous Zen stick! 
 
Back to Frankfurt on June 27 with Peter Zuern again graciously hosting. This second journey 
of over seven months on the road begins with a delightful meal and hike along the Rhine, 
then the train to Saarbruecken. June 30 give a public lecture at the town hall-castle, with 
friend Alexander Titz interpreting. Good crowd -- especially considering that at the same 
time Germany is beating Argentina in a World Cup match. 
 

 
Saarbruecken retreat. 
 
 
Early July sees a weekend retreat in Saarbruecken, then a marvelous journey into nearby 
France with Alexander, hiking in the National Forest and strolling through Alsatian towns. 
Spend a magical night in Neuwiller-Les-Saverne, a medieval village of a little over one 
thousand people. We enjoy a fine sunset meal in the courtyard garden under an ancient 
magnolia while a family of storks nest on the nearby roof.   
 
Arrive in Strasbourg July 4. There enjoy conversations with the international crowd and give 
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a well-attended lecture July 5, hosted by friend and Dominican Father Bernard Durel at his 
priory. At exactly the same time as France beats Portugal in a World Cup match. We can 
keep score by listening to the city erupt. When it does, I happen to be talking about being 
whatever is present. So at that moment and without the aid of my able interpreter, I use 
about the only French I know: ‘Vive la France!’ At the end of the lecture an elderly woman 
totters up, grasps my hand firmly, looks me in the eye and says, ‘Merci, merci, merci.’ 
Deeply moving to see, once again, the message gets across, despite border, breed, or birth. 
 
Back in Saarbruecken July 8 with Alexander. Enjoy an evening meal and lovely sunset on the 
roof of his apartment while the city erupts: Germany has just won the Bronze Medal in the 
World Cup it so graciously hosted.  We travel again into France, this time to see the remains 
of Nazi bunkers and an internment camp. In the French countryside Alexander helps me 
learn to fly his two-handed kite.  
 

 
 
The next day travel the Weinstrasse through the Rhine Valley around Kallstadt, then to 
Freinsheim. Splendid. 
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Weinstrasse 
 
July 11 arrive by train in Hannover to do a public lecture for the University of Hannover and 
a weekend retreat for the Zen group. Frisbee with a friend’s son, to a sauna, my first try at 
sailing. And lots of laughter and zazen with Heinz Anneser and friends. Lovely walks in the 
area. The weather is so fine, for a week we eat almost every meal outside. 
 
Fly to Innsbruck July 19. Alpine hikes, lectures, and zazen through the night. Then a 
weeklong tour on the back of friend Wolfgang Waas’ motorcycle, through many of the 
passes in the Austrian, Swiss, Italian and Liechtenstein Alps. Gorgeous weather. Awesome 
views. Visiting friends, sitting ‘zazen’ on the bike, with arms wrapped around a trusted 
Buddha-buddy’s belly rather than my own. 
 

 
Luzern, start of motorcycle tour 
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Wolfgang Waas 
 

 
Wolfgang in Alps 
 

 
Austrian Alps. Photo by Wolfgang Waas. 
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Friends in tea house, Austrian Alps. 
 

 
With Bruno in Austrian Alps 
 

 
Grossglockner 
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Swiss Alps 
 
 
August 1 fly to Budapest where the German Zen nun Sozui introduces me to her sitting 
group there. Practicing together daily, we also do a weekend retreat. Visits with friends to 
the Buddhist College and the Turkish Baths, sightseeing in the environs. The group is so 
committed that I promise to return in March to do a more intense retreat with them. 
 

 
With Sozui in Budapest 
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One drop zendo, Budapest 
 

 
lecture at Shambhala, Budapest 
 
Fly to Sofia, Bulgaria August 7, where I spend a week with friend Sergey Gergiakoff, 
professor of philosophy at the University of Sofia. 
 

 
Sofia, Bulgaria 
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Sofia 
 

 
Sofia 
 

 
Sofia 
 
Sometimes accompanied by his daughter and her boyfriend, we visit the sights of Sofia and 
its environs, travel to Rila National Park, hike to Rila Lakes, stay in a lodge, sit zazen in the 
mountains, try bouldering -- for the first time with the real shoes. We also visit Rila 
Monastery and Rojen Monastery, then a magical meal of fine Macedonian fare on a terrace in 
Melnik. How I wish Fusako could have joined us for that! 
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Rila National Park, Bulgaria. Photo by Sergey Gergiakoff. 
 
 

 
Rila, Bulgaria, Photo by Sergey Gergiakoff. 
 

 
Rila 
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Rila 
 

 
Rila 
 

 
Wild horses, Rila 
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Rila 
 

 
Rila monastery with Sergey Gergiakoff 
 

 
Rila Monastery 
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Rila Monastery 
 

 
Rila Monastery 
 

 
Melnik, Bulgaria. 
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Melnik, Bulgaria. 
 

 
Sofia, Bulgaria. 
 
 
Fly to New York City on August 14. Visit with good friend and jazz sax-extraordinaire Tim 
Armacost. We play Frisbee -- and a form of baseball -- with his two small children, Zak & 
Col. Enjoy some sustained sitting with Tim and another old Tofukuji friend, Hap Tivey. Next 
day it’s off to the Brazil Consulate to apply for my visa. Meet briefly, but deeply, with old 
friend Marty Applebaum and new friend Alan Whiteman. My first night in Japan over 25 
years ago was at Marty’s home in the Funaoka area of northern Kyoto near Daitokuji, where 
he was practicing with the late Kobori Nanrei. 
 
August 16 to my hometown of Philadelphia for a stay with Buddha-buddy Dale Shimizu. Join 
in a few of his meditation groups. Tim drives down from New York City for zazen together -- 
and to do some recording at Dale’s sound studio (to be featured on Tim’s upcoming CD). 
Hike to the Pinnacle on the Appalachian Trail with brother-in-law Ed and nephews Eric and 
Keith. After all the magnificence of Europe, delighted to set eyes again on America’s 
grandeur. 
 
August 23 fly into Los Angeles where Fusako and Evan are arriving from Japan. Evan is 
about to begin his freshman year at Occidental College. We spend a few days in Pasadena, 
including a marvelous meeting with Catholic contemplative Bernadette Roberts and two 
other spiritual friends, Ric Williams and Joe Conti.  
 
It is marvelous to encounter a truly selfless person from another tradition. Not one who has 
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given much, or even all, to God -- precious though this certainly is. But one who, having 
given one’s very self, has finished dying. Confirms my recent insight into Christ’s plea on 
the cross (My God, my God, why hast thou forsaken me?): The last vestige of self must be 
forsaken for God to fully manifest. Far from tragic, this is God’s consuming love at work. 
How sublime the Christian faith can be!  
 
Fusako and I say goodbye to Evan. She is back to Japan; I am back to my hometown 
Philadelphia for a few days to prepare for September in South America. Evan and I get 
together for Thanksgiving in Philly; Fusako will come out to Philly for Christmas. This is the 
longest time apart since Fusako and I met almost 25 years ago. Near or far, she is always a 
source of love and support. 
 
September 1 arrive in Sao Paulo, Brazil where I spend a few hours with friend Zeljko 
Loparic, professor of philosophy. We put the finishing touches on the upcoming Japan 
Foundation-sponsored colloquium on Zen and the Kyoto School of Philosophy. 
 

 
Sao Paulo, Brazil 
 
 
Later that day, fly into Santiago for ten days in Chile with Fusako’s colleague Fabia.  
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Fabia & Jeff, Chile 
 
 
The perfect host, she shows me the beauty of her hometown Santiago as well as her family’s 
beach home in Cachagua, where we walk the coast accompanied by pine, penguin and 
pelican, cactus and snow on the mountain peaks. Marvelous sunsets, fireside chats, then to 
Vina Del Mar, Valparaiso, and a couple of Pablo Neruda’s homes which now serve as 
museums. 
 

 
Cachagua Coast, Chile. 
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Cachagua Coast. 
 

 
Cachagua Coast. 
 
Also to Cajon del Maipo (Valley), El Volcan, then to Morales for a hike in the Andes -- which 
is cut short by a spring (this is the southern hemisphere) snowstorm! The next day we visit 
the vineyards of Cousino-Macul, Undurraga, and DeMartino. 
 

 
Cajon del Maipo, Chile. 
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Cajon del Maipo, Chile. 
 
 

 
La Ligua sunset, Chile. 
 

 
La Ligua sunset. 
 
September 10 fly into Lima, then Juliaca, for two weeks in Peru. An entourage at the airport 
with a minivan greets and takes me to Puno, on the shores of Lake Titicaca. The elder 
chants a welcoming incantation. Despite this, I am soon hit by a migraine due to the sudden 
altitude, about 3,800 meters. Water, rest, and zazen seem to help. The next day I am fairly 
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ready to visit the town, its cathedrals and markets, Lake Titicaca, Condor Hill, Sillustani 
archaeological complex with its Chullpas (round burial towers), and Umayo Lake. 
 

 
Sdenka at Sillustani Ruins, Puno, Peru. 
 
The following day is a one-day symposium for the graduate school of the university in Puno. 
In the morning leading professors in indigenous studies introduce the native highland 
culture, language, and religion of the Quechua and Aymara. In the afternoon friend Sdenka 
and I present Zen thought, culture, and practice.  
 

 
At graduate school symposium, National University of Altiplano, Puno, Peru. 
 
 
A small local boy, who helped set up the audio-visuals, stands the whole time at the 
entrance staring at me sitting in full-lotus on a table as I talk, then staring at the interpreter 
as the words form in his native tongue. Enthused questions from the audience till closing 
time. 
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With students in Puno 
 

 
Puno, Peru 
 
 
The next morning we are picked up -- in an ambulance -- and whisked away to a university 
in nearby Juliaca. (Find out later that the usual vehicle was not available.) Three hundred 
students crammed into a lecture hall for two hundred, with TV News reporting. Receive a 
medal and written testimonial of thanks from the leaders of the university seated at a table 
with me. Ask and am given permission by them to sit in zazen on the table during the 
lecture. Excited students ask questions until it is time to prepare for another lecture that 
evening. 
 
Puno, a cultural capital on the shores of Lake Titicaca where the people love to dance and 
sing, is reminiscent of Kyoto; Juliaca, with its business bustle and airport, is more like 
Osaka. And indeed, I am taught the expression: Mientras Puno danza Juliaca avanza (While 
Puno dances, Juliaca advances). 
 
The next day we are on a boat in Lake Titicaca, the highest navigable lake in the world. Visit 
Uros -- small islands made entirely of woven totora reeds where native communities still live 
and sell their wares. We spend the night with a local family on the larger, farming-fishing 
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island of Amantani. An exhausting hike to the top of the island, over 4,100 meters, to view 
ancient burial grounds and take in the remarkable panorama views. Nighttime zazen by 
candlelight; no electricity -- or automobiles -- on the island. Welcome change of pace. 
 

 
On the shore of Lake Titicaca, Peru 
 
Up early the next morning to view the sunrise over Lake Titicaca and see the village come to 
life. Frisbee with Peruvian friends. Also climb nearby Taquile Island with a quaint village 
square at the top. 
 

 
Sunrise, Lake Titicaca 
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Sunrise zazen, Lake Titicaca 
 

 
Zazen with animals, Lake Titicaca 
 
On the way back to Puno on a small boat crowded with old women masterfully spinning 
lamb’s wool to knit, small children, and young tourists from Germany, Israel, France playing 
cards, singing and joking. Edmundo, who has joined us due to his interest in meditation, 
asks once again where is the right place to do this zazen meditation? (In Peru, due to the 
Inca remains and vast natural beauty, there are numerous incredible places people think 
perfect for meditation.) So I plop down in the midst of the card-playing kids and knitting 
grannies and for about an hour sit in zazen in a way that nobody gives me a second glance. 
Except Edmundo; he never asks again about where. Now he is a leading member of one of 
the recently started zazen groups in Peru. 
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On boat with friends, Lake Titicaca, Peru. 
 
 

 
Boat on Lake Titicaca, Peru. 
 
 

 
On boat in Lake Titicaca, Peru. 
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September 18 it’s off to Cusco and Machu Picchu with my trusted guide Miguel. By bus from 
Puno, we cross the pass at 4,300 meters. What majestic views of mountain and cloud on the 
roof of the world! We visit Convento de Santo Domingo del Cusco, built over the ancient, 
gold-enclosed Incan Temple of the Sun, known as Qoricancha.  Also view the incredible ruins 
of Tambomachay, Saqsaywaman, Pukapukara, and Quenqo. 
 

 
Machu Picchu, Peru. 
 
 

 
Machu Picchu. 
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Machu Picchu. 
 
 

 
Machu Picchu. 
 
 
The next morning we get a call on Miguel’s cell phone as we are wandering the streets of 
Cusco: Can you give a lecture for The University of the Andes? When? In about thirty 
minutes. Done. Professor Julio Castillo and I have such an instant rapport, although we’ve 
never met before, that after the 9-11am lecture he takes us to Killarumiyok, recently 
discovered ruins with a perfectly rounded out half-moon in a huge boulder where we 
meditate together. Then we stop on the way back at a small canteen for chicha de maiz 
(home-brewed corn liquor). Turns out it’s his birthday. 
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Killarumiyok moonstone meditation. 
 
 

 
Killarumiyok moonstone meditation. 
 
 
The next day to the markets and other important sites including Pisac, Urubamba, and 
Ollantaytambo, which is so stunning we return again at sunset. Then take the train to Aquas 
Calientes, the closest town to Machu Picchu. Here we spend a few days exploring Machu 
Picchu to our heart’s content. 
 
Up well before sunrise so we can be there for it, the morning is overcast at first. The vast 
Inca ruins among mountainous jungle drift majestically in and out of sight. Later it clears: 
We cannot believe our eyes. We ascend to the opposing summit of Huayna Picchu for a 
panorama view. The next morning, sunrise is crystal clear. We meet a Brazilian, Bruno, who 
joins us for a hike on the Inca Trail, then meditation while he plays the Berimbau (what 
started out as a walking stick has been transformed into a one-stringed instrument with 
calabash gourd attached, played with a smooth stone.) Uncanny. But perfectly suits the 
scenery, within and without. 
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Berimbau Meditation, Machu Picchu. 
 
 

 
Berimbau Meditation, Machu Picchu. 
 
 

 
Berimbau Meditation, Machu Picchu. 
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Inca bridge with Bruno 
 
 
 Born into this world how many years ago? 
 A million miles roamed 
 along rivers with grass overgrown 
 beyond borders where worldly dust stirs. 
 Sought out the unborn-undying 
 read books and recited songs. 
 But today finds me home in Cold Mountain 
 head pillowed by the stream washing my ears. 
 
 Bounding up the Cold Mountain pass 
 the trail goes on and on. 
 Vast gorge dotted with boulders 
 river wide, grasses thick. 
 Moss slippery, yet no rain falls 
 pines sing, yet there’s no breeze. 
 Who can undo the knots of the world 
 and sit with me among this stretch of white cloud? 
 [Han-shan poetry, freely rendered] 
 
September 24 back to the Brazilian big city of Sao Paulo. Spend a few days meeting with 
folks and preparing for the September 28 conference. The day is given to philosophical 
presentations and responses. Mine is the final lecture. I have my doubts about this; after all, 
I am not a philosopher and Zen is not simply a philosophy.  Somehow Brazil has been a 
problem all along. It is the one country I needed to get a visa for beforehand -- which I 
didn’t know until it was almost too late -- and a yellow fever inoculation. Then, while on the 
road, Varig, the Brazilian Airlines that is supposed to fly me there, goes bankrupt.... 
 
Giving the lecture seated in zazen to an exuberant audience, it’s hard to believe that almost 
100 people signed up for a one-day symposium -- in Sao Paulo -- on the Kyoto School 
Philosophers. My respondent turns out to be a Franciscan priest who sits zazen, and has 
even read my little autobiographical piece on the Web. He sits on the floor beside me and we 
have a marvelous encounter.  
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Sao Paulo, Symposium. 
 
 
We end after many good questions from the audience, clearly delighted with this ‘direct, 
experiential approach.’ An old man walks up from the audience, firmly shakes my hand, and 
states, ‘Your 25 years in Japan were well spent indeed.’ Then tears well up in his eyes. Mine 
too. Brazil was well worth it alright. 
 
The next day I speak to a group of specialists attending the advanced seminar on Japanese 
Philosophy at the Japan Foundation. Again deep common ground is discovered and 
enthusiastically explored together. Later that day Professor Loparic drives me to Santos on 
the coast to enjoy each other’s company and see the Atlantic Ocean in the Southern 
Hemisphere. 
 
The following day it’s back to Philadelphia, arriving October 1 to spend some time with my 
twin sister Jean. October 4 is our 53rd birthday. Jean took me to the airport in 1981 when I 
first set out with one-way ticket for the monasteries of Japan. We were both full of our own 
uncertainties back then; now we spend the weekend together, visiting our childhood haunts 
and delighting again in being together. We take some of our mother’s ashes to the 
Wissahickon Creek and let them float away unhindered. 
 
Back at Dale Shimizu’s outside Philadelphia. He is a font of compassionating wisdom, 
whether working on home renovations with him late into the night, engaged in intense 
Dharma discussion, or just joking around -- and sometimes all at the same time. Also join 
several Buddhist groups meeting at his home, and travel to others in the area. October 8 
give a lecture and receive a warm reception at the Shambhala Buddhist group in Media, 
Pennsylvania. 
 
In mid-October the four-day retreat at Pendle Hill for the Philadelphia Buddhist Association is 
fine indeed, with folks coming from the Netherlands and throughout the States, including 
several who have sat Sesshin at Tofukuji for decades. A true Sangha, beyond border, breed, 
and birth, is naturally developing around these annual retreats. 
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End of Pendle Hill retreat. 
 
 

 
End of Pendle Hill retreat. Photos by Stefan Van Weers. 
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With Dr. Albert (Mickey) Stunkard 
 
 
Then to Syracuse, New York for lectures at the university and the Zen Center. When the 
lecture in the chapel of the University of Syracuse ends, no one in the audience opens their 
mouth. So we break for the reception. Eventually a woman approaches and admits, ‘I’ve 
been sitting with the Zen group for several years now, but I never wanted to do koan 
practice. Always seemed like a bunch of strange, old stories about men. Not anymore. Now 
it’s clear what a koan really is.’   
 
In late October friend Gereon Kopf, who teaches at Luther College in Decorah, Iowa hosts a 
week of lectures and talks there. An evening zazen at a Soto Zen Temple among the Iowa 
cornfields and turkey farms, a ride to the town of McGregor along the Wisconsin border  -- 
and a hike along the grand ol’ Mississippi. After all the enthusiasm in Europe and South 
America, good to see such interest in rural USA as well.   
 

Early November give a public lecture followed by one-day retreat for the Buddhist Sangha of 
Bucks County, near Philadelphia. Also sit through the night with a couple of Dharma friends. 
Due to work, one friend couldn’t do the whole four-day retreat in October, where a bunch of 
us sat through three nights. So three of us sit in a triangle facing each other, with zazen 
periods for as long as we choose, sometimes a couple of hours at a time. Then a short break 
and return to our sitting cushions. For twenty-four hours, eighteen hours actual zazen. 
Works well with a few, experienced people. 
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Three for 24 hours. Second photo embossed by Dale Shimizu. 

 
 
To Princeton, New Jersey for a talk to the Buddhist Insight Meditation group there, then New 
York again for lectures and half-day retreat. Early December give a lecture for NASA at the 
Goddard Space Center in Maryland.  

 

Lecture at NASA's Goddard Space Center. 

 

The next day participate in a forum there with representatives of other religions. Am told the 
lecture on Zen Buddhism was the first of its kind for NASA. Had been asked to do it for 
several years by a scientist there in high energy astrophysics who attends my lectures in D. 
C. However, was hesitant about speaking in front of such sophisticated scientists. But the 
crowd, including live feed-ins from other Space Centers around the country, was very 
enthusiastic. After the lecture, was told: "Those walls have never heard what you shared 
with us today...One small step for new exploration at NASA!" How I wish son Evan could 
have joined for the private tour of the space center. 

The next day begins a weekend retreat for the Zen Center of Washington, with sitting 
through the night.  Friend John McQuaid offers introductions for the Friday night public 
lecture at the Friends Meeting House on Dupont Circle. John is a Pulitzer Prize winning 
journalist who recently co-authored a book on Katrina and the devastation of New Orleans. 

 
Mid-December finds me at the public honors college of St. Mary's, near where the Potomac 
River reaches the Chesapeake Bay. English settlers arrived here in 1634 and adopted an Act 
of Toleration in 1649, making it one of the earliest sites for religious freedom in the New 
World. Morning and evening zazen, and a public lecture for an overflowing, enthusiastic 
crowd. Watch the sun's warmth raise the thin layer of misty fog over the land, take walks 
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along the shore, and enjoy the Appalachian refrain of a friend's clawhammer banjo.  
 
Then back to Philadelphia for Christmas with family. January 2007 begins with “sit out the 
old, sit in the new” – zazen from 12 Noon on the 31st through 12 Noon on New Year’s Day at 
Dale Shimizu’s outside Philadelphia. Some more time for sustained sitting by myself and 
with a few close friends. Then to California, Seattle, Arkansas, etc. for more of the same – 
though always fresh and new: A half-day Soto-Rinzai Encounter with Soto monk and friend 
Daigaku Rumme at the Hartford Street Zendo of the San Francisco Zen Center. Fine 
discussions and questions as we explore the deep common ground, clarify differences in 
approach, and point out some misunderstandings. On a snowy day in Seattle give a talk on 
Zen & Japanese Culture, then a week of lectures and discussions at universities in Arkansas 
followed by a one-day retreat. 
 
Early February, after over seven months on the road, return to Kyoto for twelve days. Mid-
February return to Europe for a month for more intensives in the Netherlands, Belgium, 
Norway, Hungary, and a brief stop in London to lecture for the Buddhist Society there. This 
final leg of my sabbatical journey begins with another intensive retreat at Steyl in the 
Netherlands. This time from Friday evening until Tuesday afternoon. Forty-five participants 
altogether, from as far away as the States, Hungary, Germany, and England, with many 
sitting through the four nights. It’s true: Compared with sleep – especially fitful sleep – solid 
zazen in deep samadhi IS much more restful. At the end of the retreat, after cleaning up, 
returning the sitting cushions to Utrecht, etc., Buddha-buddy Ron Sinnige takes me to a 
Fado concert; we don’t get to sleep until after 1am, then at 7am Wednesday we’re up and 
ready for another day. Friday to Leuven, Belgium again for weekend retreat. 
 
Pictures Steyl retreat 2007, © Frank Dries 
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March 1 back to Oslo, Norway for public lecture followed by weekend retreat, then lecture at 
the university. The next week back to Budapest, Hungary for public lecture at the Buddhist 
College followed by weekend retreat. Also enjoy the Turkish baths and visit wineries with 
Zen friends. Finally to London to give the monthly public lecture for the Buddhist Society, 
then back to Japan on March 16.  
 

Looking for a place to rest? 
Cold Mountain is just right for a spell. 
The breeze blowing through the pine 
up real close it sounds so fine. 
Under a tree quietly 
poring over the Tao. 
Ten years without returning home: 
Now even the path taken  
I can’t say how. 
[Han-shan poetry, freely rendered] 

 
Evan loves his freshman year at Occidental College in LA. Got on the Junior Varsity 
Basketball Team – very exciting news! Told me he was going to buy me a shirt that said on 
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the front‘Occidental Dad.’ Asked him to get another one for himself and we'll write on the 
back, ‘Oriental Mom.’ 
 
Everyone thinks they know Rudyard Kipling penned the sentiment that east is east and west 
is west, and never the twain shall meet. What he really said in his refrain of The Ballad of 
East and West: 
 

Oh, East is East, and West is West, and never the twain shall meet, 
Till Earth and Sky stand presently at God’s great Judgment Seat; 
But there is neither East nor West, Border, nor Breed, nor Birth, 
When two strong men stand face to face, tho’they come from the ends of the earth! 

 
For present purposes: 

 
Oh, East is East, and West is West, and never the twain shall meet, 
Let the two of them jut out as they will, no need for a judging seat; 
For there is neither East nor West, Border, nor Breed, nor Birth, 
When the two of us stand face-to-face, free of I, free of Thou, heaven, earth! 
 

When I began annual trips to Europe around 1990, after ten years silence in Japanese Zen 
monasteries, I translated a line from Chapter 47 of the Chinese classic Tao Te Ching, and 
appended my own second line to express commitment to unswerving practice while on the 
road:   
 

To know all things without leaving home, 
To travel the world and learn one’s self. 

 
Indeed. This year especially, to paraphrase Andres Segovia, I have felt the roundness of the 
globe under my feet.  
 
My ‘Sabbatical Sutra’ has now finished unraveling; after a year on the road, it’s back to work 
for the new school year in Kyoto at Hanazono University. In a deeper sense, however, what 
has begun will continue unraveling for some time to come. 
 
People often ask what form Zen in the west will eventually take. Water flows and the 
channel is made. The future of Zen in the modern world, however, is gradually becoming 
clear: Small groups of lay people quietly, but completely, committed to their practice while 
living their lives with family, work, and so on. When they can, they devote themselves to 
retreats. 
 
Zen practices – Soto, Rinzai, and otherwise – have already been introduced in the west. 
Some centers have third-generation teachers. Great progress has been made. Now we must 
make sure that these practices are truly thoroughgoing, definitive, decisive, and conclusive. 
The past year has been very encouraging indeed. Zen is finally taking root on home ground. 
 
The path is quite simple and straightforward. All we need do is lead a wholesome life and 
devote ourselves to practice – no matter what the circumstances. The fruit ripens naturally, 
then falls from the tree, thus providing sustenance for others. It has been a great joy to 
practice with all of you: Catholic monks and Buddhist nuns, farmers and Freemasons, sons 
of Nazi soldiers and SS officers. Thank you for sharing this precious pilgrimage. 
 

a wandering monk 
naturally homeless 
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finds the way 
home 

 
[written Autumn 2006, updated April 2007] 

 
 


