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INTRODUCTION

in 1959 to be the head priest of Sokoji Japanese Buddhist
Temple in San Francisco, where he led a congregation of
Japanese Americans. By the mid-sixties, many Western stu-
dents began practicing Zen meditation with him at the tem-
ple. They did not as a rule intermingle with the Japanese
congregation, because they were given their own space that
was not used by the Japanese congregation. In 1967, Suzuki
and his Western students founded Tassajara as a monastery
and retreat center. He taught Buddhism both in Tassajara and
in San Francisco.

Then, in 1969, the San Francisco temple was becoming too
crowded. The Japanese congregation complained that the
temple really had two congregations, theirs and the Western
group. So, the Western group bought an old residence club for
Jewish women in San Francisco and converted it into the San
Francisco Zen Center (referred to informally by the congrega-
tion as the City Center).

My father had been ordained a priest in 1971 by Suzuki,
who became something of an icon—however un-Buddhist
that may sound—among American Buddhists. Although I
knew my father only as a Buddhist priest, Buddhism was not
his native religion. He was raised in Riverside, California, near
Los Angeles, and, after graduating from Harvard in 1967, he
went directly into a Unitarian seminary in Berkeley. In 1968,
he became involved with a seminary field study of the Zen
groups then emerging in Berkeley and San Francisco. By the
end of that year, he'd left the seminary and joined up with
Suzuki’s meditation group in Berkeley, and later moved to the
center in San Francisco.

My mother, who had been teaching at the San Francisco
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Me on my bike, age nine. The Hawkens’ house is being built in the
background.
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First kids’ camping trip at Green Gulch. Left to right: my mother, me,
and Hillary, a teenage Green Gulch girl.
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IVAN RICHMOND

[t seems to me now that they were all so excited about cel-
ebrating their own freedom of religion that they were unable
to see beyond their personal choices to the new tradition they
had founded. But if Buddhism is to continue as an American
religion, I believe we Buddhists need to find ways to care for
our children and pass on our beliefs so that the tradition will
be carried forward to successive generations.
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IVAN RICHMOND

truly believe what I say about acting with mindfulness, it's an-
other thing to understand what's going on in my world. But, if
I can take responsibility for my actions, hold people to the
truth of theirs, try my best to be mindful of the world around
me, and keep my ego in check, I'd like to think I can be a rea-
sonably moral person.
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IVAN RICHMOND

balance lies between traditional culture and counterculture.
And, in doing that, each one of us will be able to find our-
selves. We can start a new tradition—based on the balance we
find—and chart a direction for the future. That isn't Bud-
dhism, but it is finding the Middle Way.
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dhlsm—a twenty-nine-year-old raised among

v w1sdom for both longtlme practmoners and a

Over half a century ago, when the first Zen Masters came to America, eager young
students in search of enlighrenment flocked to hear their teachings. Many, like Ivan
Richmond’s parents, became Buddhist teachers themselves while raising their children at
monasteries and retreat centers. Growing up in the seventies in the deliberate silence of a
Buddhist community, young Ivan knew only the hippies and redwoods of Northern
California. When his family left in 1983, he became an immigrant in his own country,
suddenly entering a mainstream society that was full of paradox and pop culture,
uncertainty and noise. This is the story of his struggle to find peace amidst the chaos.

Whether dispensing kernels of Buddhist insight taught to him as a child or reflecting on
the merits of rock concerts, Richmond narrates his emergence from seclusion with a
sensitivity that is often touching, frequently funny, and always honest. The story of the
powerfully resciant journey of this foot soldier in the front lines of American Buddhism is
an essential read for anyone interested in the current state of Zen in America.

“This account of an American childhood in a community that is both countercultural
and Zen weaves basic Buddhist concepts into the fabric of the narrative. . . .”
—Sylvia Boorstein, author of Pay Attention, for Goodness’ Sake

“This is an unprecedented book. With his emphatic declaration—‘Buddhism is my
religio”’—Ivan Richmond distinguishes himself from the converts and spiritual
adventurers whose experiences have shaped our ideas about Buddhism in the West.”
—DMichael Downing, author of Shoes Outside the Door

“Honest and wise, [this] is a book anyone concerned with contemporary youth—
and with the Western Buddhist movement—will want to read.”
—Norman Fischer, Zen priest, poet, and author of Taking Our Places

IVAN RICHMOND is a second-generation American Buddhist. The
son of a former Zen priest, he grew up as a member of the Buddhist
community of Green Gulch Farm, locared just north of San Francisco.
Today he lives in the Bay Area, where he practices and writes about
Buddhism in everyday life.

$13.00 U.5./$21.00 Can.

> ISBN O-7434-1755-0
\ 51300>
ATRIA BOOKS |‘H “

Cover design by Tom McKeveny
Author photo courfesy of the author

9 ?80?43 417556

PRINTED IN U.S.A.

WWW.SIMonsays.com




