I thanked him heartily, slowed down, and went on my way.

Later, when I returned to see Shr Fu again, I told him about the
incident. I mentioned the American Indian standing in the middle of
the road, and Shr Fu said, “No, no, no. That was not an Indian. That
was Guanyin. Don’t you know Guanyin can manifest as anything?
Guanyin came to help you out.” A few weeks after I told the story,
Shr Fu came and said to me: “You know, it is probably a good idea for
you sell this motorcycle. I had a little talk with Guanyin and all the
Dharma protectors are complaining that you are taking too much of
their time. It would not look very good for the Buddhadharma if you
crashed your motorcycle.” I got the message and sold the bike shortly
after. (Incidentally, I was able to sell the bike at a higher price than the
purchase price.)

What I wanted to say here is this: Shr Fu always told us that when
we are driving we should recite Guanyin’s name. It serves as a blessing
to help out all the road demons. There are many road demons and
ghosts on the highway. They are the wandering souls and solitary
spirits of people who crashed and did not survive the accident. They
are still out there looking for a “substitute” [someone to take their
place so they can be released]. So it is a good idea to mindfully recite
while driving. Furthermore, reciting the holy name also keeps you
from getting angry on the road. People can get very frustrated behind
the wheel by impatient and inconsiderate drivers, so it is a good idea
to recite for this reason as well.

That was my little story. Amitofo.
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efore I begin relaying these stories, I

would like to express something that I
have come to know deeply in my heart. The
sincere commitment to honoring and abiding
by the first precept — the non-harming of any
living creature — has been the key to unlocking
the door to spiritual progress. Especially
since adopting a totally vegan diet for myself
and my two dogs out of compassion for the
animals who are exploited for their milk and
eggs, | have experienced a deepened sense of
connectivity with all living beings. I adopted a
vegan diet after spending many hours traveling
to and from Buddha Root Farm last year
discussing this topic with Jin Rou Shr. I started
my dogs on a vegan diet not long afterwards
after meeting local vegan nutritionist and
friend of CTTB, Jan Allegretti, and her vegan
Great Dane.

Twenty-five years ago I bought land with my
mother in Philo, in Anderson Valley, which is
about 40 minutes from here toward the coast.
It's a wild oak, fir, and redwood forest teeming
with all kinds of creatures. My mother still
continues to live there. When we first got the
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land I built a small solar house on one end of the property,
but ended up going to the Bay Area to work and would
mostly visit Philo on the weekends. About 9 years ago,
6 years before I started studying the Buddhadharma, I
moved back into the house. I lived in it for three years
before moving to Ukiah in 2004. During those three years
of living in the woods, I had a rude awakening after I had
some trees cut down around the house. I cut down some
for safety reasons, but others away from the house I cut
down for aesthetic reasons.

As soon as those trees were cut down the acorn
woodpeckers, who never in 20 years had even so much as
taken one peck at the house, started pecking hundreds of
holes in the sides of the house and the wooden bath house
next to it, causing an incredible amount of damage. Since
cultivating here in the last year and a half, I've noticed the
great care and respect that goes into making any alteration
to trees and quickly realized how my actions resulted in
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that previous outcome. I've been cultivating pretty intensely
for the last three years and have taken the practice of non-
harming very seriously. One day about two years ago when I
was over at my small place in Philo, something just told me to
walk around to the side of the bath house.

There I saw a huge swarm of honey bees gathered to follow
their queen into a hole in the side of the bath house that the
woodpeckers had made. She had chosen the bath house to be
their new hive. I didn't know what to think, but I was very
excited and definitely not afraid of them moving in. I told a
couple of people about it and was quickly told about someone
who could come get the bees to relocate them for honey
production, which I declined to do. Immediately, I realized
that the bees had chosen my place for a reason, because I
consider their honey as belonging to them, and that they were
safe there.

A few months ago I had made plans to refinish the floor in
the bath house, which would include the use of a varathane
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sealer, which gives off a toxic odor for a few days. I was
really worried about the possible harmful effect on the bees,
since they were living in the wall of that building. I even
considered not having it done because of the possibility
of harming them. Then about a week before the job was
to start, all the bees left the building. I don't know where
they went. A couple of weeks after the job was done and
the smell was gone, they all came back — showing up in a
huge swarm to move back in on a day when I happened
to be there. When I'm there, each day I visit with them
to check and see how and what they're doing. They let
me get very close to study them. When I'm in the bath
house brushing my teeth or taking a bath I can hear and
feel the intense vibration of their humming through the
wall. It's an indescribable feeling to take that energy into
one's heart.

Another incident occurred a few weeks ago. I was walking
with my dogs down the road to my mother's house when
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we noticed something moving under a bush. I looked under
it and found two baby skunks all alone and terrified. There
was no mother in sight, which was a really bad sign because
it means that she had most likely been killed. What was really
unusual was seeing the babies out in daylight. Normally they
would be left in a den while the mother goes out to look for
food. Most likely she was moving them to a new den in the
night when she was taken by a great horned owl, the skunk's
only real predator, leaving the little ones under the bush for
us to discover. After getting on the phone and making lots
of phone calls I found Jackie Peltier, a high school teacher in
Willits who rescues orphaned wildlife. She told me to get them
into a box and drive them over to Willits where she would take
them to her skunk and raccoon specialist. The specialist would
hand rear them until they were ready to be released back into
the wild.

It was quite an adventure getting them into the box and over
to Willits and the last I heard they were weaned and doing very
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well. I was told they are both very spunky characters — one male and
one female. The day after I found them I was walking past the place
where I had discovered them hiding. I came upon the partially eaten
body of the young mother, who looked to be less than a year old
herself, and which had not been there the day before. Whatever killed
her put her body there, I believe, for me to find. It was curled up
much like a sleeping cat, and all her internal organs were very neatly
arranged and undisturbed. I recited the Great Compassion Mantra
for her several times while the ravens and vultures waited in the trees
for me to finish. After I left her, they came down and quickly ate the
rest of the body.

Another incident happened about this time last year. I was driving
back to Ukiah from Philo on a brutally hot day in my work truck.
When I turned off the Boonville road onto South State Street I saw
a wild turtle. It was right in the middle of the road, on the median
divide, with cars whizzing by in both directions. I immediately pulled
over and picked the turtle up and got back in the truck. This turtle
had only one eye and had numerous scars on its shell, probably from
being attacked by predators. I didn't know what to do with this turtle,
but I put it on my lap and drove home with my two dogs sitting next
to me, curiously observing. I was pretty exhausted from the work I
had done all day and couldn't decide what to do, so the turtle spent
the night on my kitchen floor. In the morning I took it on the walk
I take with the dogs down to the creek not far from where we live
here in Ukiah. I put the turtle in the creek to let it get a drink and
get refreshed. It seemed to really love being in the water. Then all of
a sudden I got what felt like a very strong intuitive message to take
it to Philo. My mother has a pond next to her house which is also
very close to Mill Creek. When I got to Philo, my mother's husband
who's a wildlife expert, said instantly, “Oh yes, that's a Western Pond
turtle.” He also mentioned that he had seen another one nearby not
long ago. My mother and her husband accepted the turtle into their
pond, and he or she has been living there happily ever since. It has
made some trips away from the pond and we've been wondering if
i’s met the other turtle.

I have a lot more stories. It seems like every day I have some sort of
encounter. Sometimes it's a fly landing on my shoulder and conveying
non-verbal compassion when I'm suffering during a recitation
session, or another time its ants showing up just in my path when
I'm hurrying to get some job done, forcing me to slow down and
practice patience. Or its carrying a tick that I've carefully taken off
of one of the dogs back out to the woods. Lately I've been practicing
with the mosquitoes. It's almost impossible for anyone not to react
to the incessant buzzing of a hungry mosquito. I've been cultivating
an awareness of this aversion and trying to develop some equanimity
toward them. Recently I read a book called 7he Voice of the Infinite in
the Small, which is about interspecies communication, mostly with
insects. In that book the author talks about the irrational fears that
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people can have toward insects and the perceived threat of what
they might do to you. In the book there was a suggestion to offer
the mosquito a meal, as a gesture of friendship, since all beings
need nourishment. Surely it's not that much blood one gives up
in this process. There was the answer!

I tried it, which totally changed my perspective toward them.
When I developed the resolve to do this, one came, buzzing
around my head while I was reading, which I hate. I stopped and
put out my hand and mentally invited her to come, which she
did. She flew right to where I had mentally suggested and calmly
and slowly plunged the probe into my hand, got really full and
slowly withdrew it and happily flew off. I carefully watched the
whole process with great curiosity and studied every moment of
my own apprehension, which mostly had to do with fear of the
unknown. When I've done this with the mosquitoes, I've felt a
sense of gratitude from them. I've also felt an increased sense of
well-being in myself after helping break down a barrier to loving
kindness and compassion.

May any merit gained from sharing these experiences this
evening be transferred to all living beings. Amitofo.

My Trip to the City of Ten Thousand Buddhas (continued)
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From a distance the Dining Hall looked

immense. Dharma Masters wore monastic robes

3

and the laypeople wore black ceremonial robes—
which reminded us of the ancient customs. We
followed the great assembly into the Dining
Hall. The Dharma Masters sat in the front rows,
the laymen behind them, and the laywomen
in the back rows. After everyone was seated,
the great assembly recited in unison the Meal
Offering Chant and the Three Recollections

and Five Contemplations—the moment was
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