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American Union
By Hu

nly a few hours after the West Coast

polls closed, and Barack Obama was

declared the next American President,
trouble began inside the prison housing unit.
Disgruntled McCain supporters watching the
numbers pour in hurled razor blade epithets at
the rising tide. One man began spitting on a
poster of the Presidestect. Another held his
head and declared that the world had come to

an end. Arguments over petty issues escalated.

A fight broke out. | need to get away from the
negativity but my escape was blocked when, as
Obama took the podium to declare victory, the
sky above me opened up and cried.

Instead | sat anxiously watching the
television broadcast celebrations exploding
across the world. As an Obama fan, | was
deeply conflicted as | tried to hide my growing
enthusiasm. My fervor had begun months ago
after reading his poignant search for identity in
Dreams From My FatheiThe son of a black
Kenyan father and a white Kansas mother, his
parentsod union took
when, in some states, interracial marriage was
still illegal. Yet growing up in a society heal-
ing from racial wounds, he realized that hybrid
blood is an innate form of Americana. By the
conclusion of the memoir, his racial fusion had
become a symbol of hope.

As a firstgeneration immigrant from
Vietnam, I rel ate to
a white Nevadan woman and welcomed the
birth of our daughter. Now, with the election of
a mixedrace President, | envision limitless
dreams for my child.

Such euphoric delirium inspired me to
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write my daughter a letter. There was so much
to share, but where would | start? | could de-
scribe Obamads el ecti
-prejudiceceiling in America, the poetry of
tears streaming down the face of civil rights
leader Jesse Jackson or the carnival of a quarter
-million people gathered in a Chicago park to
cheer Obamads win. I
my words, but | knew | would close with the
sound of collective voices singing in rhythm,
while people of all colors held hands to dance
down the streets of America.

My heart ached to share the unity
spreading across the rest of the world and it
frustrated me that
same joy. | consulted
opinion. His answer was concise: Progress is
toughest for those who perceive it as a setback.
But how could that be
dox?

Still conflicted, the next morning | went
to walk around the track. Inmates always circle
in the same direction and long ago | had learned
not to reverse the course. The day I tried walk-
ing the opposite way, | was quickly run over by

c o dnultysles of pepplg whgyrefysed toagcgmmo-

date my experiment. They cursed and blocked
my path until | accepted the status quo.

But now the flow was swift, and | set-
tled in to ponder my thoughts. Moving in a
perpetual leHbank, | looked into the crumpled
faces of old men still stuck in lifestyles of
crime. These were the people who would return

O HeAThPHEs term TBeLPF'eﬁh‘@hQ nevef 56%‘&@;‘? i 58 !
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figure out or di
after year they walked around the same track, in
the same direction, surrounded by the same
people, complaining about the same misfor-
(Continued on pag8)
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Notes from the Editor UNITARIAN UNIVERSALIST

. BUDDHIST FELLOWSHIP
Greetings.

o . . . President
| must admit i® the winter solstice arrived —Wayne Armason (Zen)

before the fall issue. Just the same, we are on track f@fast Shore UU Church
four issues this year, and the winter issue will arrive 20401 Hilliard Blvd.

well before the vernal equinox; our target is March  Rocky River, Ohio 44116
first. As always, we welcome your articles, stories,  (440) 332255 (office)

poems, and letters. email: Bergthor AT aol.com
We are pleased to present seyeral pieces sentégcretalc,
us by prisoners. Every one of them is thought Samuel A. Trumbore (Vipassana)

provoking and challenging, as are the conditions in = (518) 46135 (office)

prisons. They offer perspectives on Unitarian Uni- = email: strumbore AT uumin.org

versalism and Buddhism which draw us, and some- Treasurer/Publisher

times push us, out of our comfortable existence. We Richard Swanson (Zen)

hope you like them and think about them. Again, we pg gox 8434

extend a special invitation to prisoners to send us theissex, VT 05458434

work. email: rswansonvt AT gmail.com
TheUU Sanghas distributed to prisoners (802) 87%5992(cell)

interested in UUism and Buddhism in cooperation =il

with The Church of the Larger Fellowship. The prisonggpert Ertman (Mindfulness, Zen)

ministry of the CLF includes a welun penpal pro- c/o UUCA

gram. We hope you will join them in this important = 333 Dubois Rd.

outreach; see the notice on page 15 for details. And Annapolis, MD 21401

kudos to Chaplain Pat. (410) 5321203 (cell)

If you are involved with a prison dharma pro- email: robertertman AT msn.com
ject, weodod |ike to hear idcgdn YyOUu. |l f you are |
in participating in a rountiable discussion (by tele- Catherine Senghas (Zen)

phone conference) among UU Buddhists working in  Arvid Straube (Vipassana)
prisons, We would also like your articles about what Judith Wright (Tibetan)
you do and stories about your experiences. Meredith Garmon (Zen)

The Mindfulness Practice Group of Annapolis, web pagehttp:/ww.uubf.org
your editordés home Sangha iias been active. E I

I : List'server
where in this issue you will see that we have become=>""
the first ASupporting SaTr(])au%s%n%e,g%t?theP%thorDeBageF' We
lenge you to join us.. Membership/Subscriptions: $20 per year;

The MPG has just received word that our Make checks tOU Buddhist Fellowshipand

workshop proposal, titled "Fostering a UU Mindful- = Send to Richard with the form on page 11.

ness Practice Group", has been chosen for the 2009 Non-dedL:ctlbIe contributions are gratefully
Joseph Priestley District Spring Conference in April. dccepied:

The MPG model emphasizes practice and does not Submissions

require teachers or adherence to any particular ap-  Please send all material ity Sanghta the edi-
proach to Buddhism. The focus of the workshop will toF: by email or mail, as you prefer. Submission
bepracticeand using practices to imbue the group constitutes permission to publish in the print and

. . A electropic ediions, djU Sanghend. to_maiptgin
Wi th UUIsm. Weol | tell ayi p()eir;nt e{il.l BE nIini grchi\)e.nCop@%h?is Sur
ISSue. retained by the authors, artists, and other copy-
Gassho, Robert Ertman, Editor ~ fight holders.
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(Continued from pagg)

tunes.

Suddenly a lesson from the Dharma Kar ma At the Mc L
struck me. suffering did seem to dig deepest On Wall Street
into people who refused to release their de- By Phyllis Culham

mons. In each broken man | could sense fear

clinging to some idea of safety by remaining in hen my daughter was in middle
the same current of life. There existed a stub- school, | sent her off on a Friday to

born refusal to withdraw, regroup or reconsider Sunday class trip to New York with

which maintained this endless whirlpool that the recommended amount of money, plus an-
never went anywhere and never changed. The ot her $20 for emergenci e
man holding his head had spoken the truth:for t o be returned intact or
those unwilling to accept progress, the world assumed that if she got anywhere near the
will come to an end. stuffed animals at FAO Schwartz, my $20

| pulled off the track and spent the rest would vanish, but | did intend to ask for it just
of the day on the bleachers where | could enjoy to see what would happen. She apparently
the fresh scent of rain. Closing my eyes to understood the seriousness of my intent.
breath in deeply, | reveled in the smell of a new She immediately brought up the subject
era, one in which isolationism is rejected and after her dad picked her up from the bus. She
diversity is embraced. Finally the world had said not Ahell oo but, Al
been washed and reseeded with opportunity. your $20.0 | said, @AWha
glory seemed to be sprouting everywhere. All you buy at FAO Schwartz?
we had to do was nurture it. only one | really liked was this small one, and |

Later that day, | wrote that letter to my bought that out of my f

~

0
daughter laced full of hopeful dreams. Bythen] happened to my $207?0 A W

knew exactly how to begin. | told her that the got on the bus to come back, we stopped at this
sky had opened up and cried, when Barack great big McDonal dbés. I
Obama made history. was three stories of this building with a glass
front . o AWhere were you
About the Author somewhere near Wall Street. There were bank

offices everywher@ whole skyscrapers. So
Hu is the fictitious name of an inmate in ~ anyway, when we got out of the buses, there

the California State Prison System. Heis a were street people everywhere. They were

member of the UU Church of the Larger Fel- holding out their hands as people walked into

lowship and participates regularly in its prison the McDonal dos. | want e
ministry program. He considers himself a UU thing, and | didndot have
influenced by Buddhism, Taoism and Human- | 6d just bought this tou
ism. Hu continues work in social justice pro- | only had two dollar bills and your twenty, and

grams as part of his devotion to the UU seven there were so many of them, so | gave them the
Principles. His current restorative justice pro- twenty. o AYou gave them
ject focuses on building communication support 2 ? ? ? 0 Awell, Mr. L [hom
webs between inmates and their personal com- me it was stupid too. All the teachers did, and
munities in an attempt to combat recidivism. the kids made fun of me, especially the boys.

Hu is involuntarily estranged from his They told me | should have given them money,
daughter but is saving letters, essays, stories, because they didnot real
and numerous other artifacts he hopestoshare | unc h. Mr. L told me th
with her one day. getting drunk. 0O ASo did

woman actually go into M
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just saw her come out. | only had a vanilla handing out money. Then more people had to

shake, and most peopl e stdpbdcauddthete awas ¢his sott of mob cover-
money left, and everybody kept making fun of i ng the whole sidewal k o
me during lunch, acting like they were drink- like half a block. And then they looked around

ing, glug, glug. So we went outside to meet the and looked confused and started giving out

buses pretty soon; t heynonge Sane 6fthenehacktostop éndbeed y et ;
and she came out with tdwovnotamar geltd moemmegn .ot o
AYou gave it to somebodwhwol dved e Aihes,e Pplreopl e?0
seemed really old, the oldest, and she was with  More and more bunches were going by. The

two other older women who seemed sort of men and the women were wearing really nice
confused. She was s hy suatsnand hadbudfcdsasd Theyrlooked really g e t
very close to people to put her hand out, so | confused, like someone screwed up and forgot

wal ked over to her and togdal tham ithvasrGive/ Mouoey to thevidomelegs. 0
AfSo she came out with fDaydndNew York.fiSéraesof them kept loakingl

the two other women carried out bags of ham- around like they were looking for cameras. Or
burgers and trays of small coffees. Itmusthave cops. 0 fiGeeze. O nSo tha
taken them a |l ong ti me ytoawrwaiOt. 6on her . 0 A Wh at
happened to all the food?0o0 ARShe handed it out
to some other women there. She even went
over and woke up a couple of the teenagers
who were zonked out against the wall. They
woul dndét take the ham
the coffee. One of them was so zonked out on
of the older women had to hold her hand to

help her drink it.o ; : : v 10N
to the men?0 ANoO, s o BF ‘ WO g
around like they were. ” SN

somet hi ng. They | ook g e
men got n od dedausgMrd pullédN

out his wallet and gave one of the old guys a

$20, and then the oth | €S ¢

you were right, Hall:@
bills, and then the girls got out their money andﬁ'a'ﬁz
started handing out what they had left, and eveii ™ 7=
the guys, but they didndt h PheogoutsgyegWengyWingiyi ch, but
they gave it to guys. o NSo dapslitelhgne 9o off
down the street | ooking for |1 quor?o ANope,
they all went into McDon alad@sSconstdhtrdadets ki, PHiRsS
funny was that this was still going on just as Culham is a long time member of The Mindful-
our buses pulled up to meet us, so there was & agg Practice Group of Annapolis and is mar-

real jam on the street, so all these other people  yieq t your editor. Their daughter Hallie is

looked around and looked real surprised, and now a senior at the Corcoran College of Art and
then a lot of them stopped and started handing pga g gn. She isné6t a Bu
money to the homel ess poHPlhivBrsafst. Hde Ry fe’ Medititindat
ding.o fiNope, they st QRyhER during hPAhhabols stfeét refrelt! S

gang of kids and bunch of homeless people on
the sidewalk, then they looked around some
more, real confused, then most of them started

5. Al

f Al
/i
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Karma and the Life of Scrooge:
A Buddhist Perspective

By John Edwards

Marley. When one hears the words of Marley
(who has become a hungry ghost), what does
one reflect on? Karma is what we forge in life,
it is the habitual energies that we carry through
Iife and death and life, death, and rebirth, if

Christmas Carols the most familiar oneds belief. Ot

and beloved of Char Is@a§onapdp§orlfuﬁlt9t6 I‘?)ok‘é(t?hé HirSction of

fter all, everybody loves a happy end- oneos i e say the |
lng. But the story st Ebﬁrltstﬁms?‘}ails us anﬁh&ﬂfi‘t{) theeréblrtI"Y“u%cﬁ de:
t o begln_W|t\h.o I ndeed, KO Ma hle® Y% xS nda% i on
deadasadoarai | . o Thi ch Nhat Hahn says, nw

Scrooge knew this of course. He proba-
bly knew too that he was of a nature to die, that
there is no way to
seem to realize is that he is both the owner of
his actions (karma) and the heir of his actions
(karma). This is what the Hungry Ghost of
Jacob Marley came to tell him:

of
ri

Alt i s required
maneét hat the spi
should walk abroad among his
fellow-men, and travel far and
wide; and if that spirit goes not
forth in life, it is condemned to
do so after death. It is doomed
to wander through the worid
oh, woe is mel and witness
what it cannot share, but might
have shared on earth, and turned
to happiness! ... | wear the chain
| forged in life ... I made it link
by link, and yard by yard; |
girded it on of my own free will,
and of my own free will | wore
it. Is its pattern strange to you?"
Scrooge trembled more and
more. AOr would
the weight and length of the
strong coil you bear yourself? It
was full as heavy and as long as
this, seven Christmas Eves ago.
You have laboured on it, since.
It is a ponderous

y 0

€escgRe&d

Christmas or the birth of the Buddha, we cele-

brate the comlng into the world of a very spe-

RivinG Buddba, MUhg Enrighhat d 1 d n ¢
child is each one of us and we are the ones to

see the world anew. Scrooge is being asked to
bethatchiidandre x ami ne hi s | i f e

break from the chains of bondage that he holds

so tightly to: hatred, anger, fear, depression,
every

and unhappiness. Scrooge

c tbiad him!from first, seHexamination, and, sec-

ond, the ability to change his life through prac-

At this point in the story, Dickens is tice. As i n Scroogeds ¢
asking the reader to examine the nature of made, he is as dead and
karma. Al wear the chaigmstl forged in |ifeo, sai
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As the story progresses, we eventually The Five Remembrances

see Scroogeods transformat.i on, 14§ cthe NhStf Hahe P st
face the reality of his own tombstona marker

of a | ife not well | i v damofthehgwertoghoweld. iawakeni ngc¢
from his nights slumber, and the nightmare of There is no way to escape growing old.
the bondage he had created, Scrooge is re- (Bell)

newed. He has experienced,a Atransformati on

of consciousnesso and i @nOojhenauietqhpvgtiegith. i g 3¢ .
tions (karma) and how his actions affect others. | N€re is no way to escape havingniéalth.

Dickens asks us as readers the same questions (Bell)

Scrooge had to ask himself. Are we willing to | am of the nature to die.

Afwear the chainéforged TIHeris'ndV\fa)Etge?scape'ﬁ@alrh.ma i s the
choices we make. AAs tttgee”)Budd a pointed out,
your intentions create your karma. Your will

and intentions direct your mind, which controls  All that is dear to me and every one | love are

the way you think, speak, and act. Your inten- of the nature to change.

tions establish the priorities in your life. Your There is no way to escape being separated from
past intentions condition or perpetuate your them.

present intentions, habits, and propensi- (Bell)

t i es o0 (L amawdkeningtlze Bidhs _ _ _ _
Within). When we look at Scrooge, we are | inherit the resplts of my actions in body,
given the opportunity to look at the Scrooge speech, and mind. _
within ourselves and a dyactiogsge hegroynd onwhighyglande 5 .
mic imprints | wish to (WPREES) witnhoo

In the closing stave &k Christmas
Carol, we see Scrooge born anew in a state of
mi ndful ness. ARunning
opened it, and put out his head. No fog, no
mist; clear, bright, jovial, stirring, cold; cold,
piping for the blood to dance to; Golden
sunlight; Heavenly sky; sweet fresh air; merry
bells. Oh, glorious. GlI

Thich Nhat Hahn sums
of the time, we are lost in the past or carried
away by future projects and conceras.
When we are mindful, touching deeply the pre-
sent moment, we can see and listen deeply, and
the fruits are always understanding, acceptance,
love, and the desire to relieve suffering and
b r i n gLivingBuddha( Living Chri3t The
choice is ours!

About the author

John Edwards is a member of the Mindfulness Practice

Group of Annapolis and the leader of the prison

dharma project through the UU Church of Annapolis Realm of Hungry Ghosts, detail from photo of Wheel of
Restorative Justice Project. Life by Maren Yumi, flickr Creative Commons license.

Wood engraving of Mar | ey o shtrgwyndlickr.cgrmy/phojog/geRo/241¢243al,
1843. Scanned image courtesy of Philip V. Allingham.
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A Letter and a Poem words of so many of the teachers | read that caus_ed
an organic clarity to arise, that made the obfuscations
Dear Editor: fall away so that | became acutely aware of a libera-
tion that did not need to be pursued: that in fact al-
| am writing in response to your invitation to  ready existed. My task then became to continue to
those incarcerated to share a little of their experience open that eye of awareness so that | could not only
and practice witbU Sanghalthough | have been a survive this place of great mental as well as physical
member of the UU church since childhood, | am new violence, but know the freedom of the pure heart
to the Unitarian Universalist Buddhist Fellowship, so  (one whose machinations are inspired by the dharma)
this will serve as an introduction, as well as a thank  throughout all this journey of life.

you for introducing me to your journal and your com- In addition to receiving material from the
munity. organizations | mentioned above, | also began corre-
| am currently incarcerated at a California sponding with a teacher, the Ven. Dr. Karuna

State prison. | have practiced yoga and meditation in  Dharma, Abbess of the International Buddhist Medi-
one form or another for 30 years. | had the good for-  tation Center in Los Angeles. Dr. Karuna, who is of
tune of growing up in the rather progressive city of the Lien Quan School of Viethamese Zen, has not
Eugene, Oregon, where | attended the local Unitarian only had a profound effect on the lives of myself and
church with my family, and where | was exposed at  hundreds of other students both inside and outside of
age twelve to Kundalini (of course) through the won-  prison, but has contributed to the global community
derful public school system there. | have also long of Buddhists by ordaining woman in extinct lineages.
held an interest in Buddhism, though it remained for ~ She has thereby helped to restore and spread in spirit
the most part peripheral until my incarceration two and fact the wholeness of sangha that existed in the
and a half years ago. At that time | began pursuingit Buddhads ti me, but has not
with a kind of natural dedication, the groundwork for  the Buddhist world for more than a millennium: a
which had been the periodic reading of Buddhist eth-  sangha that included both men and women, monks
ics, the many thousands of references in conversation and nuns. Dr. Karuna has met with the Dalai Lama
and media, and, most powerfully perhaps, seeing the and other prominent figures in the global Buddhist

dharma manifest over the years in those friends community, who have not only given their blessing to
around me that practiced it. It appealed to me intel-  her work, but have helped facilitate it. | am lucky
lectually as well as spiritually, and the circumstances enough to be able to work with her as my teacher.

of incarceration produced in me the necessary deter- | was transferred a year and a half ago to an-
mination to cultivate a serious practice. other prison, one that fortunately is less violent. As

Upon my arrival to t hsoontaglairived libsy@ndvorigte diaet a ‘Blddhist
population, | began exploring the idea of starting a Meditation Service" for any interested prisoners. It
meditation class. There was already an Ananda Margatook some time to get off the ground, though, as
Yoga class, offered by a wonderful and very experi-  prison workplace culture is very conservative, funda-
enced teacher, which | attended regularly. | soon mentalist by nature, and generally antagonistic to-
came to find out that one of the custody staff wards norChristian and even liberal Christian activi-
dguardso6 had been a pr ac tids.Butwgfound alies,tné only B goind ¢f ihsstaff, f o r
more than twelve years. With his help, and the help of but in recent case law regarding freedom of religion
the chaplain, we began a once week session with a  and religious practice in U.S. prisons. Although there
Tibetan Buddhist teacher from a local sangha. It was aare presently just three of us in our little sangha (as
godsend. The yoga, and the Tibetan class that was  opposed to around 15 in the Tibetan class at the pre-
part instructional meditation, part dharma talk and Q  vious facility), we meet regularly to support each
&A, made life bearable in that first year. other, share materials, and practice zazen

| also began in earnest to read every Buddhist My practice has evolved quite a bit in the last
book | could get my hands on. The Buddhist Peace 30 months. Though from the beginning I have found
Fellowship, The Prison Dharma Network, the Libera- Zen to be a most natural expression for me. | have
tion Prison Project, and friends and family provided been asked by Dr. Karuna whether | would like to
me with a wealth of material to read and study. There "take refuge" now, or wait, It can be done over the
were times when | thought despair would drown me,  phone with the help of the chaplain. | have decided to
only to find a passage in a Thich Nhat Hanh book wait, however, until my release next August when |
that not only lifted my spirits, but touched something  will be returning to the Los Angeles area and | can do
deep within me; | found veracity and freedom in the it in person, with her, at the 1.R.M.C. Taking refuge,
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although it is an important public as well as personal
commitment to the Way, is not as pertinent at least so
it seems to me nodas remaining determined to con-
tinuing to build a practice, here, now, in a place and
situation that calls perhaps more than most for the
lessons and expression of the dharma. | can't imagine
an environment where there is a stronger sense of
differentiation, of otherness and othering, of aversion
and attractiodof ignorance and greed and &iduzn

in prison. And nowhere else is there a more pro-
nounced need for compassion and equanimity, for
lovingkindness and the ability to share in another's
joy.

And nowhere better to cultivate the Way. So
perhaps | should count myself lucky for this opportu-
nity, as my karma ripens and so do |. For when and
where else would | have been able to come into pos-
session in such vast quantities of what in Zen are re-
ferred to as the Three Essentials of Great Determina-
tion, Great Faith, and Great Doubt?

| have appreciated the support of the CLF,
and in particular their prison ministries and letter writ-
ing project. | have a wonderful UU pat who
shares with me her retreats (most recently with Pema
Chodron) along with anecdotes from her life that help
to sustain me in this very difficult time in my life. |
am proud of my UU heritage, and eagerly look for-
ward to attending the UU church in Sherman Oaks,
California, that | had begun to attend not long before
my incarceration. (My attendance at church has been
admittedly spotty in my adulthood, though | never
felt far from the people | unhesitatingly called my
spiritual family.) In addition | look forward to becom-
ing part of a practice sangha in the Los Angeles area,
as well as continuing a relationship with this family
within a family of the Unitarian Universalist Buddhist
Fellowship!

Thank you for adding me to tb& Sangha
mailing list. If there is any way that | can contribute,
please let me know. Also, if anyone has any questions
about practice in prison, or my experiences, please
feel free to contact me.

Gassho
Stefan
STRIVING

What to expect?

The bud

the bloom

a naked branch

i Stefan

Prison Meditations

By 0Tombé

We do not have to be afraid of entering unfa-
miliar territory once we have learned how to meet
events with the gentleness of our minds. Learning to
transform obstacles into objects of meditation pro-
vides a much needed bridge between the stiliness of
the concentrated mind and the movement of real life.
As the practitioners of many martial arts often put it,
we must learn to respond rather than react.

Rather than making a division between sa-
cred and profane, the lesson of meditation is to bring
awareness to bear on the (so called) disturbances of
life. Rather than getting all worked up about how the
noise in the prison dormitory is disturbing my medita-
tion, as | have on many an occasion, | have learned to
listen to the sounds rising and falling in the space of
my mind.

Disturbing emotions do not have to be ex-
cluded; they can be doorways into an aliveness that is
as vivid as a moment of spontaneous laughter, or irri-
tation. By learning to be with these emotions in a new
way, we can, in fact, energize our lives and enrich our
personal relations.

As we learn this, boundaries begin to break
down. The ego starts to reveal its innate permeability.
| am no longer sure where | start and where you leave
off. | discover that | cannot isolate myself from my
world. | no longer need to make thoughts or emo-
tions the enemy. | can make use of all aspects of my-
self to build my sacred space.

I no longer have to push away disappoint-
ment; | can use it to develop my tolerance. The very
passions that once seemed so threatening to my medi-
tative stability can become special opportunities for
seltdiscovery.

| can feel the freedom that comes from ac-
cepting owhat is, 6 and,
prison dormitory, | don't feel half bad.

P R R R VA VR VR VN R U VA VR VR S
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Meditation, Nature, Community

Rev. David Scheuneman will lead a week
devoted to "practicing presendebeing aware,
open and grounded in the momérdt Star Island,
July 1£18, 2009. For more information visit
http://www.starmeditation.org./
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ORockyRo a d 6 filled with hundreds of children, nurses, volunteers
and crew, crashed shortly after take off, sinking
by Hu the hopes of many in the rice paddy it came to rest

: in. Days later with North Vietnamese troops
he hundred degree sun blisters my mahog- n : . ,
I any neck but that wo njvéﬁ?rm”lgt‘h& jrooph e finglly,figw 1@ the Us

ere ' was given a new lip, a new family and a
new future.

f :m I i f . ed al
ward ?hg g]lf'?l I ha% befanug){vén. Iltwgn eg t% be%n?a m§/
position where | could help another person obtain
corrective surgery. | began to hear about-non
profits such as the Smile Train and Operation
Smile which provided such services in under
privileged countries, including Vietham. Acting
on this dream came with plenty of self doubt.

Fears of what | might discover inside made me
anxious. But then 16d 1| oo
tiful face and realize, had it not been for my gift
long ago, she might never have been.

Then suddenly | became wrapped up in
legal problems. My world as | knew it was ripped
out from under my feet. And before my disorien-
tation was over, | found myself in prison, con-
fused, debilitated of efficacy and entirely depend-
ent on others.

But dreams dondét die |
locked up. They may get unfocused, hazy, a few
cobwebs might droop gently from their eaves, but

Her smooth dark hair bounces to a gleeful ca- the passion behind them is still deeply rooted. The
dence, and her smile burns into my mind like the challenge of incarceration is to continue to nurture
brightest flashbulb youoXWdrgapsinaplacehy purposefull stagnates.

I am thankful that | had a chance to be a nu inI a etha clos " SUDJ?]O rson
with her that day but nog{;{?ut \:%L%rﬁtat[heq o‘?ﬁse I%Oférgios?g&dytp s,o "shet
so far away | canodot even o' QU e L340 %y%s e cilles
between us. hurt, anger and angst, frustration an urm0|l._ ver

You canét begin to i nlirfl;le pt Xegr'th 6 er P Qavq dongl_tﬁg n my
that at least she has ice cream. | was born with a healrt and spirit to organizations that repair Cleft
cleft lip, and | could not eat ice cream. In fact | problems. They completed my goal an_d helped to
could not eat much of anything. Perhaps these open one of my dreams by closing an important

difficult circumstances led to my abandonment as circle.

an infant but then again, the times were scary and rthin -irshii \',[\;:r?si?ogf B:rdrggfen;ég”iz :ﬁ tizihfvfﬁt
my home of Saigon was months away from fal- yming P g

ling. i.IIu_sion. _By t'he_time I 6m
will be nineteen, and ,like my biological parents, |

will have only the vaguest idea of where she is.

But | am satisfied, for now, knowing that she and |

ated on a US mercy mission called Operation have ice cream. Because th_at little cup of enlight-

Baby Lift. 1 had been scheduled to fly out on the enment reminds me of our lives. Inevitably ou.r
firstC-A5 but | still wasnot meénflqu'esoof]e ch gtlglengll lRWIy mgltoawa{y,ﬁ/%t
planners bumped me to the second flight hoping what lingefs will always be & taste of sweetriess.

| 6d be ready. Tragically that first cargo plane,

pleting a monthly pilgrimage to the com-
missary. | eagerly plunk down a worn California
State prisonerds | .D. to
monthly janitor salary on a single pint of Rocky
Road ice cream.

Such a rich treat is a reward for making it
through another thirty days but the frozen dessert
will be lucky if it survives a full thirty seconds. |
jam my plastic spoon into the cup and admire the
texture of marshmallows and almonds attempting
to deviate my path. The first bite rises, and | tell
myself to slow down, enjoy the experience, try a
modicum of restraint and yet by the end of the
pint, I am all fingers and tongue desperate to ab-
sorb every last drop.

It occurs to me that | probably look like a
young child in both decorum and presentation.
And in fact, as the sugar titillates my tongue and
the temperature freezes my brain, | fade into
memories of my daughter enjoying her first ice
cream. In every flashback | can see the sweet sug-
ary dessert smeared on her cheeks, down her yel-
low sundress and all over her clattering sandals.

| was lucky to receive shelter at the Hy
Vong Nursery but in April, 1975, as the Commu-
nists closed in, some of the children were evacu-
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Chowtime

By Michael

how! Meal time is announced by the

clank of the door, the raised voices, the

passive march to the feedlot trough.
Another dinner in prison. Not much to look
forward to especially if you are a vegetarian.
Almost anything good is meat or has meat in it.
Joining the others in the line, | was in a foul
mood. Knowing my dinner would consist of
odd tasting meat substitute, overcooked,
bleached out vegetables, a salad of wilted let-
tuce and chopped up
carrots you can buy for your livestock for pen-
nies on the pound é

As my tray was filled, my low expecta-
tions were met. Wanting to be alone, | found an
empty table. My goal was to shovel the food
down and leave. As | worked at my task | was
joined by another inmate. Dan is a casual ac-
guaintance who falls into the large group of
those whom | know by name but otherwise in-
teract with rarely. | know Dan plays tennis, is
an outstanding artist, and an avid science fic-
tion reader. We have shared a few novels over
the course of the past year. | weakly said hi,
silently hoping he did not want to talk. But of
course he did.

Almost immediately Dan asked me if |
had heard about the meditation group that has
been meeting in the chapel. Reluctantly putting
aside my melancholy | forced a smile and re-
sponded yes , allowing that | attend and serve
as one of the inmate facilitators. Dan went on to
describe a book where he had read about
Amedi tation,
asking if I know about such things? My mind
screamed NO! I've always felt uncomfortable
responding to questions about practice and of-
ten simply offer books written by those who
seem to understand better than I. How can |
possibly help others with the Dharma when |
need so much practice just to get through some
days? Returning my attention to Dan | re-
sponded that yes | have had some experience
with these concepts, but that his questions

t h dhg

enIightenrHen

could perhaps be better answered by some other
books | would be glad to share with him . |
went on to invite him to join the meditation
group on Sunday. | was still kind of hoping he
would move on to an easier topic or just shut
up. He pressed on asking a question, followed
by another, and another. My meal sat forgotten.
Finally, Dan asked about Mindfulness,
describing how the book had mentioned being
I n the moment. AThi s |
Responding | talked about the past being his-
tory the future being fantasy, telling him that
our only chance to live is here and now. Turn-
ing to our meals | began to explain that being

i h dnindfld included yndegsiandigg thatmany s a me

things died so we could eat: a cow to provide
begfindis dinpes, the pJantg fer ghg yegeta-
bles and salads on our plates, the countless in-
sects and microbes that have been wiped out to
provide us food. Sure of myself now, | share
that many humans had labored for this meal:
farmers, field hands, shipping clerks, truckers,
prison guards, and inmates. How all of us rely
upon each other to live. How everything is in-
terrelated, had always been so, and will always
be so. | went on and on, ending with the scien-
tific understanding that components making up
our meals had once been part of a star, how
each of us had been part of a star, how every-
thing had been energy in the Big Bang. This, |
explained to Dan, is the understanding needed
to live in the present moment.

| just repeated to Dan what | had seen

expressed in many Dharma texts in many ways
over the past two years. | thought | had grasped
these concepts. | was wrong. Returning my at-
tentlon back to my tray everytdﬂlpg I thought I

an 0
Aknhowno

a breath and with tears in my eyes | ate as if it
was for the first time.
About the Author

Michael discovered Buddhism and UUs
after he made it to prison. This story is the first
standal one story heds writt
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Letters

Dear Robert,

Thank you so much for sending me the
spring OiGuny Bieughgpages 9& 10
were missing. | was reading part Il of the essay
written by Rev. Doug Kraft on mindfulness and it
went abruptly into aerydifferent tone in Andy

tiful Earth that gives its life in all of iisvhom we
should honor most. So much of humanity has lost
touch with its own goodness and the honest joy that
comes with it; | fear for my safety and for those who
would be further victimized by the darkness that
dominates the lives of so man others.

That reality hurts me, deeply. That such a
gulf exists between humanityne to anothér

Adackibs i ece | [ auah e reedin cg1acontemptfo essentiallyselves oin
¢ ﬁ { | w P not : bl i ?i n e’m]sql mbpl\é(tgr%ad e ovl/ca We%aZep P t
a asno a € 0 each other andecelai Iove

had never read the first part). But thank you, and |
look forward to reading the next installmeand
anything else you care to send.

I have wandered in and out of my own
thoughts for a long time, gripped with a profound
loneliness and emotional pain; questioning my place
and worth in relation to
is that | possess a deep love with a willinginess
almost a neddo suffer. Although it would seem
incredibly dramatic, it does reveal the depth of my
hurt, and my thoughtand of my hope! Despite the
horrible circumstances |
deal with throughout my
hard to hold on to my love, to questions the reasons
why things were and are what theiaeen when
the answers hurt more than the asking, and to keep
in mind the life we all share and ways we can all
l'ive without feeling a
| see where my suffering can be put to good use.
My greatest fear now is being completely ignored,
still, and running out of timei | cannot separate
from all ot her fApersonso
mean. It feels wrong, somehow. False. We are all of
one, in one, by one, to one. That are separate is
the most painful. and, the greatest source of further
confusion, fear, and prolonged piitbelieve our

0

| believe there is an appropriate outrage that
is often misdirected and wasted on the thinking of it
being displayed as somehow wrong itSeift needs
to be shown: in the face of negativity that seeks to
harm others in thought, word, or deed. We all need
kln w thgt when we hurt one, of utsbwe Falftof

Wcanr\/v% Peason nhaa asrcaﬂy i crdal oun
person ..I by giving them what they want? Or giv-
ing them back what they neyv

what humanity has been led into being: a completely
fearful, eng ful, surcrdal race. do we tugn
fn tﬁs%g

'[|¥IS ide* f r}%{ d
erctgd SO aRbegyona uabi P(ty toe e(h {”rygto
combat, and basi caButng,
I think life gives us all a taste of all things of its
making at times not easily understood \ir'/hiyat
WI|| always keep us uessmg of its Ways

N €h® a\gta/ ? 8o krgay t o%" ¢ og;]{uheesrs i
are and try our best to get through our days and un-
derstand we all know suffering in much the same

Arun

ways, and tréto have thfa courage and re Ive r'%o |
IGve'i h tRe fae of'stich heed, r?gln wanr oubt foss,
andhurtil daresay fdwhatisohoi ce

we have to fight off the desire to simply settle for
what we think we know and learn to listen to our

- : ) hearts. ﬁThe Iighté; it hat
ability to foster our intelligence to overcome what fwlhate e uﬁto idea-l | i t
weo;edt ?‘UQQt t o see ai t| eﬂaglc(ir soflrv?ng gr% osi gsf'rurtftﬂat ael
gnil ﬁow f[ehe hurlt vCe carrr v?it\hvlljs ri1s§(])fter(?lle?ft over0 " e eb usfiron? beh'é\/ns n angther“ahdspFo echneg

) arry w each other from being confused, feeling alone, or
from previous generations whior whatever rea- . : . ~
song could not resolve or bring light to their own from believing in the fiwort
u M Ing 19 Irow and of anyone el se. That 0 ¢

hearts and minds, or in those of others.

I dondt believe my
all others to go througtout | would make a case for
my willingness to love and to see one another as a
part of ourself that needs to be loved; and by loved, |
mean seen, dealt with, and told the truth about truth,
and to do whatoés needed
another. Only when we begin to heal ourselves and
one another can we truly understand our true worth

and value, and begin to take better care of this beau-

S u

ro hold out for anyone who could ever have the need
to reeaéh bl 18r it br Be t(ghghgdeﬁ it he of a I(va-
ing brother, a faithful friend; and maybe even that of
a child in need of knowing and/or being shown, etc.
i can we value one another like that? Like children
Who sk for nothing b tIo e and the nce to brmg
hgpp eSs info® Fe%erygne Arbu faNtherr%
can wel as the human radeever achieve this mass
enlightenment this nirvana? | hope so.

Christopher
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Hi , itdéds me again .. running down their | eg, the

I think 1 dm more thansalliyttlhe ngutioowanway si gn
you guys decided you wanted It owbe fMdhwtmetl easasdd fatr B3
day. What did you think it would really mean,andto know. You deci de how you 1
whom? fucked. Be grateful you get to make the call.

You will never see or feel the circumstances Love begins within!
that bring someone to that point; you will Christopher

internalize the emotions that go with the hurts,
shame, or the utter powerlessness to feel any social  Hi Robert,

identity or significance involved; you will never re- I hope you and your f ami
alize that something as simple as eating can reduce  say before, but | thought that your wife speaking on
you to the level of having to essentially prostitute her realization of the act.
yourself and your principles in the name of survival.  that a cop could pose was really a good place to start

So really, what the fuck were you thinking? in seeing the world through the eyes of someone

Did any of you hate yourself afterwards? Did any of  kept on the outside of a form of humanity that most
you come away knowing the people that passed you people take forgrantedi n a way t hat t h

by would just as soon piss on you for fun while no even know theyodére doing. TF
one was | ooking, and s ay righvindet ourmmosseshTaareds aibdttle af willsawvda s 0
while they were? Did any of you see the reality of beliefs raging so strongly in this society that the sim-
Ainothing you could doo anpd ehatvriuntgh aobfs owhuatte liys flneof t i
wher e 1t Wereqmuydfdou ever alone? ble harm that is done is never given a second

Dude, you guys went camping. thought.i Like, I would like to believe that there

There are some t hings wgseue lar@amdcompassi@ dt thie mot of what
pretend you understand. First, you will never have your intent was in going abut with the whole
the true ability; and secondly, the only thing you fiwandering aimlesslydo thincg
would wannad do had you hkaoving Was it moegexa gueiosity based en the story o
try and forget it. You mock the very idea of youb6d heard to Aexamineo tFh

Asufferingodo by trying

t o owavayacrd |iyf esnd,erwhayi ndiyd uyrou
selves on the notions of

ayi omul re sfissl yyndp awti htihe sfidh. o nBeel egsl sa df

you dondt know. insult. And why did you not go for a walk by your-
Please do yourselves a favor and consider self with no particular destination in mind and see
your |little experiment a tHeaimpgliaityoéthe world dreundiyouiard ®edinre-o  wa
see how other peopl e @l i vt observanceoand ehjdy goyr presencein bhearingc e
any given situation, but there are just some things witness to the reality of all that is beyond the con-
you can never wrap your mind around. And realisti- fines of your own mind and need for thoughts, and
cally, i1itbés not your pl acbegrateful far the/chance to just... see. Thatis what
Effective outreach begins and ends with the story meant.
directions to existing organizations and agencies But of course | cannot be critical of what

established to assist those who really wantawayup you di d oin hditdry®dtu seeg ed t o
and out of that fucki nd nwasneostiynportaritl!onlyfeelitan obligation in
Lack of trust aside, if some notion of defense of simple truth to point out what you might

figreater needod and fiper s ohnaavle pmiisdseedd .d oAnlbsto ,k itchkati nl  t
and get somebody t o wa nn agdite & l@toftheught from ené on this is becasise the a -

tion and utilize whatds avdaeial atbhlaet tfioa ctthueanh 6t 00 ri nfiprreoavl
their own situation . .. fwaddr aifdlessly anyiviee ts éhe kind of bad jeke e n d -
ency cripples integrity. that only someone in that s

Pain is necessary, suffering is optional. are doing everything they can with what they have
Try and remember that day you were left to to simply survive. There is a reason to everything
sit there by yourself and no one came no matter how they do.

loud you yelled or cried and you were all alone to ook ¥
figure it out and somehow get it darsventually It has been a few days. | have been mourn-
you learned how to wipe your own ass. ing the Mets.

I f people wannad go t hr oulgdd, réflect, and hasidally jus dbsetve the
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