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Dedication

The blessings of love and respect we offer

to a”, in times Past and Presen’c) who have

oPened the doors of wisdom, reuniting all
beings with their intrinsic Puritg.

In this way, I do most deeplg vow to train
mgseH:.



Dharma is the teaching,
the understandin
the contents o{'g’
the enlightenecl mind,
itis thejog of intell({igence

knowing itsel









Isn’t it just the most miraculous
thi ng that awareness Practicc exists
and that we know how to do it?

~Cheri Huber






It is well understood in Zen that the Dharma, the teaching, is
transmitted through direct exPerience.

“Those who see worlc”g life as an obstacle to Dharma see no
Dharma in evergdag actions. Theg have not yet discovered
that there are no evergdag actions outside of Dharma."

— Dogen

In simplc, evcrgclay moments in the Guide’s presence—

moments of compassion, kindness, laughtcr, articipation,

Eossibilitg, enerosity, claritg, unconditional love—we have
een transformed.

"Preach the gospel at all times. When necessary, use words."
— St. Francis

It is a marvelous giFt to have a teacher whose life models the
Dharma and who communicates the teachings with umcailing



comPassion, directness and humor-.

"Quotes remind us that Life can be exPressecl in a myriad of
ways. The essence of what we are all attemptin to iﬁus’crate
remains the same, but the way it is cxPressed o{%ers a nuance,
an angle, afacet of exploration that cleepcns and widens our
comPre]ﬁension.“

— Cheri Huber

Over more than four decacles, the Guide has created many
homes for Practice. Each has embodied Practicc. Each has
been an inextricable Part of the Dharma that is offered.

"Nature—the trees, the bir&s, the flowers—does not have a
conditioned mind. It simply reflects what we are without all of

the interference from egocentricitg. Nature is our Nature."
— Cheri Huber



On the occasion of Cheri Huber’s 80th bir’chdag, we honor
the beaut9 of the Dharma that is expressed through The
Guide. This book is a humble exPrcssion of gratitude for the
teachings. It is an account of moments of transformation,
accompaniecl by many inspirational quotes from Cheri and bg
images of Placcs of Practice.

In the sPirit of Zen, we invite you

have your own, direct experience with the book,
Perhaps reading it slowlg, Pausing to record
your experience of a quo‘ce ora Practicc
vignette or what a Photograph evokes. In this
way, the Dharma continues. In this way, we do
most deeplg vow to train ourselves.

In gasshé,
A Sangha




What a joy to throw oneself into
something one loves with
wild abandon.

~Cheri Huber






Some 40 years ago, | met Cheriata gatherin where she
spoke in someone’s home, soon after she left the Monastcrg
where she trained. | knew | wanted to hear more and began
a’ctcndinggroups regularlg. Eventua”g, Cheri and the group of
us so drawn to this Dharma wanted to have our own space to
meet.

We found a IOO—geaﬁoH house in Mountain View that was
Pencect, to Cheri. To put it milc”g, itwas a ﬁxcr~up er. It stood
on 1Cootings. In the back left corner, instead of a ooting the
house leaned agains’c an old tree. The grass hadn’t been
mowed in years and was £rowing so tall that in some Places it
twined up the chimneg and reaied the roof; no part of it was
shorter than five to six feet. The person who had occupied the
house had 18 cats and some birds and who knows what else.

However, Cheri knew it was Pencect forus. “Us” encompassecl
Cheri Plus six Or seven strong, eager Participants.



As soon as it was ours, we started to work. All summer and
into the fall we kept at it, hacking away at the massive growth
of grass until it transformed into a lawn. On the inside we
began tearing out the old, sme”g sheet rock to find beneath
lovely redwood walls; Pu”in up old, soiled rugs ﬁndinga
hardwood floor; rePairing w%at we could fix, rePIacing what
we could not; and clcaning, cleaning and more cleaning,
transForming this poor neglec’ced structure into a beautiful
Zen Center as we transformed ourselves into wi”ing “can do”
Practitioners of Zen.

It was a marvel to meditate in that beautiful, cared-for Zen
Center and realize the great ghft of the vision to be able to
see the gem that had been hidden. | have seen this process
haPPen over and over again, in this Prac’cice, in my Prac’cice.

In this way, I do most clecplg vow to train mgsehc.



l{gou continue to look, confusion will

dgivc way to claritg.

An claritg IS compassion.

~Cheri Huber







1991. A friend gave me a book, “The Key” by Cheri Huber. |
remember rcading that book and Feeling such a sense of HOPE,
even though I was traPPed ina sPiraling state of self-hate and
anxiety.

My friend then invited me to a meditation group in Noe Va”eg. I satin
a cozy room with my friend, some other People, and the Guide, who
had the kindest face 'd ever seen. Cheriwas speakinga Ianguagc |
didr’t understand. (it was English, but not]'ring like 1 knew?)

With the biggcst comPassion, she said, “Itis absolutelg fine if you
dor’t understand an thing we are sa ing. Let it wash over you. Your
heart will take in angg—\ing it needs to know. You dorn’t have to do
angthing. You dor’t have to work at angthing. You canjust keep
looking.”

In a world of ‘go Faster, be bri%htcr, be smarter,” here was someone
‘ce”in]g me it was okag to simplg isten and be. She was telling me that
I could trust something deeper than “ﬁguring it out” with my head.
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T]’lough 30 years later, I think of that experience often. Ang time |
am in a new situation and conditioned mind tells me 1 need to ﬁgure
somcthing out, | can hear the Guide sa ing, “Relax. Let it wash over
you. Your heart will take in what it necc?s to know.”

| feel awash with comPassion. et £0. | can simply be.

In this way, I do most clecplg vow to train mysehc.




The Practice is findin compassion
no matter what.

~Cheri Huber
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One moming, in the earlg clays of the Zen Center on Dana
Street in Mountain View, | was scared and worried. | had not
done something | had been asked to do (I dor’t remember
what). How could 1 be so stu id, selﬁsh, thou htless, and
inattentive? The Guide would be disa Pointe§ in me. Her busg
dag would be even busier because oferg neglect. | was in for
it. But there was nothing to do but tell her o% my umcorgivable
mistake and take the dressing down | deserved.

We sat down at the kitchen table in front of the stove—the one
brou%ht back from near death bg Sister Phil and that served us
so well for so |ong at the Monasterg—and, meeklg, | confessed.

The Guide met my fear and worry and contrition with absolute
cquanimitg and compassion. I dor’t recall her exact words but
theg were along the lines o1c, heg, no Problemo, don’t worry
about it. I was iocked, and moved to tears.



This is my first memory of having self-hating voices be
stunned into silence (chl certainly not t]ﬁe%ast). The Guide
wasn’t gorgivin me; there was not ingto gorgive. She wasn’t
absolving me o my sins; | had done nothingwrong. Infact, it
wasn’t about me. it was the Guide being the Guide. That was
40 years ago and I can still feel the disﬁelieF

that anyone could be so kind.

In this uncondi‘ciona”g loving way,
I do most deeplg vow to train mgselmc.

25



Eventuall you know from your own experience
what wﬁ sustain you, what you can turn to
under any circumstances, what will not fail you
no matter how tired or sick or confused or
depressecl you become.

What will sustain you IS your sPiritual Practice.

~-Cheri Huber
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I remember Cheri talking about when she first started ogering
meditation soon after s%xe left the Monastery where she
trained. She said there were many days when she was the onlg
one there. She would wait until the a”%tted time, then close
and lock the door, Putting out the sign that meditation was
Now in progress, and sit.

In the corner of the Meditation Hall in Murphgs, 139 the door
to the Archwag, sat a Buddha, sitting in meditation with Iegs
in Burmese Posi‘cion, eyes cast down at about a +5~clegree

angle, and hands in the cosmic mudra. Sittingjust like we sit.

| often thought of Cheri in those earlg dags when I would bow
to the Buddha as | entered the Hall. He was alwags therc,
sitting, cloinghis own Practice. Unwaveringlg, steacmg, and
unconditiona”g. A model of constant devotion.



He wasn’t doin angt]’wing other than his own Prac’cice, and in
this way, was O%Feringa model to us of what is Possiblc. Cant
do it for us. And showing the way for anyone who wanted to
know the way.

This is how I feel like I have been guidecl on this
Path.

In this way of constant devotion, | do most
deeplg vow to train mgsehc.
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Beinga human being is Prettg much the
same for all of us; the differences are
far, far fewer than the similarities. What
we ’clﬁink, what we fear, how our emotions
arise - Fundamenta”g, we are very much
alike. We get cau ht up in differences in
content because tﬁat is how we experience
ourselves as separate.

- Cheri Huber






Earlg onin my retreat clays at the Monas‘cerg, when there
were only armg tents, lwas a terrified young Practitioner

‘crging oh-so-hard to do evergthing right.

I'was gjven the seemin lg simple task of getting ice out of
the freezer to Put in a bucket to have at the meal for ice
water. (As anyone knows who has been to MurPhgs in the
summer, it gets HOT and ice water is a supreme treat.)
When I opened the freezer cloor, I was horrified. There was
all sorts of ice in thcre, and I had no idea which to use. |
can’t remember whg, but I shut the freezer door and did not
complcte the task.

Beinga dedicated student, | brought this up in roup,
describing my expcrience of not being able to istinguis]'l
from all the ice and bcing te) overwhe%mecl bg the Possibili’cg
of making the wrong, choice, ljust abandoned the task. I'm
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sure the Guide said more than this, but | remember her
saying, “Just risk it!”

While 1 knew this was not her intention, | left Feclinga bit
deFea’ccd, like 1 had not been a %oocl student. We were
simply talking about ice, after all.

Then the next clag in roup, the Guide started the
discussion with, ‘T had the same exPerience with the ice!”
This so clelighted me | laughed out loud. I was not alone,
and someone—the Guide no less—had the exact same
exPerience. She even said to the monks, “We have gotto
do somcthing about that ice!” In countless ways, the Guide
is alwags demonstrating how we are all the same.

In this way, | do most dceplg vow to train mgsehc.
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How you do angthing
is how you do evergthing.

~Cheri Huber
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In the ear19 days at the Monas’ccrg, monks were essentia”g
camping and life was not easy. The simplcst tasks took an
cxtraordinarg amount of energy. The Monasterg was off the
grid and the Guide once said, “Oh you have no idea what goes
on behind the scenes to kceP the e}?ectricitg going.”

At one retreat, we were havin roup in the Mediation Hut. The
Guide looked up at the bare li %tbu!b in the ceiling and said to
a monk, “We need to do somet ing about that.” I was so struck
bg that level of caring, of noticing. 1 could barclg getm self to
the schedule on time and deal wiﬁﬂ all the elcmen’cs, and here
was the Guide attending to a seeming!g small, unimPortant
detail. A simple, beau‘cful shade was crafted from paper and
redwood for that humble bulb. 1t was a “small” thing and hugc

thing, c]emonstrating exquisite care.

In this way, I do most clecplg vow to train mgsehc.
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Come back to the Present,
take a deep breath, say “Yes” and say
“Thank you.”

~Cheri Huber
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It’s not Yes or No in the Monastery; it’s Yes or Go!

I was Privileged to live for many years at our Monastery. The
Icarnings there were inva[uablc, Priceicss. Afundamental
teaching from the Guide was/is stayingin the moment, saying,
“Yes to Life,” then moving into cach Now as it comes.

In building our Rammed Earth Monastery, what we needed now
was to Put down ﬂooring. We had a vast area to cover; we hoped
for Mexican pavers or any kind of pavers we could afford and
found nothing. So, the Guide looked straight at me and said,
“Well, since we can’t find any pavers or tiles at a Price we can
amcmcord, will you Please learn how to make them?”

The Monastcrg taught us to say Yes and deal with what arose
within. I took a cleep breath anc:?said “Yes.” The teachingwas/is
to say “Yes” and let Life show the way, or not be able to remain
at the Monastery. That’s what the Practice is all about, Letting
Life Lead.
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I bcgan looking in books and ca”ing around to tile comPanics to
see it theg’cl s%are their recipe for making tiles; thegjust laughed
Finally, I called a tile company asking for their reciPe when an

An c?clisguised as a young man saii “I can do better than that.
Wc%\ave awhole yard full of 814> x 8 14 tiles, slightlg marred. Ill
sell them to you E(’)r seven dollars each and deliver

them to your monastery.” Thank you, Cheri.
Thank you, Life!

A big harclg Yes and Thank youto Life, and we are

onour wagl

with deep gratitucle, in saging\/es, I do most
clecplg vow to train myselr.

57



It is the process that’s thejog,
not the cha”enge or the
destination.

- Cheri Huber
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The building code indicated the trenches for the foundations

of the new Monastery builcling were to be “neat, clean and free
of debris.” Several hundred linear feet of 12” wide bg 127 decp
trenches had been mindfully carved into drg and stable solil,
sides straight and Para”el, gottoms ﬂat, corners square. It was
clear we were well covered on the “neat” part of the program, but
how about “clean and free of debris”? We were none too sure
exactlg what that looked like in the world of building codes and
insEcctions. So out came brooms and brushes of all manner alor:gg
with their comPanion dust pans as the trenches were cleaned an
freed of debris—mostly modest Piles of dust and the occasional
flock of Pea~sized clodz of dirt.

The buildin insPector arrived soon after, took a quick look
around and with a biggrin handed us a signed green card saging
he’d never seen footing trenches as immaculate as that. We were
grinning too, both insife and out. We'd just spent the better part
of the mornin taking care of those trenches in the same way we
would wish to%)c taken care of. As we’d been working, we’d been
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the Primarg recipients of the kindness, generosity and gratitude
directed towards the trenchcs-dcvotedl9 a”owing that kindncss,

enerositg and gratitude to clean and free ourselves of karmic
ﬁebris. As a bonus, we’d just gotten the news we could move
along with ﬁ”ing those trénches with concrete.

I:o”owing what the Guide has alwags modeled,

it seems Practice isn’t bound bg conditioned
notions of efﬁciencg or convenience. We might
even say the op osite is true; in the movement
towards unconditional love, Perha s whatever
comPassion suggests is alwags cpﬂiicnt and
convenient. Mang a retreatant at the Monastery
has spoken cloqucntlg and Passionatelg in group
about a Palpable sense of love and comPassion
embodied in Places of Practice. Indeed S0, from
the foundation right on up.

In this way, | do most c]eeplg vow to train mgsehc.
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There are two ways of being in the world that we
consider in spiritual Practicc,
and theg are reflected in our
attitudes toward work.

One is the ex ansive, Present,
interconnected, blisstul, relaxed, comfortable,
Peace?ul way of being.

The other is resistance. ..

Work offers an oPPor’cuni’c to Practice
being in the body and with the breath and

makingt e work a dance.

~Cheri Huber

+4






Work clothes on. Check the board for your Work Note. Show
UE‘. Pay attention. Just notice. Breathe in, breathe out. Watch
what the voices are cioing.

Feel the hands on the broom. On the rake. On the shovel.

On the chainsaw. The Guide practices along with us. Works
alongsicie us. We are all togetEer, Practicing. Oursis a Practice
of Participation. We Participate; it's how we Practice.

Show up in rain, in heat, in storms. Just show up, ancijust
notice. And when the bell rings, clean up, put away your tools,
change out of work CiOtl"ICS, and g0 sit. Fu”g usedguP. Tired
and haPPﬂ' The truejog of a t)ig outdoor work ciag at the

Monastery.
“This is the truejoy in life, bcing used for a EurPose recognizeci

139 ourself as a migtltg one. To be ttloroug lg worn out
bet%re being thrown on the scrap heaP; beinga force of
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nature instead of a feverish, selfish little clod of ailments and
grievances, comPlaining that the world will not devote itself to

makinggou iiaPPy."
~George Bernard Shaw

What a giict begonci measure to be given by Life
the chance to experiencc this true joy in life, to
have had it modeled for us, in this lifetime.

In this way, with wholehearted Participation, I
do most eeplg vow to train mHSCIi:.
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We come on a silent retreat and learn that it is

not necessary to be constantlg gctting or giving
compliments or atfirming one another’s existence
There is another way o being with peo

Ele thatis
SO deeplg meaninggul tha’c almost every odg Who
exPeriences it wants more of it.

~Cheri Huber
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I had the oPPortunitg and Privilege to visit the monastery
dozens of times over the last two decades of Practice. Over
time, what amazed me was the consistency of the maintenance
of the Privilegeci environment.

At the begirmin of each visit, there was an orientation that
comPassionateii and clearlg set forth the guidelines on how
to maintain an environment that would benefit evergone’s
Practice.

I understand it is rare to have such a Practice—a Practice
where we maintain silence, we are not social; we are here to be
togetiier ina Wa? that there is no room for ego. For me, it was
an exPerience of unconditional love.

This modeling of the Privileged environment was commonlg

demonstrate b{z the Guide, whether it be in retreat
workshoPs, working meditation, or guiciance aPPointments.
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The Guide would often say, without the Privilcgccl
environment there would be no Practice, and to this c]ag,
some 20-odd years later from my first retreat, that is
Aeﬁnitelg my cxPericnce.

A decP bow of gratitudc for the Guide who
has alwags been that Pi”ar of integritg of the
Dharma.

In this way, | do most clecplg vow to train
myself.
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Evergthing changes.
Sugering is the result of clinging
inan attempt to resist change.

- Cheri Huber
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Mindful E ating,

I stings » concrete way of expresing compassion
For oncself. The ke force isin the food. The lfe
ke

betwcen bites, and making Gassho with cach b,
are some ways of cxpressing gratitude for the food
that sustins us, and the bodg that we delin.




What | noticed when | attended a retreat was the
simplicitg of Practice tools the Guide had in Place
for our Waking up-.

One O1C mg mcmorablc lCSSOﬂS was so simple.

As | swept the floor in the Monastery kitchen, the
bell rang. | quicklgj Pushed the debris into the middle

of the floor in order to sweep itinto a pan.

But a gcntlc hand stoPPed the broom. A monk
handed me a message on a slil:) of paper: At the
sound of the bell you must stop~evergthing.
Urgencg abated.
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The insight droppcd in that death could come at
any moment.

Practice letti ng go. PrePare for

imPermanence; glVC UP gOUF broom.

In this way I do most Aeeplg vow to train

mgselF.
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50, great gra’citucle for Sanglﬁa,
for those of us who Practice together,
who reflect for us a goocl clear view
of who we are.

We are one another’s
best spiritual oPPor’cuni’cies.

~Cheri Huber
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I once heard Cheri say she did not like it when someone
stePPed on her line in group. (That’s why she introduced
making Gassho to be called on. An interaction with a
Par’cicipant could be honored and reach its organic
conclusion.)

| felt so bad to realize 1 had done that and said
s0.

Without missinia beat the Guide said, “Oh,
we’ve all done that.”

To this dag, lam alwags touched when in a
mngriacl of ways the Guide Points out that we are
all in this to ether, all Practicing to go begonc]
egocentric éarmic conditioning/ self-hate.

In this way, | do most dcePIH vow to train mgsehc.
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Ur%fncg is a huge tool of egocentric
armic conditioning/ self-hate
and of suﬂ:ering.
What if 3ouju5t didnt respond?

~Cheri Huber
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I remember gctting to retreats and my head would be
SPINNING. Conditioned mind wouldr’t let me stoP thinking
about all the ’chings to do that weren’t getting done because
I was sitting around for a week doing no’ching.

I talked to the Guide about this in one eveninggroup.

She said, “You know all of those urgent ’chings to do that
conditioning keeps 3ammering about? You know how that
list is so lon ancfi’c never gets shorter? Consider this: One
dag you will die and there will be that lon 'urgent’ list of
things to do that no one will ever do. An?it won’t matter at
all. Life will goon. Evcrg’ching will bejust fine.”

Pve never been able to look at a to-do list in the same way. |
thank gooclness for that!
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The Goodness that is the Guide, the Goodness that is
Dharma, the Goodness that is LIFE!

In this way, with no urgency, | do most dceplg
vow to train mgsehc.
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When we’re HERE
we are one voice and one heart
and we live in gratitucle.

-Cheri Huber
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We were havinga Plannin meeting once; | can’t recall the
content. What | do remember is a person rambling onand on,
with no focus or sense of what was needed.

Cherijust smiled and nodded. 1 found it odd because the
ramb!mg made absolutelg no sense to me. (I was clearlg
identified: This was wrongl)

I dor’t remember exactly what Cheri said
response, but she gent% set aside whatever
this person had Proposec] and went in another
direction comPle’ceIg,

| was blown away bg the suPPort and love she
demonstratcd to this Person‘

In this way, | do most deeplg vow to train mgselmc.
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A heart that is
completelg surrounded bg love
cannot be harmed.

~Cheri Huber
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I remember my first lesson in Unconditional Love. It was earlg
onin my Practice.

It haPPened c]uringa rare snowstorm at the Monasterg.

A bird flies into an open window.
A crumple of feathers, it lies shivering in the cold.
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will it live?

Will it recover and take lqight?
Oris its life ebbing away?
We can’t know.

But it is not alone.
A small ﬁgure, wraPPed in many Iagers, sits with it, ta”dng toit
somctlg, rcassuringlg.

Hours pass.

Snow begins to fall.

The light fades.

The wind picks up.

And still the Guicre kcePs vigil.

An unwaverin%‘loving, cheerful, presence, kecping this tiny
bundle of feathers company as it struggles to breathe.
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Did the bird feel it  wonder?
How could it not?

I did!

| can’t remember whether this little bird lived or died.

But the scene of Love in action is forever etched in my heart.
Not simplg as a memory but as a living experience of what is
consistcntlg offered t'grough this Practice.

And when we are shown Unconditional Love, we can find it as
ourself. Which 1 discovered many, many moons later.

S ring this time.
h

ud!
A ting bird hits a window.
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| keep vigil for eight hours.
I did hot know that I could be so moved.

In this way, in the way of Unconditional Love,
I do most deePIg vow to train mgsel?.
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lggou see a Problem,

it’s yours.
hcgou think somebo&‘jg should do something,

remember that you are a somebodg.

~Cheri Huber
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Years ago we had some Peacestorming events, doing working
meditation in collaboration with local communities.

Onewas in Los Angeles where we worked with residents

of a housing unit to build shelves and other interior fittings
for their home. During the dags we were there we notice§

a big, handsome German shepherd roaming around the

nei %bor]ﬁood. He did not appear to have tags or a collar. He
was skinng and unkempt. The residents said t ey had never
seen anyone with him; so far as the knew, he was a street
clog. Cheri asked around to see if there was a Possible new
home for him.

On the last dag of our time there, when the dog was still
arounclJ Cheri noted, “It seems we are his new home.” And
besides that, she susPcctecl he had monk Po‘cential. So the
big bog rode home in the van with us, c]uietlg, with his front
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paws crossed — which we came to see was his signature pose.
He was a good passenger.

DesPite his life on the streets, he was gentle and friendly.
The transition to monk took a while. The roaming lifest ?e
was hard to drop, (we received calls from various neigh ors:
“Is this your clog?”} and he whined whenever alone. For some
time, a much-coveted working meditation task for the monks
was sitting with Pace, stroking him, reassuring him that we
weren’t going angwhere; he was home now. In time, he settled
in, settled down, and became Pace (Pah’ chag, Italian for

“Peace.”), the big, gentle, digniﬁecl monk.

It was fun to remember our first encounters with that love!g
being and to recall how Practice cares for All!

In this way, I do most clecplg vow to train mgsehc.



Itis important to seek Sangha, to sit
together, to be silent togethcr, to offer
each other, through our presence, the
encouragement to Practice.

- Cheri Huber
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It was the end of a retreat at Villa Angelica in Carmel. 1 fell
into step with some Sanéha who were Packing up the kitchen,
sweePing ha”wags, and oing other tasks to prepare to leave.

There was such bigjog in working in silence to leave the P!ace
“better than it was when we found it.”

When the last task was done and the monks were gcttin read9
to drive away, | remember Cheri sagin . “Pm often asked what
it takes to getinto the ‘inner circle’ oFgour Sangha. PeoPle
think there is some mystery or secret to it. You%mow what it is?
Participation. PeoP!e who Participate belong. Itis as simple as
that. | you want to belong someplace, ask what you can doto
helP. Joinin. Offer Par’cicipation.”

'm not sure if those were her exact words, but what 1 got was to
Par’cicipate is to belong.
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This wisdom has stageci with me. P've shared it with many
eople. It pops up on my recordings ALL the time because |

peop P E P Y S

remind mgsel Frequentlg that when I feel lonely or left out that

| simpl need to ask how I can help. That act o? Participation

immeciiyatelg Puts meina Fceling of belonging.

I used to think that the magjc was that it helpeci
belong to whatever group | was Participating
within. I now know that the minute | say “How car
help,” itis an act of ste Ping away from lonelg,
fearful ego and into be onging to LIFE!

In this way, I do most ciecplg vow to train myselic.
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When we drop evergthing
and come back to the breath,
there are no Problems,
no questions, no conflicts.
There is no diFﬁculty
with anyone or angthing.

~Cheri Huber
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When | first came to Practice decades ago | attended m7 first
retreat in Carmel. Evergthing was new and there was a lot of
mental chatter.

I remember sitting in the meditation hall as the Guide described
the imPortance of cha”enging the validitg of the voices in our
head. Rea”g? This was a conFounding concept. There was
also guiclance not to disturb others bg moving or making noise
cluring meditation.

When | exPeriencecl signiﬁcan’c le Pain during evenin

meditation and heard an internalgvoice, “| can’t stand this!”

the Guide’s encouragement and guidance came through. |
continued to sit still with the Pain. It felt like 17 was oing to die.
But meditation ended and evergthing was fine. The eginning of
freedom from identification with the voices was born.
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The Guide’s unwavering claritg, wisdom and compassion then,
as in all the years since, has Provided an invaluable guidcpost
for recognizing, the “fantasies of authoritg” and doing
whatever is necessary to end sugering.

In this way, | do most clecplg vow to train mysehc
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Why are we taught to live in Fear)
controlled ?} our terror of being out of control)
aPProac%\ing life as inadequate children

rather than free adults?
Because fearful People are easilg controlled.

A Person who s without Fear cannot be contro”ecl.

~Cheri Huber

82




I was on retreat towards the end of 1999. During an evening
group someone was ta”a'ng about the Y2K disaster.

As alwags, Cheriwas rcﬂecting the process of sugering that
was haPPening for the person around this issue. After a
number of times of the fellow returning again and again to the
content—“But, Cheri, it could take out the entire computer
system of our banking institutions,”—Cheri asked, “Are you
trying to scare me? | don’t do fear.” It was said in such a simPle,
matter-of-fact, 'ust~Passing~on~imcormation kind of a way. |
didr’t Pro'ect irritation or anger,just a reminder that, in this
Meditation Hall, in this Practice, our focus is ending sugering.

That Phrase, ‘I dont do 1Cear, > has remained a beacon for me
all these years later. It is Possible to live a life bcgond fear! And
blessccﬂg, I now often do.

In this way, bcgond Fear, I do most cleeplg vow to train mysehc.
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We develop a habit of sitting still
as things arise and Plag themscﬁvss out
for whatever Period of time,
and then g0 away.
In this way, we become acquainted
with whatever it is in ourselves that
is unaffected bg circumstances—
because it is not sePara’ce from
circumstances.

- Cheri Huber
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’'m taking Part in an outdoor ceremony on retreat. I'm watc]ﬁing
everyone at thc altar and t]'lerc‘s a lar e bumblebce checking
out the flowers and buzzing around Cheri.

I'm terrified of bees but Cheri is super calm and doesn't show
any response to the bee at all. I'm frcaking out because I think
it's going to sting her or someone. I'm standing there comPletelg
frozen, trying not to move, hoPing and Praging this bee wi”jus’c
leave, Please. | can't run at this imPortant moment. Then the
bee flies over to me. I'm trgin so hard not to move, but | move

my hand up tomy face and the bee hits my hand and flies away.
I don't feel an thing at the time, but later | realize that it stun

me. I learned that being stung wasn't all that bad, and since that
dag | haven't been nearlg as afraid of bumblebees.
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Infact, its been a teaching that has stuck with me. There
is often something buzzing around me, and | remember
the calm Cheri modeled.

It reminds me that | may well get stung, butif1am, rll be
with that when it haPPens. .

In this way, | do most clecplg VOW
to train mgself.
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Life is a tidal wave.
lpgou wait for things to calm down to start swimming,
you mig t not survive the wait.
Now is the time and
you are equal to the task.

~Cheri Huber
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T]’lrough the years, Cheri has consis‘cent’g shaken things up
in Practice.

P'm going along, comfortable in the usual routines, lmowing
where I am and what haPPens next. And then one clag,
wham!, Cheri throws a monkeg wrench into the mix. 'm
stunned. No, no, | dor’t want to do that. Whg are we changin
things’? This is not a good idea. Cheri’s gone round the bcncf.g

But I/we g0 anyway, sometimes grousin and grumblir;'g,
sometimes intrigued and enthusiastic. Willingness is, after

all, the keg. Invariably and inevitablg, a who]ge world of
conditioning IS rcvea]ljed, along with the world that lies begond
resistance and fear—the world in which the Guide resides.

In this fearless way, I do most deeplg vow to train mgsehc.
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Ina gui&ance aPPointmcnt ou
do not have to be a Personzﬁitg,
you do not need to be cute, charming,
cle\/er, bright, or anything else.

You can be exactlg as you are
at the moment,

and that will be mirrored for you.

~Cheri Huber
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| can still recall my first guiclance aPPointment at my first

ever retreat. | knew very little about Zen Practice, even less
about the difference between process and content, and had
no clue as to how this t]'iing calfed a guidance ap ointment
was suPPosecl to go. What do you ta k about? What kind of
responses do you get?

The group discussions at the retreat seemed to revolve around
this notion of Practicing presence or bcing at Center. The
head was, of course, ina hoPeless SwWoon trging to ﬁgure
things out. Meanwhile, the heart was being invited into a much
AeePer conversation.

I had some simPle begirmin questions that seemed
imPortant to have answers%or. Is this thing being talked
about, this Practicing presence or being at Center, is this
somcthing anyone can do at any time? In any location or any
circumstance?
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with curiosity and some trePiclation, | headed off to ring that
bell.

Looking back, | can see the words that answered my
uestions were along the lines of: Yes, yes, yes, yes and yes

?mctcn a few more yeses than qucstions. ..

and simultaneously, embodied in the way

of being of the Guide, there was a second

set of answers: You are welcome here, you

are as much a part of Life as an thing,

cvergthing is aﬁ*ight, you can rcgax andjus‘c be,

Unconditional Love is who you are.

In this way | do most deeply vow to train myself.
Y P'Y Y
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You don’t have to change an thing.
EsEecia“ggourself You are the most
per ect (an onlg) you ever Produce&.
Be content with that.

- Cheri Huber
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Mar}j, many years ago, at the Mountain View Zen Center, the
Guide was acilitating me duringgroup.

| was ta”a'ng about something (can’t remember what) and

the Guide was discussing the process of awakening and how
it’s a process that translr%)rms us over time, as we continue to
Practice. She used Mahatma Gandhi as an example that every
dag, he became more and more Mahatma Gandhi.

And then she said to me, “And you, [my name], you become
more and more [my name] every clag.”

That interaction has enriched me cleepl over the years.

It reminds me that | am on a Path of awazcnin that the
“curriculum” (mg life circumstances) is uniqu% tailored to me
and my karma and my life, and that 1 am adequate to all of it
(way beyond adequa’ccl).
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It reminds me of this cluote: “How do you sculPt an
clephant? Get the biggest sranite block you can find and
chiP away evcrgthingt at doesn't look like an clePhant.”
And so, as long as | am wi”ing and able, 1 follow this most
blessed Path tﬁa‘c has been gjiven to me, and

et Life “c]’riP away” evergthing that is not
me.

Thank goodness, and bless my luckg stars!

In this way, | do most clecplg VOW
to train mgself.
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ngob) aslseeit, is to guicle cople
out of being stuck in their con itioning,
unab]ge to see the way to the
wisdom, love and comPassion
of their True Nature.
Since | am familiar with the path,
we can travel it togetlﬁer.

~Cheri Huber
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Once when sitting on the kitchen Porch atthe Monas’ccrg
having a guiclance aPPointmcnt with Cheri, | commented
that I was happg I was not the person I was five years ago.

I was struck bg the Guide’s response, “Oh, me too. I'm
happy I’m not the person I was five years ago.”

It took me aback because 1 had not considered that the
Guide could have that same cxPericnce. (Who knows?
Magbe ] thought she had “arrived” or something.)

It was nice to see that she, too, was walking the Path.

of course, how could anyone guic{e others who was not
wall(ing the same Pat]’w? It was regreshing to be reminded of
that, and I was taken bg this demonstration of humilitg.

In this way, I do most clecplg vow to train mgsehc.
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The way it works is that being
in Proximitg to the Practice,
as embodied in peo le
who are Pursuing it Fulrtimc,
hclps you to recognizc
the Practice in 9ourself:
and to deepen itin gourself

~Cheri Huber
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The first time | met Cheri in person was at a one~dag workshop
in Santa Cruz. After the tal , lwent to sPeak to her and was
almost stoPPec] flat bg her eyes. Theg were like swirling,
intcnselg alive oceans and it seemed ' was havin my first direct
cxPericncc of losing track of the P]’lysical boun%aries of what
| thought | was as two temPorarilg melded to one.

This was the first of many Practice exPcriences of being
shown I was not what | thought I was. It would have been easy
to believe Cheriwas the ex’craordinarg one and to agree | was
seParate from that magjcal lnte”igence. But the Guée has
never reinforced that belief. lnstead, the guiclance led me to
see we are all that which is Extraordinarg.

As i%norancc of this truth would inevi’cabrl? take hold, Cheri

would, throug]n a gentle silence, a masterful facilitation, or the
Provcrbial 2x4, chiP away at the ego shell.
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Once in group, | heard her speak to the Passion behind the
dismantling oEego as “I'm ﬁg ting for that human!”

| Practice to continue to honor the Authenticitg which has
been lovinglg unveiled and to ﬁght for that

Precious human.

In this way, | do most clecplg vow to train

myself.
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if we are lost in a conversation in
conditioned mind,
we miss the Per{:ection
of thisherenow.

~Cheri Huber
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| sPoke in euidance about being an%rg because | was the last
Eerson in the meal line and the monk in front of me served
erself every last droP of the soup.

The Guide, amused, imagined what it would be like to take that
monk’s bowl and pour half of it into my bowl.

“But you would have to be so Present!” she said,

laughing with clelight.

I could not have Predictecl she would say that.
What an out-of-the-box response, and so very
Zen. Talk about breaking all the rules. | aspire to
being that Present!

In this way, I do most clecplg vow to train mysehc.
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As a teacher, itis m job to know,
when you d?) not,

that you are cqual to thcjourneg,

that you can do it, that You possess evergthing
you need to get where you want to go.
The way you carﬁmow that is that you Project
al?tﬁosc qualities onto the teacher,
and it is the teacher’s job
to mirror them back to you.

- Cheri Huber
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After I listened to one of Cheri's books for the first time, |
was so excited about it that | had to find out where she was
and if 1 could £0 there. The book mentioned retreats and
workshops and included a Phone number. | called and was
surPriscd when Cheri answered the Phone.

She was welcoming and wanted to know evcrgthing about me.
| asked a lot of questions too. My main question was about
safety. 1 had not sPen’c alot of time in nature or camPing 50 |
asked Cheri if the Monasterg roPertg was safe. | remember
her seeming sort of surPriscd Yy the ques‘cion, and she said
the ProPert was fenced in and there was nothing to be
afraid of. She said it was very safe.

Being raised as a Southern Ba tist, | was scared to go to
¥ ) =

a Buddhist retreat anﬁwag, and with it being so far from
"civilization," | was rea Yy worried.

108



She convinced me to come to the next workshop that she was
lcacling. J signed up, went to the workshop 23 years ago, and |
haven't turned back since.

What struck me was how directlicarinishc

was ?or me and that has never changed.

In this way of care, | do most deeplg vow to
train mgsehc.
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 have lost my favorite teacup.
I have two choices.
f can have lost my teacuP and be miserable.
| can have lost my teacuP and be all right.
In either case, the teacup is broken.

~Cheri Huber
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What | grew to aPPrecia‘ce on mg visits to the Monastcrg
was the safe container the Guide created. Evergthing was
acceP’cablc and accepted.

On my first visit, | stood in the washing~u line rinsing my cup.
My hand moves to Placc it in the dish rack, but somethin%;(
catches my attention. My hand continued moving as | looked
in another direction. Out of the corner of m eye, | watch in
slow-motion horror as the cup Plummets to 3‘\6 ﬂoor, eruPting
into ceramic shards of shame. I'm two years old again, and
have done something bad. rm ﬂooc]edy with tears and grief.

A monk appears at my side reassuring me: It’s ok, we rwgave
more cups, don’t worry. U nconditional acceptance and
lovingkindncss mended my heart on many levels.

Unconditional acceptance, loving kindness and not]'ring wrong;:
In this way I do most decplg vow to train mgsehc.
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Lifeis glorious.
Almost no one experiences life.
We experience conditioned mind

and think that’s life.

~Cheri Huber
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| gather my bag and coat from the shoe rack at the end of

the dag. Dishes are done, the dining room is clean, and the
dishwater has been given to the Plants, leaving me slightlg tired
and very satisfied.

It’s a long clag of summer so it’s not dark. I listen for the Frogs
in the courtgard. I take a breath and
smile with contentment as | notice
relaxation in m bodg. love wa”dng
with my recor&?ar which reminds

me not to be in conversation with
stories.

Tonight, I choose to be with the
silence. It wasn’t always like this. For
most of the first 2 weéLLs I have been here as a visiting monk
(and for most of my IiFe), the stories in my head were strong,
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I can hear the Guide’s voice gently reminding me not to believe
those stories but rathcr, to choose presence over and over
again. When | first heard her say this, I didn’t know what she
meant.

Tonight, I step down onto the Path. It curves and leads me into
the trees. To my left are the outdoor showers which have been
the setting for many a glorious shower and many educational

work mcd%:ation Practices. I notice the Pathwags to them have
been recentlg raked. How nice. Thank you. Choose presence.

I watch my feet touching the dirt Path, aware that many small
lants and critters use this Path. Pve seen the Pa‘ch green and
ull of ﬂowers, and gray, dus‘cg and drg. The ants seem ok with
either.

| continue as the Pat]n curves back and enters a clearing. I do
stoP to wonder which of the many California oak sPecies these
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comPanions might be. Thankgou. Choose presence.

As | aPProach the meadow, | can see the sun’s rays low in
the sky where the sun will set over the ridge. The stillness is
deep. I have learned that 1 am a part of it, not a reciPient of
it. Here are my oak best friends... the ones that share my
reawakcningt at there is nothing wrong, And then the row

I call the clancing oaks. A large, stout one, and other more
delicate ones.... I imagine them wearing chitenges and waving
their arms back and forth to the music. Thank you. Choose
presence.

On the other side of the Path are the hermitages that

have held me through man dags and nights. I see the little
handbells at the start of their entrance Paths and the sPots
that solar ﬂashlig]ﬁts are Proppcd onto recharge during the
dag. One of these hermi’cages is my shelter. I turn onto the

16



Path, quie‘clg step to the door, sliP off my outdoor shoes and
into my sliPPers.

Home, support, refuge, the knowing that kindness is what is

here when everﬁthing else falls away. lam
lcaming what she meant. Thank you.

In this way, | do most deeply vow to train myself.
v, PY v,
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There isn't an thing wrong,
You can't ma’?e a mistake.
There is no better place to be than here.
There is no’c]ﬁing better to do than this.

- Cheri Huber
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There were many oPPortunities to set up dish stations in the
clining hall cluring retreat seasons. One afternoon | was setting
up the dish drainer and the dish towel to accompany it.  was
cngagecl in a familiar attitude of just getting thejob done so
that I could move on to the next thing to check off the list. |
had folded the dish towel in a neat manner as I attended to

getting it “right.”

and qunetlg folded one of the dish towels. As
she laid it over the dish drainer she said, “we
fold the towel for the towel.”

Cheri aPPeared at my right elbow. She %ently

Tears sPring to my eﬁes as the attention rests in
this moment of teac ing. It has become a koan

to live ]33.

In this way I do most decplg vow to train mgsehc.
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Our deepest heart’s desire,
our Authentic Nature,
s drawing us home.
What you are looking for
IS d?)ing the looking.

The guidancc you seek is guidinggou.

- Cheri Huber
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Monastery Practice Cenge,
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Itis alwags, unwaveringlg, what it is.

It is here to assist us to wake up and end sugering. It never
Forgcts what it is doing.

It is not confused about the difference between the illusion of a
separate ego selﬂ and the authentic human being. It will

oFEer ou information, it will post you a note, to assist you to
see where you are. To assist you to see when you are not Here.
To assist you to see when you are identified with what is not
you.

Principles and structures hold up a mirror for you to see when
attention has left Here and gone to conditioned mind, and to
assist youto be Here:

We don’t make decisions based in urgency.

We don’t solve Problems we don’t have.



We don’t estimate how long itis going to take to do something,
because we don’t know. ...

Itis steachcastlg and unwaveringl on the side of the authentic
human being. It is Unconditional Love.

It is Dharma. It is the Guide Embodied.

In this way, | do most clecplg vow to train
myself.
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Clari’cg is a lot like love.
We can't force it,
we can't demand it or require it,
wejust have to be Present
and open to receive it.

~Cheri Huber
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What initially drew me to practice was having an experience in
Hany are P S pPe

grouP thh Cncn wnere it was clcar now clear tne gundance ancl

communication was.

I was neavilg engaged with conditioning during this time, and
what droPPed in was, | don’t understand this at
all and what 'd like is a process for inviting that
clarity. Iwas in a worksnop and what was so

and what I shared was that | didn’t understand
angthing being shared. The guidance was to let it
all wash over me, there was notning to know.

Now, many years la’ccr, whenever | sense that 'min
the process of ﬁguring it out, I turn the attention
to the breatn, rest in “1 don’t know,” and allow
that to be enougn, rather than a’ctemPt to “use”
awareness to ﬁgure it out.

In this way, | do most dceplg vow to train mgselic.
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Let our onlg wish be to awaken;
and let our every thought,
action and word
serve onlg that wish.

~Cheri Huber

126






I:o”owing our Guide in the l:oots’ccps of Francis of Assisi

In the early 1200’s, Francis of Assisi walked the lengt]’w and
breadth of the Rieti Va”eg in central ltalg. Barefoot and
wearing a ragged tunic, he carried a mcssafc of peace and
good (“Pace e bene”) to all the People and creatures he met.

lnsPircd bg her love of Italg, especially Assisi, and the sPirit
of Francis, Cheriled a roup or 2l ent usiastic folks from
Saﬂgha on retreat in lta%g , Following in the Footsteps of Francis

of Assist, and it was magical. We walked the 70 miles of the
Cammino di Francesco, which winds around and through the
va”cg and links the little towns, monasteries, and wilc], igh
caves where Francis Preachecl and Pragecl.

We had set out to follow in the Foots’ccps of Francis and
what we Found were our own Footsteps. Footsteps set down
upon the va”eg in the same sPirit that Francis set down his.



with Cheri as guiclc we walked, we meditated, we Eragecl, we
laughed, we ate delicious Italian cooking, and we felt the love
all around us.

We walked with a sPiri‘c of |oving kindness, acceptance,
peace, ancﬂjog. We found this sPirit in the Nature
around us, in the peo le that we met, in cach
other and in our own Eearts.

In this way I do most decplg vow to train mgsehc.
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On retreats | alwags become aware
of how precious People are,
how <:Fear) how innocent.
Their behaviors in the world
may not give any sign of that)
but to spencljust a moment with someboAg
when their heart is open,
ou see that there is onlg goodness there.
Often that happens when theg are te”ing
you something t]’neg consider
awful about themselves.
But in the act of revealing that)
theg reveal their inherent goodness.

~Cheri Huber
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On our unForgettable wa”q'ng triP on the Assisi trail, |

had many “Practice stumbles,” unskillful behaviors that
make me cringe to this clag. I was one of those “Practice
oPPortunities” for the Guide and my fellow retreatants.

Many years Prior, Cheri had mentioned the unfortunate
Position she found herself in (not her words) of being the
person who had to Point out these things to PcoPlc.

Despite this, she never wavered from
her responsibilitg of Playing that role,
and alwags, alwags with the utmost
compassion, let us know when we had
stragccl.

In this way, | do most decplg vow to
train mgsel?
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With each moment, no matter what's going on,
the Practice is to find the wi”ingnessj
the courage, the faith, the compassion
simplg to come back to the present,
come back to this heart,
come back to this person—
not to gjve upjust because it’s difficult.

- Cheri Huber
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It rained. Worldng Meditation was cancelled. I had an afternoon
with nothing scheduled. There was nothing to do? The &ecp

ull towards “doing” cht me in a state of ﬁistraction and
identification the whole afternoon.

In rcﬂccting onthisina process text with the Guide, she sent

the Fo“owing response: “Wc”, Nelson Mandela ran in Place in

his Prison cell for 27 years to maintain his fitness and manage

the energy. And, of course it’s Possiblc to do dccp dives into
Practice activities so that the time and energy gets used for
dcepcning Practice. Yes, ego wants to turn it into if1 can’t have
that or do that I have to distract to dissipatc,' but Putting an end
to that belief would be a worthg goal. Yes? Gassho”

WOW. | felt this immediate “Punch to the gut” Phgsical reaction.
| stared at the text, read it and re-read it, and then sat down,
a”owing the Ph sical sensation to run its course, until the
attention couldljfocus on what the Guide was encouraging:
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the oPPortunitg to Put an end to a belief.

The followin day, I woke up with an insight. Usinga familiar
Practice tool, | begﬂan to write down evergt]ning conditioning
was saging throug out the dag. “Conditioning rea”g wants me
to...” or “Conditioning thinks I'should....” 1ust

cht writing and writing and not ica”ing for ig,
often |augi;5ing at how absurd or sillg conditioning
was! It was Possiblg the most Protound direct
disidentification I have ever exPerienced, atrue
moment bg moment exPerience of seeing what

| wasn’t (egocentric karmic conditioning/self-
hate) and what was Possible: to be one with the
conscious comPassionate awareness of Life, the

| nte”igencc That Animates.

In this way, I do most decplg vow to train myselt.
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Awareness allows us to c]isiclenti{:g from ego,
to s‘ceP back into a wider Perspective
and be Present in the moment
in which we’re living, making
authentic communication Possible.

~Cheri Huber
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What has alwags stuck with me is Cheri’s unwavering, compass, which
Points to communicating exactlg what is so.

Early on, when conditioning Protestcd loucllg as exact
communication challengecl it (e, “The Patns to the outhouses are
no |ongcr clear; it's interesting that

no one cleared them or communicated that.”), Life
alwags resPondcd with, wow, that is so, and how
refreshing to have that communicated so clcarlg.
Here’s a F%acc to look in my own Practicc.

The idea of communication as a method of
conveying information, whether vcrba”g or through
a note, has alwags stuck with me. Now, whenever
conditionin resPonds to a “note,” l am brought
back to red%"cct the attention to what information is
being communicated.

In this wa N do most deeply vow to train myself.
Y PY Y
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Often, when we're working very hard
to see what's going on,
laughter is an indication

that we've stePPed back far enough

togeta broader Pcrsl:)ective.
It's not so much that what
we're seeing is funny,
it's that the relief of su&%enlg
being freed from our attachment
causes us to laugh 5Pontaneouslg.

~Cheri Huber
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"Laughter and awakening are very close relatives.
When the discriminating mind is suddelg shattered,
it is shattered in a cosmic laugh."

~Albert Low

How do you Put into words the experiencc of the role laughtcr
Plags in the Dharma we receive in this Practice’?

The deeP, full laughter of laughin in group

A laughing that is not against anggin or anyone

Alau hing that does not come out o elittling or demeaning
Ego~§isso|ving laughing

Humilit laughing

Unselfconscious Iaughing

True Nature laughing

Authenticitg |aug]'iing

Laughing at the absurditg of ego

Laughing not caring how you look

Laughing resting into: no one is looking at you,
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in the Privileged Environment

Itis timeless%aug]nter. Itis process laughter,
not content laughter.

The laughter of disidentification

The laughter of Thank You, Life, that was a goocl move!

The laughter of realizing how Pemcectlg evergthing is umcolding
for our awal(ening .
T]’lrowing the head back laughing

l:a”ing into lau hing and being held in the
laughing of Lhé.

Per]’waps we can’t describe it; Perhaps the best
thing to do isjus‘c to ]go riE;ht there now and let
outa huge, grateFul au

In this way, | do mostjog?u”g vow to train
mgschcl
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The best reason to eliminate self-hate
is that it gets in the way
of being able to do spiritual Practice.
It gets in the way
of ﬁn&ing that Place of deep compassion
within ourselves that is
the largest Part of spiritual Practice.
The secret is to disidcnth('g
from the conditionin
and start to see ourse[%es
as someone we love.

- Cheri Huber
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In one of the first retreats | at‘cended, I talked in group about a
work cha”enge | was exPeriencing, and there was laughter from
the group as | related the issue. I checked in about this in a
later group. The voices had me reeling embarrassed, telling me
I had shared sometning S0 stuPid as to be |augnable. | can still
remember, as if I'm sitting rignt in the Meditation Hall now—the
beauthcu”y tended flowers in the vase, the rammed earth wa”s,
the Kwan Yin figurine and the bells bg the Guide's cushion that
often Featuredgin animated exPlanations of Practice concepts,
the sound of the Frogs in the courtgard—tne deeP comPassion
and support in the Guide's response.

There was a kind and spot-on exPlanation of how that laugnter
from other Participants was recognition, an understanding of
the shared Places in which we all struggle, an expression of
"Oh, yes, | know that Place too!" Tne%%elin of Eeing seen,
resPected and suPPorted bg the Guide an Sangna tnrougn

tnat interaction was a |evel oF presence | don't tnink | nad ever
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cxPericnccd angwhere. It felt like a modeling that has informed
my sense of what's Possible when | steP out of selmc~hate, when
the Mentor sees me: My concerns are valid, will be heard and
resPectecl in presence and comPassion, and no ego will be
allowed. Wow!

In this way, | do most deeplg vow to train mgsehc.
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Everg carrot we Cl"lO]D in the kitchen
is a new miracle
when we givc it full attention.

~Cheri Huber
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The Guide missed nothing.

You could attend to cvergthin or thinkgou had, and the
Guide would arrive and note that the broom leaning against
the redwood Post was making a mark on the wood.

For me, at least, | had to worEthrough alot of irritation
before receiving the ProFound teaching of Love.

Contrary to ego’s framing, the Guide was not criticizing me, in
fact it had NOTHING to do with me. The Guide was loving the
redwood Pos’c.

Once | got that, training explodcd toano Portunity to
attend all clag long. It became a process OE Love, a process
of caring for All. A process of stewarding: s’ccwarding the
kitchen gray water out into buckets on the back Porch,
stewarding that water out to the trees and Plants at the
end of the dag, stewarcling the energy generated bg
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the interaction between the sun and the solar Panels,
stewarding the solar Panels, stewarding the vegetables in
the garden, stewarding the drainage ditches on the roads to
et t%wcm readg for the rains, stewarding the rainwater into
gﬁe storage tanks and stewarding the stored water when it
was neec{%d in the summer, stewarding the
windowsills and window frames ]33 cleaning
them and oiling them each year, stewardin
the babg squirrel fallen from its nest. All of)
this stewarjing haPPening within, and as, a
ractice of stewardmg the attention. None
of it “mine”, none of it “ours,” and all of it our
resPonsibilitg to steward.

In this way, | do most clecplg vow to train

myself.
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The qualitg of your life
is determined
bg the focus of your attention.

~Cheri Huber
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For several weeks one year at the Monasterg, we had a Clailg bell
ringjing training workshop‘ In the Monaster scheclule, we rang the
wa%e—u bell seven times at Jam, and rangthe bell three times at
7.15am to signal fifteen minutes before the 7.20am sit, the first sit of
the clag.

Each clag) a different monk was responsible for ringing the carlg
bells. The Guide would rcport each clag on whether the bells could
be heard up the hill.

Whg did it matter that the Monastery bells were heard?

Because it’s not what, but how!

For several days in a row, the bells 1 rang could not be heard up the
hill. Mang of the bells that other monks rar‘ltg could be heard.

I wrote to the Guide: We know it’s possible for those bells to be
audible so 1 will keep on Practicing until | make that shot! Gassho
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"“That's the sPirit," respondecl the Guide.

I realized that being in that attitude of Heart and Mind — that we
know it is Possible%or those bells to be heard, and so I will kee

on Practicing until theg are — was living where | wanted to live. Was
“making the shot”J rcgardless of the outcome of

the bcﬂ%su What was being modeled bg Practice
was the fundamental teaching omczjust dor't quit.
Constant devotion, with all attention Here, on this
stcp, not on the “outcome.”

And one clag, all seven of the 7am bells | rang
could be heard.

In this way of Practicc, I clecplg vow to train
myself.

155



We are equal to our liVCS.

~Cheri Huber
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While in Assisl, ltalg, ona Private meditation retreat and looking
into establishinga Peace Center, Cheri met a Franciscan friar
from Zambia. Brother John invited Cheri to his home country
to consider assisting with vulnerable children. She said yes. A
few of us had the %ood fortune to accompany Cheri on that

Journey. We fell in love with the community of Kan’colombaJ near
Ndola, Zambia.

Once we realized we were going to be involved with this
community, that we were going to start a Pro'ect thcre, | stated
what seemed obvious, “It seems we can startj bg rcsearching
how one does a develol:)ment Pro'ect.” The Guide’s response,

“|_et’s not. Let’s have our own cxPericncc.”

That guidance confounded, frustrated, even infuriated ego. |
mean, we're Buddhists, we offer retreats and workshops on
Awareness Practice; what do we know about creating a Project
to assist children in Zambia?!
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With no “exPcr’cisc,” and endless Love and Presence, ncarly two
decades later that Pro'cct thrives. I am deepl gratencul that we were
facilitated to find out fLat we could, indcecf t%\rough our own
cxPericncc, facilitate a clevelopmcnt Project.

I have seen the Guide Providing the mirror of
aclequacg again and again. Someone is sure “l can’t
do it,” and nonetheless is facilitated to learn to drive
a tractor, to run a chainsaw, to facilitate a retreat,
to cook for dozens, to build a hcrmitage, to write a

book, to end sugcring!

In this way of adcquacg, I do most deeplg vow to
train mgsehc.
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It does not seem to me that we are here to fix the world.
Itis onlg an assumption that another world is Possible;
we have no expcrience of it ever being
any different from the way itis.

Tomy mind, that is the best argument
for concentrating on the change we know is Possible,
which is the change that HaPPens to People when theg
take on a Pro'ect
for their own spiritual Practice
as away of Personal transformation.

~Cheri Huber
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Less than a year into the project in Zambia, | am witness to a
Year P
ProFound teacning of love.

Going against all her conditioning, Josepnine, a 20 year old
widow, with little English, HIV PositiveJ and a child Aging of
AlDs, stePs out of the crowd and asks the Guide for nelP.

Cheri’s answer, as it has alwags been when anyone has
the courage and willingness to ask for assistance, was “«Of
course. What can we do?”

“You can’t just nelp one Person,” o]?'ected the well-to-do
Z ambian who had accompanicd us fo Kantolomba that clay.

“Certainlg, we can,” said the Guide. “She is the one who

asked!” I'so related to the objcction. There are many otners;
how would that be fair?
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What I see now is how that is a process of looking to
conditioned mind. “But... What might not work about this...”

What I witnessed in the Guide was looking to the moment—
Life asked. Life rcsponded. Life trusts that Life will lead. And
Life does.

And helP, we did! Notjust Josephine, but her
whole community.

The Guide resPonded with love to “one

erson” coming, Forward, and through that
Eacilitatecl an exPansion of the Pro'ect that
may well never have happened without that
Yes.

In this way, | do most clecplg vow to train

myself.
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The desire to deal with a Problem
does not have to be connected
to Feeling upset about it.
That is an imPortant awareness
in sPiri’cual Practice.

- Cheri Huber
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Earlg onin Living ComPassion’s work in Zambia, I was on a
wallk with two young women living in the Living ComPassion
home in Ndola. Tgpical of teens, t]'leg spoke assiona’cclg
and uncensored. One of the things theg saicf was that theg
susPected resources Purchasecl %or the food Pro%:am were

being sold bg the stewards of the home, implgings ady clealings.

Hearing t]'ris, I could feel cells in the bodg come alive with
righteous indignation. How could they! Thisis wrong, somcthing
needs to be d%ne!

With enthusiasm, | communicated what had been said with the
Guide and monks. There was curiosity, a few qucs‘cions, and no
sign of distress.

A few mornings later, a meeting was held with each member of
the Living Compassion household. 1 stood waitingin a ncarbg
room, filled with dread of the unknown. The meeting came and
went, with no sign of angthing wrong from the Guicé.
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I dorn’t know what was said in that room, but | Pro'ect the
meeting was held like our Eroup discussions, with PeoPle
encouraged to EXpress w at is so for them.

Amc’cerwards, changes were imPlemented, Theresa became the
head of the Living ComPassion house, and things unfolded
like a meandering, clear, calm river.

Countless times | have been reminded of

this scenario. When it feels like things are
Fa”ing aPart, J pause and recall the calm,
centered energy of the Guide. Nothing
Wrong, Communicate. Invite and receive all
Perspectives. Allow to drop in Compassionate
Awareness. What Now Life?

In this way, There Is NothingWrong, I do most
deeplg vow to train mgsehc.
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The exciting news is that when you no iongcr
believe your conditioned responses,
you are free to do or not to do angthing.
Suddenly, you have options.

The whole world of Possibilities
s open to you.

- Cheri Huber
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gk,

Sangha gatlﬂered at the Golden Gate E)ridge walk.
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At one Point there was an invitation to Participate ina
“tun~raising" group with the Guide for the annual Bricige
walk camPaign. | responcieci to the invitation with some sort
of Polite "Thank you, but I'm too busg for this rigiit now."
The repiy | received back was a kinci, clear response that
Pointeci out that as someone who had indicated a desire to
Jump into Practice with both feet, looking to a conditioned
"too busg" response migiﬁt not be the way to £0o.

That replg was extraorciinarg, a wakeup call that cut through
my slecpwalking. Until that Point, that sort of knecjerk
response was completcl routine and unexamined in my life.
“Oh, that would be nice%ut I can't. Too busy. Can't aiq’%)rci

it. Don't feel like it right now." Here, sucicien?g, my Politc and
comPlctelg~acce ta le~bg~societal~stanciarcis replg was
being called out for what it was: conditioned mind keeping
me tiigom ciioosing what trulg mattered most to the heart.
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When, years later, | heard the cxPression "Practice holds our
hearts%or us...,"| realized that was what haPPenecl in that
cxchangc. I was gjven the o Portunit to pay attention and
look more closc@;, clearlg shown the ?orks in the road, one
leading away, the other to the authentic desire of the heart.

In this way, I do most clecplg vow to train mysehc.

169



When we become for ourselves
the Mentor we always wished we ha&,

evergthing in lire becomes
an cxciting adventure.

~Cheri Huber
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Practice and Cheri! Three words arise: Possibilities, adventure,
and exP!oration.

At one very low point in my life, 1 could not imagjne attending
a Sangha event because 1 felt in a P!ace where all doors were
close?anci couldn’t picture what I'would do there. Cheri saici,
“Oh, I can imagjne alijl(incis of Possibilities for you.” | couldn’t,
but trusting wi%at she said, | went. She was right. There were
indeed ways that arose to Participate and contribute. It was a
revelation. No room has all the doors closed.

In guiciance, when I talked about a difficult time turning out to
be an adventure, Cheri said, “I hoPe you will bring that attitude
to evergthing in your life.” 1t has become a mantra, whatever
the circumstances.

That teac]'iing has been a big, big gitt of Practice—that
evergthing s simPlg an adventure, an exPloration. We're
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alwags iust wherever we are, taking the next stelaJ seeing what
arises fLerc, then taking the next step. Amid the cacopﬁong
of ego commentary, that’s the silver thread: this is just an

ex [%ration. And being an exPlorer is a whole lot more fun
than being batted around b con&itioning’s conviction that no
venture is rea”g safe or worth it.

Working through an cxPcricnce in Group, building a stone-
bg-stone wall at the Monaster , choPPing vegetables in the
ki’cchcn, Facili’cating, being Faci[%cate&, sitting, ﬁaving the heart
blown open by what is unFolding in Kantolomba, scrubbing

a bathroom, P&fannin a foreign triP — it’s all an exploration.
Practice creates a whole different life for us. And Cheri
stands at the door, welcoming us in to all that room.

In this way of Possibi!itg, cxPloration and adventure, | do most
c{eeplg vow to train myselF,



There is nothing more important
than comPassion.
Nothing.

There is nothing that needs to be done,
nothing that needs to be imProved,
not if the Price we must pay is to leave
compassion.

~Cheri Huber
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We had this wonderful multi-media retreat some years
back. One morning, a beautiful song aboutjo was Plaged
at the end of meditation. One woman missed t?‘\at sit and
thus did not hear the song, “Good,” I heard a voice in my
head say, “serves her right. The rest of us got ourselves
up in time to get to meditation. This is Zen!”

Later that morning, Cheri oPenecl group with, I
understand not everyone go‘c to hear the song after
meditation this morning. Let’s Plag it again.”

The songwas Plaﬁed.
Eéo was outrage
The heart oPcned in rccognition of compassion in action.
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I will never Forget this teaching. It has assisted me

to choose comPassion over egocentric karmic
conditioning/ self-hate on the countless occasions when
self-hate wants to Punish “me” or “someone else.”

In this way, with deep comPassion, Ido
most deeplg vow to train mgsehc.
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Being kind to yourself
lets you be Einder
to others—
and thatjust might be the finest giFt
you can give to the world.

~Cheri Huber
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Earlg on in my Practice, we were havinggroup at the
home of a woman in Sangha. Someone made mention
of something, the content of which | cannot recall,
and a group Participant commented, “Well, that
doesn’t matter.”

Cheri, in an exc‘uisite tcaching moment, gentlg and
comPassionate y said, “It matters to her.”

What struck me, and made such an impression that |
remember it to this clag, was that it was said in a way
that honored everyone. it did not make the person
commenting wrong, it honored the person to whom it
mattercd, and it was a teaching for all of us.
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It was a moment of gentle claritg and presence that
asked that we honor all Perspectives.

In this way, I do most deeplg VOW
to train mgsehc.
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We do what we do for thejog of &oing,
not because we’'re going to get
a reward when it’s over.

~-Cheri Huber
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On a retreat raPcing the Colorado River, the end of our triP
was at Phantom Ranc]'l, the lowest Part of the canyon, where
we needed to hike out (7.5 miles I think) . Our river guides
stressed the imPortance of Packing amP!e food and water so
we would not suffer from dehgclration or exhaustion.

Dulg ﬁvrovisioned as instructed, we made our
way along the steep trail and ran into a fellow,
not Part of our roup, who was not doing at
all well Phgsical y. He was exPcriencin the
symptoms the river guides had warne§ us about.

True to character, Cheriwas one of the last
PeoPle back: she walked with him evecr{g s‘ceP of
the way, taking it as slow as he needed. What
comPassion and care she demonstrated.

In this way, I do most clecplg vow to train mysehc.
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Angthing that haprens could be

experienced in millions of ways.

What happens is not important.

How we react to what haPPens IS
very imPortant.

~Cheri Huber
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Recentlg, the youn c]ogl live with secretlg gota hold of my
Practice rosary anf chewed the bead rePresenting Sangha.
The bead survived but now has teeth marks and a small section
chewed out. 1" immediatelg regretted the assing of the pure
roundness of its old form ancﬁelt wary oﬁhis new bumpg one.
This state blissFu”g Passed uicklg, rcPlaced 133 a what-to-do-
now line of thinl(ing: sand it’.jcavc it rough? ask for a new bead?
T]’lanlacullg it droPPed in to write in to Practicc for guidance.

The response: "We checked with Cheri and to wear it as it is
would be absolutelg ﬁne, since it is now a Venerable Bead (we
hoPe you get the reference!) .”

The recitation for the Sangha bead says,

Sangha is the Hol% Order of sPiritua| ancestors, monks, Priests,
and all those who follow and Practice this Path.
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Now the roughness of the Sangha bead is a reminder to include
my vcncrablc pup wit]n a” thc "venerable beacls" (and Bcdes*)

that came before. E\/ery Iiving
creature coming togcthcr in each
moment.

In this way, | do clecplg

vow to train mgsehc.

*St. Bede, born c. 673,
was said to be known as
“The Venerable Bede”
because of his holiness
and intellectual brilliance.
We think our rosaries

Babg Cheri assisting to make "Mama Cheri's" beads
venerable.
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Simplg meet each experience of lhcc,
inside and out,
body, ?cclings and mind,
with all the love and acceptance
you can muster.

~Cheri Huber
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A few years into my Practice | received an email from the
Guestmaster, inquirin if 1 would be wi”ing to sPeak ata
fundraiser that was sc%—\ec]uled in San Francisco. | was aware
of my bodg ﬁ”ingwith familiar sensations of dread. My usual
response in a situation like this would have been to decline, but
I had had a Pre\/ious experience of something very similar in
Practice and recognizecl the Pattern!

This time | said Yes.

At the event, shortlg before it was time to appear, | found
mgselF in a bathroom stall shaking with emotion. Wa”dng out
into the hall, with a tear stained éce, I saw the Guide. 1 told her
what was haPPening and my fear of standing in front of the
crowd and not being able to sPeal(.

She said, >And i that haPPens, you will be surrounded bg

comPassion and uncondritional love.”
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Standing on stage, knees and voice shaking, | oPcncd m
mouth. Words did come. I do not remember what was saig
and I'll never Forget the oPPortunit9 ghctecl bg the Guide: the
oPPortunitg to go begond the barriers of egocentric karmic
conditioning/ self-hate and reunite with Life’s Love on the
other side.

In this way of saying Yes! to Life, Ido most
deeplg vow to train mgsehc.
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Once we touch into our essental nature,
we simpgg lose all desire
to do harmful things to others.

~Cheri Huber
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Pve heard Cheri say many times, Iaughing, “There’s nothing more
Pathctic than a Buddhist with ants.”

At one Point the Monastery Meditation Hall became a
thorough?are for ants. Theg created a rather wide lane of
traffic rig]'lt down the middle of the Hall. we simplg stepped over
them as we made our way toa Place to sit, and
cventua”g they moved on. But when they arrived

in the Kitchen, we had to get creative to eep them
out of the food. The solution was s’craight?orward,
storing t]'lings in tubs with lids. When serving

Foocl, we resorted to “moats” for sweet things. We
Placed bowls of fruit inside a Plate of water so the
ants could not reach the fruit. With these ants,

and all creatures, there was always the utmost care
taken not to do harm. Cheri alwags modeled for us
that every critter was welcome and imPortant.

In this way, I do most clecplg vow to train mysehc.
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Please do not do 9ourseH: the disservice
of assuming there is something to do
that is more imPortant than Eeing
right here, right Nnow,

Present, aware, attentive, accepting.

~-Cheri Huber
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Ori ina”g at the Monastery, each hermitage had a copy
of Cheri’s first book, The Key and the Name of the Keyls
Wi”ingncss.

My favorite part of that book was, and still is, the last
page: “(Continued on page 1)”

I took that guidance to heart. I would read it every night
when on retreat, and then start again on Pagel and read
it again because a lot of it was Greek to me. 1didn’t grasp
much but knew what was bcing Pointed at was rea”g
imPor’cant.

What I didn’t realize at the time was how bcauthcung that

last page demonstrated one of the kcg tcachings of Zen:
begirming again at one.
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That is a basic instruction in meditation for counting the
breath. If we getto 10, or if we lose our Place, we begin
againatl. Zen Mind, Begjnner’s Mind.

This is just one of countless examples of how the teachings
are so eauthcullg and organica” woven
into all that this Practice, Guidec? 139 Cher,
offers.

In this way, | do most clecplg vow to train

myself.
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The time has come.
You have to face it that there isn’t
angthing wrong, with you,
there is nothinggou need to change or imProve,
you 5imp|9 must cease to allow
the voices to control you.

The time has come to take your life out of the hands
—the clutching, grasping hands—
of egocentric karmic con itioning( self-hate
and return your life to essential nature.

~Cheri Huber
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Gratitude abounds.

This ghct of Dharma we have received is one we can onlg hoPc
to repay bg training to be what has been so generouslg,
unwavcring!g, compassionatelg modeled for us.

And 50, we continue.
We Practice.

We train.

We say Yes.

We say Thank you.

We Practice Now, in this Pcmcect moment.

In gasshc’)
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Teacher, student both are no more,
Mystery of mgsterics!
Who is tﬁere to receive this truth?
Who is there to give it?

With one blow the vast skg IS sud&cnlg shattered.
Holg, ProFane, both are gone without trace.
Inthe athless, all Paths come to an end.
Brightly sﬁines the moon; soaftlg the wind rustles
In the cour’cgard of the temple.

The water of all the rivers flows into the great sea.

The Oxher&ing Pictures

"(Continued on page D" ~Cheri Huber, The Key
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