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Working With Fear

Many people who come to Zen practice have 
had traumatic experiences as children or as 
adults.  We usually bury them because they’re 
so uncomfortable and we don’t know what 
else to do to relieve the intensity of those 
feelings. The following was written by a sesshin 
participant about his experiences in working not 
just with fear, but with outright terror.  

Fear. Yes, fear. Is that really the right word? 
Hmmm, let me dive back down there and tune 
in to exactly what I’m feeling. No. Fear is not the 
right word. Terror. As soon as the word pops 
up in my head, I know that’s the right word for 
it. As the breath guides me back down, I expe-
rience the terror in all it’s glory. It’s like putting 
your hand out and touching a hot stove. Ouch! 
Pull back NOW! But, I don’t pull back. I open up 
to it and feel the hot, electric nature of this state 
of terror.

How in the world did I wind up here? I just want-
ed to sit sesshin and get my practice back on 
solid footing. It turns out that trauma from my 
early years combined with some severe stress 
awhile back has knocked me off kilter. Since 
then, putting my butt on the cushion would often 
result in my coming face to face with some real-
ly unpleasant emotions. Lurking down deep was 
the worst one of all - the terror.

I didn’t really want to work with this “situation” 
that presented itself. But, since the terror was 
so raw and available, how could I pass up the 
opportunity? I mean, if I could really dive into it, 
maybe I could free myself of it. Unfortunately, 
that would require that I fully experience it. How 
was I going to do that?

Let me back up to the beginning. I didn’t come 
face to face with the terror right away. The first 
night of sesshin, I could feel a sense of fear 
deep down. I just sat with it. The first full day 
was spent mostly trying to stay awake on the 
cushion. I usually feel like these are not pro-
ductive days. However, I am now certain this is 
wrong. 

Roshi’s comment:  Sleepiness does not always 
appear because we’re tired; it can also be a 
form of makyo—our own subtle way of trying 
to get ourselves away from the practice.  It can 
appear at a point where our practice has the 
potential to move deeper, or when we are really 
getting serious about that practice.  Our sesshin 
participant responded by plowing on in spite of 
it, and the results paid off.

I was so tired, all I could do all day was strug-
gle to stay awake and focus on extending my 
outbreath. This was a really powerful practice 
for calming my mind and getting me to relax 
into the process of zazen. By the end of the 
day, I was awake and my mind was fairly calm. I 
was much more willing to hang out with the  felt 
sense of the fear I could feel bubbling down be-
low. I could breathe into it and just allow it to be 
there.

Due to various commitments, I needed to work 
during the week. So after that first full day I 
could only participate in the evening sittings. 
But this was actually helpful. Conditions at work 
(and in life) had put me in just the right spot to 
have to work with fear. So my daily life was sort 
of like a laboratory in which to apply the experi-
ence (and the calm) I was gaining from my sit-
tings.
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Roshi’s comment:  This is one aspect of the 
“Long Maturation” that Torei Enji—a Dharma 
heir of the great Zen master Hakuin—spoke 
of as an absolutely essential part of true 
Zen practice.  It is the expression in daily life 
activities of the results of our practice on the 
cushion.

Over the first three or four days of sesshin, I sat 
with the felt sense of this fear. I opened up to 
it. I accepted it. And, on the fourth day, circum-
stances changed and I was face to face with 
the terror. The funny thing is, the terror came af-
ter I received some good news. The only prob-
lem was, it forced me to deal with my fear of 
change. The terror took the form of what I have 
come to call “The Box”. It was a pivotal moment 
in my week.

I had been reading a book called, “Focusing”*. 
It talks about tuning in to the “felt sense” of your 
body. You open up to what you are feeling and 
just experience it. Then you find the right word 
to describe it. And you probe some more un-
til you discover what your body is trying to tell 
you. In my case, what I felt was like electrically 
charged walls of a box were pressing on me 
from all sides. I was immobilized, withdrawing, 
shutting down.

Normally, I would have allowed the process of 
shutting down to continue. But, since I’d been 
doing some pretty intense zazen all week, I just 
sat with it. I felt the box. That’s when the experi-
ence at the top of this article hit me. The word 
“terror” came to mind and I knew right away it 
was the right word for what I was feeling deep 
inside. I felt the terror, breathed with the terror, 
opened up to the terror and accepted it. I mean 
I really accepted it. I gave myself permission to 
feel it completely. And then it changed.

Something loosened in my chest. The walls of 
the box receded. Underlying the terror was a 
feeling of dread. It’s hard to say how long this 

had been the case. But I had been dreading the 
work of diving down deep and working through 
the trauma that has affected me for most of my 
life. I had been terrified of reliving some really 
bad experiences from long, long ago. I still am. 
But I was finally able to allow it to simply be. We 
were hanging out together - me and my terror. 
So things morphed, from terror to dread to ac-
ceptance.

The next day presented me with a difficult situ-
ation that I would have handled differently just 
a couple of days before. But as often happens 
with intense practice, things just sort of take 
care of themselves. The right course of action 
takes place spontaneously. Suffice it to say, 
coming at a difficult interpersonal problem from 
a place of calm presence can work wonders.

Through the rest of the day, and sitting zazen 
that night, I had this strange feeling of expan-
sion. It was sort of like I was a cloud. One 
phrase that came to mind was “breathing 
through my skin”. It was the most peculiar expe-
rience. For the rest of the sesshin, I sat enjoying 
the sense of calm and trying to dive deeper into 
it as I followed the extended breath. I noticed 
other “stuff” bubbling around deep down. But 
none of it was ready to come up and I wasn’t 
going to try to force it. I’m no longer afraid to 
face my fears. They can come visit me whenev-
er they’re ready. And when they do, we’ll hang 
out and become friends.

Epilogue:  A few days following sesshin our 
participant wrote the following in an email:

Over the past few days, I have noticed that 
there is still some of that fear lurking down 
there. But, it isn’t as intense. And, if I sit with it, 
it works itself out. You probably do this as part 
of your [Regaining Balance Retreat for Women 
Veterans with PTSD] curriculum, but let your 
participants know that “aftershocks” can occur, 
and that the intensity usually isn’t quite as bad. 
Also, after the retreat, they’ll have the tools to 
work with these “aftershocks” and they should 
trust what they’ve learned and hold to their 
training.

*The book is  Focusing, by Eugene Gendlin, and 
is still in print; it teaches a very effective process 
of working with difficult emotions.  It is available 
currently through Amazon.com and other sellers.
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Positive Change Is Possible

This is Roshi’s response to a question from a 
former student who was so challenged in his 
practice that he fled, but has remained in touch 
though eventually deciding to train with another 
teacher.  He had written Roshi for permission to 
do so.  

From the student: It has been brought home to 
me again and again how important it is to give 
everything to the practice.  There was a time 
when I tried to run and to avoid this truth, when 
I turned away and all but abandoned the life 
of a practitioner.  Thankfully this was futile as 
it had never left me.  There are things I regret 
from the past and people I’ve hurt, and lessons 
I wish didn’t have to be learned the hard way, 
but know now that the cause has always been 
my ego.  This tenacious thing will require a lot 
work on and off the cushion.

From Roshi:  iI’s super to have witnessed 
you continuing to practice despite the 
hiccups.  That we learn from our difficult 
moments is most important, and far more 
important than that they happened.  As a 
six-year-old once wrote, most perceptively, 
“It’s ok to make mistakes; that’s why we have 
erasers!”  And of course the real “erasing” 
comes when we truly work on our issues and 
let go the karmic impetus that had brought us 
to react.  These karmic impulses are driven by 
our self image.

We don’t work so much to get rid of our ego 
as to drop our attachment to a self-image, 
born of conditioning and driving our lives and 
our behavior in ways we wouldn’t necessarily 
choose.  In order to be able to let go that self-
image and its tyranny, we usually have to actu-
ally see where we are caught in it.  For so many 
people in this world there’s a well of pain, grief, 
and anger deep within, as a result of our child-
hood experiences in particular, and particularly 
if we are sensitive people.  I can’t emphasize 
enough the importance for everyone to allow 
themselves to open to and feel the bodily ex-
perience of that pain, grief and anger.  It’s not 
something we were ever told how to work with 

when we were little, so we bury it and try to 
keep a lid on it to shut it out of our conscious-
ness and our life—except that it pulls our 
strings subconsciously and causes us to act in 
ways we may not be so proud of.  It’s not fun to 
open to it, but it’s like lancing a deeply infected 
sore—it allows the infection to release, the 
pain, grief and anger to dissolve.  And it takes 
time, courage, and a willingness to face what-
ever it is that is caught within and driving us 
without our realizing it or wanting it to.  Repres-
sion does not work.

This is part of what Torei Enji—Hakuin’s premier 
Dharma successor—called The Long Matu-
ration, so essential a part of true, deep Zen 
practice.

We go through a period of dropping all ideas 
and thoughts in order to concentrate on our 
breakthrough koan.  But if in the process some 
serious, intense, feelings come up it’s impor-
tant not to try to stuff them back into the back 
of the closet but to feel—physically feel—the 
energy of them, as totally as possible.  Not the 
story!  The energy.  When we do that, they dis-
solve and we’re able to be deeper in our work 
on that breakthrough (or any other) koan.  Don’t 
ever use practice to try to repress, stuff, deny, 
or otherwise shove out of sight any seriously 
difficult stuff; it won’t work and eventually it will 
backfire.

I stand proud to see you earning a new name, a 
new rakusu, and deepening, deepening, deep-
ening your practice!

The path to the Path, or
How I got to Zen
Each life follows a trajectory from birth to death 
that is unique to the individual, and yet deeply 
embedded in the common humanity of all.  This 
is my story, with particular emphasis on the way 
my life led me to the practice of Zen.  In order 
to respect the privacy of individuals, both liv-
ing and dead, and in order to write as openly as 
possible about my experiences, I have altered 
certain small details in the story.  But I tell, as 
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people that I could look up to. And like so many 
others, in my isolation, convinced that I was the 
only one like this in all the world, I gradually built 
up a ‘closet’ for this essential identity, where it 
could safely hide.

Adolescence, and the explosion of hormones 
that go with it, soon focused this difference on 
my budding sexual desires.  I attempted to es-
cape from them into religion, enrolling in a Ro-
man Catholic High School Seminary.  There, I 
prayed that my sexual urges, made doubly dan-
gerous as they were directed to my own gender, 
would pass.  The Church’s emphasis on sexual 
purity, and the dangers of eternal damnation 
due to the mortal sin of impurity, made my inner 
spiritual life a kind of psychic hell, and led over 
time to my damming up these urges and hid-
ing them deeper and deeper in my psyche.  The 
walls of my closet were complete, and were be-
ing reinforced daily with the glue of religiously 
induced guilt.  All of this led, eventually, to a re-
sentment of religion in general and the Roman 
Catholic Church in particular.

I found my escape through art.  Moving into 
the realm of fantasy and imagination, and ex-
pressing it through the creative artistic process, 
brought me not only relief, but also praise and 
acceptance from my mentors and peers.  Here 
was something I could be good at, was ‘safe’ 
and where people like me could be a little freer 
to be themselves.  I left the Catholic seminary 
after an additional two years at a College Semi-
nary, and enrolled in Art School.

‘Coming out’ and proclaiming my existence as 
an openly gay man didn’t even exist as a possi-
bility in my consciousness at that time.  My de-
nial was so deeply ingrained that I felt the only 
thing to do was to follow the ‘Rule Book of Adult 
Life,’ as I construed it in my imagination, and to 
continue to be as much like others as possible 
in order to survive.  So, within a few months of 
arriving at Art School, I met a lovely young for-
eign student whose interest in Fashion Design 
paralleled my own interest in art.  She was the 
only person I had ever dated, we were together 
for four years, and when I received a grant to 
study art in Europe, we decided to get married 

directly and as honestly as I can, the story of 
this life as seen through the prism of my pres-
ent experience, a present-prism that has been 
clarified by my Zen practice.  To paraphrase the 
words of the poet W.H. Auden “something that 
could happen, did;” the improbable become the 
actual, and the arc of a life changed forever.  

I grew up in the rural Midwest, the grandson 
of immigrants from Central Europe who could 
barely read and write, and for whom English 
was a second language.  My parents were dis-
tantly related to each other from their roots in 
the Old Country.  My father, who graduated 
from high school after three years, was a high-
ly intelligent, driven and successful self-made 
businessman and inventor, with over 300 pat-
ents to his name. My mother, who never gradu-
ated from high school due to the Great Depres-
sion, was a ‘housewife,’ although that title hardly 
covers the range of her duties, from handling 
my father, to raising me and my three siblings, 
to managing the small farm where we lived.
My father was a ‘rageaholic’ prone to sudden 
outbursts of violent temper, which could result 
in physical violence to his children (never to my 
mother.)  We children learned to tread lightly 
around him, avoid him when we could, except 
when he was drunk, when he would become 
woozily affectionate and maudlin.  Both of my 
parents were devout Roman Catholics, a trait in-
herited from their European background. I now 
realize that they loved us children with the love 
they had, and saw with the light of their experi-
ences.  They were good people, and I mourned, 
and still mourn their passing. 

I was the second of four siblings, three boys, 
and the youngest a girl.  I, like many other 
young gay children, intuited at an early age, 
perhaps 3 or 4, that I was unlike my siblings 
or my parents in some essential, unchange-
able way.  I didn’t yet know how to label this, but 
somehow (and this is an experience shared of-
ten by many, many queer children) I sensed this 
essential difference.  And, due to the human in-
stinct for self-preservation, I knew that in order 
to survive, I needed to hide this essential part of 
myself. In the rural Midwest, there were no ‘pos-
itive role models’ of happy, well-adjusted gay 
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and go there together.

The next three years were ones of exploration 
and deepening of my artistic abilities.  But the 
deeper I went into my art, the more and more I 
ran up against the walls of my closet.  I gradu-
ally came to realize that, if I were to be a truly 
good artist, I would have to open up the door 
of that closet, and find out if I really was gay 
or not.  I knew that otherwise, my art would be 
only superficial and not reflect the deepest qual-
ities of the talent I knew I had.

The opportunity presented itself when we re-
turned to the States after the grant was over.  
My wife and I were separated for a semester 
while she worked on her graduate degree at 
another school.  I took advantage of the sepa-
ration to walk into a gay bar and see other gay 
people.  Within a few weeks I had met a man, 
had an affair, fallen madly and passionately in 
love, and blown away the doors of the closet 
forever.

But, as in so much of life, things did not have an 
either/or, black and white trajectory.  The man 
with whom I had the affair informed me that he 
already had another lover and was going back 
to him.  I fell into a massive depression, losing 
weight and enduring periodic bouts of uncon-
trolled weeping.  My impending reunion with my 
wife brought a terrible sense of dread.  Here I 
must add some intimate details that will help 
explain the story.  My wife and I had a ‘mar-
iage blanc’ – that is to say, our marriage was 
never physically consummated.  But when she 
returned from her semester at another school, 
I attempted to prove that I was straight by hav-
ing sex with her for the first time in our 6 years 
of marriage.  It is also important to note that she 
had at this point undergone two operations for 
cancer: one for cancer of the saliva glands, and 
another for cancer of the uterus.  After the pro-
cedure for uterine cancer the doctor explained 
to us that it was not necessary to use birth con-
trol, since the operation made the chances of 
pregnancy ‘one in a million.’  I remember think-
ing to myself at that time that the chances were 
one in a billion, since up to then we had never 
actually had sex together.

The fateful day came when I could no longer 
contain the shame and guilt I felt at not being 
honest with my wife about my gay affair.  The 
bouts of uncontrolled weeping were becom-
ing more frequent, and my weight loss was in-
creasing.  When I finally told her that I was gay 
and that I had had an affair with another man, 
it was as if a nuclear explosion had blasted 
away the defenses that had been in place for 
years.  I can’t remember much more of what 
happened that day, except that I was admitted 
to the Psychiatric Division of the local hospi-
tal.  The next week was and still is completely 
lost to my memory.   I was not allowed visitors, 
was heavily medicated, and spent some of the 
time strapped into a bed.  After a week, I had 
improved enough for visitors to be allowed.  The 
first person to visit was my wife.  She told me 
that she had been to the doctor because she 
had suspected that the cancer in her uterus had 
returned, as she felt something growing there.  
However, the doctor told her that, no, it wasn’t 
cancer – she was pregnant!!  At that moment 
the world turned on its axis.  I was recovering 
from a nervous breakdown, I was openly gay for 
the first time in my life, and by some incredible 
miracle, my wife was pregnant.  

As I gradually improved, I made a decision:  I 
would voluntarily go back into the closet for the 
pregnancy and the first year of our child’s life.  
After that, we would renegotiate our marriage, 
and go from there.  I was released from the 
hospital, but continued therapy over this period, 
gradually learning to accept and deal with a sit-
uation that was beyond imagining.   I was 28 at 
the time, my wife 29.  

Our beautiful son was born; I was there at the 
birth, and felt all the contradictory joys and wor-
ries of a new father, but one whose secret life 
was no longer secret, just ‘on hold’ until this 
young life I held in my arms was given his start.  
The year passed quickly, and as I brought up 
the subject of my new status, I was met with a 
stubborn refusal on the part of my son’s mother 
to accept this new reality.  Visits to several mar-
riage counsellors ensued, each ending in futil-
ity after a few visits.  I came to realize that the 
marriage was not renegotiable, and that it was 
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becoming toxic.  I was left with a stark choice.  
Remain in the marriage, stay in the closet, risk 
recreating the conditions that had led to my 
mental breakdown in the first place, or bring the 
marriage to an end in the hopes that a mutual 
agreement for co-parenting could somehow be 
effected.

I made the momentous decision to file for a di-
vorce.  And I watched in horror as my wife’s 
love turned into bitter hatred.  Her countersuit 
petitioned to have me declared an ‘unfit father’ 
due to my being gay.  And before the divorce 
was complete, she had fled the country with my 
son, returning to her family home abroad.
All my attempts at contacting her and reaching 
my son were blocked.  Eventually, through the 
help of sympathetic relatives, I was able to lo-
cate a mailing address.  For the next 9 years, 
from the time my son was 4 years old, I had no 
contact, either in person or by phone, with my 
child.  I did the only thing I knew to do.  From 
that time onwards, I sent him a letter every 
month, along with a package with some toy or 
book that I knew, from reading child develop-
ment books and talking to the parents of other 
children his age, would match his level of devel-
opment.

These were long, hard years.  I was frequently 
depressed, and often on anti-depressants.  I 
was in and out of therapy.  And it was of no help 
that this was just about the time of the AIDS ep-
idemic, and while I personally was unscathed, 
I watched my gay friends dying all around me.  
I remember this time as one heavy, dark slog, 
with a continuous ache for my child.  Attempts 
to contact his mother were met with silence.
Finally, after 9 years, when my son was 13 
years old, I received a letter from my former 
wife’s sister.  In it, she informed me that my 
son’s omther had died two years previously 
from cancer, and that they were intending to 
send my son to a private school on the East 
Coast of the US.  How much would I like to con-
tribute?  I sensed immediately that I had one, 
and only one chance to act and get my son 
back.  With lawyers on both the West and East 
Coasts, and in the country where my son was 
living, and after some very tense and delicate 

negotiations, I was reunited with him for the first 
time in 9 years.  He came to live with me. What 
I had expected was to gain the son I had lost.  
What I got instead was a spoiled, scared teen-
ager who blamed me, the surviving parent, for 
his mother’s death.  It would take many years 
for us to create a relationship not based on the 
past and what we lost, but on the reality of who 
we were now.

Through all of this, I continued to pursue my 
artistic career with some success.  But gradu-
ally, over time, I began to rely more and more 
on drugs, particularly alcohol, to deal with the 
stress of everything that had gone on.  My 
years of closeted living had given me ample 
practice on how to ‘put on a front’ and fool the 
world.  But I knew that my dependence on alco-
hol was growing out of control.  

It was the birth of my first grandchild (my son 
had gotten married in the interim) which trig-
gered the final decision to choose sobriety.  I 
admitted to myself that I was alcoholic. I de-
cided that my grandchild would never see me 
drunk or hung over.  I found an addiction ther-
apist, who explained to me that I was a ‘high 
functioning, high bottom’ alcoholic — that I was 
able to function at a high level despite my addic-
tion, and that I had gotten off the ‘alcoholic train’ 
early enough on to avoid total disaster.  He said 
he would take me on, but only on the condi-
tion that I begin going to AA (Alcoholics Anony-
mous) meetings. This I did, attending 3-5 meet-
ings a week for the next two years.  I also con-
tinued my therapy with the addiction counselor, 
as well as having additional treatment for PTSD, 
part of his diagnosis for my condition.  

In AA I quickly learned that to succeed at sobri-
ety one had to have a ‘Higher Power.’  My very 
negative experiences with religion precluded my 
involvement in traditional religion.  It was here 
that my long standing interest in Eastern reli-
gions and philosophy proved fortuitous.  I had 
for many years collected books on Taoism, Bud-
dhism and other Eastern approaches to spiri-
tual life.  And Zen had always intrigued me the 
most, from my first encounter with it through Al-
lan Watts’ collection of essays “This is It” which 
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Calligraphy/Sumie Workshop

Kiyoko Messenger is a sprightly 93-year-old 
Tea Ceremony master and Sumie master, who 
came to the United States from Japan many, 
many years ago with her husband, who has 
since died. Still quite active at her advanced 
age, she teaches calligraphy and sumie (ink 
wash painting).  Sumie uses the same deep 
black ink used in calligraphy, but dilutes it with 
water to produce subtle tones between black 
and pale gray.  

What can you expect from the workshop?  Kiyo-
ko—and it is more traditional and approporiate 

Above:  Kiyoko sensei demonstrate the use of the brush.

Below:  A participant receives personal instruction as 
others look on.

to call her Kiyoko Sensei (teacher)—will demon-
strate how to hold the brush and how to mix the 
ink, she will teach the different styles of brush 
strokes that become leaves of bamboo and oth-
er recognizable images and she will guide at-
tendees in their learning and practice of those 
techniques during the workshop. You will be 
able to take some nice pieces home with you, 
along with increased calm and focus.

Paper, ink, and brushes used in the workshop 
will be provided, and if participants have their 
own Asian calligraphy brushes and paper they 
are welcome to bring them along.  Please bring 
several thicknesses of newspaper with you,   
And know that calligraphy ink—sumi (sumie 
means “ink picture”)—is permanent and stains 
anything it comes into contact with, including 
clothing.  So dress appropriately!  

Reservations are required!  1-760-591-9893

I had read and reread periodically throughout 
my adult life.  So it was that, three months so-
ber, I found myself at the door of a zendo, and 
my practice on the Path began.

Roshi’s Comment:  Life can bring us experi-
ences that hone us painfully and dreadfully 
deeply.  They usully cause us to look every-
where for relief.  If we are truly willing to give 
ourselves to positive change Zen practice can 
be a powerful clarifier, showing us the path. In 
order to accomplish that change we must be 
willing to let go what has held us captive and 
open ourselves to that change. This entails a 
great deal of courage.  When we are willing to 
move forward into the unknown that opens up 
when we let go the known—the self image we 
have generated through past conditioning—
positive transformation can unfold.

Through his extremely painful life experiences 
and the work he has done this man has become 
willing to do whatever is necessary to do truly 
deep Zen practice, and to continue it ongoingly. 
He has given imself with full commitment to that 
Zen practice—including the Long Maturation—
and the results so far have been awesome.  

I hope that his story will inspire others to give 
themselves as completely to practice, knowing 
that the Phoenix can indeed rise out of the 
ashes into a new, freer, and more authentic life.
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A monk in all earnestness asked Joshu, “What is the meaning of Bodhidharma’s coming from the 
West?  Joshu answered, “The oak tree in the garden!”

September 25  All-Day Sitting led by Sozui-
sensei.  (This is a date change; was 9/24.)

September 28-October 5  7-Day Sesshin at 
Mountain Gate.  Deadline:  Sept 16.

October 14-16  2-Day Sesshin; Mitra-roshi 
expects to be at HVZC October 13-17. This is 
changed from previously announced.

October 26-30  Regaining Balance Retreat 
for Women Veterans with PTSD, at Moun-
tain Gate.  These are not sesshin, but spe-
cialized retreats for women veterans suffering 
from post-traumatic stress.  These retreats are 
offered free to the women they serve; if you 
would like to help support this effort, please 
send your check to Mountain Gate, HC 65 Box 
78, Ojo Sarco NM 87521-9604; donations are 
tax-deductible and most gratefully received!  
And if you know of any women veterans who 
might benefit from attending a Regaining 
Balance Retreat, please let them know about 
these retreats.  For more information:
www.regainingbalance.org

October 29  Calligraphy & Sumie Workshop 
with Kiyoko Messenger  This workshop 
is held from 12:30 pm - 4 pm.  It is open to 
the public; older children are welcome.  $20 
per person/$15 for students includes paper, 
brushes, and ink used in the workshop; bring 
thick newspaper and wear old clothes—ink 
stains are permanent.  RESERVATIONS RE-
QUIRED:  1-760-591-9893 to register. 

November 4-6  2-Day Sesshin;  Mitra-roshi 
expects to be at HVZC November 1-8.

November 12  All-Day Sitting in Albuquerque 
NM.  Contact Zenshin Haederle at monkzen-
shin@gmail.com for information

November 19  All-Day Sitting led by 

Sozui-sensei.

November 15-22  7-Day Sesshin at Mountain 
Gate; Application deadline:  November 9

November 30-December 8  Rohatsu Sesshin 
at Mountain Gate; deadline:  Nov 9.

2017 Schedule:

January 10-17  7-Day Sesshin at Mountain 
Gate; Application deadline:  January 1st

January 24-29  5-Day Sesshin at HVZC; Ap-
plication deadline:  January 20.  Roshi expects 
to be at HVZC January 23-31.

February 26  All-Day Sitting led by Sozui-sen-
sei; schedule to be available later

March 3 - 10  7-Day Sesshin at Turtleback 
Zendo in Lawrenceburg NJ; www.turtleback-
zendo.com for more information.

March 17-19  Weekend Sesshin led by 
Sozui-sensei

March 19 - 26  7-Day Sesshin at Mountain 
Gate.  Application deadline:  March 8.

April 7 - 9  Vesak Ceremonies  These ceremo-
nies are the annual celebration of the Buddha’s 
birth, enlightenment, and parinirvana.  More 
details will be available closer to the time.  Mi-
tra-roshi expects to be at HVZC April 4-11

April 18 - 25  7-Day Sesshin at Mountain 
Gate.  Application deadline:  April 2.

April 23  All-Day Sitting led by Sozui-sensei.

April 18-25  7-Day Sesshin at Mountain Gate.  
Application deadline:  April 5.


