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Chapter 10- The Story of Layman Pang 
Sometimes ordinary folks get the idea that the meaning of Chan is so profound that 
only men and women who've been ordained in the Dharma can possibly fathom it. 
But that s just not so. Actually, we priests often feel that we're in way over our 
heads. And every now and then, while we splash about, trying to look good 
treading water in our nice uniforms, along comes a civilian who zips by us, 
swimming like an Olympic champion. Such a civilian was Layman Pang, He would 
have won Chan's gold medal. He's been a hero not only to centuries worth of other 
laymen, but also, I confess, to every priest who's ever studied his winning style. 

Layman Pang lived during the latter half of the Eighth Century, a golden age for 
Chan. He was an educated family man- he had a wife and a son and daughter- and 
was well enough off financially to be able to devote his time to Buddhist studies. 

He got the idea that a person needed solitude in order to meditate and ponder the 
Dharma, so he built himself a little one-room monastery near his family home. 
Every day he went there to study and practice. 

His wife, son and daughter studied the Dharma, too; but they stayed in the family 
house, conducting their business and doing their chores, incorporating Buddhism 
into their daily lives. 

Layman Pang had submerged himself in the sutras and one day he found that he, 
too, was in over his head. He hadn't learned to swim yet. On that day, he stormed 
out of his monastery-hut and, in abject frustration complained to his wife, "Difficult! 
Difficult! 

Difficult! Trying to grasp so many facts is like trying to store sesame seeds in the 
leaves of a tree top!" 

His wife retorted, "Easy! Easy! Easy! You've been studying words, but I study the 
grass and find the Buddha Self reflected in every drop of dew." 

Now, Layman Pang's daughter, Ling Zhao, was listening to this verbal splashing, so 
she went swimming by. "Two old people foolishly chattering!" she called. 


