Finding My Teacher
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By Janice (Maya) Vickers Storss
Translated into Chinese by Honglian Tan

The growing Sangha under the Venerable Master in the early 70's. Janice Vickers (Guo Jin) was the
middle, firstrow. KOE XK - L AR THEE B 5K - RPEAEF—HFTRIEE o

aturday, February 10, 1968, 2:00 a.m. Coming over the

Bay Bridge saw the lights of San Francisco for the first
time. Having just turned 21, I'd left Texas on a quest to find
an enlightened “Zen Master.” How I'd go about it, I hadn’t
a clue. I only knew that to “wake up” I had to find someone
who was already Awake.

That afternoon, looking for a room to rent, I met Nick
& Susan Mechling at their Pine Street house. Susan invited
me to dinner, where I met Nancy Lovett, who was also
looking for a teacher and also wanted to rent the room. The
Mechlings told us about a Chinese Zen master they knew
called Abbot Du-Lun, or “The Abbot.” Theyd met and
married while living at his building on Sutter Street. Though
they weren't yet disciples of his, they greatly admired him.

Chinatown, Sunday morning, February 11. Cold, grey
day. Chinese New Year celebrations going on; deep drums.
Rhythmic cymbals, firecracker on Grant Avenue. We're a
bunch of young Americans trying to find a place to park in
Chinatown; Steve Mechling, Nick’s younger brother; Gary
Linebarger, Steve’s friend; Nancy Lovett, my new roommate
(were going to share the room); and three or four other
guys, soldiers on leave, friends of Gary and Steve.

We crossed Clay, turned into Waverly place, and went up
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four flights of wooded stairs to the Buddhist Lecture Hall.
Opening the gate at the top we saw shades of charcoal grey
and a wool watch cap. I'd expected someone older, somehow.
Curiously he seemed to see all the way to my soul.

Gary and Steve already knew him. Nancy had heard of him
from Ronald Epstein, a University of Washington grad student
she and her husband Steve had met in Taiwan. Taking turns
signing the red guest book, we chatted with The Abbot until
the service began. There was something awesome about this
Abbot—a sparkle, a magnetism, a certain magic like no one I'd
ever met. A clean, wholesome air.. ..

The chanting started, “The Great Compassion Dharani,”
for developing kindness. It was in a very foreign language:
Sanskrit with a Chinese accent. I kept losing my place as it
repeated over and over, but patiently the Abbot helped me
find it again.

Singing ended, we sat at one long white formica table
on metal folding chairs. At its head the Abbot gave a brief
talk, partly in Chinese, partly in English. An elderly woman
named Alice (Gwo He) tried her simple best to translate...
something about Chinese New Year, and how the flower of
Buddhism would open five lotuses. I couldn’ quite follow,
but being there felt so right.

After lunch the boys explored

Chinatown while Nancy and
I headed back to the Buddhist
Lecture Hall to see the Venerable
Abbot, Nancy described to him
her visions and states of mind; it
turned out that her Buddha eye
had been opening. She seemed
so relieved to have finally found
someone who knew, as she put it.
He later explained to me that she
worked hard (spiritually) in her
last life, and that is why she had
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results in this life. Instead of asking him about important
things, I was so relieved to have found my teacher that I sat
there crying. When he asked why, I said I felt like I'd come
home. He said, “OK, OK.” It was twilight in Chinatown; we
sat down to meditate. The Abbot sat on the platform. I sat at
the back of the altar. Gary and Steve came back to meditate
too. By the end of that first day we had signed up to “Take
Refuge with the Three Treasures" and become disciples of
the Buddha. We were all looking forward to next weekend,
when the ceremony would take place.

On Saturday, February 17, we were each given a little
red certificate book with our new Dharma-names. He said
to consider this our new birthday. Gary’s Dharma-name
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was Gwo Yo (“resulting in helping”), Steve’s Gwo Deng
(“resulting in equality”), Nancy’s Gwo Ching (“resulting in
respect”), and mine Gwo Jin (“resulting in entering”). When
I asked what it meant he said, “Come in, come in, follow the
Way, come into my heart, come into Buddhahood!”

A few Chinese disciples were there: Alice (Gwo He), along
with two boys named Jimmy Wong and Kim Lee. Someone
had bought a white sheet-cake and refreshments to celebrate.
Steve and Gary approached the Abbot with a question we'd
been discussing. They'd heard that San Francisco was due
anytime for another gigantic earthquake like the one in
1906. To our surprise, he just smiled and assured us that as
long as he was in San Francisco, there wouldn’t be a major
earthquake! We were amazed, and
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greatly comforted.

I went almost every day to
the Buddhiist Lecture Hall,
meditating, reading, and learning | ;4
from Shr Fu (Chinese for |
“Teacher”). He showed me how ¢

to bow, how make hot tea, how to &

hold chopsticks, how to cook rice.
One day I cooked a pot of black
beans and carelessly forgot it, but
he cleaned up the spill and saved
it from burning, with never a word
of reproach. He instructed how to
offer lowers for the altar, how to
offer incense, at what angle to hold my hands together when
chanting, and how to pronounce the chants. Visitors came
and went: Orne Grant, whose Buddha-eye was open, as was
his wife’s and son’s: Madalena Lew; Joe and Gwen Miller;
Sam Lewis; Mr. Yee; the ladies who always yelled “SEE-
VOO?” (Cantonese for “Shr Fu”) at the top of their lungs
coming in the door. He treated each one with hospitality and
good manners, making tea, always keeping a lacquer box of
candy on the table.

At the end of February, another girl named Loni Baur came
to the Buddhist Lecture Hall. She started coming almost
every day, too. I had been wishing to myself that I could live
there all the time, since the hall was empty every night when
he left. One day he asked me if I would be afraid to stay by
myself at the temple, and, surprised, I told him no. He had
read my mind, of course. Since we were spending so much
time there he agreed to let us stay. We, being somewhat of
the hippie persuasion, traveled lightly, and so unrolled our
sleeping bags on the floor, on either side of the long white
table. On the first morning we were there, Kim Lee had to
step over us on his way to light the incense. I figured we'd
better get up earlier after that.

ORI (FHIVER) - JWAUPRE CEANER)
o EHMTSLIRAVES R R AR a0 T
A AR BREEEE AT  EARE !

ARKS IR - @ — S EfEL - OEREHRCGE
) > BARMMELTHIMR M B Z - —(EER - =6
RO S—Es - FER) - ERAAET —=
bR — LB LA o SR O LR 5 S
] T — (B — B AV - e s
A2 55— TR 1906 S AL HT RIS - A E]
A i —5% o MR MIpREERR - A E e
L—K > BA SEFA ARHE | FPTEEAYEIRF > R
FIER T -

BRFERBEMH
R > BEEE > B
aE > AT (P XER
Ry Rl SHA - M#FK
EBhmEE - BRI
EfkER T BHER
B — R HET —
AT HHEOHEE
T R BEIRT AR ARE
N AT - $REZ G R

| WET > BEEHE
oo EER R - Rl
M — ) R AR
2 E e M TR B O
6> FEAGFRIF > T HLUMMERAVAERLE > D&
SRF ST o A EEARMEAER - HEE - 15
R R —— LAY FRIR E 4T > MRV 1057 -
—E ; E{E - BIENERZ) ~ L - RETAR -
SKED ~ LI - BESHT ~ FYeedid 5 BAATELALRHL
T FHBEHRIEARNL " RlSC ) HYZERM - A
EAERES - LIS - % MEEEERT L
R — 2 HER -

“HERHIEF B - —(ENYBAYE - SR EYLCZRE] T
PR > WP ERAK - —HLIRKE A EFE
HEHCREEAEEE  HESRATCEEFFEER -
s AR GGG - —RETKHTELGEH
—EANFHEEREST B ? ST A S - B —
EEE THRAVLE - R & RS AR HER
& FTPARISC R MIE 2K - BFTERMGE R £
DIEy > B AT RARE - FEARE R
R WSFHIH ESHBARELS - ZERER - AR
—RF L FREAGAREERME LEBERT
WRIEE © SRIMIEZ RS |

JurLy 2010 Vajra Bopur Sea 41



