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40 years of commitment   
By : Reverend Teijo Munnich

I stood on the landing at the top of the stairs leading to the meditation 
hall taking, deep breaths and nervously making last-minute adjust-

ments to the neck, waist, and back seam of my kimono.  It was June 27, 
1981, and I was about to receive the Bodhisattva precepts for the second 
time. I had accepted the precepts ceremony four years earlier, but this 
time was different.

In Soto Zen tradition, there are two kinds of ordination: lay ordination, or 
“Staying at home and practicing the Way,” and priest ordination, “Leaving 
home and practicing the Way,” and this time I was about to embark on the 
second. I wasn’t having second thoughts. Although it had taken me a few 
years to come to terms with this step, the deep inner voice had said “yes” 
when the subject first came up with Katagiri Roshi. That inner voice had 
not only lingered in my heart but over time become more dominant. And 
although before we set a date, I had confirmed with Roshi that I could quit 
at any time, I felt confident about my decision.

However, I’ve always felt nervous when going in front of a lot of people 
to perform in some way, and while Roshi had briefly gone over the cer-
emony with me the evening before, there had been no rehearsal. We had 
just quickly looked over the script, and when he saw my confusion, all he 
said was, “Just follow what it says on the paper.”

The day before, Roshi had shaved my head, leaving only a small patch of 
hair on my crown to be shaved during the ceremony. It was emotional for 
me to let go of the hair, which had hung below my shoulders, and getting 
it all off seemed to take an excruciatingly long time. When I glimpsed my 
bald visage in the mirror, I cried. I went home and hid in my room, sneak-
ing out of the house the next morning with my head covered.

At that time I was kind of fanatical about details of ceremonies, making 
notes and charts and books and rehearsing the simplest thing for hours 
until I got it right. Even my dance improvisations had some kind of hook 
that I could return to when I felt lost. But when Roshi tried to talk me 
through the ceremony the night before, I had glazed over. Standing at the 
threshold of this important event, I felt suspended in space. Roshi had 
already entered the meditation hall, offering incense and purifying the 
hall. Soon the priest who was assigned as my attendant came to lead me 
into the hall. My script was at the side altar set up for the ceremony, and 
all I had to remember before going to my place was to go to the main altar, 

The Great Tree “Campout”  By : Satya McCarthy-Rotella

The rain-filled rushing stream had perilously risen by the 
time we made it up the winding foggy roads of the Pisgah 

National Forest and past the Pisgah Center for Wildlife Educa-
tion & Fish Hatchery (most of the members of our group missed 
the turn the first time). The rain eased somewhat as the first of 
our party, the Yokote family, arrived. We greeted with gasshos 
and smiles as both of our families have known each other since 
Great Tree’s children’s retreats and beyond some 10 years ago—
so it was a reunion of sorts., We tried to contact the other mem-
bers—Teijo, the Harnett-Hargrove family, and Brook Reynolds 
but our phones, deep in the lush landscape, were unable to get 
service. This meant we had to make a 20 minute drive back out 
of the park. After many joint phone calls, the decision was made 
to head back to Great Tree to wait out the rain. The quarter of a 
mile hike up to our remote campsite,  across a raging creek, with 
two days worth of food and gear seemed daunting. 

Upon arrival at Great Tree, we were greeted by Teijo and her dog.  
A puzzle, one of the pastimes of the covid isolation at Great Tree, 
had been started and the Yokotes brought out deliciously ar-
ranged bento boxes, homemade by Gendo. The sharing of vegan 
cheeses and catching up entertained us for much of the night. 
Just as we were finishing, two more old friends showed up: Debo-
rah and Mateo, additional attendees of the children’s retreats 10 
or so years ago. What a surprise! 

We awoke to the smell of pancakes, made by Priscilla, and green 
tea from Japan. After a relaxing start to the day, we hurried to 
pack up our coolers with food for a picnic. Weaving through the 
traffic of I-26, we made our way back again to Pisgah. The creek 
had settled to a clear, knee-deep flow so we were able to make 
our way across the smooth rocks and sand with a few clanks and 
much ease. The air was filled with the hovering remnants of the 
rain and the humidity felt much like clouds resting in “hollers.” 
The wooded path split into an expansive field, room for at least 
60 tents with a fire circle and picnic tables placed at the edge 
near the path. We were relieved to set down our many stoves and 
snacks and greet Brook and the Harnett-Hargroves who had ar-
rived earlier and had already made use of the infamous sliding 
rock, the true reason for the out-of-the-way campout location. 

 —continued on back  —continued on back



Teijo had procured Japanese curry blocks and noodles 
were brought to a boil to combine with them. After much 
snacking on chips, hummus, and tasty chocolate covered 
espresso beans, we soon made our way to the sliding 
rock in our bathing suits. Jane and Sarah bravely made 
the first debut, with shrieks as Lina captured the mo-
ment with her photography. I was the next martyr, with 
Deborah and Mateo following suit close behind, and was 
shocked by the frigid water and speed of the descent. 
Near the end of the festivities, Beasly, Deborah and 
Mateo’s elderly dog, decided to make the climb up the 
rock to her family. We held our breath, laughing at the 
absurdity of the situation as she slipped and regained 
her steady trot. The day came to a close with rock skip-
ping in a mossy bend of the river and eventually making 
our way back to the temple. 

The evening continued with the sharing of food 
(okonomiyaki made by Gendo) and the retelling of 
memories from when many of us were youth. A rowdy 
game of Uno was played as well as the viewing of Avatar 
the Last Airbender. 

This campout turned picnic showed that community 
can be found both near and far and can be upheld over 
many years.

offer incense, and do three prostrations. Then I could look at the paper that told 
me what to do next.

I offered the incense and began my prostrations. I always liked doing prostrations; 
it was like exercise to me—knees to the floor, then elbows, forehead, and hands, 
lift the hands above the head, and reverse the order to come up. I enjoyed the pre-
cision of the movement, and my muscles felt good when I did it. So that moment 
awakened something in me. I began to see the entire ceremony as a dance, and it 
occurred to me that if I choreographed it, it would flow more easily. So with the 
prostrations to ground me, I experienced the ceremony as a dance, improvising 
parts I didn’t know. As I did my third prostration at the main altar, I felt calmer, and 
with that calm, I entered the ceremony.

It was good that that happened at the beginning. Evidently there were mistakes in 
the script, because several times as I started to bow, Roshi told me, “No, not now, 
sit down,” or he calmly changed the order of things to be the way he knew it should 
be. It does have a certain order to it, but at the time I didn’t see it.

A ceremony is a marker of a sort, statement about a commitment one is about to 
make. And, it seems that no matter how much we want to commit to something, as 
it gets closer, the hugeness of what we are doing becomes more palpable. And this 
ceremony can seem like walking into fire. 

At the time it felt as if something was unfolding that I could not explain, even to 
myself. But looking back over those 40 years, I now realize that it was a more pro-
found event than I could possibly know. I entered an unknown, and that one little 
ceremony opened my life in an entirely new way.  

Although Roshi and I had talked about ordination for more than three years, once 
the decision was made and the date set, my mind focused in a way I had never 
experienced—a one-pointedness, as if all my perceptions came together, as if a 
vacuum sucked up everything in my head and put it in one place. And when it was 
all condensed to a single thought, I felt a great clarity, like a confirmation that this 
was exactly what I wanted to do.

I got into Zen to simplify my life, and the one-pointedness that came from that sin-
gle ceremony has helped me to move closer and closer to the freedom that comes 
with simplicity..

—“Campout” continued  —“Commitment” continued

I experienced the ceremony 

as a dance, improvising 

parts I didn’t know. 



C ompassion and community are at the heart of Great Tree Women’s Zen Temple. In 
the past year, Great Tree has offered gifts that reach far beyond the walls of the Temple 
(thank you, Zoom and tech support friends!) and has received gifts in turn. 

• In celebrating the Year of Katagiri Roshi, Saturday morning talks by his 
students brought to life his teachings and personality. They also brought 
new faces as our Sangha welcomed people from around the world. 

• Study and discussion groups crossed times zones as we explored the 
writings of Katagiri Roshi and Pema Chodron, deepening participants’ 
practice and understanding. 

• Our usual practice periods now include Saturday half-day sesshins.

• We offered workshops in writing and body awareness, family meditation, 
and guided forest bathing.

• Great Tree’s 16th anniversary, the 40th anniversary of Teijo’s ordination, 
and her 75th birthday were combined in a wonderful celebration.

The focus for 2022 is ”What is Sangha?” with lectures and practice periods designed to deepen 
our understanding and our connections as a community. We will continue to offer Introduc-
tion to Zen and Family Meditation every month, as well as talks and events to develop body 
awareness. Zoom and other technologies allow us to open Great Tree to people across the globe, 
helping our Sangha grow in new ways.

• The energy of compassionate offering is fed by all those who support 
Great Tree. Ways to participate in that support include:

• Attending events

• Volunteering to speak or lead workshops

• Volunteering to help with grounds care

• Creating art for the Temple Gift Shop or buying art and crafts from the 
shop

• Serving on the board and committees

• Monetary donations.

The beauty of this support is that is alive and ongoing. Each new gift builds on past gifts and 
keeps present Buddha’s warm, compassionate heart. Please keep giving so that Great Tree’s 
compassion and community can continue to ripple out into a world deeply in need of both. 

GREAT TREE ZEN WOMEN’S TEMPLE FALL 2021 APPEAL LETTER

“Your body and mind are produced by compassion. Your life, the life of 
all beings, everything you see, and everything you hear are nothing but 
the total manifestation of Buddha’s warm, compassionate heart.”

— Dainin Katagiri

Commemorating the 40th Anniversary of Rev Teijo Munnich’s ordination, The Ecology Wlldlife Foundation 
has donated $40,000 to Great Tree Zen Women’s Temple for ecological and property improvements! 

We are so grateful for our generous community.



Shoyeido 
Incense

Visit our Online Temple Shop featuring Paperleaf Imprint’s art 
prints, chapbooks, bookmarks, and more, as well as various art 
and crafts donated or made at Great Tree by our community of 
local artisans. www.greattreetemple.org/temple-shop.

Great Tree is closed Monday & Friday

Ongoing schedule

Poems from GT 
Prison Sangha:

Moon light shines
Water laps to shore
The breeze blows
All as we sleep.
Kakudo–

[a haiku]
Autumn leaves are inked
Red, orange, yellow, umber
Wilst the trees slumber
Daishin

EARLY MORNING ZAZEN
Tuesday, Wednesday, Thursday
Zazen      6:00 - 6:40 AM
Kinhin     6:40 - 6:50 AM
Zazen      6:50 - 7:30 AM
Chanting  7:30

TUESDAY STUDY GROUP
Tuesdays       3:30 PM-5:00 PM
Fall 2021: Oct 5 - Dec 14

TONGLEN PRACTICE-
CALMING THE BODY & MIND
Thursdays      9:30 - 10:00 AM

EVENING ZAZEN - Thursdays
Zazen    6:00 - 6:40 PM
Kinhin    6:40 - 6:50 PM
Zazen     6:50 - 7:30 PM

SATURDAY MORNING
ZAZEN & LECTURES
9:30 AM - 11:00 AM

2021 ZAZEN PRACTICE DAYS:
9:30 am to 4:30 pm
Includes Sat Morning Lectures
10: 00 am -11:00 am

FAMILY MEDITATION 
Last Sunday of each month 
10:30  - 11:30 AM

Haiku Morsels
Full set of 6 folding accordion books
Hand made – 3.25 x 4 inch panels
20 poems in each book 
Haiku poetry with original art covers
The author, Steve Titterud
The artist–Kevan Willington

Stoneware mugs from community 
member, Elaine, with various de-
signs, for your coffee or favorite tea. 

Great Tree Zen Temple’s 2021 
Buddha’s Enlightenment Ceremony 
December 12 – Ceremony at 2 p.m. on Zoom

Our Annual Craft Sale follows via a Zoom tour. 
To schedule a time for on-site, in-person visits, 
contact teijo@greattreetemple.org.

Looking for donations of handmade arts, crafts & 
other dharma goodies for the annual craft sale!ON ZOOM


