O

FREE

MOUNTAIN SILENCE

NEWSLETTER OF THE DANCING MOUNTAINS ZEN SANGF

Issue 6
Art and Creativity

Summer 2009 offers this sixth edition of Mountain Silence, the
Newsletter of Dancing Mountains Zen Sangha. As everything in
the garden approaches full bloom, the theme of Creativity
feels very appropriate. Patience is rewarded, once seeds are
sewn in Spring, and nurtured out of sight to bloom in another
season. The wisdom and complete co  -operation of nature still
amazes me as much now as it did in childhood. How can any-
thing bloom without the assistance of everything?

Dancing Mountains seeds were nurtured for 5 days in March

by the presence of Tanto Meiya Wender, head of practice at
Green Gulch Farm Zen Centre, one of the three temples com-
prising San Francisco Zen Centre. We are most grateful and
impacted by her wisdom in this early stage of our growth as an
organi sation. The term 6Tantood
mentor . To have Meiyads expert
TR SR ST traditional practice of sew-
ng of Buddhad
¢ much appreciated by 5
members of the commu-
nity who are sewing raku-
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§ bodhisattva ceremony in between 28

th August and 4 t

Markus Kvist

September with Tenshin Reb Anderson at Gaia House,
Devon. Reflecting on this commitment, | am reminded of

how beautifully Rumi s poem 0B

3 human need for community and service: -

This road demands courage and stamina,
yet i1tds full of
these companions? They are rungs
in your ladder. Use them!
With company you quicken your ascent.
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Meiya stated that she has been asked three times in the

j past to visit UK but has only this year acted on these re-
" quests. Her gentle and compassionate female presence
2 was the perfect compliment to the masculine and playful
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embodiment in our teacher, Reb, and was received by the sangha as perfect timing. It strikes
me that this visit may demonstrate our readiness to advance as an organisation.

Discussion with Meiya after sesshin facilitated a sangha voice that | hope to express here on
behalf of all Dancing Mountains. We, as a group, recognise our need to be woven as threads

in the larger cloth of this rich tradition, offered to us by Shunryu Suzuki Roshi. In doing so, we
hope to link up with our more established sangha across Europe and N. Ireland for advice and

assistance toward our development here in the UK.

Markus Kvist

Rumi goes on to say: -

A wall standing alone is useless,
but put three or four walls together

nWe rec
our need to be
WOVen as
threads in the
larger cloth of
this rich
tradi t

and theyoll support a roof and

the grain dry and safe .

We are open to all assistance for our growing community here in UK. Aspiring to create a
charitable organisation requires many skills and knowledge we have yet to identify. We wel-
come contact from anyone with relevant experience in the third sector. We also seek bene-
factors who may enable us through their generosity to facilitate further growth.

A meeting has been scheduled for 4th September at Gaia
House Devon at the close of sesshin with Tenshin Anderson. Al
those interested are most welcome to attend. This will in part,
allow the community to review the year that has passed. Last
year Reb encouraged Dancing Mountains to be patient and

to work with what is possible. In the absence of a UK Zen
Centre, he encouraged us to come together less formally to

sit together. He suggested that small sitting groups could be-

come a system of o6cellsd acros

sangha. Entering the time of
portunity for us to reap what has been sown and to plan next
seasons creations.

Frances Collins

*from Rumi 6 Selected Poems, translated by Coleman Barks.
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Haiku Corner

the breeze has been kind
windfall apples for reynolds

peaches for the goats

Guido Montgomery
s the UK as a

atur eds harvest

driving past bluebells
will another year go by

without me stopping?
Devin Ashwood
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Spring Storm

Lilac litters the soaked ground.
Choking on perfume
| gather the white blooms to my breast.
Wide open starbuds, stillborn.
Crushed while smiling at the moon.

No second flush will grace this tattered lawn.
One uprising a year.
A life already curling in

Last bruised gasp of scent slipping through my fingers.

| arrange this wreath of battered beauty
In a round, flat bowl.

Getting Ready for
Church

Respectability kisses me rigid
As | struggle to pour
The exuberant flesh
Into the spandex mould.
Like a too stiff blancmange

Wendy Ruthroff

Snow Impressions

Lie no more on me.
Your impression is
Like bird tracks on the snow,
Clean and clear,
Showing you were here.
In the falling of the snow
| have to go
| have to make the journey,
Back in the melting snow.

Wendy Ruthroff

Gill Jackman

Fisher with pebble lenses, big eyed

Words like little fish dart and dash
In formations wild before you enclose
Them in the aquarium of the mind.
One day you lose your specs, so now
Can only sit, tiny eyed, as you swim
And surf the breakers of your mind.

To Fisher, Almost Blind at Eight

You peer at books two inches from your nose.

Wendy Ruthroff

Markus Kvist



