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"If you have come here to help me, you are wasting your time. But if you have come because

your liberation is tied up with mine, then let us work together."

Lilla Watson, Aboriginal activist
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What Role Does Spirituality Play?

by Kalen, adapted from Buddhism Plain and
Simple.

A farmer heard about how great the Buddha was so he
went to see him with his problems.

He started out telling the Buddha about how he loved to
farm but sometimes the weather didn't cooperate. Last
year, in fact, it was so bad he nearly starved.

The Buddha listened but didn't say anything. So the
man continued by telling the Buddha he was married and
really loved his wife. But sometimes she nagged too
much and didn't keep the house clean.

Again the Buddha listened but didn't say anything. So
the man said he had some children and that they were
really good children but sometimes they were not
respectful enough and didn't listen to him.

The Buddha continued to listen quietly. The man
continued listing many problems he had. When he was
done, the Buddha said that he was sorry but he couldn't
help him - that there were 83 problems we all faced.

The Buddha said, "Well,
maybe my teachings can help

you...

"What?" screamed the man. "l thought you were this
great spiritual teacher and could give me solutions for all
my problems - so what good are your teachings?!"

The Buddha said, "Well, maybe my teachings can help
you with the 84th problem, which is none of us want to

have problems".

So my question to readers is:

Since we all have problems but don't want to have
problems - what role does spirituality play in our lives?
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Our Spiritual Lives
by Shoshin
What is spirituality, and how is it related to religion?

Well, first let’s look at religion. Coming from a Latin verb,
religare, which means to tie together, religion is a
collection of ideas and rituals that help human beings to
address fundamental questions about their place in the
order of things, as well as how to conduct themselves in
response to an agreed upon code, which is tied to their
place in the order of things. Religion is organized, social,
and often well-defined. Religious scholar Huston Smith
and other prominent scholars have identified the
following characteristics, among others, as common to
religions:

[0 A unified, central set of scriptures

[J Belief in a supernatural being or beings actively
interacting with the world

[0 Common rituals and rites of passage

[0 An explanation of the afterlife

[0 A hierarchy that helps define, regulate and direct
the religion’s adherents

[0 Faith as an important component of belief

(contd)
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Buddhism in its original form in many ways did not fit this
definition. Instead of one set of scriptures, there arose
different schools that emphasized different sets of
scriptures, yet they all were considered Buddhist. While
gods are mentioned and acknowledged, there is no
requirement to believe in a Supreme Being in order to be
a Buddhist. The Buddha himself did not claim to be
divine. There are rituals and holidays and practices
common within schools of Buddhism, but they vary
across schools and cultures. The Buddha did not place
much emphasis on an afterlife, and instead redirected
his followers’ focus to the here and now. Original
Buddhism was more egalitarian than hierarchical, and
instead of demanding faith, the Buddha recommended a
more empirical, skeptical, almost scientific approach to
adopting ideas.

Because of these differences with most other world
religions, some have called Buddhism a philosophy or an
ethical code, but not a religion.

Whether Buddhism is or is not technically a religion will
not be resolved in this article, but as Buddhists, we must
be aware that we are spiritual beings. The very notion of
a Buddhist “path” presupposes that we are on a journey
that is more than just a biological slog from cradle to
grave. What is spirituality? Simply put, it is the
exploration of what transcends the mundane, what lies
behind the material, concrete reality that we sometimes
think is the end of the story. Spirituality is our pursuit of
higher wisdom, of knowledge of what is larger and
perhaps unseen, and of personal experiences that help
us to gain this wisdom and knowledge.

The fascinating thing about being a Buddhist is that we
kind of straddle a line. Buddhism is both intensely
individual, in that Buddha directed is to be a lamp unto
ourselves and work out our salvation with diligence, but
we also have the gifts of the Sangha, traditions,
teachings, teachers and specific individual steps
available to us. Religion is there for us, but it is not the
end point.

Perhaps the greatest gift the Buddha
gave the world was his personal
demonstration that spirituality is right
in front of us...

We owe it to ourselves to monitor what we eat so that we
can be nourished and survive. We owe it to ourselves to
monitor our fitness and personal safety, and we should
be aware of our psychological health and ask for
feedback when we need it. But just as importantly, we
need to be aware of and nurture our spiritual selves lest
we get caught in the trap of thinking “this is all there is,

and my own animal needs and desires are all that
matter.”

Having a spiritual life for a Buddhist means learning
about the Buddhist experience from literature, from
teachers and from each other. It means opening
ourselves to mystical experience through meditation,
rituals and daily mindfulness. None of these things
requires a trip to India, an audience with the Dalai Lama,
or ten years in a Japanese monastery. Perhaps the
greatest gift the Buddha gave the world was his personal
demonstration that spirituality is right in front of us,
accessible all the time, if only we will have the courage
and patience to be “lamps unto ourselves.”
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Hell is for Children
By Eddie Williams—Menard, IL

Tink! Tink! Tink! The sound of steel banging against
steel. Click, clank! Sounds of unlocking steel doors. Tell
me something. How is this? A sleeping man may be
awakened by sound vibration. He may be for all intents
and purposes unconscious; he cannot see, feel or taste.
But the sense of hearing is so prominent that a sleeping
man may be awakened just by sound vibration.

Sounds, | will always remember. As | wake up in bed to
the reality of sleeping in a two-man cell. | sit up and my
body starts aching as anger and frustration begin to
overtake me. My mind starts tripping. Dear God, |
wonder, will | make it? All this time that they have given
me...You see, murder is the case they gave me. Will |
make it out the door? | can’t seem to escape from this
damn place. What else could it be? | am in a strange
place with a strange man who doesn’t know anything
about me. Yet once again | must lose my dignity as my
cellie and others can see me doing things no other
human should see. Go to hell! As | sit on my throne
taking another trip on the magic carpet as | use the



facilities. Not even the women | spent time with have
seen this much of me.

What quality of will must a man possess to live and die
with dignity in a place that denies his humanity? Here |
go, off the Emerald City, where | must follow the yellow
brick road or answer to the Cyclops who watches my
every move. As | ease on down the road with my fellow
zombies, | hear old Cyclops yelling “Walk this way!” All |
say to myself is “Don’t bring me down.”

Just the other day my family told me “I was thinking
about you.” | remember when my father died. | still think
about him. | guess that’s what it all comes down to when
you aren't in their lives a lot. Here in Emerald City, | must
walk alone. No priest, imam family or friends can
accompany me here, only my deeds, good or bad.

I move through Wonderland, down the rabbit hole of
memory. | think back to where it all began, how | crossed
over the River Styx of the legal system where the police
bogeymen came to me with nightmare questions that |
must not have answered right, for | had to stand before
Mephistopheles to be judged for my deeds, good and
bad.

| slipped in and out of consciousness from the strain of
shame from hearing things said about me. | was in a
room full of strangers speaking a strange language while
pointing at me. | wondered where it all went wrong. |
didn’t try to live my life this way. | wanted to be a
husband, father and provider. | wanted to love and be
loved.

Bam! Bam! The hammer of justice snapped me back to
reality. Fear and despair put me in a strangle hold.
Mommy! God! Somebody! Please help a brother out of
this mess. Tell them, mommy, that I’'m a good boy. Oh
please, God, make them see that this was all a
misunderstanding. Can’t they see that | am a victim of
circumstance?

| wondered where it all went
wrong. | didn’t try to live my
life this way...

As Dracula sinks his fangs into me to steal the life from
me he says, “For the waste of your precious human life—
guilty!” Guilty! May God have mercy on me. “Do you
have anything to say?” says he. “Yeah,” says me, “I'm
the Wolfman, and | eat people like you for breakfast!
King Kong ain’t got nothin’ on me!”

Get real. | just put my head down as they led me out of
the courtroom. | was led into Dante’s Inferno where the

seven headed beast greeted me—lies, hopelessness,
shame, loneliness, anger, ignorance and greed. Give up
hope all ye who enter here. Guarding the gates of hell is
Cerberus, the three-headed dog of guards, inmates and
cells.

Loneliness starts to set in, and |
feel helpless and hopeless. |
feel like everybody left me. Me,
me, me. In reality, | left them.

Here on the first level | face the gremlins of bitterness
and loneliness. | blame my family and friends for not
writing letters, not sending money, not accepting my
calls when | want them to. | blame the court system for
not giving me a second chance. Loneliness starts to set
in, and | feel helpless and hopeless. | feel like everybody
left me. Me, me, me. In reality, | left them.

Then there’s Azreal with his lies waiting on the second
level. | lie to my loved ones. | lie to myself and others. |
talk slick about how | had this and that. | don’t realize
that | have become a dirty lowdown liar.

A leprechaun on level three smiles in my face. He’s full
of greed and gluttony. | am forever hungry. No
commissary, no amount of gambling will ever be enough.
That’'s my gold, the only thing of value to me. That’'s what
makes it easy for the master of the next level.

The Dreamweaver has me dazed and confused
watching tv. Stories of drugs and money and women and
sports waste my time.

The beautiful lady Medusa turns me to stone. Lust keeps
my tongue wagging on level five. | see her
everywhere...on tv, in my dreams, in magazines, and
even in female employees. | think | am in love, but | am
lusting for her.

Time moves forward as | am blinded by these wasted
years, to the point where the Iceman freezes my heart
with anger, rage, hatred jealousy and envy. | do nothing
all day but babble idly and use harsh words to express
myself.

On the last level | won’t be gong to heaven on seven.
Worst of all is Ahriman, King of Darkness. Ignorance is
bliss; it is folly to be wise. | wasted all those years
learning nothing, doing nothing. While | watch some
become religious fanatics, | count religion as childish and
hold to the idea that there is no sin but ignorance.
(contd)
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Wake up and rise to dignity, compassion, wisdom and
nobility. Show self-restraint and neatness in dress. Base
your morals on intellectual, ethical and spiritual norms.
Try to achieve this by ignoring slander, and refraining
from inappropriate behavior. An intelligent man knows
that he does not want miseries. Listen to the Buddha. He
is a wise man.
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Faith

Speak not of conversion
You are already there
Sitting—limitless vision
Each their own Way

Compassion in the steps

Be where you are now

Why speak much of precepts
You have them already

See now a fellow being
Hidden in her voice is pain
Give her compassion shining
In all your acts and speech

That is all there is
No new faith of this
Simply be here now

Noah Toller—Bowling Green, MO
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Matrix

The one with newly opened eyes will see
After coming to believe, the One will be
Comprehending, the pieces fit for him
Seeing, he now sees past the illusion

He knows without the mind comprehending
With Sight he sees without the eyes seeing
And the very fabric of all that is

Melts away under the true Sight of his
He will move in and out of the system
To him the vast machine is no problem
To us he comes to open our shut eyes
If a label you need: liberation

But do not think more in terms of labels
To label is to limit what this is

No labels, no limits, pure existence.

Noah Toller—Bowling Green, MO

First Treasure

Who is Buddha to take refuge in?

Why none other than Prince Siddhartha
A sentient being of flesh and blood
Perhaps first of the title Buddha

Still take no refuge in him

For he died long ago

Turn away from statues

And trust in what you already know

| take refuge in the Awakened
What does this mean?

It is all of us sentient beings
Illumine the seen and the unseen

Arise from your slumber

Do this: Be here now

Live this moment and be awake
The Way is not what and how

Noah Toller—Bowling Green, MO
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Letters to the Editor

Dear Editor:

| wish to acknowledge a heartfelt and abiding thanks and
appreciation to our dearly beloved Dharma sister, Kalen.

Her compassion and loving practice stand out as an
example to all of us.

May she be surrounded by peace and be granted the
merit of her practice.

Thanks you, Kalen, for everything. | am in peace..

Appreciatively,
Noah Toller--Bowling Green, MO

Dear Inside Dharma,

| am beginning a project for which | need your help. I'm
looking for writings on the daily life of prison. The
writings can be about anything. Maybe you have
experienced an injustice, had trouble with medical, or
couldn’t eat the food. Maybe you're bored out of your
mind, no longer get mail, have a CO who rides you, or
have trouble with your cellie. Whatever it is, | want it to

Dom Lupo,

235907 2D-141

NECC

13698 Airport Road
Bowling Green, MO 63334

sReapeereey

A Plea From Kalen

Every once in a while | get something sent in to Inside
Dharma with a request that we Xerox it and return

it. Please note that our volunteer secretary, Sally, is
overwhelmed with answering requests, shopping for and
mailing out “dress-out” clothing, mailing out the
newsletters, keeping our mailing list up to date, sending
books, Malas, etc. We do not have a Xerox machine so
she has to drive to one to complete this task.

In the future we will not be able to Xerox and return
anything sent in. We are happy, if requested, to send a
typed article if a handwritten one is sent in for the
newsletter. We have to type it for the newsletter and it's
easy to print a copy and mail it to the sender. Thanks for
understanding!
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A Glance of Buddhism
By Z.L. King— Galesburg, IL

be something you experienced yourself.

The writings can take the form of
essays, letters to a friend, or perhaps a
diary. How and what you write about is
completely up to you. You may submit
as many as you like, but | would like to
receive at least three entries from each
contributor. All writing will become the
property of the project and cannot be
returned and entries will be accepted for
the next couple of years. One inmate
writing in a diary style has already
submitted fifteen entries and is not
finished yet. Some of his entries are just
a couple of paragraphs long, while
others are four pages in length.

In the end | hope to help fund Inside
Dharma’s re-entry assistance efforts.
Thank you for all your time, and | look
forward to reading your entries. Please

Since February, 1998 Buddhism has been my
religion and way of life. | have been a member
of the inmate sangha at Menard, Pontiac and
Hill. There was no Buddhist worship service
at Pontiac in August, 2004 and Hill in April,
2007 so | submitted proposals that resulted in
the establishment of weekly Buddhist services
there.

The Buddha was and is a master teacher.
After over 2,500 years his teachings are still
filled with life. Almost everyone who accepts
the Buddha'’s teachings will declare that their
lives are better. The Buddha and his Dharma
are deep and profound. Since February 1998
this author has been blessed to read more
than 300 Buddhist books, including at least 20
meditation books. Most Buddhist teachers
have recommended that each prisoner
carefully select a meditation teacher.

send them to:



Chaplain Manuel Rojas maintains a library of Buddhist
books for inmates who desire to learn more about
Buddhism. These books can be borrowed by any inmate
here at Hill. Chaplain Rojas has given each Buddhist
inmate a copy of 7The Teaching of Buddha by Bukkyo
Dendo Kyokai, which has been one of my study texts
since 1998. | also recommend the following books:
Basic Buddhism Course by Phra Sunthorn Plamintr
What the Buddha Taughtby Walpola Rahula

The Dhammapada, available in many versions

In addition, all the resources, books, correspondence
courses and newsletters listed below are available free
to prisoners. By the time you read this, this author will be
66 years old. If any of the writings serve to motivate,
inspire or encourage you to become a good Buddhist,
then my wishes and prayers have been granted. Gassho
and metta to you.

Abhayagiri Buddhist Monastery
16201 Tomki Road

Redwood Valley, CA 95470

(Books in the Thai Forest Tradition)

American Buddhist Association
American Buddhist Temple
10515 North Latson Road
Howell, MI 48855

(Books from various traditions)

Amitabha Buddhist Society of the USA
650 South Berardo Ave.

Sunnyvale, CA 94087

(Books in various traditions)

Buddhist Association of the US
c/o Rev. Michael Richard Baksa
1709 Mexica Ave.

Tarpon Springs, FL 34689
(Buddhist correspondence course)

Buddhist Peace Fellowship
c/o Prison Project

P.O. Box 3470

Berkeley, CA 94703-9906
(Resources and literature)

Dallas Buddhist Association
515 Apollo Rd.

Richardson, TX 75081
(Books)

Friends of Peace Pilgrim
P.O. Box 2207

Shelton, CT 06484
(Newsletter and books)

Gay Buddhist Fellowship
PMB456

2215-R Market Street
San Francisco, CA 94114
(Newsletter)

HJ - NMIBS

Foundational Studies

Attention: Rev. Kuya

P.O.Box 112

Glorietta, NM 87525-0112
(Buddhist Correspondence Course)

Human Kindness Foundation

P.O. Box 61619

Durham, NC 27715

(Books from various traditions)
International Buddhist Monastic Institute
Congregation of Universal Compassion
Phat-Hoc-Vien Quoc-Te

9250 Columbus Ave.

North Hills, CA 91343

(Books)

Liberation Prison Project

A Project of FPMT

P.O. Box 31527

San Francisco, CA 94131-0527

(Buddhist correspondence course and books)

Metta Forest Monastery

P.O. Box 1409

Valley Center, CA 92082-1409
(Books)

Sati Center for Buddhist Studies
P.O. Box 2021

Santa Cruz, CA 95063-2021
(Books, Handful of Leaves)

Society for Buddhist Understanding

16925 East Gale Ave.

City of Industry, CA 91745

(Books, The Teaching of Buddha in many languages)

The Ratna Foundation

c/o Margot Neuman

1507 Pine Street

Boulder, CO 80302
(Correspondence course and books)

Vipassana Foundation
c/o David Snyder

3200 McLeod Drive #300
Las Vegas, NV 89121
(Books)



The Long Journey

by Charles “Tom” Brown—Florence, AZ

In many ways, the longest journey we will ever have to
take is from the head to the heart. Our head, our mental
level, always wants to be right, always wants to justify, to
judge someone or something. Our heart, however, has
no need to be right or justify things. The heart simply
wants to love and understand.

Recently, a television documentary told the story of a
daughter who was able to answer a letter from one of the
men who murdered her father, and later she met him.
This compassionate act raises the question, “How do we
reconcile our grief with the offender’s inherent worth and
dignity?” By quieting our mind sand going deep within
our hearts, we are able to allow both truths to coexist in
the spaciousness of a bigger mind and heart. Our grief
becomes just grief. The stretched heart hurts but can
hold it all. We learn to see the uniqueness of every
person and situation and the interconnectedness that
binds each of us to everything.

If | have learned anything in relating to my fellow inmates
here in prison, it is that each one must be treated with
meticulous individuality. The more we classify people
and warehouse them into groups—“prisoners”, “mentally
ill”, “condemned’—the less we can see who they are and

really help.

If we refuse to label others, to stereotype, categorize,
prejudge, we will see the oak tree in the acorn. We will
understand the process of helping the oak to become a
great oak.

Are we learning to forgive and live from the spirit of the
heart instead of the spirit of judgment? There is no
defense against the true heart response. When two
hearts meet, healing can occur, the level of love and
understanding grows and deepens, and our relationships

are able to grow and expand in a ey
most profound and intimate way. -
Let’'s remember that intimacy is an '_&:-l.:-_'_'__._-_ >
invitation “in to see me.” Hlog— M
i, B

The journey from head to heart is
the one true path. Without heart,
without increasing love and
compassion for oneself and for
others, all the rest is an empty form.
Our inner core is love. Like the sun,
it can be hidden by dark clouds of L
fear and negativity. But it is never -
put out.

Flapping Flag

Four monks were meditating in a monastery. All of a
sudden the prayer flag on the roof started flapping.

The younger monk came out of his meditation and said:
"Flag is flapping"

A more experienced monk said: "Wind is flapping"

A third monk who had been there for more than
20 years said: "Mind is flapping."

The fourth monk who was the eldest said: "Mouths are
flapping!"

Huh?

Why don’t Buddhists vaccum in the corners?
Because they don’t have any attachments.

Did you hear about the Buddhist who refused
his dentist's Novocain during root canal work?
He wanted to transcend dental medication.

Change is inevitable, except from vending
machines.

On the other hand, you have different fingers.
_l.'-' Light travels faster than sound, which is why
some people appear bright..until you hear
them speak.

Plan to be spontaneous tomorrow.



This issue is dedicated to:

Martha and Miriam

for your unselfish support

of those most in need
as they make the effort
to reintegrate productively
in society.

Inside Dharma
P.O. Box 220721
Kirkwood, Missouri
63122

Inside Dharma is a bi-monthly Buddhist newsletter published
by Inside Dharma, a not-for-profit organization based in St.
Louis, Missouti. Inside Dharma publishes Buddhist articles,
stories, humor, and other writing submitted by current and
former residents of Missouri state correctional facilities, local
prisons and jails, as well as friends, supporters, and spiritual
teachers. Inside Dharma is dedicated to the free giving of the
Dharma. There is no charge to offenders or ex-offenders for
subscriptions. If you are part of an organization that would like
to distribute Inside Dharma to members who are not current
or former residents of Missouri, please write the editor of
Inside Dharma to be added to the mailing list. Inside Dharma
may be reproduced, whole or in part, for free distribution. Prior
permission from the editor of Inside Dharma is required for
any use of Inside Dharma for which a charge is applied. All
submissions will be subject to editing, and Inside Dharma will
have the right to publish submissions, in whatever format and
by whatever means it deems appropriate, in its own or other
Buddhist publications.




