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The Gay Buddhist
Fellowship supports
Buddhist practice in the
Gay men’s community.
It is a forum that
brings together the
diverse Buddhist
traditions to address
the spiritual concerns
of Gay men in the
San Francisco Bay Area,
the United States,
and the world.
GBF’s mission includes
cultivating a social
environment that is
inclusive and caring.
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Thai Diary
BY

PA U L

S H E PA R D

s my taxi from the airport exited the freeway and entered Bangkok skyscrapers, I was relieved that I would soon be able to relax at my hotel after my long
trip from home. I had been planning this sojourn for ten years. My initial
motivation was to travel to Asia, a continent I had never visited, and my involvement with Buddhism inspired me to choose Thailand as a destination. Well, that,
and seeing The King and I when I was a kid. The primary difficulty was finding
someone to go with until I received information on a reasonably priced tour. The
tour was not with a Buddhist group, but it included visits to the principal temples in
Thailand. What I couldn’t have anticipated was how this trip would both inspire
and challenge my spiritual practice.
We ran into the worst gridlock I’ve ever experienced. I couldn’t wait to get
checked in. I had booked an upscale hotel because I didn’t want any unpleasant surprises when I arrived. I was now really crashing from the time change, but it took
twenty minutes for the taxi to crawl around the block to the entrance of my hotel.
When I got to the lobby I did have an unpleasant surprise. I had inadvertently been
booked into another hotel a mile and a half away from the convenient central location where I now was and where for months I had looked forward to staying. Frustrated and tired, I protested that the computerized system must have made a mistake. The desk clerk summoned the manager, a young man who quietly explained
that since I had booked through an online travel agency, they couldn’t accommodate
me even though it was the same hotel chain. I realized that I was really charged up,
that he was calm and non-confrontational. As I grumbled my way into another
taxi, I reflected on the sweet nature of the manager and how he made it easy for me
to stop being so attached to staying at the Siam Square location I was leaving. He
didn’t give out negative energy, and so mine was dissipated and I couldn’t go to the
mat with him. From the start I felt in the Thai people a distinct gentleness which I
presume can be attributed in part to their country being 95% Buddhist.
I was the fortunate recipient of many magnanimous gestures on my trip. For
example, the first morning in line at the elegant brunch service the hotel provided,
a young Asian man in front of me was standing by a fruit plate. He picked up the
tongs there and handed them to me, indicating for me to serve myself before he
served himself. I was moved by the gesture, the type of which I rarely experienced
at home. There were grander gestures I would encounter as my journey progressed.
The day after I landed in Thailand was Sunday, and the only thing I had on my
agenda was to go to the Chatuchak weekend market, a crowded, bustling outdoor
affair at the end of a skytrain line. As I walked from the platform to the market
grounds, I noticed a woman sitting on the ground begging with a baby in her lap.
The baby was so beautiful that I flashed a bright smile at the lady, who returned the
smile with such happiness that it surprised me. Her countenance did not seem
oppressed with anger or sadness about her plight. Extreme poverty is a way of life
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in Thailand. The Thais are taught to have compassion for the
destitute. There is less stigmatizing of the poor, who have far
fewer prospects of improving their condition than do their
counterparts in the U.S. In my three weeks in Thailand, I
never felt threatened by the indigent. Does their Buddhism
sustain them in their hard life? There is little public welfare,
so everyone must work if they are at all able. Although the
literacy rate is on the increase and some elementary schooling
is mandatory, most children work. I saw youngsters working
hard on the looms of a silk factory, in the rice fields, in the
shops. It was difficult to be open to the harshness I witnessed
because I could feel depressed and hopeless for them and their
hardships, guilty for being so better off than most there. But
I realized that those are my feelings, not theirs. As my tour
guide said, “We cannot afford therapy. When we feel troubled, we go to our temples to meditate and pray to Buddha.”
On the train back from Chatachuk, I observed that there
were lots of teens and twenties who were out shopping. I disembarked at Siam Square, a big shopping area, and was surrounded by thousands more young people. I was struck by
the absence of screaming, running, or physical roughhousing.

and go out at night by myself. Next to my hotel was an
attractive older four-story building in front of which there
were always pretty women in tight fitting black dresses looking for business. Later in my trip when I was visiting a crowded beach on the island of Ko Samui, I would see older Western men with their young Thai trophy women. So I had to sit
with my judgments and feelings and spiritual beliefs about
sexuality and being in a city and a country that has such a
huge sex industry that the country’s economy would suffer
were prostitution ever abolished.
Fortunately the authorities crack down on underage prostitution, but that’s not always easy to enforce, especially in the
overcrowded megatropolis of Bangkok. In Thailand there had
always been a tradition of concubines and kept women for the
Thais. But the sex industry exploded during the Vietnam War
with the arrival of American soldiers who were stationed near
the borders of Laos, Myanmar (Burma) and Cambodia and the
thousands more who came for “R and R,” rest and relaxation.
While the clientele come from all over the world, I was sensitive
to the fact that my country was primarily responsible for making Thailand a sex destination. I have had men come to me in

From the start I felt in the Thai people a distinct gentleness which I presume can be attributed in part to their
country being 95% Buddhist.
They were having a good time and didn’t strike me as
repressed, but they were not as boisterous as kids in U.S.
malls. I noticed in the ensuing weeks that adults didn’t yell
much either, except when selling food from their hibachis,
which lined the streets, and other vendors in the open-air markets of the cities. The traditional Thai greeting is not a handshake but a wai, a slight bow with hands clasped in a prayerlike manner. I don't know what it's like in other parts of Asia,
but it was refreshingly different to be in a land where people
demonstrated more respect to each other than in ours.
After I returned to my hotel, I went to the spa and asked for
a massage, as I wanted to experience the famous Thai Massage. They sent a woman to my room who asked me to shower. I came out of the bathroom, towel wrapped around my
waist, and lay face down on the bed for the beginning of what
was comparable to an OK Swedish massage. It was relaxing
and at the end of it she put her hand gently on my crotch and
asked me if I wanted . . . more. I politely declined, and I felt
cheated that I didn’t get a genuine Thai massage.
I thought it was tacky that the management of this elegant
hotel sent up someone to offer me a sexual massage. Upon
reflection, I realized that there must be a constant stream
American men coming to the hotels asking for a massage and
wanting sex. I know gays and straights travel to Thailand for
sex, but that was not my intention. I would have been curious to see the Patpong area of Bangkok, where most of the
sex bars are, but that district is teeming with people who are
also going to the night markets. Bangkok was hot, and I was
too tired after touring the city each day to regroup my energy
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my sex addiction counseling practice who have been wasted for
months and years doing sex and drugs there. Lonely Planet
describes the sex industry in Thailand: “Most prostitutes—
male and female—are young, uneducated and from village
areas. Researchers estimate they have a maximum working life
of 10 to 12 years—if they haven’t saved enough money to retire
by then (few do), then they are unemployable due to mental
and physical disabilities acquired during their short working
life.” Buddhist teachings on the Third Mindfulness Training
regarding refraining from sexual misconduct have led to my
own personal belief that being a sex worker is not right livelihood and that for me supporting the industry by paying for sex
is not right action.
I was able to loosen up as I was reading the novel Bangkok
8, which I highly recommend to anyone who wants to read a
deliciously perverse thriller in which the main character is a
devout Buddhist detective whose mother is a prostitute as well
as a loving parent and a strong survivor. The book describes
the emotional refuge that war-traumatized soldiers found
with Thai women (and, presumably, with Thai men). A lot
of sex workers do support their poor parents and family. And
I came to be mindful of and enjoy the fact that I was not in
Kansas anymore, that I was in a country with a much more
positive core attitude toward sex than the U.S. One of the
most popular restaurants in Chang Mai is called Cabbages
and Condoms. (Yes, they’re available inside—on the tables!)
There is relatively little anti-gay discrimination in Thailand, a
country that has never had sodomy laws. A beautiful image
that stays with me is two young teen boys sitting peacefully in

the crowded sky train, one with his hands gently resting on
the other’s leg. They may or may not have been lovers, but
the fact that they felt comfortable expressing affection in public suggests that there is less homophobia in Thailand than in
the United States.
The third morning in Thailand, I moved to the hotel where
I was to meet with the tour group I was joining that evening.
After checking in, I took a cab to nearby Wat Ratchasingbron
on the Chao Phraya River, which winds its way around the
western edge of Bangkok, from where I was going to take a
river taxi upstream to central Bangkok. As I walked down the

son of the Buddha, the Buddha of this special country, the Buddha within myself. Subsequently I had more resonance with
Buddha images such as the gold leafed one in front of which
our sangha sits every Sunday.
After two days by myself, I joined the tour group to spend
two more days in Bangkok. Nothing prepared me for the
opulence of the Grand Palace, the adjoining Wat Phra Kaew,
and the other major wats in Bangkok. A two-foot high solid
emerald Buddha rests in Wat Phra Kaew. The most impressive
Buddha in sheer size is the reclining Buddha in Wat Pho, which
is 150 feet long and 50 feet high, covered in gold leaf, with

Temple Ruins at Authaya
path, I realized that the wat was not just a temple as I had
imagined, but a complex of buildings, including a grade school
where I saw children running around their playground. All
of the buildings were impressive with colorfully tiled Aframed roofs with sleek birdlike gilded spikes (jaofao) at every
corner. No one there spoke English, so I wandered until I
found the temple. I took off my shoes and walked through
the open entryway. I was by myself as I beheld the altar. A
larger than life-sized bronze sitting Buddha rested on an ornate
altar about eight feet off the ground. Above the flame on his
head was a large pointed canopy. The altar had several smaller standing and sitting Buddhas all along the sides with flowers in large porcelain vases. In front of this altar was a smaller one with a gilded sitting Buddha. Flooded in images of the
Buddha, I knelt, bowed, and burst into tears. I was overjoyed
to have finally made this pilgrimage. My heart opened, and I
felt the grace of Buddha in a powerful way—the historical per-

mother of pearl inlay in the eyes and in the bottoms of the feet,
on which are displayed 108 characteristics of a Buddha. The
10-foot-high seated Buddha in Wat Tramit is solid gold, weighing over five tons. It was brought to Bangkok from Sukhothai,
where it was covered in cement, probably to protect it from
Burmese invaders in the eighteenth century, and it was only
fifty years ago, when the cement cracked as it was being
moved, that the piece was revealed in its full glory. In Wat
Benchamabophit is a bronze Buddha surrounded by a halo of
flame that comes forward on the arms and turns into exotic
snakeheads. Stunningly backlit in blue, it was my favorite
image of the Enlightened One that I saw in Bangkok, one that
moved me deeply. One compromise I made by joining a tour
was that I didn’t have enough time to dwell on the murals in
most of the temples, which colorfully elaborate Buddhist and
Thai mythology.
Another inspiring Buddha was in the ruins of Wat Chang
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Lom. As you approach the gigantic stone figure, it is exquisitely framed in front by a massive wall with a slender conical
opening. The ruins have only columns remaining instead of
outer walls and ceilings, leaving this complex in the open air
now, which gives it a distinctive splendor. For three days as
our tour went northward from Bangkok, we visited many
majestic ruins, the major sites being in the former capital cities
of Ayutthaya, Phitsanulok, and Sukhothai. By the end of a
week, we arrived in Chang Mai, where there were New Year’s
celebrations coinciding with those of the Chinese. Here I had
a chance to hear monks chanting and children playing music
and singing in the wats. I participated in a local ritual in nearby Wat Phra That Doi Suthep, high on top of a 5,000-foot
mountain. Vendors there provided lotus flowers and incense.
I walked in procession around a Buddha statue three times,
then placed the flowers and incense at the base of the shrine.
As in some other temples I visited, monks sat with a bunch of
tied reeds in one hand next to large bowls of water, and I
kneeled in front of them to receive their blessings in the form
of a prayer and a sprinkling of water.
I had ample opportunity in Thailand to witness devotion to
Buddhism and the monks. Sometimes I saw people bringing
chickens, fruit and other foods to lay at the feet of the monks
and get blessed. I remember a woman standing on the street
by her hibachi at five o’clock, with burning incense sticks in
her clasped hands, quietly chanting, presumably so that her
enterprise would be rewarding that evening. In addition to
the wats, which seemed as plentiful as churches in our country, there are ornate small shrines, "spirit houses," in front of
houses and commercial buildings. These small temples, a custom pre-dating Buddhism in Thailand, are for the nature spirits who reign over the property and are adorned with flowers
and incense daily.
On the tour, most were Middle Americans more conservative
than I, although there were a few with whom I was copasetic.
Once in conversation as we were riding on our bus between
destinations, I commented that I didn’t think sex offenders
should be singled out by listing their names on the Internet.
Those around me spoke in opposition with such intensity that
I was frightened I would be ostracized.
(I wasn’t.) One
woman went on at length to describe her fears, and my practice
kicked in as I relaxed, listened, and stopped detaching myself
from her and the others. I realized how easily I get sucked into
the divisiveness now prevalent in our country as I felt that I, a
Bay Area liberal, wanted separation from the more conservative
on the bus. I contemplated how my fears are so up that I think
of the others as bad people, in reaction to how I perceive "they"
regard me. I realized it was a vicious cycle, and I struggled
within myself to break it. I was judgmental of some on the tour
who were insensitive to the culture, laughing and yelling once
on wat grounds. I took my lesson from the tour guide, a Thai
woman who gently informed them that Thais regarded the
grounds as holy. If she could realize that those people intended no disrespect, that they acted out of ignorance, then why
couldn’t I be less eager to brand them ugly Americans and separate myself from them? I really was tested when I was paired
up with one of the most abrasive women in the group as we
mounted an elephant for a caravan ride. I could have fussed
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Wat Benchamaphobit
and insisted I ride with someone else, but I consciously chose
not to publicly insult her, and while I couldn’t find it in me to
engage her in conversation, I had a joyous ride that was a highlight of my trip.
We went for a leisurely cruise in a long wooden “needle”
boat on the Mekong River along the northern border with
Laos and Myanmar, an area called the Golden Triangle. I contemplated how much it looked like the terrain in news footage
of the Vietnam War. I knew that rural populations similar to
ones I had visited were involved in and destroyed by that conflict—what bad karma for this country that war was. We visited a remote village of the Akha hill tribe. The villagers wore
their colorful traditional garb for us, and cute children sang
and performed a folk dance. They clung to us afterwards to
beg for donations, and the tribe showed off their crafts, which
were for sale. We were allowed to climb up into their primitive huts, where I think they must have slept on the bare
planks, as there was only a pillow here and there. I struggled
with feelings of guilt, coming from such a rich economy and
invading their space. But they seemed genuinely happy to host
us, and they could use every baht we gave them. Our guide
told us that they were pagans and that they would kill twins,
superstitiously believing them to be an evil omen. She said a
social worker had recently intervened, buying and rescuing a
pair of infants. As picturesque as these people were, I needed
to remind myself that they, like all of us, had their shadow side.

After the tour, I went to the lovely little island of Ko Tao,
where I after much effort I became certified to scuba dive.
Here was I, sixty years old, Gramps, among all these buffed
bodies of twenty and thirty something men and women. It
was glorious to be surrounded by them, to be able to ingratiate myself with them, and not to feel too much regret that I
was past my physical prime and only able to fantasize about
having sex with any of them. The diving itself, with the feeling of weightlessness in the ocean, made me euphoric while I
was there. From the start, our Slovakian instructor taught us
that the most important thing for us to do under water was to
breathe in—and he would motion bringing his hands towards
his face—and breathe out—hands away from his face. Realizing the connection to meditation practice amused me and
helped enormously in facing the challenges while learning,
making the time easy and joyous. If I was struggling under
water to maintain buoyancy, the instructor would repeat the
hand motions reminding me to relax and breathe in and out.
I had snorkeled and seen lots of colorful fish in my time, but
being able to glide on the ocean floor, through canyons, seeing the amazing coral life, was a spiritual high.
My last three days were spent at Coral Cove Resort, the hideaway with the best snorkeling on the island of Ko Samui. It is

popping. With less than an hour layover in Taipei, I asked to
see a doctor, and one arrived in short time. My blood pressure
was very high. The doctor had me take a blood pressure pill,
gave me an extra one for the plane, and said it was okay for
me to take the remaining flight, that a flight attendant had the
kit to monitor my blood pressure on board. After we reached
cruising altitude, I asked to be monitored. The stewardess got
on the intercom and called for a doctor. Would you believe a
cardiologist from the Bay Area responded? He took my vital
signs, which were still high, gave me some nitro glycerin tablets
to put under my tongue, and told me I might have had a mild
heart attack. “Why did he have to say that?” I fretted. It was
a midnight flight, but he generously told me I could wake him
any time I wanted to be checked, which I did twice during the
flight. Over the next ten hours, my vitals went to normal, but
I can tell you I was doing some serious meditation at 34,000
feet. Breathe in; breathe out. I really didn’t know if I was
going to live through the flight. After an hour or so, I had a
vision that everything in my life had brought me to this point,
seated on the plane, and that this moment felt like a keyhole
into my future. The future was unclear, but I felt that it was in
this life, and the meditation helped allay my anxiety for the
remainder of the flight. Weeks later after three similar spells, I

I was by myself as I beheld the altar. A larger than life-sized
bronze sitting Buddha rested on an ornate altar about eight
feet off the ground. . . . The altar had several smaller standing and sitting Buddhas all along the sides with flowers in
large porcelain vases. . . . Flooded in images of the Buddha, I
knelt, bowed, and burst into tears. . . . My heart opened, and
I felt the grace of Buddha in a powerful way—the historical
person of the Buddha, the Buddha of this special country, the
Buddha within myself.
a very modest complex on the beach run by a Thai family who
also lives there. I arrived late on an afternoon when the wind
made the water choppy and cloudy, so I just went in for a swim.
I didn’t realize until I came out that I was bleeding profusely
from where my leg had hit a rock. The resort owner, Nyu,
offered to dress the wound, but as I have HIV, I didn’t want him
touching it, so I asked him to call for a taxi so that I could go
for medical help. It was five o’clock and a busy time for him
as dinner hour approached, but he drove me to a pharmacy,
waited for the pharmacist, a trained nurse, to dress my wound,
and drove me back, no charge. I tell you, the generosity of the
Thai people was unbounded. I was so touched that for the
remaining two days I could almost tolerate the dukka of being
on an exquisite beach, unable to swim or snorkel.
My itinerary leaving Thailand was to fly from Samui to
Bangkok to Taipei to SFO. On the flight from Bangkok, I
began perspiring, feeling flushed, and feeling like my head was

determined it was from an increased dosage of a medication,
and symptoms have now stopped.
I am so grateful for the many bodhisattvas who helped me
during this trip, including the medical support, my tour guide,
my diving instructors, the guy in my class who found my misplaced wallet, noble Nyu at Coral Cove, the Thais everywhere
who were my gracious hosts. How satisfying it was to witness
how the country supports Buddhism. Immersed in this culture,
I found that my awareness was sharpened such that I could
more mindfully be open to the joys of my journey and deal
more skillfully with the difficulties. I would encourage anyone
who has the resources and time to make the pilgrimage to
Thailand. I have given a rather romantic impression of the
country. I am not unaware that it has corruption, crime, violence, and harsh suffering, but it truly does have its magnificent
aspects. For the relatively small cost of traveling within the
■
country, the rewards are plentiful.
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How to Plan an Activity or Event with GBF

GBF

STEERING COMMITTEE

Paul Albert
Michael Gabel
David Holmes
Michael Langdon
Lee Robbins
Paul Shepard
Peter Washburn
TREASURER

Teng-How Bae
NEWSLETTER

Editor
Michael Langdon
Contributing Editor
Roger Corless
Design / Layout
Michael Gabel
Mailing List
Robin Levitt
Newsletter Mailing Party
Jack Busby
Transcriber
Jim Stewart
MAIL

Bob Seidle-Khan
H A M I LTO N H O U S E

Volunteer Coordinator
Clint Seiter

At the March All Sangha Meeting, members made a number of excellent suggestions
for a variety of activities, including book discussion groups, mid-week sitting groups
and social activities. The Steering Committee enthusiastically endorses these kinds
of activities. There are four ways you can promote an event:
1 Create your flyer with the pertinent information to be made available at our
Sunday meetings;
2 Put out the word on the Internet with our yahoo group;
3 Announce the event on Sundays;
4 Ask that the event be publicized on our bi-monthly newsletter.
If you need assistance organizing an event, consider asking someone in the sangha to help. The Steering Committee is seeking volunteers for an Activities Committee that would coordinate and publicize these monthly events. Service on this committee should not involve a huge time commitment, since publicizing an event
involves little more than facilitating with the publicity steps listed above. If you’re
interested in volunteering for the Activities Committee, please contact a member of
the Steering Committee.

GBF Movie Night
GBF’s first movie night, in May, was successful enough to warrant giving it another
shot. Come join fellow GBFers for more nights at the movies this coming June 17
and July 15. Most likely, a non-mainstream movie will be selected and announced a
week beforehand (via the GBF Yahoo Group and during the Sunday meetings), along
with details about where to meet and when. Maybe we’ll go out for coffee and
dessert afterwards for an instant film critique. Again, this idea is in response to
requests from the All Sangha GBF meeting that efforts be made for GBFers to have
a chance to socialize and get to know each other a little better. So keep your eyes
opened for the announcements. For further details, call Clint at (415) 386-3088.

P R I S O N O U T R E AC H

Coordinator
Don Weipert

The Fall Retreat Dates Set

WEBSITE

Webmaster
Joe Kukulka
S U N DAY S I T T I N G S

Facilitator Coordinator
Paul Shepard
Facilitators
David Holmes
Howard De Porte
Jim Stewart
Bob Seidle-Khan
Host Coordinator
Peter Washburn
Hosts
Peter Camarda
Steve Carson
Francis Gates
Richard Hedden
Kai Matsuda
Carl Minns
Jim Stockton
Sound / Recordings
Patrick Burnett
George Hubbard
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GBF will have its annual fall retreat during the weekend of September 16-18. We
will return to the beautiful Vajrapani Institute in Boulder Creek. The retreat will
start Friday evening and will conclude after lunch on Sunday. Watch out for registration information in a future issue of the newsletter.

Roger Corless to Speak on Buddhist
Attitudes to Christianity
In the wake of the election of a new
pope, Roger Corless will speak on
Buddhist attitudes to Christianity
in his June 12 dharma talk at GBF.
Roger is a leading scholar in interreligious dialogue and a co-founder
of the Society for Buddhist-Christian Studies. The Fourteenth Dalai
Lama and Pope John-Paul II had
great respect for each other. (See
photo.) Roger will help us reflect
on what all this may mean under
Benedict XVI.
N E W S L E T T E R

Calendar
June / July GBF Sunday Speakers

Sunday Sittings

June 5

10:30 am to 12 noon

Tempel Smith

Tempel Smith began practicing meditation in 1989. In 1997, he ordained as a monk in Burma
with Sayadaw U Pandita and Pa Auk Sayadaw. Now, back in the Bay Area, he is working on integrating these deep meditative practices into daily life and in his work with the Buddhist Peace
Fellowship. Temple is the founder of both the West Coast Teen Meditation Retreat and BASE
House, an international community dedicated to Socially Engaged Buddhism. He will be leading
a gay-friendly teen retreat near Santa Cruz June 19th to 24th.

June 12

Roger Corless

(See page 6)

June 19

Lama Palden Drolma

Lama Palden Drolma is the Resident Lama of Sukhasiddhi Foundation in San Rafael. She completed the traditional Tibetan Buddhist three-year retreat under Kalu Rinpoche’s guidance in
1985. In 1986 she became one of the first Western women to be authorized as a lama in the
Vajrayana tradition. In addition to Kalu Rinpoche, she has studied with many of the great Tibetan
masters from all lineages. For more information about Lama Palden and the Sukhasiddhi Foundation, see www.sukasiddhi.org.

June 26

Open Discussion

July 3

Cathleen Williams

Open Discussion

July 17

Lee Robbins

Lee Robbins, a Vipassana practitioner, is an eleven-year member of GBF who has coordinated
two GBF annual retreats. He will be leading a deep listening practice in which dyads (pairs) of
individuals take turns providing deep attention for the other through a paired breathing exercise. Lee learned the exercise, the “Ah Breath Exercise, a Bridge Meditation,” at a retreat led by
Buddhist teacher Stephen Levine.

July 24

Nyima Marc Olmsted

Nyima Marc Olmsted is a senior student and resident teacher of the San Francisco chapter of
the Vajrayana Foundation, Last Chance Gonpa. He has been a student of Buddhism since 1974,
when Allen Ginsberg taught him sitting practice. He completed three-year retreat under his
current teacher, Lama Tharchin Rinpoche, in 1995.

July 31

Miss a Dharma Talk?
You can listen to it on the Internet.
Audio files of Dharma talks are available on the GBF website.

How to Reach Us
For 24-hour information on GBF
activities or to leave a message:

Cathleen Williams has been in and about the San Francisco Zen Center for 25 years or so, practicing both as a lay student and as a priest. Over the years she has found that the beginning
questions of practice evolve into more refined questions that engage her whole life and that
involve both her priest and her psychotherapy practice.Though she is now living away from City
Center, her on-going connection with the Sangha there always refreshes and nurtures the
wake-up matter

July 10

Every Sunday followed by a talk or discussion, at the San Francisco Buddhist Center, 37
Bartlett Street (near 21st St between Mission
and Valencia).
MUNI: 14 Mission or 49 Van Ness-Mission,
alight at 21st St, walk 1/2 block.
BART: 24th and Mission, walk 31/2 blocks.
Parking: on street (meters free on Sundays) or
in adjacent New Mission Bartlett Garage (75¢
first hour, then $1 per hour, $5 max). The
Center is handicapped accessible.

Bruce dal Santo

Bruce dal Santo is the director of practice at the San Francisco Shambhala Center. He has been
involved in administration of the Shambhala Center for almost thirty years, having also served
as director of the center and as head of education. He began studying with Trungpa Rinpoche
in 1971, and in 1979, he attended the Vajrayana Seminary at Chateau Lake Louise.
G B F
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World Wide Web Site
www.gaybuddhist.org
GBF Sangha
Mail correspondence:
GBF
PMB 456
2215-R Market Street
San Francisco, California 94114
For address changes or to subscribe
or unsubscribe to the Newsletter
send email to:
mailinglist@gaybuddhist.org
GBF Newsletter
Send submissions to:
editor@gaybuddhist.org

GBF Yahoo
Discussion Group
There is now a GBF discussion
group for the general membership
(and others) on Yahoo.
Join the discussion at:
www.groups.yahoo.com/group/gay
buddhistfellowship
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A D D R E S S S E RV I C E R E Q U E S T E D

GBF NEWSLETTER
PMB 456
2215-R MARKET STREET
SAN FRANCISCO CA 94114

By the power and truth of this practice, may all beings have
happiness and the causes of happiness, may all be free from sorrow
and the causes of sorrow, may all never be separated from the sacred
happiness which is without sorrow, and may all live in equanimity,
without too much attachment or too much aversion, and live
believing in the equality of all that lives.
—GBF Dedication of Merit

