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A Kind Heart Everyday
—A report on 2004 CDR Summer Camp
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A Rose

I see a rose looking at me.

I put my nose in the rose.

Sniff, sniff!

A lady bug crawls up the stem

at the City of the Dharma Realm.

— By Robby McCauley Summer Camp, 2004

This was Robby’s first year to attend our Buddhist camp, along with
his sister, Karsten.

“The Buddha Hall is the best place,” he said. “The Buddhas and
Bodhisattvas are beautiful.”” Robby has cerebral palsy, but managed to
keep up with the other twenty students who came to camp this sum-
met. The theme of the camp was ‘A Kind Heart Everyday.” Naturally,
the children’s hearts went out to Robby as they supported him on
the balance beam, set up his stand in the Buddha Hall, or just walked
slowly behind with him when the going got too rough—especially
Taylor and Evan.

There were 21 campers with various ethnic backgrounds—paint-

ing lotus flowers together, making pizza, drumming, and listening to
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stories about the Buddha. Alan was the youngest, at four, and the most
curious. There were four mothers who stayed the whole week—four
busy mothers. Campers cracked some old Spanish tiles and made
walkways in the gardens. Gathering up palm leaves, they sculptured
them into staffs, brooms and gigantic fans, decorated with stripes and
dots and switls. Dharma Master Mao created a class called ‘Cherish-
ing Blessings’ in which the children were taught environmental ethics
through games and stories. Showing them a black paper heart, she
said, “This is a polluted heart, like dirty air.” Next she showed them a
golden paper heart. “This is a good heart,” she said. “If you cherish
your blessings, your heart will be golden.”

One of the highlights of the camp was ‘Drums,” taught by Mr.
Khemet, father of Nehanda and Isoke, who attended camp. Mr.
Khemet held up a gourd decorated with glass beads that rattled when
shook. “This is a Shekere from Africa,” he said. “The drum that Neil
is playing is called a Gonga. It’s the mother drum and it’s talking to the
baby drum, the one that Iran is playing, “Thump!” “Thump!”

Alicia shook the maraccas. Taylor tapped on a Mbira drum, slow
then fast. Charlene plucked on the rthumba box. Hubert and Tiffany
led the choir.

“Jingo-o-o. Jingo-o-o.

Jingo-ba. Jingo-ba-ba-bal”

The beat of the drums, the voices of the children rang throughout
the City of Dharma Realm, calling all to come and listen. At the end
there was a joyful silence, followed by a meditation class.

Moaning and groaning, the children plopped down on the meditation
cushions and slumped over. I asked myself, “How many times have I
seen this after years of teaching meditation?”” Then I said, “Today we’ll
play the meditation game. IT” will walk around the circle and choose the
best sitter.” Eyes brightened; backs straightened. Everyone got chosen.
Atfter class, the boys said, “Meditation is cool! ” By the end of the week,
everyone could sit like a bell. The next week we played a balance game.
Campers balanced cups, stones, and glasses of cool water on their heads
for twenty minutes while sitting in full lotus. Even 5 year-old Iran could
do it, talking and giggling the whole time.

Preparing them for the farewell performance, Dharma Master You
taught the campers to play the dharma instruments and sing “I'm
Really Lucky to Study Buddhism,” written by the Venerable Master.
Along with African drumming, they literally ‘brought the house down’
at the performance and were called back for three encores. They
well deserved the orange popsicles from Miss Gao, their Vietnamese
teacher, at the end.

September 2004 € VAJKA BODHI SEA )

31






