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Red Tara Meditation Retreat
Lama Inge Zangmo from Spokane, Washington conducted a meditation retreat at the
home of Chuck and Cheryl Theesson on Sept 6th & 7th. The retreat was preceeded by
a well-attended public talk given by Lama Inge at the Prince George Civic centre on
Friday Sept 5th.
Lama Inge is one of the first Western students to be ordained by Chadgud Tulku
Rinpoche of the Nyingma lineage. She is now his spiritual representative for the Pacific
Northwest area. Chagdud Tulku Rinpoche himself came to the United States from India in 1980, after fleeing Tibet in 1960. Naming his organization after his monastery in
Tibet, Chagdud Gonpa, he established the first centre in Oregon. A new training centre,
Ridgzin Ling, was later established in the Trinity Alps of northern California. Presently however, Rinpoche spends much of his time living and teaching in Brazil.
We were very fortunate to be given the opportunity to receive an introduction to the preliminaries of the Red Tara practise from Lama
Inge. The practise itself has several components including preliminary practises, dream yoga, and extensive teachings on the nature of
mind.
At her suggestion a group sit has been arranged to be held the first Sunday of each month. Those interested in attending the Red Tara
practice group can obtain details by phoning 964-3066 and asking for Michael Martin.
We are pleased to announce that Lama Inge has agreed to return to Prince George in May of 1998 to conduct another retreat, and to
perform Red Tara empowerments. Once again many thanks to Lama Inge, and we look forward to seeing her next year.
I would also like to thank Chuck & Sheryl for the use of their home for the weekend retreat.
Michael Martin
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Retreatants with Lama Inge in Prince George, September 7, 1997: (from left) Sheryl Theesson, Larry Steele, James Nelson, JeffNokes,
Mary Cosman, Ramona Lehr, Lama Inge Zangmo, Mike Nash, Philippa Parker, Guy Beaulieu, Judi Israel, Chuck Theesson, Rosemary
Martin, Michael Martin, Charlene Sexsmith, Don Hagreen, Edward Dobrowalski

Sangha
Update
Mantra
Magic
Over the summer a few sangha members continued to meet on
Lately we've been chanting before we begin meditation prac-

occasional Monday evenings at Chuck & Sheryl Theesson's home.
We are forever indebted to them for their hospitality and the
welcome they showed even though at times only two or three
people showed up. The continuity, however, was of great benefit
to the group as a whole.
Our search for a space to meet continued through the summer.
Mary was in touch with the people at St. Michael's Anglican Church
in August, but with full-scale renovations underway, they were
unable to promise us space until things were back to normal. At
the end of September, we again approached Judy, the church secretary, and Rev. Peter Zimmer and were met with a warm welcome.
It was considered appropriate that we use the chapel, and we are
now comfortably situated there on Monday evenings. Because we
pay a rental to cover the expense of heat and lights, we remind you
to leave a donation in our basket when you attend.
We believe this is the beginning of an auspicious relationship
with St. Michael's, and invite all of you who have not yet joined
us there to help us celebrate having sacred space to practice in.
This fall Rosemary spearheaded, nearly single-handedly, a campaign to get teachers to Prince George and a firm retreat schedule
for the Sangha. Read about our planned events in this issue.
If there is interest, we will organize a practice group for Guru
Yoga, a Tibetan practice. Mary has received empowerment from
Chagdud Rinpoche and has Lama Inge's approval to introduce it
to the sangha here. For more information give Mary a call. Be sure
to read Michael's article on page one about our Tara practice group.

ANNUAL GENERAL MEETING

As a registered society, we are required to hold a business meeting once a year. Our meeting for 1998 will be held in late January.
Date and place will be announced at weekly meetings and members will be notified in writing. Please plan to attend: we need one
another's input to make plans, decisions, brainstorm to serve the
needs of our fledgling Buddhist community.

Please remember your membership fees!

We have over 40 names on our contact list, but only 11 people
have paid memberships to the Society. If you are not one of the 11,
please help the Sangha meet its small expenses by sending in your
$15 annual fee. This will keep your name on our mailing list and
phone contact list, give you priority in retreat registration, and a
vote on policies at general meetings. You can pay at any Monday
night meeting, or mail to the address below.
Sangha News is the newsletter of the Buddhist Meditation Society
of Northern British Columbia and the Open Door Sangha. It is
published quarterly and available free to Society members. Annual
subscription price is $15.00, which includes membership. Please
address your requests to any of the sites listed below.
We welcome contributions of articles, graphics and photos as well
as letters.
Mailing Address:

8154 Prince Edward Crescent
Prince George, BC V2N 3X7
Phone 250-964-3066 or 250-441-3412
e-mail: mcosman@bc.sympatico.ca QT macgreg@netbistro.com
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tice at our weekly meetings. A half dozen or so mantras have been
selected and we do them on a rotating basis. New "selections" are
always welcome. We're hoping to learn some Zen chants when
Eshin comes. Here are a few that we've been learning, with very
brief meanings. A mantra can be interpreted on many levels, which
means that each of these could cany a pages-long commentary.
Through repetitious use (Sanskritjapa), the mantras produce harmonious subtle effects on our minds and practice. Chanting is
good to do while driving, walking the dog, whatever . . .

NAMMOTASSA BHAGAVATO ARAHATO
SAMMA-SAMBUDDHASSA
"I wish to revere with body, speech and mind that lord
apportioning Dhamma, that one far from defilements, that one
fully enlightened by himself."
OM MANE PADMA HUNG
This is the mantra of the Buddha of Compassion,
Avalokiteshvara (Tib. Chenrezig, Ch. Quan Yin, Jap. Kannon).
It is a powrful mantra which creates blessings and protection
from the suffering of samsara.
OM AH HUNGVAJRA GURU PADMA SIDDHI HUNG
The mantra of Padmasambhava (Guru Rinpoche), the "Buddha
of Tibet". This carries the entire blessings of the Buddha's
84,000 teachings and is the manifestation of Guru Rinpoche's
wisdom mind.
OMTARETAM SOHA
This is the mantra of the Tibetans' female Buddha, Tara, who
offers freedom from fear and all the suffering of samsara. OM is
the supreme sound of the unverse; TARE a form of Tara's name,
TAM is the seed syllable in which Tara is embodied; SOHA is
like "amen."
GATE GATE PARAGATE PARASAMGATE BODHISVAHA
This is the mantra of Prajnaparamita and is embeddedin the
beloved Heart Sutra. "Gone, gone, gone beyond, gone entirely
beyond, this Buddha-awareness." (Svaha, like Soha, means
"amen".)

Meditation is bearing witness to the
wholeness of life.

Bernard Tetsugen Glassman Roshi
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Origins of the
"Open Door Sangha"
We are nearing the end of our first year as a formal group and I
am pleased to say that with a lot of determination and hard work
we made it!
Some people have been asking me how our group got started. I
thought it would be beneficial to put it in writing for posterity's
sake, and so our members would know who the people are behind
the scenes.
It was approximately September'96 when Ranjit Thakkar met
Allan Bate one day, and were discussing the possibility of starting a meditation group. Then Ranjit told Mary Cosman about it,
and Mary thought—finally—a meditation group!! When James
Nelson and Tony McGregor heard about it, they also joined. These
then were the first five people to begin the group. Allan Bate
offered his house as a place to sit every week and that's where it
got established. The word got around very quickly, and when
Michael and I heard about it we were delighted to be part of a
Sangha again. So we joined. Many others came along in quick
succession, and we discovered there was a keen interest among
newcomers to learn meditation practice. To fill this need, we
decided to start a formal group, complete with visiting teachers.
We registered our name, and the Buddhist Meditation Society of
Northern B.C. was born. Our informal group name is Open Door
Sangha. Our next task was to form a Board of Directors which
includes a representative from each Buddhist tradition. The first
Board consisted of myself, Rosemary Martin (President); Mary
Cosman (Secretary), Tony McGregor (Treasurer), Larry Steele
(Vice President), and Michael Martin (member at large). Later on
after we were well established, Michael resigned, and Don
Hagreen took his place. This then is the current Board. At the
present time we are waiting for our application for charitable
status to be approved by Revenue Canada. From the text of our
Constitution, these are the "official" purposes of the Society.

Retreat with Rodney Smith

The Vipassana teacher Rodney Smith will
be leading us for a weekend retreat in Prince
George on November 20, 21 and 22, 1998.
We'll have more information on the date,
place, and what he'll be teaching in the next

Sangha News.

Rodney is the author of the forthcoming
book Lessons from the Dying (Wisdom Publications, May/98).
He has been practicing Vipassana
meditaiton since 1975 including several years as a Buddhist monk
in Asia. He has been teaching meditation since the early 80s and
has worked as a full-time hospice worker since 1984.
He is currently the program director of Hospice of Seattle and a
Senior Teacher for the Insight Meditation Society in Barre, Massachusetts.

1997-98 Directors: from left, Larry Steele, Rosemary Martin,
Tony MacGregor, Mary Cosman, Don Hagreen
1. To provide opportunities and facilities for the study of
Buddhist teachings and meditation practices.
2. To assist and support members in following
their spiritual path.
3. To complement the objectives of Buddhist principles by
participating in charitable activities in the community.
In our first year we have had two weekend retreats complete
with teachers; two potluck dinners and regular weekly meetings
(with exception of July/August). 1998 is going to be even busier,
with at least three teachers booked for weekend retreats (See details in this newsletter). I am putting out a request now for
some volunteers to help with meals for the upcoming retreats.
If you would like to help - please give me a call 964-3066.
Finally, I wish to say a very big THANK YOU to all the Directors, who are making this Sangha possible through their dedication and efforts. An extra special Thank You to Mary Cosman
for producing this professional newsletter. By the way, Mary is
looking for some interesting articles for her next newsletter. If
you feel so inclined, give Mary a call at 564-5600 (days). Copy
deadline is February 15th. On behalf of the Board of Directors, I
wish you all a joyful holiday season. Metta.
Rosemary Martin, President

Some Metta (Loving-%indnzss)
(Phrases for Meditation
May I be safe from inner and outer harm.
May I be happy with things as they are.
May I accept myself just the way I am.
May I be healthy and strong of body.
May I take care of myself in the world happily
and with grace.
As I wish to be safe, may all beings be safe.
As I wish to be happy may all beings be happy.
As I wish to accept myself, may all beings accept
themselves.
As I wish to be healthy and strong, may all beings be so.
As I wish to take care of myself, may all beings take care of
themselves.
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A Buddhist looks at the healing power of th<
It was very much an autumn day as I prepared for my first sweat
lodge. A muted sun shone down on stark white silver birch trees
thrusting into the creamy, blue sky while at irregular intervals
yellow/brown leaves gently drifted from the trees, adding to the
scattered wet piles in our back garden. The temperature was 5
degrees C, cool, but not unpleasant.
I look on my Buddhist practice as a kind of therapy and for that
reason I felt very open to the native sweat lodge ceremony, which
is also a spiritual therapy, and a successful one.
I had been fasting for a day to knock off some of the excess 18
pounds I had picked up over the summer. It had the effect of
raising my sensitivity in much the same way as a prolonged period of meditation. I become aware of details normally overlooked: the touch of my bristly, unshaven cheek, the smell of
lemon from my shaving cream, the sharp taste of the toothpaste.
I had arranged to meet Alden Pompana, spiritual advisor to the
Native Friendship Centre, who was to conduct the sweat, at 10:30
a.m. at a food store on North Nechako Road. We drove down an
empty Foothills Boulevard about 10:15 on Sunday morning
through a thick, white mist which caused me to think of the Celtic
mythology I was studying. The Celts believed that in the
netherworlds, the betwixt and between worlds, where the sky
meets the earth, where the earth meets the sea, where the light
meets the darkness, there are openings to the Otherworld.
We arrived at North Nechako Food, a beige-painted cinder-block
convenience store at the edge of the Caledonia Trailer park, about
10:25 a.m. My wife and two daughters waited with me and we
looked at cars, speculating on Alden's appearance and vehicle: I
opined he would wear a black hat with a feather in it and drive a
truck.
After waiting a half hour, we concluded Alden had forgotten
about the meeting so we decided to try to find the sweat lodge.
He had given me directions but then had arranged to meet me at
the store to ensure I found the lodge. We drove beyond the paved
part of North Nechako along the potholed dirt road as the spectacular autumn countryside spread before us. The sun sparkled
and played on the broad Nechako river as we searched for the
landmarks Alden had given me. We found the sandy cutbanks he
had told me about and took the second left towards the river.
After a few minutes we caught sight of the top of a teepee covered with orange plastic and investigated.
Near the teepee, I could see two sweat lodges in a sandy clearing beside a great curve in the Nechako opposite an island. The
main one, shaped like a bee hive, was about 10 feet in diameter
and four feet high covered in black plastic and door mats. It was
sheltered by a corrugated metal roof held up by untreated pine
logs still covered in bark. A smaller earthern lodge stood beside it
just outside the shelter.
A line of red plastic chairs faced the lodge, backs to the river,
while a line of seats perhaps taken from a theatre faced the river.
In front of a car seat with its back to the river a half-opened toilet
roll spilled untidily. Outside the main lodge sat a raised pile of
earth on which stood a miniature spit made from twigs. It was an
altar.
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We returned to the store and found Alden in a truck in the parking lot. Alden, about 60 years old with a full head of long hair
tied back, spoke in the same quiet, reassuring voice I remembered from our telephone conversation. We shook hands and I
explained that my wife needed the car and asked him if he could
drop me off at the store after the ceremony. He agreed so Lucia
and the children left. I chatted with Ralph, Alden's companion,
while we waited for another guest to arrive. Ralph was over six
feet tall, a Metis with a long pigtail, who explained that he had
been messed up with drugs and alcohol, but had straightened out
and was now working helping other alcoholics and drug-addicts.
Finally Liz arrived. She was a pretty non-native in her early
twenties. Saying good bye to her boy friend John, she kissed her
four-year-old daughter and joined us. Liz was taking First Nation
studies at the University of Northern British Columbia and had
participated in several sweats in Alberta, her home before she
arrived in Prince George a month ago.
When we arrived at the lodge a young native, Clarence, was
splitting logs with well-practiced blows. He joyfully embraced
Ralph and Alden, and shook hands with Liz and me. While Ralph
and Alden took tools and materials from the truck, Liz and I carried the freshly split logs down to the sandy clearing, the sweet
tang of pine filling our nostrils. I asked Clarence how much wood
he needed. "About enough for a sweat," he replied.
Alden and Ralph began building the fire by placing two logs
about six inches in diameter three feet apart. Alden explained
that they built the fire square in honor of the four grandfathers
who sit at the four points of the compass. After building a platform across the two logs, Alden began placing stones, some volcanic and weighing up to ten pounds, on the platform. He explained that they used 28 stones to represent the 28-day moon cycle,
plus an extra stone for the fire to show unselfishness.
The autumn sun shone down, sometimes warming our faces,
sometimes hiding behind clouds so that the cold air reddened our
cheeks and made our noses drip.
Alden and Ralph covered the rocks with the split logs, stacking
them in a clockwise pattern to honor the way the sun travels.
After the stacking was complete Alden opened a can of tobacco
and began walking around the stacked wood clockwise murmuring prayers and sprinkling the shredded tobacco on the wood. At
times he stopped and held up a handful of tobacco to the sky. He
said that tobacco is a powerful herb, one of the gifts given by the
Great Spirit, and if used improperly would make you sick. Finally
he walked to the river's edge and sprinkled tobacco on the river.
He said the offering was to give thanks to mother earth, the water,
the trees, the wood for the fire.
After Alden was finished Ralph also walked around the stacked
wood, praying and sprinkling tobacco on the fire. He also offered
tobacco to the river. Liz did the same. Since I hadn't brought any
tobacco, Liz gave me some of hers and I carried out the same
ritual, raising a handful of tobacco to the skies at the four corners
of the fire and giving thanks for earth's bounties.
Then I walked to the river's edge and let the shredded herb

native sweat lodge

by Tony MacGregor

The wind picked up, the fire began to roar and the orange plastic of the teepee began to flap and rustle. Pieces of ash from the
fire began to blow around the lodges like gray snow and the heat
from the fire warmed my face.
Alden warmed a skin drum about a foot and a half in diameter
and three inches deep near the fire to tighten the skin. The drum
was then placed on the altar along with a long pipe and some
unknown substances, probably herbs, wrapped in red cloth.
Ralph stripped some white buffalo sage stalks of leaves and prepared five balls of the wild plant, which he placed in a small iron
frying pan.
I changed into shorts behind the orange teepee. It was windy
and I felt cold. As I returned to the main lodge Ralph scooped
some hot charcoal into the frying pan and placed a sage ball on
top. When the ball began to smoke he symbolically washed himself in the sweet-smelling fumes before entering the lodge on his
hands and knees. I did likewise. Inside the round lodge about 10
feet in diameter, a frame of bent willow branches held up a gray
canvas covering. An earthy, musty smell permeated the air as I
circled the lodge clockwise on my hands and knees to reach my
place beside Ralph, who was sitting close to the entrance. A gray
carpet covered the lodge floor except for the centre where an
earthen pit had been dug about three feet in diameter and a foot
and a half deep.

the lodge along with the smell of earth as the water flowed over
the rocks into the fire pit.
Alden, who explained that he was a Sioux from North Dakota,
talked in his warm, kindly voice, about the suffering caused by
alcohol and drugs and described the lodge as being similar to our
mothers' womb — dark and warm with a heart beat — and how
we could emerge again as new children of the Creator.
He began to translate one of the hymns he was about to sing. It
was asking the participants to look to their grandfathers at the
four points of the compass. "Look to the East. See your grandfather looking at you, watching, waiting. Pray to him, pray to
him. Look to the West. See your grandfather looking at you
watching, waiting. Pray to him. Pray to him. Look to the North,
see your grandfather looking at you watching, waiting. Pray to
him. Pray to him. Look to the South. See your grandfather looking at you watching, waiting. Pray to him. Pray to him. Look to
the heavens. The Great Spirit is looking down on you. Pray to
him, pray to him. Look to the earth. Mother Earth is watching,
waiting. Pray to her. Pray to her.
Then he began to sing and beat the drum. Clarence and Ralph
joined in with rattle and drum.
After the song, Alden poured more water over the hot stones
and water and sweat dripped from us. Then Alden asked each of
us to pray or express our feelings. I was the first. I felt uncomfortable and my prayer, although genuine, sounded stilted.
Clarence, who was so quiet and terse outside the lodge, broke
into a beautiful poetic prayer filled with kindly images from nature and expressing the deep sadness in his heart After each
prayer, participants murmured words of affirmation and encouragement.
Then we broke and emerged into the cool afternoon air and sat
wrapped in towels.
We went through the ritual four times, each time adding new
stones. During one session we prayed for the women in our lives
and expressed gratitude for the female aspects of nature and the
universe. At another session we prayed for men and expressed
gratitude for the masculine aspects of life.
At the end of the second session, Clarence emitted great whoops
and screams of pain and was joined by Liz. Those cries continued into the third and fourth sessions. At the end of the third
session, Alden's neck and shoulder began to hurt and Liz massaged his muscles.

Clarence began digging out the glowing stones from the fire
with a large garden fork and placing them on a board at the entrance to the lodge. Ralph then picked them up with two deer
antlers and placed them in the pit. As each stone was placed Liz
sprinkled it with the wild sage, filling the lodge with the sweet
fumes, while Alden placed his pipe on each stone and murmured
a prayer.
After seven stones were placed in the pit, Clarence entered and
the flap on the lodge was closed. It was pitch black. Alden spilled
some river water on the rocks from a pail and warm steam filled

I was sitting under the white string of cloths, the healing string.
I felt exhausted and in the last and hottest sweat, when the sage
sparkled like gun power on cherry-red stones, I dropped my head
to the ground and sucked in the cooler, earth-smelling air and began to see how the poison of unresolved angers could affect life,
and how deeply exhausted and stressed I was.
When I emerged into the twilight I walked to the river, bathed
in its cool waters and admired the peace and serenity of the river
and of nature.
I had taken another little step in self-understanding.

drop into the gently lapping waters at the river's edge to join the
green, brown and yellow leaves already collected there. The sun
sparkled on the river which, because of the bend, appeared to be
moving in two directions at once After I walked back, Alden lit
the fire and dark white smoke began to drift from the stacked
split logs.
Ralph held the skull of a buffalo by the horns and prayed as he
pointed it to the four points of the compass then up to the sky and
down to the earth. On top of the buffalo skull on which was painted
a red circle surrounded by a red triangles he placed a string of
yellow cloths, each one about an inch square and tied about three
inches apart. To that he added a string of white cloths, then red
and black, and then a black eagle's feather. Alden explained that
each of the colors represented the four races of man and symbolized different qualities: white represented healing, yellow thankfulness, red represented sadness through loss, and black envy,
jealousy and bad thoughts. He added that light blue represents
the great spirit and green represents mother earth.
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Finding the Teacher: An Open Letter
One of the things I remember most often about Allan Bate, one
of our "charter" sangha members, who now lives on Vancouver
Island, is that he kept saying how he had become dissatisfied
with reading about the dharma as a substitute for having a teacher
he could relate to directly. This is a problem, I believe, we all have
here. Last summer, in an idle moment, I wrote the following, presumably to Allan (but really to all of us) in an attempt to sort out
this problem. It's gathered dust on my desk for some time so, with
apologies, Allan, I offer it now...

Dear Allan,
You've said a few times that you couldn't read any more. Even
though we have a plethora of writings by famous teachers, commentaries, well-intended guidebooks, they just aren't fulfilling
your inner needs. Reading about practice isn't practice. It can be
entertaining, and can certainly nourish contemplation, but pulling something off the bookseller's shelf to read the back cover
kudos is, at best, a haphazard way to select a path.
Yes, you're right, we need flesh and blood teachers. Here in the
north, though, we haven't yet attracted resident teachers, people
we can sit and talk with every day. Instead we have to foster the
realization of the teacher's presence in our practice. This concept
of finding the teacher within is not unique to Buddhism. It's what
prayer is all about. Meditative prayer, reaching through contemplation and concentration for your teacher, the one in your heart
who can provide the answers to your questions.
Chuck, Sheryl and Roger went to see the Dalai Lama in Los
Angeles this summer. At the end of his teaching, they told us, His
Holiness accepted questions which were read aloud to him. One
note read, "What is the fastest way to enlightenment?" His reply?
The Dalai Lama began to weep. What could he say?
In many traditions it's said that the quickest way to liberation,
to union with God, whatever you want to call it, is through devotional practice, bhakti yoga. One of our sangha members said he
had a problem bowing down to a teacher. So did I, before I found
out how to do it. It has become the foundation of my practice.
Surrendering to your teacher, guru, the Buddha, Christ, all as
emanations of the primordial One, isn't the same as caving in to an
opponent, some other person.
The initial task is to look at all the mindfulness meditation you've
been practicing, that of being aware of everything you do and
think. Of washing dishes while you're washing dishes, as Thich
Nhat Hanh puts it. Of course, you know what the next step is: you
ask who's washing dishes.
As I pause from writing I watch a hummingbird working the
flower box two feet away from my seat on the deck. She moves
from one blossom to the next. I try to see the bird, the blossoms,
the planter, the sunshine, the creek beyond, as all interdependent.
And in that mix, of course, is the planter of the seeds, the waterer,
the observer. All interdependent: empty.
From the example of this vignette you could look at a devotional practice of prostrations, of offerings, as simply
inerconnected actions. As nothing other than the Buddha offering
all the universes to the Buddha. Contemplate the emptiness of
your action, rather than listening to your prayers of devotion with
your ego.
Rather than trying to intellectualize emptiness, though, first
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by Mary Cosman

concentrate on feelings of love and gratitude for the object of your
devotion. Create a focus by setting before you, in the place where
you practice, a representation of the Beloved, a picture or figureof
the Buddha, or your teacher, or anything of natural beauty.
As you practice, acknowledge that you want nothing more than
to receive teachings, to understand, to be guided. As you offer
your life, your whole being and all your possessions, you'll come
to realize that all of this, freely given, is already part of the beloved, always has been, always will be. There is no separation.
There is no offerer, no offering, no one to offer to. No gardener,
no flowers, no hummingbird.
What you offer, these things which are of inestimable value to
you, are nothing compared to the blessings of the teacher. But
they are all you have to give. You can continue, though, to offer
much more than what you physically possess (that's the beauty
of visualization practice) - mountains of jewels, pristine rivers,
whatever you consider to be precious.
How can devotional practice relate to everyday life? Just as in
Vipassana you work on awareness of what you do at every moment, without distraction, you can practice generosity as well
from moment to moment.
In some Vajrayana practices, a common visualization is to purify yourself by offering the worst of your being, your illnesses,
the infections in your body, all your negative emotions, to those
you're karmically indebted to. At the point of offering, though,
these foul things are transformed into divine nectar, and satisfy
all the needs of those who receive them.
In the same way, in your meditation, you can transform your
anger and offer it as joy, your frustration as fulfillment, your depression as hope. Offer it to your teacher, offer it to all beings.
Purifying yourself in this way, you can pacify all your negative
thoughts, which vanish at the very thought of the teacher.
In your daily devotional practice, you can use written prayers to
help when you can't come up with the words yourself. Eventually the words will come from your heart unaided. At first, devotional prayers may seem to be "too much." But contemplate them.
Live with them. Feel them with your heart, not your rational,
judging mind. Visualize yourself as a realized, wise being saying
them with heartfelt meaning to another realized, wise being.
And, in Vajrayana, at the end of your practice, perhaps the most
important element of your practice, you merge your mind with
your teacher's mind, and realize that there is no separation. All
you have learned, all you have yet to learn, is in your own heart
and mind. The teacher, in whatever form, is simply there to show
it to you.

"O great guru, establish me on the path toward enlightenment.
Through you may all the blessings of the buddhas enter my
mindstream. Through your compassion, may my realization increase, and may you kindle within me the wisdom of the natural
state."
- H.H. Dilgo Khyentse Rinpoche (1910-1994)
from The Wish-Fulfilling Jewel (Shambhala, 1994)

And many of the blessings we receive, from our teachers, the
prayers we learn, come from their immeasurable generosity, in
writing—through books.
Have a good read, Allan. All blessings to you.

Lama Inge to return in M

Lama Inge Zangmo will be returning to Prince George the weekend of May 15, 16 and 17, 1998 for another retreat with us.
She will be developing her teaching of the Red Tara practice and
will perform an empowerment ceremony. An empowerment in
Vajrayana acts to subtly introduce, open up, a practitioner who can
then benefit from the practice itself in many ways. It will also be
an opportunity for us to have our questions answered, and for people who missed Lama Inge in September to have an introduction
to the pratice as well as the empowerment.
Lama Inge, together with her husband, Lama Yontam, is resident
teacher at Chagdud Gonpa Padma Ling in Spokane, Washington.
It is a residential training centre and community centre, open to
the public and making available daily practices and special ceremonies. Padma Ling is a large and lovely old house with beautiful herb and flower gardens.
We will begin the weekend with a public lecture on Friday, May
18th at UNBC in Lectue Hall 7-238, starting at 7:00 p.m.

As usual, there will be donations
accepted at the door for this lecture
and we hope to have available books
for purchase, as well as other articles that Lama Inge will be bringing from Padma Ling, and some
items for sale from our own sangha.
We have arranged to hold the retreat at the Professional Building
downtown on Third Avenue, the same location that we will be using for the retreat with Eshin in February (see back page).
The retreat will be open to everyone, but pre-registration is mandatory so we wjll know how many people to prepare food for.
Retreatants for this, as at all retreats, offer a personal, anonymous cash donation (dana) to the teacher at the close of the retreat. Retreat fees are levied to cover costs of space rental, advertising, food, and the teacher's transportation costs.

Getting to know Eshin John Godfrey
Eshin, who will be leading a retreat with us in February (see
details on back page), has been studying the dharma for over 25
years. Born in 1942 and raised in England, he emigrated to New
Zealand in his early twenties.
His first contact with Buddhist teaching was in 1972 when a
Tibetan lama visited New Zealand. This was the first Buddhist to
teach there, and the visit had been arranged through some friends
sof Eshin.
The attentiveness, love and joy of the lama made a large impression on him, and it was the example of that wonderful person
and seeing the result of Buddhist practice that turned his mind
toward Buddhism. He attended retreats with the lama and later
with teachers in the w " " i , t " " ' ' ' onH 7.en schools.

Eshin took responsibility for coordinating the Centre and had
the ceremony for Osho in 1986. The Zen title of Osho can be
thought of as that of priest.
When he arrived in Vancouver there was a small group at the
Zen Centre which owned a small house near downtown. The Zen
Centre has continued developing, moving to a larger house two
years ago. Activities include several zazen meetings through the
week, one day retreats each month, seven day retreats three times
a year, work days and Buddhist ceremonies.
Eshin presents public talks at schools and universities, and is
available to discuss their practices with members of the Zen Centre. He is also involved with Tun Lin Kok Yuen, a Chinese Buddhist temple in Vancouver, and visits the Victoria Zen Centre twice

Zen Buddhist Teaching
with Eshin John Godfrey
February 20 - 21 - 22,1998

Eshin has been at the Zen Centre of Vancouver since 1986. With
training in Tibetan and Vipassana practices, he eventually focused
on Zen teachings and became a student of Joshu Sasaki Roshi
and trained at Roshi's centre in southern California. He was
ordained in 1982 in this Rinzai lineage. Eshin offers public talks
as well as regular visits to the Victoria Zen Centre.

Friday, February 20, 7:00 - 10:00 pm
Public Dharma Talk
UNBC - Lecture Hall 7-238

Saturday & Sunday, February 21 & 22

at the Professional Centre,

Third Ave. (across Rupert St. from the bookstore)

17C5
We will be having a series of lectures, discussions and meditation practice with Eshin on Saturday and Sunday.
Space is very limited so please register by February 6th. Payment at time of registration is necessary to reserve your
place. Registration form and cheque can be mailed to Rosemary Martin, 2700 Parent Rd., Prince George V2N 5G3.
For more
phone
Rosemary
or Michael
964-3066.
DANA (generosity) is intrinsic
to theinformation
2,500 year old
tradition
of Buddha
Dharma. atGoing
back to the days of the Buddha,
the teachings were considered priceless and thus offered freely. Teacher support comes from the voluntary contributions of
students. The registration fee covers cost of advertising the retreat, meals and the teacher's travel expense.
Contributions for Eshin's teaching will be accepted at thePublic Dharma Talk and at the Retreat.
OUR POLICY IS THAT NO ONE WILL BE REFUSED REGISTRATION IF THE RETREAT FEES WOULD CAUSE FINANCIAL HARDSHIP.

