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Treading Real on A Vision—

A Historical Event at the City of the Dharma Realm
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From the gate, a line of men, women and children of all ages
streamed to the steps of the temple—their skin brown, black,
white, red, and yellow. They wore stripes and plaids, tie-dye
and switly prints, silk suits and blue jeans. The children car-
ried paper cups of pink flowers as offerings to the Buddha.
An elderly man carried a portable oxygen tank. They were
from the church across the street and they came to bathe the
Buddha. It was May 18, 2003, on the Buddha’s Birthday at the
City of the Dharma Realm.

As I welcomed them, I recalled the dream that the Vener-
able Master had when he was a child. Lost in the wilderness,
he was walking on a road which was gutted with holes like
those of a sieve. They were very deep holes, millions of black
holes, and if he wasn’t careful he could slip and fall into one
of them. When he walked past the holes onto a safe, smooth
highway, he glanced back and saw a great many people of all
nationalities following him—old and young, men and women,
their skin brown, black, white, red, and yellow. He wondered
if that was the road he was walking on then. He never forgot

the dream. He knew it was special.

As the day went on, more and more westeners came to the
temple to bathe the Buddha and to celebrate the youth; this
year we combined Cherishing Youth Day with the Buddha’s
Birthday. Native Americans, African Americans, Asian Ameti-
cans, White Americans, Mexican Americans, Polish Americans
joined together with the Asian community, well over 200. “Are
these the ones in the dream?” I asked, as I watched an African-

American child pour rose water over the bronze shoulder of
the Baby Buddha.

Being brought up on a farm in Mississippi, I used to hide
in the tall cotton with the African-Ametrican children and teach

them to write their ABC’s in the dirt, when we were supposed
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to be picking cotton. They were the children of sharecrop-
pers who worked on our farm and my only friends. My heart
always went out to them when they had to ride in the back
of the bus or drink from a BLACK ONLY water fountain in
town. “It isn’t fair,” I thought, hoping that someday I could
help them.

Over the years, I joined the “Black is beautiful” campaign
and rooted for the warm-hearted and courageous people who
have made things better for the African Americans. But not
until I met with the Buddha Dharma and learned about £ara,
was I able to understand the causes and conditions that lay
behind those who are enslaved and those who enslave others
and that there was a way to help. At the first Water, Air and
Land Ceremony at the City of Ten Thousand Buddhas, I put
up a rebirth plaque for both. At the end of the ceremony, 1
had a vision of the Venerable Master leading thousands of
slaves and slave owners out of the shrouds and bonds, up
into empty space. Due to that auspicious event, my previous
vow deepened—to take on the work of sharing the Buddha
Dharma, not only with my own race, but with every race of
people who set feet on the soil of this country and beyond
to wherever I might be.

To me, May 18, 2003, was a historical event for the Dharma
Realm Buddhist Association—the day Americans of all eth-
nicities came to the City of the Dharma Realm to bathe the
Buddha together.

(Continued from page 31)

Upon our departure, someone said to me, “Take a bottle and
fill it up with air at CTTB, then dump it out when you get
back to Seattle. The air at CTTB will not have decreased and
the air in Seattle will not have increased.” I saw that he was
challenging me with his Chan wit, so I immediately responded,
“Chan wit scares me more than anything. What is meant by,
‘There is not a thing to Chan and Chan is that one thing’?
For me, it’s Amitabha Buddha in the morning and Amitabha
Buddha at night.”

As 1 reflect, the short week at the City was really a total
of five days, so why do I feel that I have gained so much? Of
course I have to be grateful for the compassion and bless-
ings of the Buddhas and Bodhisattvas. Another thing is that
chanting the Buddha’s name and bowing to the Buddhas have
made me let go of my pompous attitude. With the entire body
hitting the ground, I lost a few attachments and habits. Even
though this is a small step towards learning Buddhism, it is a
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