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Preface

Three steps, one bow – three steps along the side of the highway,
then a bow to the ground, so that knees, elbows, hands, and forehead
touch the earth, then rise, join the palms together, and take three more
steps, then begin another bow. Hour after hour, day after day, for two
and a half years, this was how they made their pilgrimage. In China,
devout Buddhists sometimes undertake the arduous and prayerful
practice of three steps, one bow, for the last few hundred yards of a
journey to a sacred site. But this was California, and these two
pilgrim-monks were young Americans. Dressed in their robes and
sashes, carrying no money, armed with nothing but discipline and
reverence, they walked and bowed 800 miles along the narrow
shoulder of the Pacific Coast Highway. Progressing a mile a day,
they bowed from downtown Los Angeles north along the coast,
through Santa Barbara and along the Big Sur, through San Francisco
and across the Golden Gate, then 100 miles farther north to the City
of Ten Thousand Buddhas, a newly founded religious and
educational center in Mendocino County. As they bowed, their
prayer was that the world would be free of disaster, calamity, and
war.

The silent monk in the lead was Heng Sure. Originally from
Toledo, Ohio, he had found his way in 1974 to Gold Mountain
Buddhist Monastery in San Francisco. There on a side street of the
Mission District, an eminent Chinese monk, the Venerable Master
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Hsuan Hua, was living in obscurity as he carried out his pioneering
work of transplanting the Buddhist monastic tradition to the West.
Moved by Master Hua’s virtue and wisdom, Heng Sure joined other
young Americans in taking a monastic name and the full ordination
of a Buddhist monk. 

During his subsequent studies, Heng Sure read of a bowing
pilgrimage made in the 1880’s by the Venerable Hsu Yun (“Empty
Cloud”), who was the most distinguished Chinese monastic of his
generation. Master Yun had bowed every third step across the
breadth of China; it had taken him five years. Heng Sure knew that
Master Yun had been patriarch of the Wei Yang Lineage of the Chan
School, and he knew that his own abbot and teacher, Master Hua,
was the current patriarch, having received the lineage transmission
from Master Yun in 1949. Inspired by this close connection, Heng
Sure asked Master Hua if he could undertake his own pilgrimage of
three steps, one bow. Master Hua approved, but said, “Wait.”

Heng Sure had to wait a year. What he needed, Master Hua said,
was the right companion and protector. It was to be Heng Chau.
Originally from Appleton, Wisconsin, Heng Chau had come to
Berkeley to study martial arts, and he had become an adept in several
traditions. When his tai-chi teacher finally told him, “Chan is higher
than any martial art,” Heng Chau crossed the Bay to study at Gold
Mountain Monastery. He soon heard about Heng Sure’s vow, and he
asked if he could bow with him. Within a week Heng Chau took
novice precepts and made a formal vow to bow beside Heng Sure, as
well as handle the logistics of cooking, cleaning, setting up camp,
and talking with strangers.

Thus the pilgrimage began. Master Hua saw them off as they left
Gold Wheel Monastery in Los Angeles on 7 May 1977. To Heng
Chau, the martial artist, he said, “You can’t use your martial arts on
the pilgrimage. Heng Sure’s vow is to seek an end to calamities,
disasters and war; so how can you yourselves be involved in
violence? If either of you fights – or even indulges in anger – you will
no longer be my disciples.” For protection from the dangers of the
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road, Master Hua instructed them to practice instead the four uncon-
ditional attitudes of the Bodhisattva: kindness, compassion, joy, and
equanimity. It was by no means the last time that the two bowing
monks would need their teacher’s advice. 

On the road, the two pilgrims followed their monastic discipline
strictly – eating one vegetarian meal a day; never going indoors,
sleeping sitting up in the old 1956 Plymouth station wagon that
served as their shelter. In the evenings after a day of bowing they
studied the Avatamsaka Sutra (Flower Adornment Sutra) by the light
of an oil lamp. They translated passages into English and attempted
to put into practice the principles of the text in their day-to-day
experiences on the road, as their teacher had encouraged them to do.
The monks guarded their concentration by avoiding newspapers, by
leaving the car radio silent, and by keeping to a strict meditation
schedule. Heng Sure held a vow of silence for the entire journey, and
it became Heng Chau’s job to talk with the many people who stopped
along the highway with questions. Occasionally the visitors were
hostile, and some threatened violence, but the greater number were
curious, and often the curious became the monks’ protectors,
bringing them food and supplies until the monks had bowed their
way out of range.

Everything important that happened on the highway – the
mistakes and the growth, the trials and remarkable encounters, the
dangers and the insights, the hard work with the body and in the mind
– the pilgrims reported in letters to Master Hua. He would answer in
person by visiting them from time to time, giving them indispensable
spiritual guidance, admonishment, humor, and timely instructions-
both lofty and mundane. These letters are the contents of this volume.
They were not written with the thought that they would be published.
Rather, they were a medium in which the two monks attempted to
speak to their teacher as openly and sincerely as possible about their
experience on the road. As such, the letters preserve an unadorned
account of an authentic spiritual journey.





xiii
The Venerable Master Hsuan Hua

A Brief Portrait

“I have had many names,” he once said, “and all of them are
false.” In his youth in Manchuria, he was known as “the Filial Son
Bai”; as a young monk he was An Tzu (“Peace and Kindness”); later,
in Hong Kong, he was Tu Lun (“Wheel of Rescue”); finally, in
America, he was Hsuan Hua, which might be translated as “one who
proclaims the principles of transformation.” To his thousands of
disciples across the world, he was always also “Shr Fu” – “Teacher.” 

Born in 1918 into a peasant family in a small village on the
Manchurian plain, Master Hua was the youngest of ten children. He
attended school for only two years, during which he studied the
Chinese Classics and committed much of them to memory. As a
young teenager, he opened a free school for both children and adults.
He also began then one of his lifelong spiritual practices: reverential
bowing. Outdoors, in all weathers, he would make over 800 prostra-
tions daily, as a profound gesture of his respect for all that is good
and sacred in the universe.

He was nineteen when his mother died, and for three years he
honored her memory by sitting in meditation in a hut beside her
grave. It was during this time that he made a resolve to go to America
to teach the principles of wisdom. As a first step, at the end of the
period of mourning, he entered San Yuan Monastery, took as his
teacher Master Chang Chih, and subsequently received the full
ordination of a Buddhist monk at Pu To Mountain. For ten years he
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devoted himself to study of the Buddhist scriptural tradition and to
mastery of both the Esoteric and the Chan Schools of Chinese
Buddhism. He had also read and contemplated the scriptures of
Christianity, Taoism, and Islam. Thus, by the age of thirty, he had
already established through his own experience the four major
imperatives of his later ministry in America: the primacy of the
monastic tradition; the essential role of moral education; the need for
Buddhists to ground themselves in traditional spiritual practice and
authentic scripture; and, just as essential, the importance and the
power of ecumenical respect and understanding.

In 1948, Master Hua traveled south to meet the Venerable Hsu
Yun, who was then already 108 years old and China’s most distin-
guished spiritual teacher. From him Master Hua received the
patriarchal transmission in the Wei Yang Lineage of the Chan
School. Master Hua subsequently left China for Hong Kong. He
spent a dozen years there, first in seclusion, then later as a teacher at
three monasteries which he founded. 

Finally, in 1962, he went to the United States, at the invitation of
several of his Hong Kong disciples who had settled in San Francisco.
By 1968, Master Hua had established the Buddhist Lecture Hall in a
loft in San Francisco’s Chinatown, and there he began giving nightly
lectures, in Chinese, to an audience of young Americans. His texts
were the major scriptures of the Mahayana. In 1969, he astonished
the monastic community of Taiwan by sending there, for final
ordination, two American women and three American men, all five
of them fully trained as novices, fluent in Chinese and conversant
with Buddhist scripture. During subsequent years, the Master trained
and oversaw the ordination of hundreds of monks and nuns who
came to California from every part of the world to study with him.
These monastic disciples now teach in the 28 temples, monasteries
and convents that the Master founded in the United States, Canada,
and several Asian countries.

Although he understood English well and spoke it when it was
necessary, Master Hua almost always lectured in Chinese. His aim



The Venerable Master Hsuan Hua xv
was to encourage Westerners to learn Chinese, so that they could
become translators, not merely of his lectures, but of the major
scriptural texts of the Buddhist Mahayana. His intent was realized.
So far, the Buddhist Text Translation Society, which he founded, has
issued over 130 volumes of translation of the major Sutras, together
with a similar number of commentaries, instructions, and stories
from the Master’s teaching.

As an educator, Master Hua was tireless. From 1968 to the mid
1980’s he gave as many as a dozen lectures a week, and he traveled
extensively on speaking tours. At the City of Ten Thousand Buddhas
in Talmage, California, he established formal training programs for
monastics and for laity; elementary and secondary schools for boys
and for girls; and Dharma Realm Buddhist University, together with
the University’s branch, the Institute for World Religions, in
Berkeley.

Throughout his life the Master taught that the basis of spiritual
practice is moral practice. Of his monastic disciples he required strict
purity, and he encouraged his lay disciples to adhere to the five
precepts of the Buddhist laity. Especially in his later years,
Confucian texts were often the subject of his lectures, and he held to
the Confucian teaching that the first business of education is moral
education. He identified six rules of conduct as the basis of
communal life at the City of Ten Thousand Buddhas; the six rules
prohibit contention, covetousness, self-seeking, selfishness, profiting
at the expense of the community, and false speech. He asked that the
children in the schools he had founded recite these prohibitions every
morning before class. In general, although he admired the
independent-mindedness of Westerners, he believed that they lacked
ethical balance and needed that stabilizing sense of public morality
which is characteristic of the East. 

The Venerable Master insisted on ecumenical respect, and he
delighted in inter-faith dialogue. He stressed commonalities in
religious traditions – above all their emphasis on proper conduct, on
compassion, and on wisdom. He was also a pioneer in building
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bridges between different Buddhist national traditions. He often
brought monks from Theravada countries to California to share the
duties of transmitting the precepts of ordination. He invited Catholic
priests to celebrate the mass in the Buddha-Hall at the City of Ten
Thousand Buddhas, and he developed a late-in-life friendship with
Paul Cardinal Yu-Bin, the exiled leader of the Catholic Church in
China and Taiwan. He once told the Cardinal: “You can be a
Buddhist among the Catholics, and I’ll be a Catholic among
Buddhists.” To the Master, the essential teachings of all religions
could be summed up in a single word: wisdom.

* * *



Planning the pilgrimage, Heng Sure and Heng Chau converse
in Gold Mountain Monastery’s work loft.

Heng Chau comments: “We connected! The long unspoken link
between us surfaced. We knew each other, and a mutual vow
made long ago was ripening. Suddenly I found myself absorbed
in planning an incredible expedition with Heng Sure that on the
one hand I knew I couldn’t pass up and on the other I equally
couldn’t imagine getting clear and free enough inside and out to
go.”



Packing gear into the old station wagon, the monks do final
preparations before beginning the pilgrimage.

The Master instructs: “Bowing once every three steps is not the
kind of method that anyone wants to do, because it’s so danger-
ous. So at all times you want to be very careful… When you
come to curves or narrow lanes, you can bow alongside in the
grass off the road.”



First bows to begin the pilgrimage at Gold Wheel Monastery,
South Pasadena.

May 1977









May 6, 1977 • One Heart Bowing 1
The Hardest Part is Inside

*  *  *  *  *  *  *  *  *
May 1977

Heng Chau • May 6, 1977
I am going to ascend to the heavens

We arrive at the San Francisco International Airport to begin
with. We are on the way to Los Angeles. The cart is being taken
down by car and Heng Sure and Heng Shun and I accompany Shih
Fu (the Venerable Master Hsuan Hua) by plane. At the airport we
encounter Quentin Kopp, President of the San Francisco Board of
Supervisors.

“Where are you going, Venerable Sir?” Kopp asks the Master.
“I am going to ascend to the heavens and order the dragons to

make it rain,” was the Master’s reply.
In the air I sit between two people and feel hot and tired

(nodding out). Shih Fu walks up from behind and throws his scarf
and sash in my lap. I snap up, feel cool all of a sudden and alert,
bright. Rain clouds gather as we approach Los Angeles.

It was raining when we arrived in L.A. Good, strong, Dharma
protectors came to meet us. Say it just started raining before the
plane came in. “Dragon’s birthday present to Shih Fu.”



2 One Heart Bowing • May 7, 1977
Heng Chau • May 7, 1977
There’s no such thing as a lazy novice

Shih Fu was at my door this morning. “No sleeping; get up.
There’s no such thing as a lazy novice. Go to bed after everyone and
get up before anyone.” As a kid I hated getting up early, serving
mass, dark cold Wisconsin mornings. I still hate getting up early. I
hate bowing. Not really, but the hardest two things in my cultivation
are just those. Everyone here for morning recitation; like a family in
this small Bodhimanda. I can’t understand or appreciate the scope
and energy of this trip. It’s too much to handle. So I am fairly
thoughtless and unemotional. But I can feel excitement in the eyes of
others. What’s the big deal? A lot of hard work to make it, I can’t
allow myself to false think too far ahead or behind. Must think some,
however, or we’ll end up bowing in Tijuana, as Heng Sure takes off
his glasses when bowing. Cuts off eye outflows and also vision. Stay
on the right Way. Don’t make mistakes. Try your best.

I call on all the Buddhas and Bodhisattvas of the ten directions
to help and support me, Heng Chau, to uphold my vow to protect
and aid Heng Sure so he can fulfill his vow to bow once every three
steps from Los Angeles to Ukiah, California, to repent and reform of
all the suffering, disasters, and wars set in motion by our greed,
hatred, and stupidity; to purify our hearts, body, mouth, and inspire
others to do the same so that peace and harmony come to all living
beings.

Heng Sure shows me a picture of Tathagata Monastery. “That’s
where we’re going.” Three steps, one bow. If I don’t get my trip
together with monk’s clothes it will be three steps, one fall!

After the morning ceremony and Shih Fu’s parting words we’re
off, in, on… Well, it ain’t what I thought. Very hard; very wonderful.

Fire trucks hold us up awhile. Bow in place, count them up,
move on when the trucks leave. Lots of stares.
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I have an overwhelming feeling of oneness with all things. Bow
and repent of past karma of mine. Who is “me?” All one substance.
All benefit, all suffer from “my” karma. I grasp, understand the
inseparability of everything, all beings. I see the empty false mark of
self. Self is one huge empty obstruction.

At lunch Shih Fu says to me: “Whenever your stomach is hungry,
don’t cry.” What’s that about?

Afternoon: More flack from “cruising” demons. “Want a beer?
Hey! Want a beer?” says a stumbling, confused guy getting out of a
car. The Sangha really is sincere and supportive. Shih Fu said: “The
gods, dragons, and eight-fold division of spirits are happy today.
They are working too. They didn’t sleep, watching you.”

“Get off the goddam street.”
“Go home.”

Heng Chau • May 8, 1977
They will praise the two of you

Pouring rain. We are instructed to bow inside surrounded by the
Sangha who recite the Great Compassion Mantra, as they did all day
yesterday while we bowed on the road. “Don’t force it, that’s not
proper Dharma. It’s dangerous today. Cars might hit you; they can’t
see well. When rain stops continue where the equivalent of what you
bowed yesterday would be.”

State while bowing: I understand deeply all the countless beings
within Shih Fu being crossed over. Be a container to carry living
beings, to repent, to take on suffering for living beings, because you
can. You can because countless others have for you. Filial piety. We
are all one; keep the string connected. Give ceaselessly. Both days
while bowing I was on the verge of tears throughout. Inconceivable.

Advice: Don’t fight with anyone. Yield!!! Use your wisdom, your
kindness, compassion, joy, and giving.
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Hard work, patience, be straight (sincere). No desire. Be humble,
not arrogant like an emperor. Forget about states. Chase any
demons, and transfer merit constantly. Don’t float off into samadhi.
You’re the Dharma Protector. But don’t be moved. Accord with
conditions and don’t change; don’t change and accord with condi-
tions. Forget yourself; no self means no mistakes which in turn
means no retribution. Then you are in a position to be of some help.

Venerable Master Hua: Instruction, May 8, 1977.
Bowing once every three steps is not the kind of method that

anyone wants to do. Why? It’s too difficult. To bow along the road
once every three steps is very dangerous. So at all times you want to
be very careful. Don’t enter samadhi while you are bowing. If you
enter samadhi, the cars won’t and they will come and bump into you,
smashing you to smithereens. Without any choice, you’ll be off to
the Pure Land of Ultimate Bliss. Basically going off to the Pure Land
of Ultimate Bliss is a good thing, but we haven’t finished what we’re
doing here; we haven’t fulfilled our responsibilities in this land of
ultimate suffering. So you can’t be selfish and go off first to the Pure
Land. This is very important. Especially on the curves of the road or
narrow places where there’s only room for cars and not for pedes-
trians, you can bow alongside in the grass off the road if the road is
dangerous.

Also when people ask you questions, you should have one
person assigned to answer. Just one of you needs to answer, not two.
Now Kuo T’ing (Heng Chau) you are the Dharma protector. It
would be best if you answered the questions. Kuo Chen (Heng Sure)
you don’t need to answer. Don’t get involved with people and they
will think it’s even more wonderful. If you explain it all very clearly
and everyone understands what you’re doing then it’s no longer
wonderful. Inconceivable means just not letting them know. Don’t
explain to them. Kuo T’ing you can answer, but don’t talk too much
no matter what’s going on. Don’t lecture sutras and speak Dharma
for people. Don’t give commentaries. This is important.
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You should take along a good pair of pants so you don’t end up
naked from having them rip to shreds. You should always wear your
long robe and then if your pants rip it won’t matter anyway. Don’t be
like the one who bowed before, the “old cultivator” whose pants
were so old that they weren’t very strong and after bowing for a
while on the road he didn’t have any pants to wear. Fortunately there
was a response at that point and suddenly in the middle of the road
a pair of pants appeared. That is something that happened in the
past. And this time you should take along toilet paper; don’t be like
the one who used poison oak leaves instead. He got laid up so bad
he couldn’t bow; couldn’t even move; couldn’t do anything but cry
“Maha!” like a little lamb. This is important too.

Other than that, the two of you already have an identical vow not
to drink cola. That’s not a bad condition set up. If you drink cola
then people will want to give you beer and once they’ve given you
beer they’ll want to give you whiskey. And once it’s whiskey it will be
brandy. So there’s an inter-connection. If you don’t drink cola no
one will give you beer, or whiskey, or brandy. That is a good way.

The things Kuo T’ing experienced today were very good. You
could say that on this first day of bowing he has opened an enlighten-
ment. Having opened an enlightenment on the first day, then on the
second day he opens more and the third day, the forth day, and so
forth to the end of your bowing and you will have great penetration
and enlightenment. When you have great penetration and enlighten-
ment you will be able to propagate Buddhadharma in the world in a
useful way. So in doing the most stupid of things you two should
obtain the loftiest of wisdom; then you will not have bowed in vain.

Now at the City of Ten Thousand Buddhas, the ten thousand
Buddhas are still not complete. Guan Yin Bodhisattva is finished but
Guan Yin can transform into ten thousand Buddhas. And when you
arrive there, then thousand Buddhas will welcome you. I know that
as you bow there, the ten thousand Buddhas will fly there. They will
all arrive so you can see the wonderful adornments of the City of
Ten Thousand Buddhas, matchless beyond compare.
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In the world the source of Buddhism is about to expand. When
you get there the ten thousand Buddhas will rub your crowns and
give you predictions. “Good indeed, good indeed, this is called true
vigor. You are true cultivators.” They will praise the two of you.
Don’t forget when you get to the City of Ten Thousand Buddhas in
the future that the ten thousand Buddhas will rub your crowns and
give you predictions.

So although this is said to be the stupidest of things, on the other
hand the rewards are the very highest. When you grow into a dolt,
that becomes the esoteric. When you’ve studied to the point you’re
as if stupid, you become rare in the world; then you are a true
cultivator of the Way.

Heng Sure • May 9, 1977
The twenty-third vow

My 23rd vow is not to speak unless the words are in service to
the Triple Jewel. This is my chance to fulfill the vow at last. No
phones to answer or interviews to give; no one to rap with or shoot
the breeze. Silence but for the necessary words to Chau. To be
effective this must be firm. Any kind of busy-bodiness or expression
of self will not work. If I want all the energy to go up the right
channels I have got to do every minute as I would do in a Ch’an
session. A year-long two-man Ch’an session. Do it that way. No
excess. The Middle Road.

Heng Chau • May 9, 1977
You got till sundown to be out of our neighborhood

Still pouring through night and this morning. Thunder. Bowed
inside again. Waiting for final instructions from Shih Fu. We will
leave when Shih Fu leaves.

Bowing: Again the image of the body – one large body – all of us.
If one part of the body is sick the rest doesn’t split and ignore it; it
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works together or breaks down together. There is no self that is
immune, that can hide or be private. What goes around comes
around. You must heal yourself and share strength and light. Sick
parts resist treatment; it hurts at first to be touched.

7:00 PM: Whew! That was the toughest day I can remember. Saw
Shih Fu off at the airport. Alone, we are on our own. Heng Sure is
trying not to talk. Pouring, pouring rain. Huge threatening clouds.
We go back to Gold Wheel Temple, get our gear, and head off in the
1958 Plymouth wagon to solo. Where do we begin? In a tough,
rundown main drag of a Mexican American neighborhood where
there are drunks, and macho-looking tough kids. Oh, this is really
tough. It takes all the courage I can muster. Two scared kids
pretending it’s no big deal. Before we even start the groups are
forming to check this weird number out. The second bow I am
tapped on the shoulder from behind. A drunken, huge man says,
“Hey, what you makin’ with dis?” I feebly try to explain. He’s about
seven inches from my face. He slowly pulls out his wallet. Ah, our
first donation? No. An over-sentimentalized picture of Jesus with
long wavy hair. He keeps shaking it in front of my nose, nodding and
waiting. “A really holy person,” says I, “excuse me now, I’ve got to
keep up with my friend.”

A car whizzes by, souped up and packed, full of men. “You got
till sundown to be out of our neighborhood.”

Oh, Shih Fu, only three minutes out and already… We plug on,
even though more groups are forming ahead as the word spread.
“You’ll never get anywhere that way.” “Hey, Joe, they’re blessing
your gas station.” Some walk by like we were old Popsicle sticks – no
notice. As we get closer to each group they split, go inside, make an
opening, watching cautiously. I notice it’s stopped raining just as we
started bowing. But we are covered with mud and grim and water
from the sidewalks. “Hey, kick ’em in the ass when they bend over!
Ha! Ha!” One tough runs up and brushes between us. We keep
bowing. A big group of the worst has gathered at a corner ahead – 2
or 3 cars full. One stands a good 6’5”. I am fighting all my martial arts
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training to jack up the ch’i (energy) and take a stance. Instead I bow;
no eye contact. Heng Sure walks straight for them, I come to his side.
They spread apart. One runs up and pats us on the heads. The other
say, “Hey, man, let ’em be; they ain’t doin’ nothin’.” Through we go.
Soon the two toughest are stalking from behind. How hard to keep
my back to them and go on reciting. Finally the monster comes along
side. “Hey, sir, can I ask what you’re doin’?” I nod and finish bowing.
I explain we’re Buddhist monks and this is one of the ways we pray –
it’s a pilgrimage to bring some peace to ourselves and the world.

“All the way to Ukiah? How long will that take?”
“About a year.”
“Wow! That’s somethin’. Don’t he talk?”
“No, he’s concentrating, praying. I carry the gear, cook, talk to

folks, drive, etc.”
“You got the hard job.” They are moved. Something soft and

genuine is coming out.
“Well gotta go, we have to get some rest.”
“Peace to you.” He says and crosses us with his blessing. “Take

care.”
I can feel the protection around. Heng Sure’s silence is powerful.

If we can keep sincere and careful we’ll have a much better chance
to deal with things.

Heng Chau • May 10, 1977
There’s no room for indulgence or error on these streets

2:30 A.M. I wake up reciting a mantra. The mantra wakes me up.
I hear voices and feet outside. My senses come alert. A shadow
passes on the right of the van. Bang! An arm breaks through the
front window vent and grabs for the door handle. Heng Sure, asleep,
now jolts up. Dogs outside are barking wildly. “Hey!” I yell. The arm
retreats. I can make out four big dark figures with night sticks and a
dog walking away from the car and down the street. Drunk and
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roaming. A little later I hear rocks hitting the pavement. They are
mustering for a return. Tossing rocks, hitting their sticks, they draw
nearer. I’ve got to move quickly. I jump over the seat and throw the
car into gear. Where’s the ignition key? In the ignition. Hope it starts.
It does. They keep coming and I pull out. One tries to stop the car.
We made it!

Went back and slept till 4:00AM at Gold Wheel Temple in the
driveway. We both feel tightness at what we are doing. Here there is
potential for great accomplishment and for big mistakes. We need to
be very careful with outflows. We must stick to a schedule, concen-
trate, and not move or retreat. Work hard and be sincere. There’s no
room for indulgence or error on these streets. We both feel the
adrenalin crash. This was a big day, a hard one.

Verse and Mantra in Case of Harm 

To Creatures when Walking
From early morning ’till fall of night,
All living beings should look after themselves.
If I should harm any creature 

or crush an insect beneath my feet,
Know that it was an accident, a mistake.
I vow that any such creatures 

will be reborn immediately
In the Land of Ultimate Bliss of Amitabha.

Nan. Di li tze li swo he (3x)

Heng Chau • May 10, 1977
Wham Bang Bust ’em Vigor

Less flack this morning. The gas station we used for toilet
purposes had a kindly old man who turned out to be a close-minded
Bible man who tried to convince me I worshipped false gods. In
between toilet breaks he had obviously put together a monologue
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and was ready to deliver some hell or high water. It was like talking
to your radio – all transmission. Luckily I found an escape. “Excuse
me but I have to stay close to the other monk. Take care.” Zip!

Phuong Kuo Wu, Woo Kuo Hsiang, and Leonora Tsiang
brought lunch to an abandoned lot. They are gracious and kind.
They were out last night looking for us. Receiving their food and
bows makes one ashamed of not working harder and spurs one on.
The next 3 or 4 days we will be passing through one of the roughest
neighborhoods in L.A. An upasaka has offered his drive-way for
evenings. We accept rather than cause more trouble like last night.
To put ourselves in a situation where it’s real likely someone is going
to try to do us in does no one any good. 

One upasika is 69 years old. For years she was a devout Buddhist
but then got sent to an Episcopal school and was made into a
Christian. She never believed in Buddhism again because she
couldn’t find any true practice or cultivation. She says: “Then I met
Shih Fu. He doesn’t talk much. His thought is deep. His eyes do the
talking. For me to bow to anyone is hard, but to Shih Fu it’s easy.
There’s something there. I can’t explain it.” Beyond words, the heart
and the true substance merge.

Boys come by and pelt us with a rock offering. Macho. If I had
been more on top of it I would have noticed the rocks and bottles in
their hands and offered them the marshmallows. I’ve got to keep my
eyes open. These were just kids with rocks, but next time… Can’t
relax!

There is no clear-cut right of passage in this culture from boy to
man, from girl to woman. So they get uptight and real difficult in the
teen years. Looking for tests, ways to measure independence,
strength, maturity. They know too much so they get perverted – put
on a false macho front, and try to be tough. They have no real
models or heroes with any virtue or substance that they can look to.
It must be weird for them to watch those women bowing and
offering food to two road grubby monks in an abandoned parking
lot they drink and grow up in.
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Bowed through tight, mellow Mexican neighborhood with no
bars. Together family and community here. No questions, no hassle.
It’s just like we weren’t there or like a gentle wind passed through.

Hsia Ching-shan and his family, the Woos, Alice Wong, etc. help
us a lot. They drive back and forth, buy food, wash clothes, get key
from upasaka so we can bathe in his house, etc. They got us a permit
sticker from the police for the car to be on the streets overnight, but
we can’t sleep in the car. The cops know about us and told one
upasika that they would look for us if we did try to sleep in the car
and bother us until we leave.

Our car, which we must use until we get out of the city, serves us
in this way: the ashtray and glove compartment are our wooden fish,
incense burner, and altar. The back end of the van is our Ch’an hall,
Buddha hall, sleeping room, and library. We camp in the garage
behind one upasika’s house. We do evening recitation on the way
there – the eighty-eight Buddha repentance – me at the wheel,
incense going in the ashtray, and Heng Sure in back hitting a thermo
cup to keep the ceremony going. We are really into maintaining a
pure and scheduled Bodhimanda. It’s the nucleus and source of our
going and coming – it’s just like at Gold Mountain, but it’s up to us
to maintain it here.

This is the rap I give people who ask what we are doing:
1) Personal – getting rid of greed, hatred, and stupidity; 2) Larger
perspective – getting rid of some bad vibes. Take on suffering to end
suffering and disasters of all. 3) Larger scope – stop the creation of
weapons that kill millions. 4) Bowing to the Buddhas to be compas-
sionate.

New stuff: I am finding it easy and important to be a monk. To
be reverent and mindful every minute. Not the “wham bang bust
’em” vigor like I am suited to, but rather like the quiet, calm but
ceaseless constancy of a quiet ocean beach (waves keep coming). It
is easier with less attachment now. I feel less and less doubtful, even
at 4 a.m. Hardly any fear and more stillness, patience, and evenness
of energy. Bowing is my method now and it’s wonderful!
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Young people are open to our trip and to Buddhism. Had a good
exchange with some boys yesterday about celibacy, parents, kung fu,
precepts, one meal a day, etc. They poke and tease the male in you;
if you don’t move then they respect and draw near. If you move, it’s
all over and they have a circus. “Hare Krishna!”

People think Heng Sure is physically ill, worry he won’t be able
to find San Francisco, and wonder, always wonder… People are
touched somewhere inside beyond it all in a mysterious and subtle
way. I see it in their faces, how they gather to watch, the ways they
move and leave as we pass. It is deep.

Heng Chau • May 11, 1977
T’ang dynasty monk’s garb

Bowed through a tunnel consisting of commuter traffic on one
side and Huntington Elementary School on the other. One was pure
and a “bathing of good energy” as Heng Sure felt it. The other was
busy and divisive. It doesn’t take long for one side to move to the
other. The wheel turns and we are steering down the middle. Too
many kids to talk with; the teachers and police are watching so we
decide to be quiet and bow. Thanks, kids. See you again.

The Circle Game or how one false thought brought the rain.
Three lay Dharma protectors tell us how heavy and dangerous

Lincoln Heights will be. “Be very careful.” Having the appearance of
a self, we feel fear.

First mistake: Fear = false thought – crack, hole. 
Second mistake: To overcome fear and danger you can rush

through, push it about two hours straight of bowing in the hot sun.
“There, we got rid of that stretch!”

Third mistake: Heng Chau feels angry about this, holds on to it.
Fourth mistake: Leonora comes out and tells us it’s closer to her

house than to Alice Wong’s. Not being on top of it because of false
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thinking, I say, “OK.” But after she leaves I remember our
commitment to Alice. It’s getting sticky. I spend a wasted hour trying
to phone Alice. She’s not home. I’m spent from physical exhaustion,
can’t find phone numbers, rush hour traffic is honking and hooting.
Then a group of boys do a pea-shooter attack. We go to Alice’s
house. Just finish reciting the Shurangama Mantra (first 27 lines) 49
times when police drive up. “What do you guys think this is, a park
or something?” Hostile. Neighbors gather, there is a big to-do.
“Name Heng? How do you spell ‘San Francisco’? What color is your
hair? How would you describe your clothes?”

“T’ang dynasty monk’s garb.”
“How do you spell ‘monk’?”
Fifth mistake: I miss the chance to teach Alice about anger and

patience because I’m still caught up in a chain reaction set off by one
false thought. We drive back to Leonora’s house.

Sixth mistake: I separate from Heng Sure and allow myself to be
alone in conversation with Leonora in the secluded laundry room.

We decided to start bowing at 5:00 AM to get through the rough
area early. Wake up in the AM and what? It’s raining! Problem
solved.1 What a waste! Lots to learn. Don’t false think. Don’t hold
on to it. Be careful of involvement with lay people. They help
tremendously; without them we couldn’t make it through L.A. Don’t
fear. Don’t be moved by false thoughts. Don’t be alone with women.
We should proceed from what we experience, not from other
people’s fears. The whole trip is “rough.”

1. The monks bow in one place when it rains and then pace off their
progress when it clears – ed.
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Heng Chau • May 11, 1977
White Universe

White Universe

A verse by Master Hua
(spoken after a Guan Yin Session)

Ice in the sky,
Snow on the ground,
Numberless tiny bugs die in the cold

or sleep in hibernation.
In the midst of stillness you should contemplate,
And within movement you should investigate.
When you wrestle with dragons and subdue tigers 

in continual playful sport,
Ghosts will cry and spirits wail;

surrounding transformations are strange.
True and actual meanings
Are cut off from words,
Not thought about or talked about;
You ought to advance with haste.
With the great and small destroyed,
With no inside or out,
Every mote of dust
Is an infinite Dharma realm
Complete, whole, and perfectly fused,
Interpenetrating without obstruction.
With two clenched fists break to pieces 

the cover of empty spaces.
In one mouthful swallow the source 

of seas of Buddhalands.
With great compassion rescue all,

sparing no blood or sweat and never pause to rest.
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Three Steps, One Bow Intensive Session Schedule
4:00-04:50 morning recitation
5:00-06:30 tai ji
6:30-07:00 clean and move
7:00-08:00 bow
8:00-08:20 rest
8:20-09:20 bow
9:20-09:40 rest
9:40-10:30 bow
10:30-11:30 study, write
11:30-12:30 meal.
12:30-01:00 write, meditate, study
1:00-02:00 bow
2:00-02:20 rest
2:20-03:20 bow
3:20-03:40 rest
3:40-04:40 bow
4:40-05:00 rest
5:00-05:45 bow
6:00-07:00 rest, meditate
7:00-09:00 evening recitation and lecture
9:00-      meditate, read, write.

Heng Sure # May 11, 1977
This work is very much like a Ch’an session

Dear Shr Fu,

Homage to the Venerable Master,
May he lend his compassion to all beings!

This work is very much like a Ch’an session. Constant mindful-
ness is hard work and we are making slow and steady progress.
Three steps, one bow.

Heng Chau is a good protector. He has already saved us from
one nasty situation which he will tell about below. Many lay people
have protected us and show us great care. I am not talking very much
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at all. This is a wonderful chance to practice my vow to speak only
words in service to the Triple Jewel. I am forever grateful for the
opportunity to cultivate the Way.

Disciple Guo Chen (Heng Sure)
bows in respect

Heng Chau # May 11, 1977
Varoom! The Engine Roars

Dear Shr Fu,
Keeping our wonderful protection requires carefulness. We have

met relatively few obstacles so far, but many tests.
Our first day out we started bowing along a row of bars in a tough

neighborhood. Lots of drunks and macho toughs. Our first solo, we
were really less than confident. Wet and muddy from the streets (it
had just stopped raining, a small clearing when we started bowing),
we were not an awesome sight. On the second bow the action started.

A huge drunk tapped me on the shoulder from behind, “Hey what
you making with this?” I feebly tried to explain through his stupor.
He’s seven inches from my face. He slowly pulls one of those senti-
mental, wavy-haired, hippie pictures of Jesus out of his wallet. He
keeps shaking it in front of my face, waiting. I gracefully exit to stay
close to Heng Sure. A souped-up car whizzes by full of drunk and
violent men, “You queers have until sundown to be out of this neigh-
borhood!” We’re only three minutes out and already so much flak.

We trudge on. Many groups of people forming ahead as the
word quickly spreads. “You’ll never get anywhere that way, ha! ha!”
laughs someone.

“Hey, Joe, they’re blessing your gas station! ho! ho!” mocks
another.

Some pass us like we’re old popsicle sticks. They are indifferent,
as if in T.V. samadhi. But each group dissipates as we bow into them.
How we must seem to them!
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They test us verbally – no response. “Hey, think I’ll kick ’em in
the ass when they kneel down!” No response. A larger, older group
of men gather at one corner. The leader stands a good 6’ 5". His
sidekick has been running in between us, patting us on the heads,
posturing, and trying to provoke us. No response. Heng Sure is
constant – pushes forward. I close the gap. Suddenly they make way,
telling the lingering one, “Let ’em be, they ain’t doin’ nothin’.” We
bow through. I feel the two leaders stalking from behind. It is hard
to put down all my years of martial arts training, but I know there is
no real protection save sincere cultivation. We keep bowing,
walking… Finally the hulk pulls alongside and politely asks, “Pardon
me, Sir, may I ask what you’re doing?” I nod, finish a bow and
explain.

“Wow, that’s something! Don’t he talk? You’ve got the hard job.
I can dig being peaceful. All the way to Ukiah! What’s this Buddha
about?” etc. They are moved. Something soft and genuine peeks out.
The edge is gone. Ice melts to water. “Peace to you guys,” he says
and crosses us with his blessing as he walks away. “Take care.”

We are beat! Time to find a camp. The clouds are back. It is
starting to rain. Forgot toilet paper.

2:30 a.m. Parked across from a tortilla factory in South Pasadena.
I woke up reciting mantras. I hear footsteps shuffling and quiet
voices. A shadow passes by the right side of the car. Bang! An arm
forces itself through the vent window, trying to open the door. Dogs
outside barking wildly. I yell, “Hey!” I can make out four dark figures
moving away from the car. They re-group down the street. A little
later, I hear rocks hitting the pavement around us. I wipe the
moisture off the window and see them, now with night sticks or
bats, coming for us, buzzed on something, throwing rocks and
charging down the center of the street to attack us. I jump the seat,
grope for the ignition and start the engine. Engine won’t turn over.
Panic sets in. I recite Guan Yin Bodhisattva’s name and try again.
Varoom! the engine roars. I pull out. One of them jumps at the car
trying to stop us. We made it!
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Went to Gold Wheel Monastery and slept in driveway until 4:00
a.m. Adrenalin exhaustion. A hard day, this one.

We are accidentally killing many little bugs and ants under our
bowing hands and feet. Every day we feel stronger, more mindful.
Dreams within dreams bowing through L.A. It is inconceivably
wonderful, Three Steps, One Bow.

Disciple Guo Ting (Heng Chau)
bows in respect

Heng Sure • May 12, 1977
Get off the god damn street!

The loss of innocence is the beginning of the world’s troubles.
We bowed past 1200 young children at Huntington Drive School in
East L.A. They all pressed against a tall chain-link fence that kept
them on the playground just inches from us on the sidewalk below.

We covered the entire 400 foot section of playground and the
kids came in waves to stare at us with open, pure warm curiosity –
no difference between boys and girls yet. “Sir, what are you doing?”
Twelve hundred pairs of brightly-colored 8”-long children’s shoes,
eyes, and open mouths, silence regarding the Avatamsaka Sutra. We
bow past between the fence on one side and the roaring, whizzing
cars on the other. Great health, energy, purity, not yet full of
thoughts and desire, is focused on us in waves.

Later when the high school let out, cars full of defiled boys and
girls shouted and honked past us, yelling obscenities. “Get off the
god damn street!” All off base, looking outside, desperately pushed
ahead by lies and by the deceit of movies and music.

What happens at that age when the sap ripens and the channels
to receive it do not run straight? Where does the twisting take place?
How to change the harm already done? How to remove the evil
pressure, break through the brittle growth of habit, and show the
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way to new health? How to get back to the elementary, wholesome
completeness of childhood?

1. No more TV.
2. No more alcohol or dope.
3. More athletics.
4. More religion: young monks and nuns who cultivate.
5. Lay families who cultivate and practice giving.
6. A teacher.
Putting your head down on the concrete, in the mud, the bubble

gum, the gasoline, the glass and gravel, standing, kneeling, and doing
it again, for no visible purpose, is just the thing to knock whole
chunks of the ego away from the Buddhanature. Here’s how this
process appears to the mind’s eye: at first part of your mind watches
you do it. Holding the breath, you do it anyway. The action purifies
itself; the mind-picture fades, works on proper effort until there is
no watcher, only a doer, and concentration – advance. And the
mind’s eye opens or shuts, I don’t know which.

Heng Chau • May 12, 1977
Two more blocks and you’re gonna be shot

To Dr. & Helen Woos for lunch. Hsia family, Art, Carol, & baby
there. Up here in the heavens in comfort and polite company, we are
above the dust. Heavenly beings above, don’t move; demons below,
don’t move. Their baby kept bowing to Shih Fu’s picture and to us.
Another hot lunch extravaganza, Bank-americard. “If the heavenly
spirits bow to you, don’t be pleased; and if demons come don’t be
angry.”

Feel very much like I am climbing on conditions. I have no virtue
to accept such offerings, bows, etc. I must cultivate more sincerely,
what use is anything else? Of what benefit is anything save
attainment and rescuing?
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So after lunch (heaven was empty, no rain, that is) we went back
to Lincoln Heights and what? School was just letting out. So the
crisis confrontation we had with fear been dreading and which had
caused so much false thinking was smack in our faces. We were
going to bow right through throngs of the toughest gangs in the city.
Kids drinking brown paper bags on the corner clustered. It was
heavy. 

We were ready for the worst. At first there was nothing – too
shocked. But then the boys began. “What de hell you doin’ man?”
“Two more blocks and you’re gonna be shot.” “What you boys doin’
in our ghetto?” No response. I think of Shih Fu, can feel enclosure
of protection. Two wood bricks fizzle five feet short of me on the
right. A large group gathered on the corner is smoking joints. It
finally parts as Heng Sure spearheads through, unswerving. They
don’t miss a thing. “Hey, man, those are $15 Converse.” They shout
obscenities about us to one another. No response. “What’s with
these guys, anyhow? They’re serious?”

We are encircled for the last block by about 40-50 of them. In
mock imitation of us a string of 10 or more is bowing once every
three steps behind us. Lots of laughs. Lincoln Heights gang toughs
bowing to the Triple Jewel and the Avatamsaka Sutra. Truly incon-
ceivable.

Bowing states: 1) I lose my body. I feel as if there is this body
bowing but it’s not me. I’m watching but I am not it. Feels strong,
real. No fear. 2) I am in a dream. Literally I feel as if I am dreaming
this bowing through these kids. No injury or death matters, it’s a
dream. 3) This a.m. parked in front of a blue dumpster on Solana in
the beginning of Chinatown and had a flash beyond déjà vu and
realized that my dreams all week include Shih Fu and lots of people
and that the trip is more a dream than my dreams. What I am doing
in L.A. I have seen or done it before, all of it. There are no surprises.
I am just in the dream doing what I am. No problem.



May 13, 1977 • One Heart Bowing 21
Heng Sure • May 13, 1977
An honesty right down in the dirt

Dirt.
The sidewalks of America are clean. Concrete, cement,

macadam, gravel and tar. They are uniform, common, straight, and
flat. After you put your head down on ten days of sidewalks, they
begin to feel soft, responsive cold or hot, but essentially the same.

On top of American sidewalks, Americans deposit the litter and
refuse of our disposable, throw-away culture. This is dirt. It proceeds
from the human mind. Degrees of greed can be seen on the walks.
In Lincoln Heights the merchants sweep their side-walks. In
Chinatown the grime of greed and false thought is caked on until the
rough concrete turns slick and shiny. The side-walks of L.A. City
Center are rough, pebbled, and unused. The dirtiest sidewalk yet was
outside a Chinatown meat market. There they wash off the meat
trays and a layer of grease and gristle and veins covers the walk. This
is truly filth. But again, even this could be swept away by conscien-
tious cultivation and effort.

The streets are clean below this thin smudge of refuse. When the
thoughts disappear, the mind is clear; when desires reach out, the
streets grow dirty. We must bow across every street to purify the
garbage-topped walks and to return the nature to its original purity
of clean mud and stone. The earth is clean. There is no dirt in nature.
Dirt is all man-mind-made. It’s the people who are dirt. When your
head touches the pavement there is a bit of honesty, a total submis-
sion, a release of pretense, and exhaling. An honesty right down in
the dirt.

There’s no one from the top-brass office executives and the
fanciest fashion models to the dirtiest panhandler and the slimiest
gas station pump jockey who doesn’t feel himself to be superior and
better off than the pair of bald-headed robe-wearing monks who
bow past them below their feet on the sidewalk. As the monks put
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their heads on the ground and turn their palms up in total
submission and repentance, the hookers, the bums, the bus drivers,
the car dealers, all stare and stare, put themselves in the monks’
place, laugh at the impossibility of it and then either ignore them or
try to break them down.

Heng Chau • May 13, 1977
After the darkest darkness, then light

My clothes, my body, the sidewalk, the car, the vibes are pretty
stinky, but I am happy and light.

When the external scene is tense and threatening it’s on the
inside that the work goes on, the balance and the unmoving calm.
When the external scene is calm and subdued, it’s on the inside that
the work goes on, quelling the noisy, mad mind.

Always on the inside, within. Sometimes, lately, they merge. “I”
disappears and there it all still is only it’s nothing: sounds, smells, etc.
are without substance and without “me.” Where is “me?”

Demons and Fear: Yesterday all the young toughs – were they
demons or Dharma protectors? Just when they lined up behind us to
bow in mockery, they caused a lot of laughter among a group of
menacing-looking men gathering on a front porch a few houses
ahead. Their mockery of us defused the momentum building on the
porch. Expedient? Who knows?

Today: Showdown at Taco Corner
Says Heng Sure, “I get weird vibes from the Taco place ahead.”
“Oh?”
“Let’s keep going.”
“Right.” Heng Sure was right. Heavy, but in a different way. Like

college football looks flashy, high energy, etc., but compared to pro
ball (more seasoned, quietly deadly, no unnecessary frivolities, etc.)
so too Taco corner was pro demon.
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The nastiest was about 40-45 and really upset about us: jumping,
pacing, wild voice and gesturing. Strange physiognomy, winging and
whipping a twisted metal strip. Heng Sure, I found out later, sees
none of this because he isn’t wearing his glasses. These guys lack
even derisive smiles. They are a different cut-kind of crazy, without
much in the way of scruples, a bit socio-pathic. 

Anyway at one point I feel the protection kick in – hard to
explain – somehow the “I” of me melts into it all. I feel no fear. The
butterflies melt. At the same time I visualize the Abbot right behind
me smiling. Inside a calm, clean field of bright glowing stillness.
Right in the middle of them we bow low. Bowing way down like that
feels incredibly safe, true. Their sails slack. What can you do to
someone who is in full prostration at your feet? 

Whack! The metal whip hits the table. We don’t move. Get up 1-
2-3 bow, 1-2-3 bow. The heavy one is obviously befuddled, turned,
the whip hanging limply at his side. Just looking. Not even a
comment.

On the other side of the street a really interested man starts to ask
questions. He is very supportive and interested. “I’ll have to read
about Buddhism more.” After the darkest darkness, then light. This
is the last of Lincoln Heights-Taco corner. But now it doesn’t matter.
Heaven, hell, Lincoln Heights, Beverly Hills – it’s all the same: empty.
Everything comes from the mind. Especially fear. We had a lot of
“self” scared out of us here, but Lincoln Heights still has a lot of fear.
Behind the groupy gangs, the leather Conquistador macho, there is
real fear of something. It’s not innate – see the little kids. It’s culti-
vated. Now we are told Chinatown has Chinese mafia-like gangs.
Pretty soon it will be the Beach Boys and commuters. It’s endless
when you look outside yourself. The more you look the less you see.
The farther you go the less you know. Return the light, look within.

Several upasakas and upasikas come for lunch in the park. Food,
fuel, a stove, a snake bite kit the upasika who gave it wouldn’t even
touch because the picture of the rattler on it terrified her. “Here take
it quick out of the bag. I can’t stand it!”
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She volunteered to sew some pockets for insulated pads in Heng
Sure’s pants. His knees are really bothering him. We’ll knock off
early today because it’s Friday and everybody will be festive with the
weekend spirit; we might get scratched.

Two kids from Lincoln Heights (“demons”) walked all the way
over to watch us bow. They were more genuine and mellow. Heng
Sure gave them a press release. “Make them feel like they counted.
They do.” They liked that. “See you later. Hope you have a good trip.
And thanks a lot for this (press release).” We bowed over the bridge
in the park. A upasika came by with a letter they put together for the
police to lessen hassles. L.A. is a car town.

Although I started out thinking all sorts of other aspects of the
trip were for me, I now realize the bowing, the central core, is the
most wonderful part. All else is secondary and sometimes distracting.

Friday PM. Another wind: the press.
1. Always get a name and a card (weed out phonies).
2. Don’t reveal our dharma method. Principle: we want to be

invisible. State with clear understanding what motivated us, the
principle behind Three Steps, One Bow. Avoid speaking Dharma,
don’t rap. Let silence talk. Don’t teach and transform. Avoid
speaking in general; speak to the specific.

3. Keep out of personal history – not important, past.
4. Don’t talk about your trip. Stress the fact that there is a whole

group of cultivators and that this trip is just one part of the orthodox
Dharma.

5. Just 2 of 10,000. Going home to the City of Ten Thousand
Buddhas.

6. Other groups: all tools, some higher than others. Buddhism
has 84,000 methods. Look on the press as people, not necessarily
friends. Use cool eyes, talk less, protect the invisibility of the trip.
Erase yourself!! Protect the Dharma and shed light on the Triple
Jewel, not on yourself. Turn your light within.
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Heng Sure • May 14, 1977
A product of what we do

To make peace on earth we must want it. To stop harm and fear
in the world we must change our ways. To change our ways we must
change our minds, think peaceful thoughts, leave anger behind. To
change you mind is the biggest and most powerful commitment to
peace you can make.

The world as it now exists, full of hate, pain, inequality, and
suffering is a product of what we do.

We made it. Our minds choose what we live in and we can
control our worlds within a single thought. The power is ours. Evil
and good, selfishness or compassion all come from the mind first. If
more people care for others the world will spontaneously grow
brighter.

Heng Sure # May 14, 1977
Beyond the reach of reason or words

Dear Shr Fu,
We continue to bow about one and a half miles a day, averaging

five hours of bowing and one and a half hours of 20-minute rest
periods in between each hour. We rise at 4:00 for morning recitation
and finish by 6:00 p.m. to wash up and recite evening recitation as
always. The day also includes a tai ji quan lesson from Heng Chau in
the morning and short reading and translation of the Avatamsaka
Sutra at night before we recite the first lines of the Shurangama
Mantra forty-nine times and then pass out. We are living in one of
the upasaka’s old Falcon van, sleeping out on the streets of L.A. and
washing in the park. Our lunch comes from several Dharma-
protecting upasikas. The upasakas and upasikas are watching over us
with care. They are working to make our trip go smoothly – getting
letters from the police, giving us coins for parking meters, etc. The
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other morning when it rained, we bowed in the Woo’s garage and ate
lunch there. We bowed through a tough neighborhood called
Lincoln Heights. We reached the front of Lincoln High School just
as classes finished. We were immediately surrounded by forty or fifty
jeering, shouting, swearing rowdies. When they saw their words
couldn’t move us, they started to laugh and before long they began
to bow along behind us, until we had fourteen boys in line bowing to
the Avatamsaka Sutra. They all grew more respectful after about six
bows – the toughest ones could not keep it up – and they went away,
silent and sober. No more trouble that day.

The next day at 10:00, I had the sudden awareness that
somewhere the demon armies were working up another test for us,
a challenge that would appear before long. Friday morning as we
neared the end of Lincoln Heights at 10:15, I sensed something up
ahead, but I have taken my glasses off and have glued my eyes to my
nose for the rest of the journey, so I don’t see many details on the
road. Heng Chau told me later what he saw. A gang of five older
men gathered at a taco stand on the corner. One of them was a real
demon – ugly, with a misshapen body like a pear. He was jumping
around and pointing at us and in his hand he carried a five-foot,
sharpened, twisted metal whip. He moved a trash can in front of our
path to block the walk and he began to beat it with his whip, making
a great noise and denting the sides of the can, all the time pointing at
us and trying to provoke his buddies into a similar rage. Heng Chau
says he was a genuine, big-league baddie, beyond the reach of reason
or words. As I bowed along I didn’t see any of this, but suddenly I
had the strong feeling of invisible aid, a wonderfully good, powerful
presence. I had a great feeling of calmness and light.

Heng Chau says that as I bowed right into the middle of the
group at the taco stand, the leader suddenly went out like a light. He
lost his anger, and he grew very obedient, like a small child. The
others sat motionless at their tables as I bowed around the garbage
can down by their feet and walked on across the street to bow on the
other side. A young, clean man stepped out of his doorway and
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asked politely, “Can you tell me about your religion, please? I’m very
impressed by what you are doing…” and Heng Chau told him briefly
what the trip was for. He explained quite well.

I cannot say for certain who was there leading us through the
streets of Los Angeles, but it certainly felt like there were some
special responses that morning.

“If there is a being who has a thought of hostility towards
the Bodhisattva, the Bodhisattva also views him with kind
eyes. To the very end, he has not the slightest anger.”

Avatamsaka Sutra
Ten Transferences Chapter

Disciple Guo Chen (Heng Sure)
bows in respect

Heng Chau • May 14, 1977
Parking at different places

We are parking at different places each night and trying to avoid
contact with people. Last night it was a laundry on Sunset Drive.
Tonight we finally find a place, but I hadn’t done standing
meditation yet. Where in this crammed, speed-city at 9:30 PM was I
going to find an inconspicuous place? I wanted to sleep. Fought it.
Got out of the van and right across the street was an empty log,
gradated levels protected by a retaining wall in high rear. Ideal!

This a.m. tai ji and exercise near L.A.P.D. Academy overlooking
Dodger Stadium. Bowing into Chinatown today. L.A.P.D. came out
and photographed us on N. Broadway. No contact.

We do 379 steps per hour which equals 126 bows per hour or
about one bow sequence every 30 seconds. Did this calculation
allowing for bridges, delays, detours, etc.
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Heng Chau # May 14, 1977
The hardest part is inside

Dear Shr Fu,
Some false thoughts and recollections: a group of disciples

brought picnic lunch and change for the parking meters. I can’t
begin to fathom Chinese social rituals and protocol. In Chinatown
an old couple (Mandarin) exclaimed, “Why, they’re foreigners!” No,
I thought, we are just bringing over the quality stuff you forgot
(Buddhism). In fact, until we are all enlightened, we are all
foreigners.

Heng Sure’s pants are back, fixed and patched with a bright
Hawaiian floral print. The long robe helps cover the patch and keep
a proper deportment: The kids in Lincoln Heights would have eaten
us up for such an inconsistency. People are skeptical, they scrutinize
everything we do – from our shoelaces to where our eyes wander.
No room for mistakes or indulgence.

Steering the Middle Way with offerings is hard. When we get
“junk,” we fix it up by rinsing off the oil, diluting the sugar, and
sewing the holes with patches. When we get “gold,” we tarnish and
cover it. Think we’ll dye the circus hobo pants Bhikshu brown and
gray.

Lay disciple: “Well, you’ll be out of L.A. in a month.”
Monk: “Oh?”
Lay disciple: “Yeah. I figure the hardest part is over (Lincoln

Heights). Chinatown is a little better, and Beverly Hills, no
problem.”

Monk: “The hardest part is inside. It’s never easy.”
Lay disciple: “Oh.” (smile of recognition)
Bowing: Sometimes after countless ups and downs, coming and

going on the cement, there is simply nothing. Sounds, conversations,
hecklers, restaurant smells, cigarette butts – no problem. At times,
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even the “me” gets lost, unimportant, blended into it all, yet
untouched and separate. Patience and humility comes easier after
bumping noses with ants, in between lumps of welded chewing gum
and broken bottles. It’s just fine. The place to be now. Cleaning
house, inside-out.

Chinatown:
1)Least Buddhist of all. Animals being slaughtered openly

(“fresh”).
2)On main corner: We are bowing. A parade funeral replete with

marching band playing “Will We Not See You Again,” motorcycle
cops, crowds, small local circus on the right, a big strawberry cake
appears in front of us on a chair, a Chinese T.V. newsman taking
pictures. We bow through and under. Only a handful notice.

3)Bowing two feet from swimming fish in market window tank.
Waiting to die. Both of us. Blub, blubbing with their mouths, us
quietly reciting. Both watching each other in our “tanks”.

4)Crazy lady who has been following us cackling, sneaks up
behind and kicks me right in the acupuncture point in groin. Keep
bowing, wondering where we met before and where we will again.
Feeling sick. 

5)Drive around corner and pass through an intersection to park.
A few seconds later crash, bang bang! a terrible accident. We missed
it by seconds. A Chinese street gang swaggers by. What a fine way to
cultivate! Much peace in the Dharma from two “foreigners.”

Disciple Guo Ting (Heng Chau)
bows in respect

Heng Sure • May 15, 1977
Are you by chance a transformation body of the Abbot?

Our pace is slow in the 3 PM post-lunch afternoon. False
thoughts drift in and out. How glad I am that the first protector who
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volunteered did not come along. He was someone people disliked
out of the blue, so negative were his affinities with people. 

We get our share of potential fights, but they fizzle out even
though it’s close each time. I start to get uptight fantasizing a kick in
the head or someone pulling up in a car and a gun going off or
hordes of Christian shouters giving us a hard time, teasing and
yelling, “Do you believe in Jesus?” into the air. Then a suited,
briefcase-carrying businessman passes by and says, “Peace be with
you, brother,” and he meant it. I had been tugging on my robe,
getting annoyed with it and irritated at the wind and the heat when
his words came and totally penetrated my mood. I realized how
unpeaceful I had been. My head opened like a window. Yes, just be
at peace with all of it, the cars, the fear, the wind, the crushed ants,
the lunch situation, the work. Thanks, mister. If you had stood still I
would have bowed to you. Are you by chance a transformation body
of the Abbot?

Heng Chau • May 15, 1977
The least I can do is three

Sleep next to a Coalition Church in Chinatown last night. Heng
Sure and I had a good conversation about early a.m. being like the
original nature – still, pure, blissful, genuine. The zero opens and
from the one comes two and so forth, myriads of things, movement,
karma, etc. Each day a chance to try again, each second the same. In
every move, thought, contemplate thus.

Also talked about how many institutions, etc., are necessary
because the family doesn’t do its job. Military, psychs, scouts, clubs,
police, etc. Ultimately one must start at the source to eliminate the
widespread, begin with the small, at home. We see this in Three
Steps One Bow and all around us.

Story of Garuda (Great Golden Winged Peng Bird) ties to
exercise #15 of tai ji. The garudas flapped their wings over the
waters of the oceans and parted them revealing the dragons on the
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ocean beds. The action was so deft that the dragons didn’t have time
to disappear and were subsequently sucked up by the garuda like we
down a plate of noodles. Fearing extinction, the dragons went to the
Buddha and asked for his compassionate protection. The Buddha
consented and called the garuda in, ordering it not to eat any more
dragons. The garuda countered that the Buddha’s decree was unfair
because without dragons to eat the garuda would starve and in turn
become extinct. The Buddha reassured the garuda that it would be
provided for and then told all his disciples to place a bit of food
outside before each meal as an offering to the garuda. With so many
disciples in the world, the garuda would be able to eat its fill. The
Buddhadharma is unique in that even ghosts and spirits, etc. are
treated with compassion and acceptance. Yet there is clearly evil in
the mind. The way to stop evil is to eliminate your own greed,
hatred, and stupidity. All things come from the one and return to the
one.

Bowing along, an old Chinese lady offers $2. Background music
is early Diana Ross and the Supremes.

Offerings: My understanding of offerings has been: how do the
leaves thank the root for the water, or the sun for the light? How
does the root repay the leaf for nourishment, the mulch? No giving
or taking. Who receives; who gives? Cultivate the Way; end the self.

Fear, Speed and Looking Outside: The last few days in response
to danger of neighborhoods, fast traffic, hassles, etc. we have uncon-
sciously speeded up. Bowing and rushing like everything around us.
It’s very difficult not to be moved (literally) by it all and yet not to
block it out so you’re unaware. Today we slowed and ‘constanted’
our pace – much better.

Everything in turn looks and feels different. It’s not gone or
blotted out, it just doesn’t turn and toss us. At one point this a.m. I
experienced the unlimited, undifferentiated Buddhanature through
and within all the cement, traffic, roses, honking horns, dressed-up
church-goers, and bowing monks. Feeling very warm and peaceful.
Everything’s ok.
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Alice Wong came with her two children to inform us of road
hazards ahead and see if we needed anything. I think she is opening
up, partly because she’s so close to kids and comes out to express
that and shares in the Three Steps One Bow. She always bows three
times saying, “You are bowing 700 miles, the least I can do is three.”
Her face shines genuine and clean. Her smallest, still in red pajamas,
bowed in the wrong direction, got up, turned around, and shines us
a grin I’ll never forget.

Change our schedule: We stick to it. If we start late, we finish on
time. Then evaluate why we were late. If for cultivation or necessary
talk, ok. If not, then don’t do it again.

Winds, limitless winds: This AM bowing right on and then what?
Blew it at the meal offering. Inundated with offerings, bows, good
“birthday” food in park a la picnic, etc. Meant well, joy of giving, but
1) we don’t deserve it 2) to enjoy is to end blessings and we have
nothing to transfer, 3) it’s an outflow. Afterwards the momentum,
ch’i, shot. Bloated saturated with family vibes of sex, laughter, flat-
teries, mama’s tending and fussing over us, etc.

More Hawaiian pants and a carpeted van full of bananas, donuts,
bottled drinking water, nuts, new pens, bread, lantern… “could you
use” “take this” “How about…” Very important not to project and
see laypeople as a problem or as trying to bring us down. It’s us, our
carelessness, desire, and laziness.

Solution: No more park picnics. Eat on the road. Take less, not
all, especially sweets. Talk less, hold eyes down, listen to less.

Offerings: tons of food, two gallon drinking water, pen and
paper folders.

Call upasika and tell her that tomorrow we are eating leftovers in
the van enroute, not in the park. We can’t waste food. Heng Sure
can’t bow when full and can’t say no to all the good food. The
enjoyment of blessings ends them.
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Heng Sure • May 16, 1977
Gold Mountain is the same as the noisiest downtown ghetto

It is hard to blend with the rhythm of this land because it has no
rhythm. It is like a river of gas-fired metal on paved stone paths. No
sound; one roar. No smell; one stink. No light; one haze. No time;
pure morning when the zero is pure and then the one comes into
being and the 2 and the 3 and the millions.

No human can live here. We have made a hostile environment at
great cost. The World Trade Center runs on electric power, is
adorned and sanitized costing millions of dollars for the few
hundreds of people who will ever see it and the millions of ghetto
Chicanos who will never see it or dream of it. It is like Versailles. It
is a thin reality, disposable, ready to be abandoned. Dead. With
Muzak. We come in off the street to relieve ourselves and return to
our lively hells of streaming metal.

“Do you believe that praying and bowing can affect disasters and
catastrophes?”

Yes, we do, don’t you? Where do disasters come from? They
come from the accumulated heaps of bad karma that you and he and
I pile up and after a while the scale is unbalanced and nature erupts
or a plane crashes and human suffering results. But it starts with us
first; we make our fate with every present action we do, with every
thought. So by working directly with the mind and by concentrating
a prayer for no harm, no hatred, no weapons, no suffering, we are
seeking a response right at the source of the problem – our own
minds. Do you see the link?

Yesterday and this morning, I experienced a shrinking of desire
to this point: I recognized that I was not looking forward to today
with any pleasure in mind. I did not have any expectations of
pleasant, pleasing, or position events. At the same time I was not
hoping to avoid any unpleasant events – those come as part of the
work we do. Whether it is a honk, a laugh, the constant sneers, the
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verbal attack, the physical attack, or actual polite interest, all that sort
of attention is just one test after another, to measure our depth of
sincerity and to remind us of our goal.

The end of expectations is an added gift, a bonus. From that
point of view, everything is a gift, a surprise, a mystery, a point of
wonder, a chance to snap the chains of self.

The truth about bowing seven hundred miles is the same truth as
making one solitary bow. If you are sincere, if your mind is clear and
if your heart has no expectations, then you can be anywhere and it
makes no difference where you are. The Gold Mountain Buddhahall
is the same as the noisiest downtown ghetto; the highest isolated
mountain crag is the same as the busiest highway roadside. The
Dharma rests unchanging. In other words, the bowing practice cuts
through time and space.

Sincerity is the key, however, and patience, and desirelessness. If
you are not looking ahead to a better time, to lunch, to being finished
bowing, to enlightenment, then your bow will be sincere.

Heng Chau • May 16, 1977
The latest, the same

Bowing through downtown business. Myriads of ants scurrying
on the sidewalk. Myriads of people going to their jobs. I remember
when I was married – a secretary, fine clothes, perfumes, good salary,
living for weekends and 5:00 p.m. fighting depression by buying
clothes, toys, etc., and always wondering, “Is this it?”

All of us put so much between our true heart and the true
substance, the Buddhanature. Fame, food, wealth, sex, and sleep are
the big ones. From the one comes many-needless afflictions.
Commuters have one kind, Lincoln Heights another, myself
another. None better or worse. Buddhism cuts across cheap wine
and Porsches, babies and the aged, the monk and the monster. All of
us are one, each is all. There is no room for arrogance or condescen-
sion. Heng Chau, your afflictions affect others. Others’ merit and
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virtue teaches and transforms you. Compassion is the truth of no
self. If you are not a Buddha you are not better or worse than any
common person.

Bowed through a construction crew – no problems. Progress
and affects: Business financial district grew up and down. Grew the
trees and grass. The birds now have to nest on overpasses and on
buildings instead of trees. We bowed past dead baby birds and shells
under the overpass, knocked loose from the vibration of the traffic
above. As the construction crew digs and churns the earth, countless
little bugs are rooted out of their homes into the freeways to be
smashed by cars. Driving by, you would never notice these little
things.

Go in to use the facilities at the World Trade Center. Futuristic
façade, carpeted tennis courts, muzak, polished, manicured, crisp,
and assured. As empty as Lincoln Heights, our fear, and our self.

My eyes keep opening. I feel light and clean, like I can see and
know for miles – cool breeze through my mind. Passing through
L.A… passing through… no more words. Three Steps One Bow.
An upasika brought a light lunch, incense from women at a beauty
parlor. Her husband tends a bar at this mirror-glass hotel ahead.
Elevators on the outside. The latest, the same.

Heng Sure • May 17, 1977
If we are successful, nothing will happen

The time is going fast. Every bow is priceless, a gift, borrowed
time from the Gold Mountain Assembly. I cannot waste an instant
in false thinking. Every bow is a chance to scrape off part of the
mountain of past bad karma, to give away some of the bad deeds, to
pulverize the negative vibes that keep the old destructive habits of
this planet going around again to destruction. When my share is
reduced I have done a good job of working to aid the world – to
actually do the hard scrubwork of making this a better, light, and
cleaner place.
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Good work that needs doing. No one else wants to do it. Who
has the time, the interest? Who sees that it needs to be done? Few
people. So it proceeds from this. Who believes that this is possible,
that this method actually works to reduce bad vibes, that it really
matters?

I think today is going to be heavy. I’m ready for it. I have been
training for this encounter for years. As I bow I vow to absorb the
bad karma of the area we pass through. It is a small amount that I
take in and purge, but it counts and besides I am not pumping any
more hatred out. The ones I want to influence the most are right
here – the bankers, contract signers – are all on this street. You can’t
affect them personally. You have got to change their spirits, their
ghosts, the pool of evil so that when the big evil needs to be stopped
it will weigh one drop less and our heroes will have one drop more
strength.

Every joint is sore. Big toes, palms of the hands, wrists, elbows,
shoulders, biceps, neck, back, waist, thighs, knees, ankles all speak up
when I bow – all complain of the hard work. Only my mind and my
heart are not sore, happy to be free and working in L.A. for what I
believe in. This is freedom. Step, step, step, bow. Creak the joints
and recite a repentance, breathe, stand and straighten up. Step, step,
step, and down again. It is like the Gold Mountain Buddhahall, like
requesting the Dharma before the Venerable Abbot. They are not
two. The scenes change like channels on the T.V. All illusions. We’re
pretending to be serious about changing other people. “You’re a big
phony,” I think. “You’re not a holy man. You’re just lucky no one
has called your bluff in public.” All I can think of in reply is, “That’s
absolutely right. There is nothing genuine in any of this.”

It’s working through a dream, hard work. It’s like waiting for the
dawn and the awakening.

“Do you believe in this?”
Yes. I do, because it is good and pure and not harmful.
“Why are you doing this?”
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I don’t really know except that it needs to be done right now and
no one else is doing it. I’m doing it for the City of Ten Thousand
Buddhas. I couldn’t imagine working just for myself. When I bow I
repent all past bad karma done out of greed, hatred, and stupidity
with my body, mouth and mind. I now repent of it all.

Passing through an area it is also possible to act as a screen, a
filter for all the bad karma of a place. Take it on and purge it through
your repentance on behalf of other people. You are their confessor,
their karmic grinder, the voluntary sewer.

Everyone wants freedom to do what he wants, usually tied up
with sex, fame, food, wealth, or sleep. When you get these
“freedoms” they don’t satisfy you. Even the richest men and women
can’t buy freedom. They still fear discomfort, suffering, pain,
sickness, old age, death, unhappiness. As we left-home monks pass
through the many classes of society in L.A. we witness the various
cages and limits to freedom that people chase, capture, cling to, and
settle for.

Even the most free, most powerful, wealthy 80th floor penthouse
businessman is not free to control his life in the face of natural or
man-made disasters. Earthquakes, hurricanes, floods, droughts, plane
crashes, train wrecks, wars, and now missile or death ray attacks can
snap the guise of freedom.

So as Bhikshus who have gotten free of every material desire, our
job is to eliminate the other un-freedoms and work only in the area
where it can help, in the realm of the spirits. We pray, prostrate our
bodies, and leave all creature comforts, so that everyone can benefit.
Already free, we accept the bonds of misunderstanding, the chains
of three steps one bow, three steps one bow, and the burden of
ridicule. This is a small price to pay for the result of no disasters, no
catastrophes, and no holocausts.

If we are successful, nothing will happen. You will notice our
success by the lack of disaster. Our work has a negative counting
reward meter. The Bodhisattva is the freest being. Heng Chau and I
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could have taken any of the conventional roads to social success but
we did not choose them. They do not lead to freedom.

This and all such essays are merely footnotes to the story of
Shakyamuni Gautama Siddhartha, the prince who abandoned all
wealth and glory to seek ultimate freedom which he attained after
many years of bitter practice. Our stories are but pale echoes of his.

Heng Chau • May 17, 1977
You will never get anywhere that way!

Notes from the business district: “It’s still the same old story/
the fight for love and glory/ a case of do or die…” I feel like a huge
X-ray eye, a ghost from another century or planet. Floating slowly
along the ground, all my senses are hyper-tuned and receptive. In the
market, sex and power are foremost. Each day, especially in the
morning, the understanding deepens. This is all an incredible
theatre-props, make-up, effects, curtains; behind it all is the original
pure nature. All of this and all these beings are just the Buddha – the
trips, the attachments, are manifest false thinking, just coverings
over it.

Here we are closer to home, closer to the lives we were destined
and groomed for – business, smarts, etc. Harder than Lincoln
Heights, more threat, more hostility. It could be your husband or
partner bowing. They see and we see and feel the affinities. It is
much like one’s family reacting to one’s leaving home. Too close.
The hardest to put down is the closest. Wilshire Blvd. doesn’t like
these two monks at all!

I feel so free and clear, my eyes like cool high Sierra lakes, my
heart empty, without fear or hate. It’s all the same, empty and
wonderful.

Be very careful of arrogance and feelings of superiority. Cultivate
compassion and humility. The biggest outflow and downfall is self-
glorification, the feeling that, “I, alone, am honored.” Don’t cash in
the chips for the small self. Aim big and lose the “self.” Don’t wear
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a high hat. Don’t go back to the palace and be an emperor again.
Your twelve incense scars remind you to keep the crown off.

An upasika keeps telling us happily that we are “through the
worst part.” We keep telling her that there is no good or bad part. It’s
all made from the mind.

Comments on Wilshire Blvd. (the good part)
“Hoo! Hoo! Hey! Honk! Honk!” from passing cars.
A drunk in a well-tailored suit, “Could you tell me how to get to

Broadway?”
Monk, “Let me see…”
Drunk, “What are those #$%&* gloves for?”
Monk walks away.
Drunk, “I’m talking to you #$%&*!”
Bankers, “Every three steps! Every three steps! You will never

get anywhere that way!”
Lady, “Where do you think you are, Mecca? That’s disgusting in

the U.S.”
Heng Sure: “That’s the point. Until it isn’t disgusting, we’ve got

problems.” Lady proceeds to stir up some delivery men at a
warehouse dock to clean up the sidewalk of us. Oh, oh; I see an
image of Guan Yin – visualize the large wooden statue. The men are
getting an audience together to break the boredom. Just as we
approach the truck pulls up for unloading and we are saved. By the
time the unloading is finished we are gone and they are looking for
us. “Which way did you go?”

Heng Sure • May 18, 1977
If you didn’t go to college you wouldn’t be going so slow!

The laypeople are too generous, supportive, and kind. The
Dharma protectors, gods, dragons, and eight-fold division have
worked on the baddies and we have seen the responses. The Gold
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Mountain community is solidly with us; we can feel their presence.
Heng Chau makes it possible to forget all kinds of problems, the
work of survival is split in half. But ultimately it is our very own trip
– there is no one to rely on, no help to look forward to here or on
any other plane. Buddhas merely show the way. You must walk the
path yourself.

Comments from Wilshire Blvd.:
From car passing north, “Bravo! Honk! Honk!”
From car passing south, “Get off the streets, freaks. Honk!

Honk!”
From passerby through clenched teeth: “What are you doing?

Why are you moving so slow? (anger and rage) If you didn’t go to
college you wouldn’t be going so slow!”

“What’s Buddhism all about? What are you guys doing?” This
from a car window. “Give me your basic philosophy before the light
changes.”

Heng Chau • May 18, 1977
You will be as soon as me

Another break-in attempt about 4:15 this morning. Maybe
because we overslept and started morning recitation late? Feeling
scattered and doubtful – better after our first hour of bowing. A little
feeling of homesickness for friends, etc. Sometimes it is very hard to
go out on the edge, to give up securities, comforts. When you have
them you are constantly trying to find something beyond. When
cultivating something beyond, you look back and miss them! Quite
foolish, but real. Doubts are a test like everything else. Non-
retreating can be hard when you don’t know what’s ahead but clearly
know what’s behind – is this faith? We are relying on some inner-
strength to keep keepin’ on.

Morning thoughts. The energy, clarity, and response for bowing
is at its peak in the morning. The last hour is the very best. The yin
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energy is the lowest, the nastiest aren’t out, and nature is undis-
turbed. After lunch it changes and by 4-6 it can be pure hell. Over a
period of time, hopefully, I can level these two peaks.

MacArthur Park: Bad vibes. Lots of yin, alcohol, defilement.
What we do with our “share” – original light – never stops amazing
me. When people pass, scream out, etc, I change them around
somehow and see them enlightened, pure and realized. They are all
really interesting and charming that way. Then slowly the marks start
to show and all the retribution distorts and transforms each in
proportion to his karma. I can see how and what happened, the
causes and results working like a sculptor on the original block and
– presto! I can see the buildings, the air, the landscape, and countless
things fall into this transformation chain reaction. Everything starts
from the mind. It’s there where the real change must take place; the
rest is just waves.

Old people and kids so far have been the most tolerant and
relaxed about our trip, less attached, and closer to birth and death.
They seem to be comfortable with change and impermanence, things
and life are filled with wonder and the unpredictable. Also money,
fame, and sex are not so almighty for them. The less you hold on to
the more you can pick up. If you are full and tied up, then two monks
bowing on “your” sidewalk present a great assault and shock.

Very few understand, spiritual life is weak and dying.
Comments and encounters: Businessman: “Peace be with you.”
Old man with big white eyebrows and neat eyes (third time I

have seen him). “Buddhist, huh? How strong are you?” I missed the
point. Could have said, “As strong as you, and as weak as you. No
difference between you and me. All is Buddhism – the ten realms.”

“Well, good luck to you. A whole year, eh?” and eyebrows lift.
Big UAW conventioneer, “You guys sick or somethin’? Is that

what you do? Too bad.” Really looking to bust heads. No response.
He mellows, watches, fades, no hook to catch, no place to steer.
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Offerings: (lunch, two bowls, incense jar, curtains, pads on pants,
mangoes, apples…)

“Don’t mix animals with the vegetables. The animals are poison-
blood. Eat fruit and vegetables and grains. God said so. After five
months your blood and nerves and marrow will change and you’ll be
as soon as me.”– old man on Wilshire.

Two Moslem women appear, “Oh, Buddhists! We really like
your dress!”

Motorcyclist, “Try Jesus?”

H.Sure and H.Chau # May 18, 1977
This is a wonderful method of cultivation

8:00 a.m.
Dear Shr Fu,

We appreciate the wonderful weather that the dragons are
sending Los Angeles. It’s not too hot and not too cold.

We are very tired in body, but very happy in mind. Every joint,
muscle, and limb is speaking its own pain-dharma but this will
gradually disappear as the work progresses and our bodies adjust.
We fall asleep every night after reciting the Shurangama Mantra,
totally exhausted, but the next morning wake up at 4:00 feeling
energized and ready to work again. We have increased the bowing
time gradually each day: yesterday was six and three quarters hours.
The problem in the city is trying to find a parking place for our
Bodhimanda/van, and then walking back to the bowing site. It really
eats up the rest periods.

Although we are tired, it helps keep us mindful. It is a small
problem and it feels good to be working.

Yesterday we received lunch offerings from the L.A. lay disciples
and each time it is a humbling experience. We have no merit and
virtue of our own. We are simply borrowing the Venerable Abbot’s
merit to receive the treatment we get. Truly, if it were not for the
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faith these lay people have in the Venerable Abbot, this trip would
be impossible. We would have starved already, or been robbed and
beaten each night we stop to rest.

By returning the light this way it makes clear the responsibility
for us to be left-home people at all times – to learn how to behave
correctly with lay-people, with other left-home people, with
Americans, with all people. It is time for us to learn how to stand up
for Buddhism on our own, to take responsibility for the teaching we
have received and to do it correctly.

Proper conduct is hard work, just as hard as bowing and we are
happy for the chance to learn it.

6:00 a.m.
Dear Shr Fu,

One of the laymen is going to Gold Mountain today so this will
be a quick note.

We are making slow progress – about ten city blocks per day. We
are now in the center of downtown L.A. and although the buildings
are large and the sidewalks are broad, we find it a tougher neighbor-
hood than Lincoln Heights or Chinatown. The rich people do not
want us on their sidewalks and they radiate a kind of depersonalized
hatred at seeing two monks being repentant beneath their feet. A
well-dressed woman in her forties stamps by, inches from our heads
and fingers and shouts through clenched teeth, “Where do you think
you are, Mecca? That is disgusting in the United States!” Heng Chau
isn’t talking to people who don’t ask sincere questions, but his answer
to this woman could have been, “Yes, you’re right. And that’s just the
problem. Until it’s no longer disgusting, this country is in trouble.”

Sleeping at night in this city is a very tense business. We try to find
spots to park our van near to the bowing site but last night another
thief stuck his hand in the open window. He went away quietly when
we shut the window. We are awake at the time and ready to do
morning recitation, but it is still an unsettling experience. Heng Chau
tells me I woke up last night and began talking in my sleep about
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“waiting for the hu fa’s (Dharma Protectors) on the corner of the
block by the bank.” He says I talked in Chinese for three minutes
before going to sleep. I was rattling away while sound asleep.

Our appetites have decreased. We are eating less and bowing
more. Our pace is slow – the same speed as when we request the
Sutra-lecture Dharma at Gold Mountain. This is a wonderful
method of cultivation.

Disciples Guo Chen and Guo Ting
bow in respect

Heng Chau • May 19, 1977
The twelve links and the four truths are all hidden

Feel like I’ve taken something on – cramps, lower back pain, eye
irritation, diarrhea – can’t think straight. Hoping the press doesn’t
show up. I am inarticulate and muddy. I feel like I could not handle
an interview. Case of fire gone up – yin gone down? Need to sit more
to balance new surge of ch’i I feel. Have been irregular with Ch’an on
the trip. It’s hard to fit everything in. The vibes in this area of Wilshire
are subtle but heavy. Such pomp and pretense over money, power,
prestige – unquestioned and undoubted. The contrast here is the
most pronounced. All the things we rejected (clothes, hair, appear-
ances, money, sex, display and consumption) are heralded and culti-
vated. Stepping out of our rusty beat-up van between a Cadillac and
a Rolls Royce with two manicured poodles staring blankly at us…

One upasika keeps insisting that we are in the best neighborhood
now. “All nice beautiful buildings like this the rest of the way.” Heng
Sure and I see it differently.

There is an anesthesia here, dulling and veering people’s eyes and
hearts. We are like smelling salts and the treated respond to us like
iodine to an open cut. The twelve conditioned links and the four
truths are all hidden, carefully kept out. Only young handsome secre-
taries and men are hired. Sensual delights everywhere. No old
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people, no poor people, no dead animals or even dying trees. Lots of
green, artificial grass. No edge, no challenge. Sit back, relax and
enjoy. Who’s steering the ship and where are we going?

“We are riding on a railroad singing someone else’s song.” Come
along. “You’re lucky it’s like this – nice and easy – all the way to
Santa Monica.” Oh, no! Easy street U.S.A.

All these beautiful, well-dressed people – and a crazy lady with
hair like a mop and fraying tennis shoes, in an old man’s coat over a
T-shirt, a faded pale green skirt – a body like a defensive tackle, walks
up, gives us 14 cents saying, “God bless you, you holy men.”

A couple of days ago Heng Sure and I were “talking overtime” in
the van. Got a parking ticket. Good lesson. Today, sitting in the van,
I suddenly got a flash to check the meter. I ran out to see the meter
maid twenty yards away and closing in fast. Just in time!

Heng Chau • May 20, 1977
Bowing is number one kung fu

Yesterday shao-lin was really powerful. I felt a surge of ch’i and
power like never before. 

When your mind is moved by states, the precepts keep a
perimeter around you. This is the palace, the Imperial Court of
America. Emperors of old never had palaces like the multi-national
corp. plazas, fountains, closed circuit T.V., security fences, entertain-
ment… Man on bicycle stops and watches us carefully. He is not
disapproving – open. As we get closer he places his palms together
in prayer as we pass. Then he rides off into the smog.

Bowing states: What a wonderful, honest, and free thing to be –
a monk! Passing through the smog my nose gets clogged and I can’t
smell too well. The constant drone of traffic smothers other sounds;
the sidewalk is one homogeneous spread:

What happens when the wind stops?
In the center of movement, stillness.
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In the center of sights, blindness.
In the center of sound, deafness.
Enclosed in scents, flat.

Skin and sidewalk blend without distinction. From cold ashes the
fire is kindled and the light warms and illumines all directions. Which
is moving, the flag or the wind? What happens then when they both
stop?

When I am bowing low to the ground, completely vulnerable, I
feel totally safe and ok. With all my martial arts training and experi-
ence, bowing is number one kung fu. When prostrated, everything is
ok. Sock me, stab me, spit or swear – it’s all the same. No problem.
I must be crazy, but it’s then that I feel safe and contented from my
guts out. They don’t teach that in martial arts yet.

Fiery, hostile people harass us. “What the hell you doin’?” “I saw
you peek at me!” “Go do that in a church.” “Stop disgracing
people!” “You’re going to be arrested.” More anger. “What are you
doing? Stop it!” Screaming, wailing, mad laughing. All those years
working in mental hospitals takes some of the edge off these jabs.
When it gets real thick I imagine us in fire. Pretty hard to start a lake
on fire. They throw matches into the fire.

We’ve noticed that when situations start getting sticky, either a
bus arrives and takes a crowd away or at least eight or nine times fire
trucks have come roaring by, diverting the storm. Most interesting is
a wonderfully refreshing cool breeze from the West that seems to
sedate and mellows us and our antagonists. Through all of this we
keep bowing and getting stronger and trying harder to plug our leaks
and laugh at ourselves.

Prairie Dog Town
In the Badlands there are prairie dog towns. They are huge

communities of tunneled boroughs where hundred of prairie dogs
live. As you approach, the sentry stands on his hind legs and squeaks
an alarm. Everybody then pops up to check the scene at a safe
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distance. Then, like disappearing dominoes, they drop out of sight as
you walk through. Once past, they pop up again and watch you
leave. People gather in huge, clucking assemblies ahead of us. As we
get closer, they scatter into the store, houses, and behind curtains to
peek out. When we pass they swarm back to talk, stare, laugh and
wonder. Always they stare and always they wonder, just as predict-
ably as we bow.

Our schedule:
 4:00 - 5:00 morning recitation
 5:00 - 6:00 tai ji
 6:00 - 7:00 meditation
 7:00 - 8:00 bow
 8:00 - 8:20 rest
 8:20 - 9:20 bow
 9:20 - 9:40 rest
 9:40 -10:30 bow
10:30 -11:30 study and write
11:30 -12:30 lunch break
12:30 - 1:00 clean up, read
 1:00 - 2:00 bow
 2:00 - 2:20 rest
 2:20 - 3:20 bow
 3:20 - 3:40 rest
 3:40 - 4:40 bow
 4:40 - 5:00 rest
 5:00 - 5:45 bow
 5:45 - 6:00 transfer merit and close
 6:00 - 7:00 meditation, clean up repairs, etc.
 7:00 - 9:30 evening recitation lecture
10:00        crash!

Question: “What are you bowing to?”
Answer: “To everything, everybody.”
Question: “To Allah?”
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Answer: “No, to you.” (afterthought: Yea, to Allah too. It’s all
the same. Everywhere in everyone is the Buddhanature.)

When we started bowing, it’s hard to explain but we are enclosed
in a magic circle. Everything stops and nothing bothers or disturbs.
The circle is open to sincere questions and honest comers but closes
out troublemakers and the clowns. Really inconceivable. While
bowing I saw Guan Yin Bodhisattva and for some reason tears
welled up. Why?

We decided to all bow to Shih Fu when laypeople want to bow
to us. At this carpeted ultra-modern bank building with outside
elevators there was a circle of people and two monks bobbing up
and down and mumbling. A man got off the elevator and froze in
disbelief and shock. “This is the 20th century America! Is nothing
sacred – not even banks?”

Heng Sure is learning to use a straight edge. Less wasteful of
metal (blades) and less danger to the men who mine the ore eventu-
ally. Not necessarily less danger to Heng Sure.

Heng Sure • May 21, 1977
Don’t get angry, no matter what

The newspaper announces “Arms Sales Reduction”, “Carter to
Limit Weapon Sales.” Not that we claim direct credit for this event,
but here are the facts: 

1. The bowing trip is dedicated to an ending of disasters, catas-
trophes, and calamities (including nuclear holocausts). We are out to
influence people to stop making and selling destructive weapons. We
want people to end their karma of hatred and fighting.

2. When the trip was well underway through L.A., Jimmy Carter
also showed up in town. He was here for three days while we bowed.

3. There are some powerful spiritual beings on our side. We have
witnessed their responses to our work.
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4. The Venerable Abbot has told his disciples that the heavenly
dragons and others of the eight-fold division of ghosts and spirits
and Dharma protectors are all out protecting us and furthering our
mutual aims.

So is Carter’s response merely a coincidence? Or have we already
achieved one of our major aims of the trip?

Our instructions on the phone yesterday from Gold Mountain:
Don’t get angry, no matter what. If people scold you, swear at you,
or hit you, don’t be moved. Don’t get angry. Don’t be happy, don’t
be sad and most important, don’t get angry. This feature about
Buddhists, that they don’t get angry will have a great deal of signifi-
cance in the future of Buddhism in this country.

Also, do not false-think! Do not have false thoughts! Do not
strike up the tiniest idle thought. If you do a good job and don’t talk,
then you can have a response and get some accomplishment. If you
don’t have to talk, don’t.

What the sage said was do not relax your vigil on your mind. Do
not let it think. What a non-thought that is! Stop all movement of
dharmas. Plug up all the doors! Don’t let it out. Wipe the mind clean.

Why is the teaching on anger so important? Because life after life
we have killed to eat and been killed to eat until the aggression and
resentment have grown into a world-wide war which pits us against
ourselves. Therefore, patience, patience, gotta have patience, don’t
get angry, swo pwo he is the #1 mantra of our age. Reduce the fire.

Can I apply this to meditation? Can I relax this totally and still be
awake? Is sleeping during meditation a function of tension?

Heng Chau and I have decided that we don’t have what it takes
to receive bows from laypersons, so when they come to visit, if they
wish to bow, we say “bow to Shih Fu” or “bow to the Venerable
Abbot” and we face away from them and all bow 3 times. This
resolves the situation and we get to bow three bows to the Master.
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Heng Chau • May 21, 1977
Out of Order

Camped by small park in a well-to-do black exclusive neighbor-
hood. Huge stately houses.

Dreamed of Kuo Chou last night. He was very excited, a glowing
bright-eyed boy joining us on Three Steps, One Bow. But just as we
were ready to go Kuo Tsai showed up with another woman. She and
Dave had many agreements and commitments that Dave had
forgotten about. In any event, he suddenly became bent, wrinkled,
and lost his spark. I’ve had two or three dreams about Kuo Chou like
this. Some affinities there…

“Children remembered, but only a few and down they
forgot as up they grew.”

E.E. Cummings

I wonder how many people here in this neighborhood, in L.A., in
most of urban America, remember – remember how family with
uncles, aunts, grandparents nearby and close; to grow some or all of
your food; to can, eat together, say goodnight and wake up to the
same reality every day. Who remembers? The divorce rate in
California is higher than the marriage rate. Child abuse and neglect is
off the wall and the walls are covered with graffiti and vandalized by
kids who can’t articulate their sufferings. The family is key and Heng
Sure and I are every day being bombarded with the results of a
people who traded their keys for self and a few dollars.

Basically kids gravitate to the truth. The street gangs, early sexual
clinging, clutching relationships, drugs, child prostitution, alcohol
owes its rise in no small part to the failure of the family to do its job
– to tend the sprouts – to meet the basic needs.

So now Buddhism is seen as “Disgraceful, disgusting in
America.” Right! This is a time when the false has become true and
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the true is seen as false. My own family, roots, and the small family
farm in the Midwest keep me going at times like these, and
Buddhism, true cultivation of Buddhism is just the fruit of those
roots. I hope I don’t ever forget that.

P.S. More people would feel free to leave home, if the family
gave them what they needed. They wouldn’t have to attach to
husbands, wives, kids, jobs, clubs, etc. to fill the holes.

The fire in my body is under better control since sitting Ch’an
again. We try to sit two hours a day. Tai ji and standing meditation
have improved too. They are more powerful – like a waterfall – than
I’ve ever experienced. It must have something to do with bowing
and leaving home; nothing else has changed much.

Heng Sure is doing tai ji every morning even though it’s really
hard, especially at the beginning of the day when it’s cold and dark
outside. We are getting along – no fighting, no anger. That makes
tight quarters and tight situations a lot easier. It also does not leave a
hole for our energy to run out.

Our concentration is getting sharper and stronger. I can’t explain
it too well in words, but just in that concentration, just by focused
mindful action, incredible clarity, ease, balance, and “seeing” are
coming forth. What a wonderful chance: bitter practices, Gold
Mountain, Three Steps, One Bow. I have so much to repay.

Sat. A.M. The streets are deserted, just smog lingering from last
night. People always look so yin and wasted on weekend mornings.
What is it about “having fun,” “going out and doing something” that
leaves people so flat and vacant after?

Line from song by Incredible String Band:

I used to follow happiness 
I used to follow pleasure. 
But I found a door behind my mind. 
And that’s the greater treasure.
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Bowing and moving this a.m. I can’t remember feeling so
peaceful. My feet barely touched the ground. I don’t weigh any less
but my mind feels a lot lighter.

Heng Sure looks so natural and at home bowing down this
cement fjord of banks and corporations – a tiny speck in a flowing
robe – somehow he stands out, doesn’t get buried or submerged like
everything else. This is the Triple Jewel in America – not Heng Sure
and me but the Sangha according and not moving, not moving and
according with conditions. Ancient, modern, dated and now, it
doesn’t matter as long as the source is cultivated, penetrated, kept
alive through practice. Then the true and orthodox will be healthy.
So even though people look askance, in the long run, all people seek
the truth.

They won’t be tricked or sold short. It’s only a question of time,
sincerity, and true practice. This is where the Moonies and Krishna’s
miss the boat. Their practice doesn’t penetrate through to their own
true nature, the source, so they underestimate and compassionlessly
try to “convert” others. “No one saves us but ourselves; Buddhas
only show the way.” How is it the Way if you don’t walk it?

Ordinary people don’t know to look within. But having looked
long and hard outside without finding what they ultimately seek,
some are, even if reluctantly or defiantly, beginning to return the
light. One can only “go West” so long. Eventually there is nowhere
left to go. This is no clearer than here in L.A. We’ll all get to the heart
of this sick body together, eventually. So it’s important to keep the
proper Dharma, the medicine-antidote, safe and available. The way
to make it safe is by turning the light around – by cleaning up our
own act. We must renounce the “self” through hard work and
patience. All these people are watching – watching with fear and a
little hope.

I just don’t have my rap down. I can’t seem to make people
wonder and understand what the Sino-American Buddhist Associa-
tion is all about. There’s a right time and place to say the right thing.
Mostly I discover it after the people have gone. This a.m. a car full of
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sincere questions from a family. They wanted to know about Heng
Sure’s and my personal background. That’s not the point, but it’s
hard to talk to a larger issue without seeming to pitch and expound.
That’s because of no wisdom. Anyway, after I walked away and
started bowing I realized the handout release would have been just
the thing. So swallowing some doubts about proselytizing I ran back
and slipped them one.

God bless the grass that grows in the cracks.
They roll the concrete over it and try to keep it back
But the concrete gets tired of what it has to do
It breaks and it buckles and the grass grows through
God bless the grass.

Pete Seeger

Who looks best on a Saturday morning? The kids and the grass.
“How can you pick up what’s true if you don’t put down what’s
false?” If you didn’t mess with anything in L.A. (just leave everything
be, still) in a short time the grass and natural environment would
reclaim, break through the cement and smog. So too with myself and
the cement I put around my true nature.

Offerings: pen filler, lunch, three log books.
Group karma and upside-downness: In L.A. people are starting

to buy drinking water – the tap water isn’t palatable. “Only five or
ten cents a gallon…” says one upasika.

“We saw it at the supermarket for ten cents a half gallon.” says a
monk.

“Oh. It’s going up. Better go out and stock up. Next month gas
will be $1.00 a gallon.” In L.A. gas is as important as blood. It’s going
to be a hot, angry summer in L.A. for people who can’t afford gas or
water. “Pretty soon you’ll have to buy air.” Ha, ha, weak laughter.
How far can you drive down the wrong road before you admit you’re
lost? California, here we come… “The answer my friend, is blowing
in the ‘within.’”
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“Buy a new Ford now and Jim White Ford will throw in
free – get this – a free 20 gallon tank of Rocky Mt. Springtime
Air Oxygen and a month’s supply of Bottoms Up pure spring
water. Is that a deal, or not?”

In a thousand ways in everything we see – within and without –
the Dharma speaks. “I guess I won’t be able to shower everyday
anymore,” adds the upasika. Connection! Cause and effect.

Saturday PM. Hot, real hot. Bowing on black cement is like
bowing in a frying pan. For all the ants I burned with a magnifying
glass as a kid…

On weekends when the streets are empty, it becomes quite
unreal out there. We could be bowing through the Arabian Desert
for all I know. Two laypeople rode the bus out to find us and give us
some apples, honey, and crackers. They were so alive and refreshing.
We had just finished a particularly hot stretch.

More and more the journey goes within. We get less and less
moved – bothered by horns, hoots and conditions. Actually it feels
cool, even though it’s scorching.

A strange zombie character appeared from somewhere and
pressed close to drone, “What can you tell me about religion?” All I
could tell him was my little rap about Three Steps, One Bow. After I
thought about it I realized I could have said, “I can’t tell you
anything but I know someone who could answer every question and
tell you anything you want to know.”

“Who?”
“You. Cultivate morality and concentration and you will find

your answers.” Simple. Always too late, Kuo T’ing (Heng Chau).
Question: “What are you doing?”
Answer: “Who is doing the asking? Answer that and you’ll know

what we’re doing.”
Removing false thoughts and afflictions, enter the Avatamsaka

sea.



May 22, 1977 • One Heart Bowing 55
The pure source
Boundless, beyond words
Limitless, without measure
No you or me – only thus.

Watch your holes, plug the leaks
Let it swell
Wave and water
Disturbed and pure
Afflicted and awake
A single thought.

Almost every pay phone and toilet in L.A. so far has the sign “Out
of Order.” So true. Upside down. No order, no harmony. Soon the
airports and roads to L.A. will be blocked with signs reading “Out of
Order.” 90% of America’s T.V. and movies are made here – “Out of
Order.” “Out of Order…”

“When the universe of a billion worlds is contemplated in
stillness, one sees that bad karma has welled up and filled it
all.”

Master Hua

“Out of Order.”

Heng Sure • May 22, 1977
Dharma fugitives in a sea of Saha suffering

For the first time I’m feeling a build-up of concentration like an
engine that slowly warms up during the first morning hour of
bowing and then maintains its heat through lunch (This is new!
Halleluyah!) and then continues to run strong in the afternoon. I
look forward to when Heng Chau and I have our routine down so
we can maintain a pure, silent cultivation and concentration.
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We are into wealthy neighborhoods: each house is a fantasy of
elegant noble living memorialized in stone. Each arched-top carriage
house a picture, the Mercedes parked just so, the expansive lawns
green despite the water-rationed drought. The slate roofs and marble
porticos frame the baronial splendor of the gardens and walks.
Everything is perfect – all drawn from “House and Garden.” But the
residents are not so finely built, especially the children. Two young
boys owning the street we audaciously crept along – one on a 20-
speed bike and one on a $30 skate board move languidly out of the
way to allow our van enough room to pass. Young boys 12-14 years
old, their play clothes bought at Bullock’s – from tousled hair to
racing shoes all the finest – but their faces? Ghost-like, pale and
puffy. Their eyes have no spark, no wonder, no interest. They
represent a dull challenge to authority. They are children off the
edge. They do not seek knowledge of the world. They have been
swamped in materiality – been given every possible toy and game
and food and tool. They are over-stuffed with protective concern
but under-nourished on love and learning. Dull, yin, passive, and
angry, the boys had no masculinity, no Mars, no humor: only the
blank mouth-open sniffle of a child. They need a father, a grandfa-
ther, older brothers, a neighborhood, a day and night without color
TV, pajamas, the kitchen, interviews with parents, etc. They need
love and life. If they grow up without it, the world will suffer when
they come into power.

Sometimes I am aware of the weight of the vow to bring the
Sutra home to the City of Ten Thousand Buddhas. The work ahead
is easy if you go straight, and hard if you slip off.

We are adrift in Los Angeles, Dharma fugitives in a sea of Saha
suffering.

The job for us is to learn to be left-home people all the time. We
must learn to behave as models of deportment for left-home people
and for lay people.

We have to face our own situations, apply correct principles, and
set up the proper dharma.
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Heng Chau • May 22, 1977
Being a Dharma Realm Gardener

Last night I was set and sat upon by two something or others. In
my sleep, a “dream,” two beings were holding me down, smothering
me. I could not get free. I was trapped – over weighted – almost like
being caught in a heavy sticky spider web, only it was these two
people. Suddenly I became aware that they were after my essence.
Involuntarily, without pleasure, and despite my wild struggling, I
could feel myself losing. I yelled, “Shih Fu, Shih Fu.” Just as I had no
more strength to fight it, Shih Fu appeared. “You can’t do that. Stop!
This is not allowed,” he commanded the two beings. They split. I
was free and still intact.

I need to be more careful about false thinking, about leaving
cracks or holes for outflows. It is very difficult and subtle – so fine
can be an outflow.

Offering: two pairs of shoes, four pairs of socks, lunch, alarm
clock, and cheese.

Food and cultivation.
On weekends especially the lay people inundate us with food and

goodies. It’s real easy to blame others for your own greed. For awhile
there were lots of donuts and pastries showing up. We gobbled
them. They kept coming. At first we looked outside and said, “Now
this is no good. This sugar is messing up our bowing and desires.
How can we tell them. They wouldn’t really understand and might
feel insulted.” etc. But if we had taken one donut, split it and said no
thank you to the rest, there would have been no problem. Because
we ate them, they concluded, “They like sweets.” So we turned the
eyes within and stopped eating the sugar treats and what? Haven’t
seen even a cookie since. We are in part what we do and people see
and trust this more clearly than what we say.
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Had cheese for lunch and in first bow after I couldn’t concen-
trate for diddle. Felt like my head was coming off. Scratch cheese.
My temples were bursting.

In general, the lay people here are really excited about giving;
creating blessings and merit through giving and supporting the
Sangha. The amount and intensity of this sincere giving far exceeds
what Heng Sure and I need and at some point obstructs our cultiva-
tion, because we let it. It was time to say something but not
something that would stop the flow. Rather we wanted to do it in a
way that would enlarge and expand it to where it was needed. Don’t
cut it off, channel it. A delicate issue for sure. We put together some
ideas and waited for the right time to say it. Sunday was the birthday
of Shakyamuni Buddha and everybody came ready to hear some
dharma after lunch. Here’s how it went:

On Shakyamuni Buddha’s birthday I felt it would be appropriate
to say a few words to all of you. Being a good Dharma Protector is
very much like being a good gardener. The most important jobs are
keeping out pests and predators and caring for and nourishing the
plants and flowers to insure their continual healthy growth.

You people have made this trip possible through your good care
of us in Los Angeles. Most likely we could not have come this far if
it were not for your generosity and concern. But we can not settle for
the small and forget the bigger picture. In this regard I am reminded
of a story about the time my grandfather asked me to water the
flowers. I went out to the garden with the water and found the
flowers, big white mums, and I gave each blooming flower a dose of
the water. I returned and grandfather said, “Did you water the
flowers?”

“Yes, I did,” I replied.
Several weeks passed and I became the regular gardener. Before

long I noticed that the flowers looked sad and droopy. I asked grand-
father what was wrong and he watched my method just once and
said, “Look here, you can’t just water the blooms; you’ve got to
water the whole plant, especially the roots. If you water the roots, the
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blooms will grow just fine. But if you water just the blooms then the
whole thing will soon die.”

This was the principle of good gardening that I learned from my
grandfather: water the roots and the whole plant flourishes. And we
can apply this same principle to the work of spreading the Dharma
in America.

Heng Sure and I are like two flower blooms. We are the visible
part of Gold Mountain Monastery. Our needs are very few. We are
out here doing this work so as to endure suffering. It is said that “to
endure suffering is to end suffering, but to receive your blessings is
to exhaust your blessings.” We must take this chance to cultivate and
really endure some bitterness so that there will be more merit to
transfer to the City of Ten Thousand Buddhas. That is our work.

Now your work of Dharma protection is also very important. Of
all the perfections, giving is foremost. Here in the frontier of the
Proper Dharma in the West there is an unexcelled chance to create
great blessings and to make measureless amounts of merit.

So like a good gardener we must not just water the blossoms and
forget the roots which are the Venerable Abbot and the entire
Sangha of Gold Mountain Monastery. We must expand our
compassion and giving and work in a garden of larger scope.

Don’t settle for the small and just use energy to give to these two
flowers when there is a whole plant to nourish and protect and help
grow. When the plant of the Dharma grows into a healthy, broad
Bodhi tree, then all living beings can enjoy its fruit and take refuge in
its shade. Find the big plant and nourish its roots and in this way be
a Dharma Realm gardener.

As the Buddha Shakyamuni, the Tathagata, was known as the
“doubly complete one,” complete in blessings and complete in
wisdom, his blessings came from his perfection of giving and making
others happy. His wisdom came from cultivation and as we are all
going to be Buddhas in the future, we should recognize the
importance of working hard right now on our own cultivation.
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Whether you recite the Buddha’s name or Guan Yin Bodhisattva’s
name, or whether you recite a mantra or read sutras or hold the five
precepts: no killing, no stealing, no lying, no sexual misconduct, and
no taking intoxicants, all of these are excellent ways to cultivate
wisdom. Precepts come first, then concentration comes from regular
practice and then wisdom is produced. It appears from your own
Buddha-nature. So we should put these principles into practice and
resolve to cultivate a big Buddha-garden and grow ten thousand
doubly-perfect ones and not rest until the work is complete and all
living beings end their suffering!

Sunday P.M. Just finished bowing. There was a lot of anger and
hostility in these last 6 or 7 blocks. People have got to be sitting on
some kind of huge powder keg to be that stirred up by a couple of
bowing monks.

You know how it hurts to be touched when you have a really bad
fever? I think it’s something like that. But how can you get better
until you’re sick of being sick?

“Get up you fools, you sick or something?” and a squeal of
rubber.

Paying money for drinking water and to use a toilet and air raid
sirens every four blocks, now that makes sense, but bowing and
seeking to reduce hostility and disasters, now that’s just stupid and
embarrassing.

Young boys, “Do you believe in God?”
Monk: “Sure. All of them.”
Boy: “Do you believe in Jesus?”
Monk: “Believe what?”
Boy: “That he was the Savior.”
Monk: “Did he save you?”
Boy: “Yes, he did.”
Monk: “Then he must be, right?”
Boy: “What do you believe in?”
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Other boy: “Do you believe in the devil?”
Monk: “Yep. I believe in everything: you, me, the ants, the air,

Jesus, Allah, the grass, your parents… I believe all gods and devils
are inside of you, too.”

Other boy: “What?”
Monk: “When you’re really good and peaceful isn’t that like

God?”
Boy: “Sure.”
Monk: “And when you’re full of hate and anger, who’s that?”
Other boy: “The devil!”
First boy: “No, no, no! God is all forgiving.”
Monk: “Mostly it’s important to be peaceful.”
Boys: “I can dig that – see ya mister.”
Monk: “See ya boys.”
Interesting thing happened while bowing. A group of hays

gathered across the street building up for some amusing assault. Just
then a police car passed, slowed and stopped – waiting. It was clear
they were watching to see that we were not molested. Far out! Bit
different from our first run-in at that upasika’s garage! With the
L.A.P.D. protecting Three Steps, One Bow – well, who knows…

Heng Sure • May 23, 1977
The demon soprano test

Heng Sure: I think I passed that test okay today.
Heng Chau: Which test?
Heng Sure: What test was there today besides the demon

soprano?
Heng Chau: Well there was the morning recitation test, the tai ji

test, the orange juice test, the wash-up test, the getting dressed test,
the bowing test, the neighbor lady test, and others, too.

Heng Sure: Hmmm. I see what you mean.
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Heng Chau • May 23, 1977
We don’t see many people; we’re invisible

After a humorous, mad, crazy, chaotic dream I am feeling incred-
ible. I keep understanding “seeing” – it’s like I’ve got eyes all over my
body – they smell and feel, see through walls and for miles and the
tip of my nose. I feel such a sense of freedom, ease – light of heart
and spirit. Nothing matters, it’s all ok. Just fine. The harder I work,
the more difficult it is, the happier and more free I am and the more
“seeing” occurs. The funniest and most empty of all is “me,” my
“self.” The humor begins there and then expands. Where are the
words to describe this – can’t find them. It’s too large, too mobile
and fluid to be held and looked at. Just then it’s gone. Try to catch it,
it’s gone. Its truth is no self and it flees my mad grasping mind. And
yet it’s right here now all of us, awake or sleeping, thus. Very funny,
deadly serious.

Laughing so hard I step into dog excrement. I’ve got to be
careful not to float away. Humus (ground), humor, humility.

The Cadillac dealership on the corner has an armed guard by the
front door – loaded and deadly 45 cal., waiting. Now what’s that
about? Nobody’s going to shoplift a 3-ton car. Is it part of the
exclusive mystique? To protect what? How many times have we
been killed by angry eyes? What would happen if when all this
repressed hate and anger spilled forth there were guns with it? Who
could you kill? Most murders in the U.S. are between relatives. But
who isn’t a relative-part of the family? If you would kill for a Cadillac
then what would you do if your spouse or favorite T.V. shows were
killed? If you stubbed your toe or were ridiculed by a bunch of kids?

It’s an escalating circle, this anger and revenge, pride and fear. It
starts with a single false thought in our hearts and ends up in a
holster of a guard in a car showroom. On a larger scale it’s floating
overhead right now in huge bomber planes and in the hills nearby in
ICBM’s. It all comes from the mind. We need to work harder on
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Three Steps, One Bow: I got angry over a parking ticket and the
armed guard thinks we are positively stupid. That’s the stuff wars are
made from, and droughts.

“Meter Man” who collects coins shows up. We saw him last
week too on Wilshire and talked briefly then. Today he says,
“Somebody else did this bowing thing.”

“Really.”
“Yea. All the way across the country.”
Us: “Somebody’s more stupid than us?”
Man: “Oh, no. Not stupid, just devoted.” A big change from last

week’s smirk. Don’t take any wooden nickels.
Twenty or thirty men in various jock outfits are waiting anxiously

outside Jack La Lanne’s Health Spa this a.m. as we bow by. In the
preface to the Bodhisattva precepts it says,

“A strong body in good health is like a ragingly wild
stallion for it is impossible to retain it long. The passing of a
person’s life is as fleeting as the bounding waters of a
mountain stream. Although one may be alive and healthy, it
is impossible to guarantee even one more day of survival.”

L.A. isn’t exceptional really. It’s just a concentrate and a few
degrees more extreme than much of America and the world.
Looking outside for solutions and escapes from the inevitable death
and birth, birth and death is as timeless as birth and death itself. In
L.A. the search for outside ways is pushing the limits. Fad food,
bottled immortality, health spas to retard and even stop decay and
aging abound. In Forest Lawn Cemetery nobody is really dead –
they’re resting, waiting, vacationing, meditation, listening to music,
etc., anything but rotting and returning to the elements.

This frantic last minute clutching and seeking is what happens
when there’s no other way to investigate death and dying. Even your
new car won’t keep out King Yama when it’s time. It was on this
issue: what happens when you die and before you’re born that my
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sister and I were finally able to connect and talk truly about
Buddhism and cultivation. Ultimately that’s what it’s about. She
knew it. I knew it. The men at the health spa know it and I suspect
all the “loved ones” at Forest Lawn know it best. There’s a lot of
people looking, wondering, and hoping to stop the wheel.

Lunch conversation:
Upasika: “There are a lot of Jewish people in this area. Have you

noticed any differences from the last neighborhood?”
Monk: “We don’t see many people – I mean we don’t meet any

people because we’re invisible.”
Upasika: “Huh?”
Monk: “Well, we are going so slow and everybody else is going

so fast they don’t see us. We are right there but can’t be seen.”
Other monk: “We could probably sit in full lotus in the middle of

a street and nobody could see us unless we went as fast as they were
going.”

Monk: “Probably if we could slow ourselves down more we
might be able to see the Buddhas and Bodhisattvas.

Upasika: “Eat some more.”

Later…
Upasika: “How long did it take you to learn the Great

Compassion Mantra?”
Monk: “It depends. If you hear it a lot and work hard maybe

three months – otherwise longer.”
Upasika: “It’s really hard. I’ve been doing a couple of lines a day

– but it’s hard.”
Monk: “That’s really good. The Great Compassion Mantra is a

wonderful Dharma door. Do you know about Kuo Kuei
(Nicholson’s) father?”

Upasika: “No.”
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Monk: “Well, Kuo Kuei’s father had cancer and was dying, so
Kuo Kuei made a vow that his father wouldn’t die of cancer and
recited the Great Compassion Mantra everyday many times.”

Upasika: “Did he die of cancer?”
Monk: “No. If you are really sincere, the mantra is very

powerful.”
Upasika: “Hmmm.” (obviously moved.)

Heng Chau • May 24, 1977
Welcome to Beverly Hills

Just as the absence of sexual desire has helped my cultivation
immeasurably (less moody, more vigor, concentration, ch’i (energy),
“seeing” light, ease, etc.) so the loss of essence hinders it. This a.m.
more aware of that than ever. Feel cold, yin-dejected, hard to ignite,
very much not “seeing” – a loss of lightness and vigor. Common.

I can’t overemphasize how important this is. It is the key and
sine qua non of my cultivation. The “reverse turning” being here –
in getting rid of sexual outflow. Unable to get rid of them, there is
nothing. With it? Well, I’ve only tasted a little so far but it’s truly
wonderful. The real freedom and joy lies in transcending and trans-
muting sexual desire.

There’s no place in the world like Wilshire Blvd. Real live Ben
and Barbi dolls, all manner of endless things to buy and forget with.
It’s every main street in America grown wild, colossal. People drop
with heart attacks on the sidewalk while shopping or after lunch. An
ambulance picks them off the street and they’re gone, just like the
broken-down cars towed away by a tow truck. Impermanence every-
where.

The pigeons and shoppers hustle and jump about – endless
hunting, endless needs. I used to think I could never avoid this when
I was a kid – that this was the world one had to grow into and take
over, to inherit. But there’s another heritage waiting for anyone who
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wants some truth – cynicism ain’t it. When you play all these
dharmas through and through, over and over, some day or other,
some morning half awake after the alarm rings or just before you fall
asleep, it hits hard – this is nowhere! But what else is there? Well, I’ve
done all these trips and games and thought they were it and watched
them all deflate into this void. Take refuge within, in the Triple
Jewel. It’s here that the answer lies. Alive in America, how rare!

When bending down to bow I feel like a full pitcher emptying –
pouring out all the junk and afflictions. All day pouring, flushing,
filling, emptying. At the end, I am squeaking clean inside until the
first false thought.

Bowing near Beverly Hills today I looked up and saw mountains
in the Northwest ahead. They were exactly like a dream of three or
four years ago. In fact, the temperature, strong wind, sky cover –
everything was the same. The direction of the route and the feeling
also identical. In the dream another person and I were on a journey
to a City called 10,000 Buddhas, high in the mountain plateaus to the
north. The city we were in and going through was dying, falling.
Nobody there knew anything beyond the craziness of the city –
quick pleasure, wealth, parties, drugs, etc. a kind of spiritual despair
hiding behind a gay front. The road was in need of repair and not
used for a long time, but walkable. The city of 10,000 Buddhas was
like a ruin, old and dormant. At one time it had flourished and
thrived, but for some reason through neglect or catastrophe had
been uninhabited and not visited for years and years. A noxious gas
or something had covered it and the surrounding country. But now
it was ok – in fact cleaner and more pure than anywhere on the
globe. Waiting to be discovered and rekindled.

Flashes like this happen just about every day. I don’t know dream
from real, past from present, here from where anymore. It’s ok..

Déjà vus and similar-type non-ordinary experiences are
happening with such frequency I can’t keep track of them. More and
more the dimensions break down – time, space, etc. – merging,
turning inside out and upside down. I just reached to grab the door
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of the van and looked on the ground outside standing next to Heng
Sure and had an incredible déjà vu. Before or in the future, in a
dream or is this a dream? I don’t know. I don’t really care. At first I
used to take interest in occurrences, but they’re only some kind of
state and happening so often that I hardly notice anymore. Every
once in a while a particularly strong one hits and it freezes me to halt
for a few seconds – like if I continued or kept going I would walk
right into another universe and time.

I’ve been reading old Vajra Bodhi Sea commentaries on the
Prajna Paramita Sutra by the Master. They’re better than lunch.

Tai ji this morning was really strong. I can feel a new strength,
power in the tan t’ien, lower back, and along the spine – really like
electric water; light and potent. Having left home and Three Steps,
One Bow are making unbelievable difference inside with my ch’i and
my “seeing.” Really hard to explain, I am so grateful and happy for a
chance to cultivate the true – it’s so obviously the Way. Each day I
realize how rare and inconceivable it is to be this close to the
ultimate.

If the Way grows an inch, the demons grow a foot.
If the Way grows a foot, the demons are really on top.

Master Hua

This a.m. Heng Sure started bowing alone. I meditated and had
some writing to finish. When I caught up he was bowing on a traffic
island below a sign “Welcome to Beverly Hills.” I couldn’t find a
parking space so I circled and came back. I noticed a woman on her
knees next to and in front of him. “That’s neat,” I thought, “she’s
being moved to bow along.” A closer look, however, exposed that
dream. The woman was hassling and mocking Heng Sure, blocking
his way and screeching. I was going to put on my robe but my alarm
bells were ringing so I just grabbed my sash and ran (quick walk)
over. As I approached, I “saw” and felt a lot more. It was heavy.
About 50 years old, the woman was singing opera and pulling up her
skirt while kneeling in front of Heng Sure, trying to break his
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recitation and concentration. He advanced, she made way and came
again. As he was prostrated, she turned, pulled her dress above her
waist (getting more and more agitated) doing obscene gestures over
his head, trying to move him. She danced around, dressing and
undressing, mocking, defiling, getting louder and more outrageous.
A couple nearby watched in disbelief.

Intuitively what I felt and saw was: the woman was crazy i.e. not
to be moved by reason or feeling – unpredictable and possessed, out
of control. She wasn’t what she seemed and wasn’t alone. I could feel
the bad vibes and sickness she emanated. Her colors were black,
grey, off-blue. Her face was grotesque, contorted, asymmetrical,
splotchy make-up and rouge. Her hair matted, wig-like. Her eyes
were gone – no contact, glazed. I’ve seen these faces, felt these vibes
many times working in mental hospitals. But this was different even
than that. It’s hard to explain; it was really demonic. On the other
hand, she was just a confused lady doing her thing. Still I felt more
to it than that.

I had been reciting the Great Compassion Mantra since getting
out of the van. Walking between her and Heng Sure, I threw my sash
over my shoulders and took my regular position right behind him.
She walked away, crossed the street and was gone. The Great
Compassion Mantra, I’m sure, subdued her.

The other day when Heng Sure was bowing in front of the
Cadillac dealership his awesome demeanor and sincerity struck me
and also the salesmen inside. Together and upright, he looked like a
perfectly aligned stack of coins. Today he still looked pretty good
considering, but I saw a few coins out of place!

Two or three months ago Heng Sure had a vision of a demon
woman lying down in front of him on the road. He moved left, she
moved left; he moved right, she moved right – block and mocking.
Today this vision came to him on the traffic island. “My only regrets
are that I wasn’t totally clear; I moved a little. I didn’t have compas-
sion. That would have been the way to deal with it. Instead I
thought, ‘this is one I have to wait out – inconvenient.’”
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“Welcome to Beverly Hills,” just like the sign said.
An old lady with sparkling eyes came up wondering what we

were doing. I explained briefly. She was impressed, “Golly you sure
do have a big work. Good luck you, now.”

Later she returned and I gave her a release. “Are there thousands
of you?” she asked.

“No,” I said, “Just two here, but many more at the monasteries.”
I could have said, “yes, thousands, tens of thousands in fact,” but as
usual I missed.

Then she asked, “Do you not get married.”
“No,” I said. 
“We don’t marry but we have a huge family – countless relatives,

parents, brothers and sisters. And Buddhists don’t stop working
until the whole family is happy and together again.” Too late, Heng
Chau! Only seconds instead of minutes though – getting closer to
being “right on time.”

As she started to leave she began to say, “But you are so young
not to marry…” instead she saw how happy we were and concluded,
“Well, you are so happy, lots of luck to you.”

I was waiting for the delivery man with bottled water to ask,
“What are you doing?”

“Trying to put you out of a job.”
“Huh?”
“Not really, but kind of. The reason you’re delivering bottled

water is because of pollution. And water pollution begins with mind
pollution. Clean up the mind, clean the water. Simple.”

A upasaka stopped by to have us sign a form so we could use his
Bank Americard. We politely refused saying that would be too easy.
“To endure suffering is to end suffering. To enjoy blessings is to end
blessings.” Besides if we ran into trouble and had the card there
would be no chance for other people to meet the Dharma and plant
in the field of blessings. The card like the car insulates us from
people. The car is unfortunately necessary. The card isn’t.
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Winds are winds (i.e. a problem) only if there are cracks for them
to blow through. Seal the cracks, the winds blow but can’t move you,
you move the winds.

A free lance photographer appeared to take pictures. “I’ll
probably never see anything like this again in my life.” If you’ve seen
it once, you’ll see it again…

Q: “Are you American or Chinese?”
A: “Yes.”
Q: “I mean I’ve seen some Chinese that tall (he indicates Heng

Sure.)”
A: “We’re Chinese, American, Swiss, Chicano, Martian, you.”
Q: “It must be rough – you guys have trouble finding motels at

night?”
A: “I forget; it really doesn’t matter. It’s all on the inside – the

journey.”
Q: “Well, I’d like to give you some money to help.”
A: “It will be put to good use.”
He shakes hands and leaves.
There are some police, another photographer and businessmen

talking and watching in a nearby doorway.
“Are you praying?”
“You’re kidding. All the way to Santa Monica on their knees like

that?” And then some…
We took an hour off to do the ceremony for Shakyamuni

Buddha’s Birthday in the Park.
Some lay disciples contacted the Beverly Hills police letting

know of the trip and our route. They were really receptive. “Just call
in for Lt. Zenter at night and let him know where you are parked –
no problem.” A number of officers were stopping and reading our
release. Later that night as we were trying to find a phone to call in
our location, we ran right into a squad car. It was one of the officers
who had read the release. “We’ve been looking for you,” he said.
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Turned out to be really friendly and it was an interesting exchange.
He and the police woman with him were really interested in
monastic life, training, the principle and especially how they apply to
social problems, etc. “Are you related to the Krishnas?”

Us: “No.”
Police: “What’s the difference?’
Us: “Day and night. But simply, we don’t hit people for money

in airports.”
Police: “Right! How do you get by?”
Us: “We don’t need much and if people offer money or things

we accept, we don’t beg or ask. We don’t try to convert. Basically
Buddhists believe that all the ills and problems, everything, starts
with individuals – with the mind. If you want to really end suffering,
crimes, and problems you have to clean up the source. It’s like in
families. Kids learn from the parents and these kids pass it on to
their children, etc. Now if the parents get their act together then
there’s a lot of good folks. If they don’t you’ve got 25 or 30 people
causing problems and suffering. Basically you clean up your own act
first, not other’s first.”

Police: “For sure.” (nodding in agreement) “What did you do
before?”

Us: “Slept; we were dreaming. Unlike a lot of other groups,
Buddhists at Gold Mountain work hard. You don’t bounce in off
drugs or whatever without having to clean up your act. You have to
climb and use effort and actually be able to do the work of a nun or
monk.”

Police: “What do you do when you’re done?”
Us: “How many lifetimes will it take to be done!”
Radio: “Armed robbery at a gas station.” They brace and stiffen.

What a hard job! Constantly on the edge. Dealing with effects, never
the source. Frustrating and dangerous. For those few minutes we all
understood and respected each other and without saying it we
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sensed it. Real warm and genuine. All of us went away feeling
refreshed.

Police: “We’ll give your location to the next shift.”
Us: “Thanks. Hope you have a quiet night.”
Man in Laundromat could have been me. Same build, coloring,

lifestyle (once). When? When I was married and running fast and
heavy the movie called “I’ll find Nirvana with Love.” It was the
thought (false) that ultimate truth and fulfillment was to be found in
a one-to-one relationship, romantic love forever – trying to hang on
and maintain the high of “new love.” What always happened was
birth, dwelling, decay, and emptiness. Birth was new love. Dwelling
was the living together. Decay, the realization that the ultimate
wasn’t to be found here. Emptiness, the disappointment and void of
separating.

Everything returns to the one – even the two (couple). And the
one? Buddhas only show the way; you must walk it yourself.

The man in the Laundromat and his wife were in state three
(decay). Both of them were looking out, hardly talking or glancing at
each other. Looking depressed and waiting for the show to end.
They kept stealing glances at us like maybe we had something to say
that would break their spell, crack the bad dream. Lots of people
here are looking, wondering if maybe someday this will all seem like
a bad dream “when their ship comes in.” They don’t know, don’t
remember, that they are on their ship. Like the man frantically
looking for his head because he could see everyone else’s but not his
own.

As they languidly put their laundry in their Mercedes, they both
kept looking at us, not disapproving, just expectantly; in no hurry to
go back home.
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Heng Sure # May 24, 1977
Los Angeles moves so fast that we look like trees

Dear Shr Fu,
We are just about to pass through Beverly Hills – making slow

but steady progress. When the traffic is fast and the people are dense
it is easy to speed up your bowing without noticing. So we have
made a conscious effort to slow down our bowing to a mindful
rhythm and the result is we have become invisible to many people.
Los Angeles moves so fast that we look like trees, rocks or parking
meters to the majority who breeze by in their cars; those who see us
roll down their windows and scold us, swear at us, honk their horns,
scream, laugh, some even slow down to give advice (“get up,” “go
home,” “get off the street”).

Sometimes we get praise from people. Some think we are
Moslems or Hare Krishnas or Moonies, and every so often someone
recognizes us as Buddhists. The children are open to us, fascinated
and pure.

Although we could not be with the Master on Buddha’s birthday,
Heng Chau and I wish to bow nine times to the Master on this
occasion. We are ever mindful of our good fortune to have met the
proper Dharma here in the West.

The Master’s great compassion and vow-power have made it
possible to bring good medicine to living beings; our lives have a
useful purpose and a positive direction to travel. Cultivating the Way
is a priceless treasure!

When we are sincere, the results are immediately visible – anger
disappears from faces – the tension dissolves from street-corner
groups that gather to stare at us, and even the heat in the air seems
to cool slightly. If we are false-thinking or have any anger or fear in
our own minds, then nothing happens as we bow into a crowded
area; or worse, the tension builds up and people get hot or uptight as
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we pass and we reap the results in increased cursing, anger, and fear
from the crowd. The pressure makes a rare chance to cultivate.

The Dharma Protectors make it possible and the pressure makes
it real, good, hard work. There is a lot of magic on this trip and the
Master’s presence is always close by.

Disciple Guo Chen (Heng Sure)
bows in respect

Heng Sure • May 25, 1977
They don’t belong to this world

At 2 p.m. we came swinging out to bow on a crowded shopping
street – the “Miracle Mile” thick with tension (both the street and
me) people recognize us buzzing about our pre-noon bowing in that
place. Immediately they pick up on us: “What they doing?” “What
the hell?” “They’re prayin’.” “What are they praying to?” “They’re
praying to themselves, not to anyone else. They don’t belong to this
world.” (Pretty profound, although he doesn’t know it.)

Twenty feet further I bow in front of a driveway. Suddenly a
fancy car slides out, stops, and a silvering templed middle-aged
executive totally uptight with himself and with me fumbles for
words to vent his anger: “Ah, ah, you’re ah, interrupting the street,
gentlemen.” (Curious: who did he see? I was bowing alone at the
time). I stood up to pace across the drive and continue to bow on the
other side but as I rounded his car he deliberately threw it in reverse
and backed up, trying to knock me down or run me off the walk. I
walked wider and quickened my pace but he came on back, slowly or
else he surely would have knocked me down. I made it around and
continued my bowing. He revved his engine and slid out into the
traffic river.

More May 25. The street is high-charged with negative tension.
We bow through the center of it. Trying not to cause more tension;
instead of purging it through our work. Suddenly a big wind blows
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up. High gusts rip at our sashes and robes, blowing hard against our
eyes and legs so even walking is difficult, but we continue our pacing
and bowing. Before long the people ahead of us and on all sides just
disappear before the wind. All the junk in the air – all the tension –
is blown away down the street.

Once the street is clean, the wind dies, too, and the bowing
continues as always.

Voice I: Real cultivation has to be a determination to do it and
nothing else. You must be mindful of your Dharma method all the
time. You can’t take a break, a vacation, a holiday; you can’t
“reward” yourself for good work by stopping the work. This is
defeat. So once you begin you must keep on pushing. Right up and
over the edge. Anything less will not get you there. It is difficult and
unnatural.

Voice II: Cultivation when it’s real is a gradual natural process
which should come in stages. As you breath in and out, your cultiva-
tion should allow for effort and rest, effort and rest, never retreating
but not forcing the way either. Excess force leads to a strong
reaction, just like the circles in tai ji: the faster the punch the harder
the return punch.

Heng Sure # May 25, 1977
A flaw in our own perception of reality

Dear Shr Fu,
This experience is rich in learning, tests, and exposure to all kinds

of people and situations. Heng Chau and I talk about the states we
encounter and apply the principles we have learned to solve our
problems. Each time we trace a problem back to a flaw in our own
perception of reality, to a hang-up, an affliction, or an attachment,
we know we have found the source of the problem and then the
state almost immediately resolves itself.
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The mindfulness of a cultivator is not easy to maintain all the
time – especially these three: patience with all states, compassion for
all beings, even the demons who come to provoke us, and also a
sense of shame – keeping my faults and shortcomings in front of me
at all times, in all places.

When these three dharmas are ever before my mind, a kind of
vajra resolve takes over, people seem to look right past me and see
the Avatamsaka instead. This is what I’m working for, I have to
make my conduct clean and pure all the time. The job now is to learn
how to behave properly as a Bhikshu. This work will not be wasted!

Disciple Guo Chen (Heng Sure)
bows in respect

Heng Chau • May 26, 1977
Why don’t you take a car, it would be faster

There Are No Laundromats In Beverly Hills
We spent a good hour driving around Beverly Hills last night

trying to find a Laundromat. We ended up at Lou’s Speedqueen Mat
just outside the Beverly Hills boundary. We asked the police, “Hey,
where are the Laundromats?”

Police: “There aren’t any. Everybody sends their dirty clothes
out and has them washed.”

Us: “Or throws them away and buys new ones?”
Police: “Right.”
Our dirty laundry is just the same as our bad habits, our afflic-

tions. Having someone else take care of your dirty clothes is
climbing on their conditions and not seeing principle. Sometime or
other in order to end suffering you have to take your own stinking
laundry, say “Yup, this is mine” and then wash it yourself. Just that
is returning the light within. Sending your dirty clothes out is
attaching to outside, not internals.
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The world is full of laundry maids – people who specialize in
washing others’ clothes: police, psychologists, teachers, doctors,
nurses, gardeners, etc. If we all took care of our own afflictions and
bad habits, what need of police, shrinks, doctors, etc.?

This a.m. we got pulled over by a police car, flashing lights. I
started to get out of the car but heard hard commanding instruc-
tions: “Shut the door and don’t get out of the car.” As soon he made
the connection that we were the ones he had read about at the
station he said, “Oh, you’re the Buddhist pilgrims.” Suddenly he
smiles and relaxes. Another good conversation follows with lots of
questions and some recognition.

So far the people who have recognized and responded to what
we represent (the Dharma and the Sangha) have been kids, old
people, crazy ladies on the street, and the police. I think it has
something to do with doing the same work – reducing and elimi-
nating hostilities, disasters, and bringing some peace and harmony.
We try to work with the causes, they with the effects. There’s a sense
of both working with nitty gritty reality out in front on the street
that’s shared. But more than that. All the years I spent working with
disturbed kids, mental patients, counseling families, kids on
probation, in hospitals – there was an incredible sense of frustration
and futility. Why? Because I was limited to putting band-aids on
gaping wounds. Constantly dealing with effects, never able to work
directly with the causes of all this disturbance and suffering. 

That’s what the police do. Buddhist monks and nuns don’t
withdraw and hide from the world. They go to the root, the cause of
the world – inside out. Working on the mind-ground is where it’s at
and somehow the police know it. The most dreaded call a cop has to
respond to is family arguments, domestic problems. Why? Because
that’s close to the root – it’s the most volatile and because they’re
only trained to deal with effects. You don’t ask a hospital orderly to
do surgery. But because of their work they make the connections
and see cause and effect in every call they answer. They clearly see
how kids get taught and nurtured into criminals. And they are
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powerless to stop it. They know what drugs and alcohol do to minds
and families. They see it all day long – the results of greed, hatred and
stupidity – karma. Like kids, old people and the crazy ladies, police
have an eye for the true and smell a phony blocks away.

Buddhism is common sense, direct and straight. You can’t help
but recognize it. You see it’s as plain as your own face.

Everything we see reflects
See the monks, see yourself
See who? Who sees?
Mirrors everywhere around and round
And behind the mirrors?
Not even empty space.

Laypeople: “Do you have any dirty clothes that need to be
washed?”

Monks: “We’ll do them ourselves when we are bowing.”
Laypeople: “You won’t have time.”
Monks: “We’ll find time.”
Laypeople: “Oh really it’s nothing for us to do it.”
Monks: “It’s everything to do your own laundry.”

The Black Spire
Is everyday, every minute, every single thought an endless

outflow? There is no attaining, just maintaining. There is no end, no
beginning, you never get “there.” No final judgment or location, just
hard work, patience until there is just hard work and patience. We
can’t relax Saturday because Friday was good. No days, no bound-
aries, every minute without thought is enlightenment; every minute
with thought is affliction. “Every day is different, not the same.
Three Steps, One Bow is outside the Hilton or in Lincoln Heights or
at Gold Wheel Temple – all is thus. Three Steps, One Bow is just a
single thought – how far? how long? are no questions, of no matter.
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That’s what the writing on the black spire is – a test! Only not a
single test, an endless all-the-time test.

A single thought = single failure.
A single pass = single thus.
I’m so happy I cry. Heng Sure says, “That’s a relief. That makes

me feel free. Takes the pressure off in a way.”
“Let’s bow.”
“Always.”
Two very old ladies leaning on each other out for a walk, stop

and patiently watch, waiting for a chance to ask. Timidly they ask if
they can disturb us.

“Well, I don’t care what religion you are, I think it’s wonderful
praying like this. We really admire you.”

Us: “There’s too much hate in the world. If we can change a little
hate into some peace and touch others to do the same then…”

Lady: “Well I am sure whoever sees you will find a little peace.”
On hate: This angry man tried to back right over Heng Sure a

couple of days ago. I could hardly believe it. With clear premedita-
tion he said, “You’re interrupting the street, gentlemen,” got in his
car and came within inches of crushing Heng Sure!

Busy, windy afternoon in Beverly Hills.
A very sincere young photographer asked to take pictures and

for some information. He said he would send some to Gold
Mountain along with his card. “You know, there is something very
beautiful around. I can see and feel it.”

An elderly businessman eager and bright asks for a release, “How
many blocks do you do?” “Thank you.” I couldn’t get a reading on
him. He liked to watch and be near but didn’t like to talk.

Windy day!
“They’re in a fraternity. That’s part of the hazing they have to go

through to join it.”
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An old woman watched us with a skeptical and discerning eye for
about a block. Finally she said, “Okay. God bless you,” and left.

“We passed,” added Heng Sure.

The doer and the deed are both empty in nature
The response and the practice of the Way 

are intertwined and hard to conceive of.
This Bodhimanda of mine is like a priceless pearl.
The Venerable Master manifests within it 

and I appear before the Master.
Bowing my head in obeisance to his feet, 

I return my life in worship.

“If I told you I saw them you wouldn’t believe me. If I told you
I didn’t I would be lying.”

Sequence: Police conversation and connecting Dharma with
social problems. Know how to speak, they help many groups
integrate Dharma with their work. Lunch. “Understand” the dark
spire. Feel refreshed, ready. No high or low, just right now always
hard work and patience. So obvious. Then comes the first hour of
bowing after lunch.

I was just doing the work of bowing, real comfortable. Not
excited or down, thinking and feeling nothing, just there working.
Coming up from a bow I “see” all these beings like the Great
Compassion Mantra all around us on all sides and feel them behind
for along distance.

Specifically, they are a little smaller than us, vajra-bodied, not at
all the same as our flesh bodies. Their eyes, wisdom, power is not
physical. They are weathered but graceful, straight, slow-moving,
professional, unmoved, centered, whitish, and I am aware of their
appropriate seriousness and joy. They are tough, sinewy gentle sages.
Internal. They are timeless, of another realm, neither on air or
ground. They are not of the four elements, and have no desire or
anger. They have joy from no afflictions of anger, fear, distraction,
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laziness, too much talk, jealousy – all these are absent from their
being. They have a focused steady even pace, not too excited or lax.
They were carefully checking things out, observing, ready for
anything but not tense. There was a sense of a universal mind
“discussion” about working, territory, job assignments.

I feel a large Guan Yin Bodhisattva somewhere behind like a
huge statue – happy and calm.

There is no hurry and no wasted motion about these beings.
Some have shaved heads, some not. Their clothing is old (robes,
white all). They are very quiet.

I sense that certain ones specifically are coming through “me” –
like “me” of a different time and place. I recognize them and feel
affinities but also not exactly them, not especially now. Most of them
are martial-like. Dharma protectors. They could fight but their
strength is from inside out. They had real gung fu in “heart.”

The trail they were setting was a line of purity and light. We (Heng
Sure and Heng Chau) were like young pups – learning, not too
important, but trying. It was mostly due to the power of what we had
taken on and what it represented that they were there – not for us
personally – and also by the virtue of our Master and our recitation.

The eyes seeing this were not really flesh but not either. There
were no words. I could see why anything that gets close to them
would mellow and become peaceful.

There are 25 or 30 on each side. It felt important not to have any
false thinking and no anger!! – they would leave over that. Small
errors were excusable if worked on, but big ones were not. There
was no room for indulgence. No time for that. They were really
awesome, wise, indestructible, patient, and professional. They had
been together for a long time.
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Heng Sure • May 27, 1977
It happens in a single thought

Said through clenched teeth, almost as if spat onto the pavement:
“What a fantastic show of devotion, and right here on Wilshire.”
Totally sarcastic in intent. The answer might have been: 

“So you would suggest no prayer at all is the utmost sincerity?”
If every moment is a test then the pressure is all off. You can be

totally free to be your best all the time because there is no ultimate
judgment or final curtain call. There are no judges, ultimately. Any
time you are unhappy, any time some unnecessary load is on you, it
has nothing to do with anyone else but you.

I spent years worrying about a great future punishment and a
great reward banquet. Now I know they don’t exist nor are they
created. It happens in a single thought: “One thought enlightened is
the Buddha, one thought confused is a living being.”

If you got it, it’s there. If you don’t, it’s not there. Right now, let
the next thought take care of itself. And don’t blame your unhappi-
ness on what your mind sets up because it’s still all your own trip.

Heng Chau • May 27, 1977
I’m really enlightened even though I haven’t cultivated yet

A young woman, follower of Guru Maharaji, stopped to try to
figure out Three Steps One Bow.

“Why do you do such a hard, difficult practice?”
“Hard? It’s great! It’s easy. I’ve never been more peaceful or

happier. You ought to try it, it’s easy.” (To endure suffering really is
to end suffering, but I’ve got to do it.)

Woman: “Well, I know what you mean. Even though I don’t
actually physically bow, I feel it’s important to keep that kind of
devotion here in my heart.”
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(This is like me before I left home rationalizing, “Well basically
I’m a left home person even though I haven’t actually left home” or
“Well in my heart, you know, I’m really enlightened even though I
haven’t really cultivated the Way yet.”)

“How is it the Way, if you don’t walk it?” 
“Practice and understanding mutually respond.”

Master Hua

Woman: “Exactly what are you looking for?”
Monk: “Ten thousand Buddhas, enlightened beings.”
Woman: “I’ve always felt close to what I read of the Buddha’s

writings and sayings. Made me feel warm. They sounded true.”
Bow, bow, bow – all the time bow. I have so much arrogance I

don’t even see it until I start bowing. Like breathing – so uncon-
scious, automatic – when you stop breathing you realize the
importance of breath. When I start bowing I realize how huge my
affliction of arrogance is. The bowing lifts that weight off my body.
Lightness always follows bowing – bowing in one magic circle.

As kids it was so easy to tell the false from the true. It was
obvious which kids shared and who was greedy, who looked for
fights, and who had a chip. When you would get all dressed up,
polished, permanented, you and everybody else knew it was an act, a
play, a game. No one was deceived by curls and new clothes
especially when they were used to flaunt for one upmanship. But it
didn’t take long to get sophisticated. We cash in our share, our
section of true nature, so easily. “Like a drunken sailor” my father
would say, “you throw away the treasure and keep the trash.”

Heng Sure and I are becoming real slobs, lacking taste and
refinement and Three Steps One Bow is responsible. Everything is
starting to blend into one huge conditioned dharma – perfumes, gas
fumes, beautiful women, ugly men, beautiful men, ugly women, rich
and poor, fine food and scraps, ourselves, our fears, our fantasies –
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the same, all the same. The less we move the farther we go, the closer
we get. The closer we get to what we never left. 

Broken mirror, broken rules
Stupid and sloppy. Heng Sure and I have been getting sloppy,

careless. Rapping too much, too long. Taking too long for lunch,
starting ceremonies half an hour late at times. An attitude also of
mine – one of arrogance and distancing, lack of compassion – crept
in through the cracks. I left open by not following the rules. It shows
up when I start identifying instead of identifying with, when I lose
my mirror that allows me to see my faults when I see others, and
others to see their faults when they see me; the same with virtues. It’s
an old habit and a hard one to break. The way to control it is to first
shut my mouth and then cultivate every move and minute like my
life depended on it – not to be lax or indulgent or relax for a second.
I can find all sorts of excuses for letting down (the tension of Three
Steps One Bow, fear, pressure, physical fatigue) but they are just
excuses covering the truth, cop outs.

I feel deeply ashamed of wasting this time and opportunity as
much as I have and resolve to keep tightening up and smelting until
there is no residue of ego and affliction left. This can be done
without losing a sense of humor and joy or blaming others (Heng
Sure) for my mistakes. I know I can do it. How can I not?

As I was realizing all of this a black van roared by, hitting and
smashing the outside mirror on the van. It didn’t stop. The incident
confirmed my feeling of having lost my mirror (compassionate eye
and heart). Moreover, I knew that my sloppiness in following the
rules left the hole for the black van to enter.

I want to join the ranks of the beings I saw yesterday, my teacher,
the eternally dwelling enlightened beings of the ten directions. I
better start acting like it. A single thought – Bodhi or botch.

Cars bumper to bumper as far as the eye can see. An average of
one person per car. Sidewalks empty from person to person as far as
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the eye can see. Three Steps One Bow at a couple of points was
moving faster than cars.

Two high school boys run across six lanes of moving traffic to
find out what we are doing. En route they almost get run over by a
hot motorist. The result: cussing, cursing, tempers, and horns.

Boys: “Why are you doing this?”
Monk: “To reduce the hate and bad vibes in us and the world.”
Boys: “Huh?”
Monk: “Like that car back there that almost ran you over.

Everybody blew up, got mad. That’s the stuff wars come from. We
all need to cool off.”

Boys: “Yeah, really.”
Monk: “What happened to your arm?”
Boy: “Surgery – bone chip from sports.”
Monk: “The body just keeps breaking down. Even when you try

to take care of it.”
Camped by the even rolling, always fuming Detroit River again

near Wilshire and Santa Monica.

Heng Sure • May 28, 1977
Excess force leads to a strong reaction

Voice I: Real cultivation has to want to do it and nothing else.
You must be mindful of your Dharma method/door at all times.
You can’t take a break, a vacation, a holiday, you can’t “reward”
yourself for good work by stopping the work. This is defeat. So once
you begin you must keep on pushing – right up over the edge.
Anything less will not get you there. It is unnatural and difficult.

Voice II: Cultivation when it’s real is a gradual natural process
which would come in stages. As you breath in and out, your cultiva-
tion should allow for effort and rest, effort and rest, never retreating
but not forcing the way either. Excess force leads to a strong
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reaction just like the circles in tai ji: the faster the punch the harder
the return punch.

Met a young California bluejay, a teenage who was out to break
the rules and draw near the humans. He sat on the open door and
squawked squarked at us – not so interested in the food we gave
him, rather he seemed to want to talk and listen – so we gave him the
Three Refuges and the Four Great Bodhisattva Vows and told him
to come back and save all the other jays next time. He ate a Ritz
cracker and listened hard.

Heng Chau • May 28, 1977
I left home to find home

If you shut down the T.V., radio and records; stopped going to
movies, reading newspapers, and novels; if you could stop eating
meat, taking drugs, and stimulants; lay off sex for awhile; say nothing
false or hurtful or even better not talk; if you stop nibbling and
snacking and shopping and “going out” – if you could do these
things just for a day or a week you would never be the same. Would
it be serene and peaceful? No! The noisiest place you’ll ever find is
your mind. But you would be checking out the mind ground and on
your way to the most exciting, fulfilling adventure you could ever
imagine. At first it’s pretty dark so you need to take some light. What
kind of light? Your light. The light that’s your share, your pure
natural wisdom-light. The less leaks you leave the more clarity you’ll
have to light your way. Reduce outflows with precepts and regain
your original magnanimity. Then you can check out the mind-
ground with minimal stumbling and getting lost.

Oh yeah! Find a good knowing teacher until you find the one
within you. Why! Because you’ve been away so long you don’t even
recognize your home when you see it or the false either. With a good
knowing advisor you can get profoundly lost and then really find
something within nothing; nothing within something.
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Do it soon because somewhere inside each of us knows we will
have to do it. If you wait until near death you won’t have much say
about who goes with you, where, for how long, and you might not
get another chance for a long, long time. Hurry, grab the true or
you’ll be late for your funeral and miss your birthday.

Every bow I can see more clearly.
Every bow I am happier I left home.

My mother used to can and pickle most of our food for the
winter. We wore fireman red underwear to save on the expense of
more coal for the furnace. Most of our clothes were made by friends
or relatives or were hand-me-downs. We didn’t have a T.V. at first
and before the radio we used to just go for walks after dinner, wrestle
in the back yard, or fight for the bathtub. The huge McIntosh apple
tree in the back yard was for pies, cobblers, apple sauce, a tree house,
swings, shade, bird houses, watching huge black ants, wasp nests,
apple blossoms in the spring and colored leaves in the fall to take to
school, and the dirty job (cleaning up molding apples from the yard).
One car got everything done including a weekly trip to the farm for
fresh eggs, vegetables, berries, gossip, and a chance to watch a
chicken die and a calf get born. We could walk to any store; our
grandparents could hear us play and watch us get in trouble. We
went “swimming” and watered the lawn and garden all in one shot;
and ate left-overs on Fridays and Wednesdays.

When the bank bought the house for business and rezoning the
apple tree went along with the maples, the tree house, wasps, birds,
black ants, and blossoms. The house was leveled for a parking lot
and a very nice “new” one was offered in the suburbs. A lot more
had changed too. Electric appliances and frozen foods replaced
canning and trips to the farm. Supermarkets wiped out smaller
family-run shops and markets and my father’s job too. He went to
work in a factory without a complaint but heard him cry at night and
knew.
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The T.V. was color chrome and soon replaced the fireplace and
dining room table as the center of the house. Joe sold almost all his
farmland to an insurance company and now bitterly watches
commuters and an office building where the sun used to set behind
a lone withered elm tree in the pasture.

The last time I was home I was talking to my father about culti-
vating the Way – how it’s really just getting rid of all the things that
keep you from your originally bright and pure nature. It’s always
there, the same, we just cover it over, chase a lot of empty pleasures
and forget about it.

“The false became the true and the true got lost in the
shuffle.”

Master Hua

“You know,” my father said, “if I had a million dollars, do you
know what I would do?”

“I’d put together piece by piece our old house on Lawrence
Street – every crayon mark and crack. I often sit here and I can still
see it so clearly. Things were much simpler and happier then. I’m not
just sentimental – something basic was there.”

“I know what you mean. That’s why I am studying Buddhism.”
I left home to find home.
Offering: lunch and money for meters and phone
After lunch a bird came and sat in the doorway. We gave it some

bread but after eating one small piece it kept refusing and just
watched us intently. Heng Chau told it was a bird because of retribu-
tion and that it should resolve its heart on Bodhi and take refuge
with the Triple Jewel. Heng Sure gave it the Triple Refuge and
Bodhisattva Vows and closed with “gate, gate, paragate, parasam-
gate, bodhisvaha.” The bird left and later came back and chirped
something or other and disappeared.

So far twenty lady bugs, one bird and one fly.
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Heng Sure • May 29, 1977
Gods and saints are all Buddhists

Whatever your religions, it’s okay for you to follow your spirit
and become a Buddhist. Your God and saints are all Buddhists
already, they know all about it and they think it’s worth bowing to.
They all took refuge many lifetimes ago.

Heng Sure # May 29, 1977
People thought we were hijackers

Dear Shr Fu,
Please do not worry about us – Heng Chau and I are doing okay

– we’ve hit a regular pace – and bow about 5½-6 hours each day. We
start bowing at 7:00 a.m., take one hour off at 10:30 to write and
repair our gear or meditate – start again at 1:00 p.m. and bow until
6:00, taking twenty-minute stillness breaks each hour. At 6:00 we
find a spot to park the van for the night, wash up, meditate, and
prepare for wan k’e. We listen to the Avatamsaka each night – I
recite and translate from Chapter One – we haven’t got a tape
recorder yet, so we haven’t been able to listen to the tapes of the
Master – and then we say the Shurangama Mantra forty-nine times
(the short version) and then rest, as tired as young boys after a full
day outdoors. I forgot to add that we get up at 4:00, do zao k’e and
exercise, and then prepare to start by 7:00 a.m. As we leave the city
behind we will be able to add more bowing hours each day.

Our bodies have adjusted to the work slowly. We are exhausted
each night and ready to go again each morning. We took off our
gloves last week because we felt it was insincere. These sidewalks are
pretty smooth and we don’t need gloves until we get into glass and
gravel on the highway shoulder. We took off our sunglasses, too,
because people thought we were hijackers. I started using kneepads
several days ago after I developed a deep, aching bruise on my left
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knee from so much bowing. With the knee pads I can bow all day –
we did 6 hours and 20 minutes yesterday. As soon as the bruise heals,
I’ll take the pads off. Heng Chau is still wearing his hat to cover his
leaving-home burn scars, but they will be all healed within a week.
We have stopped all useless talking – plugged that leak.

The two of us are really looking forward to the Master’s visit to
L.A. next week. We long to hear the proper Dharma-wheel turned
the way young babies rely on their parents. Our thoughts turn to the
Venerable Abbot and to the Avatamsaka Assembly the way bees
turn to honey.

We have bowed through Beverly Hills and we are nearing
U.C.L.A. in Westwood. By next weekend we should be out of Santa
Monica and on Highway 1, ready to trade our van for a cart and to
start the long road north to the City of Ten Thousand Buddhas.
Each time I think of Wan Fwo Ch’eng I visualize a bright torch in
the gloom. The Master’s vision of a Buddhist city based on true,
wholesome principle is the very best medicine for all beings.
Sometimes while bowing along through L.A., I feel myself at the
point of tears – happy tears at the hope and the goodness in store for
the West. We can turn our lives around and go towards the good and
we now have a road to travel on, a road that will carry us, our
parents, our friends, young and old, back to a place of purity and
light, balance, and harmony. I wouldn’t care if the road from L.A. to
Wan Fwo Ch’eng was 70,000 miles instead of 700. I’d still feel it to
be my sacred trust to bow and pace every step of the Way.

Disciple Guo Chen (Heng Sure)
bows in respect
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Heng Chau • May 29, 1977
Return to the one first; then find the zero

If you want to turn up the temperature a few degrees in the
foundry, try closing one of the vents. Talking. Not talking has inten-
sified the pitch and energy. Like a spray-to-laxer nozzle of a water
hose – hard to handle at first, so focused and potent. More heat in
the firing, more vajra result.

Out bowing a long, monotonous stretch through L.A. Country
Club I reached a point where I left I was going crazy – floating and
disintegrating away, losing my body and identity. Sitting in full lotus
after that hour at a deserted bus stop lean-to I felt tingling on top of
my head.

There was no walkway on our usual side so we crossed over and
went against the flow. The traffic was coming at us now. After
awhile the discordance and erratic waves subsided. The cars were
like the endless variety of false thoughts (go against the flow and they
really pound and bombard.) Some holler, honk, cheer, and curse.
Some beautiful, plaint attractive, absurd. Soon they flow by without
notice, without moving. A scream and a horn, I don’t jerk or tense –
just goes through, doesn’t stick. When one finally does get me I feel
it start from way inside my kidneys and lower stomach and shake in
waves out.

A strange thing is starting to happen. While bowing, I am
returned, brought back and reliving experiences long forgotten and
buried. At least I thought they were. I find myself at the exact point
and place where I went wrong and then all the suffering and karma
set in motion by that choice unfolds before me and I relive not just
remember, but feel the pain and the loss. For an hour or so I could
barely hold back the tears. In contrast to the screaming well-to-do
kids and grown-ups racing to somewhere past us for Memorial Day,
I’m crawling along the ground crying and aching in my own “day of
remembering.” 
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“Did ya lose something, stupid, ha, ha, ha.” If they only knew
how true that was.

Specifically I went back through my family and followed the
steps of cause and effect back to the family farm in Wisconsin.
Deeded in the 1840’s, the farm is still going strong with Joe and
Betty and their boys. One branch splintered into the city, the others
stayed near the farm in a little village called Freedom. Just before
leaving home I returned partly to check out my path – retrace steps.
The relatives in the city were a mess. Divorce, problems with their
children, ill health, overweight, smoking, drinking, and a deepening
sense of loss and of having missed the boat was creeping in. As kids
we only sensed bits and pieces of these trends. Now they had
matured, come to fruit and it was so painful to see. Beautiful, warm
people who got lost by choosing what seemed “the best life” “good
jobs” something more exciting and worldly than the dull drudgery of
the farm.

And the farm? What an oasis! Joe and Betty, a young couple in
their 30’s with three sons have restored the old house and property.
They are vibrant, clear, without a trace of guile or cynicism. They
sparkle and radiate health, good vibes. They love what they’re doing.
They do it together and they do it well.

Joe says “Well we don’t drink or smoke and can’t stay up too late.
We have to milk ’em at 4:30 a.m. Besides, we don’t want to go out,
people get souped and talk stupid. Can’t tell their words from their
rattling ice cubes after awhile. No we just stay and mess with the
kids. It gets more and more silly out there and the farm – well that’s
my life. We like it; it keeps us happy and honest. Wow. I’d sell it in a
minute that I ain’t never found anything else worth doin’.” Just got a
letter from them. Joe and his son are going on a religious retreat
together.

“You know,” Joe told me, “I don’t hunt or fish so I’m pretty
much a loner that way.”

That day we split wood, milked the cows, went over family
albums, and absorbed all the pure undefiled energy they had and that
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they sparked in us. When we left all of us felt turned on and cleansed,
younger and without the “shadows that cross our minds.”

Every session or lecture at Gold Mountain I left with a similar
feeling of well-being. It’s the farm and then some. Return to the one
first; then find the zero.

How far I had gotten away from these roots really hit yesterday
while bowing. I clearly saw and relived every step away from what
the farm represented and more. I began to see how and where I had
moved away from a pure, genuine self-nature. It hurt. Like a river
having turned to go back to the pool, I had to walk through all the
defilement and mud I had stirred up in each step taken from the
source.

Yesterday was early childhood and specifically my first love – my
wife. I feel like I am reliving and purging a lot of mud. How many
lives does it take to return? How easy to follow the stream away. A
single thought? To reverse is hard. To return slow and painful. Hard
work and patience.

Persistent and complicated dreams of my wife. My mind moves
and I wake up spent from the effect of these false thoughts. I am
cold in the a.m. Need more clothes to stay warm. Heavier on feet –
lost the feeling of lightness.

Whatever happened to my wife’s aspiration to be a nun? Karma
upon karma. How many have been moved and effected by my steps
away from my true face? And they in turn effect others, endlessly.
From the one, the many. It builds, accumulates, wells up, and spills
into disasters, calamities, wars. How to measure all the ripples
created by a single stone tossed into a still lake?

Leaving the mountains (one’s original face) for the valleys (desire
and false thoughts), it’s hard to return. The higher one climbs the
more dangerous, narrow and steep. Less room for errors, greater
consequences and tumbles.

The blackspire. A fall? Maybe the fall in not leaving home last
year. Have to reclimb and yet its all in a single thought – not linear.
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So it is with the history of group collective karma; waves making
waves making waves. Stop the stone-throwing, stop the thought.

How many lives have I repeated this? Who was my wife and so
many people? Affinities, causes, and conditions, tests, failure, more
karma all take us further from our true nature. The wheel doesn’t
stop, you must!

I Saw a Church Today
In Europe and many countries once upon a time much effort

and skill went toward construction cathedrals and churches of
magnificent size and beauty. Towering above all other worldly struc-
tures, they served to remind people daily of the impermanence of life
and of a higher, spiritual existence. I saw a church today in LA. I
almost didn’t see it except I was going so slow and going so low I
caught sight of it. It was buried between towering corporate banks
and skyscraper Insurance Plazas and wedged between two high-rise
apartment buildings.

“No matter whether people understand or not, if you
understand, you should speak.” 

“You should not only explain the doctrines which I
explain, but take the principles and express yourself
according to your wisdom. Since Americans speak about the
development of freedom, you can develop your own
freedom in this way. Then there can be a new and creative
development.” 

Master Hua

If words and looks could kill we would have been minced monks
by now. “Get off the sidewalk or… Move on, the sixties are over.”
Shouts a really angry, violent voice.

With cramps and diarrhea on a Sunday on Wilshire Blvd. in an
area where lawns are manicured and even dogs use toilets, patience
is tested with every body.
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People tend to look like what they eat and do. This area smells of
pork. It permeates the air, but no one hears the squeals anymore.
“The 60’s are over” the wars continue as do the barbeques, but it’s a
quiet Sunday here; easy, lazy.

The 60’s are Over
A decade ago I was finishing my Ph.D. dissertation on “bringing

the war home,” trying to get at the root of the problem by analyzing
American culture. But every time I dug behind the facile generalities
I found people. I found people like my parents, teachers, friends and
their parents. How did these regular people (they were not war
mongers, running dog imperialists, Daddy Warbucks or fat cats),
how did these folks come to generate so much suffering and conflict,
so much unequality, so much hate and violence? It wasn’t simple. It
also wasn’t the kind of questions an aspiring “professional” historian
asks. Too “unscholarly” and “interpretive” – too general and
“recent.” I quit school and went looking elsewhere. This tool had
lost its edge.

I found the answer about four years later in a Buddhist
monastery in San Francisco. I’m finishing my dissertation now on
the road between L.A. and the City of Ten Thousand Buddhas,
bowing once every three steps with a fellow Buddhist monk. As we
bowed past a serene, lazy street in L.A. angry words shot out from
behind a screened window, “Get off the sidewalk. Move on. The
sixties are over.” She was so right! The answer? I found it in a quote
whose source is over 2600 years old. It really brings the “war home.”

“All male beings have been a father to me in former lives and all
females have been my mother. There is not a single living being who
has not given birth to me during my previous lives, hence all beings
are my parents. Therefore, when a person kills or eats any of these
beings he thereby slaughters my parents. Furthermore he butchers a
body that was once my own, for all elemental earth and water has
previously served as the substance of one of my bodies and all
elemental fire and air has formerly sustained the life of one of my
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bodies. Therefore I shall always cultivate the practice of liberating
beings, awakening to the eternal nature of Dharma (truth) in every
life, and instructing others to liberate beings as well.”

Too much to swallow? Ancient sages and early Greek philoso-
phers intuited it. Einstein argued it. And modern physics is just now
getting around to proving it. In practical terms the thrust is this:
everything comes from the mind alone. Look within for wisdom and
for the cause, the beginning of greed, hatred, and stupidity.

What is stealing if it isn’t misusing and wasting water, air, and
food? What is greed if not consuming more and better, “all you can
eat” and still never being satisfied? Greed gone big makes war.

Regarding anything short of all beings as relatives and family is
discrimination and it breeds hatred and resentment. “Bring the war
home,” to the mind! Watch carefully what comes from your mouth,
your body, and your mind and you will find the cause of hurt, strife,
jealousy, and pollution. Follow it further and find the cause of wars,
disasters, nuclear stockpiling, and acts of destruction. Follow the
small to the large. Take the large back to the small. Back to the mind.
It all comes from the mind. This disease is one disease. It respects
neither age, nor class, nor race, nor country. We’ve all got it.

“For all past karma created from body, mouth, and mind
and born from beginningless, greed, hatred, and stupidity, I
now repent entirely.”

This is the heart of my Ph.D. The war came home to my mind
and hopefully the peace will too. So “move on, the 60’s are over.”
The real revolution is within one single thought right now, inside.
Seize it!
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Heng Chau # May 29, 1977
Broken rule, broken mirror

Dear Shr Fu,
Broken rules, broken mirror. 

Heng Sure and I have been going by the principle: if we hold the
rules and precepts we will be okay. The other day we took too long
after lunch and were ½ hour late getting back to the bowing site. As
we dawdled getting our trip together at a gas station, a black van
came roaring by and smashed our side mirror. The retribution
mirrors the offense – broken rule, broken mirror. Now, every time I
have to crane my neck out to check traffic because of no mirror, I
am reminded of that mistake, realizing it could be my head next time.

Bow, bow, bow – all the time bow. I have so much arrogance I
don’t even see it until I start bowing. Like breathing – so uncon-
scious, automatic. It’s only when you stop breathing that you realize
how vital it is. Only when I start bowing do I realize how huge my
arrogance is. The bowing lifts that weight off my body. Lightness
always follows bowing – bowing in the magic circle.

Some conversations. Two older women circle us. They’re
friends, it seems, but at odds.

1st woman: “Ridiculous!”
2nd woman: “Bless you.”
1st woman: “Ridiculous!”
2nd woman: “Bless you.”
Three hyped-up teen girls buzz up, spewing questions, “What are

you doing? Where are you going?”
Monk: “Same place you are – nowhere.”
Girls: “Why do you have to do it so low to the ground?”
Monk: “So we don’t get lost – if we get too high, we get lost.”
Girls: “Where do you sleep – a motel?”
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Monk: “In sleeping bags.”
Girls: “Why don’t you drive to this Buddha City, it would be

faster?”
Monk: “Too easy. Anybody could do that.”
Girls: “Are you with the Hare Krishnas?”
Monk: “No.”
Girls: “They shave their heads, too.”
Monk: “That’s as far as it goes.”
Girls: “Well, I don’t get it. I mean, why are you doing it?”
Monk: “To clean up our act and hopefully to get rid of all the

hate, bad vibes, and disasters on the planet.”
Girls: “Good luck.”
More conversations: A little girl coolly glides her hotwheels to a

stop inches from Heng Sure and with wide-open eyes asks, “What
are you doing, Mister?” I explain. Later as we stop for a break she
comes cruising up again. “Why did you stop?”

Monk: “We didn’t stop.”
Girl: “But you’re not bowing.”
Monk: “We’re still bowing inside.”
Girl: (quietly and thoughtfully) “Oh.”
An older girl with an edge, “What is this anyhow?” etc. I’m

getting nowhere with her. Finally she says, “Well, you believe in what
you do and I in what I do. You won’t convince me and I won’t
change you.”

Monk: “What do you believe in?”
Girl: “I believe in God.”
Monk: “So do I. All of them.”
Girl: (emphatically, bothered) “But I believe in one God only!”
Monk: “Does your one God only believe in you?”
Girl: “Well, ah, ah, ah – take care of yourselves…” she mumbles

away, talking to herself.
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Monk: “You, too.”
Flashy car squeals up, “Yoohoo, yoohoo, hey – hey you guys.

What are you doing? Are you Krishnas?”
Monk: “No. Buddhist monks.”
Girl: “What?”
Monk: “Buddhist. Buddhist monks.”
Girl: “Oh, Buddhist. Wow! Far out! Great! I love it. I love it!”
An older man: “They’re in a fraternity. That’s part of the hazing

they have to go through to join the fraternity.”
An old woman watched us with a skeptical and discerning eye for

about half an hour. Finally she said, “Okay, God bless you,” and left.
“I think we passed,” added Heng Sure. A young photographer,

sincere, came and asked to take pictures and for information. “You
know, there is something very beautiful around you,” he said. “I can
see and feel it.”

Two very old ladies out on a walk, leaning on each other for
support, stop and patiently watch, waiting for a chance to talk.
Timidly, one asks, if they can disturb us.

Lady: “Well, I don’t care what religion you are. I think it’s
wonderful praying like this. We really admire you.”

Monk: “There’s too much hate in the world. If we can change
our hate into peace…”

Lady: “Well, I am sure whoever bothers you will find a little
peace.”

A windy day, this one!

Disciple Guo Ting (Heng Chau)
bows in respect
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Heng Sure • May 30, 1977
Everything is a test to see what you will do

You don’t have to ask any experts, or join anything or buy
anything to find the Holy within you, pure and complete. It starts
with doing good, with avoiding doing evil and then clearing out your
mind. Give things, give yourself away and make others happy. Don’t
eat meat and watch your tongue. Pay attention to your deeds good
and bad and see their results. It’s all talking about your own life and
who is really in charge of it. You are. Don’t give away the final
responsibility for your life.

On the vehemence and hatred in a screeching female voice from
behind screened windows: “Get off the sidewalk you creeps! Go on,
move on. The sixties are over!” Each phrase a crescendo to hysteria.
Heng Chau: “If words were bullets, we would be Swiss Cheese.”

When this is all over and we arrive at the City of Ten Thousand
Buddhas, what will we have to say? What will be our very first
words?

“It is most important to hold the five precepts which prohibit
killing, stealing, lying, sexual misconduct, and intoxicants. Without a
firm foundation in proper behavior all other cultivation is like
pouring water in a cracked vase: it won’t stay in. Return the light and
shine within at all times.

“Everything is a test to see what you will do. Mistaking
what’s before your eyes, you’ll have to start anew.” 

Master Hua

“For all past karma created from body, mouth, and mind
and born from beginningless greed, hatred and stupidity, I
now repent entirely.”

Homage to the sea-like assembly of Buddhas and Bodhisattvas in the
Avatamsaka Assembly. Homage to the Avatamsaka Sutra.
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Heng Chau • May 30, 1977
The desire thoughts came like a sudden wind

When I see the most clearly there are no words. Sometimes I can
tell a little of the feeling, the state behind the silence: the only thing
that seem “real,” not cartoons or mirages floating by on clouds, are
(1) the Avatamsaka Sutra. It feels like home; like a true friend who
really knows me in and out without asking or judging. (2) little
openings into “my own” wisdom, which really isn’t mine. It’s
difficult to explain. It’s a place inside and beyond “me” that merges
with the friend of the Sutra. The Thus Come One and “I” are the
same, but there is no “I.” It’s here that my identity spins out and I
feel like some kind of rag doll without boundaries or form. One false
thought and “I” is back in the movie on Wilshire Boulevard.

Ode to a Cultivator (apologies to Christopher Robin and Pooh)

If I were a bird that lived on high
I’d lean on the wind, when the wind came by
I’d say to the wind as it took me away
Now that’s where I wanted to go today!

Freedom – “getting away from it all”, “hitting the road”, “let’s get
out of here”– freedom is America’s biggest and oldest resource.
Everybody knows that. Say “freedom” and people say the U.S. and
it’s always “out there” or just a “little further.” The more we worship
it the less we really enjoy. And not a few Americans are sorely
coming to the realization that no amount of campers, clothes,
money, snowmobiles, “a place in the mountains,” airplanes, or
vacations satisfies the itch for freedom. But to be like the bird is hard
for Westerners – you’ve got to be light; without attachments. You
can’t fly with a T.V., Winnebago, two dogs, and a couple of cocktails
or a couple of “hits.”
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The wind is the Way. It you can put down the false, the empty,
and the heavy, then the wind can take you “where you want to go.”
The pure land is your land; it’s my land. From California… and it’s
made for you and me.

We can’t fly with greed, hatred, and stupidity. Trade in your
afflictions for some wings (morality, concentration, and wisdom)
and let the wind take you away. Stupid? Maybe, but out here bowing
along the sidewalks of dream city we can feel a pulse, we can see the
faces and feel the longing. People are getting hungry for some
meaning, something real to shake the nightmare. It’s just a question
of time and a single thought.

We saw it in the hesitating fascinated faces of two men our age
who stopped to ask. What did they see? Why did they wonder and
come out right in the middle of their lunch in a restaurant? They with
their L.A. Fabian haircuts, shiny shoes, were slick, but they couldn’t
cover their curiosity. The empty macho crap that usually kills honest
talk cracked for a minute and we were just boys, brothers, sharing
feelings and wishes you learn later to smother and hide as men. For
a minute there was a “letting go” and everybody was touched.

Sunday morning early, bowing alone through fancy Beverly
Hills/Westwood. I was suddenly filled with greed and fantasies of
myself in the big houses driving the biggest cars, golfing at the finest
country clubs, running with the handsome dog, escorting the finest
women – all these photos flashed in my mind at once. I recoiled
immediately, saw the state, and felt how foreign it was to the envi-
ronment of bowing, counting, reciting the Sutra’s name, and learning
to use my energy. The desire thoughts came like a sudden wind,
invaded my head like a piece of sky falling through the house roof. I
continued to bow and said to myself “The thing to do with these
foreign, uninvited, and afflicting desirous thoughts is to have
patience with your mind, have compassion on your poor tired little
head and turn those thoughts into wisdom.” So I gave up my alarm
at the presence of the defiled ideas, I resolved to concentrate on the
bowing, and let the thoughts take care of themselves. I put all my
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faith into the principle of unmoving thusness. To help the situation
I stood at one point and said, “I don’t want any of those foolish
attachments. They are impermanent and not meant for me. I am not
interested. Take my name off the list. I want freedom from all of
that, freedom from real afflictions, freedom over birth and death and
I will get it this time.” As I made this vow, the thoughts vanished, my
head cleared on the next bow and I continued working and pacing
along as before.

Smooth Sailing
One of the laypersons, an L.A. resident for many years, told us at

the start of the trip: “You will have a rough time at first going
through these tough neighborhoods but once you clear Lincoln
Heights things will improve a lot, you’ll see. It’ll be smooth sailing
from then on.” We did have to work our way through Lincoln
Heights, but we found the people open, honest and easy to impress
with our bowing. When we reached the “good” neighborhoods,
however, we found a lot of repressed, latent hostility, a kind of flash-
point, unpredictable violence right on the edge of exploding.
Ultimately the various streets are all the same, some people bless us,
some curse us, but the quality of the response in the fancy neighbor-
hoods was in no way better or “smoother sailing” than in the poorer
ones.

In fact you could say, the first leg of the trip was rough but wait
until get to the coast, then it will be “smooth sailing.”

The coast highway was deserted and that starvation and dehydra-
tion was rough but wait till you get to San Francisco, then it will be
okay, you’ll see. Smooth sailing.

Well, the shots they fired at you in San Francisco were hard to
take but wait till you get to the City of Ten Thousand Buddhas, then
it will all be okay. Just wait. Smooth sailing.

You’re still cultivating back at the monastery, but wait till you get
enlightened, then you’ll see how good it can be. It’ll all be smooth
sailing.
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If you think the Saha world was tough, wait’ll you get transferred
to another corner of the Dharma realm to start over again as a
Bodhisattva, then it will be smooth sailing. 

North, south, east, west, when you truly let go, it’s all okay. When
you untie yourself from your afflictions then even if you don’t have
a boat, it’s all smooth sailing.

* * *
There will come a time in America when the Sangha member’s

robe and sash will bring smiles to the faces of old people. When the
Buddhist principles of filiality and reverence towards seniors and
elders are well-known in this country, old people will be glad in their
hearts to see a left-home person approach. They will not be afraid,
they will not be upset. To see two monks bowing down the sidewalk
will remind them of the compassion of the Buddha and they will be
at peace with their age and their future. Amitabha! Let it be so!

* * *
As a student I often dreamed of freedom from classrooms, tests,

assignments, and schedules. I fancied a life of an artist, a traveler, an
athlete, a writer, someone who had the whole world before him and
when he woke up he could set his face towards any direction and be
totally there, free and alive. I wanted most of all to be working for
the present moment, to be as good as I could be right now right here.
To not eternally be preparing, treading water, passing time, waiting
to grow up. Freedom then was to pass beyond the classroom doors,
to climb the staircase and walk away.

Now I live in a world beyond books and schedules, beyond bells
and grades. In my new world everything’s a test. I am invited, urged
to be my best every minute. I am as free as I can be right now. Am I
happy? I’m the only judge. I can choose to pass or fail my own tests.

Free to walk anywhere at any speed, I chose to pace north, three
steps and one bow later, I stand up and take three more steps. I have
more external restrictions than a school boy waiting for the bell to
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end class but the difference? Ah, the difference. When the bell rings
on this class that I’m enrolled in voluntarily, I can graduate from the
school of living beings, and that degree, my friend, is worth having.

Heng Chau • May 31, 1977
To establish conditions with as many people as possible

Checked out twice during the night by University of California
police. No problem, in fact they even stretched the rules and let us
camp in a corner of a parking lot overnight.

Stopping the mad mind at times seems impossible. By
comparison it makes the whole Three Steps, One Bow look like
sneezing. On the other hand that’s true only because of impatience
and laziness. Once resolved on enlightenment it is just the
beginning. Each minute is a small step; how many steps? Only one!
Countless! Only one because looking ahead or behind is false
thinking, counting is false thinking. With no thinking, who counts
the steps? Who steps? Who is enlightened? Discriminating and
impatience need a who.

Countless steps because with no who counting and looking back
and forth and forward, expecting and rejecting, anticipating and
disappointed, with no who doing the steps, the steps are without
beginning or end, without a fixed number or amount.

Realizing this is properly inconceivable, I only go on faith right
now. And having left home just recently many of the little niceties
that buffered my ego and comforted the “me” are gone and raw faith
and whatever resolve I can muster gets sorely tested.

The mind resists the medicine partly out of beginningless bad
habits and cumulated garbage but partly too because it’s just plain
strong and afraid.

Patience and hard work! These are cracks and openings now and
then but mostly just steps, countless steps. It helps to remember at
times like these what exactly I “left” (Oh yeah, right, I remember
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now, always I knew and felt inside it was nowhere, impermanent. I
kept putting it down, searching for more ultimate goals. So now you
are really trying to break through. You can’t go back – to what? So
be patient and smile). It also helps a whole lot to notice that my
teacher is right behind me smiling, “Patience, Kuo T’ing. Hard work
and patience. Everything is OK.”

The other side of the complexity is the harm I caused other
people. I was like a predatory animal. I chose to afflict whoever I felt
prompted to harm. 

Surely there are past affinities that must be untied, and much
attention shall be given to whom one relates to, and the quality of the
relationship. Compassion, service, kindness, beneficial deeds, giving
shall be the guidelines. In this way, the future meeting with these
beings will not be for mutual exploitation, mutual harm, mutual
wasting of energy, but rather for shared benefits, for teaching and
learning, for the inspiration to cultivate and become enlightened.

When the Master was head of the Vinaya Academy at Nan Hua
Monastery he made it his practice to personally send off each
departing Dharma Master. He would go borrow money and give the
department monk the sum he had borrowed. Then the Master would
carry the monk’s luggage a mile or so down the road. His purpose?
To tie up affinities, to “establish conditions” with as many people as
possible. That is to say the Master wanted to make a positive
connection with a great many people so that in the future, when
there is a great deal of work to be done, all those with wholesome
affinities will join together and aid in the progress of the work.
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*  *  *  *  *  *  *  *  *
June 1977

Heng Chau • June 1, 1977
Whoever finds out first promises to tell

“When your meditation reaches the point that the
mountains are leveled, the seas disappear, and you doubt that
there’s a way at all, then suddenly, there beyond the dark
willow and the bright flowers is another village.”

Master Hua

My tai ji teacher said, “From the unnatural you find the natural,
the Tao. From something you reach nothing and then maybe in
nothing you truly find something.” I used to think being “natural”
was pretty laid back, indulging whims and desires, doing what felt
good. I know differently now.

To develop the supple, graceful balance and ease of tai ji requires
months of unnatural stretching, hard work and clumsy postures.
Moreover to really make it natural involves a regular schedule of
meditation and practicing everyday. “When you feel good and want
to do four sets and two hours of meditation, do two sets and one
hour of meditation. When you feel not so good and want to do only
one set and skip meditation, do two sets and one hour of meditation.
Then you will make progress.”

Bowing along Wilshire between rows of dead soldiers on one
side and rows of commuting cars on the other there seemed to be
nothing natural going in this artificial scene.

To live in harmony with nature is simple living and hard work.
It’s also being nose to nose constantly with birth and death (your
own and others). We are all in a very precarious state of being.
Ultimately what is the natural nature, anyway? I used to think it was
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some idyllic pre-industrial garden of eden. And what is harmony
with nature? Who really knows? What we call “natural” is ultimately
bound up with our minds, not some state independent of us. It’s
pretty obvious what it isn’t but a long, hard trek back to what it is
and you do it alone, solo in the finale.

To be born and die seems “natural” but then why have sages and
wise men for aeons maintained that to be free of birth, not to be
reborn, is the true nature? No karma, off the wheel, and the twelve
conditioned links and suffering – that’s natural. Ultimately the
natural is freedom – freedom from birth and death, death and birth
repeating without cease. This is described as a state of purity, genu-
ineness, and bliss. And in the end even that is gone – voluntary
extinction. Wonderful existence; true emptiness.

Well I don’t know about all this; just glimpses now and then. But
the glimpses are strong and more “natural” than anything else going.
Enough so to make me cultivate the bitter, unnatural to explore it.
Enough to stop eating meat, smoking weed, and trade in my nice
“easy life” and clothes for the life and clothes of a monk. Enough so
to be out bowing with Heng Sure through Los Angeles to the City of
Ten Thousand Buddhas in Mendocino. Like tai ji, what at first
seemed very unnatural now seems second nature. So too with bitter
practices. My tai ji teacher said once, “Some day you will know that
after tai ji, after all of it, Ch’an is the highest.”

Just before leaving home my oldest sister Cece visited San
Francisco. This was our last conversation together in a vegetarian
restaurant in North Beach about being a monk and about Buddhism:

Cece: “Well I still don’t understand.”
Me: “Understand what?”
Cece: “What you are doing. I think you are still just searching.

It’s just that you aren’t sure yet and you’re searching, right?”
Me: “Aren’t you?”
Cece: “What?”
Me: “Searching.”
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Cece: “Well no. I mean I’m pretty settled. We have our house
and the kids and financially we’re finally getting to a place where…”

Me: “What about dying?”
Cece: “What about it?”
Me: “You got that settled?”
Cece: “Well the way I see it, you die and that’s it. Not much you

can do about it, right?”
Me: “How should I know. I’m searching, remember?”
Cece: “Let’s eat.”
Me: “The food’s not here yet. Really, honestly, does that way of

dealing with your death… I mean how does that feel to you?”
Cece: “It terrifies me. I sit in bed some nights trying to imagine

being dead and it scares me. I don’t know: I would like to not feel
terrified but…”

Me: “So you are searching.”
Cece: “Well, yes, but…” (squirming)
Me: “So when mother and dad ask you what I’m up to with all

this Buddhist stuff don’t sit back and say, ‘Oh, he’s still just
searching… doing his own thing’ (Cece smiling) because if you say
that then you had better be ready to tell them that you’ve found the
answer to the problem of dying, so now you are not searching. You
know mother isn’t satisfied with the whole issue of her own death,
right?”

Cece: “I know.”
Me: “Make you a deal.”
Cece: “What?”
Me: “We both keep searching and whoever finds out first

promises to tell mom and the other.”
Cece: “It’s a deal. But I still don’t understand.”
Me: “What?”
Cece: “Well you’re going to become a monk and give up all these

nice things you have – your job and friends and clothes, good food,
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and it’s so cold there too. It’s like all the things you used to do you
don’t want anymore.”

Me: “Do you want your tricycle or old boyfriends back?”
Cece: “Well no, but that’s different.”
Me: “How?”
Cece: “Let’s eat.”
Me: “Let’s talk. It will be our last time for a while.”
Cece: “Well what if you find out you gave all that up for

nothing?”
Me: “That’s it!”
Cene: “What’s it?”
Me: “By getting rid of all that, you get nothing and from

nothing… well it’s like if what you got is cold tea in your cup and you
want fresh hot tea, you got to empty the cup first right?”

Cece: “Right, I suppose so.”
Me: “Well?”
Cece: “Let’s eat.” (smiling)
Me: “Remember our deal?”
Cece: “OK.”
Bowing through the smog and hostile vibes that also seem to

follow people home from their jobs the other day, I began to get
down on how unhappy people seem to be. At that moment an old
eccentric wrinkled lady came up, beamed a genuine happy deep-
inside alive smile, patted me on the shoulder and ambled on.

“What You See is What You Get.”
There haven’t been any reaction to three steps, one bow that are

identical. People see what they want, what they can, and sometimes
not at all. Some see holy men, some see morons, some see weirdos,
some see prophets, some see hate, some see compassion, some see
“cute dresses” (our robes), others freak out over shaved heads.
“Hey, I got shoes just like his – easy walkers, neat!” Others ask if we
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are sick, trying to find the beach, kissing the ground. They try to
convert, divert, run over, and ignore. Some try to make us laugh or
tremble – it’s endless. They all get what they see and what they see is
mostly themselves.

Today as I rounded a corner after parking the van, I saw two
men gesticulating wildly and slowly pacing off steps, jabbering and
arguing all the time. Heng Sure was down half a block from them
slowly bowing. As I got in range here’s what I heard. (One man was
huge with a handlebar mustache named Mario, the other was short
and squat named Pepe – brothers connected with the Italian
restaurant they are arguing in front of.)

Mario: “I a tell ya it’s a four – a four steps.”
Pepe: “No, no, no, no – I counta tree, tres. No more.”
Mario: “Whadya know? Nothin’, you don’t know a nothin’

Watch! One, duo, tres – see! Quatro!” (pointing to Heng Sure.)
Pepe: (imitating Heng Sure) “Open your eyes, Mario. Wow look.

One, tro, tres, fine. Sometimes you a so stupido.” (hands fly in the air)
Mario: (grabs me and lines me up between himself and Pepe,

pointing to Heng Sure). “Nowa you tell us. Watch real close. You a
playin too – witha that guy right?” (I nod). “Okay, so now watch.”

(I can’t move, pinched in between them staring down the street,
waiting, sweating with anticipation – what a sight!) They count.
When Heng Sure does his three steps Pepe peels off dancing and
shouting, “Three, see? I told you. It’s a three. Ha! Three steps.”
When Heng Sure brings his foot forward to complete the third step
Mario peels off on the other side yelling, “Quatro, quatro! I’m a
right. I’m a right.” Turning pleadingly to me, “I’m a no right, huh?”
I hold up three fingers. Pepe slips into a smug teasing sigh. Mario
flips and stamps, “You don’t know nothin’ either. You all can no
count, can no see. I, Mario, say it’s four.” He imitates again. Pepe
contradicts. And around they go again. I would like to say something
profound or even explain a little but they could care less. All the
space is filled with their things. “Three!” “Ia tell ya it’s four.” 
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I sneak towards Heng Sure – their brotherly battle fades like
everything else we encounter. I’m smiling because they were so
accepting, unusually so, of us – more than most we encounter, and
yet they had no idea what or why we were bowing. It didn’t matter –
all they saw was a chance to bet and compete. They have probably
been doing it all their lives.

I thought of a line from Shih Fu’s gatha in the Prajna Paramita
Heart Sutra:

Because of the finger, gaze at the distant moon;
the finger is not the moon.

These guys were fighting over a hang nail. They never even saw the
finger, much less the moon.

Mario: (distant but distinct) “Nobodya knowsa nothin’.”
Disciple of Billy Bright stopped (Campus Crusade for Christ). “I

saw you all workin’ so hard here to get to heaven, I thought I’d do
you a favor. Here, now, read this. It’s a shortcut. No need to work so
hard. Just take hold of Jesus here.”

The problem with shortcuts is they usually leave you short. No
one saves you but yourself, Billy, even Jesus had to do it himself.

Heng Sure • June 2, 1977
See, you made it, safe and sound

More on the song. When you work with the mind, the mind
becomes sensitized to input, to the environment, to ideas and subtle
shadings, nuances. The difference between affliction and Bodhi is as
thin as a reed.

By singing a non-Dharma song yesterday I trashed the sensitive
mirror of my thoughts and planted the stupid, mundane lyrics and
tune of the song in my head for a long time. I’ll be hearing the song
long after I should have been enlightened.
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It’s like working hard to polish a crystal tray, getting every bit of
dust off it and then turning around and dumping the morning
sweepings of garbage and dust on it. How silly! All the day’s work
wasted!

Another way to view the mistake of singing after cultivating
silence is like a mountain climber who slips off the trail, falls a few
feet and bruises his ankle. It will take a while for the bruise to heal, it
makes walking all the harder and I must be really careful to avoid
taking a big fall and doing real damage. Dumb!

The Bodhisattva goes where others cannot go to complete his
work of bringing the Dharma to the world. Bowing beneath the San
Diego freeway is such a place. Toxic, foul, evil, uninhabitable,
foreign to the planet, the underpass and the roads that feed it were
made by human hands and strength, but did they know that in the
future, the space they created would be destructive to human life?
Heng Chau and I did not have the protective armor of an
automobile when we dared to traverse the area. As we bowed
through the thunder and poison of the exhausts from thousands of
buses and trucks, we lost our breath, lost our minds, our hearing, our
sight, our sanity. White faces, short of breath and fading, if we had
to stay there for one hour instead of twenty minutes, we would have
collapsed and died of the poisonous vapors. So congratulations,
modern people. We have made our cave truly uninhabitable. Only
this time we can’t leave it and go further West. We’re stuck with it.
Unless your thoughts get really daring: say, use fewer cars?

We do not bow across intersections. We pace across, counting
the steps, with hands in “palms together” position, to bow the right
number of bows on the far corner. Walking slowly, mindfully with
palms together startles the motorists we cross in front of.

One lady, however, picked up on the purpose of palms together
crossing of streets right away. At the busy Gayley and Wilshire inter-
section I crossed with palms together, slowly pacing and counting
the steps. When I reached the other curb, the hour was over so I
made a half-bow, mentally marked the spot and the number of bows
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to do and turned around to look for a drinking fountain. I met the
smiling face of a 40ish woman who happily said, “See, you made it,
safe and sound.”

Heng Chau • June 2, 1977
Orange juice bomb; the flies get in

In the last two weeks or so some drastic and powerful things have
been going on inside. At first I noticed my tai ji was much stronger,
like every pore and corner of my body was charged with almost too
much juice to contain. Then I went through a couple of days where
sexual desire was running wild. I felt like fifteen or sixteen years old.
Every sight and sound was a potential threat. Even though I could
see what was happening the pulsing yearning was still hard to control
because so much came so fast and I felt it hormonally, like an animal
instinct. Finally I got some leverage on this runaway energy.

In the last week my sitting meditation is more concentrated; less
distracted. When I sit and fix on the tip of my nose a wave of warmth
spreads from my waist and hips (inside though) up my spine and
throughout my body. Any pain or discomfort disappears. I feel light
and at ease, aglow. Regardless of how cold or hot it is I feel comfort-
able in light clothes. After sitting I feel as if I had just taken a hot
bath – refreshed but not hot or heavy or dull.

This morning waves of anger and edginess hit. I was really
irritable, almost like pre-flu skin sensitivity, only emotionally as well.

Patience, patience,
got to have patience,
don’t get angry,
swo pe he.

This low follows an incredible high energy peak last night where I
literally felt like I was nine years old again – boundless light energy
without afflictions of sexual desire, adult worries, cares, and attach-
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ments. Just got to hang on and let it go where it goes. Don’t be
moved. The only thing true is hard work and patience.

Where does the energy outflow go? Waiting patiently waiting for
the slow kiln inside to transmute this new energy. To women and
pastry shops it goes, checking out the sugarland. To anger and short
temper (hurry up kiln I am about to explode). Cross it over, don’t
spill it. Patiently sweating it out at a foundry in the oven! We both
feel like we are smelting a pure substance in a super hot furnace in a
small room – all around the furnace are open barrels of gun powder.
One mistake, broken rule, too serious a slip and boom!

Three straight days of diarrhea and hot pavement, bad smog and
more Jesus converters. (The one this A.M. kept shoving his crucifix
into our face, “See this, see this?”) All little tests it seems. Now we
are in Santa Monica nearer the beach. “Really nice there… smooth
sailing.” And yet we are both just fine. Nothing to be happy about or
sad about either. No reason to get angry or impatient. No cause for
doubts or enthusiasm. Three steps, one bow. Through the picket
line of construction workers, three steps, one bow, three steps, one
bow.

Orange Juice Bomb
We usually eat promptly at 11:30 a.m., but for some reason today

we decided to eat later and instead use the time to contact the Santa
Monica police and let them know about three steps, one bow. We
pulled into the police parking lot, got out, and closed the door. As
the door closed… Boom! There was an explosion and I saw the
curtains shake. We looked inside. Orange juice was dripping and
running all over and the half gallon glass bottle it came in was
scattered about the van in jagged hunks and splinters.

The bottle was in a box we always set right between us when
eating and the time of the explosion? We looked at Heng Sure’s
watch. 11:32 a.m. The force of the explosion and the glass projectiles
would have left two bloody bhikshus or taken something more
serious like an eye or major artery.
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Tonight our Verse of Admonishment will have a special reality to
it:

The day has already passed, life is shorter.
Like fish in an evaporating pond,

what joy is there in this?
Great assembly:

Take heed, be vigorous.
As if your head depended on it.
Be mindful of impermanence 

and never lax for an instant.

The Flies Get In
During certain weeks of the hot, muggy dog-days of summer in

Wisconsin the flies and mosquitoes get pretty thick. Screen doors
and windows are essential. But they are useless if left open. Running
in and out all day and night, we kids were pretty thoughtless of cause
and effect and so always left the door and windows open. My mother
would yell, “Close the door behind you or the flies will get in.” We
never listened. At night harassed by all manner of bugs and
sometimes bats, we would holler and cry. All my mother would say
is “Not much good closing the barn door after the horse is gone.”

Yesterday afternoon I couldn’t seem to keep my doors closed.
All my energy and concentration was going out mostly at one
particular gigantic billboard with an attractive woman serving a cool
drink. This is what’s known as outflows (letting your light leek out,
moving away from the Buddha nature within). So I said, “You got to
stop this. For this next hour all you are going to look at is the back
of Heng Sure’s shoes. This is it. Plug your leek. Shut the door.”

I was good for awhile and then without even noticing caught
myself looking at the billboard again. Right at that moment a car
pulled alongside with one of the meanest, baddest men in it I’ve run
across. He was carved and tattooed on his face and sneering a sick
smile. The door left open, the flies were in. My stomach tried to hide
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and right then I understood the principle my mother tried to get
across: what you create you must endure; leave your doors open and
you are vulnerable to the outside. Live by the Way and there’s no
hole for death to enter.

Heng Sure • June 3, 1977
The mysterious exploding orange juice

Upasika: “How long have you been with Shih Fu?”
Heng Chau: “A year.”
Upasika: “Only a year?”
Heng Chau: “Time time.”
Upasika: “You were with him before?”
Heng Chau: “Sure. Lots. Weren’t you? If I were really smart I

wouldn’t have come back this time, because I never would have
left.”

Upasika: “When I first came to Gold Mountain years ago with
my mother, I wasn’t too impressed, you know. Excuse me for saying
this, but it was so dark and there were all those American people and
I didn’t even see Shih Fu. My mother just went in, bowed to the
Buddhas and jetted back out of there.”

Heng Chau: “You know the saying, ‘False outside, true inside.’”
Upasika: “Right. So why won’t the Shih Fu advertise? He’s such

a great man, you know, and yet he’s always telling us not to talk
about him. How come so few people know about Gold Mountain?”

Heng Chau: “Basically it’s not Buddhism to talk about personal-
ities. If it were advertised like that then everyone would come
expecting to be entertained – climbing on conditions – like going to
a movie. In Buddhism you have to really cultivate. ‘You yourself
must walk the path, the Buddhas only show the way.’”

Upasika: “Well nobody will ever find it then.”
Heng Chau: “You did. Besides, when you’ve got the real thing,

you don’t have to advertise it. The people who really recognize you
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will come anyway. It’s just a matter of time. We’ve only begun
Buddhism – the true Dharma – here in the West. But it’s going to be
here in this land for centuries. We’ve got to start slowly and surely.”

Upasika: “How come you are eating so little?”
Heng Chau: “It’s funny, but I want to eat less because I want to

bow more.”
Upasika: “But if you don’t eat enough then you can’t bow at all.”
Heng Chau: “So the answer is to eat just enough and bow just

enough.”
I see clearly that once you begin to cultivate and really do it, the

only thing that can sustain you, actually save you, is continued
vigorous cultivation. As soon as you let down or relax, all the energy
you have built up can go the wrong way.

In the mornings I have to struggle to keep ahead of my new
energy. It wants to go the wrong way already. It is potent, hard to
resist, and requires a total dedication of will and then constant,
mindful effort to keep it from flowing out the old channels. That
would be a total loss, a tragedy, a waster, and a situation of real
danger.

I just wish that my old habits were not so strongly burned in, and
I wish that I hadn’t shortened my life-span and taken the deviant for
the proper for so long. How can I avoid it in the future? I vowed to
cut it off in this life and in all future lives. That will have to cover my
early, forgetful years when the bad habits begin. It must work! This
is too wrong!

The good-timers breakfast club in the Country Chicken Café in
Santa Monica called the police on Heng Sure at 7:25 Friday morning
– told the police that there was a crazy loose who was trying to climb
buildings on Wilshire Boulevard. They were disappointed when
Officer Kaiser, and three squad cars arrived, found everything in
order, read his transit papers, said good morning, and left.
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On The Edge
Feeling grouchy and irritable. “Don’t touch me!” “What do you

mean, ‘get off the sidewalk’?” It’s the old/new energy rising and
Heng Chau and I have to be alert every minute to keep it intact. We
hope that we don’t explode and waste it before it goes where it is
supposed to. Got to keep the work up but not more than we can
absorb or else it’s start-over-again time. When we feel like this, the
streets are an affliction griddle – the roaring metal river is gritting,
broiling to head and hands, long and blinding, smoky with exhaust,
fumes, dazzling with reflected sun, and noisy with whistlers, honks,
cat-calls, stares.

I remind myself that no one put me here but me myself. All I
have to do is stand up and walk away and I can have all the sense
pleasures there are in the world, without having to leave my own
condominium pool. Don’t be such a sap.

The worst part is doing the form right and then losing your
concentration for one instant when a woman walks near you and you
feel your energy change involuntarily. You feel cheated, betrayed,
robbed of all your treasures. Oh, my, no, the Dharma is not easy to
master. Not at all.

Patience is number one. Compassion, and vows to take them all
across. If there were no self, who would there be to get angry? Just
grow up and work hard.

The Mysterious Exploding Orange Juice
The layperson brought two half gallons of Vita-Pakt orange juice

(from concentrate, no sugar added) for lunch “This should hold you
until Friday,” she said. “Forget that one bottle. It’s fermented
already.” (Orange juice? Fermenting?) I took up the bottle, shook it,
and it gushed up all over my arm like orange soda on a hot day. Son
of a gun, carbonated orange juice. Well, it didn’t start out that way.
What makes it fizz? I wondered.

Innocently I capped the bottle and set it back in the box
intending to give it to the layperson to take back for a refund.
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The next afternoon we took the usual lunch hour and visited the
Santa Monica police to report in and check out. As we got out of the
van at 11:30 when we normally eat, there was a “punt”, “tinkle”
sound and the side curtains were suddenly wet. And orange. Heng
Chau had not even taken the key from the door he was locking, so
we opened the van to discover the force of the gaseous orange juice
had shattered the heavy glass half gallon container and had sent
shards and missiles of glass and spits of orange juice all over the rear
of the car. Had we eaten at the usual time we would have been
picking glass from our eyes for days.

Heng Chau • June 3, 1977
If he wakes up then he is a Buddha

During the last part of morning recitation this A.M. during the
visualization of the Patriarchs, I had my eyes closed. It was very dark
inside and out. In coming up from a bow I “saw” a Buddha head rise
like from behind a hill or mound or something. But since it was so
close it felt like from behind and within, out of some place in me, as
if my heart were a shaded mound. From below and behind came this
glowing, bright head with a reddish golden hue around it.

A Morning
False thinking: Bowing along feeling tingling on top of my head

like a scurrying hub in a circle. The difference between inside and
outside is not a difference. It is false. The thinking self creates
barriers, separations, here and there, inside and outside. Where is the
Buddha? Where are the demons and Bodhisattvas? The gods and
ghosts? Wherever “you” are. Nothing very spectacular really. Your
share, your light is the key to turning from the dream to the source.
“Being one substance with everything is called compassion.” It is
also real. Does each cell of the body maintain its autonomy and
“ego”? Do air molecules discriminate a “me”? In a very real,
tangible, ultimate way, all is thus, the Buddha, unbounded and one.
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The Avatamsaka Sutra is within like the light, like the Buddha, and
totally without. There is no difference. Only the false thoughts create
the illusion of difference.

Literally in every way imaginable and inconceivable all is just one
and the differences are masses and chains of false thoughts bobbing
and splashing the pond. The nature, the pond, needs to be moved
and splashed to create waves. The mind moves; the waves follow.
Stop splashing and the pond returns to stillness. It takes work, effort
to create waves. Like those paper weights with liquid and snowflakes
inside. You have to shake them to snow. As soon there’s no
movement there’s no more snow – stillness. The physical sensation
that accompanied this state: everything was the same texture, consis-
tency – sidewalk, air, me – all the same; light and soft, round. Not
pleasant or unpleasant, just easier to concentrate because of lack of
contacts.

Every day the sequence repeats. We see and feel the waves
disturb the pond about 5:30 A.M. or so – a couple of cars start, the
birds crescendo into peak chatter, dogs start barking, a backfire,
sirens, rush hour. Rush hour in Los Angeles is anywhere from 7
A.M. to 9 P.M. “Coming into being” and “dwelling.” The karma
flows and shifts. Old and new. Lots of room. By 5 or 6 P.M. “decay”
sets in and by 9 or 10 P.M. “stillness.” All from the mind, from a
single thought it turns and we, in turn, are turned. Stop shaking and
it all settles eventually, clear and unmoving. “Thus, thus, eternally
bright.”

“One thought produced, the entire substance manifests.” My
fake thoughts are interrupted by two women and two kids (one in
arm) who have quietly fallen in behind us bowing along. I glance
around. They are sincere and absorbed. No words or even glances –
just bowing. A few minutes later I look again. Nothing. The streets
empty for blocks. Who were those people? Were they?

A pickup truck passes. I hear a whizzing behind my head and see
something land in the grass of the empty lot we are bowing next to.



122 One Heart Bowing • June 3, 1977
Just missed. I hear a snicker and see a head crane out to see if he hit
the target as the truck speeds away.

An upasaka drives up with some juice and bread for lunch. We
were low on food but wanted it that way to starve the diarrhea and
do a little purging. 

A whole bunch of women and children come up. The kids are
bearing arms and handful of fruit and carrots. Everyone is bowing.
The two women and two kids who bowed along this AM. are with
them. The men in the Jaguar-Triumph Sports Car show-room,
whose main window this scene is taking place in front of are staring
in stunned silence – can’t even find their smug grins at present. The
group says they are for “the unity of all paths.” They live somewhere
in the mountains nearby in a Sufi community. They read the release.
One says “My husband saw two monks about 3 or so years ago
doing this. I remembered. We are from Seattle.” After they finish
reading one says, “I hope your message touches many hearts.”

The little one named Juniper Serra grins and says goodbye. More
food, goodness!

As we are resting and waiting for lunch I hear this knocking on
the window and “Amito fwo, amito fwo.” It is a upasika who lives in
the area with a box full of food and an offer to be available for
anything while we are in her area. Wants to do our laundry. “No
thanks, we wash our own.”

An Afternoon in Santa Monica
A yellow VW bug pulls up, “Hey brother, what order?” 
Us: “Buddhist monks.”
Man: “Far out!” varoom.
Not far enough. If we were a little farther out of our “selves”

then it would really be far out.
An older lady with cane and dark glasses slowly strolls by, stops,

quickly rushes up. She tightly grasps my folded hands, puts her face
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inches from mine and says “Faith in me,” squeezes an extra to make
the point and leave.

She walks about 20 yards, stops, turns, and watches us intently.
Returning she zeroes in again and says in a heavy European accent,
“I’m a devout Catholic, but your prayer is beautiful. My priest was in
Asia and the taxi driver he was with asked if my priest minded if he
stopped and bowed. My priest was very impressed. How many
people think to humble themselves to pray every day.” She was
starting to crack a little in voice and control. “I need your prayers.
Please help me. Pray for me.” (start to cry) “And especially for my
grandson, please.”

Me: “Everything is ok. Don’t worry.”
Bowing near the curb where there’s a Mercedes parked ahead

with the door open to the sidewalk. An older woman has her legs
stretched out to the walk smoking a cigarette. She watches us surgi-
cally. She looks like Gabby Hayes only with lipstick and no beard.
Her voice matches. Tough and gravely.

Woman: “What order?”
Monk: “Buddhist monks.”
Woman: “You’re going to need a bath when you’re finished with

this.” (terse, jabbing, testing, cool.)
Monk: “This is our bath.”
Woman: Pauses – a little softer, “Cleansing the soul.”
Monk: “Right.” Smiles all around.
A busy man, across between Karl and Groucho Marx dives

between us near a row of newspaper stands. He violently jerks the
door of each and then stabs his fingers into the coin return. He’s
carrying a briefcase and talking to himself. As he walks away, he slaps
three 13 cents stamps in my hand and says, “There, 50 cents…”

Two people are bowing behind us. They are young with beads
around their necks and grinning an unfathomable smile. I give them
a release and say, “I’m going back to bow. There’s too much hate in
the world. If you have any questions, just ask.” The woman opens
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her arms in a gesture of “We’re yours.” Oh, no you’re not. I went
back and started bowing. A few minutes later I glanced around. They
were gone. “Nobody saves you but yourselves…”

Right after, a carful of rowdy, loud boys pulled up and piled out.
They ran over and began mock bowing and ridiculing behind us. We
kept bowing. They left.

We are getting near the ocean (8 blocks). It’s windy and
everything is slightly more raw, in flux, unpredictable. The land ends
and if you’re looking outside for answers all you see is the sea… and
yourself. The road becomes a mirror.

A woman with a cane stops us outside Fish & Chips.
Woman: “What faith are you?”
Us: “Buddhist monks.”
Woman: “Oh, Buddhists. Where do you meet, on 7th Street?”
Us: “Everywhere. Right now we are meeting here.”
Woman: “What does Buddhism teach?”
Us: “Be compassionate. We are all one substance, one family. Be

more peaceful and stop knocking each other around.”
Woman: “Who is the Buddha?”
Us: “All things have the Buddhanature. The ground we are

standing on, the ants, you, me – all are the Buddha. All we need to
do is wake up.”

Woman: “Well now me, I’m of the Jewish faith.”
Us: “If you wake up then you’re a Buddha. If we wake up then

we’re Buddhas. It doesn’t matter what faith.”
Woman: “Well now my husband, you see he’s a rabbi…”
Us: “If he wakes up then he’s a Buddha.”
Woman: laughing, “Ah, wonderful! I’ve always wondered,

wanted to know what he really was. Have a good pilgrimage.”
Us: “You, too.”
Young woman: “Beautiful!”
Passing car: “Are you weirdoes still bowing? God!”
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Older woman: “Pray for my wrists. Both my wrists are sprained.
I know they’ll get better if you pray for them.”

From across the street, “Hey, they’re disappearing.” Don’t we
wish “we” were disappearing. That’s it in a sentence.

“Hello, God.” from a passing car. That’s not it in a sentence.

The Last of the 9th
In cultivation, unlike baseball games, there are no innings. You

are always at bat, always fielding. Try to turn your cultivation into a
game and it quickly falls apart. Rained out.

It was the end of the day, Friday on Wilshire Boulevard. Santa
Monica. Because of diarrhea stops we had “lost time” bowing. (1st
mistake – cultivation is qualitative, a constant state of mind, even
with diarrhea. Cultivation isn’t just bowing, it’s sleeping, eating, and
resting – no loose ends. No dugouts. I was physically exhausted.
Fighting cramping and more diarrhea. My whole body was aching
and I had a sunburned bald head. Moreover an unusually large
number of people had engaged us today and some were pretty
needy, draining.

So when Heng Sure suggested we do some extra time I agreed.
(2nd mistake – don’t force cultivation. Can’t make corn grow faster
by pulling it up from the tops. Force it and it breaks.) There are really
no goals in cultivation. Seeking a goal is just seeking obstacles to
“true letting go.” It is an attachment. Accord with conditions but
don’t change (i.e. be mindful at all times, without false thought); do
not change but accord with conditions (i.e. don’t force your way,
yielding properly timed is an advance). At Gold Mountain it’s said
“Don’t go too fast or too slow and you’ll get there right on time.”

So when a lady got out of her Cadillac at a gas station and came
striding over I was pushing and forcing, false thinking, “This is the
last of the 9th. If I can make it through, put out one more burst, then
I can relax. The game will be over.” She was hostile, antagonistic,
and articulate. I ducked, smiled, and let the bad pitch pass. Then I
swung at a wild pitch.
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Woman: “Well I don’t see why you have to show off like this,
making a public display of yourselves on Wilshire Boulevard.
Buddhism is getting off to a bad start in America as far as I’m
concerned.”

Me: “Well what you see is what you get. If that’s all you want to
look at…” (3rd mistake – gas tossed on the flames.) She fumed and
got indignant and launched into a lecture about the humble monks
she saw in India. When she cooled a little I slipped away. 

Realizing I had made an error – shouldn’t make people angry;
don’t fight and contend – I felt vulnerable and ashamed. I thought if
I could have another chance to correct, compensate then I could end
the day on a good note. (4th mistake – think ahead, looking behind,
one can’t see now.) So when a Mercedes pulls up and asks the same
questions, “Why don’t you do it in your back yard? Why do you have
to make a spectacle of yourselves? Do it in your church.”

I answered, “Well, we don’t want to make a show. We just took
the most direct route to our destination. Besides this is our church,
our home. It’s all we have.” Being so eager to compensate for the last
strike with the woman, I overlooked the fact that this man was drunk
or drugged, smoking, and wouldn’t even get out of his car to talk. In
short I should have ignored him. (Strike two: 5th mistake) The
conversation went nowhere.

The day’s bowing ended, we transferred the merit but all I could
think about was what a mess I had made (strike three: 6th mistake –
indulging in “self”.) Game over. No runs, no hits, 6 errors, some
karma left to face. Oh well, there’s always… now.
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Heng Sure • June 4, 1977
Fought a bout with fear this morning

This is the last bow of the first day of the rest of your life. No…
uh, that’s… this is the first bow of the only day to last the rest of
your life.

Today after lunch I felt totally here for the first time. It has
always taken me time to adjust when traveling. Very slow, like mud,
it takes a while, but today I arrived. Felt all here and relaxed, ready to
go to work. The trip has really begun and tomorrow the Abbot
comes to start us all over again.

There is a constant low-key fear in our bodies. We can function,
our minds would stay loose, but deep in the spinal muscles, in Heng
Chau’s shoulders and in Heng Sure’s guts there is tension. Actually
it’s all in the mind, natch, but it shows up in the deep parts.

On one hand you could call it really dull and uneventful, slightly
fuzzy, occasionally impure, occasionally clear and tranquil. On the
other hand you could call it the mellow, even, state of mind of a
Gold Mountain cultivator. Not many hassles, not many highs. The
frequency range, if I were a radio goes from 850 to 920, highest in
the early a.m., just before lunch, and past 4 p.m. Lowest just after
lunch and from 3 to 4 p.m. and just before bed.

Someone who looks for thrills and space-outs would probably
feel unsatisfied. It’s too constant, back-burner on medium heat day
and night and day.

Something in that pot will be cooled though, by and by, sure as
sure can be.

The job now is to keep the kitchen clean, watch the post, adjust
the flame, tend the fire, thank the cook, and patiently wait.

I can see the beach for the first time. Nearing the end of the trip’s
first leg. Fought a bout with fear this morning during the first hour.
A test to try to move me using my old weak bowels habit. I got the
boiling guts urge all of a sudden and it was hot and fearful. I was full
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of fears – the streets threatened this and that… I was ready for it and
recognized it as a state, a test, because I had been feeling fine up to
that time.

I wanted to bow more than I wanted to find a bathroom. So after
struggling inside to overcome the fear with logic and reason, blank-
outs, and low-energy coercion, I gave up and yielded. I said, “I don’t
care what happens, I’m still going to bow! I ain’t movin’!” With guts
full of acid, I kept on bowing. After making this resolve, my
wandering eyes found my nose and rested there, concentrating.
Suddenly it all changed. My whole state fell into order. The test was
over. My breath caught up and returned, my shoulders relaxed, my
energy fell to where it should be. Everything relaxed, straightened,
and breathed. Control your eyes. Bow!

Heng Chau • June 4, 1977
Refuge ceremony; End of Wilshire

Liberated two tiny frogs trapped in an empty casting pool in the
park this AM while we were doing tai ji. Heng Sure gave them the
refuge ceremony and away they hopped, with the hope that they will
come back as Bodhisattvas and cross over countless living being. We
were going to Gold Wheel this AM. End of Wilshire.

Heng Chau • June 5, 1977
The Great Bowing King

Slept at Gold Wheel last night and cleaned up. Really dirty. So
good to see Shih Fu and the Sangha again. Family.

Returning the Light Within
Received some criticism about sense of superiority and lack of

humility in our letters. In looking over the last month’s essays and
entries in my heart I find some truth in that. It’s too easy for me to
float away, leave the ground. This helps to see things as empty and
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break attachments but hinders compassion and humility which I
equally feel – the need to cultivate. The aloofness is party to defend
and stay on guard to dangerous people and situations and partly
because the very act of slowly bowing and meditating in the midst of
mundane activity we easily settle into a kind of invisibility and sepa-
rateness, but there’s more to it than that.

The criticism of things I’ve seen was coming from an awakening
perspective that there is an alternative, another way to deal with
suffering, freedom, and birth and death. That alternative is within
and Buddhism offers another way to discover it. I dwelled upon
criticism and didn’t say enough about the compassion, giving, and
kindness I’ve seen. So what I recorded became lopsided and critical.

Yet underneath and through all this I was hurting and feeling the
suffering within all these places and of all these people. It was from
a wish to end my own and other’s suffering that I came to
Buddhism. Perhaps that doesn’t come across because I stiffen and
distance my heart from the inconceivable agony of what I see and
feel. The hardness and intolerance with which I look at and criticize
myself, my weaknesses, laziness, and stupidity lacks humor,
especially self-humor. It also is cold and looks at the negative a lot.
If I am not that way I have found I can easily slither out of changing
my bad habits, let myself off the hook too easily and end up
repeating mistakes. My ego is strong and keeps finding new guises
and ways to show its ugly face. I have to keep on it constantly.

All of this is to say that I often end up generalizing this hardness
and distancing to others which can come across as superiority, lack
of humility, and arrogance. To stop my own suffering and afflictions
I need to be relentless, uncompromising, critical, and impersonal, I
have discovered. Since I am so easily and deeply empathetic with
others, I have talked about and written about their lives and
problems from that stance and perspective. But now that it’s been
pointed out to me, I realize that 1) maybe I don’t really know what
they are going through or are like 2) to be hard on yourself is ok but
don’t lay that on others unless they want it. You chose it, let others
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choose, too. 3) other people may learn and change and grow differ-
ently than me – more easily. Mine is surely an extraordinarily large
ego to contend with. 4) I’m hard on myself because I too easily
indulge and feel sorry for myself. Sink into the Pices blues, wallow. I
need to be kicked, prodded. Others don’t, necessarily. Basically my
faults are my own. What I share with others really is the struggle and
desire to end suffering, be joyous and light and truly enlightened and
peaceful. It’s this which I ought to project rather than my faults and
ways of contending with my “self.”

Summarize: Be hard on yourself; compassionate and soft in
criticism of others. Emphasize the light, the positive, the proper.
Make bridges, alternatives to greed, hatred, and stupidity. You are
not a teacher. If you were an enlightened teacher and these people
were your disciples then scolding, prodding, severe criticism, etc. has
a place but I don’t know anything of that. Most important, don’t be
arrogant, forgetting that you are able to see and know only because
you yourself have just recently begun to “reverse” it and only
because you receive countless others’ patience, compassion, and
teaching. This is being a Bodhisattva – to truly help others, to repay
your parents and teachers (numberless), to transform and cross over
with empathy. Don’t be distant and pull away from it. Doing that is
just small vehicle – “save myself – everyone for himself.” I resolve to
eliminate all arrogance and “self” from body, mouth, and mind and
writing and replace them with compassion and gratitude.

Doing tai ji we both realized the tension was gone from our necks
and upper backs; a product of living in the Van and never knowing
when someone would break in and of bowing through all that unpre-
dictable emotion and latent explosiveness. We are more sensitive to
the daily tension everyone here in Los Angeles lives with all the time.
It’s easy to adapt and forget what real peace of mind and security feel
like. Often vacations don’t even provide it anymore. “Getting away
from it all” and yet never leaving it is what Buddhism is all about.

This weekend at Gold Wheel: “The great Bowing King.”
Arrogance that exceeds the bounds of empty space. Pulling off
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layers of self, attachments to greed, hate, and stupidity is not pretty.
I also need a teacher because it’s so easy to get lazy, settle in, retreat
and so hard to see your “self” and your true nature. A well deserved
weekend of scolding, ridicule, and pressure. So fortunate to have
such a teacher. But sometimes it all seems so impossible – to put
down the self, to peel off the rotten stinking coverings. How? Hard
work, patience, and for the arrogant stinking Emperor – bow, bow!

Shih Fu constantly gives me slack and encouragement to act on
my own and then bam! I hang myself on my own afflictions. Where
was “I” going anyway? To fame in cultivation? (The great Bowing
King.) To enlightenment of self? (I alone am honored.) My mother
used to constantly tease me about “me, myself, and I.” “I like me, I’m
wild about myself. I like me, I like me, my picture is on the shelf.” As
a kid I was lax, lazy and slow. I used to say “Take me time.”

Comments from Shih Fu at lunch at Gold Wheel:
“If you don’t do the Great Compassion Mantra sincerely from

start to finish, then you shouldn’t eat. Otherwise you’ll starve in your
next life.”

“There’s no benefit in drawing near me, only suffering.”

Heng Sure • June 6, 1977
Don’t recite the ‘food is coming’ mantra anymore

Notes on instruction by the Master:

“If you don’t have anything true, the demons don’t
bother you. If you’ve got it, they come.

“Whoever comes with me may not be lazy. You’ve got to be willing
to endure hardships. If you haven’t seen me then you can go being
lazy but once you have seen me, you’ve got to stop your lazy ways. If
you draw near, you’ve got to work hard and take on a lot of
suffering. If you can’t do it, then you’d better stay away.
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“The eyes see forms but inside they don’t exist. The ears
hear sounds but the mind does not know.

“Whether or not you can cultivate is right at this point. After you
work, if you go off and rap and chatter, then you completely lose the
value of your cultivation. It disperses and scatters and is wasted.

“The twenty minute rest break was designed to give you a chance
to relieve nature or to do any business you might have to do, like
writing etc. If you don’t have anything to do, don’t waste time. Don’t
wait around. You can’t just let the time pass and be lazy.

“You can cut the rest time short but you can’t cut the bowing
time short. You can advance and progress in your cultivation every
day but you can’t decrease and fall back. Worldly people may do so,
but not cultivators. If you’ve talked about cultivation, you’ve got to
stand on solid ground yourself. If you’re off by an inch in the
beginning, you’ll be off by a thousand miles in the end. If you don’t
want to cultivate, then there’s no use talking at all.

“When you cultivate you should vigorously advance. If you are
lazy you will not succeed in the future. You absolutely can’t go over
the twenty minute break time. If you don’t recognize this then you
just can’t cultivate. As to discriminating what is right and wrong in
the matter of time, you should only use effort in cultivating, don’t
use effort in watching the clock. Is less right and more wrong or is
less wrong and more right? You shouldn’t discriminate like this. You
should totally forget about time altogether. Only then does it count.
In fact, you can only bow more you may not bow less. If you wind
up bowing less then this is totally, absolutely wrong. To pay all your
attention to the time and not to your cultivation is just like my
disciple who when she meditated, just listened for the bell and then
the garbage would start flowing into her head and the false thoughts
would come in. Waiting for the bell and watching the time are just
the same thing.

“Right there is a benefit to having a schedule, but if that’s all you
pay attention to then all the value of the bowing is lost.
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“You’ve got to hang on to the energy that you get from your
cultivation and not just casually throw it away or else you’re totally
wasting your time.

“In the past you haven’t been particularly sincere and now is the
time to be sincere to the utmost. Do it as if you were doing it for
yourself, not for someone else.

“Cultivators of old would starve to death for the sake of the
Buddhadharma. What’s more, to starve to death for the sake of
Three Steps, One Bow is a vast and lofty deed. It’s a chance you
might seek and never get. Now that you’ve got it you shouldn’t fear
it. So don’t recite the ‘food is coming’ mantra anymore.

“When you who are bowing are really sincere, you will actually
see Samantabhadra Bodhisattva; you won’t just feel that he is there.
When you see him it won’t just be the white elephant there on your
little street, but he will be everywhere in the Dharma Realm. But
you’ll have to see it to make it count. When you see Samantabhadra
Bodhisattva your karmic obstacles decrease and your good roots
increase. You should think, ‘My body is the same as Samantabhadra
Bodhisattva. We are one, not two.’

“You two are actually bowing to bring the ten thousand Buddhas
to the City of Ten Thousand Buddhas, did you know? In fact that’s
what you’re doing. But everyday you bow to ‘lunch is coming, lunch
is coming’ instead of ‘ten thousand Buddhas are coming, ten
thousand Buddhas are coming.’ Well never mind, it’s a secret
dharma anyway.

“You don’t cheat, do you? Rain or shine or sun or heat or cold
you bow, don’t you?

“If the Buddhas come too soon then you’ll stop bowing.

“What he does is as is he hadn’t done it. Because he
doesn’t claim the merit, the merit therefore eternally abides.

“You can keep on sitting in meditation even if you sleep. Just sit
through the sleep and then sit again when you wake up. Cultivation
often takes roundabout paths.
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“The point of cultivation is suffering. But it must also be natural,
not forced. This is a chance you might seek and never get. Don’t sell
your cultivation.

“I don’t control any of my disciples. However they like it is just
fine with me. Everything’s okay. If they want to kill, they can kill; if
they want to rob a bank, that’s their business; if they want to set fires,
they can do it. I’m not the boss. I can’t control anyone of them, not
even the kids. All I can do is cheat the kids.”

I try to always hold the Master in my mind – what would he do
in this situation? “If you want to help others, be empty.” Then he
can work through you until your own wisdom appears. Until then,
don’t trust your own mind. To witness the Master’s selflessness, his
compassion, his virtue, his water-like qualities, always causes me
wonder and delight. He does not struggle at any point; he yields. He
accords but does not move.

The Master’s first visit tuned the trip in wonderful ways. The
bowing itself: my stance is wider so that returning the light give the
ox cart a place to go. The down-drop to bow is slower, more
mindful. Listening to the words both going down and coming up
clears false thoughts. Repenting while down. Being ever mindful and
alert to the work.

The Master took the pressure off the timekeeping, making it
natural and regular. “Only bow more, don’t bow less.” Keep it
natural.

“Have no thoughts at all. Don’t think.”
“You’re trying to save your own lives.”
“Don’t rest if you’re not tired or if there is no pressing matter to

attend to.”
“Do this work for yourself as if you were involved in it, not as if

it were for someone else and doesn’t matter.”
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Heng Chau • June 7, 1977
Detoxification centers for the heart

False Thinking Hurts
Bowing along the Pacific Coast Highway this morning I started

to false think about a letter I needed to write. Suddenly there was a
sharp pain in my head – like an electric nail being driven in. Immedi-
ately I started reciting again. The pain completely vanished within 30
seconds.

This happened once at Gold Mountain in front of the Guan Yin
altar. The pain was like a bolt and almost literally knocked me down.
As soon as I began to recite sincerely, it disappeared.

It Gets Worse Before It Gets Better
Some friends of mine have made the observation, “Since

becoming involved in Gold Mountain you have become more
intolerant and arrogant, less humble and more critical.” It can look
like that, I suppose. In fact many people who draw near and practice
Buddhism go through some rough and unpleasant changes at first.
Some find themselves getting more angry or jealous, others
experience an increase in laziness or greed for food and sex. Some fly
off the handle where before they were calm, mellow. Some become
stingy and even more hateful. All this is true, but it’s only half true.
There is more here than meets the eye.

To get worse like this is a wonderful opportunity and I sincerely
wish more people would try it. How can I say that? As a hospital
orderly, I spent a number of years working in alcohol and drug
detoxification. People trying to kick an addiction to booze or heroin
can get pretty ugly and unhealthy looking. In every case, after a few
weeks they look worse than when they first arrived. And the ones
that try the hardest look the worst. Their visiting family invariably
comments about this apparent deterioration and wonders if maybe it
would not be better just to feed the patient’s habit. On the whole the
process of suffering and cleansing was not very pretty.
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When it was over, though, those that stuck with it really had their
health and minds back. By undergoing a little suffering a bigger
suffering was ended.

Gold Mountain and Buddhism are in many ways detoxification
centers for the heart. People come to them to withdraw from the ego
and the afflictions of “self.” Most get worse before getting better and
all in all it can be as intense and painful as major surgery or good
psycho therapy. Kicking the afflictions of one’s own greed, anger,
and stupidity is harder and takes longer than any Rhenobarb or
alcohol treatment. Withdrawal from self seems endless to me, like
trying to stop the waves on the beach. Hard work, lots of patience,
and small changes.

But with a good teacher and a supportive community, there
exists a very rare opportunity to try. If you are really afflicted and
really lucky you could end up in a two week Ch’an sit, or do a bowing
pilgrimage, or translate sutras, or try to pull the weeds on 237 acres.
Dharma doors are as limitless as the afflictions they supplant. Just
keeping the lay precepts is an accomplishment and to do it well is the
way to truly kick the habit of birth and death and end all suffering.

It is unimaginably hard work and not too comfortable, this culti-
vation stuff. But it’s also a real opportunity to shed all toxins and
dead skin. People get happier and healthier cultivating the Buddhad-
harma. Now there is a chance to be really free and of benefit to all
beings. There’s no reason to hang on to suffering and sickness. Take
the chance. Let Buddhism bring out the worst in you.

Heng Sure • June 8, 1977
Truly recognize your own faults

The work constantly reminds me of my narrow heart. The
Chinese phrase  xin liang tai xiao “Your heart/mind’s
measure is too small,” states the case. I am suspicious and not
trusting of people. I exclude people from my world by finding fault,
reserving judgment, withholding affection and approval. I am hardly
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a compassionate person. For me the greatest lesson comes from the
Master’s verse:

Truly recognize your own faults
And don’t discuss the faults of others.
Others’ faults are just my own.
Being of one substance is great compassion.

Not only are all people – all beings – made up of the four elements
in a false and temporary form that changes and decays continually,
but all the objects in creation are also composed thus. This includes
my body. To separate them from myself and to act on the basis of
distinction between self and the worlds is the result of ignorance.

The Bodhisattva vows to save all beings and he never misses a
chance to tie up affinities with people, to make others happy, to give
to and to serve other people. He actually forgets himself, he empties
his self in order to serve others and to give to others. This is walking
the Bodhisattva path and it results in a heart capacity as big as the
ocean, and compassion as vast as empty space. I must cultivate
compassion at all times.

The teacher opens the door;
whether you walk through is up to you.

You yourself must walk the path.
Buddhas merely show the way.

All my life I have been an underachiever. Rarely have I “lived up
to my promise.” In elementary school the teacher in each grade
would write on the report card “This young man has a lot of
potential but he does not apply himself.” It was the same throughout
college; the only stroke of fortune that carried me through graduate
school was a accurate set of ear and tongue equipment for
mimicking Chinese sounds. I have also been able to intuit person-
ality through the system of Western astrology. Both of these talents
have come as if from past lives: I more remember them than study
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them. As for any other accomplishment I have enjoyed, it only came
through intense outside pressure, the need for social approval,
because of a time limit, or through competition.

In cultivating the Buddhadharma, laziness and under-achieving
will absolutely not bring success. Only constant hard work, persever-
ance and “trying your best” at all times will bring reward. I must walk
through the door myself and really do the best possible job. I can put
pressure only myself through regular and systematic review of the
purpose of the work, that is, the establishment of the City of Ten
Thousand Buddhas, bringing the Dharma to the West, repaying the
kindness of my teacher, repenting of past bad karma, eliminating
disasters, cultivating the Bodhisattva path and a host of other good
reasons. This should certainly work. The reasons are quite clear.

I have excellent instruction, the finest personally tailored
method, and constant supervision. I have a supportive family that
sends every good wish and puts worth real effort and work to aid in
the accomplishment of the vow. The situation is ideal.

So when it comes right down to me, to doing the work as best I
can, to reflect all the forces and positive energies focused here, why
do I still behave like the selfish, third-grader who does not apply
himself and who does not realize his potential? Why when I bow, do
I think about food and sex and when the bowing will be over? Why
do I forget to use the simple method I have been given? What is the
cloud of careless selfishness that dulls and deflects the straight, sharp
cutting edge of the Dharma’s wisdom sword?

In straight talk, why are you so lax about the most important year
of your life? This is a chance to end birth and death and all future
suffering. This is the chance to learn wisdom and how to use it from
the universe’s most accomplished meditation teacher. You can learn
everything you’ve ever wanted to know. All you need to do now is
know that you really want it. Don’t let it slip. Don’t fall into your
easy, lazy, watery slough this time. Do your best, please – I can only
beg in my own voice to myself – please don’t blow it. Wake up and
be clear about what time it is. Use your efforts as you are taught at
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every point. Just get into it, dig it, do it, grow up, take charge of your
life, take responsibility for the gift and for the life your teacher has
offered you. There is no other work.

To the City of the Buddhas We are Bound
(to the tune of: Can’t Help but Wonder Where I’m Bound)

It’s a long and dusty road, it’s a hot and heavy load
And the folks that I meet aren’t always kind.
They aren’t bad and they aren’t good 

they just do the best they could.
Some have tried to ease our troubled minds.
Chorus:
To the City of the Buddhas we are bowing, bowing down. 
To the City of the Buddhas we are bound.
Had a life and it was fine, lots of friends and fancy wine
And I spent my blessings ’til I went insane.
But I was too blind to see they were all afflicting me.
Good times are just another kind of pain.
(Chorus)
There’s a Good and Wise advisor 

who will lead you to the Way,
In the Golden Mountain by the Frisco Bay.
And some days when the bowing’s true 

his light comes shining through,
His kindness isn’t easy to repay.
(Chorus)
If you see us bowing by don’t just sit and wonder why
Wishing you could be a Buddhist too.
You can do what’s hard to do, 

drop what’s false and find what’s true, 
The Buddha-nature dwells inside you.
(Chorus)



The Ford Van, which the bowing monks



later switched to the Plymouth station wagon



Heng Chau shares physicals and Tai Chi exercises



with Heng Sure to maintain physical well being
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Heng Chau • June 8, 1977
Others’ faults are just your own

Bowing along bluffs overlooking the ocean in Santa Monica.
Lots of people out jogging, old people strolling and taking in the salt
air – quiet. The presence of the ocean subdues and smoothens the
roughness. People here are tolerant but distant. Lots of conversa-
tions follow in the bowing wake. “Buddhists I think. Do they believe
in the things of this world?” “Was the Buddha ever in Ireland?”
“They’re praying.” “What do you know about Buddhist beliefs about
death and afterlife?” All among themselves. Really nice to hear.
More and more people recognize us as Buddhists.

Dreams last night: I am more and more alone, by myself, without
friends. Contacts with my family are transitional: giving them my
clothes and things as I prepare to leave for religious life = a long
journey to a foreign country. Everything is unexpected and of the
moment, unpredictable. My moorings and old identity are breaking
up and molting. Woke up with a feeling and vision of a kind of
craziness that comes with spring after a long, cold winter. Suddenly
one is alone in the middle of exploding growth and change. Newness
all over and nothing is like it was or fixed. Get this feeling – “Growth
takes place at the tip, furthest extreme of the plant” – literally out on
a limb – of being alone right now surrounded with unexplored and
unlimited new paths and potential is itself familiar. Everything is
alive and budding. Where is the “who” of me? For a flash I could
have been a tree, flower, blade of grass, spirit, or just an invisible eye
watching this time belonging nowhere, to on one, to it all and
nothing. Too soon to tell but winter is over and it will be ok, as it
must, in the letting go and finding.

We still haven’t found a way to avoid stepping on so many bugs
and ants. Along with all sorts of vivid recollections of all the bad
karma that has and continues to come from my body, my mouth,
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and my heart, the bugs are a constant reminder of how much harm
and suffering my actions cause.

It seems when it’s quietest outside it’s deafening inside. Bowing
along this serene, foggy misted coast park you’d think concentrating
would come easy. But for some reason my mad mind churned at a
high RPM trying to remember names of old acquaintances, favorite
foods, past romances, my family. Some were “good” false thoughts
and some were “bad.” It didn’t seem to matter. The point was they
kept coming and coming, just like the waves breaking and crashing
to our left on the beach below. Constant motion: the ocean and my
mind. To stop the “mad mind,” I can’t imagine. “Patience, patience,
got to have patience.”

It’s at this point I can feel it wanting to shoot out. The energy
and tension builds and if I don’t pay close attention to it, anger pops
out or my eyes start wandering to sight, my ears notice and dwell on
sounds – I can feel irritability and impatience. The “fire” goes up and
out if I’m sloppy and then more bad karma is set in motion

In some ways bowing through ghetto gangs and hostile construc-
tion crews is easier than through a peaceful park. Outside danger
forces total concentration; outside pleasant, inside free to fill with
garbage.

We drove ahead to check out the road. Sheer cliffs on one side
and private beach houses and menacing signs. Like this all the way to
Malibu and maybe further. Reluctantly we decide to keep the van for
a while. “Don’t force it… accord with conditions.”

A Connection
When people ridicule or laugh I started to just pretend they were

my teacher laughing and scolding me for my arrogance and laziness.
“Others’ faults are just your own” took on some meaning for me:

when I criticize others all I am doing is showing my own faults. That
is, to put others down is just to put yourself up. Arrogance and pride.
Also what I tend to criticize and be bothered by others is usually
what I would like to cover over in myself.
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Just now bowing down a narrow crooked street in Santa Monica
another connection “synced.” All sorts of déjà vus started flooding
and somehow it was clear that literally “others” and “myself” were
the same. In a real, physical every-which-way there is no separation,
no such thing as individuals – the connection and sameness is there,
but I had never seen it because of something false that thinks “me.”
“Others’ faults are just your own” means exactly that. Stretch the
time and space dimension and there it is. How simple. I’m crying.

This was preceded by seeing my parents in lots of people today,
a scolding from my teacher and from Heng Sure, and the
compassion behind it all. Vairocana’s body all.

How can you “yourself” cultivate the Way when ultimately there
is no self?

“Use the false to cultivate the true.”
There’s so much to learn about being a monk – deportment,

rules, ceremonies, when to speak, when to shut up, who to talk with,
who to avoid. It all comes hard and slow. Usually I learn quickly but
here it’s not simply a question of imitating but of transforming. In
other words, the understanding has to come from within. Can’t fake
it. The heart and mind have to change. And that takes time, a good
teacher, work, and patience. In the meantime, I blunder along sloppy
mistake upon gross error. I’m surprised I haven’t been wiped out by
now. A phony monk will be transparent to anyone, especially himself.

After lunch the hoots and hollers began again. “Hey you guys
want a joint?” The police (L.A. County) stopped to watch but didn’t
question us. A lot of little miniature dogs came charging up to their
fences as we passed doing their guard duties in pink ribbons. And
everybody jogs here, I’ve never seen so many joggers ever before.
From the time we get up until we fall asleep we hear the constant
footfalls of tennis shoes and huffing all around us. People are pretty
mellow here and we went through like a trickle of water along the
gutter after a light rain. Hurricane karma rages within.

Lunch offering by two upasikas who drove up and $10 gas money.
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Heng Chau # June 8, 1977
We are trying our best to go home

Dear Shr Fu,
Heng Sure has been plagued with a battle of diarrhea all

afternoon. No complaining – just hanging in. He’s dead asleep now,
propped up against the spare tire.

I hope all is well at Gold Mountain. We do miss the Sutra
lectures. Every night we read from the Avatamsaka at the same time
you do.

Today we are very tired and sunburned. We bowed close to the
road (no sidewalks, small shoulder) in alternate fashion to be more
visible. Our flowing robes are real traffic-safety assets: very
noticeable along with the bald heads. From the beach someone yells,
“Go home, baldies!” I thought to myself, “We are trying our best to
go home – to truly go home.”

At the last five minutes of the day on this busy, dirty stretch of
road a man and woman walked up. The man bowed once, stuffed
something in my hand and said either, “peace” or “please” (diesel
trucks too noisy to hear clearly), and walked away quickly. It was a
$50 bill – half a Buddha for the City of Ten Thousand Buddhas.

Disciple Guo Ting (Heng Chau)
bows in respect

Heng Sure • June 9, 1977
Just keep hoping that no big test comes up

I am uptight enough with the tension and exhaustion of this city
work and fighting with it in my head that I can’t even laugh, don’t
dare cry, shouldn’t call for help, am afraid to rest for fear it will get
worse, and just keep hoping no big test comes up because I could
not handle it.
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About the time I relax and get into the work a real big test will
pass by and we will see what I have learned.

The wisdom of the Buddhas is undifferentiated contemplation
of all dharmas. The Buddha sees that all conditioned things are
empty. They do not last and he does not confuse them with himself.
Empty, impermanent and not self. Seeing the world this way, what
can you do? What is left to do? One can only follow pure principles
as taught by the enlightened masters of the past and present and try
your best all the time to save all beings from their suffering. On a
more basic level one should do all that is good, avoid doing anything
that is evil and cultivate the practices that purify the mind.

Heng Chau • June 9, 1977
Half of a Buddha for the City of Ten Thousand Buddhas

Kuo T’ing [addressing himself], you are really stupid! Why do
you keep looking at women? You left home, remember? Stop it!
Now! Why do you let your silly eyes wander? You must stop or you
are not really being serious – you’re just chasing sea foam. Why do
you open your mouth and say stupid things? You left home,
remember? Tighten up! Be a warrior, wage battle on the self,
especially your “self” – your arrogance and attachment to ego is
unequalled. Truly you alone are most stupid.

As soon as there’s a response you feel “Ah, I must share this with
everyone.” Really arrogant! And if you think this self-criticism is
completely accurate you are even more stupid. Kill yourself!

“I” am my biggest obstacle. No one afflicts you but yourself.
You yourself must tie the knots. Demons only show the way.

An advantage of diarrhea and all sickness is that it reminds one
of the impermanence of the body and the short time we all have to
wake up. It’s easy to feel immortal. Death and sickness can be good
companions – always close, always ready – to cultivation.

Passing moments by the ocean:
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“Hope you go to hell.”
“Hey, wake up.”
“I’ll bet they’re going all the way to San Francisco like that! Ha,

ha!”
“Thanks.”
Lunch offering from a upasika and $5.
As we start getting further from the L.A. area, everybody wants

to have a chance to give us a meal, to help out. As a result we have
food to spare. Today we got a hot dish we couldn’t possibly finish,
especially since Heng Sure is trying the fight of diarrhea. We couldn’t
let it spoil or waste it and we couldn’t eat it. Just then a very poor and
hungry man walked by and started picking through a garbage can for
scraps. We put the food on the plate and gave it to him.

But then I started to feel a little ashamed. Why did I just give him
the food that wouldn’t keep? Why didn’t I give him some of the other
food too? The answer was because I am selfish and greedy thinking
to keep the better items for myself. The chance to give sincerely is a
wonderful opportunity to plant blessings. What would I have done if
the man were my teacher or father? Maybe he was or will be. Giving
that you don’t want or have no use for – leftovers and second-hands
– is selfish and empty. I felt pretty small and ungrateful.

Quickly we threw together a bag of goodies and found the man.
He took it as easily as it was given with a simple “thank you.” No
thanks. Who benefits, who is in debt – it’s all the same. And I blew
it because of small-minded greed. More mistakes, more learning.

An old Chinese woman watched us bow a long stretch of beach
road and hopped out when we bowed by her car. Her English was
better than my Chinese but still limited. The gist of her message was
“you too tired – too hard – just go to Church – Jesus – easy.” Then
she went to her car and brought a slip of paper for each of us. It
reads: “People should worship God and Jesus only, please.” I think
she was sincerely concerned that we were working too hard for
nothing.
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At the end of the day a young woman with a baby in arms
approached the van. She put her hands together, bows, smiles, and
waits. No words. She bow again, picks up her baby and walks away.

Now what was that all about?
A lot of women have been coming up and bowing lately or

asking lengthy questions. Why would anyone want to bow to me?
Everything is different in cultivation. There are different rules to

fit a different reality. I only got hints and glimpses of both now and
again. So I make lots of mistakes and always seem to be one step
behind. 

Things are not always what they seem.

“Everything is a test to see what you will do.”

Three Steps, One Bow is making me more aware of energy (light)
waste and use. The physical and mental demands leave little room
for goofing up and the feedback is fast when I do. Each time I look
up at a surfer or billboard I leak out energy and the next bows I feel
more weight and pain. Each time I open my mouth to rap during a
rest the next hour is torture. Too much food for lunch and all my
energy races to have it out with the greedy ghosts in my stomach.
The first hour bowing after lunch is like the first day again. The real
killer is to have lost control in my sleep. The whole next day and
often longer is pure hell.

I’ve been experimenting. We cut out talking. Heng Sure
completely and me only when necessary. We are meditating more
regularly, bowing a little more and trying hard to put our eyes, ears,
and noses on the sidewalk. The results were immediate. Bowing got
lighter, actually felt like I had lost weight or inhaled helium. It’s easier
to concentrate and distractions are less of a problem. Generally I feel
more peaceful and cool, more prepared for the always unexpected
kinds of things that come up out here. I catch my errors sooner and
have been able to even avoid repeating a few.
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This energy is a precious source. The less I waste the less I take
from others and the more there is generally available to share all
around. Every day I watch this resource rise and fall, build and leak
– all controlled by my mind. There’s only so much, like a battery and
the ways to drain it are as countless as my false thoughts. To get a
handle on it and learn to use it for cultivation and benefiting others
is a trick. If I can retain the light then the energy potential and
benefit is like a laser. At that point of death I don’t want to look back
over my life and see it pass like a flashbulb on a camera without film.

Crazy! Absolutely crazy! I feel like I’m clawing at the inside of my
skull. Voluntarily going mad. My knees are sore, the wind strong and
deafening, the waves hiss and shh without letup and the sun is a
relentless tormentor on my bald head. The road stretches meaning-
lessly ahead and behind like my life. There’s nothing to go back to
and a bunch of unknown ahead. Everything starts to disintegrate like
a huge jigsaw puzzle in water. Nothing makes sense or matters. And
yet here I am, nowhere, at this point in time or space or somewhere.
I can’t even make the memories or yesterday or lunch time tie me in
to “familiar and secure sense of myself and ‘things’.” I have no idea
at this point of what anything is all about especially not Three Steps,
One Bow. Crazy, absolutely crazy! Laugh, cry, bow, or die, it all
seems the same.

From the beach: “Go home baldies.” We are trying our best.
At the end of the day in the last five minutes, along this dirty, hot

stretch of road, a couple walked up. The man bowed once and then
stuffed something into my hand. He either said “Peace” or “please”
– there was too much noise from diesel trucks to hear – and quickly
walked away smiling. It was a $50.00 bill. Half of a Buddha for the
City of Ten Thousand.
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Heng Sure • June 10, 1977
Plunged into the metal river

The Buddha nature is always there, still there like the moon in
the still pond, but we can’t see it because of our falsely generated
thoughts and because of our attachments – the limits we set for
ourselves.

When you decide to see the Buddha nature and experience it,
when you stop making the sparks in the mind that cloud over the
view of the Buddha, stop making waves on the top of the pond that
ripple the water and shatter the clear reflection of the moon, you’ve
done it by hard work. It takes hard work to stop making those waves.
It is harder work to see the waves as natural and perfect, to let the
wave be, but to be in perfect control of the waves you generate.

Some waves already exist, some you create. “Everything speaks
the Dharma at all times, if only you can understand and recognize
it.” The work can be called purification – total control of your own
share through constant mindfulness and the use of a dharma-
method. Then when control of body, mouth, and mind is perfect,
relaxed, and natural, when you control the waves you generate, then
one day you will notice that everything else is part of the same big
pond – and that making waves is what we all do.

Turn the Light Back
Looking outside of yourself to get the source of Buddhahood is

not going to work. It is like sending the firemen out in all directions
when the firehouse itself is burning. If they opened their eyes and
truly saw, they would turn their hoses in and get to the source of the
fire. If you want to end your afflictions, turn your attention and
energy within. Save all that effort you waste by running out and
around in search of peace and freedom in yourself. Buddhas dwell
nowhere – they rely on nothing and they found nowhere and
nothing – the original root zero within.
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To desperately look outside is like squinting and stumbling in a
dark room, fooling with flashlights, burning fingers on spent
matches, and then finding the window-shade, pulling it and realizing
that the sun was shining outside all along – all you had to do was
recognize it and really need it.

We set up limits for our senses, we build cages and traps for
ourselves and then in the spaces we have squeezed ourselves into, we
fight and struggle and cheat and hurt each other and complain about
the cages we built (until we can afford a bigger one). What is needed
is clear vision, inner reflection to return the light and seek yourself.

Plunged into the metal river (the Detroit River says Heng Chau)
at 4:30, bowed upstream into terrific honking, catcalls, screams and
shouts. Underface (not only underfoot) is glass of all colors, trash,
and real cast-off dirt – unhealthy man-made stuff. We move on in
the cloudless ocean heat beside the ritzy Bel Air Bay Club who
fenced us all out and one paint line keeps the Cadillacs from mashing
the monks. The Protectors are also in evidence. Almost to an end of
the day, a hairy sybarite couple, necking as they walk, approach. The
man says, “Here, peace – oh yes, peace” and cups money in his hand.
I refer him by gesture to Heng Chau. They smile in a happy dazed
sort of way and walk back to their car without a word, necking as
they go. Later Heng Chau says, “Half a Buddha.”

“Huh?” 
“It was a $50.00 bill,” he says.
What do you know. Got our feet wet in the metal river today, a

taste of the next 650 miles.

Heng Sure # June 10, 1977
Enough greed, hatred, and stupidity for any three people

Dear Shr Fu,
We are parked in Will Rogers Beach, with the Pacific waving on

the left and the metal river of Highway 1 flowing on the right. As we
bow we make our own rhythmic waves, and the mountains come
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down to the shore in a graceful, waving motion, as if they, too, are
bowing in the Dharma-body of Vairocana.

The chance to cultivate the Buddha’s Middle Way on a journey
like Three Steps, One Bow is truly wonderful. One might hope for
such a chance and not find it. I have written in the log about making
the most of this chance and I will send it (a long essay) when the
book is filled. Briefly, it says that to cultivate the Way successfully
one cannot be casual or part-time or anything less than totally,
completely, sincere all the time. You can’t pretend, or fake it, or take
vacations. You have got to really want to walk the Bodhisattva path,
and want to make the total control of body, mouth, and mind a
natural, genuine way of life that comes from the core/nature.
Nothing else will do the job. To try to act virtuous at one time and
then forget it the next time is not the Buddha’s Way. In order to be
truly worthy of your teaching, Shr Fu, in order to be worthy vessels
of the Dharma, our cultivation has got to be right on, all the time.
For me this means that when bowing I bow without any false
thoughts, without any desires or hopes or wishes. And then when
the bowing is done, to act selflessly, to seek nothing, to have no
selfish thoughts and to move only in accord with principle, so that
every situation reflects the training and the consciousness of a
cultivator at Gold Mountain. Our attitude out here on the road is
that we are at Gold Mountain, not different.

That is the ideal and it is easy to say and hard to do; and it will
take a total transformation of my nature to make it real. Nothing else
will suffice. And going slowly as we are, there may be just enough
time to crack the “black lacquer barrel.” Not a minute too long, and
this fact makes me really ashamed. The daily bowing lets me see that
I have enough greed, hatred, and stupidity for any three people. And
that means I’ve got to work three times as hard to change; but if I’m
going to be of any use to the Triple Jewel, that’s where the work is at.

Disciple Guo Chen (Heng Sure)
bows in respect
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Heng Sure # June 11, 1977
A surprise visit by the Venerable Abbot

Labor Day Weekend.

Dear Shr Fu,

Don’t be pleased if gods, dragons,
and Bodhisattvas come,

Don’t be angry if demons
and externalists come.

Some days it’s hard not to feel overjoyed. I feel full of happiness
today – I can barely contain it. It’s a feeling like the Buddha’s
birthday, the Master’s birthday, and Ullambana all rolled into one
surprise gift – a visit out of empty space by the Venerable Abbot and
fourteen Gold Mountain cultivators and friends.

What was the occasion? Just another exercise of the Bodhisattva
practice of forgetting oneself for the sake of others. Where else in
the world are there people like these who got up at 4:00 a.m. and
drove 350 miles south from San Francisco to Santa Barbara just to
bring lunch and support and encouragement to two members of the
family on an extended work leave? Inconceivable! How did they ever
find us – half-hidden in the shade off a lonely highway outside Santa
Barbara? How did Heng Chau and I both know that something
special was coming that day? This morning he said, “Let’s stay out
and be visible today.” Why did I clear a sitting area under a certain
eucalyptus tree hours before they arrived – the same tree we all sat
beneath? How did three cars speeding along, dodging tickets and
asking the way from passers-by, manage to arrive at the same time –
just before lunch hour? Only through the power of goodness could
the small miracle we saw today come about. We all witnessed a feat
of spiritual engineering, the kind of thing that happens all the time at
Gold Mountain.
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Seated in the van as usual at lunch time, we had recited the
offering praise and had dished out a bowl of rice. Before I could eat
the first spoonful I saw Heng Chau’s eyes pop open and heard his
voice squeak, “Shr Fu!” I thought to myself, “Impossible. But wait!
You’ve learned to appreciate the impossible!” “Shr Fu!” he said
again. I turned to see the Venerable Abbot, dressed in blazing golden
robes, walking through the pools of sunlight to our car.

There they all came walking – three carsful of people aglow with
inner light: monks, nuns, novices, and laypeople – they looked closer
than blood relatives, hard-working, well-comported heroes and
heroines of the Way: such a rare and wonderful assembly of people!

We all sat for lunch and listened to stories and instructions. We
laughed and shared food and offerings with our Dharma friends,
then up and away the assembly went on the long ride back to the
city. They just came down to give us light. Wonder of wonders. I felt
made of wood – stunned. I wanted to give thanks, to acknowledge
the work and the kindness of everyone – I had to let my heart and
my eyes speak for me.

Sitting next to the Venerable Abbot is like sitting in a cool, clear
pool of liquid light. No thought bothers your head (whose head?).
The Great Compassion Mantra seems to recite itself – just as
regularly and as normally as your heart beats. Perceptions are clear,
sharp, and relaxed. No worries exist, no pressures. Even if I’m being
taught or scolded it feels like sweet dew. I’m sure that sitting in the
Buddha’s Dharma Assembly is much like this.

Then, inconceivably, the Master rubbed my head, then rubbed
Heng Chau’s head. I feel energy moving through my center, to my
toes and back again. “Is it ripe yet? Is it ripe? Is this melon ripe yet?”
he asked, laughing, as he thunked our foreheads with his fingertip.

Bowing later that afternoon, as if on air, we looked up to find a
mammoth white cloud, the only cloud in a bright blue sky, as big as
the Sierra Madres below, moving northwest and shaped exactly,
perfectly like a dragon in full flight. Every detail was there: tails, ears,
claws, and as the afternoon turned to evening, the dragon moved
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further north. We felt that he was hovering over the caravan of culti-
vators on the road back to Gold Mountain.

So there are days when it is difficult not to feel overjoyed, and
Labor Day, 1977, will live in our memories as long as the tall
eucalyptus stands, the “White Flower Tree” that shaded our lunch
along the Flower Garland Highway. To share affinities with cultiva-
tors whose lives are dedicated to making others happy with no
thought of themselves is truly a life worth living.

Disciple Guo Chen (Heng Sure)
bows in respect

Heng Chau • June 11, 1977
Someday you must know, Ch’an is the highest!

Bowing through the grease and oil, broken glass and grime of the
asphalt does a number on the robe and yi… grease monk yis.

Bowing through hundreds of surfers near Malibu. In the time it
takes to complete one bow a wave and surfer have risen and fell.

“Hey sir, what is that you’re doing?”
Hand him a release. “Oh. Well far out.”
Monk: “It’s like surfing with the mind.”
Surfer: “Well keep it up – stay at it. Good luck.”
Another group: “I’ll bet they’re on 500 hits of acid. You guys

want some dope?”
Another group. Watch a long time. Finally two walk over and

ask. Give them a release. They return to the group and within
minutes a heated, heavy philosophical discussion is going, the
surfboards waiting, leaning against the VW buses. “Yeah but in
Western society…” trails off.

Three young surfers walk by carrying their boards. “What a way
to waste a day, bowing!”

“Let’s go to Malibu.”
“Hey, come on.”
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Mind Surfing.
Before learning to meditate a lot of my time and energy chased

highs. I didn’t have a teacher and knew nothing about yoga, tai ji, or
ch’an at the time. But I knew that when I was skiing or mountain
climbing or motorcycling or free fighting in competition there was
some point reached when on the edge of exhaustion or immersed in
treat and fear when I was totally lost in the activity. At that point, if
only for a few fleeting seconds, the ordinary “me” was gone. I was
what I was doing. There was no subject/object, no analyzing, no
thinking – just doing and harmonizing with something outside and
through and beyond “me.” It was crazy dare devil death tripping, but
for those few moments it was worth it. Unfortunately it always
ended and try as I might I couldn’t hang on to it.

It didn’t take long to realize that the “high” came from within.
Those stunts were tools, fingers, not the moon they pointed to. Tai
ji quan and meditation was the first step off the stunt machine. Then
my tai ji teacher said, “Someday you must know, Ch’an is the
highest!” So I checked it out. I’m finding the highest “high” isn’t like
I thought it would be. It’s much more. It’s much less. It’s mysterious
and simple and every day from wonder to wonder it opens. I’m just
beginning and it’s a most incredible journey, this one, inside and
beyond the “high.”

So I kind of knew where that surfer was coming from and myself
too when I said, “We are mind surfing.”

“Well all right!” he grinned.

At the Beach
From behind, a little voice. “Hey aren’t you embarrassing

yourself?” I keep bowing. Again, “Hey mister, what are you doin’?”
Me: “We’re Buddhist monks. We’re praying.”
“Oh.” he says.
Me: “What are you doing?”
Kid: “Watchin’ you be dumb.”
I smile and start to bow again.



June 11, 1977 • One Heart Bowing 159
Looking over to my left are oodles of people in swimming suits
playing volleyball, sunbathing, swimming, surfing, sailing, eating,
smoking dope – just plain old Saturday afternoon good times at the
ocean. I start looking pretty dumb to myself at times. Baking in this
hot sun under T’ang dynasty robes, picking glass and gravel out of
my hands and forehead… that water looks so inviting right now.

The ants have gotten bigger – huge red ones. They are easier to
see. I think we are killing fewer of them… Well, I’ve done all that,
the beach and smoking dope and sunbathing, so I’ll keep at this culti-
vating stuff some more. All in all one could be worse than a bower
of beaches. The water still looks inviting, though, and we still look
dumb.

Got an ugly fungus itch on my hand. Might be we are starting to
hit the roadside weed killer – a nasty critter found commonly along
the banks of the Detroit and it’s tributaries.

Camped at the end of a “No Through Street” in Pacific View
Estates. Heard these weird sounds. Outside in a large fenced in area
was a buffalo and some African rams lazily grazing and watching us.

Heng Chau # June 11, 1977
So how did I know?

Dear Shr Fu
Sunday, while bowing, I had a vision of everyone at Gold

Mountain having a chance to do their own bowing once every three
steps. Laypeople and left-home people, all got to pursue to the
“limits of empty space” our own particular Dharma. Each person’s
face and presence was glowing and serene. So happy were the faces!
No face showed any concerns or doubts, just smooth, genuine, lit-up
joy! It was really neat! Each person was different, yet all reflected the
same purity and trueness. There was a closeness felt; a big family of
Dharma friends shining on each other. 
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And then on Monday, the very next day, who drives up? The
Master and the four-fold Great Assembly! I wanted to hug
everybody and give something. A few tears dropped into my noodles
as I looked around at all the faces and goodness sharing and shining
as we sat under some eucalyptus trees that minutes before were just
another stopping place for us.

Bhikshuni Heng Yin stretched up on tiptoes to carve and
commemorate the occasion on a high eucalyptus tree with a Swiss
army knife as a visitor named Malcolm sitting with an untouched
plate of food in his lap stared incredulously. Malcolm had brought
out a melon to share with two monks in a quiet lunch and then
everyone drove up. The Master gestured for him to join in with irre-
sistible and inclusive kindness. I felt a bit like Malcolm: speechless
and overwhelmed by the awesome virtue of the Assembly.

As fast as you came, you left. “No big deal,” said the Master. A
huge, mile-long dragon cloud hung in the otherwise totally cloudless
sky for hours, and the joy and light you brought to our hearts and
work will see us through many bowing miles.

But something more incredible happened. The Master knew the
exact section of the Sixth Patriarch’s Sutra we had read that very
morning. His comments and allusions to it were right on the nose!
Not only that, but the Master also knew my deepest thoughts and
troubles of the last few days. I hadn’t told anyone, not even Heng
Sure. “So how did I know?” the Master laughed and asked. And the
same for Heng Sure. After everyone left, we were like ten-year-olds
again, smiling and ready to tackle the Labor Day highway. “Together
we will go to Perfect Enlightenment. I hope so. I hope so.” Much
peace in the Way.

Disciple Guo Ting (Heng Chau)
bows in respect
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Heng Sure • June 12, 1977
Only weapon I’ve got is my mind and it’s unloaded

Had a positive image of bowing all day from sunup to sundown
– no rest breaks, no divided time, no lunch, no hassles, no
bathrooms, no fear – just steady, rhythmic bowing in a state of solid
samadhi. It felt very full and strong, like it was the proper road to
sagehood. It felt liberated and free from ordinary boundaries,
obstacles, and “though-coverings.” I felt sovereign, independent,
and it’s where and how I would like to go. It’s not yet possible – my
knees are not strong enough, nor is my mind, but I have a feeling
that once the food runs out and the watch breaks and the cart is
stolen we might be able to approach this state.

“Where do we sleep?”
“No place here to camp – middle of town.” Bow.
“How do we keep warm?”
“Got to keep bowing.”
“Right.”
I also have seen that even if to the eye it looks like there is no

road, once the bowing begins, a road appears, opens up ahead. I feel
it will continue to be this way.

Just remembered something from Ch’an sessions. (Seems like
there are strata of cultivation memories. The instructions are written
on the walls and you have to climb that high or dig that low in order
to read your instructions.) When it hurts a lot and you are
determined to continue, and there is no way out, the only way to
make it stop hurting is to a) lose the distinction between “want
comfort” and “don’t want pain,” which is hard to do and is just
another thought; b) or just say “give up worrying about it, let it
hurt;” or c) sit still. Hold the mind still. d) is the trick that really
works best because when you cultivate and stir up the mud, if there
is any sides of self or desire or ego exposed, they’re gonna get



162 One Heart Bowing • June 12, 1977
splattered with the mud and it’s gonna hurt more. So hold it all very
very still, don’t have any desires, don’t think, just reduce it to a fine
point and let the mind slish by on both sides. Then after a while
reduce the point to nothing.

When bowing, hold the eyes still. Don’t go tripping off into the
cars, the signs, the road, the surf, the cliffs, the people, etc. because
each glance echoes in the head and your bowing is stirring up lots of
mud, you’re in line for lots of muddy hurting. Hold the eyes still –
ten feet in front to you and keep on bowing. Listen to your words
with an inner ear. Let the breakfast thoughts, the memories, the car
fantasies, the people readings, even the Buddha thoughts – let them
go by without a trace. They are empty; return them to emptiness.

County Sheriff: “We’re just going to pat you down to see if
you’ve got any concealed weapons under your robes.”

Monk thinks to himself: “Nope, only weapon I’ve got is my
mind and it’s unloaded.”

Topanga Canyon Road
Failed today. Cut and ran at the top of the thermometer. The

heaviest day yet and I took the easy way out, ran away to spend
money on something external to stop and prevent my old bad habits.
I lost the chance to make progress today – if I really had faith in the
method, I would not fall to the heat and the tension and the noise.
But instead, I ran.

Have to build back up and fight again, fight the same battle all
over again. Try harder next time, chicken. You found your boiling
point and it ain’t very high.

This morning I did everything right to keep food in my stomach
but at 11:00 I heard a little tiny voice say: don’t eat today. I heard the
same voice the last time I got diarrhea. Of course I ignored the voice
both times and wound up losing two hours of bowing each day.

It might have been any one of a number of things, but at any rate
it resulted in my mind going blank and giving up on the bowing until
my body was right. Wrong.
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Heng Chau • June 12, 1977
The ants are smaller again

Went to the parking lot of the State Beach to do tai ji but the vibes
were off. Saturday night’s drinking parties trying to decide if it was
time to crash or go another round. 5:00 a.m. Ended doing exercises
and meditation in the parking lot of Ted’s Rancho. A couple of wet-
suited surfer enthusiasts went through to get the first wave.

A car pulled alongside of Ted’s Rancho as we were bowing. A
young woman asked what we were doing. Handed her a release. She
read the first sentence and said, “Oh” (flatly). “Well have you heard
of Guru Maharaji?”

Me: “Yes.”
Woman: reaching to her dashboard whips out this framed picture

of him and holds it out the car window up to my face. “Well I just
wanted to tell you he reveals the name of God. He reveals the world.”

Me: “Excuse me I have to get back and bow.”
A barefoot man passes, turns, does a half bow respectfully and

walk on.
I watch the ants swarm over a dead moth in the road and off to

our left is a half rotted carcass of a dog the worms had been disman-
tling for a week…

…if someone were to ask right now “What are you trying to
accomplish, what are you trying to do?” I could easily answer “You
know, I really don’t know.” It’s sort of like, if I knew the answer then
why do it? All I know is that something is happening and that I don’t
know and for sure couldn’t say what it is. Whatever it is, is ok and
wonderful and I feel like I’m going crazy and also killing myself. Just
like the kid said, “Really dumb” huh?

Heng Sure and I were watching expectantly as this fisherman
eagerly reeled in his line. Empty. He’s disappointed. We look at each
other and smile. Hooray for the fish! Amitabha!
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Chug, chug spurt, gurgle, glunk. A greyhound bus breaks down
directly across from us. The quiet so-so-ness of the morning breaks
for both of us. As the driver tries to fix the bus, people peer up
against the windows and watch. What do they see? All and each of
them.

A sense of circles. “See you later” is not just a phrase. It’s literally
true. (Einstein called it the Law of Conservation of Matter and
Energy – nothing’s produced or destroyed, just keeps changing,
coming around in circles in different shapes and forms. Buddhists
call it Karma and the Wheel.) The ants, the fisherman, the fish, dog
carcass, the bus full of people, the monks – circles upon circles within
circles in how many directions and dimensions? The mind reels.

It sounds like rain! Nope. Just a passing flash of bright colors and
spokes. A bicycle race. The tires and pedals sound just like rain on
the pavement. Looks like a caterpillar on wheels.

All pass by. We keep going. The ocean waves and we are pretty
constant. Even if the ocean stopped, we would not. On the other
hand, we take breaks, the ocean never rests. Never starts, never ends.
Yet it’s said oceans come and go in aeons of time. A blinking of the
eye, from the point of view of the vast, limitless Buddhanature
within us all. Imagine outlasting an ocean!

We’re doing more bowing – cutting the breaks to only when
essential (bathroom, knees, or writing).

Ch’an is very direct. Stop the mad mind and the false “self” and
wisdom appears. There’s no attaining this wisdom or losing it. It’s
right here inside and no amount of smarts helps the understanding –
all have it equally. It’s not hard to fathom. What’s hard is light build;
wearing long grey robes and shaved heads. Officers Johnson and
Lovick of Unit 100R Days completed a FIR on us, ran an N-W and
found AWWS. Which means, wrong guys. They were pretty friendly
after they frisked us “patted up down” as they call it.

This is California, the fringe, home of weirdoes, sour flower
children, religious cults and who knows? Monks in long robes are
suspect right off. This incident in Topanga fuels the image. It’s going
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to be slightly more difficult bowing through Topanga now with
everyone upset and worried about two monks knifing kids. It’s called
the Dharma Ending Age when the true is false and what seems stupid
has truth, and who can you trust and the “center will not hold.”

I’m sitting in the ants and weeds at an intersection of Highway 1
and Canyon Road. Heng Sure is in the van across the street in the lot
of a closed service station unraveling the diarrhea knots from his
stomach. I’m reading the Vinaya and Rules of Deportment. The
traffic is incredible. Bikers, boyscouts, van clans, families and
sirening rescue squads – every imaginable combination and then
some. The comments are pretty much the same. The horns and
hoots pass through and away. Screeching tires still send a shudder,
but less and less. It’s very hot and bumper and bumper. Last-day-of-
weekend tempers are a little sensitive, raw. We feel it too but the
bowing keeps us cool somehow.

We broke down and got some medicine for Heng Sure. He
resisted – wanted to win the battle – but he was losing his bowels
and a lot of fluids too. We’ll meditate for an hour and go back just in
time for rush hour.

On the farm people only move this fast when the hay needs to be
cut and stored before a rain, when a barn’s on fire, or when a
neighbor’s in trouble. They wouldn’t know what to make of folks
doing it every weekend and especially of the fools bowing and
praying through it. No sir!

The Last Hour on a Sunday
Car slows and someone spits in my face. I find a piece of paper

on the side of the road and wipe it off.
A VW ahead. When we bow up to it a little beach dirty boy with

sand and snot all over his face timidly comes up from around the
bus. “Please, you give this?” and hands me a dollar bill. Smiles inside
the bus. An arm reaches out the back window of the bus extending
a red carnation and a smile.
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Two men with too many beers come up from behind spitting
and do a mock bow with us. I don’t bother to wipe it off this time.

“Who are you?”
“Buddhist monks.”
“You are crazy. You’re out of your minds.” (Don’t I wish we

were really out of our minds.) Sirens, ambulance speeds past.
…the ants are smaller again, I’m afraid more casualties…
A motorcycle gang passes within inches. The last one revs up and

peels off. Deafening.
A woman walks over, “Please, what are your prayers for?” I hand

her a release.
The gas fumes are thick. The Detroit river swells. A car of young

men pulls alongside yelling and ridiculing. A lone surfer cleaning his
board and watching shouts at them, “Shut up. It’s beautiful.” They
drive off.

A pickup heads out of traffic into the shoulder accelerating
straight for us. At the last minute it veers in to traffic again. Peels of
laughter.

Two couples run up from behind jumping up and down, running
around us kissing the ground and hooting. “Get to work.”

“Did you lose something?”
“It’s ok. It’s Sunday.”
“Looking for something?”
“What the hell…” the usual comments (harmless). 
As we do the transference of merit the intensity pitches up,

another car aims for us. More mocking from the two couples – a red
cherry whacks my sash. “May all those who hear and see this work
soon bring forth the Bodhi heart…” A green VW pulls out of traffic
and heads for us “…be born together in the Land of Ultimate Bliss.”
We step aside, the car ploughs through, just like a bullfight. “Olé
Amitabha.” I’m beat!
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Heng Sure • June 13, 1977
That overworked muscle

All these cars. How can you follow them? I’ve got a finer car.
Never runs out of fuel because it’s powered by faith. Makes no noise
cause it’s not apart from the hearer. Doesn’t pollute cause there’s no
combustion. Can’t hurt anyone cause everyone’s already inside.
Doesn’t need roads and traffic lights because it’s boundless,
limitless, and obstructed in the ten directions. It’s no farther than a
thought, it’s more beautiful than any forms.

It’s the Great Vehicle. Powered by ultimate compassion and
engineered by perfect wisdom.

Don’t talk to me about Rolls, Mercedes, or Porsche; they are
common as afflictions. Take a ride in the great vehicle: the finest
coach on Dharma wheels. (One thing to watch: no reverse – it never
retreats! No neutral either, only 84,000 forward speeds.)

I lengthened the wheelbase of my bowing today after lunch and
everything suddenly was different. No pain in toes and knees, for
one; no compression of stomach and bowels, for two; the mindful-
ness increased immediately; the recitation changed immediately from
a minor to a major tune; my eyes fell into place; I felt better and I
stretched out and actually relaxed as I bowed. It was really
wonderful. All the bowing I have done to this point has been tight
and cramped and doubled up in a defensive knot. Too fast, minor
key and tense, resulting in hurt, tension, and no clarity.

As I bowed along this afternoon I actually experienced a few
seconds of mental rest – I gave my mind, that overworked muscle, a
total break and just held it still for about five or fifteen seconds. I
nearly cried feeling the cleanliness and happiness and gratitude of
every cell in my brain. I reflected on the ceaseless abuse I give my
brain and the wasted energy and I almost cried.

I started to use the vajra sword today to cut the false thoughts (all
thoughts) and it worked fine. Cleared them out as they appeared. I
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got lazy and set it down for five minutes. Immediately my head
started to react – sent hassles, worries, doubts, distractions. I
recognized the state and the ch’an session-like need to stay right on
target all the time or else the “leg pain” is unbearable. The bowing is
moving up notches in terms of cultivation.

Heng Chau • June 13, 1977
The ninth wind; Practice without study is blind

To the eight winds a ninth can be added: semis. Diesel trucks.
Along the oily Detroit River it is always windy. The trucks ride the
asphalt rapids and the winds follow. Awesome power, I was lifted
back on my heels this morning by a 1-2 combination of a Whiteliner
followed by a piggy-back Fruehauf International.

Walking up to Heng Sure bowing after parking the van I realized
how strange and stupid we must look. In a monastery the clothes,
reverence, and slow bowing all fit, blend in, make sense. It’s what
you expect. But along the highway? Why?

Well there’s lot of reasons. One, there’s a saying “After reading
10,000 books one should walk 10,000 miles.” Theory without
practice is sterile; practice without study is blind.

But there’s also the cultivation of “no dwelling.” Literally one
purposely moves about, travels light and lives simple to become
detached from worldly things and states of mind of security and
permanence. Stay on the edge; don’t get too comfortable. Avoid
hanging on to the anchor of material pleasures and “home.”

But ultimately, why not? Why not pray and bow and meditate
along the road? What is the world for?

…a man stops his car, gets out and walks over to us. He is a little
theatrical in his mannerisms, but seems sincere. Maybe just a little
uncertain about us. Turns out he lived in a Tibetan Buddhist
monastery for nine months and heard of Gold Mountain through
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some contact by mail. “You’re the first people I’ve seen from there,
though. Tell me, is this Chinese Buddhism?”

Monk: “If it’s really true Buddhism then it isn’t any race or
country’s or even just for people. It’s everything, all beings.”

Man: “Right. That’s really true…”
…so why not? A couple of years ago along this same highway I

picked up a hitchhiker. An American Indian, he was on his way back
to this tribe after “being in the world and cities to see” for a couple
of years. Had this fascinating idea that the planet earth was just one
of many advanced and civilized specks in the universe. Eventually
this planet like countless others would peak and extinguish because
of uncontrolled technology and wars. If that didn’t occur, the
universe naturally would reclaim the earth just as the earth naturally
reclaims itself (people, plants, cities, etc. all get eaten up by the
earth). “Just watch the ocean reclaim the coast” he said as we rode
along and pointed to piers and houses leaning into the sea, corroded
autos and dead fish.

This process had reclaimed a number of planets in our solar
system, and according to Indian calculations, earth was next. There
was a way out – a way to get off the planet and move on, dwelling
nowhere and anywhere, he believed. And now he was going back to
study with the old men of his tribe to learn how “to leave and return
home.” As he got out he said “It’s getting late. I’ve wasted much of
my time and spirit. They are precious gifts.”

Later, at Gold Mountain, I heard an almost identical explanation
of the universe and life on other planets. Somehow it felt a little
clearer and ok to be out bowing after remembering that other
incident along this same highway #1.

Police car pulls up, this one not so friendly. “So what are you two
going to do – flip flop on the side of the road some more?”

Us: “Well we’re bowing to San Francisco and then north to
Mendocino County.”
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Unmoved and in a tough voice he throws his thumb over his
shoulder saying, “Well don’t stay in my area too long, you know what
I mean? San Francisco’s that way.”…three steps, one flip flop.

Red VW pulls up blocking our way. We sidestep and go on.
Young woman and child get out. Folded hands, respectful but…
something feels off. She hands me a lapel button with a color picture
of Guru Maharaji. I hand it back and continue bowing.

Not put off she comes back, stands real close with the child
again. “The Guru Maharaji is all you need. Do you know?”

Me: “We know about him. We weren’t interested. Excuse me but
I want to keep bowing.”

“You know. You know about him! And still you want to do this?”
No answer, keep bowing.
“He is here, now. There’s no reason to pray, he is in your heart –

quit this.”
Keep bowing.
She pushes around front. Really persistent and kind of shaky,

searching in her intensity to convert me. The kid is leaning down,
staring curiously at Heng Sure. She has brought back pictures,
pamphlets, newspapers. I decline and try to keep bowing.

Finally she says, “I love you so much” and embraces me tightly.
Lucky for the slippery nylon sash I swivel out. This is getting sticky.
The cop is back watching this all across the highway. The kid can’t
decide which is more interesting – Heng Sure crawling on the road
or his mother trying to corral and hug the other one. Who knows
what the cop is thinking.

“You are being tricked! Think only who is the Guru Maharaji,
who is the Guru Maharaji” she keeps repeating this like a hypnotist
on the Ted Mack Amateur Hour.

“The guru is in your heart. He is your Lord.” She is getting
frenetic; I’m getting a little nervous. I’m feeling a little dizzy and
numb for some reason after the hug. I think of Shih Fu and Guan
Yin Bodhisattva. In a few seconds a garbage truck drives toward us
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and the cop starts to move. She gets scared and splits shouting
“remember I love you. Who is the Guru Maharaji, who is in your
heart… so much.” The kid still hasn’t made up his mind and now
there’s a garbage truck too. The cop has made up his mind and keeps
us under tight surveillance the rest of the morning and through
lunch. We are in Topanga Beach.

Bowing along a long empty stretch for over two hours. Hot,
thirsty, tired, but ok, I thought. Suddenly a man steps up out of
nowhere (Neptune’s locker?) and says, “yeah, but why Buddhism?”
I couldn’t find any words. How many times have you been
someplace where all the words left?

“Hey, boys, Jesus Christ wants to save you from Hell’s fire.”
When I came up from the bow, whoever it was was walking away
behind us. Never saw his face. Fast redemption.

Two brothers from Massachusetts, just out of the service, sit
frozen on a fence next to their new MG watching us pass. They look
like they took us to see the country together. They have military
haircuts and one is dangling a Frisbee loosely in one hand. Very
quiet, just the waves breaking and the four of us crossing circles.

I thought of an answer to “But why Buddhism?” Because I
wanted to get to the heart of things, to the ultimate and Buddhism
has a tradition of over 3000 years old that does just that – it’s direct,
democratic, and honest. It shows you the Way, asks nothing in
return, no hype and you either walk or you don’t, it’s up to you.
That’s why Buddhism.

We found a shower on the side of an abandoned lifeguard tower.
Cold water, but it works.

If I only do one step at a time, it’s all ok. As soon as I look ahead
or around or outside in any direction I feel the contradictions and
knots shrink my world and a light spirit gets heavy. Dusty.

At the transference of merit at day’s end a skate boarder rolled
up and watched. On our last bow he put his palms together, did a
half bow, turned and rolled away. About 30 yards later he stopped,
paused, turned and gave us the thumbs up salute and a smile.
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Heng Chau • June 14, 1977
I was just thinking the same thing

“Get off the roadway,” blared the voice over the speaker.
California Highway Patrol man stops us. Seems the only legal and
safe place to bow is off the pavement but not past the telephone
poles. A small corridor, to be sure, on Highway 1. It’s hard on the
knees and elbows bowing on gravel and that’s where the weed killer
chemicals concentrate. Oh well.

“You’re going to get nailed out here.” he says. He was really
concerned for our safety.

Impermanence
When traffic is heavy, which is almost always the case, and

especially semi trucks, we get hit by winds, dirt, and flying garbage.
But the little ants and bugs get swirled and thrown yards at a time.

An ant crawling into his home six inches from my nose, in an
instant was ripped into the air by a gust from a passing truck and
disappeared. Maybe he/she is now on the beach or in the ocean or
on the road. Who knows? Can’t get too attached with that kind of
impermanence facing you every step. Are we much different?

Lots of police cars watching us today. Just watching. I’ll probably
dream about those black and white Dodges all night.

Bowing on the gravel is painful. My whole body tries to shift the
weight off the knees and elbows to compensate. Like when you
sprain an ankle the rest of the body adjusts to cover for the unusable
part. Result: the rest of the body gets stiff and sore.

As we pulled over into an empty bluff for the night we saw a
station wagon. A war veteran with one arm and his friend we had
seen earlier were sitting inside. Heng Sure said, “I wonder if they
could use some food. We got a lot more today than we need.”

“I was just thinking the same thing,” I said.
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Just then one of them got out and came over, “We were
wondering if you had any food you could spare?” We loaded them
up, glad for a chance to give. They were really hungry. Good vibes.

States: At the end of bowing today after meditation strange
visuals. Everything – trees, sand, buildings, cars, socks – was moving
almost like the whole planet was breathing and very slowly rippling
in waves, like everything was almost not solid but fluid. Spatial
dimensions changed and I couldn’t tell usual depth and perspective.
An airplane overhead looked so close I could touch it, everything
was uniquely separate and yet inseparably one. Too much bowing on
gravel and hot sun me thinks!

A lay couple brought lunch offering accompanied by two
upasikas, one with her son.

In meditation sitting, when I sit, more and more a wave of heat
runs up the spinal area and then around the top and then the entire
body. Prickling and throbbing, sensitive in palms and on top of head.
Much like feeling the sun hit the back of your head, neck and
shoulders through a window after being in the shade for awhile –
only this is inside as well.

Heng Sure • June 15, 1977
Lasting satisfaction does not drift away before the wind

How fine to have someone make the distinction for us: L.A.
County Sheriffs approach in four squad cars and a paddy wagon.
Five deputies surround us hostile and wary. “Got your knives with
you?” (They think we are the knife-assault robe-wearers.) “Where
you going, to see your guru up the road?” I get frisked from behind. 

“No, we’re going to Mendocino county.”
“Oh, wait a minute, are you guys Krishna or Buddhist?”
“Buddhists! We’ve been checked by Johnson and Lovick.” 
“Oh, okay, never mind then. Hey do you do that all day?”

(Everyone visibly relaxes.)
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“Yeah, we get up at four and pray and meditate and bow until
10:00 at night and we eat once a day. We are total vegetarians, too.”

Whistles of admiration… grins and slow shakes of heads. “Wow.
One meal a day?”

“Okay, see you later. Good luck.”
“Hope you catch ’em.”
“You guys don’t carry weapons?”
“It’s against the rules!”
“That’s good news! See you.”

Existence is a Passing Truck of Fruit
You’re bowing in the gutter on a blazing shimmering tarmac

highway. The glare forces your eyes shut, the roar of traffic plugs
your ears, your knees, hands, elbows, and forehead all pain and ache
so you hardly feel your body. Your mind recites the praise of the
sutra and the assembly until it feels full and fuller and expanding. All
senses are plugged up, blocked and busy. All doors are closed save
one.

Suddenly in the next breath it’s lemon heaven. A totally all-
pervasive cloud of lemon scent attacks the nose, fills the ten direc-
tions, and perfumes the Dharma Realm. You think, “I must be
bowing under a lemon grove.” Or “somebody broke a bottle of
lemon juice on the gutter.” You take your eyes off your nose long
enough to scan for lemons and there is nothing, nothing but the
envelope of scent and the mind of passing semi-trailer. What seemed
so real is absolutely empty, just like reality.

In fact, your mind rallies to supply the information: last week
standing on the cliffs in Santa Monica during exercises you saw two
huge trucks packed full of yellow lemons and one of red strawberries
heading south for the farmers markets of L.A. and San Diego. That
truck leaves a trail of fragrance behind like a comet’s tail, that’s what
passed on the road and fooled you into thinking you’d bowed your
way into a lemon mine.
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Half an hour later the scent of strawberries clouded around my
world and permeated every hair pore – yes, another passing fruit
truck.

A thought occurs: isn’t that the way with life? In this world of
impermanence, your senses tell you there is something real right
before you and when you try to find happiness by reaching for it, it
disappears. Real happiness is not found in things or in ideas. Lasting
satisfaction does not drift away before the wind because it is borne of
faith, practice, and vows and solid accomplishment in the eternally
dwelling Three Treasure of the Buddha, the Dharma, and the Sangha.
When the fruit truck passes, put your head down and bow.

Heng Chau • June 15, 1977
A better, less hateful world

Malibu.
Experiment: Have found less food and more cultivation leaves

me with a lighter body and mind. There is less pain. Especially
noticeable in bowing, an easy weightless touch down and lift off
from knees and elbows.

After eating too much home Chinese cooking for lunch I had a
chance to check the variables (i.e. greed). More food and less cultiva-
tion go hand in hand. Together body and mind felt like a careful
blend of cement and mashed potatoes, and more…

“Gathering the light” creates more energy. If you can circulate
this energy properly somehow it changes into concentration and
then wisdom. But as it builds so does the desire to spill it through
talking, sex, anger, and yes, overeating (my case yesterday.) Where
before lunch I felt like Tinkerbell, rarified, air-light after rigging-out
my energy dropped to stagnant water. I was unsettled, heavy, full of
desire thoughts, and in pain on the gravel.

This energy “light” I feel coming from the bowing feels like fuel
– fuel to cut off and cross over my afflictions and yin energy. There’s
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literally little room for food – it somehow is replaced by another
source of power.

A neatly dressed man in business suit started to climb into his
sports car but saw us coming and stopped to watch. “Can I ask what
you’re doing?” he asked politely.

“We’re Buddhist monks making a pilgrimage.” I gave him a
release.

“What kind of Buddhist?”
“Really there is only one kind. Everybody and everything is

included.”
“I know,” he pressed, “But give me a handle, something I can

grab onto.”
“OK. Practicing. We’re practicing Buddhists from Gold

Mountain Monastery in San Francisco.”
“Well I want you gentlemen to know I really respect what you are

doing.”
A little later he came back… “My wife saw you out on the

highway last night, could we get you some food? Do you need
anything?”

“Well we only eat once a day at noon and we never ask for
anything. If people would like to make offerings we accept; if they
don’t, that’s ok too. We never ask.”

“Well I would like to!” He goes inside and returns with some
fruit and a bottle of apple juice. “No meat or dairy products, is that
right?” (I don’t know how he knew that.) “Can you shake hands?”
We both smile and shake. “I want you to know that what you are
doing is really good. I just came out to go to work and just seeing you
bowing here made me feel different – better and more peaceful. I
hope others will feel the same way, too. Then we really will have a
better, less hateful world. I mean it. Good luck to you!”

A truck loaded full of just picked bright yellow lemons rolled by.
I fake thought, “Ah, if one or two fell off we could cool off with
some lemonade.” Shortly after, another truck rolled by loaded with
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Navy fighter jets. I thought again, “If one of those jets fell off what
good would it be?” In fact when it gets to where and whom it’s
going, what good will it do? On the other hand, that truck could have
carried enough lemons to cool off a whole army. Dharma delivery
trucks I didn’t see, but the lemons were closer than fighter jets.

A voice sounds from the sky, “You fellows with a religious group
or something?” I hesitate to look up. I mean hearing voices from the
skies – could be the gods. I chance it. An old carpenter is peeking
over the roof edge waiting for an answer. We give him a release.
“Wouldn’t it be more pleasant to walk along the beach and do it?”

“Well, we’re out to do hard work at our monastery. And it’s
designed to be unpleasant – that’s the work.” 

“Well, I really admire you. Thanks!” He disappears again.
Two Dharma protecting upasikas from Los Angeles brought a

meal offering. One of them had just finished a one-week fast – just
water. Really something considering she started to cultivate under
the Master’s guidance only a short time ago. She runs a busy home
and is swimming in a mess of activities and groups. Pretty remark-
able. Sounds simple until you try it.

We were bowing a little fast this A.M., but after a tune up we
slowed into our regular pace. As we broke for lunch we walked past
a wipeout accident involving three cars. Looked like one missed the
curve and slid into two others on the side. Had we maintained our
earlier fast pace we might have been right about there when it
happened.

About 2:00 P.M. Heng Sure and I came up slowly from a bow
and found ourselves completely surrounded by police cars. Four
squad cars and a special four-wheel-drive paddy wagon. Sheriff
deputies were jumping and rushing towards us, nervous and ready
for action, each with one hand on his nightstick. “Watch out Bill he’s
got a bag behind his back.” (Inside was The Vinaya).

“Careful, Charlie, the one in front’s got something concealed
under his robe.” (Heng Sure’s pack – Buddha sharira and
Avatamsaka Sutra).
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Before I know it I’m being frisked and “patted” from two sides.
“Where is the knife? No weapons?” 

In the din someone hollers, “You Krishnas or Buddhists?”
“Buddhists,” we reply. “We’re Bhuddist monks.”
“Oh, they’re Buddhists! The Buddhists.” Everything subsides

and mellows. “It’s ok fellows, relax, they aren’t the Krishnas.”
Then the questions roll. We hand out releases and letters. They

read and wonder:
“Only one meal a day?”
“Vegetarian, too.”
“Really?”
“To a monastery in Mendocino?”
One of them wants to know if there’s more to read. He’s been

reading the entire release carefully. We get advice of routes, traffic,
etc. ahead. “Watch out for the dogs, they’re worse than the cars.”

“Well good luck to you.”
“Yeah, have a good trip.” And as quickly as they appeared, they

disappeared. What made all the difference between a bust and a lot
of bad vibes and what happened? Precepts. “We aren’t allowed to
carry weapons.”

“We don’t use drug or alcohol.”
“We don’t beg or solicit – it’s against our rules.”
In fact as soon as they knew we were Buddhists, they never even

finished searching us. “No lying.” The word spreads.
The next result of all this police “contact” has been positive.

They expect the worst and find otherwise and in that kind of work,
that’s something to talk about. I don’t know diddle about the
Krishnas, but it’s clear the precepts would help them and I was real
glad I wasn’t one today.
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Heng Sure • June 16, 1977
It would be like asking a dog to play the piano

Seen from the road: Malibu fences on the hi-way have signs to
keep out strangers.

Beware of Dog!
Beware of big Cat!
Danger! Pet snakes!
Security by Westinghouse.

We ask: have you had any responses? That deserves a detailed
answer. No I haven’t seen the Buddha and not because it doesn’t
work like it says in the Avatamsaka but because I don’t yet deserve
to see the Buddha. My good roots are not yet ripe and deep enough.
Why do I say this? I have had some responses on my own level. That
is, I have clearly seen these last two days how thoroughly bad my
karma has been. In this life alone I have created enormous heaps of
bad deeds, mostly with sex, drugs, and lying. Until these deeds are
well repented of and until my behavior changes for the better long
enough to balance out the time I was misbehaving, I don’t expect
any transcendent states to occur. It would be like asking a dog to play
the piano or a silk worm to sit up and talk about baseball.

Every time I bow and return the light vigorously I uncover fresh
memories of painful episodes in which my selfish desires lead people
into harmful actions – purely out of selfish lust and self-seeking.
There has been a response: I have not had my head blown off or
been eaten by demons… yet. That I have been allowed to cultivate
the Way is a miracle in itself; let’s not look for any “states.” The
school Instilling Virtue is tremendously important and the principles
of virtue, chastity and obedience to one’s parents are priceless
treasures. I only wish I had gone to Instilling Virtue Elementary
School. I would not have wasted all my own cultivation roots nor
would I have brought pain to do many others.
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And I have surely injured my own brain with smoke and
chemicals, as surely as if I had buried a precious sword in the mud
for six years. When the sword is finally pulled from the mud, it won’t
cut very much. It has to be re-forged, has to find a new edge and be
re-honed. Hopefully the steel has not lost its tempering. I don’t look
for unconditioned realization until this process has taken its long,
slow time. That I can work on the sword is itself a great gift.

So have I had any responses? Yes, I have. I have not been able to
fly, nor to run. I don’t yet know how to walk, but I’m practicing my
bowing and slowly, surely, under the patient, compassionate
guidance of a good and wise teacher, I am learning how to stand.

My heart is full of shame but my mind is at rest with my life. I
would rather be a bhikshu disciple of the Venerable Master Hua,
working to bring Buddhism to this world and to my own life than be
doing any other job or work or walking any other way on the planet,
in the Dharma realm.

As for lying karma, I’m not talking. Hope that stops the leak.

Heng Sure # June 16, 1977
We are not allowed to carry weapons, it’s against the rules

Dear Shr Fu,
We are three miles outside of Malibu and making our way along

the gutters and driveways of the Pacific Coast Highway. Kuo Shih
and Kuo Hsiang Woo are coming out this Sunday with the little cart
which we parked at Gold Wheel, and they’ll drive the green van back
to South Pasadena. Outside of Malibu it looks like the countryside
opens up and we will be able to find spots to pitch the tent at night
and camp. The trip should change in flavor at that time – no more
leap-frogging through the traffic to a parking space and then walking
back to resume the bowing. But through the populated parts of the
trip, through L.A., the van was the only way to go. Now that we’re on
open road with the traffic flying by, the truth of the proverb “When
you get to the mountain, there’s sure to be a road,” is really evident.
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What looks to the eye like a totally impassable section of road for
monks and pedestrians, looks very different from your knees.
Bowing space always appears, naturally and effortlessly before us. It’s
pretty amazing. People come up and say, “You bowed through there?
Where?” I hope it is the same when we encounter the superhighway.

Gold Mountain Buddhists have already got a good reputation with
the law authorities – for being peaceful, law-abiding, rule-following
citizens. Not far from here in Topanga last week there was a bad
incident: two robe-wearing, shaven-headed young men who fit our
description assaulted a sixteen-year-old boy and held him at knife-
point for an hour. Two L.A. Sheriffs stopped us, frisked us, did a
whole series of check-outs for warrants, I.D.’s, etc., etc. When they
decided that we were not the ones they wanted, they relaxed (they said
they thought the assailants were Hare Krishnas) and asked a little bit
about our trip. The cops were efficient, and they left wishing us well.

Three days later (yesterday afternoon) we were suddenly
surrounded by four more squad cars and a paddy wagon. They came
out of nowhere and swarmed like moths around a lightbulb. This
group didn’t know about the first check-out, and approached us very
hostilely and warily, saying, “Do you have your knives on you?”
Heng Chau answered, “We are not allowed to carry weapons, it’s
against the rules.” “Oh, are you Buddhists or Krishnas?” “We are
Buddhists!” “Oh, yeah, it’s you guys. Okay. No problem. Say, do you
do that bowing all day?” Heng Chau said, “Yes. We get up at 4:00
and pray and meditate and bow until 10:00 p.m. We eat one
vegetarian meal a day.” Whistles of admiration, grins, and slow
shakes of heads from the cops: “Wow. Only one meal a day? Okay,
see you later. Watch out for cars. Good luck.”

Shr Fu, the visit to Gold Wheel Temple gave us a great deal of
inspiration and turned our work in wonderful ways. To witness the
Master’s selflessness, his virtue and compassion brings us great
delight. At Gold Mountain it is easy to rely on the Master’s constant
presence and his everyday example of virtuous conduct. Away from
Gold Mountain, out here on the road, meeting with people from all
directions, we get a keen appreciation of the Master’s consummate
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skill and eloquence, his mastery of human-nature and his penetration
of others’ conditions and potentials. Most uncanny in the Sage is the
strength of water: it never contends at any point. It yields, takes the
last place, the lowest place, accords with all conditions but never
struggles. This is easy to speak of, exceptionally difficult to practice
and most awesome to witness. I find myself asking: “What would
Shr Fu do in a situation like this?” The answer: “Don’t false think!
Never mind! What are you going to do? You can’t climb on your
teacher’s conditions all your life. Stand on your own feet! Use your
own wisdom! Accord with conditions and do not move! Turn the
light back, be patient and ‘don’t get angry swo pwo he.’ Be like water.
The soft overcomes the hard.” 

I wrote an essay on responses, and one of the paragraphs goes
like this:

“So have I had any responses? No, nothing magical. I’m too raw,
too much a beginner with too many karmic debts to pay back; but on
the other hand, amid mundane dharmas I have had a response. I’ve
clearly seen the foundation of my cultivation and the purpose of my
life. This is a response. I don’t know how to fly or even how to run.
I don’t yet know how to walk, but I’m practicing bowing and slowly,
surely, under the patient and compassionate guidance of a good and
wise Teacher, I am learning how to stand on my own, and how to
stand for Buddhism.”

Jotted this down while waiting out a case of diarrhea on a very
hot afternoon:

Disciple Guo Chen (Heng Sure)
bows in respect

Three Steps, One Bow / Gold Mountain Cultivation Is
no talking no drinking only prayer
no looking no smoking only shame
no joking no lying down only reflection
no watching no relaxing only others
no listening no hiding
no self
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Heng Chau • June 16, 1977
Thank you for sharing it with us

Some Dharma Verse From Malibu

Every day another test 
way down low in Malibu

Keep on tryin’ to try your best 
way down small in Malibu

Buddhadharma’s in the West 
solid bowing, never rest

Three steps, one bow in Malibu.

End the false and dusty “you.”
way down low in Malibu.

Three steps, one bow, the gutters through
way down small in Malibu

Letting go ’til the mind unglues
lower, smaller ’til there’s no “you”

No steps, no bows, no Malibu.

Got the teacher, got the lore
way down low in Malibu

Got the Flower Garland Store
way down small in Malibu

Here amid the diesel’s roar
here beside the ocean’s shore

Three steps, one bow in Malibu

Boy on bike: “I’ve seen you all up and down the coast. I thought
you were bowing to Mecca.” I hand him a release. “Oh yeah?
Buddhists. What do they bow to?”

“To you and to me. To everything and everybody.”
“All right! Good luck!”
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Tension
Alternating between states of pure madness where everything is

ripping loose and floating away – trees, houses, horns, people,
myself – shift and float like a three-dimensional mirage. I could be
anywhere at anytime and anybody or a ghost.

Then suddenly it turns to fire. Doubts pour in – I think of my
family, what I left behind in laylife – doubts about Buddhism, my
teacher. It’s terrible. Impatient and on edge, highstrung and weird.
Like a bow string and arrow just before release. Sitting meditation is
the internal Fire Department now. Bowing seems to neutralize,
equalize too.

There is this internal welling up of too much yang energy like
every pore could shoot it out, explode. The center is in my lower
back and belly and my spine feels like a rod of steel cartilage or fiber-
glass.

Everything outside is singularly flat and unappealing – empty
which adds to the pressure inside. Of all the places and things I
imagine doing, each is worse than where I am now, bowing once
every three steps, being a Buddhist monk. Only the high Sierras get
a stir and I know once I was there I’d still be itching to be here. How
can that be? There’s no going back and each day the road narrow and
it gets hotter every step and for sure things are churning and
changing. Hang on.

Two women sitting on a broken down black Cadillac asked
about the pilgrimage and then said, “Thank you for sharing it with
us. Good luck.”

At the end of the day three women in long dresses and beat up
earth shoes with three little kids came up. Everyone took turns
bowing and then presented some fruits, nuts, and apple-lemon juice.
They wanted to know if we were being taken care of for food. “We
are well cared for,” I said. And we are, in every way.
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Heng Sure • June 17, 1977
The Avatamsaka Highway in the Saha world

The work is to cut off all needs outside your own energy system
and hold in your energy. Don’t think about anything outside or want
anything, and at the same time, keep a schedule of pure practices
going, control your body and mouth and work on a transcendental
technique for transforming your narrow vision of the mundane into
a holistic view of the interpenetrating perfection and completion of
both noumena and phenomena.

If you can do this for a long time, if you don’t slack off on
energy, if your purpose is true and your vision does not waver, if
your time is ripe and your past vows firm and well-guided, then
maybe, just maybe, it will all come together and fuse in this life and
you will turn your body’s essence into adamantine seeds of sagehood
(sharira).

You’ve got one chance in a thousand. Are you dumb enough to
try? If you thought Marine boot camp was tough, try being in a
Buddhist training monastery. What’s the difference? Here you do it
all to yourself voluntarily.

If you’re really clear about what you’re doing and if your faith is
strong, then none of the so-called “bitter practices” feel like
suffering. What hurts is the self. What brings joy is helping other
work to enlightenment. Get rid of the self; work for others – no
pain, no suffering, no bitterness. Good work.

In the “World Ruler’s Adornments” Chapter of the Avatamsaka
Sutra which we recite each evening, the text and verses describe the
states and the methods to liberation of gods, dragons, and the
eightfold pantheon of spiritual beings. Their work in the mundane
world has to do with personal cultivation and with various practices
that benefit living beings in the world. These Bodhisattvas end
suffering for others and make them happy, they reduce their afflic-
tions, fears, worries, and obstacles and they use a great many kinds
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of techniques called expedients or “skill-in-means” to bring others
to faith, to understanding, and to a vision of the Tathagata.

The Thus Come One’s overwhelming size, his powers, his
compassion, and his longevity are praised and extolled. Superlatives
abound and most often one hears of the uselessness of words to
capture the actual nature and magnitude of the goings-on in the
Flower-Store world.

One can easily see why the preface describes the sutra as being
understandable only by the Great Bodhisattvas whose capacity,
spiritual comprehension, and skills are already vast and great. “Even
advanced Bodhisattvas are left behind like fish scales dried on the
dragon gate” (from having failed to make the jump and fallen to the
reefs below).

The sutra is a challenge, an inspiration, a dream, and a puzzle. To
us it is a roadmap marking the days of work for the Triple Jewel here
on the Avatamsaka Highway in the Saha world.

How much of everyday life of the 20th century do we have no
part of? Take a look:

– keeping up with the news on T.V., radio, papers, and
magazines.

– buying and making payments on material things.
– living for the weekends and vacations.
– working 8 to 4 or 9 to 5
– killing, stealing, lying, and playing around.
– meat, alcohol, and tobacco.
– grooming, perfuming, clothes.
– dating, chasing, and cheating.
– movies and concerts and television and records.
– intoxicants, stimulants, and relaxants.
– sports: spectator and participant.
– fads and trends.
– health and life insurance.



June 17, 1977 • One Heart Bowing 187
– time and labor-saving appliances.
– electricity

Although we do not deal with the above list of activities and
pursuits, our lives are full and meaningful, satisfying and active. We
contribute to and we share in the basic concerns of all people: birth,
death, suffering and joy, ignorance and wisdom. And we save a lot of
energy this way, which we devote to our work and to all beings
everywhere. The key word for success in cultivation we hear over
and over is sincere. In English sincere means sin without cere wax.
Without wax, i.e. no mask, no covering, no falseness. In Chinese the
word is ch’eng hsin. Hsin is mind or heart. Ch’eng can be analyzed as
words which are brought about, established, accomplished, i.e. you
practice what you preach, you are as good as your word, you stand
behind your words, you are a person of your word, you do what you
say in your mind. This is sincerity.

Both languages express a state of being here and now, the
immediacy of being totally present, without reserve, without
pretense or expectation, no going forward or backwards, no
postponing or calculating, no hesitation or selfishness – no wax –  as
good as your word. Unmasked, you practice what you preach! This
is sincerity.

Heng Chau • June 17, 1977
It’s all right, ladies, they don’t bite

Talked with an older City Maintenance man. Good conversation.
His questions were practical and probing. “Where do you sleep?
Why don’t you talk? Do you have ten thousand of those Buddhas?”
Relaxed and natural, we parted less skeptical and more in touch.
Later another crew had heard about us through him (Josi) and came
out. Looked like trouble. Three big redneck hardhats were towering
over us. The big one asked, “What’s in it for you?”
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“Well, we’re trying to cool ourselves down a bit and hopefully
touch others the same way. If we can spend a year without fighting
or giving bad vibes then it won’t be wasted.”

“Man you’re so right! There’s sure a lot of hate around and I’ve
done my share of sending bad vibes and fighting.”

Me: “That’s the point! The world is that much cooler if you don’t
send hate into it.”

Him: “Don’t you get bothered by folks, hassled?”
Me: “We get all sorts of responses and we try not to be thrown

by praise or ridicule. It we get mad or feel hate then we’ve failed. If
we let it go by, it goes out and it’s gone.”

Him: “For sure! Listen, you have a good trip buddy.” Followed
by a crushing handshake and a big smile.

Another: “You ain’t Krishnas?”
Me: “No.”
Him: “What’s the difference?”
Me: “Twenty-six hundred years of the real stuff – strict vows of

no killing, no stealing, no lying, no drugs or alcohol, and no sexual
misconduct and a lot of hard work and study. You don’t become a
Buddhist monk overnight.”

Outside a real estate company a man walked up and said,
“Excuse me, could you tell me a little about what you are doing?” He
was a cross between Roy Rogers and an astronaut: straight, honest
looking and not the least bit put off by our shaved heads and robes.
He had just stepped out of his office reading a contract, saw
something of genuine interest and asked. We talked.

“Well, we are Buddhist monks and we’re making a pilgrimage to
a monastery, City of Ten Thousand Buddhas in northern Cali-
fornia.”

“I see. And the bowing? I am really interested.”
“Well. We are praying and trying to lessen our own hatred and

stupidity. If we can influence others to do the same then the world’s
a little less likely to have wars and disasters.”
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“Hmm. Very interesting.” He was the kind of man who ran a
business instead of the other way around. He respected hard work
and sincerity and in a way represented one of the best parts of
America: an openness to new and different ideas that judged on the
basis of “well now that makes sense” or “that’s straight talk” or
“that’s where it’s at.” He was 50ish and even talked like Roy Rogers.
He took a release and said, “Thank you for your time. You’ve given
me something to think about. Good luck.”

Shortly after, an older woman who came out to check her mail
noticed us and gave a friendly, maternal smile and went inside. Kind
of like “Now isn’t that nice to see.” Later we heard, “Yoo hoo, yoo
hoo, boys.” We looked up and on the balcony of an upstairs
apartment is a woman, waving two cans in her hands. “Can you have
some Fresca to cool you off?”

I stick a release in her mailbox saying, “Your thoughtfulness is
appreciated but we have vowed not to drink soda pop during the
pilgrimage.” Much peace. 

A mother and baby pass by with a carriage. Quite a pleasant little
street. Looks a lot different from our knees than when we first drove
through. Then it looked forbidding and cold. As I come up from a
bow I hear car doors slam and running feet. “OK you guys stay
where you are.” The police again. It’s a pre-rehearsed harassment
and intimidation trip. Immediately they start frisking roughly –
jabbing, poking. He rips off my sash and tosses it on the car hood
and starts tugging my robe off. The other one is working on Heng
Sure. The sutra has been put on the ground, but it’s not the time to
protest, just wait it out.

“How come you aren’t out of my area yet?”
“Well, we are making a pilgrimage and …”
“I don’t care what you’re doing.”
The other one: “Where do you sleep?”
Me: “Someone has let us use of a van until we bow…” cut off.



190 One Heart Bowing • June 17, 1977
Cop: “Bowing huh? Seems like you’re doing too much bowing
and not enough walking. Sleeping here, there, and everywhere.”

Other cop: “Yeah. I saw you three days ago only one mile south
and told you then to get moving.” It wasn’t true but it didn’t matter.
It was a time to be quiet and endure.

Cop: “Why did you bother that woman and her baby?”
Me: “We didn’t even talk to her.”
Cop: “Listen. You get out and get out quick. Every time I see you

bowing I’m going to shake you like this and worse. And if you’re not
gone real soon there ain’t no monk in the world gonna save you, ya
hear?” They start to leave. I grab my sash from the hood – our stuff
is scattered on the street. “Officer could I ask…” No response. They
peel out and are gone as quickly as they came.

As we are putting ourselves together a family of four walks up
having witnessed the whole incident and acts like nothing had
happened. Calmly and with warm smiles they ask, “Can we have
your blessings and one of those fliers?”

Us: “Well, we don’t have any virtue or blessings, but here’s a
release explaining a little of what the pilgrimage is about.”

Looking back, they were very interesting people but they came
up at a time when we were pulling the pieces together from the
police and we didn’t handle it too well. But then who knows, maybe
that’s just the way it worked out best.

Took an hour off to visit the sheriff and local California Highway
Patrol to try and clear the air. It should be ok now.

As we start bowing a very bizarre man strolls up and stares
swaying back and forth rubbing his hands. Finally he says, “Yes, sir,
I’ve prayed along this very street myself, I have.”

No response.
“Anything I can help you with?”
Me: “Uh, no, no thanks. We’re fine.”
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At the end of the day a man sat next to us and waited. “Is it ok
to talk?”

“For a minute.”
“I’ve been watching you from Santa Monica and I have some

questions.”
“Oh?”
He then proceeded to rattle off some very detailed logistical

questions: “Three steps, one bow every inch? What about intersec-
tions? What about going to the toilet, do you have to bow there and
back? To get a drink of water? What about crossing the highway? Do
you sleep?” and so on. He was very serious and these questions
seemed very important to him. I answered as best I could, and
satisfied, he walked over to his VW bus and drove off.

Sometimes I get an inkling of what the bears in Yosemite and
Yellowstone must see. Often people will drive, cautiously roll down
their car windows and stealthily snap a picture of us. Then they
quickly roll up the winder and speed away. “I got it, I got it! Hurry
let’s go before they get us!” Better yet are the “stalkers” who tiptoe
up (usually from behind) snap and streak back to safety. Passing by
a Jack-in-the-Box some women tiptoed carefully around us like we
were skunks. Someone off-stage drawled, “It’s all right, ladies, they
don’t bite.”

I wanted to say, “That’s right, we are vegetarians.”
Everyday we offer flowers to the Buddhas and Bodhisattvas.

There are flowers everywhere along highway #1. The more we bow,
the more we find. Even in the most unlikely, lowly places.
Sometimes in a pile of gravel, garbage, and broken glass the flowers
grow and maintain. We thought of renaming Pacific Coast Highway
the Flower Garland Free Way.
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Heng Sure • June 18, 1977
Beep, Beep! We’re on the sage’s T.V. screen

Hassled, frisked, trashed, and threatened by two deputy sheriffs
on a hot pavement-sweating afternoon in Malibu. “Where are your
knives? Open the robe! I told you to get out of here days ago. Now
get out of town! No monk in the world is going to save you, buddy,
if I see you again!”

Heng Chau and I decided to report to sheriff headquarters to
clear this matter and there we learned that it was 12-20 miles to the
county border and that the highway/countryside was all private
property or fenced in and that people were surely uptight and would
call the sheriffs whenever we were seen camping out. The sheriffs
would be bound to send a car out and round we would go again.

We had planned to turn the van back to the laypeople in trade for
our little handcart on Sunday (in two days) but after negotiating our
treaty with the cops we thought that maybe we ought to keep it until
we reached the L.A. County line in two weeks or so. It was a tough
decision. We wanted to do the right thing.

The choices: follow the master’s somewhat open-ended
comment: “You sure you want to give up the car that soon?” and
keep it all the way North (we’ll need something like it again in Santa
Barbara, etc.); assume the cop was giving us the straight party line
and that we were actually free to camp as long as we stayed out of
sight; trade the van for the old station wagon and keep it until we
really can camp out, etc.

If we were watched and not allowed to camp, we would have two
weeks of sleepless nights for certain. By six thirty P.M. we had pretty
much decided that the smart thing to do was to keep a low profile
until out of L.A. sheriff-land and that meant keep the van a little
longer. We called the laypeople involved to tell them not to bring the
cart out on Sunday. When the call went through the layperson’s first
words were: “You know what? We got a call from Shih Fu this
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morning and he says you should keep the van a little longer.” Beep,
Beep! We’re on the sage’s T.V. screen and the world sure looks a bit
brighter – a grin on my face so big it almost shut my eyes. A teacher!

I’m starting to have the sensations while bowing of the better
hours of Ch’an sessions. Those times when you’re really at work in
your head clearing out and cutting off each false thought as it rises
up. Using the prajna sword to send each mental movement back to
emptiness. Finally cutting at the thinking place itself – cutting away
the head and the senses until the empty space smoothens right over
your neck without obstruction, no head, no senses, no mind. During
Ch’ans I have had the sensation of consciousness dropping down
into my ch’i center, the navel, and having sounds and the breeze just
pass right through where my head used to be.

While bowing it is especially hard to manage because there is so
much to process: traffic, changes in the pavement, passersby, pains
in your body that come and go but slowly these are all working into
a rhythm and a familiar place that allows for them to be held in
isolation with a still mind and then whack! and poof they shatter into
emptiness – only to reappear as soon as my senses move a matter of
milliseconds, usually. But the world is beginning to break up a little
more each day, a little less real.

We hear that the world is a dream, that all dharmas are like a
bubble on a stream, like a mirage, like the heat waves rising from the
highway, like a bit of ocean foam trailing on the sand. No one
believes it; no one wakes up.

We hear that the life we walk through is a play and when our bit
is through and we leave the stage, the play goes on, and we return in
a different role in a later act. No one recognizes the stages, the props,
the masks.

We want to be free and happy, but we with countless others,
walk on a thin rope bridge, swaying over a bottomless canyon,
carrying heavy loads. Run a few steps, fall faster. Stop walking, get
pushed off by those behind who can’t see you from the loads they
carry.
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The only way to walk safely across the bridge is to walk correctly
and stay in the middle. Don’t push others off, but help them with
their loads. Don’t fear falling, you will fall many times before you
reach the other side of the canyon, just keep on walking and keep on
lightening others’ loads. No one makes it until everyone makes it
across. When you’re really loaded down, you’ll be walking steady and
true, unmoved by the winds. Don’t look down, just keep your eyes
on the one who made the bridge. He has the heaviest load of all. He
has to wait for all those who fall to climb back up and start across
again. Despite his heavy burden he looks happy; he looks relaxed
and free. In order to accomplish his work he has learned special
methods, tools, techniques and skills which he does not reveal to
others unless they too are ready to do the work and have almost
learned the use of the skills on their own.

When you reach the point on the thin rope ridge when you can’t
go any further without faltering, the one who made the bridge will
appear to remind you that the bridge doesn’t exists, nor do the lines
of people going across exist, nor do the burdens or the canyon or
you nor does he. It is all a dream, a play. We made it all up out of
false thought, past karma, and bad habits continued through time
and space. Do you believe him? Why aren’t you free and happy?

Heng Chau • June 18, 1977
After the dishes, clean the yard

7:15 A.M. From a car pulled up behind us: “You folks are really
blowing my mind! Your dedication is really something but you are
not heading East.” Pause. “Well, bless you.”

For some reason I’m feeling irritable, sore. I visualize Guan Yin
and think: in giving “who” is tired, “who” needs to rest, “who” loses
energy and “who” needs to recharge? If there is no “who,” no
answer, then there is no problem. Feel refreshed and light, soothed
and smoothed. Keep bowing.
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8:00 A.M. A woman presses close on my right side. “Please help
me!” I keep bowing, not knowing quite what to do. She keeps step,
“Please help me. I’m an alcoholic. What can I do? I’ve tried every-
thing.”

Me: “I have no answers. I’m just looking, just looking too.”
Woman: “But I can’t stop! Help me. Tell me something. What

does your master teach?”
Me: “We are Buddhists. In Buddhism it’s said you are your own

teacher in that your heart, your mind, is where the answers are
ultimately found. I don’t know anything.”

Woman: “What does he really teach you?” (Implying some secret
teaching.)

Me: “Hard work and patience. Look inside. Try your best.”
Woman: “I’ve tried, I’ve tried. I’ve tried my best. What can I do?

Help me!”
My heart goes out to this person, but I realize, “What do I

know?” I can’t really do anything for her. I’m just a novice. I should
stop right now.

Me: “I have no wisdom or answers. I’m just praying and bowing
and trying my best.” I start bowing.

Woman: “Please, please, don’t shut me out.” She’s hysterical.
Part of me wants to respond – to do something. But I know I

have no skill, no right to be meddling. I have nothing to offer and I
already went too far. So painfully, I just keep on bowing. She’s
sobbing. “God, oh god, don’t shut me out! Help me, please!” We
bow.

In a little while she stops and exclaims, “Bless you, bless you. I
have the strength. I have found the strength. I’ll never touch another
drop. Bless you.”

She runs up to Heng Sure and says the same thing to him, “Bless
you, bless you.” and then she leaves.
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8:30 A.M. A medic from an ambulance station walked across the
street to check out. He was with the Krishnas for a year and said,
“Now I am into Christianity.” He was young and sincere and
looking. I gave him a release.

The last two days I have been feeling less and less like an “adult”
– less insincere and calculating. Calculating and planning ahead
diminishes with each bow, each day. It’s like I was 6 or 7 years old –
genuine. This state comes on with bowing and stops as quickly as my
mindfulness stops. My face feels clear and young – stealing glances
and pretending.

Denison and angry stares, hoots and hollers are no problem.
They roll through just like they are coming from other kids saying,
“Na, na sissy,” or “you better stop walking on my sidewalk.” The
Buddhadharma is really something.

This lack of fear is not exclusive. Somehow a sense of family
with everyone goes with it. It’s like we are all little kids looking and
wondering, playing. I’m playing monk with Heng Sure and that’s ok.
She’s playing antique dealer and that’s ok. He’s playing motorcycle
gang and that’s ok. If praise and scolding come they belong to the
sender and wherever they’re at. Somehow getting approval or the
need to exclude is absent as in a three year old absorbed in
playdough.

The whole world looks like it did when I was a child. A curious
game, not to be taken seriously. Always there is “something” inside
testing and sorting – some intuitive non-verbal, non-thinking radar –
saying “yes” or “no.” It was never wrong and always loud and clear
in the midst of this strange and wonderful game. I feel it returning
now, bowing along, after a long absence and smothering.

Lately there have been vivid memories of childhood – how
things exactly looked and seemed then. Almost like time and
changes never happened. I remember wondering what role I would
play in the charade when I “grew up.” It seemed important to keep
track of when adults and kids forgot it was play, “make believe” and
pretend and got real serious.
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The Capuchin monks who lived a block away from where I went
to school seemed different and special. They were adults yet they
were kind of outside of the game. We could talk and play with them
on a level that was not too unlike other kids, but yet there was
something special about their lives, their vows (not married, poverty
and rituals) that spoke to and touched that part of me that I could
never show or talk about but that seems more “real” than anything
except Butch the tough kid who used to beat me up after school.
They were a link in what became separated realities as I grew older.
But then they were one reality. Being a Buddhist monk is home. It is
a chance to explore and cultivate truths and paths that held me in
awe and wonder as a child and that I almost buried, almost, but not
quite.

I think partly some of this has to do with crawling along the
gutters and garbage pails and along the backyards as we bow. That’s
where we hung out as kids. It was more real and interesting, this is
“back stage,” behind the props, storefronts, and performances.

Bowing once every three steps is just one cultivation tool that
takes you “back stage with yourself. Through the backyards and
gutters of the mind. Much like taking your own clock apart to see
what makes it tick, down to the last gear and “tick.”

Two women stop and ask, “How do you become a monk?”
“Hard work, study, and vows.”
Women: “Like no sex?”
“No sex, no drugs or intoxicants, no stealing, no killing, and no

lying is basically it.”
Women: “No sex forever?”
“Right. As long as you are a monk or nun.”
Women: “Amazing! Good luck to you!”
The most common query of adolescents, “How long do you

have to do this?” like our parents or teacher is making us do it as
punishment or a lesson. “After the dishes, clean the yard…”

“Do I have to?”
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A super laidback beach boy lazily leaned up against a car taking
in three steps, one bow through his reflecting sunglasses. His
carefully formulated response? “That’s heavy!”

Shih Fu somehow knew of our problems with the police and the
possibility we might have to use the van longer. When we called the
laypeople who were to bring us the cart this weekend, they said,
“Shih Fu called this morning and said you should use the van a little
longer.” Amazing! Shih Fu had called with the answer before we
discovered the question. The police incident didn’t happen until
after the Master called. So when the Laywoman asked, “Do you want
to call Shih Fu?” we both looked at each other, smiled, and said, “No
need.”

Bowing down, my head came right down over a tragic death. On
the sidewalk was a large beetle that had just been stepped on. It was
writhing and clutching at the air from its back. The whole lower part
of its body was squashed and stuck to the sidewalk. Maybe I was
projecting, but it seems like incredible suffering and confusion the
beetle was experiencing – like it was looking up and saying, “Why,
why – I am dying, I am scared. I am really dying right now.” It was
horrible.

For some reason I gave the beetle the Triple Refuge. While I was
saying, “Take refuge with the Buddha, take refuge with the Dharma,
take refuge with the Sangha…” the beetle grew still and didn’t move.
As soon as the ceremony was finished it started to claw and struggle.
I reached down and touched a leg with my finger. I wanted to stay
and wait for death with the beetle. It’s hard to describe, but I felt
very close, familiar with that beetle. I could see its mouth moving
and imagine the words of trying to express the inexpressible. It was
hard to get up and leave. Part of the beetle went with me and some
of me stayed with the beetle like when a close friend dies.

Outside of the Jack-in-the-Box near the Malibu Creek Bridge an
interesting exchange started to brew between some sunbathers who
came over from the ocean side of the road to cool off and found us
bowing past.
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“I did a paper on Buddhists,” exclaimed a high school girl.
“Hmmm” she followed as she and her friends read the release while
looking down the straws past their cokes.

Another man who had recently started meditating said, “Boy, it’s
hard isn’t it?”

“What?” I asked.
“Trying to concentrate just for even a minute. I know it’s really

hard.”
Another man was taking this in as well as a cheese-burger, and

finally said, “Why do you want to be in nirvana, extinct like a rock?”
(Nobody had said anything to that effect – he had picked it up
someplace else.)

“Well basically the goal is to sort of clean the mind, not kill it.
You don’t lobotomize yourself – more like you purify by getting rid
of bad habits and false thoughts.”

He continued, “What about Jesus?”
There was my cue to shut up, but I missed it. “He worked really

hard,” I said.
The man: “Yeah but we don’t have to work because he did it for

us, right?”
“Well,” I said, “If you’re hungry, will you be satisfied watching

someone else eat?” Too far, Heng Chau, you still haven’t learned to
shut your mouth.

That conversation was a mistake. I should not have argued or
debated much less caused someone to be upset or angry. He
followed along behind us as we bowed, not angry, but obviously
bothered and full of itching doubts and feeling defensive; and I
caused it. I felt a crack open and knew intimately that what I put out
I got back at that moment. I felt vulnerable and sorry.

We were hot and tired as we approached Malibu Creek Bridge,
no creek because of the drought. A very attractive woman came up
and quietly sat and watched. My antennae went “alert” and was
sensing some kind of energy from her and I knew from past
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mistakes to be careful. “Can I help you, get you anything?” she
inquired. 

“No thanks, we’re fine.”
She tried Heng Sure, gets nothing, and then comes back again.

“Some sunburn lotions?”
“No, we’re fine.” We continue to bow. She sits, watches, waits.
We take a break and sit under some bushes. Around the corner

comes the woman. “Can I sit with you awhile?” she asks sweetly,
unobtrusively. This is getting a bit much.

“Sorry, but our vows don’t allow us to be alone with women,” I
say without hesitation.

“But there are lots of people nearby.” she replies. I hand her a
release and start to meditate with Heng Sure. Somewhere, she had
changed her clothes and prettied up within five minutes and
invisibly, since there were no cars parked nearby. On thinking more
about that incident, I realized she was a blend of all the characteris-
tics I would have found appealing and “right for me” in a woman. It
was my mind that moved, nothing else. Somehow I had left an
opening, a false thought, and in she came through the crack. Still I
hope I don’t see her again.

Heng Sure • June 18, 1977
How did you get to be so smart?

Notes on comments from the Master: “Don’t do any false
thinking whatsoever and then I am with you all the time. Try your
best. Be mindful. To benefit others, be empty.”

[Heng Sure addressing himself.]
Are you ever smart! Each time you reflect on your conduct, pull

the light back, you fight this overwhelming tide of smart thoughts.
With the undertow of desire and the reefs of attachments, you think
of food, insults, fantasies, praises, dreams, memories, plans, fears,
facts; you’re really very smart, you know. So smart that you just
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might go seven hundred miles and miss the whole trip; never really
be there once for all the smokescreens of idle thinking and doubt
and affliction. Well done, well done, small selfish one. How many
Buddhas did you bring home today? How many times did you eat
lunch before the food touched your lips?

How did you get to be so smart? Bad karma, I guess. You know
so much and look at all the good it does you. You weren’t always so
smart. Once you were a baby who lived life as it came – didn’t make
plans for yourself, didn’t figure things out or calculate, didn’t filter or
lie or worry. What happened? You grew up and forgot how to be
dumb as a baby. Don’t let your stupid thoughts get in the way of
everything that’s going on. They are more impermanent than most
other dharmas and they are not important.

Heng Chau • June 19, 1977
I’ve entered the squad car samadhi

Too much talk, too many outflows on Saturday. The woman
alcoholic, the Christian at Jack-in-the-Box, and finally the “bridge
woman” all were tests and I flunked. Talking too much comes from
arrogance. Thinking I have something to say when really I have no
wisdom or perception to teach and transform. Can’t even save
myself, yet I open my mouth trying to save others and end up just
losing a lot of my own energy. I realize how much progress and
change bowing once every three steps has brought to helping close
down the outflows and let go of “states.” But I have to be mindful
each second; one step at a time is the key.

More police. Light frisk. Looked, talked, and moved just like Jack
Friday, “Just the facts, monk, just the facts.” Everything ok. “See
you later fellas, sorry to interrupt your prayers.” He said that twice.

The last four or five police encounters were preceded by my
seeing a squad car inside my head. Did the thought cause the police
to come or did the police coming trigger the thought? Or is it just
happening so much I’ve entered the squad car samadhi and I
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couldn’t be wrong anytime I see a squad car in my head since it’s
bound to happen anyway. Still it’s kind of weird.

Offerings: 
Upasika – $10
Upasaka and Upasika – $20
Group of laypeople – 30 razor blades, lunch, and food supplies

for a week.

A steep hill leading north out of Malibu had no bowing space
whatsoever. We decided to bow in the corner of a shopping center
parking lot at the base of the hill and then walk up counting.

Suddenly we were set upon by this hoard of fun-loving boys with
water balloons. They would ride by on their bikes and let us have it.
I debated, “Should I try to talk with them or just ignore it and keep
bowing. It’s only water. I’ll keep bowing and see what happens.”
Seven balloons were thrown; seven balloons missed. Just as the boy
bombers were moving in for a blitz, a man came running out of the
bushes yelling, “Hey kids, this isn’t very nice, what you’re doing.”
The kids stopped cold, split, and we never saw them again. Nor did
we see the man again. Those kids are probably still trying to figure
out where that guy came from and who he was. So are we. There was
nothing but open freeway and bushes in the direction he came from.
He couldn’t have possibly seen us from the freeway and he didn’t
look like a bushman.

At the top of a long hill feeling flakey and pained. A car stops and
a man trots over, “Buddhists, aren’t you?”

“Yes.”
“I saw you in Beverly Hills, what’s up?”
I briefly explain and give him a hand-out.
“Listen, five years ago I went to India. I bought back a leaf from

the Bodhi Tree. I want to give it to you as a gift. This is a wonderful
thing you’re doing.”
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On the same hill as we were concluding the day of bowing, I hear
a noise behind me. We are in the middle of nowhere – nearest towns
are three or four miles either way. No houses or parks – just freeway
and underbrush. I feel something weird behind me, hard to describe.
Normally I don’t turn around and look behind, but this time I felt
something was there, waiting, so I turned. The bridge woman! She
was standing there in sweat clothes grinning a big smile right at me.
How could that be? Where did she come from and why was she
back? What did she want? I quickly turned around and started to
bow. It was so hot and unreal out there, maybe I hallucinated her. No
way. She casually strolled right around us, sat down in a meditation
pose directly in front of us and waited. Rather than walk by her when
we finished, Heng Sure suggested we circle around (she was between
us and the van) up the side of the hill and avoid another encounter.

When we got to the top of the hill I looked back to see if she
followed. She was standing right at the spot where we left the road
glaring this awful piercing glare right at me. Suddenly she lost all her
rosy color and beauty. She looked full of venom and dark. And
although she was a good 75 yards away, I could see her cold, hateful
expression as if she was across the table. It sent shivers through me.

As we are meditating, a couple of nightsticks poke into the van
doors followed by the police. It’s the same two who put us through
the heavy-hand a couple of days before. “Oh you guys, Jesus! How
long before you are out of the county? Huh? How long?” He is
fingering a mace club and obviously wants to do something but
can’t. We have clearance from his supervisor. He refuses to make eye
contact. “Another week! Pretty slow. It’s sure taking you a long time
to get out of my area.”

“Is it ok to camp here?”
“Ya, I suppose,” he says grudgingly and leaves.
At 12:30 A.M. woke up by a voice blaring, “Private property. This

is private property. You are illegally camped on private property.”
Spotlights are flooding the van like it’s morning already. We move and
go camp next to the Sheriff’s office. We figure that’s the safest bet.
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We are getting a gut level understanding of some things that were
pretty academic to us before we started bowing once every three
steps. Private property is one of them. By airplane or car or
motorcycle this part of the world looks pretty, idyllic, and inviting.
On foot it can be forbidding and full of hassles. Poison oak lines the
roads and is second in proliferation to barbed wired – the creeping
vine of the private property plants. Ants, countless ants swarm on
the road shoulders and most side roads are marked “Private. No
Trespassing. Patrolled.” Either by sentry dogs or private guards,
often armed, or so the sign says.

Life is really very fragile and all of us know it. Private property,
like cars, banks, insurance policies, electric ease and this van, provide
the comforting illusion of immunity from the bubble bursting. But it
is an illusion and living is a conditional bubble. So why is it taking me
so long to let go?

At times I feel like a blend of crumpled beer cans and desert
gravel – my mind is as together as all the rusty, discarded auto junk
we bow through.

People seem to be picking up that Heng Sure isn’t talking. More
and more they just let him be and approach me.

Heng Sure • June 19, 1977
Inconceivable teacher has an inconceivable disciple

Had a few minutes yesterday afternoon when I stepped out of
the center of the universe and just joined with the cars and the planes
and the silence and this constant chanting that someone did: “Namo
Da Fang Gwang Fwo Hwa Yen Jing, Hwa Yen Hai Hwei Fwo Pu
Sa,” on and on like that. Rested my mind.

So I’m going to take out this mind thing that keeps giving me
troubles and I’m going to pull off all these coverings that keep it
from direct experience of everything – as it rests and ticks and
mumbles at the end of these long hollow sensory consciousness
tubes that feed it garbage all day and night and I’m going to hold it
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out to the highway and say, “See? See? Is it real or isn’t it? Now can
you grasp it all? Will you stop hiding from the truth of the falseness
of all this reality?” Boy, that’s what I’m going to do with my mind
just as soon as I can find it.

My inconceivable teacher has an inconceivable disciple. The
teacher’s inconceivable qualities are his compassion, his patience, his
wisdom, his virtue, his vows and his vigor, to name a few. The
disciple’s inconceivable qualities are his selfishness, his desires, his
muddled head, his laziness, his attachments, and his confusion, to
name just a few.

I have received the finest instructions in a language suited to my
ability to hear; I have received an invaluable chance to follow those
instructions and to cultivate the Way with constant supervision
under ideal circumstances and no strings, just long hard concen-
trated work, I have been given food and clothing and all needs are
met promptly and fully.

And what happens?
More false thinking – as if I never left the door of Gold

Mountain.
Cutting off thoughts takes immense effort and concentration.

My addled mind cannot concentrate on anything beyond the body, it
seems. Where is there merit is this?

Heng Sure • June 20, 1977
None of the above

The state of mind of a Bodhisattva is not describable. But in
words it might be: relaxed, alert, expansive, light, positive, energized,
responsive, flexible, patient, fixed, receptive, unmoving, unlimited,
happy, compassionate. Even and level towards all things, he does
not act for himself.

My state of mind on this road: none of the above.
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Heng Chau • June 20, 1977
The earth ate ’em up

About 20 minutes before we leave to start bowing, fire trucks,
ambulances, rescue squad, tow trucks and police cars raced by. Right
where we stopped bowing last night and where we were to start this
A.M., about four or five cars wiped out, caught on fire, rolled down
the side of the hill. It was really terrible and so fast.

Always being tested, always flunking. The hostile police and the
bridge woman were tests. False thinking is like being blind-folded.
Never see things as they are because the mind is moving, not still and
reflecting. The police and the woman are teachers testing the false
thinking novice. “No false thinking” continues to be the simple
instruction from the Master. We have all the tools we need to do it
and yet flop.

For me the sutras come alive, mean something, only when I am
practicing. It’s like they speak to the unobstructed heart and pure
mind (or as close as one can get). The intellect reels out and
scrambles up trying to understand and “make sense” of the Dharma.

Three cheers for Vajra Bodhi Sea. Aching, thirsty, and drained, I
sit down on the highway and try to find some spark to keep going.
Open VBS to a picture of the Master lecturing the Avatamsaka and
the Instilling Virtue meditation circle. Instant renewal! Better than a
cool lemonade shower.

Some More Thoughts on Impermanence
Impermanence everywhere. Blowing my mind! Cities built on

shifting sand dunes and seismic fault and rift zones. Step on solid
ground and my foot goes right through like chiffon pie or cotton
candy.

Away from the smoothly paved city streets with food and drink
delights in every block – away from that – things look pretty raw. No
buffer cushion of packaged luxuries (electricity, ice boxed, tubs and
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showers, T.V., movies, drive-ins, fast foods) to keep the stark imper-
manence out. The realities of a quickly passing physical existence go
through barbed wire and everywhere stare and wait. Just look. It’s
stopping my world.

Almost like being on another planet, bowing along the roadside.
The cars and trucks whiz by riding the asphalt carpet river from city
to city, illusory oasis to oasis. So fast they quickly disappear that soon
we forget the machines – they aren’t real when you’re on foot – like
metal clouds. Less and less we see folks out walkin’ the road.

The ground is hard, dry, and sharply jagged. Food is bitterly
fought over, and there is little of it. Stop too long to contemplate it
and it will stop you. Driving through, you escape for awhile but the
natural forces will catch up sooner or later – even the cities. There
are a lot of hungry ants out here. No joke.

I’ve seen highways in New Mexico they let go for a year or two.
They were impassable. The earth reclaimed them – ate ’em up. It’s a
losing battle trying to fight and hide from King Yama. If we sat too
long in one place the ants would gobble us up. Stop moving out here
and the carrion, the sea, the earth would reclaim you faster than your
next birthday.

One last thought. Bowing through an unpaved field, the ground
is alive and moving and undulating and breathing with bugs, insects,
worms, and organism. Everything’s moving! The earth, the rocks,
the air, the water, and my mind, of course. Nothing is stable or sure,
nothing is fixed.

Not to cultivate the Way in the face of this? Now that is dumb!

Heng Chau • June 21, 1977
Tea to cool off the hot false thinking mind

A.M. Gone are: most fear and doubt (not all), sunburn, some
arrogance, my criticizing others, rapping, “attainment” in three easy
weeks, diarrhea, smooth sidewalks, parking meters, yesterday and
the chance to get enlightened.
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What continues is: vivid déjà vu’s, dreams of my family, sore
knees, nodding during Chinese reading of Avatamsaka, police
surveillance, “states,” no Laundromats, false thinking, flowers every
day, the winds, the tide, bowing once every three steps, this minute
now and the chance for enlightenment.

Complain and resist all you want, my little made defiled mind,
but we are not going home (backwards, that is). We are going to
break through and cross over. First yourself, the nobody – no “self”
– and then everything and everybody. Your days are numbered and
so is your greedy, hateful, stupid deeds. Patience!

More Thoughts on Impermanence
If we are not coming into existence, then we are decaying –

coming and going. Constant change, always movement. For most of
us past our budding teens, eating just adds water to a leaking jar.
There is no more growth, only falling apart. At best we simply ease
the process a little.

If we could go fast enough with our minds and slow enough with
our bodies, we could see the entire universe come and go, all like the
passing of a day from dawn to dusk.

So is that all there is? Just coming in and going out like so many
Christmas three lights? Can the conditional world be transcended? I
am trying to find out.

The earth is like a loosely held together breathing sponge jigsaw
puzzle. Bowing through that totally alive and moving, pulsing field,
I was struck like never before with impermanence and my own
limited time. What isn’t conditioned? I want to know. Somewhere
between the experiences of the earthquake in Berkeley this year and
the cold, dark winter nights in Northern Wisconsin when there was
no sound, no noise, nothing at all but empty silence (I was 15 or so)
– somewhere between or near those experiences I am looking for an
opening.

“Will watching someone else eat satisfy your hunger?” the
Master asks. “One thought unproduced, the entire substance mani-
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fests,” say the Sixth Patriarch. How can I not try? What else counts
a thimbleful?

Kuo Ying Brevoort sent some ching liang balm and a “special
blend” of been pollen to make into a tea (“cool off” the hot false
thinking mind). The offerings are from Buddha Root Farm in
Oregon where Kuo Ying, Khuo Jye and their children grow and
prepare herbs, “special blends,” and their Buddha roots.

Bowing once every three steps is one of the 84,000 Dharma
door. Suited to my measureless arrogance and lack of compassion. A
big “self” needs a lot of sincere bow to even begin to open up to
cultivating the Way.

I’m learning that every second and every thought is the ground,
the chance for renewal. Bodhi or affliction with every “right now.”
No attaining, just maintaining.

L.A. County Paramedic Team stopped to find out what we were
about. “I’m really curious,” asked one, “what’s it like?” This guy was
an outdoors type, real physical yet had a soft, sensitive side – healer,
nurse.

“Do you meditate?”
“Ya, every day,” he answered.
“Well, it’s a combination of wilderness backpacking and constant

meditation and a little more.”
“How long will it take?”
“We’re not out to break any speed records, mostly it’s an inside

journey, working on our bad habits, and cleaning.”
“I know what you mean and you don’t go fast on those. I wish

you lots of luck.”
“What about food?” the other asks. I explain Gold Mountain

eating trip.
“Whew! Vegetarian, once a day! Wouldn’t take long to get clear,

focused, and centered on that regimen.” Shook hands, took a
release, and went to respond to a call.



210 One Heart Bowing • June 22, 1977
Heng Sure • June 22, 1977
Mindfulness is all the time

I want to stop false thinking. I want to be empty in body and in
mind all day. The mind runs on and is hard to stop. Working hard on
concentration, I can sometimes stop my inner mind noise for just a
few moments. Then it comes on again and I start over; I don’t have
control over my mind. I am practicing control and I want very much
to end my false thinking. It is hard work.

Yesterday at lunch I felt a strong surge of desire – just desire in
general – wanting something from outside to fill me up. It
manifested in wanting to talk with Heng Chau while eating lunch.
The desire was really strong and I had to work hard to subdue it. I
held on, though, and cut it off. Then later when more food was
coming out I had eaten enough and I said “no more.” I was able to
stop then and it felt good. Immediately I connected that my trouble
with false-thoughts was identical: I could not control my mind
during the day ordinarily so how could I expect to control it when
bowing? Why divide up the day like that? There is no difference
between eating and bowing and working. To a cultivator, mindful-
ness is mindful all the time. Practice is practice all the time. That is
called cultivation and that is practice of mind control. So be mindful
and out of your misty, murky, dark, yinny self all the time, like right
now.

Heng Chau • June 22, 1977
Rediscovering more and more of these other worlds

Last night a “body fairy” must have come and taken my body,
leaving me another. When I woke up this A.M. a totally recognizable
new body was around me. I hope this one knows how to bow once
every three steps better than the last one. My body hasn’t felt so
overhauled and pounded since learning how to walk. Actually
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learning is just remembering. And remembering how to walk is less
painful than remembering how to bow.

When I was small, old beggars and hobos used to beg for food at
our back door. They never went away empty and they never just
took. My sisters and I always felt we got something from these men
– a sense of wonder and a little feel for realities other than our small,
cozy little world. Where did they come from and go to? Did they
have families? Kids? Were they happy or ever afraid outside at night?
These questions went back and forth between us as we dressed for
school and ate dinner at night. For years I haven’t seen any of these
men. I figured they died out or got edged out by social welfare and
slim pickings.

While bowing, however, I’ve seen two so far. One was in a park
near Dodger Stadium. His bike leaning against a tree, he looked to
see if anyone was looking and then jumped and grabbed a supple
limb and swung up and down, smiling like a kid. The other was in
Malibu jumping in and out of garbage bins in front of an apartment
complex looking for treasures and maybe food.

They still sparked the same questions and a sense of wonder in
me just as I imagine we must, bowing little ripples into the
homogenous and predictable rhythms of life and things.

I realized it was I who got way-laid, not the old men. University
life, jobs, hustling here and there had taken me away from a lot of
different worlds. Each day of bowing once every three steps I am
rediscovering more and more of these other worlds, and, inside, in
my mind are the strangest of all.

Alice and her daughter, Kuo Wu, and Leonora made a lunch and
food supply offering. Had a good conversation about “waste now,
want later” and karma. I think the little girl understood it clearer than
all of the adults put together.

I found a frightened, wounded ladybug frantically scrambling for
shelter – stumbling and turning over. Picked it up, said a quiet
mantra, and put him/her on a plant. It worked; she relaxed.
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Two lizards were having a bitter fight on the other side of this
fence we were bowing along. Suddenly one broke free and scurried
through the fence and sat motionless about two feet away watching
us bow. Gave it the Refuge Ceremony and Bodhisattva vows after
which it shot back through the fence and disappeared.

Slowly rising from a bow on open highway I hear “honk, honk”
– real loud, real close. As I lift my head I see a 4-wheel drive truck
has jumped the curbing and is coming about 50 mph right at me. I
notice only at the moment it veers back on the road – only 2 or 3 feet
from my head. I can feel the heat of the engine and see the cavities
in the smiling driver’s teeth. It was real close. There wasn’t enough
time to feel fear. It happened so fast it was as if it didn’t happen.

A motorcyclist stops. “Saw you a few weeks ago in L.A.” We talk
shortly. “Buddhist monks, huh? Far out. Listen, I want to give you
some money. Looks like you could use it. Thank you, good luck.”
Vroom!

A man in a beat up jeep stops at our last bow before lunch. “You
had lunch? Here.” And hands out two candy bars. He chews and
reads a release. “Saw you meditating by the road last night… I’m into
Zen myself.” We note that Ch’an, Zen, and Dhyana are all the same.
“The way I see it, it’s the only hope for the world. Have a good
journey.”

My “marks” – what you see that stinks is “me” and all mine.
What is admirable is “not me” or “mine,” it is the Way that appears
when “I” am gone. I have no merit or virtue. Any good qualities are
just “no self” and belong to the eternally dwelling Buddhanature.
Who owns that? There is no accomplishing, just merging with the
original pure substance, the Way. Emptying is the work so the Way
can flow through.

Never went “back to earth” because I knew I needed a teacher.
It’s too easy to get lost. Didn’t know enough to cultivate without
guidance.
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Heng Chau • June 23, 1977
If you’re extra stupid, you do this

Coyotes sniffing around while we do tai ji this A.M. Real close to
us and the city for coyotes. As a rule they stay away from people.
Things get out of whack, everything shifts and tries to fit.

Juniper Serra and her diaper drooping brother and clan stopped
to offer some “glorp” (nuts, seeds, and raisins). Just a simple “peace”
and a bag. The kids were watching and waving from the back of their
V.W. van. Boy they look familiar!

This smelting cultivation can get pretty raw and hot sometimes.
Both Heng Sure and I feeling in the “pressure cooker” lately as we
close more valves and up the heat. We keep digging deeper, more
basic and more sensitive. This intensive digging and rooting is much
like therapy except in this you hold precepts, have a good knowing
teacher, the sangha community, no bills, and you don’t just do it for
an hour and then go home – home is gone. Rooting and bowing into
all the soft spots, all the false and yuck!

All we can hope to do at times is to keep it from spilling out on
each other and other people. Try to just hold the lid on and let it
burn and temper. But it is hot and the harder we work, the hotter it
gets. No other way to go but deeper, working harder and keeping
cool with patience, lots of patience. I’m finding so much garbage
inside I can barely stand myself at times – self, self, self; getting very
tired of “self.”

Found half a bee. The whole thorax was missing but it was still
alive and clawing and fighting frantically at the ants who were eating
it alive. Put it in a bottle cap, give it the Refuge Ceremony, and put it
high on a fence post.

Outside the Holiday House restaurant a mother drops her son
off at the rear entrance. In minutes the boy comes running out
shouting “That’s what I want. I’m quitting.” His buddies pull up in a
station wagon all set to go on a spree. I remember that space real well
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– I would make covert plans to run away to California with my best
friend. The hormones and the sniff of freedom and adventure push
at the limits; the shell isn’t cracking fast enough.

Just then they see us bowing. “Hey what are they doin’?”
“I dunno, who cares? Lets’s go!”
“Yeah, let’s split.”
“No, wait, let’s find out.” The boy jumps out of the car and

cautiously approaches.
We had a short but real interesting conversation and they took a

release. They were real open to what we were doing and the hyped-
up, “bust out” mood and tenor mellowed. Something had slowed
the spinning and heat. “Thanks a lot for talking with us.”

“Yeah, good luck,” says the other, “See you later. Thanks a lot.”
They were pleased and surprised that we would talk with them, treat
them as equals. More than anything, they were surprised that we
took them seriously and not as “silly kids.” That was what they were
thanking us for.

A V.W. pulls up. “Will you take this for you and your friends?”
Two bundles of $6 each. “Do you have a place to stay?”

“Yes. Thanks, we stay outside.” Every time I accept an offering
I’m reminded of how little I’ve done and want to work harder.

Two construction workers stop. “I’ve been watchin’ you since
Malibu. Everyday. It’s been buggin’ the heck out of me. What are
you doing? Taking a survey?” I give them a release. “Do you pray in
a certain direction like east?”

“We pray in all directions.”
“Only you yourself can knock out bad habits,” one says.
“That’s what we’re trying to do. At the monastery people do this

hard work all the time. If you’re extra stupid, you do this.”
“You said it, I didn’t. We wish you lots of luck. Thanks.”
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Heng Sure • June 24, 1977
One false move and I would be lacerated

Broken-glass Cultivation
As I bowed through someone’s entire windshield, ten yards of

broken glass – a slivery carpet twinkling in a solid strip like vanilla
icing on the blacktop cake – I bowed very carefully, very mindfully.
One false move and I would be lacerated, hand, knees and head. I
suddenly realized that if I cultivated like that all the time, as if I were
bowing on a road covered with broken glass, I might get somewhere.

As soon as I passed through the glass my lazy mind habits
filtered in again and on I went past my fog-bound life.

Heng Chau • June 24, 1977
Don’t think it was an offering

The van won’t start. Push-start it.
A cop watches closely, but no questions.
Two surfers “had to stop.” They’ve been watching us since

Malibu. Total disbelief – one guy couldn’t close his mouth and
couldn’t talk either, just stared. The other one asked the questions.

A car swerves in, and out flies a carton of orange juice. Don’t
think it was an offering. It whizzes between us missing by inches and
splats against a cliff that rises up on our left.

Later Heng Sure asked, “Was it empty?”
“Yes, but not of orange juice.” I hope we can be so loose when

it does hit.
Teach and transform with your practice and example not your

mouth. Live, breathe, and embody the teachings. You can’t talk your
way to enlightenment. When the mouth opens the eyes close.

Remembering all the kindness and selfless giving of past teachers
especially some Christian Brothers in high school. I want to repay
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them and say, “Hey, you know what we were all searching for. Well.
I am finding it – the real thing. C’mon!”

If I could follow my mother’s silence and my father’s
compassion I’d be a much better person and maybe of some benefit
to others.

The hoots, honks, and hollers pass through like a monotonous
blah.

A barefoot man dashes across the highway with some fruit and a
smile. No words. Runs back to his crumpled pickup camper and
drives away.

Deputy Officer Martin of the L.A. County Sheriff stopped.
“What kind of Buddhists? Mahayana, really?”

Us: “You know something about Buddhism.”
Martin: “I’m a Buddhist nature myself – a kind of Taoist.” We

had a short but interesting conversation. He took a release and said,
“Watch the road shoulder. I wouldn’t want you to get hurt. Have a
good journey and pilgrimage.” He also said, “Don’t tell many people
about my religious ‘non-religious belief.’” Even so, they have a way
of showing.

Another Sheriff car pulls up. “Hi there. Haven’t gone far since
we saw you last. You guys must get pretty sore after a day of that…
what exactly are you doing?”

“Well, we’re trying to cool things off and get a little cooler
ourselves in the process. We are trying to influence people to be less
hateful and follow the rules.”

Police: “Hmm. The world could use a few more like you. See you
later.”
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Heng Sure • June 25, 1977
Voila. Beach-rock orange juice

Cultivating the Way
“Cultivate” (  syou) also can be translated as “to repair,” “to

correct,” “to fix,” “to adjust,” “to trim,” “to prepare.” And what you
do when you “cultivate” is to repair your way, path, road, channel.
You are engaged in the work of redirecting or repairing the mis-
directed energies that went astray when you lost your innocence.
You are adjusting the channels for the energy to flow through in the
correct path. First you have to have faith that there is a right way.
You have to admit that you are no longer on the right path and then
you have to resolve to find it again. Make vows that bind you to the
purpose. Next you have to find a method that can transform the old
to the new – back to the original. And you then have to do the
hardest part, which is sticking with your method no matter how the
world changes. While cultivating you have to endure tremendous
pressure from inside and from outside. You have to be able to bear
long periods of distress, of discomfort and mental and physical
tension that borders on “insanity.” Stick with it and all these
temporary states will pass and the new/old channels will be full of
life and flowing with the Buddha’s light. The other requisite is an
experienced, wise, and compassionate teacher/advisor/guide who
has already practiced the path to completion and who can lead you
away from mistakes and inspire you towards the goal. Such teachers
are rare, and more valuable than the earth itself. When you find such
a teacher, your success in cultivating the path is possible. The needed
element comes from you: sustained effort and patience. Be solid
sincere and constant and then practice, practice cultivating the path.

Don’t Go Back to Go
When you’ve got the juice up and you’re practicing, you’ve got to

be more careful than ever not to leak your energy. Don’t risk
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cracking even a little hole in your circuit. You know what to watch
for: anything “you” like such as food, comfort for the body,
approval from others, talk, entertaining reading, music; in general
when the heat is on and you feel like a ripe plum about to fall from
the Bodhi branch, and the pressure has just subsided for a moment
before the next uphill climb to a plateau or before the next big test,
don’t relax at this point. Sound the alarm and close the hatches
because it’s right here that you lose mindfulness and there goes the
whole ball game and “you’ve to start anew.”

Vow that last time was the last time you go back to go. From
start to finish, be irreversible in mindfulness, position, and practice.
This is the time to cultivate – hold your precepts like a bullet-proof
vest. They keep your mind from running your body wild throughout
empty space.

Beach-rock Orange Juice
Got oranges you can’t eat and no squeezer handy? Are you near

the beach? Go down to the water and find a rounded stone the size
of a tennis ball. If it has a flat side, better still. Wash it thoroughly,
best to soak it overnight in case small aquatic creatures live in hidden
cracks. Find a clean pot, cut oranges in half and taking the rock in
your left hand and the orange half in your right, commence to
squeeze orange onto rock over pan until all the juice has been
extracted. Voila. Beach-rock orange juice.

Don’t Be a False Hero
Having trouble with a nervous stomach – can’t hold much lunch.

Had a powerful morning of bowing – found my center, found my
stride, thought: You should skip lunch altogether. You know how it
brings you down. Stay mindful and keep this clarity going. I enter-
tained that false thought for about one bow and then I remembered
the last couple times I fasted on impulse – I wound up getting
hungry, cranky, and tired and then ate too much when breaking the
fast – all this hassle because I tried to sustain the high of “cultiva-
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tion.” This is not the way. The way is every day slow progress, no
heroics, no sudden bursts. You should get more normal, not less. So
I decided to eat lunch, just eat less and chew more.

Heng Chau • June 25, 1977
Just then my truck broke down

Feel like a highly flammable asura. Touchy and itching for a fight.
The fog, ants, diesel trucks, my little itchy bug-bites, a barbed wire
fence feed the already dangerous flame. Anything catches when I am
on all edges. And these edges? Where do they come from?

It is the energy pushing out, splashing uncontrollably inside –
new and unsettled. It’s the ugly little ego fighting to keep the wheel
– no way it’s going to “let go” easily. The self rears back and looks
for a way to sabotage the cultivation, undermine progress. “Why
don’t you criticize others, all their faults are so annoying?” it
suggests. “You’d feel better.” So the fight is on. Heated and subtle
battles inside.

My struggles are with myself; with entrenched bad habits bred
from greed, anger, and stupidity. Cultivation is just that. Keeping the
work inside, defeating the sickness at home. It’s really hard, but it’s
all that counts. Nothing else and nobody else is going to free you.

There are 84,000 ways to make your “self” miserable. Bowing
once every three steps is just one of them. They all work and I
suspect they’re all the same – precious jewels.

Four cautious surfers muster courage to tip toe up and ask. We
must really look like Yellowstone bears.

Leonora and Clarisse bring lunch offering and supplies.

“State”
During the Avatamsaka reading I experienced the following: I

felt I had come home. My wildest hope and secret fantasy, not
expressible in words, is true – it exists. Like jumping into a cool lake
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on a dusty, hot day. No doubt or fear or need for cynicism. Like
jumping over a crevass. Never have to go back again. Just what
somewhere inside I’ve been looking for – for so long that I forget.
Like peeking through a small window into a wonderfully, inconceiv-
able great hall – adorned and with no trace of anything negative or
confused. “Oh, it’s really there. It does exist. It wasn’t just in my
mind.” And then someone opens the door saying, “Come in if you
like – lots of rooms.” And the voice is like all of your mothers or
your own. Then suddenly and very subtly whatever separates this
world and that inconceivable one is gone, dissolved, and you are
really there!

And yet it’s all gone like a dream upon waking – fading, fading –
like night animals and spirits going home before the sun rises. So
subtle and elusive, unmistakenly familiar.

A bald man knelt on the shoulder with hands folded in prayer
waiting for us to pass.

Mental Breakdown
“Funny.” said the man.
“What?” said I.
“Well, I was just driving past and saw you two and thought, ‘I

really like to talk with them but there’s no place to stop.’ So I kept
going.”

Me: “And?”
Man: “Just then my truck broke down. That’s over there.”

Pointing to a camper pickup. “So what are you doing?” We had a
short conversation about bowing once every three steps and Gold
Mountain. He was looking hard for something and he thought we
might have it. Talking about it, I could see, wasn’t going to add or
help either of us so I politely went back to bowing.

“I like rigorous training… No more weapons, huh? That’d be
something!”
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Heng Chau • June 26, 1977
We mean to put you out of a job

Dream:
The Master was showing a group of us (Sangha and laypeople)

the ways and dangers of travelling the River. The biggest danger and
snag is fear. If there’s no fear, instead a trust, then the original nature
is like water (accord with conditions but don’t change, change with
conditions but always accord). I fell in a swift current while Shih Fu
was demonstrating but tried to follow the Master’s advice from
shore – I went over a dangerous waterfall and rolled out and up onto
a highway, walking along where there were only fast cars and trucks
– I was able to find a safe way without effort. Earlier part of the
dream was in a city and I was able to jump and fly like I was weight-
less. I could be heavy or light at will.

Killing:
I have two big regrets from childhood. 1) was catching bees and

embalming them with alcohol in the oven. 2) was killing a little bird
with my BB gun. It was the first and the last. It made me sick. I was
told and led to believe a gun and the hunt were exciting; the thing
one did to be a “man.” So one day on the farm I shot a little bird. It
collapsed and swung around on the line, hanging upside down by its
feet. I couldn’t believe it. I felt cheated, tricked. Killing was horrible.
I lost something that day, something precious. And it did not make
me feel like a “man.”

When I was older and some men took me hunting with shotguns
for a rite of passage, I purposely fumbled and missed everything I
shot at. They knew. They never took me again. I never went again. I
will never forget that day – every day is as vivid as yesterday and the
karma tastes bitter and feels heavy.

Ants! One bow down and come up, hands covered with ants.
Sleeping in a bag in the van my legs are still covered with ant bites.
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We sat to rest next to a tree with strange moving bark. The tree was
swarming with ants. How does a living being get reborn as billions of
ants? False thoughts and actions. Be careful.

Three or four sheriff’s cars loaded with deputies passed, honking
and waving. One carful all had their hands folded pretending to pray
and bow. The tension and bad vibes have turned, we are on good
terms, at last.

False thought: What if instead of guns, all police needed to do to
keep order was put their hands together and remind people of their
vows, precepts. People in turn would respond with, “Oh, right!
Sorry, I forgot – got a little greedy.” For bigger infractions they
might have to get out and bow or recite mantras aloud. Why not? We
just met our first Taoist cop. It’s just a question of time. “In
Amitabha’s land not even the names of the three evil ways exist, how
much the less their actuality.” A country of five precept holders
would be just that – so we told the police in a friendly conversation,
“We mean to put you out of a job.”

Heng Sure • June 27, 1977
Toll gate here, be careful

Unblocking Your Liver
Suddenly on the road to Zuma Beach I came up from a bow and

my eyes relaxed. I saw more in one look than ever before. How long
have my eyes been half shut? How long has my liver been half
paralyzed? The state lasted as long as my mind was free of false
thoughts. As soon as the thoughts returned, my vision narrowed
back down to telescope size as before.

Ambush at the Bus Stop
A good long two and a half hours of bowing down the hill to

Zuma Beach – practicing holding eyes and mind steady – good
energy. A dust-storm of Sunday afternoon beach-goers drive past
and honk and insult and scream and praise. Reach the bottom of the
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hill where there’s the beach parking lot driveway and across the
traffic island, a bus stop. Cars stopped in lines backed up for a mile
or more. Pedestrians, cycles, hitchhikers on surfboards. My mind
says, “Toll gate here, be careful.”

Get up from final bow and take out beads to count steps across
to the far side where the highway begins again. Cross through traffic,
across the bus stop island. As I pass behind the bus bench, counting
steps and reciting “Namo Buddha, Dharma, Sangha,” suddenly it
feels as if someone hit me in my energy system – a huge horrible
draining zap and buzz. I look up and see just a fuzzy head – perhaps
a woman sitting on the bench with beach-wet hair tied back? Was it
she? Who did that! Someone or something on that bus stop island
got me from behind and I feel wounded, leaking – jeez this is strange
stuff.

Heng Chau • June 27, 1977
Run for your enlightenment, rabbit! Don’t turn back!

Doubt and Fear
Going inside, returning the light is to go where you haven’t gone

yet. Through the false and empty “you,” keep going deeper and
further. Things fall by the way – friends, fame, sex, wealth, and a few
attachments you didn’t know existed. A lightness of mind and body
increases as each tie is severed, each thing put down. Trading
proportions of light for heavy, clear for dark. But a feeling of vulner-
ability creeps in too, of losing the “protectors” of self. Ultimately
“who” is losing, “who is gaining?”

“In the absence of thought coverings he has not been
made to tremble.”

Prajna Paramita

And though others have gone this path, they can’t taste it for you
or give it to you. Sages, good knowing advisors, point the way. In the
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end the walk is solo. I’m finding the sutras the only place that feels
real, that is home. And still, it’s very hard.

So while you are not alone, you are incredibly alone. Walking
along reciting the Great Compassion Mantra on a deserted ridge,
way down in my guts and through every pore I felt alone. I felt alone
and adrift like never before. Ultimately I knew not even “my self”
can go along and so something inside panicked and fought for the
controls.

It said, “This is nuts. Unnatural. It can’t be done. It’s a big hoax.
There’s nothing to it. It’s a nasty trick, this Buddhism. You can’t
reach nirvana. Enjoy yourself a little, relax and comfort your tired
and sore body. Wouldn’t it feel good to sit in front of a fire
strumming your guitar!” and on and on.

So here you are in the middle of nowhere Southern California
with another fool who isn’t even talking and all you do is work,
work, work – no play, no vacation, and more of the same ahead for
miles and countless miles.

I don’t know why but the Sutras, the ceremonies, and the
mantras bring me through these dark minutes and struggles. Faith
gets tested right where the soft spots are. Sometimes all that keeps
me going is knowing that going back, even a tiny step, is death.
Running as fast as you can into pitched blackness, pursued by
hungry coyotes chomping and salivating, waiting for you to trip or
sleep. (During walking recitation at the City of Ten Thousand
Buddhas a rabbit came tearing around a corner pursued by two dogs
– run for your enlightenment, rabbit! Don’t turn back!) When is
there no more fear and no more coyotes. In the Prajna Paramita it
says, “Because it has no impeding obstruction, there is no fear and
upside-down dream thinking is left far away!” The Master’s verse
says, “Those who know easily enlighten the dark and difficult path.”

I guess I’ll have to keep going to find out. Heng Sure won’t tell
me. My teacher smiles and says, “Try your best.” The candle I’m
writing by is short and it’s time to go bow.
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Heng Sure • June 28, 1977
Retribution will find us no matter where we are

Warning from the Sheriff
This a.m. we got a warning from the Sergeant of the Deputies

that there are many evil things that take place on the highway –
muggings by the score, beatings, murders, “things we never even
find out about. Yesterday somebody turned up with a man’s head,
hands and feet, the rest of the body was gone. We figure it happened
three days ago. You fellas had better be real careful. If you stay on
the beach you’ll get ripped off. I’d advise against it.”

The horror stories continued but the gist of it was that there is
active evil on the coast road. Now we knew this before we began.
Certainly it was never any different anywhere. Hsuan Chuan faced
great dangers. I Ching, Hsu Lao – all traveled “unsafe” roads. If we
were to change our journey because of possible harm to ourselves,
then our vows aren’t worth very much.

As for possessions, the only things I value are the sutra, the culti-
vation book, and the Master’s picture. Everything else is just articles
for comfort – shoes, clothes, razor, etc. All can be replaced.

If we have it coming to us, retribution will find us no matter
where we are. If we are not karmically linked to bad people, if we did
not kill in the past, then we could bow through a snake’s nest
unharmed. No problem.

The karma that is due us will find us certainly before long, the
sooner the better, while we have a wise advisor to instruct us.

Maintaining precepts is health, ease, peace of mind and body.
Breaking precepts is like being wounded or sick. (Weak, vulnerable,
restricted and dependent.)

I have been watching wounded insects and animals. They are wary
and seek shelter – on edge and afraid. Why? Because they are easy prey
and close to death. Take care. “You ought to watch where you put
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your feet and put them on real ground.” Maintain the precepts!
Attachments of false thoughts are wounds – the disease is “self.”

Taking refuge with the Triple Jewel is seeking refuge from the
storm (impermanence, suffering, birth and death). The Triple Jewel,
a proper Bodhimanda, and a good knowing teacher are the most
important things on the planet. Without them we get sucked into the
maelstrom and taken down the drain. That’s “going with the flow” –
over the waterfall and into the whirlpool. Grab the Prajna boat
before the current and time sweep you away.

To teach and transform myself and others until the vows are
fulfilled, until the job is done and then to return until the reunion is
complete is a long job. Rest? Thinking “you” have attained
something and can sit back is really false and causes suffering.
Sometimes that’s a lot to swallow.

Two reporters from the Malibu Surfside News interview and
take pictures. Right after, a woman in a laurel leaf headpiece who just
saw a Chinese Master with us wants desperately to find him. “He was
with you just a minute ago! I saw him!” she says frantically.

Lots of kids; lots of questions. One young man (17 years old) keeps
coming back. “I’m not ready for that (monk) yet. I couldn’t do it.”

Me: “Shouldn’t force anything – when it’s time, it’s time.”
“Before you were a monk did you ever do things – you know,

like surfing and sports or anything?”
Me: “Sure. All of that and a lot more. And if you put them all

together they don’t even touch one day of bowing.”
“Really?”
“Really!”
“What do you think about when you bow?”
“Well when you are surfing and catch a good wave and really

have it together, what do you think about?”
“Nothing, I guess.”
“Right. When you’re bowing right, it’s kind of like that, only all

the time…”
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“In all my 17 years I’ve never seen any Buddhists – I’ve just
never seen anything like this. Are there monasteries near here?… I
couldn’t bow like that. But I suppose if you put your mind to it… I’ll
see you later, maybe tomorrow. Thanks.”

Real genuine good roots. You can tell. It’s like being in the high
mountains in virgin wilderness – that kind of face.

“I am a devotee of the guru Maharaji.” No answer, keep bowing.
“He lives up there.” (pointing to the hills lining Trancas Canyon.)
No response. “He, the guru, is the Buddha now, I swear!”

Heng Sure • June 29, 1977
Low-grade mental chatter

Everything in this magical journey depends on the quality of our
bowing. When the demons come it’s because our bowing has been
sincere and we have some energy they want. This gives us a chance
to test, to certify, and to share in the presence of Bodhisattvas and
protectors.

If the demons don’t show, it may mean that our bowing has been
sincere and the demons got quelled before they could act.

However since most of the day is spent rolling along under a web
of low-grade mental chatter – turning the trucks and the rocks into
topics of false thought – then most of what comes our way in terms
of protection, experiences, offerings, etc., is purely through the
endless patience of our compassionate teacher.

Heng Chau • June 29, 1977
The fog – air or water?

An owl’s hooting broke the pre-dawn silence, “Who, who.. who..
whoo.” were the first sounds heard after morning recitation,
matching my first thoughts of self. The owl was holding his hua tou
(topic of meditation). What was I doing?



228 One Heart Bowing • June 29, 1977
The ants again! Devouring the dying and dead flying insects and
bugs – victims of morning traffic. After I am devoured who is left
and where? What shape? “Who” will be false thinking of “whom” or
of lunch or of enlightenment or being devoured? Who?

Are oceans reborn? Water is just a temporary combination of
gases, the elements of H2O. Originally it’s not wet or visible. Can’t
smell, feel, or taste. It just comes from the atmosphere from empty
space. What does oxygen or hydrogen look or feel like? Nothing.
Our bodies are almost all water-elements combined from nothing,
from empty space. Is empty space reborn? When my body goes back
to empty space “who” will be where? More and more the boundaries
and distinctions break down. The fog – air or water? Where does one
begin and another end? “All things level and equal,” it’s true.

“Hi. I’ve been watching you everyday. Just wanted to say hi. I
really admire what you are doing.” A man in his early 50’s. Real
genuine and clear, like a young boy who never even thought of
giving away his innocence.

Shakyamuni Buddha was a person who asked similar questions,
cultivated certain practices until he was enlightened and left a
method for anybody to do the same. That method and those
practices are cultivated at Gold Mountain Monastery and Heng Sure
and I are trying our best. We are all very lucky.

Gold Mountain monks bowing through the town,
Bowing through the country, praying on the ground.
How will they ever, ever put it down
Three steps up and one bow down
One of them is crippled, one of them is blind.
Constantly ahead and constantly behind.
Scared by empty shadows, blinded by his “I,”
Forever they are bowing the pilgrimage inside.

Lunch test at noon. Trancas Market. Fail, buy food. Van won’t start.
“Everything’s a test…”
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Every day they’re tested, every day they fail.
Eight winds are always blowing 

and they can’t control their sails.
Their boat is full of leaks 

but they can’t turn back for shore
They vowed to cross over 

and then come back for more…
…With Dharma friends and teacher
Riding vows made long before:
“Together crossing over, 

always coming back for more.”
Always coming back for more.

The reason for so much writing: 1) safety valve on the pressure
cooker – all this new energy, takes patience and time to smelt. It’s
still an outflow but better than anger or other more physical releases.
2) way station. I did so much “leaving home” in such a short time.
Writing is a way of centering until I can wean away to “no replying,
no dwelling.”

Heng Sure • June 30, 1977
I only progress when I’m miserably oppressed

Notice that every time I start bowing after resting, that is, once in
the morning and once in the afternoon, I get a prickly, tingling on
top of my head – sometimes it happens on its own at random times.
Is it energy channels opening up? New blood vessels being cleansed?
Old memories and garbage being purged? Bodhisattvas rubbing my
head? Bugs? My imagination?

Why do I feel so happy doing this work? Because there is
nothing more deeply satisfying than using all your energy to bring
about something you believe in. Acting for your beliefs is a kind of
pure action. The trick is to be all there.
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“There are very few people doing something about what they
believe in,” Santa Monica social worker.

The feeling of doing this work is like this: You’re on a high and
narrow mountain road. You’ve got to get to the bottom. You’re
riding a bicycle only you don’t know how – you’re just learning. You
keep falling left and right, slipping off the center of balance, not
going fast enough. If you go too fast you’ll go over the edge of the
road. Sometimes you succeed and ride along for short distance and
then road changes, twists, or changes in texture or you bump into
someone and fall off. If you watch too closely you can’t stay up.

The only method that works is to stay in the middle of the road
on the middle of the bike, at a moderate speed with eyes open,
watching for changes and steering through as best you can. There
can be no thinking – this guarantees a disaster with each new turn –
or a full stop, or a straight line over the side because you were
thinking and didn’t notice the danger.

Everything you find yourself doing it right, there is a homing
beam, invisible hands that help you towards your goal and keep you
on your bicycle.

Lead by Compassion
In Vajra Bodhi Sea #83-85 the Venerable Abbot discusses in a

Ch’an session the Ch’an Masters who are pressured by ghosts, tigers,
or by pain into real cultivation of the Way. This is right on the mark,
as Shih Fu always is. I’ve discovered the sad but unmistakable truth
of my cultivation – I only progress when I’m miserably oppressed by
something. If I’m feeling fine, with no major problems going on, I
tend to coast along and daydream.

I need to get to a point where I absolutely have to keep my mind
empty or else the suffering is too great, and then I can really do it.
Pain and fear are two effective motivators to good work. Last
Sunday, for the first time, happiness kept me in the middle of my
balance-point. Could you be a Ch’an Master pressured (or lead on)
by happiness? I would like to do my best work because of clarity of



June 30, 1977 • One Heart Bowing 231
vision in seeing the importance of the work we’re doing. That’s the
kind of pressure that would be best.

Dharma Masters lead by compassion, Dharma Masters lead by
resolve to attain, Dharma Masters lead by the need to save others,
Dharma Masters lead by the wish to fulfill his teacher’s vows.

Tears of Shame
“There are enough men cultivating the dharma-door of being a

husband and father and there are not enough men cultivating the
way of the left-home Bhikshu on the Bodhisattva Path.” This
thought helped me leave home and brought tears to my eyes out
here on the Avatamsaka Highway when I reflected on how far I have
not come in fulfilling my promise to cultivate with diligence and to
put down my selfish habits.

You’re Better Off
Although it is hot out on the side of the road – the blacktop sears

your hands, head, and feet – it’s hotter in the hells. Hell-beings don’t
get to stop at night to hear the Avatamsaka Sutra and bathe in its
light. In the hells you roast all the time.

I am alive and able to cultivate, able to bow up and down on this
griddle and I would rather do it than drive to the beach and surf or
drink beer or shout “sucker” out of my car window. That’s life too,
and all come this way before too long – patience and hard work are
the key to the lock of existence.

Mundane Compassion
In the Saha, there is sweet in the bitter, when it is blazing hot, the

ants, who have good sense, hide away in their holes and we don’t
squash them. When there is no wind or breeze to cool you off, then
your sash and robe stay in place and you don’t use energy in tugging
them around to keep from stepping on them while bowing.
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Purify your Mind
Water and Mirror Reflections, the Venerable Abbot’s book, is a

final statement, in essence. There is no essay more pure, more crys-
talline, more true than his thoughts on averting calamities. There is
nothing left unspoken and nothing more to say.

The urge to action: purify the mind.
That is the big block before my every breathing moment: how to

purify the rattling, chattering, low-key, foggy, and universally
obscuring thinking machine; how to shut down its noise. The Master
says turn affliction to Bodhi, like ice turns to water. You don’t stop
the mind, that is death. Rather you purify its action: “The path of
language is cut off, and the place of the mind’s action is eradicated.”
You hold it still, distract it and contemplate its emptiness and total
dependence on the senses for its life. You control the senses, and so
stop feeding the mind. Hold it in solitary with your recitation.
Repent of past bad karma, erase it away, praise the pure and holy,
keep your present deeds in front of your eyes and then be patient.
Have pure faith that this method works. Then apply effort.

“Your work will not have been in vain.”

Heng Chau • June 30, 1977
Danger: greed, anger and stupidity at work

An old man in bib overalls and straw hat stopped and asked to
take a few pictures. Real honest and straight. For a minute I felt like
I was back in Wisconsin on the farm. Buddhism is like that, I feel,
real common sense and true – not zany and exotic.

A garbage man who had been watching us for the past three
weeks said, “Finally had a chance to stop. I have been really curious
and interested.” I gave him a release and talked briefly. He was
genuine, bright, and sincere.

Both of these people and quite a few more are unpolluted and
clear-faced like children. Sometimes makes me aware of my shadows
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and marks of “self” in comparison. Really good like straight honest
mirror criticism. I came away feeling more determined to wipe away
all my smudges and “marks” and be true and without coverings.

Danger! Everywhere Danger!
Danger Narrow Shoulder – Danger Attack Dog on Duty –

Danger Electric Fence – Danger Armed Guards, Keep Out –
Danger Falling Rocks – Danger Fire Hazard Area – Danger Slide
Area – Danger Explosive Vehicles – Danger False Thoughts –
Danger Greed, Anger, & Stupidity at Work – Danger Your “Self.”

Sign for the City of Ten Thousand Buddhas:

“No Danger, Everything’s Ok (if you cultivate).”

I wish Heng K’ung were here to talk to all these surfers. Heng
K’ung used to be a Hawaiian beach surfer. Now he is a monk at
Gold Mountain. How do you get from the waves and parties to eight
hours of meditation a day? In a monastery in the heart of the Mission
in San Francisco? There are such a lot of surfers asking questions
about Buddhism and the monastery.

A road answer for “What do Buddhists believe in, anyhow?”
“That all things are related. We are all one substance, one

family.”
“That it’s what you do that counts. What you give, you get –

exactly. No one else but you yourself saves or smothers you.”
“That true peace, real freedom, and happiness are inside, within

your own nature. Removing the tangles and mixed-up thinking will
allow it to appear. These things are not outside of yourself and no
one else can find them for you or give them to you.”

“Do you believe in Jesus?”
“It’s what you do that matters. If you believe in the Buddha and

kill and lie and oppress people then that is what you get back. If you
don’t believe in Buddhism and you do good then you get that back.”
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A man who read about us in the local news brought out two bags
of vegetables from his garden and some kind words.

A man who spent a lot of time trying to end suffering and make
changes through politics – quite articulate – said, “Let us say this:
yours is a long and arduous journey. But I know of no better way, no
other way to do it. The political system never could and never will do
the job. Good luck. May it go well with you.”

If bowing once every three steps gets responses in ourselves and
others and influences people to do good, then it is the Way, the
Buddhadharma, the Triple Jewel that should be “praised.” The best
praise is practice, imitation.

If bowing once every three steps fails then it is because we did
not cultivate sincerely and blocked the Way with our “selves.” The
blame is ours, not Buddhism’s.

What everyone recognizes as good – having merit and virtue – is
without marks of self. So to praise individuals is not to truly
recognize what really is happening: that by getting rid of afflictions
of self, the Buddha nature appears. No one owns or achieves that. It
is just there “level and equal, pervading the ends of empty space.”
Credit is empty and so is blame. Only practice and no self count.
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*  *  *  *  *  *  *  *  *
July 1977

Heng Chau • July 1, 1977
Four smiling, dirty kids

I had a hard time waking up. I realize sleep (one of the Five
Desires) is just a shield my ego uses to protect its position as
“Director of False Thoughts and Attachments.” The self uses all
sorts of devices to defend and insure its position – food, sleep, sex,
fame, wealth – just to name the obvious majors. So the real true
nature, our original selfless Buddhanature is held in a dream, locked
in by the devices of self. And often the hold is vice-like and to our
death.

Sleeping to dream
Dreaming to sleep
Want to wake up
But can’t make it.
It’s a habit that “I”
Uses to hide, that:
I am always asleep
And won’t face it.

Sleepings

Thinking is sleeping with the eyes open.
Talking is sleeping with the mouth open.
Eating is sleeping with the mouth full.
Dreaming is sleeping with the eyes closed.
Living is walking in sleep.
Romantic love is two people sleeping together.



236 One Heart Bowing • July 1, 1977
Cultivating is “trying your best”
To eat without a mouth
Sleep without closing the eyes.
Talk without opening the mouth.
Think without using your head
Killing yourself before it’s too late and you die.
Writing less and bowing more!

We received an apple from a man in a Porsche who got a news
release a few days ago.

A woman riding her bike offered carrots, tea, and fruit. “If you
need anything more I’ll be back.”

A pocket full of change was offered by a young man along with
“Far-out! Wonderful!”

A really nice man with a food offering of cheese, can of peaches,
yogurt, and an avocado – each half-eaten. “I tried to find you last
night. Sorry this is all I have,” he apologized.

“It’s great!” we said.
NBC camera crew with Boyd Matson from L.A. came out. They

did interviewing and filming.
Louis Arosco, a minister from the Universal Life Church was

impressed and excited about the City of Ten Thousand Buddhas,
precepts, and that Shakyamuni Buddha was a person who worked
hard, and became enlightened.

Four smiling, dirty kids brought some oranges and sincerity.
Be careful about leaks and rip offs – camera lens and wasted

words. Be compassionate, not profligate.

“What the Buddhas enlighten to is all already known.”
Avatamsaka Sutra

Buddhism is a method to remember which removes coverings. It
is not dogma and beliefs you must hold without investigating and
discovering through your own cultivation. It is direct action, not lip
action.
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Heng Sure • July 2, 1977
Explain the sutra as you understand it

“Where are you going?”
“We’re going to the City of Ten Thousand Buddhas.”
“How come you’re bowing on the highway?”
“The City’s a holy place and it’s not easy to get there. We aim to

be purified and clean by the time we arrive.”
The wonderfulness of this trip is the chance to study the

principles of the Avatamsaka Sutra and learn them from the text, and
then go onto the road and apply them. If we do it well, we can
reverse the process: on the road we can discover for and from
ourselves the basic principles of the self-nature, and then go study
their applications and manifestations in the sutra at night. What a
chance! Then in the writing, as the Master said three times before it
came home, explain the sutra as you understand it, based on your
work. What else could fill your head? If you are mindful of the sutra
that you study morning and night, then you can truly be in the
company of irreversible Bodhisattvas all the time, and be surrounded
by great power and all-pervasive light. All right!

The essays we write should be written in simple direct language
so the layperson can understand them. The points they make should
be vigorous, concise, simple, concrete, real, and should be illustrated
with events from the work: changes in attitude, new understandings;
tie into the earth.

Heng Chau • July 2, 1977
True “kung fu” masters live long

One year of hoeing, weeding, and watering a garden yields one
harvest, not forever. Lay back and the weeds will strangle you. Sit
still, the bugs will get you. How much mileage can you get out of one
“savior”? Did last week’s meal leave you satisfied until today?
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“…those seeking them in seeing them can’t attain them.”
Avatamsaka Sutra

The NBC newsman, off camera, asked, “How can you possibly
meditate on this highway? All these big noisy trucks and debris
and…”

Later another person offered, “Meditate on the beach where it is
quiet and inspiring.”

More and more on this journey we are finding what looks crazy
is really wonderful and often what looks wonderful is really empty
and crazy. Looking outside to conditioned forms and external
dharmas for the true nature, the Buddha, is fruitless and deceiving.
Returning the light within, going past forms, feeling, thought, action,
and consciousness is the method. Otherwise one is constantly tossed
and thrown by conditions – no concentration.

It’s the mind that moves, not the trucks. It’s what is within all of
us that inspires, not the beach. Closing the eyes is the beginning of
opening wisdom. Seeking outside in what can be seen, you “can’t
attain them.”

I had this thought the other day after listening to Heng Sure read
about the various liberation-gates different beings were able to enter
in the Avatamsaka Sutra. I saw the City of Ten Thousand Buddhas
as a place where living beings from all over would “be able to
contemplate and see” each according to his and her causes, roots,
and conditions, and enter ten thousand liberation-gates. The City of
Ten Thousand Liberation Gates. Wherever you were and to what
extent you were mature, the liberation gate would be there for you to
enter and you would then be that much closer to the World Honored
One.

I saw all these gates as basically within our self-nature and not
outside. The gates open through practices, cultivation of the six
paramitas, and holding precepts. Who could ever get bored with so
many gates to so many Buddhas to explore?
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In response to the newsman’s question of why not bow along the
nice beaches, the Master responded, “Tell him the beaches don’t go
to the City of Ten Thousand Buddhas. To get to the City of Ten
Thousand Buddhas, you’ve to get off the beaches!” That says it.

There is a lot of money on the ground. Mostly tarnished, dirty
pennies and small changes. No one sees it. What’s a penny these
days? I figure with hard work and patience we might have enough
collected by the time we get to the City of Ten Thousand Buddhas
to invite (sponsor) a Buddha. These pennies are much like culti-
vating the Buddhadharma. One is very lucky to find both, but, it
takes hard work and patience to make either accomplish anything.

It’s the small, everyday, every minute work that enlightenment
comes from and that real benefit to others is derived from. The more
we bow, the more pennies we find. We are not looking for them;
they just are there to be found, one at a time.

Return the light and turn around
Found a penny on the ground.
Met a friend I always known
Bowing down the Rocky Road.
Bow down, turn around
Look inside and see.
Is it black or white, is it up or down?
Is it in the sky, is it on the ground?
Turn around, turn around
Look inside and see.
Leave the beaches, find the gate
Hurry up now don’t be late.
Leave the false, find the true –
Ten Thousand Buddhas inside of you.
Turn around, turn around
Look inside and see.
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Why Bow Once Every Three Steps? Some Thought:
There is too much hate and suffering in the world. Things are out

of order, out of harmony and balance. Why are heaven and earth
(nature) angry? It’s because our values and priorities are upside-
down. Look around. All the wars and fighting, stockpiles of destruc-
tion, weapons, family feuds, neglected old people, abused children –
children are the future, old people are our parents. Is this right? Poli-
ticians and leaders take bribes – models of dishonesty and selfish-
ness. Where are leaders with virtue and some wisdom that really seek
benefit for all people, for all beings, and not just for little groups or
themselves?

Look at the weather: earthquakes, floods, too much rain or not
enough. Famine, tornadoes, hurricanes. All these problems and
conditions are the result of past actions. And past deeds start in the
mind. If the heart brings forth thoughts motivated by greed and
anger and stupidity, then the harvest will be bitter. If the mind plants
seeds based on morality, compassion, and wisdom, then those seeds
will ripen into peace and well-being for all beings everywhere. What
you give, you get. The big starts from the small.

We are all one family, one substance. Even scientists cannot
separate heaven and earth. The man-made and natural worlds blend
together in interdependence.

So at Gold Mountain there’s a place for people who want to
change their bad habits, replace their greed, hate, and stupidity with
morality, concentration, and wisdom. There’s a place to do that. The
work in the monastery is to change the world by changing yourself.
You work from the inside out – start at the beginning, not the end –
start with your own mind and heart. What else really works? If the
individual is together then the family is together and so on until large
countries are made up of people whose hearts and minds are at
peace and happy. With people like that, how could there be wars?

It starts with yourself, in your own mind. So that’s why we bow
and pray. That’s why people at Gold Mountain work so hard. They
sincerely want to end suffering of all kinds and want others to too
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before it’s too late. So they work long hours and take on a little
suffering to end bigger sufferings. We can’t “get away from it all”
anymore than we can get away from ourselves. And ourselves is
what each of us has to begin with. So we try our best and hope
others will do theirs and work together to end suffering and disasters
and find real peace of mind.

William Ford stopped to give us a leaf from the Bodhi Tree in
Bodhgaya, India. He acquired it on a pilgrimage five years ago and
finally found a place for it. He was surprised and happy to find out
the Sutras are being lectured in the West. “Amazing!”

Four cars tried to run us off the road today. Somehow it seems
pretty empty and we hardly notice. Just a test.

Out of Order.
A park ranger related that his job used to be “to protect people

from the dangers of the park.” Then it changed to “protecting the
park from people.” Most recently it’s been “to protect people from
each other.” The rangers have started to carry guns and receive
police training.

If you mend a rip when it is small, you don’t have to face a gaping
hole later. Get to people and the problem before the people get to
the park. Return the light; purify the heart.

All of us are teachers and all of us are students. We teach each
other by our actions and model what we watch. Right “now” is a
result of past “nows.” The future is being set up right now and we
are all responsible. If you never learn to steal and kill, etc., what
would you be like? Just that is your original face. Every minute of
purity, every right thought, every day of naïve awareness is merging
with the substance of our Buddhanature.

When someone heard that we practice “kung fu” he said, “But
that’s violence and fighting.” So it was explained like this: There are
two kinds of martial arts: true and false. The false is the movie variety
– for show and machoism. It’s in most of the magazines – thrives on
fear and feelings of inadequacy, etc. The true kind is for health and
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longevity and stresses internal development, smiles, looks unimpres-
sive and “soft,” doesn’t advertise, maintains original practices of
Taoist and Buddhist origin, i.e. precepts, meditation, quietude,
harmony, non-contention, yielding, and most importantly, is a tool,
a springboard for higher spiritual cultivation. True “kung fu” is a
mind-body smelting to aid in non-outflow study and “returning the
light.” The “masters” of the false die young or burn out. The masters
of the true live long, healthy lives and if they are lucky and work hard
can die in full-lotus with a smile.

Heng Sure • July 3, 1977
Suddenly above I saw the white-robed Bodhisattva

My work is in staying out here all the time and not retreating into
thoughts, plans, and dreams when it gets tough. Keeping it all open
and watching the sense doors, watching the center, keeping it all in.

The eyes see the shapes and forms
but they don’t exist within.

The ear hears the defiled sounds
but the mind does not know.

When I really do it, when I apply effort long enough without
breaking off or scattering, then a wonderful peace touches my mind
– it rests – and there is this clear brilliant light that comes from
everything in the world – the bushes, the hills, the road, the ocean,
the sounds, and from my hands out there in front, palms together,
praising the Buddha with a single mind. The light is new each time –
always waiting for me to clear up – inexhaustible and unmoving.

But most of the time, I just wander.

A Vision of Guan Shi Yin.
We usually meditate after bowing to turn down the energy/fire

to a manageable smelt. We quit at 6:00 and do evening recitation at
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7:30 so in between we have to take care of any business and chores
we have. The meditation is mandatory – else we risk boiling over.

Saturday there was a lot to do before settling down to rest and
clean up. Result: we returned to our spot late and had to delay
evening recitation. I washed up in cold water and as the sun had set
I got tensed from the chill. Heng Chau was already into his standing
meditation and the flies began to light on me and the van door blew
and squeaked in the cold breeze. All this, inexplainably, began to put
me uptight. I said to myself, “Don’t get angry. Don’t get angry.
That’s the worst thing you can do with this energy.”

I walked up the trail to stand in meditation with my spine on fire
– it was late and as I took the stance I sincerely pleaded with my
demon-nature “Don’t get angry – this is just a matter of directing
energy. Be patient!”

And suddenly above my head I saw the white-robed Guan Yin
Bodhisattva lean down and smile a sweet smile. I felt two drops of
cool, refreshing liquid touch my head and run down my spine and
my anger all melted away. Simply gone, just like that. She smiled
sweetly and said, “Don’t worry. Everything’s okay.” And it was.

Heng Chau • July 3, 1977
Itchin’ for a chance to let go and be real

Leonora and Mrs Hsiah drive out with hot lunch.
A lifeguard from the beach walks all the way up a hillside of

prickers, thistles, and jagged rocks barefoot to offer an orange. He
must have really cut up his feet. 

“The one who leaves the world, the one with proper
knowledge sits among them. In every direction everywhere
appear transformation clouds. These clouds proclaim
throughout the world. All living beings are subdued and in
this way does it all manifest from the Buddha’s palace.”

Avatamsaka Sutra
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Feelings and associations: From the palace all issues forth and all
look to the palace for comfort and wisdom, for relief from suffering.
Without moving, the Buddha teaches and transforms as each living
being seeks his true nature and draws near, transforming into the
source of all Tathagatas – without self.

The powers of the Buddha are inconceivable. If in place of self
and false thought you put vows, what could not be accomplished?

I flashed back to the first time I came to Gold Mountain – stark
and bare as it was yet wonderfully adorned. I remember this again as
Heng Sure read the gatha on the Buddha’s throne in the Avatamsaka
Sutra. Sometimes I wake up in the A.M. and can’t tell north, south,
east, west, up or down, day or night, another world or planet – where
is home? Where am I? Yet it feels ok – free.

“Where you gents goin’?” he asks.
Heng Sure points ahead.
“To the sun, eh… Well I wish you godspeed.” He returns three

times asking questions, trying to figure us. Finally he says, “You
dudes need some bread?” I hand him a release. “Tell you what,
here’s ten dollars.” He folds and slaps two fives into my hands. “I
can dig prayer. You know, it’s righteous stuff. Like, I can see where
you’re at. People need that, you know?”

“It will be well-used,” I say.
“It was well-given,” he replies quickly.
“That’s what counts,” I end. We both smile for the first time. At

last genuine. Behind all our coverings and hesitancy people are just
people and there are a lot whose hearts are itchin’ for a chance to let
go and be real. We are meeting more and more on our way.

“All living beings’ attachments, all their sleepiness and
bad habits are done away with when the Tathagata appears in
the world and uses expedients for them.”

Avatamsaka Sutra
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Heng Sure • July 4, 1977
Happy birthday, America, the Dharma’s on its way

Fundamental Ideas, New To The West.
Before the sutra can begin to take hold of your ear, you have to

accept some basic ideas:
1. You have lived before and you will live again. Rebirth is a fact.

How come you don’t remember, then, you wonder. Do you
remember yesterday? You forget? Did it happen? Will there be a
tomorrow? Rebirth is like that.

2. Cause and effect is a law of the universe. What you did
determines who you are and what you are doing. What you are doing
determines what you will do and who you will be. As you sow, so you
shall reap. What goes out, comes back to you. If you have treated
people well as a rule, they will treat you well. If I didn’t kill people in
the past, I won’t get run over on a highway. What’s how it works.

3. There is a state of perfection in human life and the Buddhas
attain it. The seeds of perfection are already inside every living thing
and we all are working our way gradually to Buddhahood, to perfec-
tion. Why don’t I realize it now? Because of false thinking, bad
karma, and attachments. I want very much to realize Buddhahood
and I work at it all day and all night, but it keeps on eluding my
efforts because I have thick coverings of thoughts, habits, desires,
and doubts, all caused by greed, hatred, and stupidity of body,
mouth, and mind. I know this is true. I am painfully aware of it.

4. There are other realms of existence, ten of them in all. The
Buddha dwells on top, gods and humans are in the middle, and hell-
dwellers live at the bottom. Your degree of perfection puts you into
one of the ten “dharma realms” or paths of existence. It has nothing
to do with anyone else. It’s purely your own doing in attaining rebirth.

5. Most of what happens in the sutra is a small portion of the
enormous, expansive, and universal consciousness of the figures in
the sutra – the Buddhas and Bodhisattvas of the Flower Store
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Universe. Therefore, most of it is ineffable, i.e. it cannot be spoken
of or put into words or thought. Quickly our vocabulary is exhausted
and the same superlatives are used over and over. What takes place
is realized by the Bodhisattvas in the sutra whose minds have
expanded to the point of undifferentiated wisdom.

6. To those great beings who have entered a treasury of wisdom
beyond the realm of the senses all things are possible, all things
happen at one time and in one place. By analogy, when the full moon
rises it shines in every pool of water, no matter where, big and small,
all at the same time; as the rain falls on all plants from big trees to
small shrubs equally and without distinction, the Buddha in the sutra
is infinitely large and appears everywhere at once – just as the sun
shines on all living beings equally.

These are a few of the foundation stones to support an appreci-
ation of the Flower Garland Palace. The sutra challenges your
mental capacity and it expands the limits of your awareness. It
suggests new alternatives to the roots of Westerner’s concepts of
reality and it shines as a crowning jewel on the top of the universe,
pure and bright.

Ventura Beach #1
The Avatamsaka Sutra explains how the sight of the Buddha

makes all beings happy – according to what they like. If I had my
wish here on this grungy holiday beach, I would be able to give all
these unhappy people a pure vision of the Buddha and wipe away
their fears and cares and worries and heat.

The Abbot works in wonderful ways, so I will just stop my false
thinking for this while and do it true and ask the Master to shine
through and open these people up.

Ventura Beach #2
Today on the beach I realized my fear of these people has disap-

peared slowly – replaced by a wish to take them across, to get them
to recognize the Triple Jewel and to resolve to cultivate to enlighten-
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ment. I realized that for the time I am here, these are my people, this
is my place. I am not apart from here. These people are all my family.
If this work is going to be effective, I can’t stand away from any of
them. I want to give them the Buddha and make them happy and
peaceful.

The best way to do this, starting from here and now is to follow
instructions: don’t false think, be sincere, and be mindful. So I did
my best to be the best Buddha-disciple I could be. It felt good, like
home. Happy birthday, America, the Dharma’s on its way.

Heng Chau • July 4, 1977
Going for the small, you get the small

On the weekends we get more flack, few people stop. On the
weekdays we get less flack, and more offerings and questions. I think
it has something to do with the fact that on the weekends lots of
folks are looking for the action, excitement. Looking outside for it,
there is bound to be disappointment and an on-edge kind of tension.
Sometimes you’ll try anything for a high, for some fun. Two bowing
monks can be an easy outlet for this energy if they leave a crack or
opening.

When I worked in the psychiatric ward, holidays and weekends
were always the heaviest. Police and hospitals dread these celebra-
tion times. Why? It’s not the case that the celebrating gets too
joyous, but rather there’s a lot of tension and disappointment that
spills over into violence, injuries, and exploding tempers. Holidays
are pressure cookers where the flames of looking outside for some
payoff and “rush” are turned up full blast. Everyone’s looking at
everybody else for the action.

Kids: “Do you Buddhists ever party?”
“Yes. Inside.”

“Everyday I am happy. Everyday is my birthday.”
Master Hua
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Everyday level and equal. Little kids experience this state, too.
Precepts, no attachments, no false thoughts. Then every day is Inde-
pendence Day.

A family offers food. Father, a Vietnam vet, is impressed with
Buddhism and really happy to hear that the Buddhist Text Transla-
tion Society is translating sutras into English. “Really!?”

Lots of little personal offerings today from families and kids.
“Will you take my bag of sunflower seeds?” asks a little boy.

“I can’t give ‘em nothin’. All we got is hamburger.”
Fireworks and fire, but we bow through okay. Lots of booze,

beef, and tests. All are subdued by disbelief of how far we are going
and of the bowing we do. They forget they wanted to hassle.

We were offered beer, “acid,” marijuana, hamburger, and always
advice.

“Well you’ll sure get to see everything: that way, at least.”
“We hope so.”
“It’s impossible, you’ll never make it,” as we bow through a CB

clan. “10-4.”
“I hope you find Jehova. Only he can save you. Do you believe?”
“We feel it’s more important what you do than what you

believe.”
“You don’t think you can save yourselves, do you?”
“We try our best.”
“Let’s go fry them steaks.”
Firecrackers explode at our feet.
“Peace to you, brother,” says a man who has been sitting nearby

on the ground observing. “I hope you find peace. It’s the ignorant
ones who laugh the loudest.” 

“Nobody’s suffering here. Look.” says a woman pointing to the
garbage-strewn beach.

“So it seems.”
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Corn – Small Corn.
Bowing along, we passed some corn growing alongside the road.

Just before lunch I started to false think about corn – corn on the
cob, cornbread, corn this and that. Just then a car pulled up with an
offering: 50 cents and two bags of corn chips. Heng Sure notes:
“Going for the small, you get the small.” Small minds affect small
results and vice versa – small things move small minds, like getting
angry over gnats.

False Outside / True Inside.
A hot car full of tough, menacing-looking youths pulled onto the

shoulder, watching and waiting. Finally one got out and respectfully
asked about our trip and Buddhism. Turned out everyone was real
honest and interested. Things and beings aren’t always what they
seem.

Heng Sure • July 5, 1977
You can be happy with perfect deportment

Follow The Rules.
Last night I lost ground. The mountain climber falls off the face,

the racer loses a bearing, and the flier is grounded by a storm. I
worked hard to find something to blame and came up with some
dandy, external cause that a condition-climbing mind like mine could
almost believe. After all, yesterday was an extraordinary day with
peaks and valleys of good and evil, magic and heroism, energy and
results.

This morning I got my clue. I said (in complaining about a
personal problem to Heng Chau which is adding mistakes onto
mistakes, i.e. not at all in accord with my vow to speak words that are
in service of the Triple Jewel). “I didn’t do anything wrong. Why did I
lose out?” Clue #1. Pay attention, Kuo Chen, here’s what happened.
After evening recitation I was feeling in control and not actually
sleepy. I had been made aware that right outside our car was the local
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Sequit Point fireworks display and I thought nothing of it, ho, ho. I
said to Heng Chau, “I’m going out to stand,” as I had missed standing
meditation before evening recitation. So out I went without my
precept sash to stand and watch the fireworks. Trippy! Sensational
standing! America’s birthday and I celebrated by breaking Shramanera
precepts and rules of deportment, lost protectors, and lost all the
work of the past three weeks. Well done. Big mystery. Where to put
the blame? Return the light and shine within. You blew it.

From The Bottom.
When you slip off your greased pole you can sit and pout at the

bottom. You can try to shake other climbers off their poles. You can
walk away. Or you can step up and start climbing. It’s not the goal
that matters, it’s not the product, it’s the work, it’s the process, it’s
the climbing that counts. You may or may not get to point “X” along
your way, but if you don’t keep walking, then you surely won’t get
past point “A.”

And while you’re at it why not be happy? When do you start
being happy if not right now? What are you waiting for? You can be
happy with perfect deportment, no need to be a stiff and weird
Buddhist, you won’t impress anyone that way. Being awesome
touches people in their hearts, and you’ve got to be awesome in your
own heart before you communicate it.

Heng Chau • July 5, 1977
Dwelling on the Bodhisattva’s ground of happiness

Changed Ford Van in on a 1956 Plymouth wagon from Gold
Wheel Temple. Why? Still not in camping-out country and the
bowing is more important than trying to force “roughing it.”
“Roughing it” is going on inside and directly related to the bowing.
To force camping out now would be an outflow and a waste of
priceless bowing time. Camping out comes easy to me; bowing is
hard work. Doing what’s hardest for you is cultivation.
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Drove ahead to Oxnard-Ventura to contact local sheriff and
California Highway Patrol. They had seen us on T.V. and were really
helpful. Turns out just where an alternate road around the freeway
ends so does the freeway – not shown on the map – according to
R.C. Cooper of the California Highway Patrol. So we’ll be able to
bow continuously.

When you get to the bottom of the mountain 
a road will appear

Reading the Master’s commentary in Vajra Bodhi Sea on the Ten
Grounds in the Avatamsaka, the first ground “Dwelling on the
Bodhisattva’s Ground of Happiness” caused a deep welling up of
my own joy and kind thoughts about leaving home to cultivate the
Way.

Even though my body is tired, hot, sticky, dirty, in need of a
shave and a toilet, my mind is free and happy, in need of nothing but
more Dharma, more cultivation. Who could ever have imagined
such peace and well-being? I have never “given rise to such
happiness… turning away from defilement and returning to purity.”

Heng Sure • July 6, 1977
Stop feeding your self and your projected self

The Final Shadows of Romance Are Gone.
Once you’ve traveled the limited physical route, how can you

think of going back, or staying there? Or anything but going on to
the source of that happiness? Who would be satisfied with just a
picture of Paradise? Who would keep straining for the magic island
in a leaky boat when a solid path appears above the waves?

Physical love is defiled, confused, selfish, fragile and hard to
make work right. It is productive of many things besides real
happiness. It decays in rewards as the body goes bad. Ultimately
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there is nothing in it. It is this species’ way of reproducing offspring.
It is the leaky boat down among the waves.

The Buddhadharma is a permanent dependable pure path to real
and lasting happiness. It is the road to great compassion which is to
selfish romantic love what a grain of oily sand is to a range of snow-
capped mountains.

Turn off the stereo, sell your waterbed, stop the television and
movies and magazines and stop the buying. Stop the meat, the
booze, the smoke and the dope. Stop feeding your self and your
projected self – the one you show your girlfriends. Collect all that
energy back and concentrate it; give it to the universe.

Four Elements.
The ocean water waves above the unmoving suchness of the

water element; the earth slides downhill among the stillness of the
earth element. The air breezes and gusts through the total tranquility
of the air element; and the voice praises the Triple Jewel from the
pure unmoving fire element. All false manifestations begin and end
with one basic perfection and harmony in the body of the Buddha.

Heng Chau • July 6, 1977
Bow all the time to anything and everybody

Practice and understanding mutually respond.
The response and the practice of the Way

intertwine and are hard to conceive of.

Whether the Buddhadharma is alive or dead for me is in the practice
(the precepts, concentration, the six paramitas, the bowing). Each
day the sutras become more relevant, speaking true to my experi-
ences and states. If no practice then it’s all a bunch of stupid-
sounding boring words – like a dream. Somehow Buddhism without
practice isn’t really Buddhism.
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“How can I get rid of my arrogance?” someone asked the Master
at Gold Mountain.

“Bow. Bow all the time to anything and everybody you see. Can
you do that?”

Bow not for something – to get something for your self. Bow to
empty yourself, to repent and clean out your mind. With no thought
of self, all benefit. With a thought of self, all suffer. Bow to the
Buddhanature in all beings, sentient and insentient. With no self the
Buddha appears. Can you do that? Heng Chau?

State while meditating: The song of a single bird penetrated all
other sounds for a measureless distance in every direction and cut
right through everything. The ears saw and the eyes heard and at the
same time like they were the same organ. All these different sounds
had the same nature, a unifying common quality. It was just one bird,
one ear, one sound, one eye riding together in all directions through
air, water, earth, and space – all the same.

“The Tathagata’s one sound is measureless.”
Avatamsaka Sutra

When you bow slowly through these big hills and vast landscape
you see that all of it is made up of tiny little particles – dust motes,
atoms. Everything either can be broken down to empty space or
from empty space built up into an ocean, a person, or a mountain.

Bitterness of this trip so far is inside, not outside. The physical
hardships are relative. The struggles with the mind and heart: to
purify and stop false thoughts, to let go of self and plug the outflows
– that’s where we feel “suffering.” The bowing is almost everything.
That makes the work a special chance. There is a point where the
body seems to disappear, blending with the rocks and dirt, wind and
sun. The noise and sights pass through as the breaths we take in and
let out, unnoticed. It is the bowing that does this. It is all inside then,
and, all the wheels are turning and burning overtime – trying to
break through the coverings.



254 One Heart Bowing • July 7, 1977
Heng Sure • July 7, 1977
You should feel lighter, clearer, more energized

Briefing.
You need to upgrade your training rules to fit your new situation.

When you don’t cultivate, casual and sloppy mind habits will do.
When you cultivate and the energy starts to flow, you’ve got to be
mindful all the time or you’ll be sorry forever.

When you stand up from bowing, start to work. Be alert and
watch for any scattering of energy. Obviously don’t talk. Don’t wave
to people. Don’t let your mind out. This is not just good talk, this
means survival or wipe out. There’s a lot more than your own petty,
selfish pleasure riding on what you do. Your teacher’s Buddhahood
waits for you.

Right now you’re at the pit bottom. Enough shame and discour-
agement has pressured you into clear awareness of your mistakes.
When you build back up, carefully, mindfully, into a high-pitch
energy system, don’t let go, don’t let down, don’t waste it. Practice
control.

Analogy: If you were working around high explosives with an
open flame or a torch in your hand and your body was in danger you
would be very cautious, very mindful. Your bowing trip days and
nights are just that way! The heat of the work is hotter than any torch
and fruits of it more volatile than any chemical compound. Keep the
heat steady, constant, on the mark. Control your work. Watch your
mind. Don’t let the flame stray or you will explode worse than your
physical death. You’ll always have another body. You won’t always
have another chance to cultivate.

Repentance.
When you repent, if it is sincere, you should feel lighter, clearer,

more energized as the offenses are wiped away. If your repentance is
half-hearted or the offenses are extreme or very recent, you may
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have to wallow a bit and fight your way out of the defiling situations
you created. You should not be surprised to face all the ugliness you
put out, you’ve got to go through it, there’s no avoiding karmic retri-
bution, and it feels best to make a space for it to happen, keep all idle
thought subdued and then go on and wade in it or swim or drown in
it, whichever feels best. Be patient, know that it was empty to begin
with, and even more false now on the replay. Know that it will pass
by and that you will be the lighter for it.

When the tapes are done playing, when your conduct is mindful
and perfect, when your virtuous practices are sufficient, when you
stop false thinking, then you will have an offering worthy of your
teacher.

Straight Talk.
“Now tell me, just between you and me, give me a straight

answer. This Buddhism stuff, is there anything to it?”
“Yes. After the kindness and concern of my mother and father,

it’s the only real and true thing I know of.”

Heng Chau • July 7, 1977
Talking Watermelon

The past is now, the now is now and the future is now. Past
deeds create present conditions. Right now is a chance to change, to
stop bad habits, false thoughts, and discriminations. Whatever you
can do now is seed for the future. The future is being planted now.

When no self, no greed, hatred, and stupidity is in evidence, then
time is destroyed and everything is okay, because every moment is
right thought and right action.

“They enter into the sameness of the three periods of time.”
Avatamsaka Sutra
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There continues to be a vague but more clear and constant
feeling of having done all of this or known it before, and now, and
an equally strong sense of cultivating in the future.

The only reason I can find, searching and raking over my
mistakes and karma, for breaking the precepts – each and every one,
is selfishness. Who was I lying for? Who did I steal for? Sexual
misconduct? For whom did I kill and drink and smoke?

Someone once said, “Going to a monastery to get enlightened is
just another kind of selfishness.”

Looking back on that comment I now realize that not to try your
best to get enlightened is selfishness. To try to hang on to yourself,
your greed, hate, and stupid habits is selfish. Enlightenment is being
awake. Awake to what? To the “truth of no self.” What is laziness?
What is anything that keeps us from cultivating the Way? They are all
cop-outs of the self to hang on to what in our hearts we know is
ultimately empty. Moreover, it’s all beings that suffer and get the
results of my “holding out” and indulging in my ego. It’s never a
personal option or choice. Enlightenment and suffering are
everyone’s. The sooner we get off ourselves the sooner suffering of
all kinds for all beings will end. Not seeing that is as much an active
choosing as going to a monastery. The implication of the comment
was one should “think of others” not just oneself. In the Diamond
Sutra it says to produce the mind that “has no thought of self or
others, no thought of living beings or life.” The work of a cultivator
and the purpose of going into monastic life is to get enlightened, to
become a Buddha. To become enlightened is to end the mind that
discriminates self, others, and ten thousand endless things. When the
discriminating mad mind stops, a great compassion and empathy
that comes from the natural heart pours forth to “living beings
everywhere.” Just this, the oneness of all beings, is the Buddha-
nature.

With one thought unproduced,
The entire substance manifests.
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Talking Watermelon.
We all thought it would be great to have watermelon in our own

garden. Whenever we wanted we’d just go out in the yard, select a
juicy melon, and slurp away. No stores, no money, no hassles.
Grandpa offered a section of his garden and offered to help.

When it came time to buy seeds, hoe and water, or weed, nobody
wanted to do it. There were all sorts of better things to do. Grandpa
would call but we’d scatter, thinking he would take care of it.

Finally around melon time, Grandpa called. “You kids got time
to come for watermelons?”

“Yeah? Wow! Sure! Do we have time! Be right over.”
“This here watermelon is called ‘talking watermelon’” he added.

“I don’t think you’ve ever seen this kind before.”
“We don’t care if it laughs, ha, ha. We’ll be right over.”
Ridding our bikes (doubled up) over to Grandpa’s we were

jabbering up a storm about “our great idea” and “our garden” and
“our watermelon” and “expanding next year to grapes and corn on
the cob.”

When we ran into the kitchen there was Grandpa, the table
carefully set with plates and silverware and empty platter on the
table.

“Well sit down, help yourselves.”
“Hey, where’s the watermelon?” blurted Kathy.
“Right there on the platter,” said Grandpa. “That’s talking water-

melon.”
No one knew what to say. Was it a joke or was Grandpa “getting

old” or what. Finally the youngest couldn’t hold it any longer. “We
can’t eat nothin’. There isn’t nothin’ there.”

“That’s why it’s called ‘talking watermelon’” he calmly explained.
“When all you do is talk about it and don’t plant and tend to it, then
all you get is ‘talking watermelon.’ Which is no watermelon at all.”
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After a few minutes he brought out a quiet watermelon, a
“working watermelon” he called it. As we quietly slurped, Grandpa
smiled and asked, “You all understand?”

“Hm, Hm, yes Grandpa,” we chorused.
“There’s a lot of folks who try to ‘talk’ through their whole lives

and then when they die they try to talk their way into heaven or try
to talk their way out of hell.” We all were looking at the big empty
platter on the table. We understood.

The other day two people stopped to talk. One had “read just
about every book on Zen” and wanted to talk for hours. The other
tried to convince us we were wasting our time and effort because
“Jesus did all of the work for you. You don’t have to work so hard.
Just believe.”

“No thanks,” I thought. “I’ve already had ‘talking watermelon.’
We’ll keep bowing.”

A family stopped with the usual questions and then asked, “Were
you born Buddhist?” “What does your family think about giving up
your religion?”

“We look at it like graduation. I’m finding answers to questions
Christianity couldn’t answer. One led to the other.”

“Are you getting all the answers?” asked the father.
“I just hope I have time to ask all the questions.”
“Do you get teased?”
“Why would anyone want to tease us?”
“Well, uh, they might think you weren’t good Americans or

something.”
(“What do good Americans do?” I thought.) “Well, at our

monastery this fourth of July, people there prayed and chanted for
three days to avert disasters and end suffering and transferred the
merit to President Carter to help him seek world peace. Wouldn’t
you say that’s being good Americans?”
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“Can we take your picture? Come out of the car, girls, get in the
picture.”

A lifeguard from a nearby camp brings a cantaloupe and peanut
butter/jelly sandwiches. “Good luck” he said with a friendly slap on
the shoulder. Looking at Heng Sure. “He’s really not talking for a
year and a half?”

A woman offers an armful of oranges. “Bless you on your trip.”

Heng Sure • July 8, 1977
Cultivation is nothing more than not getting angry

He Made Offerings Throughout Measureless Kalpas.
The sutra says: The Buddha made it his practice to serve and to

give offerings to Buddha after Buddha, every time he was reborn
throughout millions of lifetimes.

Buddhas are extremely awesome personages. To bow in the
Buddha’s presence is to feel plugged into the world’s most pleasant
power and energy. In the Buddha’s palace you would naturally want
to behave correctly, perfectly and be attentive, patient, and sincere.
You are constantly in the Buddha’s presence and you are always in
the Buddha’s palace. If you don’t recognize it, it’s your windows that
need cleaning.

As a bhikshu one doesn’t have material to offer to the Buddha so
proper conduct in vigorous cultivation is the best offering to make.
It is an inexhaustible gift and when you are really working hard at
returning to your original home then every thought, every word and
every move can be an offering to all the Buddhas of time and space.

“Do no evil, make an offering of all your good conduct, purify
your mind.”

If this thought is hung up between your eyebrows so that you see
it all the time, then the entire day is a holy offering, and you are never
apart from the Buddha. May it be this way along the Avatamsaka
Highway.
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Shoptalk For Gold Mountain Cultivators of the “Middle Path”
Along with the other 83,999 Dharma doors at Gold Mountain,

bowing under the afternoon sun really brings up fire energy. Bowing
in a high wind is even worse. If you just let it build, and let it go and
don’t do something with it, before long the energy may go up the
tube and you’re going to find yourself feeling angry, and looking for
a person or a place to explode at. As the Sixth Patriarch said, “Culti-
vation is nothing more than not getting angry.”

Other cultivators should check me on this. I’m sure everyone has
some wisdom to offer, but here is my experience on the matter:
being mindful of the “zero,” as the Sixth Patriarch expressed it,
“originally there isn’t anything at all” saved me this afternoon. As I
bowed on I realized I was getting hot inside and uptight. I was
looking for an avenue of escape, a steam-valve, in other words, the
energy was pushing out. I was “returning the light” with each bow
and it made a bellows effect, pumping the energy and the flames
higher with each bow. My eyes were narrowing, false thoughts were
raging, my breath was short, and it was time for action. I
remembered the zero and carefully, with each step, I inhaled and
pulled the breath down to mix with the essence which was coming
up with each “return of the light.” Mindfully and naturally mixing
them at that spot while bowing and then standing for the exhale and
three more steps, I suddenly noticed that my anger was all gone – as
was the heat. My eyes were wide again and I had no thoughts at all in
my head. My concentration and breath dropped to the center and
voila! How well that method works! Mindfulness.

Heng Chau • July 8, 1977
We are recycling a whole hospital

A man stops who saw us on T.V. “That’s got to be so good for
your mind,” he says. He is so excited he can barely contain himself.
“I don’t know what to say I’m so proud of you. I’m so happy you are
doing this. I’ve just started to meditate and have already found a little
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peace of mind… I can’t imagine what this must be like! It must be
wonderful!!” He really flipped out over the City of Ten Thousand
Buddhas – that such a place could exist – such a chance.

Two little kids quietly climb up the side of the hill we are bowing
on and watch. “My grandpa says you’re collecting cans. That what
you’re doin’?”

“No we are praying.”
“My grandpa collects cans.”
“What does he do with them?”
“He recycles them.”
“That’s what we’re doing too. It’s just like your grandpa says.

Only we are recycling a whole hospital.” Then I tell them how we are
taking this big empty hospital that someone threw away and
recycling it into a university, a home for kids who don’t have homes,
a place for old people to come and stay, monasteries, a place for
animals so they won’t be killed, etc.

“Oh good!” they exclaim. “See you later” and off they went.
Each day I feel lighter, happier; without worries and dust and

shadows. I know it comes from holding precepts and lessening
sexual desire. How wonderful, how simple.

A woman brings us ice tea from the beach. “We saw you on TV.
It’s wonderful what you are doing. I really believe in it!”

A dusty fire crew stopped with all sorts of questions. Later two
of them returned, “Do you believe in God the Creator?”

“We hold it’s what you do not what you believe that counts.”
They persisted, “But where do you come from then?”
“Your parents.”
“But if you keep going back to their parents, where do you finally

end up?”
“Well in Buddhism that’s the kind of questions you investigate.

‘Who was I before my parents bore me?’ ‘Who will I be after I die?’
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We are all one substance, one family. You’ve got to find these things
out yourself. That’s mostly what we ‘believe.’”

Later I had some more ideas on that. Buddhism is mostly a
method for looking into the nature of things through a religion or set
of beliefs. It is not a religion with a fixed set of beliefs. You return
the light and look within to find your wisdom. You start with
yourself and from there everything unfolds. “All things come from
the mind alone.” The way to begin is by calming your mind and body
with precepts so you can develop enough concentration to open
your inherent wisdom.

Two little girls pumped us for information at a rest area. After
carefully listening while we explained three steps, one bow, the
smaller one piped up, “Pray for my friend Tanya, she’s a brat.”

A dog tied to a trailer was getting more and more agitated and
upset about us. In the sound of its barking you could hear fear and
real emotion – like a person crying. I said to myself, “Guan Yin,
please relieve the dog’s suffering and cause it to feel soothed and
mellow.” To my surprise the dog stopped barking and after a few
more half-hearted barks laid down under the trailer.

As we continued bowing alongside this campground (La Jolla) I
began to choke up and cry (stifled) because somehow I could hear
the sounds around me – I could hear like I never have before, so
clearly what they were saying. I was filled with a sense of wanting to
help, of closeness and of compassion. The importance of continuing
to recite the Great Compassion Mantra daily became apparent and
also a little of what is meant by “compassionately observing the
sounds of the world.”

An old woman came out to talk about the City of Ten Thousand
Buddhas, some kids came with drinking water, and a Park Ranger
came with a bag of tangerines and an offering from all the rangers
for a free campsite for the night – all in the last five minutes of the
bowing day.
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Heng Sure • July 9, 1977
He has only done difficult things

More Shadows Come To Light.
Got word from my mother that the last of my old girlfriends, the

girl next door, is now happily married off and out of the husband
market. I’m the oldest and perhaps the only one left of my peers and
pals who is still single. And thank heaven for that! Absolutely the
thing I don’t want to do ever again in any life is go through the
courtship, marriage, family dance. There are plenty of men around to
be husbands and daddys, the world of householders does not need
me. I have done that.

My goal is to be a clear, pure “field of blessings Sanghan,” one
who gives his energies to others, who lives to forget self, others,
living beings and life itself. One who cuts all ties and dependencies
on the things and the relationships of the mundane world.

From here and now I can recognize that I have walked far down
the wrong road and admit that I should turn my back on the dust and
unite with enlightenment. To succeed, I must do it all the time and
everywhere until there is nothing else to do but cultivate.

Insect Mantra.
Bowing along, my head covered with gnats, tiny jumping bugs,

and winged ants crawling into every crevice in my face, I realized that
no Buddhist ever got anywhere breaking the killing precept no
matter what the conditions, so I respectfully offer this verse and
mantra to the daily vinaya collection:

When Bitten By Insects.
Verse:

As I share my blood with insects
I vows that living beings
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End all killing karma
And cultivate to Bodhi.

Mantra:
Nan.
Save all beings.
Don’t get angry.
You’ve got it coming.
Swo pwo he. (3x)

Stop Bombs.
We wish that the people who work at making and using materials

designed to kill, harm, and destroy other beings’ bodies and lives
would simply stop doing that and go find something else to do.
Something that enhances and realizes the experience of life on this
planet. No good comes from weapons. That is enough reason to quit
making and causing them.

Practice What is Hard to Practice.
The word virtue is used when describing the Venerable Abbot of

Gold Mountain and this is a new concept to most Westerners. We
disciples have shared the Venerable Abbot’s presence for several
years and each day we witness the virtuous deeds, words, and reflec-
tions of a teacher who has liberated himself from the desires and
afflictions of common people.

An example is the Venerable Abbot’s work since his boyhood.
He has only done difficult things. Things that are easy to do he
leaves for others. From his teens when he sat beside his mother’s
grave for three years, practicing the ancient way of filiality and
respect for the kindness of his mother, up through his active forties
and fifties when he came to Hong Kong and single-handedly built
three Buddhist Bodhimandas, “Way Places.” When he began this
work he had no money and no help. The work was so difficult that
the Master’s hair turned white.
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But being one who practices the Bodhisattva’s vigorous and
selfless path of doing what others cannot do, bearing what others
cannot bear, and fearing no trouble, the Master accomplished the
tasks he set himself through constant vigor, mindfulness, and
patience.

Now in America before he had even learned the language he
began the difficult job of teaching and transforming young disciples
how to turn their lives around, repent of past bad actions, and set
their hearts on attaining the Way of the Sages of Old.

Single-handedly he brought the vital, vibrant seed of Buddhism
to new fertile soil and began the awesome task of planting, growing,
and protecting a new crop of Buddhists.

Without money, material, or support, the Venerable Abbot
created Buddhist Lecture Hall, the Sino-American Buddhist Associ-
ation, Gold Mountain Monastery, the International Institute for the
Translation of Buddhist Texts, the Buddhist Text Translation
Society, Gold Wheel Temple, Instilling Virtue School, and now the
full flowering of the young Bodhi tree in America, the City of Ten
Thousand Buddhas, the Tathagata Monastery.

These establishments exist because of hard work and fearless,
heroic leadership by the Master. Leaving the easy jobs to others is his
creed, taking on what is difficult is his method.

Heng Chau • July 9, 1977
Hard work never killed anybody

A lady who brought strawberries yesterday stopped again. She
looked just like anybody’s Mom. She gave us some raisins and
bananas, “I look for you everyday. Could I have another news
release? I have some friends who are interested.” She was especially
interested in the City of Ten Thousand Buddhas. “Good! I’d like to
do what I can to spread the word around. I think what you are doing
is beautiful.”
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Two young women bring out an offering of oranges and some
advice. “You are wrecking your bodies. It says in the Bible ‘Thou
shalt not kill.’”

“Right,” I answer, “we don’t do that kind of stuff, we don’t
wreck our bodies – ‘mortify the flesh’ as it’s called. We are just doing
some hard work and hard work never killed anybody.”

“Oh, I understand now,” they nod and smile. They were relieved
to know we weren’t killing ourselves.

If we could remember what it is like to be hunted and killed, or
bred for slaughter – the fear and horrible suffering – what would we
lose by “giving up” eating “meat”? What we really give up and lose
when we do kill and eat other living beings is our compassion, our
inherent empathy. Eating “meat” causes lots of false thoughts, the
biggest of which is the illusion that the eaten and the eater are
different and separate before and after the meal. Not eating and killing
other living beings is just filiality.

One way to seal all the leaks and cracks in the shed was to go
inside the shed on a bright sunny day and make it as dark as possible
inside. Wherever there are holes and cracks, the light beams through
– intensified by the surrounding darkness. As you patched and
sealed, it got darker until even the smallest cracks seemed like spot-
lights. When it was completely dark inside the job was done, the shed
was secured for rain and another winter.

A cultivator can’t know all his cracks (outflows) until the darkest
points are reached. The darker it gets, the more that is seen until
there is nothing left to be done. No marks.

Mr. Hsiah and his daughter and two friends brought a meal
offering.

During lunch, sitting under a rain tarp stretched between two
cars, a County Sheriff’s deputy drove up. “Just checking to see if
you’re being treated well. Is there anything you need or anything we
can help you with?” What a surprise! He declined to share lunch and
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asked again as he left, “You sure there’s nothing we can do to help
you?”

“No thanks.”
“Well,” he concluded, “I sure hope it does some good. We need

it. Have a good journey. Bye now.”
When a drop of dye or food coloring hits the surface of a bowl

of water it explodes and atomizes into billions of little molecules that
disappear in an instant, blending without a trace. Sometimes coming
up from a bow is like that.

An older couple stops with some juice, nuts, and a papaya. They
are just like kids, so excited about our bowing once every three steps,
Gold Mountain, and the City of Ten Thousand Buddhas. “We are so
excited and happy about what you are doing. We think it’s
wonderful.” No words could tell of their joy and what was behind
their twinkling eyes. “We’ve been out looking for you all morning.”
It was 9:00 A.M. People like that teach me about giving.

There are a lot of people who want to put things right in their
minds and in the world. They are looking – looking for someone to
share it with, someplace to express it. Looking for something that
really matters.

The Winds at Point Mugu.

With true letting go and non-retreating resolve,
none of the eight winds can move you,

Much less the gales, that drive through like nails,
that blow off the tip of Point Mugu
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Heng Sure • July 10, 1977
They come from my own family

Point Mugu.
Bowing right next to the end of the world behind those gates and

wondering who sits behind the control panels, how they grew up,
what these people eat and read, how they think of death, whether
their anger overrides their training as they push buttons to send
millions of dollars of deadly explosive so high and far, how they trust
electricity and metal, how they value “taking orders” over conscience
and wisdom.

Was there a point in their lives when they stepped across a line
and joined the dark side? Do they not know about suffering and pain
and its cause? What would you say if you had their ears? Are they all
pawns? Who decides? Whose effort is here? We are very far apart in
our thinking. You would have to be calloused in certain places to be
able to do what they do. I know where they come from. They come
from my own family.

If you needed a job, kids to support, payments to make on the
house, car, bike, boat, T.V., and stereo, insurance and medical, and a
decent-paying job at the missile base opened up and you qualified,
would you take it or would you refuse because of some invisible,
abstract principle? I hope you would refuse. Only my faith in the
Dharma has kept me from facing that choice.
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Heng Chau • July 10, 1977
The difference between the sun and an atomic bomb

If I could give one present to all living beings, I would give them
the five precepts.

“Oh, just what I always wanted… what are they?”
“They’re precepts.”
“How do they work?”
“In inconceivable ways. Just try them. Take five at first and wait

and see…”
“Do they break?”
“Not by themselves. If you break them…”
“How do they look? Can you tell I’ve got them?”
“You’re a natural! In a year you won’t recognize the old hung-up

you. The longer you hold them the more you get back.”
Camped across from Point Mugu Naval Missile Test Site and

Seebee Rifle Range. “Danger Live Firing” reads a colossal sign
between us and the setting sun on the ocean’s horizon. The
difference between the sun and an atomic bomb is the difference
between a Buddha and a demon.

Not looking ahead, what is there to worry about? With no desire
or thoughts, now is light and easy. Leaving nothing behind, what is
there to fear? With precepts and compassion to quiet and free the
mind, past, present, and future are now. And now is untangled,
empty and full of wonder. Death is just a five-letter word.
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When Buddhism first came to China from India, one of the most important
tasks required for its establishment was the translation of the Buddhist
scriptures from Sanskrit into Chinese. This work involved a great many people,
such as the renowned monk National Master Kumarajiva (fifth century), who
led an assembly of over 800 people to work on the translation of the Tripitaka
(Buddhist canon) for over a decade. Because of the work of individuals such as
these, nearly the entire Buddhist Tripitaka of over a thousand texts exists to the
present day in Chinese.

Now the banner of the Buddha’s teachings is being firmly planted in
Western soil, and the same translation work is being done from Chinese into
English. Since 1970, the Buddhist Text Translation Society (BTTS) has been
making a paramount contribution toward this goal. Aware that the Buddhist
Tripitaka is a work of such magnitude that its translation could never be
entrusted to a single person, the BTTS, emulating the translation assemblies of
ancient times, does not publish a work until it has passed through four
committees for primary translation, revision, editing, and certification. The
leaders of these committees are Bhikshus (monks) and Bhikshunis (nuns) who
have devoted their lives to the study and practice of the Buddha’s teachings.
For this reason, all of the works of the BTTS put an emphasis on what the
principles of the Buddha’s teachings mean in terms of actual practice and not
simply hypothetical conjecture.

The translations of canonical works by the Buddhist Text Translation
Society are accompanied by extensive commentaries by the Venerable
Tripitaka Master Hsuan Hua.



BTTS Publications

Buddhist Sutras. Amitabha Sutra, Dharma Flower (Lotus) Sutra, Flower
Adornment (Avatamsaka) Sutra, Heart Sutra & Verses without a Stand,
Shurangama Sutra, Sixth Patriarch Sutra, Sutra in Forty-two Sections, Sutra of
the Past Vows of Earth Store Bodhisattva, Vajra Prajna Paramita (Diamond)
Sutra.

Commentarial Literature. Buddha Root Farm, City of 10 000 Buddhas
Recitation Handbook, Filiality: The Human Source, Herein Lies the Treasure-
trove, Listen to Yourself Think Everything Over, Shastra on the Door to
Understanding the Hundred Dharmas, Song of Enlightenment, The Ten
Dharma Realms Are Not Beyond a Single Thought, Venerable Master Hua’s
Talks on Dharma, Venerable Master Hua’s Talks on Dharma during the 1993
Trip to Taiwan, Water Mirror Reflecting Heaven.

Biographical. In Memory of the Venerable Master Hsuan Hua, Pictorial
Biography of the Venerable Master Hsü Yün, Records of High Sanghans,
Records of the Life of the Venerable Master Hsüan Hua, Three Steps One Bow,
World Peace Gathering, News from True Cultivators, Open Your Eyes Take a
Look at the World, With One Heart Bowing to the City of 10 000 Buddhas.

Children’s Books. Cherishing Life, Human Roots: Buddhist Stories for
Young Readers, Spider Web, Giant Turtle, Patriarch Bodhidharma.

Musics, Novels and Brochures. Songs for Awakening, Awakening, The
Three Cart Patriarch, City of 10 000 Buddhas Color Brochure, Celebrisi’s
Journey, Lots of Time Left.

The Buddhist Monthly–Vajra Bodhi Sea is a monthly journal of
orthodox Buddhism which has been published by the Dharma Realm Buddhist
Association, formerly known as the Sino-American Buddhist Association,
since 1970. Each issue contains the most recent translations of the Buddhist
canon by the Buddhist Text Translation Society. Also included in each issue
are a biography of a great Patriarch of Buddhism from the ancient past,
sketches of the lives of contemporary monastics and lay-followers around the
world, articles on practice, and other material. The journal is bilingual, Chinese
and English.

Please visit our web-site at www.bttsonline.org for the latest
publications and for ordering information.



Dharma Realm Buddhist Association Branches

The City of Ten Thousand Buddhas
P.O. Box 217,  Talmage, CA 95481-0217 USA

Tel: (707) 462-0939   Fax: (707) 462-0949
Home Page: http://www.drba.org

Institute for World Religions (Berkeley Buddhist Monastery)
2304 McKinley Avenue, Berkeley, CA 94703 USA
Tel: (510) 848-3440
Dharma Realm Buddhist Books Distribution Society
11th Floor, 85 Chung-hsiao E. Road, Sec. 6, Taipei, Taiwan R.O.C.
Tel: (02) 2786-3022  Fax: (02) 2786-2674
The City of the Dharma Realm
1029 West Capitol Avenue, West Sacramento, CA 95691 USA
Tel: (916) 374-8268
Gold Mountain Monastery
800 Sacramento Street, San Francisco, CA 94108 USA
Tel: (415) 421-6117  Fax: (415) 788-6001
Gold Wheel Monastery
235 North Avenue 58, Los Angeles, CA 90042 USA
Tel: (323) 258-6668
Gold Buddha Monastery
248 East 11th Avenue, Vancouver, B.C. V5T 2C3 Canada
Tel: (604) 709-0248  Fax: (604) 684-3754
Gold Summit Monastery
233 1st Avenue, West Seattle, WA 98119 USA
Tel: (206) 284-6690  Fax: (206) 284-6918
Gold Sage Monastery
11455 Clayton Road, San Jose, CA 95127 USA
Tel: (408) 923-7243  Fax: (408) 923-1064
The International Translation Institute
1777 Murchison Drive, Burlingame, CA 94010-4504 USA
Tel: (650) 692-5912  Fax: (650) 692-5056



Long Beach Monastery
3361 East Ocean Boulevard, Long Beach, CA 90803 USA
Tel: (562) 438-8902
Blessings, Prosperity, & Longevity Monastery
4140 Long Beach Boulevard, Long Beach, CA 90807 USA
Tel: (562) 595-4966
Avatamsaka Hermitage
11721 Beall Mountain Road, Potomac, MD 20854-1128 USA
Tel: (301) 299-3693
Avatamsaka Monastery
1009 4th Avenue, S.W. Calgary, AB T2P OK8 Canada
Tel: (403) 234-0644
Kun Yam Thong Temple
161, Jalan Ampang, 50450 Kuala Lumpur, Malaysia
Tel: (03) 2164-8055  Fax: (03) 2163-7118 
Prajna Guanyin Sagely Monastery (formerly Tze Yun Tung)
Batu 5½, Jalan Sungai Besi,
Salak Selatan, 57100 Kuala Lumpur, Malaysia
Tel: (03) 7982-6560  Fax: (03) 7980-1272
Lotus Vihara
136, Jalan Sekolah, 45600 Batang Berjuntai,
Selangor Darul Ehsan, Malaysia
Tel: (03) 3271-9439
Buddhist Lecture Hall
31 Wong Nei Chong Road, Top Floor, Happy Valley, Hong Kong, China
Tel: (02) 2572-7644 
Dharma Realm Sagely Monastery
20, Tong-hsi Shan-chuang, Hsing-lung Village, Liu-kuei
Kaohsiung County, Taiwan, R.O.C.
Tel: (07) 689-3717  Fax: (07) 689-3870
Amitabha Monastery
7, Su-chien-hui, Chih-nan Village, Shou-feng, 
Hualien County, Taiwan, R.O.C.
Tel: (07) 865-1956  Fax: (07) 865-3426



The Dharma Realm Buddhist Association

Mission

The Dharma Realm Buddhist Association (formerly the Sino-American
Buddhist Association) was founded by the Venerable Master Hsuan Hua in the
United States of America in 1959. Taking the Dharma Realm as its scope, the
Association aims to disseminate the genuine teachings of the Buddha
throughout the world. The Association is dedicated to translating the Buddhist
canon, propagating the Orthodox Dharma, promoting ethical education, and
bringing benefit and happiness to all beings. Its hope is that individuals,
families, the society, the nation, and the entire world will, under the
transforming influence of the Buddhadharma, gradually reach the state of
ultimate truth and goodness. 

The Founder

The Venerable Master, whose names were An Tse and To Lun, received the
Dharma name Hsuan Hua and the transmission of Dharma from Venerable
Master Hsu Yun in the lineage of the Wei Yang Sect. He was born in
Manchuria, China, at the beginning of the century. At nineteen, he entered the
monastic order and dwelt in a hut by his mother's grave to practice filial piety.
He meditated, studied the teachings, ate only one meal a day, and slept sitting
up. In 1948 he went to Hong Kong, where he established the Buddhist Lecture
Hall and other Way-places. In 1962 he brought the Proper Dharma to the West,
lecturing on several dozen Mahayana Sutras in the United States. Over the
years, the Master established more than twenty monasteries of Proper Dharma
under the auspices of the Dharma Realm Buddhist Association and the City of
Ten Thousand Buddhas. He also founded centers for the translation of the
Buddhist canon and for education to spread the influence of the Dharma in the
East and West. The Master manifested the stillness in the United States in
1995. Through his lifelong, selfless dedication to teaching living beings with
wisdom and compassion, he influenced countless people to change their faults
and to walk upon the pure, bright path to enlightenment.



Dharma Propagation, Buddhist Text Translation, and Education

The Venerable Master Hua's three great vows after leaving the home-life
were (1) to propagate the Dharma, (2) to translate the Buddhist Canon, and (3)
to promote education. In order to make these vows a reality, the Venerable
Master based himself on the Three Principles and the Six Guidelines.
Courageously facing every hardship, he founded monasteries, schools, and
centers in the West, drawing in living beings and teaching them on a vast scale.
Over the years, he founded the following institutions:

The City of Ten Thousand Buddhas and Its Branches

In propagating the Proper Dharma, the Venerable Master not only trained
people but also founded Way-places where the Dharma wheel could turn and
living beings could be saved. He wanted to provide cultivators with pure places
to practice in accord with the Buddha's regulations. Over the years, he founded
many Way-places of Proper Dharma. In the United States and Canada, these
include the City of Ten Thousand Buddhas; Gold Mountain Monastery; Gold
Sage Monastery; Gold Wheel Monastery; Gold Summit Monastery; Gold
Buddha Monastery; Avatamsaka Monastery; Long Beach Monastery; the City
of the Dharma Realm; Berkeley Buddhist Monastery; Avatamsaka Hermitage;
and Blessings, Prosperity, and Longevity Monastery. In Taiwan, there are the
Dharma Realm Buddhist Books Distribution Association, Dharma Realm
Monastery, and Amitabha Monastery. In Malaysia, there are the Prajna
Guanyin Sagely Monastery (formerly Tze Yun Tung Temple), Deng Bi An
Monastery, and Lotus Vihara. In Hong Kong, there are the Buddhist Lecture
Hall and Cixing Monastery.

Purchased in 1974, the City of Ten Thousand Buddhas is the hub of the
Dharma Realm Buddhist Association. The City is located in Talmage,
Mendocino County, California, 110 miles north of San Francisco. Eighty of the
488 acres of land are in active use. The remaining acreage consists of
meadows, orchards, and woods. With over seventy large buildings containing
over 2,000 rooms, blessed with serenity and fresh, clean air, it is the first large
Buddhist monastic community in the United States. It is also an international
center for the Proper Dharma.

Although the Venerable Master Hua was the Ninth Patriarch in the
Wei Yang Sect of the Chan School, the monasteries he founded emphasize all



of the five main practices of Mahayana Buddhism (Chan meditation, Pure
Land, esoteric, Vinaya (moral discipline), and doctrinal studies). This accords
with the Buddha's words: “The Dharma is level and equal, with no high or
low.” At the City of Ten Thousand Buddhas, the rules of purity are rigorously
observed. Residents of the City strive to regulate their own conduct and to
cultivate with vigor. Taking refuge in the Proper Dharma, they lead pure and
selfless lives, and attain peace in body and mind. The Sutras are expounded
and the Dharma wheel is turned daily. Residents dedicate themselves
wholeheartedly to making Buddhism flourish. Monks and nuns in all the
monasteries take one meal a day, always wear their precept sash, and follow
the Three Principles: 

Freezing, we do not scheme.
Starving, we do not beg.
Dying of poverty, we ask for nothing.
According with conditions, we do not change.
Not changing, we accord with conditions.
We adhere firmly to our three great principles.
We renounce our lives to do the Buddha's work.
We take the responsibility to mold our own destinies.
We rectify our lives to fulfill the Sanghan's role.
Encountering specific matters,

we understand the principles.
Understanding the principles,

we apply them in specific matters.
We carry on the single pulse of

the Patriarchs' mind-transmission.

The monasteries also follow the Six Guidelines: not contending, not being
greedy, not seeking, not being selfish, not pursuing personal advantage, and not
lying. 

International Translation Institute 

The Venerable Master vowed to translate the Buddhist Canon (Tripitaka)
into Western languages so that it would be widely accessible throughout the
world. In 1973, he founded the International Translation Institute on
Washington Street in San Francisco for the purpose of translating Buddhist
scriptures into English and other languages. In 1977, the Institute was merged



into Dharma Realm Buddhist University as the Institute for the Translation of
Buddhist Texts. In 1991, the Venerable Master purchased a large building in
Burlingame (south of San Francisco) and established the International
Translation Institute there for the purpose of translating and publishing
Buddhist texts. To date, in addition to publishing over one hundred volumes of
Buddhist texts in Chinese, the Association has published more than one
hundred volumes of English, French, Spanish, Vietnamese, and Japanese
translations of Buddhist texts, as well as bilingual (Chinese and English)
editions. Audio and video tapes also continue to be produced. The monthly
journal Vajra Bodhi Sea, which has been in circulation for nearly thirty years,
has been published in bilingual (Chinese and English) format in recent years.

In the past, the difficult and vast mission of translating the Buddhist canon
in China was sponsored and supported by the emperors and kings themselves.
In our time, the Venerable Master encouraged his disciples to cooperatively
shoulder this heavy responsibility, producing books and audio tapes and using
the medium of language to turn the wheel of Proper Dharma and do the great
work of the Buddha. All those who aspire to devote themselves to this work of
sages should uphold the Eight Guidelines of the International Translation
Institute:

1. One must free oneself from the motives of personal fame and
profit.

2. One must cultivate a respectful and sincere attitude free from arro-
gance and conceit.

3. One must refrain from aggrandizing one's work and denigrating
that of others.

4. One must not establish oneself as the standard of correctness and
suppress the work of others with one's fault-finding.

5. One must take the Buddha-mind as one's own mind.
6. One must use the wisdom of Dharma-Selecting Vision to determine

true principles.
7. One must request Virtuous Elders of the ten directions to certify

one's translations.
8. One must endeavor to propagate the teachings by printing Sutras,

Shastra texts, and Vinaya texts when the translations are certified as
being correct.

These are the Venerable Master's vows, and participants in the work of
translation should strive to realize them.



Instilling Goodness Elementary School, Developing Virtue 
Secondary School, Dharma Realm Buddhist University

“Education is the best national defense.” The Venerable Master Hua saw
clearly that in order to save the world, it is essential to promote good education.
If we want to save the world, we have to bring about a complete change in
people's minds and guide them to cast out unwholesomeness and to pursue
goodness. To this end the Master founded Instilling Goodness Elementary
School in 1974, and Developing Virtue Secondary School and Dharma Realm
Buddhist University in 1976.

In an education embodying the spirit of Buddhism, the elementary school
teaches students to be filial to parents, the secondary school teaches students to
be good citizens, and the university teaches such virtues as humaneness and
righteousness. Instilling Goodness Elementary School and Developing Virtue
Secondary School combine the best of contemporary and traditional methods
and of Western and Eastern cultures. They emphasize moral virtue and spiritual
development, and aim to guide students to become good and capable citizens
who will benefit humankind. The schools offer a bilingual (Chinese/English)
program where boys and girls study separately. In addition to standard
academic courses, the curriculum includes ethics, meditation, Buddhist studies,
and so on, giving students a foundation in virtue and guiding them to
understand themselves and explore the truths of the universe. Branches of the
schools (Sunday schools) have been established at branch monasteries with the
aim of propagating filial piety and ethical education.

Dharma Realm Buddhist University, whose curriculum focuses on the
Proper Dharma, does not merely transmit academic knowledge. It emphasizes
a foundation in virtue, which expands into the study of how to help all living
beings discover their inherent nature. Thus, Dharma Realm Buddhist
University advocates a spirit of shared inquiry and free exchange of ideas,
encouraging students to study various canonical texts and use different
experiences and learning styles to tap their inherent wisdom and fathom the
meanings of those texts. Students are encouraged to practice the principles they
have understood and apply the Buddhadharma in their lives, thereby nurturing
their wisdom and virtue. The University aims to produce outstanding
individuals of high moral character who will be able to bring benefit to all
sentient beings. 



Sangha and Laity Training Programs 

In the Dharma-ending Age, in both Eastern and Western societies there are
very few monasteries that actually practice the Buddha's regulations and
strictly uphold the precepts. Teachers with genuine wisdom and understanding,
capable of guiding those who aspire to pursue careers in Buddhism, are very
rare. The Venerable Master founded the Sangha and Laity Training Programs
in 1982 with the goals of raising the caliber of the Sangha, perpetuating the
Proper Dharma, providing professional training for Buddhists around the world
on both practical and theoretical levels, and transmitting the wisdom of the
Buddha. 

The Sangha Training Program gives monastics a solid foundation in
Buddhist studies and practice, training them in the practical affairs of
Buddhism and Sangha management. After graduation, students will be able to
assume various responsibilities related to Buddhism in monasteries,
institutions, and other settings. The program emphasizes a thorough knowledge
of Buddhism, understanding of the scriptures, earnest cultivation, strict
observance of precepts, and the development of a virtuous character, so that
students will be able to propagate the Proper Dharma and perpetuate the
Buddha's wisdom. The Laity Training Program offers courses to help
laypeople develop correct views, study and practice the teachings, and
understand monastic regulations and ceremonies, so that they will be able to
contribute their abilities in Buddhist organizations. 

Let Us Go Forward Together

In this Dharma-ending Age when the world is becoming increasingly
dangerous and evil, the Dharma Realm Buddhist Association, in consonance
with its guiding principles, opens the doors of its monasteries and centers to
those of all religions and nationalities. Anyone who is devoted to humaneness,
righteousness, virtue, and the pursuit of truth, and who wishes to understand
him or herself and help humankind, is welcome to come study and practice
with us. May we together bring benefit and happiness to all living beings.



Verse of Transference

May the merit and virtue accrued from this work,
Adorn the Buddhas’ Pure Lands,
Repaying four kinds of kindness above,
And aiding those suffering in the paths below.

May those who see and hear of this,
All bring forth the resolve for Bodhi,
And when this retribution body is over,
Be born together in the Land of Ultimate Bliss.



Dharma Protector Wei Tuo Bodhisattva
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