
The Sangha Speaks 

 
In the August 2014 Integrated Intensive at Appamada, 

we studied a koan from The book of Serenity. 

Case 12: Dizang Planting The Field 

The introduction: 

Scholars plow with the pen, orators plow with the tongue. We patchrobed mendicants 

lazily watch a white ox on open ground, not paying attention to the rootless auspicious 

grass. How to pass the days? 

 

The case: 

Dizang asked Xiushan, “Where do you come from?” 

Xiushan said, “From the South.” 

Dizang said, “how is Buddhism in the South these days?” 

Xiushan said, “There’s extensive discussion.” 

Dizang said, “How can that compare to me here planting the fields and making rice to 

eat?” 

Xiushan said, “What can you do about the world?” 

Dizang said, “What do you call the world?” 

 

The Book of Serenity 
Tr. and Introduced by Thomas Cleary 

 
 

We asked participants in the intensive to respond to the questions raised in the koan: 
 

Where do you come from? 
1.  
Where do you come from? Where do I come from? The south...also a bit from the 

north...some east and a tad from the west. Mostly south though. Is the question about 

where I was born or what places I have just been or have been. And in this Buddhist 

context what does I mean and "come from"? Is it about origin or shaping? "I" come from 

a family and an environment of privilege but also one "I" experienced as lacking. "I" was 

shaped by city life, private education, religious roots, a wealthy nation and peace. But 

there's another part of what this seems to be that comes from the stars - that's why I 



like star images so much. And the sky and space so vast it doesn't have a beginning or 

end. And is just here in this breath and heart beating and heart/mind that expands and 

contracts through the moments called time. Whew! Got a bit carried away in the "come 

from" part. I come from this and that and everything and nothing and ups and downs 

and everything around. I come from beauty and ugliness. Seems like a dance. It's a 

good thing I didn't meet Dijon (is it like the mustard?) and give him my answer. I'll bet 

he would have hit me up the side of the head with his stick! 

2.  

I feel a part of me rise up. It is the one who desperately wants to find the “right” 

answer to this question, or if not right, maybe something profound, worth naming, 

worth paying attention to, worth talking about. The answer is not my mother, though I 

am grateful she did her part in bringing me into the world. The stars, the sun, the moon, 

the beach, the ocean, the sunset, the trees, the mountains, the valleys, the kind look 

from the barista at the coffee bar. The patient attendant at the airport after hours of 

delays while I work to find my way home from a long journey, I might yell at someone, 

but the kindness in his eyes stops me. The time my wallet was stolen before leaving for 

another country and the man at the rental car agency turned a blind eye to my lack of 

credentials and trusted the goodness in me. There is something light in me, something 

good, maybe this is where I come from. Maybe the kind man at the rental car desk saw 

this. Maybe even the things that hurt, that makes no sense still have goodness to them. 

Maybe that is a miracle. Could I come from that? 

The ones who held space for me as I cried from a place in the depths of my being that I 

did not know existed, who did not judge me, who embraced me, who welcomed me 

despite the belief that this is unwelcomeable. The teachers who both love me and invite 

me to grow, yet accept me exactly as I am, both in kindergarten, first grade, and now. 

The moment where I said goodbye to my grandmother, not knowing when I would see 

her next, but knowing the only moment that mattered was the one we had together, 

holding hands, maybe for the last time, a quiet order in the midst of hospital bound 

chaos. My feet on the earth, my heartbeat, my breath, your heartbeat, your breath, your 

hand on my head reminding me I am here, my hand on my heart reminding me I am 

here, and the feeling that comes from some place beyond me that there is love, even in 

chaos, or even in terror, even in the rage filled waterfalls of life. The first breath after a 

surgery when I was reminded we are more than our body, more than our mind, more 

than our thoughts, so much more than I thought I was. Life. I come from life. 

3.  

I come from space. 

Not as a galactic visitor, 

not that space--- 

the space between written words, 

notes of music, 

the pause in conversation--- 

that space. 

The space I lay in 

just before death, 

that place 



of home. 

 

In the moments I lay in that 

familiar place of  

holding,  

 completeness, 

      being, 

I recognized the space  

from which I first  

arrived. 

 

I come from space, 

on a cloud of unknowing 

 ---spaciousness--- 

    ---space--- 

Judy Myers 

 
4.  

WHERE? 

 

The disappearing serpentine road  

 below 

  as the mountain rises above 

 

My feet brown with dust 

 tired by 

  the sight of height 

I have achieved on the mountain 

 

Where have I come from? 

 the lowland, another valley 

 

  the wind blows anyway 

 

Traude Harzer 

 
5.  

I come from yesterday, from all the days and moments that went before. I came from 

the bodies, lives, thoughts, dreams of my parents and theirs and theirs and all of theirs. 

From my breakfast egg and coffee the soft warmth of an old, loved dog curled against 

my back when I woke up. Like peaches, I come from dirt and sunlight and deep water; 

like bigotry from the lives and pain of the country and time I live in. I don't know if I 

come from something apart from all of that, if some piece of me, lives outside and 

inside all of that; alone and inviolate. Buddha says not. Ann 



 

6.  

I am from this present moment, this point in time. To live in the past is to take away 

from who I am right here and now AND I am also all that came before. That is my koan. 

To live in the present, this moment, and to embrace all the experiences and feelings 

from before that help me be myself, living in this world and helping others. 

Monica Solomon 

 

7.  

the originating cosmic spark 

whose very big bang flung 

immense cloud of stardust 

across limitless space/time 

 

into this spawning explosion  

of matter life forms evolved 

on our little planet 

 

more evolution of myriad forms 

a virtual riot of of invention 

more tinkering...beings  

conscious beyond elemental 

processes appear 

our remote ancestors 

our lineage begins 

 

elders witnessing animating 

breath in all creatures and 

cessation of life when breath 

went silent 

 

i carry this life-sparking cosmic 

remnant: breath breath breath 

am i remembering its 

unimaginable preciousness 

 

8. 

From a raindrop on a blade of grass 

Formed from moisture 

From the roiling seas 

Of the North Atlantic 

And the peat transformed 

From the glacial ice of Sweden. 

 

9. 



Where do I come from? 

My first thought was from the womb of my young and grieving mom. My deeper 

thought is that I come from generations of undeveloped individuals who didn't plan to 

have a family, they just had a family, because it was the next thing that happens when 

you find a mate that you think will be with you, "till death do you part." My larger thought 

is one that I am leaning towards, which is from a universal spirit of humans that are 

brought to earth so that we all have something to help us grow, as we heal from our 

triggers and sometimes find that it can be a play field. What I long to know that I have 

come from is a life of hurtful dysfunction to one that follows the teachings of this Zendo 

and to be more like Flint, where I am removing barriers to love: mine and others.  

 

Where do I come from is in fact changing and I like that. I like the questions that do not 

have a right answer, even though I feel like there is a right and I wonder if I am doing it 

wrong, which lets me know that no matter where I come from, well I am grateful it led 

me here. 

 

Carol W. 

 

10. 

I come from anticipation. 

I come from caution and constriction, 

From twisting and turning and dodging and crying and prohibition of crying. 

 

Never get into a situation you can't get out of! 

Means you never get into a situation. 

You can never really get close. 

 

I don't know where I come from. 

I come from nowhere. 

I come from everywhere. 

 

11. 

Where do I come from? I just came from the land of great anxiety. It is a dusty place of 

sheep and cattle, and the smell and dirt still lingers. 

I came from something before the big bang, I’m not sure what the current theory is, but 

it is my past. Then, I came from Irish immigrants who settled in New Orleans and 

migrated to Kansas (or perhaps Oklahoma.) They were geat readers, but poor 

farmer/ranchers. Share croppers, really. 

Lastly, I came from years of trying to fix myself, and most recently practicing 

acceptance, acceptance, acceptance.  

But am I answering your question? You asked, “Where did I come from?” Not, “How 

did I get here?” I came from Austin, TX, USA. Yes, I came from the Earth, the Milky 

Way, and I don’t know what else is out there, but I also came from Austin. It is a miracle. 

I don’t know how I am so blessed. 

Ardeth 



 

12. 

My first notice is…Where do I come from is a question asked by many and is often 

answered geographically. 

My answer is I am from Texas, Georgia and Tenn…I was born, raised and have always 

physically lived in the south and that is true. I stop there and most of the time that 

satisfies the questioner but that answer does not satisfy me today. I have never had the 

opportunity to be in inquiry of this question on my own and since last night I have come 

up with many answers. This question seems so simple in the everyday world of 

conversation and has become so complex in the file cabinets of my mind.  

Today this question for me has become an inquiry into so much more than a 

geographical answer and I am noticing and liking so much about Where I do come from. 

I am experiencing gratitude for the time I am taking to be with this question. 

 

13. 

Where do you come from? 

No answer easily comes to this question. The room where I choose to write this 

reflection has walls covered in old family pictures. Great grandparents I never met, but 

whose resemblance I share- photographs of parents at young ages, almost 

unrecognizable to me. This is partly where I come from- my dna, my history, the blood 

coursing through me. But this is only where this physical body comes from.  

Where do I come from? The question asks for sense of place. The places that evoke the 

most sense of belonging and true peace are in Nature. I come from the mountains and 

rivers, the tallest trees and the softest breeze. These places of the earth ground me, tap 

into an aliveness that is strong, clear and vulnerable.  

Where do you come from? This word “come” seems to askwhere do you lead from- 

where does your heart take you? Sometimes I come from a place of restlessness, of 

fear, ofuncertainty. Other moments I come from a place of presence, calm and clarity. 

The places I come from change, are fluid and sometimes turbulent. The places I come 

from, lead from, can feel variable and dependent on the circumstances or forces at work 

at my life. Yet, beneath the changing circumstances and swirling feelings there is a 

place deeper, truer, steadier, yet sometimes harder to locate. This place is new and I 

am coming to know it. This is where I, Ashley, come from. 

 

14. 

Where do you come from? And where are you going? And why are you doing the 

Intensive this week? 

 

A longing for community. Well. Not just any community. Kind and gentle people. 

Thoughtful people. Mindful evolving people. And a place where it’s ok to be me. My 

work life is mostly from my home. I love what I do but it’s isolating. I travel to South 

Sudan several times a year working among the Toposa tribe. I’m training new leaders 

and teaching Bible Stories to a people who don’t read or write. I camp in the villages. 

They take me into their lives and into their hearts. And they have TIME. Time to get to 

know each other. Time for questions and time to listen to the answers. Time to get to 



know your family. I have opportunities to be in community with them that I seldom find 

at home.  

 

I’ve been in a church a long while. I like the people a lot. Very diverse. But I’m missing 

the sense of community there that I’m looking for. Knowing each other but not knit 

together.  

 

Time is getting short. Time for me to make some changes. Time for me to be more 

mindful about the opportunities that are here to be in community. As I read about the 

meaning of the word Appamada on the website it resonates with me. “mindful clear 

care….Together we cultivate this dynamic process of waking up and growing up.” 

 

I’m very grateful for those who have gone before me to create the community at 

Appamada. I’m grateful for the leadership that has taken the time and heart to provide a 

structure for the community to thrive in. I’m grateful that the welcoming door is open 

for me to explore this possibility. 

 

Patricia 

 

15. 

Where do you come from? 

This is a very compelling question for me right now. When I’m face to face with 

someone, anyone — whether its someone I’m talking to for the first time (as in my 

conversation over breakfast this morning with Patricia, who is new to Appamada) or 

someone I’ve known for years — as I speak, where do the words come from? That 

evanescent “I” that is present with the other person — from what part of my psyche is 

she arising? 

 

Do “I” and my words come from Self, that profound sense of being-in-connection-to-

everything that allows me to experience my dialog partner and our interaction in a deep 

way? Or do they come from some conditioned part of me — maybe from some well-

meaning manager part (the “fixer” who wants to help the other solve some day-to-day 

problem) or perhaps from a protector, like the active lawyer part in me? 

This is my ongoing practice, to notice where this “I” that is the basis for the other 

person’s experience of me (as form, as facial expression, as words and gestures, and as 

ineffable presence) is coming from. To notice when the parts are present, to thank them 

for their contribution, and to allow them to relax back into their appropriate role to come 

forth at the times they are truly needed, while more often allowing Only-Connect-mind 

to hold the space. 

Jane Ross 

 
16. 

Where do I come from? 

 



My first response is, "From all over. I'm an Air Force "brat."  

My second response is, "I don't know. 

I don't feel like I "come from" anywhere. I was born in Texas and I have roots here 

now. . .but I don't think the "me" that I am comes from anywhere outside myself.  

Maybe I come from God/Spirit/Higher Power/The Universe/Love. 

Maybe I've always been. Not just here. Always present. In the Presence. 

I don't think much about where I'm from. It doesn't seem important. Maybe it is. 

I guess I'm more focused on where I am. Here. Now. 

 

Stephanie 

 

17. 

I hear the sound of water flowing. My beating heart. 

I come from longing and from vow.  

I come from presence. And I come from ignorance. 

I come from the center of the country. Near the river. I can smell the earth there. Black 

and moist and alive.  

My father was hurt when he was boy. I was there.  

Horizon. Transition. Light breaking into darkness. I come from what I am. 

I come from the source.  

The known-unknown of memory: mystery, image, impulse, mind.  

I've been everywhere.  

When I'm tired I rest. My breath goes on forever.   

 

John  

 

18 

Where do you come from? 

 

Like the paper plate Flint held up once and talked about its coming to be.... 

I come from so many energies, currents, decisions and connections. All the co-arisings 

arising. Joining. Merging.  

 

Producing me.... 

 

Who is continuing to unfold as a continuing process and consciousness. 

 

Margaret Keys 

 

19 

Where do you come from? 

 

 



I come from a middle-class family in the United States, and am reminded through 

learning and travel that there are many other approaches to life to consider, and much 

that I should be grateful for. 

 

I grew up in an undeveloped rural area, and still seek nature as a source of healing, 

energy, and inspiration. 

 

I often come from my head and my “left brain”. As I learn about and experience 

different world views, I am shifting towards a better balance to consider my heart and 

right brain as well. 

 

20. 

Where do I come from? 

  

I have been in many places but I can’t really say I come from any of these places. 

I have been in many circumstances but I don’t feel that I come from any particular 

circumstance either. 

Everything that my mind can identify as a source of me seems to be too limiting and 

transitory. 

Do I come from the places I have been? Do I come from the experiences I have had? 

At times I feel as if I come from nowhere.  

Have I always been here? 

         

Where do I come from? 

I don’t know.  

Who is the I? 

 

21. 

I am from the place I last slept and put on my clothes. I am from the places where my 

body and mind were formed.  

 

Joel 

 

22. 

 

How is Buddhism where you come from? 
1. 

How is Buddhism where I come from? There is lots of discussion and there are many 

expressions of Buddhism in the West where I come from. Even in this part of the 

country. But Buddhism where "i" come from is another question. One I can't answer. 

Now why did I ask that? 

2. 

“How is Bhuddism where you come from?” 



Where I come from, Bhuddism is flourishing. Teachers are teaching, students are sitting 

together, and time is going by. Practice is informing me of my limitations, and my sitting 

partners are having experiences; what more could you ask for?  

The rest of the world keeps on spinning. Here, where I come from, we are struggling 

together. I hope Bhuddism turns out to be useful for more than just my life.  

Ardeth Still 

 

3. 

How is Buddhism where you come from?  

Right now. Right this minute. How is Buddhism where I come from? Mostly head 

scratching and “I don’t know.” Ignorance. Arms length away and not wondering. 

It’s easier if I look at “Where I come from?” The me of it. Not the “them of it”. Can I 

talk about Appamada apart from Buddhism? Perhaps not. I’ve found Christianity 

unattractive in the people that are focused on drawing lines and deciding what is on 

what side of the line. Line drawers. Not my favorites. I’m devoted to the sacred texts of 

the Bible. I don’t always understand them and I’m ok with that. I believe when the 

meaning is important God will help me to see it. I don’t need or trust someone else to 

interpret the text for me. 

Are there tenets of Buddhism that prohibit me, a practicing Christian, from being at 

Appamada? If so, I’ve asked God to show that to me and I trust He will. 

I read several articles on the internet about Buddhism and Christianity and found this 

one helpful and interesting: “Christian Buddhism?” by Dennis Hunter. His comments 

about Buddhism and Christianity in the Western world psychology. How to be in the 

Western World.  

At Appamada I experience these things and they attract me: Wise words shared in 

community. Sound leadership. Transparency. Kindness. Respect. Truth telling. I lack 

understanding of many things: bowing, icons, idols.  

4. 

How is Buddhism where you come from? 

Where I come from Buddhism is a gentle reminder of what is possible. Buddhism is like 

the clapping of the sticks, in the early morning hours while the crescent moon is still 

high in the sky, reminding me to take a seat, pay attention to my life. Buddhism is the 

creaking of the floor during walking meditation reminding me that trees gave their life to 

serve our mindful practice. 

Where I come from is a choice. When I am most effortlessly me, I come from my 

essence, my source. This essence requires nourishment and tending. Buddhism is that 

nourishment that tends to this source with a tireless, loving, steadfast, foundational 

practice. Where I come from Buddhism offers itself to me over and over no matter how 

many times I walk away or deny that where I come from is always a choice.  Ashley 

 

5.  

Busy  

 

Buddhism is a spark. An direction. A question 

 



I can tell you this. I sit with friends and strangers in the Buddha hall, and in the dining 

room and at the gym. We keep discovering a well of kindness that surprises each time 

we find it, because when we do we don't care to know where we are.  

 

Buddhism?  

 

I don't know. I know some things that I do. I sit. And I try to be kind. And nothing that 

matters in my life is separate from others. My friends sit with me. They come to me 

and I to them. I need help. And they do too. I'm curious, and free and afraid. Buddhism 

is an answer to a question I can't hear clearly. It points beyond itself. It's a word. And 

it's stuck in my brain right now. I don't want to talk about Buddhism. Buddhism has 

something to do with me writing this.  

 

People are gathering to hear about it.  

Sitting down to do it.  

Waiting to find out who has it.  

 

Buddhism is putting on it's robes--half naked, and happy we're here.  

 

- John 

 

6.  

How is Buddhism where I come from ? I want a way to live, a way to help the world; 

Buddhism speaks to that. I want to understand my life and live it fully; Buddhism 

teaches that. I want to be my true self; Buddhism is a way. Ann 

 

7. 

How is Buddhism where I come from? 

 

 Where I come from, my own Zen Buddhist practice, feels stuck and barren, 

disconnected and difficult. I feel a lack of affinity with Houston Zen Center, where I’ve 

“come from” for six years. There, I find it quite hard to expand and find the liberation I 

so deeply seek – with what I hope is Right Effort – amidst the ritualism and formalism, 

not, note, “rituals” and “forms.” There are many wonderful people there, but there is 

little sense, for me, of Sangha, or at least a sangha in which I can take refuge. Perhaps 

it’s not really “where I come from” at all! I truly seek refuge in Buddha, Dharma, but 

without Sangha, how can I put the put the face of Sakyamumi on “my” Buddhism? 

 

 Buddhism in Houston feels dry: a rootless grass, but inauspicious, although I try 

to pay attention to the Dharma surrounding me, to the questions it asks of me. The 

Buddhism, both within me and surrounding me, so often feels dry and dusty, 

unpopulated by fellow travelers. I am not called to The Middle Way by myself. 

 

 At the same time, this Way is so wide, so “gateless” that I do seek it, this robe 

of liberation so vast, I try moment by moment to put it on: a robe of authentic self, of 



true radiant nature, patched and worn, of revealing my “original face before my parents 

were born.” I will put on Buddha’s robe and walk the Buddha-Way with whoever will 

walk with me. Can I accept and allow myself to feel, to recognize my own, true Buddha-

Nature in the midst of endings and losses, transitions to who knows where? 

 

8. 

In my country we love rising up from the earth, waiting for the breath to find our lungs 

(or is it the lungs that seek the breath?); we love crumbling apart, feeding worms and 

marvelous micro-organisms. 

 

Where I come from, we do not care much for words such as “Buddhism,” but still we 

speak them in order to create a container, in order to expand the container. 

 

Buddhism, in my realm, exists before and after we name it, before and after taking the 

refuges. 

 

Perhaps it’s only a waking up process that allows us to say “Buddhism is….Buddhism is 

not….” and then, “just this.” 

 

Lisa Kuntz 

 

9. 

Buddhism seems to be good where I come from depending on my condition. Today  

 

is really good, an eye-opener but then I am receptive today and that is what seems  

 

to happen. When I am aware and receptive, things seems good. At least I am  

 

receptive right now and seem to have been for most of the day. So all is well, right  

now I am good. Buddhism is good where I come from.  

Some days where I come from Buddhism is forgotten, well, not completely forgotten 

for a whole day but at times, depending on what is going on around me, I forget. I 

forget so often that I have to go back and practice. I practice a lot because I am so 

forgetful. I have found the consequences of forgetting to be painful. I prefer not to be in 

pain or to cause pain for others, which usually happens if I stay in pain. 

Even practicing a lot, still I forget so I see as I am writing it is not a question of how 

Buddhism is where I come from, it is more a question of where I come from and that 

varies. Some moments I am from here and some moments from there and so 

Buddhism where I come from is never fixed because I am never fixed or it is never fixed 

within me.  

Buddhism where I come from is truth and really that is where I come from. So I come 

from truth and Buddhism is truth, but as soon as I get up from here, I may forget again.  

 

Judy Myers 

 



10. 

How is Buddhism where I come from? 

 

My mind seems to be quit resistant to the asking of this question.  What I am most 

present to is some confusion and my protector part is the one that is rising to answer 

this question.   Instead of the curious part that is there and excited but seems small. 

If I were to just stick to facts it seems to me Buddhism is where we all come from with 

history in mind.   Buddhism is present in all of us.  Never thought about the 

possibility  that I come from Buddhism until this question and if that is so what does 

that mean?  Not sure it changes anything. What I am sure of is that unfamiliar questions 

like this one open my mind up to curiosity, excitement and possibilities.  Then quickly 

my protector part rises in an attempt to keep me safe not sure why curiosity, 

excitement and possibility are to be protected but it seems true. This is not how I 

thought I would answer this question. 

 

11. 
Where I come from, Buddhism is full, offering support in my life and the beginnings of 

community as I seek it.  Earlier this morning I started my day with practice in the sangha 

and I have plans for more practice with the community to bookend my day this evening. 

My day continued in fellowship as a man approached me at a coffee house, said hello 

and that he recognized me from Inquiry the day before. The connection was heartfelt.   

So yes, where I come from Buddhism is flowing; available for any who care to jump into 

the stream. 

monica solomon 

 

12. 

Alive in the gentleneness of Buddha's breath 

13. 

How is Buddhism where you come from? 

  

It is funny what happens when an –ism gets added to a name. Suddenly something 

personal becomes an idea. An idea to be embraced, accepted, argued with, turned over, 

loved, cast aside, discarded, not considered, welcomed, I could go on. Then again is this 

different than how we sometimes are with each other, especially when we get parking 

ticket or caught in traffic on Mopac or stuck in construction on Lamar? Is human nature 

any different in one place versus the other? Sometimes it seems like we forget the 

beautiful –isms of our own true nature, or at least I do. Sometimes, when the –ism gets 

added, the personal steps aside, and the mind takes over. The judgment, the criticism, 

the black and white thinking, the non-embracing, turning away pull, this happens where 

I come from when attention is not paid and practice is not embodied. What about the 

Buddhism where I come from in daily life, in relationships, in work, in Self-study? I have 

once or twice used practice as a creative way to obsess, or make myself wrong, add 

more “shoulds” to my life. Maybe, if there was a tiny Buddha-ism in my heart he would 

hold my hand, or put his hands on my shoulders sending a message that all is OK, that I 

can breathe now, feel my body, breathe in life, take in something new, let go of what is 



stale and old, stand still, tell me to trust the present moment and that this moment is all 

we need, embrace me, sweetly invite me not to turn away from what churns, what 

seems like sour rotten food. Perhaps the Buddhism where I come from could meet the 

Buddhism where you come from and we would have more decadent food together, at 

the same table, holding hands. 

 

14. 

 
How is Buddhism where you come from? 

[Note: I read this prompt as meaning "In what way is Buddhism a part of what motivates 

you?"] 

 

I had put away my meditation cushion for several months at the beginning of the 

summer out of disgust with the way I had been treated by a Buddhist teacher. I simply 

could not sit, I was so furious. But as my fury and sense of loss and grief subsided, I 

realized that whatever the failings of this teacher or particular school of Buddhism, there 

was an essential truth about Buddhist teachings and practice that I could not ignore and 

that called me back to meditation, reading and learning, and community. And the 

support of my sangha friends had become so important in my life that to give those up 

would be to throw a beloved baby out with the bath water. 

 

So I found myself called back to sitting. And as I allowed grief to begin to transform my 

anger, I found myself drawn to reading everything I could lay my hands on about what it 

means to be a student of Buddhism in the West in the 21st century. I learned that the 

emergence of Western institutions of Buddhism over the past 100 years has been a 

fraught process that has at times spread as much suffering as it has alleviated. By the 

end of the summer, I found I had the basis for a small book on my emerging 

understanding of how healthy institutions of Buddhism in the West might look and 

sense of hopefulness about Buddhist community in the West. 

Jane Ross 

 

15. 

Buddhism where I come from is changing me. 

It is changing the way I experience the world around me. 

For example in the last few days I have been in meetings and professional development 

sessions from 8 AM to 4 PM.  

In previous years at the end of each day I would be exhausted after opposing everything 

all day long. 

This year I am enjoying the company of my colleagues throughout the training sessions 

and I feel energized at the end of the day. 

I notice more what I have in common with my colleagues rather than what makes us 

different.   

I have been able to stay more present and more connected when I get triggered by 

them or a situation. 



I feel more love and less fear when I am with others and I am able to offer love and 

support. 

Buddhism is changing the way I live in this world. 

 

16. 

How is Buddhism where I come from? 

Well I would say that Buddhism is sweet and sour where I come from.  It depends on 

what I am doing to be involved in Buddhism, as a practice.  As a practice it comes and 

goes, just like the flavors of sweet and sour, but much like flavors that I long for, 

Buddhism calls to my senses for more.  It is most sour when I worry that I am not doing 

it right and I sneak peeks out of the corner of eyes to see what others are doing, and 

hoping that they know.  It's most sweet when I get an aha moment, which is a 

pleasurable emotional stirring of energy that is warm and stretches to weave into the 

fibers of this body.  I most like it when it stirs up the tear ducts and has my hand 

dancing over to hold the hearts space.  This sweetness has me feeling most alive and I 

crave it the most, but tend to fall into the sourness when I forget that life is precious 

and that having a body that works is to be appreciated rather than ignored.   

 

My practice, since this mornings prompting, is to have whole body awareness, with the 

awareness to not judge it, fix it, or create many stories, but to be with the body elbow, 

big toe, and earlobe.  I liked it, until I didn't anymore, which happens so quickly and I 

don't know what happens in between the moment to moment. 

 

So, how is Buddhism where I come from?  It's a busy place in here.  You can often find 

rush hour traffic with crash landings and you can also turn your gaze to see that some of 

the parts are observing and nodding to the busy to take a deep breath and come back to 

the now of sweetness. 

 

In this moment it is in slower motion and she is grateful. 

 

Carol W. 

 

17. 

Where I come from, there have been readings of Buddhism, but any discussion has 

been related second-hand.  

 

Participating in the discussion is very different, and is helping to reveal the context 

behind the words on a page. 

 

19. 

How is Buddhism where you come from? 

 

Sometimes I am more aware than others. 

Buddhism and my practice are my ground of being. 

However at times I fail to cultivate that ground through wholehearted practice.   



Margaret Keys 

 

20. 

HOW? 

 

 

Sometime there is a blind man 

  asking for directions 

 

a lame man hobbles up 

 

 he asks 

   to ride on the shoulders 

 

of the blind man 

 

  they both fall over  

    by their weight 

 

Traude Harzer 

 

21. 

How is Buddhism where you come from? 

 

I come from body.  I come from earth as my witness.   

I wholeheartedly acknowledge the truth of suffering, of anguish, 

the truth that feelings and thoughts and all phenomena arise, abide, cease. 

I wholeheartedly practice bringing awareness to these arisings, 

to be in right relation with them so I can employ the energy that they provide. 

 

Buddhism is where I come from because my first and very best impulse 

from my earliest memories is to serve and give comfort to others. 

It is Buddhism from which I come  

because the expression of kindness and compassion touches the deepest place in me. 

I come from Buddhism because there is space to be lost and crazy, and I am. 

 

Ilene Kelfer 

 

22. 

How is Buddhism where you come from? 

 

Unknown. 

Known with every breath. 

A mystery. 

Looking back at me from every face. 



Dying. 

Thriving. 

 

Stephanie 

 
 

What can you do about the world? 
1. 

What Can You do about The World? 

 

The older I before, the more I have ask myself this question, but until I stopped asking 

and realized that what I can do about the world is simply to be--- to be as fully human as 

possible. 

 

As I age I more readily relinquish control and rest in becoming.  The amount of suffering 

in the world is unprecedented and my task as I see it is to be aware and to live so as not 

to add to that suffering.  The world begins with me and how I care for myself, how I 

balance my life between solitude/meditation, physical and mental activity, eating well 

and getting enough rest, which means more rest for me now than in previous years.  

When I take care of myself, I am much more aware of what is really happening around 

me.  I am much more inclined to respond rather than react.  I am much more able to 

promote peace.   I have learned though my own life events, particularly through my 

suffering, how far reaching each of our lives are.   

What I can do about the world entails my continued intent and awareness as to how I 

am living/ or not living according to the precepts. 

 

Earlier in my life there were so many things I wanted to fix beginning with my members 

of my family and extending out from there.  Now I concentrate more on being.  My daily 

practice has become a habit for me now.  I cannot not do it.  I know each time I sit I am 

changed.  I know each time I sit in silence my consciousness is reaching out to the 

consciousness of the world and the universe.  I know it is through a shift in 

consciousness that peace will eventually emerge.  What I can do about the world is 

continue to study the teachings, sit in meditation and allow myself to be continually 

changed--- to move more and more into openheartedness and compassion. 

 

2.  
“What can you do about the world?” 

I really wish I knew. This is the hardest question. I wish I had an answer. I’ve learned a 

lot of what is done to help, doesn’t work, for many reasons. I also know doing nothing is 

also not helping.  

The “what I can do” is as a tiny piece of the puzzle. There is a world of people involved 

in each action, and a world of consequences, both intended and unintended. And of 

course there is an endless web of history and causes and effects leading up to the 

network of situations, and we see one aspect that we want to ‘help.’ 

Letting that immensity of complexity stop us, is also not helping.  



If there is an answer in words, part of it is that there must be a marriage of both 

wisdom and compassion, together. Either one alone is not helpful. 

 

Ardeth Still 

 

 

3. 

What can you do about the world? 

 

This is my LEAST favorite question!!! 

 

I am very suggestible, very responsible, and hypersensitive, which means that most of 

my life I have reacted strongly to inequality, injustice, and, “What does it mean to be a 

“have” in a world of “have-nots?” 

 

It’s relative, true.  Growing up in a military family I “had” plenty of food, shelter, medical 

attention, job security (as it were).  I “had not” plenty of emotional security, connection, 

extended family, experience of being loved and safe. 

 

The world seemed to me to be a very complicated place!! 

 

In Taiwan, during early adolescence, I was surrounded by people who were crammed 

into small spaces, or in spare villages, sometimes people who sorted through the 

garbage of us rich Americans. 

 

I felt helpless and confused at an early age by the dissonance between material and 

emotional abundance and by my role as a witness and participant. 

 

In my twenties, I reacted to those billboards that read “If you’re not part of the solution, 

you’re part of the problem”. I took that very seriously and was pretty sure that I was 

part of the problem. 

 

Here I am in my late 60s, still feeling the same way.  Reading the news, I think, “How 

can I help? How can I be part of the solution?” 

 

 No good answers, aside from voting, donating to a few causes here and there, being 

kind (most of the time) to my neighbors.   

 

And now, taking refuge in acknowledging that it is possible for me to “be the change I 

want to see” on a personal level.  It’s a step beyond armchair philanthropy, because it’s 

experiential. 

I can experience myself as doing something just by giving a few extra smiles, making 

better connections with those who “serve” me, by inspiring and supporting others. 

 



It’s not much different than what I’ve always done, but it seems more significant now 

than it used to.  I’m better at it.  I’m better at relationship, connection, acknowledging, 

better at letting go of chronic grief, clinging, disenchantment. 

 

Not much.  Just this. 

 

Lisa Kuntz 

4.  

What can you do about the world?  Oh, darn!  This is such a hard question for me.  I 

don't think I can do very much about the world.  Wouldn't it be fun to turn this around 

and ask What can the world do about me?  In a way that makes more sense.  I seem to 

be so little in control of what happens in my very small part of the world much less the 

much larger one beyond the horizon.  What can the world do about the life moving 

through me?  Well...put that way I'd have to say "what is there that it can't do about 

me"?  But "do about" seems to mean make a difference or change or make better.  And 

that stumps me.  All I can think of to fall back on is "the appropriate response" at the 

moment the world requests something of me.   

 
5. 

I can realize myself as not separate from the world. And when I've fallen apart from the 

word I can put my trust in world and rediscover interdependence.  

 

I can try to trust the world completely.  

 

Manifesting as other than myself I meet what comes as it is--when the world is self 

within self, I meet what arises as it is. I can learn to trust the world completely.  

 

I can honor the world: immediate and ambiguous. I don't demand more from it than it 

gives. I will not be suspect of the world. Nothing is hidden.  

 

Never certain what I can do about I, I act, and I find a home in that uncertainty. Not 

knowing what I can do, I make an effort to be awake and ready. Supple, strong, 

courageous. Kind.  

 

I do my best. Spun and spinning in a whirl of activity.  

 

-John  

 

6. 

Re: the world 

 

waterfall 

rushing thunder--- 

nothing holds 

 



birds  

nesting 

in trees below 

 

in silence 

hearts open-- 

no stopping 

 

7.  

What can you do about the world? 

 

To be completely honest, I am not sure what the world is.  As I look on it now, I wonder 

why I don't know. 

But if the universe truly is holographic, and if indeed we are all one, that verything is 

mutually co-arising, then I am the world.  

So every action I take in each moment to meet the bodhisattva vows is what I can do 

concerning the world. 

 

I cannot really see anything beyond that at this time about what I can do about the 

world.  However, I now do see that all this declaration about not knowing what the 

world is takes me to "Not knowing is the greatest intimacy."  I am just getting an inkling 

of what that might mean. 

Oddly, my "not sure about what the world is" may very well be the opposite of what 

Luo-han Guichen was saying.  My "not sure" about what is all around us, what is home, 

may be obscured by all the noise, judgement, rantings that swirl in my head, that keep 

me distanced from genuine intimacy with the world.   

 

Ilene Kelfer 

 

8. 

What can you do about the world? 

 

Over the past months, thinking and writing about Buddhist community has been the 

most compelling thing I’ve been doing about the phenomenal world of day-to-day 

existence as a member of a religious community. But crucially, this work proceeds hand 

in hand with the internal work I do – of noticing the ways in which my emotions cause 

me to be reactive, to write from a place of complaint or outrage, or to speak from 

indignation rather than from connection, love, and deep acceptance of life as it is. As 

these two kinds of work proceed, I see how in transforming my inner world, I am better 

prepared to be a positive influence in the outer world. 

 

Jane Ross 

 

9.  

What can you do s bout the world? 



The world is no separate thing.  There is just arising and meeting. 

The hummingbird drinks the nectar from an opened bloom on a coral bean vine. 

 

10. 

I can be a peaceful and loving presence in the world.  When trying times appear, I can 

do my part with others to be a calming influence. I am an optimist by nature, and 

choose to err on the side of optimism rather than pessimism. I believe there is a need 

for people like me in the world and I practice to be one. 

Monica Solomon 

 

11. 

Do you walk unconscious down the mountain? 

 
12 

What can I do about the world? 

The world is aching and arching from the core, turning it’s way inside out, cracking the 

internal seams.  As I think about the things that have affected me recently: the loss of 

Robin Williams and his cracking from the inside out; the shooting of Michael Brown and 

the uproar of aching and pain that is causing emotions to run awry and this action is 

bringing about several depths of happenings.  As I sit at my desk, with only the hum of 

the air conditioning, the tapping of my fingers on the keys, my thoughts have gone to a 

deeper level of feeling for the pain that many are in, including my own family because of 

how addiction has struck the cords to play, “This is the last time, I am letting him 

go.”  This tune is crucial to strum, because it’s necessary, but it also causes the 

sadness to intensify.  Bad? No.  As I prepare to go into prison, to be with women who 

live in a medium security prison, I know that it’s not all bad.  I will greet and meet and 

bow with women who are walking into a classroom to choose something new and 

different.  I will bring my experience, from surviving my own turning inside out and I will 

be in the presence of my Intensive Group.  I will bring the world, that creaks on those 

wooden floors, and the breath and the release and the vibration of the words that are 

spoken.  I will bring that world to the world that I choose to go to tonight.  These worlds 

are not alike and maybe not so different.  What can I do about the world?  I can choose 

to not add to the chaos.  I  can choose to remember that this too will pass. I can choose 

to take a deep breath and hold love.   

 

Carol Waid 

 

13. 

What can I do about the world? 

 I feel unequal to the request; too tiny, just a speck in a horrible, turbulent mess. 

 I can nurture the good, the beautiful; the people and things that make my heart glad. 

(What becomes of the bad and ugly?) 

I can mark the crepe myrtle with the clouds of pink blossoms suspended in the 

lightening morning sky 



Revel in the heavy smell of sycamore as I pass beneath the leaves 

 I can hold to the vow to chose to create peace, happiness, clarity 

These are good things, things to make a good life, 

But I live with a sense of not enough done 

 

14. 

Today 

the far away world grieves me most 

  

 the women in their kerchiefed heads 

their hearts in an excruciating cramp 

  their sons and husbands and brothers, 

even fathers, 

  killing, killing 

 

 as if they forgot that once they believed in 

the merciful god in them 

   

who 

will help them to survive  

somehow in tact  

  with their conscience 

 

Daily 

 I wish them peace 

and yesterday 

  I wept incessantly 

which cannot stop them  

 from being savages  

reenacting the old tribal world because  

the new one forces itself on them 

 destroying their footing in their world 

 

Tomorrow  

 

 I will teach young people 

  something new 

  how to see themselves 

to be part of the larger world 

  without obsessing  

   on their “me” 

 

Traude Harzer 

 

15. 



What can I do in the world? 

 

I can be. 

 

In the world instead of detached from it. 

Compassionate. 

Curious 

Kind 

Loving 

Contributing to peace 

Acting on behalf of those in need of the basic necessities of life - including justice. 

Acting on behalf of the Earth. 

Modeling this behavior for my children and grandchildren. 

 

Present.  Turning toward instead of away from. 

 

Stephanie 

 

16. 

I recognize that this is an unavoidable question, and I recognize that I spend my days 

and nights trying to avoid it. 

 

I can do nothing about the world, which is irretrievably steeped in suffering and 

retribution and the casual, nearly automatic cruelty and heedlessness of humankind. All I 

can do is try to make my own choices less cruel, to think more about actual impact 

instead of settling for the comfort of my intentions.  

 

Joel 

 

17. 

What can you do about the world? 

 

Today I tended to my world. My daughter’s dog was having surgery…possibly fatal… 

and she asked me to take care of her 6 month old son so she could tend to her dog. I’m 

grateful my calendar was free so I could bless all of us in that way—self included. And 

my son who has a serious PTSD diagnosis surprised us by bringing us lunch and we got 

to visit with him. He got to hold a giggly baby and had an hour of conversation with us 

after having been isolated and uncommunicative for the past 2 weeks. 

 

 I’ve been learning how to have better “critical conversations” and I got to put that in 

practice today working towards solving a problem in South Sudan. 

 

When I’m not rushed, not exhausted, not over scheduled, then I can be with the world 

on the world’s terms. I can listen. I can be. Sometimes I can serve. Sometimes be 

served. I received and gave love in the world that came to me today. 



 

Patricia 

 

18. 

What can I do about the world? 

I do not know what I can do about the world but my mind has some thoughts about this 

question. 

What I am doing in this world is practicing being present.    What I am doing in this 

world is practicing being a human being that is offering myself fully…my mind, body and 

soul.  What I am doing in this world is offering my love and kindness, compassion and 

connection with integrity and a wholehearted intention to be the best human I can be. 

What I am doing in this world is practicing educating myself and practicing being in the 

here and now.  I am practicing how to be in gratitude.   I am practicing taking 

responsibility for this being I inhabit.  What I can do for this world is stay answering 

these kind of questions and maybe learn how to ask questions like these of others in 

the world.  

 

19. 

What can you do about the world? 

I think the only thing, realistically, today, that I can do about the world is to offer my 

Presence and to try over and over and over to offer the world my  True Self.  One thing I 

can do is frequently ask myself the question “Where do you come from”?  This creates 

a necessary pause in my actions and compels me to stop, check in and ask myself is 

this action coming from True Self or from some other place?  Am I so scattered, rushing, 

checking the “to do list” that I forget to breathe, notice the sky, or really offer my 

children my full attention?  Am I more concerned with how comfortable the world can 

make me or do I  mindfully turn off the lights, watch how much water or oil I use, and 

carefully buy and prepare our food?  Am I harshly judging myself, comparing myself to 

others or am able to witness my thoughts, shift, and offer love and compassion not only 

towards those who I judge, but also towards my own self-critic?  Am I caught in 

thoughts of scarcity, feeling I need more, it’s not enough, or instead can I pair these 

thoughts with gratitude for all the abundance in my Life and in the world around me. 

How I approach the world around me deeply matters.  I affect people.  I leave a 

footprint on this world.  Where I come from is what I can do about the world. 

 

20. 

What can I do about the world? 

I can appreciate the world for what it is and what it isn’t. 

I can learn to be a friend to myself and others and STAY present when I don’t like what 

is happening. 

I can cultivate a capacity to love myself and others when conditioning arises and 

suspend judgment. 

I can offer myself to the world now, just as I am, and not wait to connect with others 

only after I get all my s… together. 

I can accept the world now, just as it is, full of beauty and atrocities. 



I can develop the courage to stay open and real no matter how vulnerable it makes me 

feel. 

 

I can explore the idea that I come from love, that we all come from love and live in the 

world accordingly. 

 

21. 

What can you do about the world? 

 

 

My wife has a saying posted on our refrigerator that says we are not responsible for the 

whole world, just what is in reach of our arms. 

 

With that in mind, I strive to follow these guidelines in my day-to-day life: 

 

I can try and always treat others with respect and generosity, whether they 

are coworkers, family members, or strangers that I encounter on the road or in a place 

of business. 

 

If I encounter “difficult” people, different opinions, or frustrating situations, I can try 

to “respond and not react.” 

 

I have a tendency to worry, but can try to let go of the outcome and be more accepting. 

 

I can respect and value the Earth, its resources, and the animals and plants on it. 

 

I can be grateful for possessions that I have, but work to not become attached to them 

or equate their number and value with how happy I am. 

 

22. 

Changing the world 

 

Cultivating the ground of my corner of the world.  Inhabiting each moment 

fully.  Meeting what presents itself with as much presence as I can muster. 

 

Adding love and perspective to connections to liberate potential. 

 

Margaret Keys 

 

23. 

WHAT CAN YOU DO ABOUT THE WORLD? 

 

There are many things I would like to do about the world. I look around and feel 

overcome by the greed, hatred, and delusion that lead humans to perpetrate evil, for 

want of a better word, on one another, on other beings, and on the planet. It is very 



difficult for me to understand and to forgive these horrible deeds that only lead to more 

horrible, hateful deeds. I want to love, I want to forgive, I want not to judge, I want to 

have compassion for all. 

 

I hear and I agree with all the assertions that I can only heal the world, only transform it, 

to the degree that I am transformed myself. I know that my self-transformation ripples 

through the entire cosmos.  

 

But I also find that stance facile. It's easy to wrap ourselves up, for me to wrap myself 

up, in our meditative efforts, in our koans and bows, our intensives and sesshins, our 

quest for enlightenment. I hear a voice from earlier in my life: "Feed the hungry, clothe 

the naked, welcome the stranger, visit the prisoner, heal the sick, comfort the dying, 

love your enemies, bless those who curse you, do good to those who hate you, turn the 

other cheek, let the violence stop with you." 

 

Great Teacher Jesus of Nazareth asks us to go far beyond the ordinary human ways, 

just as Great Teacher Sakyamuni Buddha does. Heeding one of them is not enough. 

Can we really transform ourselves without doing these "works of mercy?" Don't our 

hands need a little dirtying as we reach out to the desperate? 

 

Can we, can I go out from the zendos to the streets and find the poor, the meek, the 

persecuted, be the peacemaker, the one who hungers and thirsts for righteousness.  I 

can do something about the world. Our Mahayana practice: be a bodhisattva! We do not 

have to wait to cross until the last poor, meek, violated, cursed, and unwanted being 

has crossed. As an old Christian hymn says, "Many have crossed the flood, and many 

are crossing now." 

 

24. 

What can you do about the world? 

Nothing. It seems like nothing. The world is big and I am small. Nothing cannot be the 

only answer. I will not stop here. Isn’t there a song—I’ve got the whoooollle world in my 

hands…Maybe I could wrap my hands around the world and give it a hug. It seems like 

it needs a hug most of the time. Maybe the hate, the greed, the competitiveness, the 

violence, the striving, the criticism, the driven nature of this culture, certainly the culture 

of the world in my own mind, needs a hug. Maybe I could hug strangers with my eyes, 

since they might think I’m, well, strange if I run up and hug them. People would think 

“Why is this strange woman hugging me?” Then I could hug my grandmother, sister, 

husband, best friend. Then maybe they would hug someone who needs a hug and in a 

whole day a lot of people would get a hug. It’s a practice. Sometimes I want to punch 

the world, but I do not. Perhaps I could embrace the ones I want to punch, with my 

mind, with my hands, with my heart. It will have to be a practice. 

 

What do you call the world? 
 
1. 



What do I call the world? 

I call the world a scary place, a source of danger. 

I call the world confusing, abusing, and unpredictable. 

I call the world loving, giving and kind. 

I call the world “the other”, something separate from me. 

Yesterday, during a science department meeting, I asked my teachers to pause for a 

moment and to ask themselves what it is that they really want from others. 

 

This is what I heard: 

 

1.       I want to know that I can trust you. 

2.       I want to know that you will appreciate me for who I am. 

3.       I want to know that you care about me. 

Their voices are my voices. 

I call the world me. 

 

2. 

What do you call the world? 

The all. 

The right here right now micro moment that holds the all. 

This is all. 

This is all there is. 

Now. 

The world. 

My world. 

 

3. 

All that arises and falls away 

 

4. 

What Do You Call the World? 

A Re-Imagining of "What's in a Name?" 

 

 

Xiushan answered Dizang's question "Where do you come from?" with his proud 

assertion that he was from the learned South, where the more advanced school of 

Buddhism was taken up with its "extensive discussions." Maybe Xiushan heard a 

challenge in Dizang's "Where do you come from?" Maybe he heard "you lazy, 

wandering monk who does not even know how to pass your days fruitfully . . ." 

 

So Xiushan retorts, taunting him, "What can you Northern, ignorant farmer-monk 

possibly do about this troubled world of ours?" 

 

Dizang replies, "You do not even know how to frame the essential question! You are so 

puffed up with pride about your learned discussions down South! Can you even attend 



to the true question of how to pass your daysI I guess you don't have to worry about 

living as an ordinary human being who needs to feed himself and others, as we must!" 

 

Xiushan said, "If you're so smart, answer this important zen koan: 'What do you call the 

world?'" 

 

Dizang sighed. "Why are you worried about discussing and questioning what to call 

things, what to call the world around us? Just live in it, be in it. Or go back down South 

and squander more of your life chattering!" 

 

5. 

What do you mean by the world? 

 

I think of the photograph of the Earth taken from the Voyager 1 space probe in 1990 and 

made famous by Carl Sagan, who said of this pale blue dot: “On it everyone you love, 

everyone you know, everyone you ever heard of, every human being who ever was, 

lived out their lives. The aggregate of our joy and suffering ... lived there – on a mote of 

dust suspended in a sunbeam.”* 

 

How infinitesimally small our differences are, viewed from so vast a distance. And yet 

our lives and our trials are immediate and present and crucial to us. The ebbs and flows 

of love and conflict, resolution and disappointment, and ultimately surrender are part of 

the universe’s expression of its own completeness. Indeed, they may even be the 

reason for the universe’s completeness. 

 

We each have our parts to play in this great unfolding. All I can do is to play my part in 

a way that expresses above all gratitude and love. 

 

As Sagan said of the image of Earth, “To me, it underscores our responsibility to deal 

more kindly with one another and to preserve and cherish the pale blue dot, 

the only home we’ve ever known.”  

 

6. 

What do you call the world? 

 

If the conversation was a chess match as suggested during our teaching, then this 

question could have served as a final move to checkmate. It seemed to call into 

question all of Xiushan’s previous answers, even where he came from. The breadth of 

the question broke down all sorts of boundaries between geographic regions, schools of 

thought, and activities. 

 

In my case, it caused me to question my previous answers as well, particularly the 

answer to “What can you do about the world?”  My answer to that question now 

seems very “small,” especially if I consider the perspective given by our daily verses. 

They are broad and universal in their intention. 



 

7. 

What do I call the world? 

I call the world in so many ways… 

How is it going in your world? 

My world 

The world 

This is a man's world 

Children of the world 

Woman's World Cup 

This Broken world 

The world of technology 

What a wonderful world 

What a crazy world 

The new world  

The old world 

The brave new world 

World as you know it 

The world as I know it 

A democratic world 

A world of color 

A world of war 

A world of Peace 

It just seems to go on and on and on…so when asked the question What do I call the 

world…Today I call the world ONE!  

 

8. 

What do you call the world? 

The world is everything around and in me.  It is in my dog, my children, my neighbors, 

the strangers on the highway.  It is the trees, the grass, the air, the dirt.  All of it.  The 

world includes everything.  That word everything can seem massive and 

overwhelming.  The world, at this moment, is what is right in front of me.  The sound of 

the locusts, and my husband rustling around in the kitchen, my creaky, worn wood 

floors and the food on the counter waiting to be prepared.  The world is in the car full of 

smelly 14 year olds I am getting ready to go pick up from practice, and everything I 

meet in between on the car ride over there.  The world is all the different parts of me 

that rise up when afraid, righteous, angry, apathetic, resist or judge.  The world is the 

beauty and joy and the hurt, terror grief and pain.  The world includes 

everything.  William Blake keeps running through my mind "the world is in a grain of 

sand."    

 

9. 

What do I call the world? 

I measure things by how it was and how it is now, because this helps me with 

perspective.  My first world was my first husband and world for 17 years, until his 



sudden death, but I found out that a person does not have to be alive for them to 

literally be your world.  It took a decade and a half to feel relief from the grip of this 

world dying as I was trying to morph into a new world.  I was turned inside out and I 

wanted back in.  I begun to see that there were more worlds than I was exposed to and 

I was becoming aware of a new world that scared me.  I often say, "It's such a big small 

world," as I see how we are all connected, but I am more cautious of what I don't 

know.  I call the world what I am comfortable with and I spend time in places that some 

people would not embrace as a world to find love, compassion, passion, purpose, and 

freedom, but for me it is has been one of the safer worlds I could grow up in.  I feel 

blessed to be introduced to a newer concept - the world of love and service, on a wider, 

deeper level of understanding, after our reading last night.  My mornings world is one of 

awareness and gratitude.  I will drive down the streets of Austin, with the intention and 

focus of entering a peaceful warm loving space and I will let the world of quiet enter my 

parts.  So, as the world turns so does my awareness of "the" world.  I am flowering into 

curiosity and this helps with a big yes. 

 

Carol 

 

10. 

What do you call the world? 

Nothing, space, I cannot find any words to contribute. I feel confused. Can I do some 

research on this one? Perhaps there are books on this exact topic. Maybe the dictionary 

would help. I think it is an important confusion. It feels that way. Important…confusion. 

All the bad news, the terrible things that happen, is not what I call the world. One 

evening my eyes were filled with tears that would not stop rolling down my face and 

someone brought me a Kleenex. The world was not the Kleenex, or the tears, or the 

person who brought the Kleenex. The world in that moment was all of those things, 

plus the space between, plus all the things I cannot name in that same moment. And in 

that same moment someone, somewhere is dying and leaving the world.  Someone, 

somewhere is being born into the world. Across the world there is fighting and pain and 

not enough food or water. Across the world there is also love and delight, healing and 

hope. Somewhere there is love and delight, healing and hope in the same place where 

there is pain and despair and not enough food. All in the same moment—maybe this is 

the world. Maybe the question is more important than the answer.  

 

11. 

What do you call the world? 

 

The world is within and without, so I can’t call it, really. 

 

I am the world, I am of the world, the world calls me. 

 

The world calls me “world”.  We are not separate. If I don’t know the horizons of the 

world, then I don’t know my own horizons. 

 



There is no need to “call” the world, anymore than I “call” my cat Mario or the world 

“calls” me Lisa.  The world speaks in a cat’s meow, dawn’s glow, leaves’ rustle, 

starlight, moonlight, meteor-fall, fathomless space. 

 

World unfolded into me and all that is organic and inorganic, all that moves through it, 

ceaselessly transforming. 

 

Here are some words from the world:  Hello, do you like the tongue I gave you, the 

nervous system, body, the senses to experience yourself and me, to call me names? 

 

Lisa Kuntz 

 

12. 

Today my voice  

got stuck in my throat 

not able to celebrate your world or mine 

as they closed your eyes one last time 

 

I imagine you eager for this moment 

going to join your beloved wife 

for whom you walked the El Camino di Compostella 

when she died so quickly 

by the callousness of the airport security 

 

I remember your Martinis, with cracked ice, 

with your wife and later without 

meeting you with lady friends 

at concerts of madrigals 

or Conspirare’s modern piece 

 

You served in Korea, better you did not hear 

of today’s Chinese provocation in the South Chinese seas 

 

better you missed today’s increasingly disturbing world, 

which will be much harder to bear without you among us. 

 

Traude Harzer 

 

13. 

What do you call the world? 

Everything. 

 

I don't believe it's "my" world in the sense that the world is only what I'm familiar with - 

where I live, what I know about other countries/peoples.  I can't even limit it to this 



planet or solar system.  I think it's all connected.  Somehow.  "The world" is just the 

name for what is bigger than my known "world."  Kind of like God. 

 

Stephanie Seiler 

 

14. 

What do you call the world? 

 

The world is mysterious, contradictory, paradoxical. 

It is our parent. 

It nourishes us or not. 

It manifests myriad things of wonder, horror and all else; 

It manifests its own nature without reservation. 

It judges not its expression,  

Continually questing for unattainable equilibrium. 

I do not know what the world is. 

I do not know what to call it. 

 

Ilene Kelfer 

 

15. 

The World 

 

Through the years I have come to see the world as me.  It begins with me and extends 

outward from there.  When I was younger, I viewed the world as everything around me 

but now that I am older I see more clearly that the world begins with me. 

 

Beginning with me, the world is ever changing and in that ever changing state, it has 

become more flexible, more accepting, more constantly aware of endings---of death. 

As I change and grow in wisdom, I learn more clearly that the world is what I co-create 

in relationship to my environment, my family, my friends, my coworkers, people I come 

into contact and the various  circumstances I am placed in each day.  The world 

becomes my response to what is happening within and around me.   

 

I came to see very clearly through the death of my son how vast the world is, how far 

reaching our responses are, now interconnected we all are--- far beyond what we can 

imagine and so the world is far beyond what I can imagine or begin to express. Through 

stories of my son’s life told to me by those who knew him, through correspondence 

with people I did not even know I experienced how one life does become the world.   

 

I call the world relationship---relationship with every living thing.  On some level, one 

that I sometimes seem to experience in silence, I know/feel that I am part of everything.  

That everything, that presence, is the world.  My participation in it, for me, depends on 

knowing myself as fully and deeply as possible, and allowing that self to extend to the 



places and people I intuitively know it was meant to be with and in  willingness I explore 

and come to know more fully that I am the world and the world is me. 

 

Judy Myers 

 

16. 

An empty box.  

A blade of grass. Rain.  

The night sky. 

   

The world is where we're coming from.  

 

John 

 

17. 

"What do you call the world?" 

 

I have a faint knowledge that the world is a vast interlocking network of people, 

structures, animals, plants, atoms, etc. But, normally, I call the world my brief life and 

the few people I touch along the way. From the larger world, I am a speck, a flash, a 

grain of sand. The larger world is vastly incomprehensible, and I am so fortunate to be a 

tiny part of it. (This is easy to say when you are not at war, and are not sick, and have 

enough to eat.) 

To the world within (me,) you are very precious to me. I am honored to be your friend.  

Ardeth Still 

      
 


