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Greetings:
How are you, my dharma friends?  I am well.  I continue to pray for the best for all

of you as you deserve all the happiness beyond compare that will please your mind-
stream and aid your path.  You have accomplished so much in this and all previous lives
that your virtue is beyond compare.  This is obvious by just noticing how many excellent
teachers you have been blessed to meet in this life.  Lao Tzu, in his Tao Te Ching, said:

A man of highest virtue
Will not display it as his own;
His virtue then is real.
Low virtue makes one miss no chance
To show his virtue off;
His virtue then is naught.
High virtue is at rest;
It knows no need to act.
Low virtue is a busyness
Pretending to accomplishment.

You, my friends, present the image of a learner.  That is what makes you special.  With
all your collection of acquired knowledge, you are humble enough to correspond with a
poor soul who struggles for every ounce of knowledge he can get.  Again, you are special.

Like Milarepa, I have committed many non-virtuous deeds that have destroyed count-
less eons of virtuous accumulation.  All is not over, however, for there is no intrinsic
nature to taint.

In order for us to be able to affect our nature, there must be a nature to affect.  I
dispute the notion that we have a nature that underlies all our obscurations.  Many
will find fault with me and argue that our nature is Buddha-nature.  I both agree and
disagree.  What is this Buddha-nature we talk so much about?

There is an energy that is a continuous succession of awareness, awareness that is
able to reflect whatever energy frequency with which it comes into contact.  This
energy is capable of building awareness upon awareness and thereby becoming a con-
scious awareness.  Since every micro-moment that passes imprints new awareness, the
resulting sum of this conscious awareness is constantly changing.  So can there be any
nature to point to?  Is there any label that serves as a definition?  Buddha-nature is
all there is.  That does not mean there is any intrinsic nature to us.  Rather, we are
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mere awareness without conceptual necessity.  Concepts are
what trip us up.  

When we conceptualize, we process information by cluster-
ing together experiences and labeling the groups.  We lose our
ability to be fully aware; rather, we pass over many subtle
aspects of our awareness and construct a generalized reality.
Since time without beginning we have done this and have long
since forgotten that what we truly are is beyond concept, label,
or any kind of nature.

Of course, I'm using a concept to try and explain the non-con-
ceptual.  I'm giving a nature to that which has no nature.  I'm
actually speaking way beyond my realm of insight.  I'm finding
this all so helpful to me right now as I am gaining a little insight

into my current experiences.  It all goes back to that non-concept
and awareness I've mentioned.  

I am so very fortunate to have been blessed with having met
excellent teachers and dharma friends.  During the past eight years
I have been flooded with available dharma teachings.  Now I can
look within my conscious mind and see the change that has taken
place.  I have gained a torrent of intellectual knowledge.  Some
would find this unfortunate, but I see it as a life-saving miracle.

Prior to beginning my dharma schooling, I knew only survival
from the perspective of one who believed in a self-existent “I.”
This essence sought every gain, pleasure, praise, and fame imag-
inable.  Every action was in pursuit of the eight concerns, or
being rid of the other four.  There were plenty of guilty feelings,
and I've never really truly wanted to cause harm to anyone.
However, my justification was that there were always immediate
needs to attend to.  There were nights when I cried and sobbed
like a little baby out of the pain I felt for doing someone wrong.
There were times I prayed for death so that I could start all over
again.  The only skills I really acquired were ones that would
bring me up while someone else would lose.  Granted, most peo-
ple only lost peace of mind, but what greater loss can someone
endure than their mental security?

Enter the dharma.  In eight short years, I have flooded my mind
with ancient techniques that have brought liberation to countless
beings.  I have drunk every word like an elixir.  What good is mere
intellectual knowledge?  What has happened is that I have become
socialized into a culture of virtue.  When I dream, I dream of dhar-
ma.  When I face a problem, I relate it to dharmic principles and
antidotes.  When my mind is disturbed, I visualize, focus on the
breath, fall into the awareness-state.  By studying the dharma, I have

changed the way I perceive.  I have changed my reality.  When I sit
to practice, I have the intellectual knowledge necessary to follow the
practice through.  I feel like I've been doing this most of my life.

The greatest impact has been in the way I view others.  I wish
comfort and happiness to everyone.  My own well-being is irrel-
evant.  Things will work out for me.  What matters are those with
whom I come into contact.  This is how my life has played out
the way it has.  Nothing in samsara is new.  We interact because
we've interacted.  What matters is how we react to the moment.
Subtle nuances change our future existences.  We can smile or
smirk and change the course of a future.  Nothing is by chance
although nothing is predestined.  

We have constructed our current life with meticulous care.

Every ache, pain, illness, gray hair, lost tooth, and erection is
the result of our reactions in a previous life, constructed from
the previous.  I realize that the twelve links typically take three
lifetimes to play out and that there can be a multitude of links
playing out in this present moment.  But I also know it is an
empty theatre.  The play has been rehearsing and rewriting
over and over again like there is going to be a performance
before royalty.  How odd that we would spend so much time
preparing our make-up, costumes, scripts, and movements for
a show that serves no purpose other than to further trap us
within a plot that doesn't exist.  All we must do is let go of the
lie, let go of the illusion.

I have started my chemo and the other day I lay down won-
dering how I could feel so sick and still have so much noise and
chaos around me.  Couldn't I get some peace?  Then I thought of
Je Milarepa and how much he suffered while serving his guru
Marpa.  How sad Marpa was at bringing so much pain and suf-
fering on his heart son.  Had he not experienced so much nega-
tivity, however, Milarepa would not have been a pure vessel.  He
would still have been tarnished from so many negative acts.
When he finally learned what it was to love himself, as well as his
guru, he could let go of the clinging that kept him bound.   As I
thought of this, I focused on the maple syrup circulating through
my veins and realized that I brought the discomfort upon this ves-
sel.  It is part of the play I have spent so much time writing.  Every
ache, pain, and discomfort is the result of an act long ago per-
formed.  Now is the opportunity to experience it in a positive
manner, to take the pain and discomfort and consciously experi-
ence it on behalf of another.  I experience the results of what I've
inflicted, so why not experience it as a selfless act?

When we conceptualize, we process information by clustering
together experiences and labeling the groups. We lose our
ability to be fully aware; rather, we pass over many subtle
aspects of our awareness and construct a generalized reality.
Since time without beginning we have done this and have long
since forgotten that what we truly are is beyond concept, label,
or any kind of nature.
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I've realized that this isn't merely a mystical, psychological
practice that doesn't really relieve anyone's pain.  On the con-
trary, it is an act that truly will alleviate another's suffering as it
closes the door on a cycle that has been going on for eons.

I recently had a birthday.  This body is now a full half-century
old.  If this treatment works, I'll be around for a while longer.  I
want to write my autobiography.  I think it may be helpful to one
or two people.  I even have the opening lines in mind:  “So this is
what it's like to be dead.”  That's how it will open.  I’ll narrate my
life according to the lessons learned.  It'll be as though I'm dead
and my life is flashing before my eyes.  The end of it will not real-
ly be what people will be expecting.  As I go through the things
that changed my life into becoming a positive influence, I hope
people will become a little sad knowing that it is a dying/dead man
narrating the story.  That is, until the very end when they discov-
er that what is dying are the obscurations and what is left is a new
life filled with love, peace, and selflessness.  Maybe I'll get it done
in six months or so.  I'll start this week.

Well, my friends, I had better go for my evening meditation.  I
love and pray for you.

Delbert Ray Collett, a prisoner in San Luis Obispo, is the
author of two previous contributions to the GBF newslet-
ter,“An Empty View on Relationships,” which appeared in
the December 2005/January 2006 issue of the newsletter,
and “Defining Zhi,” which appeared  in the June/July 2007
issue. You can write him at the following address:

Delbert Ray Collett T93587
Dorm 28-05 Low
CMC State Prison
P.O. Box # 8103
San Luis Obispo, CA  93409-8103

Out of this Hell,
I've Become Free

A Letter from Anzel K. Jones to GBF Member Dean
Bellerby

Dear Mr. Bellerby,
I've just started to get your newsletter, though I'm not a gay

man.  I still have compassion for my fellow human beings.  One
of the reasons why I decided to get your newsletter was because
all the gay men I've encountered were always insightful and
upfront.  With that in mind, I subscribed to your newsletter.  I can
say that I've not one complaint.  Now on to why I write.

In your June-July issue I see on the calendar that you have Poetry Day
on July 27, saying that you can bring a poem or prose selection that cap-
tures something you want to share with the men of GBF.

Happy is he who is forever faced with the hour of his death
and prepares himself for the end every day.

This is a quote that I lived by during the first nine years of my

imprisonment, while I was on Texas Death Row.  As an 18 year
old immature kid I only thought that I had to live, live what was
left of my count-down to death.  So in living I prepared for death,
knowing I did all I could in my limited confinement.

As Thich Nhat Hanh says, “Mindfulness is a kind of energy
that helps us to be aware of what is going on.”  I was mindful,
but mindful of my limited life, so I partook in the wrong libera-
tion of my last days on earth.

As it is, I was granted a commute of my death sentence to life,
and I made a promise to myself to really enjoy life.  During this
time, I came upon a book called Be Free Where You Are by Thich
Nhat Hanh, in which he states, “There is no happiness without
freedom, and freedom is not given to us by anyone.  We have to
cultivate it ourselves.”  Once I was able to apply that to my daily
life, I was really—after almost twelve years of being locked up—
able to say, “I am free!”

I'll close with this and I'm gone.  I was sent to death row a
child and grew into the man I am now, whom others look to for
support and structure.  But out of this hell, I've become free.

My freedom, which once I thought was a given
Isn't but a shame.
An Ill-conceived thought I had in my mind of
Where I was able to go and do.
Never could I fathom that if one isn't spiritually
And mentally free, then he isn't.
He's just a slave in sightless chains.
I've become mindful of my walk, talk,
The very air I breathe.
But only through an awakening did I become aware
Of my freedom.
Stop, my fellow man, woman and child.
Stop, I implore you, to be free!

Anzel K. Jones is a prisoner in Texas. You can write to him
at the following address:

Anzel K. Jones 1306203
P.O. Box 9200
Telford Unit
New Boston,TX  75570



Engaged 
Buddhism
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Every Sunday, Gay Buddhist Fellowship offers the public
the opportunity to meditate with the GBF sangha. Howev-
er, along with contemplative practice, GBF participates in
community outreach programs as well.  One of these exer-
cises in engaged Buddhism includes a team of GBFers pro-
viding a monthly meal at the Larkin Street Youth Center.

The Larkin Street Youth Center was formed in the early
1980's to address the growing problem of homeless youths
forced to live on the streets and often survive by acts of
theft, prostitution and drug trafficking.  The center pro-
vides these kids with the tools they need—through hous-
ing, medical care, education, and job training—to perma-
nently reclaim their lives.

On every third Saturday of the month a crew of GBFers
comes to the center and, using the center's kitchen, pre-
pares a meal for the kids living there.  The menus are
planned in advance and the ingredients are purchased
beforehand with funds provided by GBF.  The intent of the
project is to provide “comfort food,” balanced meals made
from scratch that are tasty as well as nutritious. Menus
include casseroles, pasta dishes, meat dishes (with vegetar-
ian alternatives), salads and vegetable dishes, and home-
made pies or cakes, all made there in the center's kitchen.

This project succeeds on several levels.  The kids love
our meals and the team of cooks has gotten to form a
small, tight-knit community of its own.  While everyone
works diligently at chopping, peeling, measuring and
combining ingredients, the atmosphere is more of an
informal party than a work project.  We have been prepar-
ing meals for the Larkin Center for almost three years now
(and before that, eight years at the now closed Hamilton
Family Center), and this project has proven to be a
rewarding experience for all participants. �
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