Silence and Slowing Down

Kent SGM

In our busy lives we too rarely slow down. This session provides a chance to explore the possibilities of slowing our lives down and listening in the silence.

Words for Gathering:


Haiku

I'm going to roll over, 

so please move,


cricket.

---Issa

Flowers offered to the Buddha

come floating


down the winter river.

---Buson


Deep autumn--

my neighbor,


how does he live, I wonder?

---Basho


That wren--

looking here, looking there.


You lose something?

---Issa


Not yet become a Buddha,

this ancient pine tree, 


dreaming.

---Issa
Sitting in Stillness
As we prepare to create and enter a sacred space, let us take a moment to sit in silence together.  

Checking-in:
Please light a candle and tell us what has been happening in your life.  The group will listen with care, but without comment; please feel free to offer support after the group meeting. If you like, you may light your candle in silence.

Theme for Reflection: Silence and Slowing Down

Shakyamuni [Buddha] means that the self as subjectivity must practice tranquil silence. So Zen Buddhism emphasizes that the truth is to be practiced constantly, in silence, because truth itself is really tranquil silence. The moment when we touch the truth, there is no way to explain the self as a subject who touches the truth. So, very naturally, 

the subjective self who touches the truth becomes silent. But it is a deep silence; the truth is really something alive in you."

---Dainin Katagiri, "Returning to Silence"


...My mind has been a blank slab of black asphalt for hours, but that doesn't stop the sun's wild wheel. I set my coffee beside me on the curb; I smell loam on the wind; I pat the puppy; I watch the mountain.

My hand works automatically over the puppy's fur...Shadows lope along the mountains rumpled flanks...purple vaults and slides...gold lights veer and retract, shatter and glide in a series of dazzling splashes...The air cools, the puppy's skin is hot. I am more alive than all the world.


This is it, I think, this is it, right now, the present, this empty gas station, here, this western wind, this tang of coffee on the tongue, and I am patting the puppy, I am watching the mountain. And the second I verbalize this awareness in my brain, I cease to see the mountain or feel the puppy...


Experiencing the present purely is being empty and hollow; you catch grace as a man fills his cup under a waterfall.

---Annie Dillard, "Pilgrim at Tinker Creek"

Let us be silent, that we may hear the whispers of the gods.

---Ralph Waldo Emerson

In responding to the following questions, know that they are your launching ground. Respond to the questions that speak to you personally or, if you’d rather, comment on the readings.

What value do silence and slowing down hold for you? 

How do you create space in your life for slowing down?

What are the qualities of silence that you are aware of and appreciate? 

How are silence and slowing down part of your spiritual journey?

Likes and Wishes:


Please tell us what you liked and what you wish might have been different about this meeting.
Words for Parting

Over the years when I worked as an artist in elementary schools I devised an exercise for the children regarding noise and silence. I'll make a deal with you, I said--first you get to make noise and then you'll make silence.


The rules for noise were simple: when I raise my hand, I told them, you make all the noise you can while sitting at your desk, using your mouth, hands, and feet. The kids' eyes would grow wide--and the teacher's as well--so I'd add, the important thing is that when I lower my hand, you have to stop...


The rules for silence were equally simple. Don't hold your breath and make funny faces, I learned to say, as this is how third graders typically imagine silence. . But in every case but one, over many years, I found that children were able to become so still that silence became a presence in the classroom...


Some kids loved it. I believe it was a revelation to them, and certainly to their teachers, that they could be so quiet. “Let's do it again,” they'd say. Others weren't so sure. “It's scary,” a fifth grader complained. “Why?” I asked, and I believe he got to the heart of it when he replied,  “It's like we're waiting for something--it's scary!”...


What interests me most about my experiment is the way in which making silence liberated the imagination of so many children. Very few wrote with any originality about making noise. Most of their images were clichés such as “we sound like a herd of elephants.” But silence was another matter: here, their images often had a depth and maturity that was unlike anything else they wrote. One boy came up with an image of strength as being “as slow and silent as a tree,” another wrote that “silence is me sleeping waiting to wake up.” “Silence is a tree spreading its branches to the sun.” In a parochial school, one third grader's poem turned into a prayer: “Silence is spiders spinning their webs, it's like a silkworm making its silk. Lord, help me know when to be silent.” And in a tiny town in western North Dakota a little girl offered a gem of spiritual wisdom that I find myself returning to when my life becomes too noisy and distractions overwhelm me: “Silence reminds me to take my soul with me wherever I go.”

---Kathleen Norris, Amazing Grace

Extinguish candles
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