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Engaged Buddhism : Br idging 
underst anding and pract ice

By Lindsey Sot o
Lindsey Soto is a writer, editor and meditation timekeeper. In this series on Engaged Buddhism, she speaks with individuals 
about how to put the teachings of the Buddha into practice in daily life. This issue, Paul Carreras offers his thoughts on 
listening to those we disagree with. 

When the average person in the West thinks of 
Buddhism, images of meditating monks living in isolation 
likely prevail. But while the inward search for peace is 
certainly a large part of the Buddha?s message, a more 
modern movement has expanded upon the millennia-old 
teachings to address both local and global concerns.

 During the Vietnam War, Zen Buddhist monk Thich 
Nhat Hanh observed the violence in his home country. He 
felt that disengaging from the suffering of his fellow 
humans by retreating to the monastery was not a 
sufficient expression of his beliefs.

 ?He and the monks around him were opposed to the 
killing and wanted to end the war,? explained Paul 
Carreras, a Buddhist practitioner, meditation instructor 
and member of the River Valley Sangha. Nhat Hanh, who is 
known by his followers as ?Thay? (teacher), responded to 
the circumstances in his surrounding by founding the 
Order of Interbeing, an organization that today counts 
thousands of members among its ranks. Monks, nuns and 
laypersons all join to take what they have learned from 
their Buddhist studies and apply that understanding to 
reduce suffering in the world. Thay named this concept 
Engaged Buddhism.

 ?Buddha?s main focal point 2,600 years ago was to 
alleviate suffering,? Carreras said. Just as the Buddha had 
to start with changing himself, so must each of us. ?In 
meditation, what we do is we understand how our minds 
work and how thoughts and emotions come in to the 
body. You begin to understand that they don?t have any 
power over you. When we first start understanding and 
practicing Buddhism, it is to learn about our own mind.?

 One of the understandings that may show up in 
meditation is the concept of ?no self.? As Carreras explains, 

?In Zen Buddhism, one of our primary beliefs is in ?no 
self.? We?re not separate from other people and because 
of that, we treat other people compassionately. We feel 
like they are connected with us and that all sentient 
beings are connected.?

 The lack of self relates to an understanding that 
nothing exists in isolation. ?Thay uses as an example a 
sheet of paper,? Carreras said. ?We call it a sheet of 
paper, but that?s just a concept, a name we have given 
it. ?Sheet of paper? is really a tree, the sun, the rain that 
nourished that tree, the logger that felled that tree, the 
food that nourished the logger, the machinery that 
produced the paper from those components. So 
everything comes from something else. Nothing has an 
inherent existence. 

 ?We?re the same way. We are empty of an inherent 
existence. I call myself Paul. I was born 60 years ago 
and I think of myself, but when I try to find where that 
self is, I fail because I am empty of inherent existence.?

 Establishing this perspective is essential to the 
outreach that characterizes Engaged Buddhism. 
Carreras recommends that those who wish to apply 
what they have learned from Buddhism start by 
mastering meditation and coming to an understanding 
of no self and interconnectedness.

 ?In Buddhism, we?re trying to overcome the ego,? 
Carreras said. ?The ego is the sense of self that each of 
us carries within. But Engaged Buddhism teaches us 
that there is also a ?wego.? That is when you have a 
multitude of people that are acting in a cohesive ego.?

 A ?wego? is a group of people that strongly identify 
with and adhere to an ideology. The overall mindset of 
the group influences the individuals in it. Just as one 

Let t er  f rom  t he Edit or

 Bodhichitta is the wish to gain
Sublime enlightenment for countless beings? sake.

It is of two kinds: intentional and active.
Intention is the wish and action the pursuit

Of this attainment.
It is like the wish to go and actually setting out.

 Bodhichitta in intention has, so it is said,
The nature of the four unbounded attitudes.

Active bodhicitta is the six transcendent virtues. 
- ?Finding Rest in the Nature of the Mind,? by Longchenpa

Dear Readers, 

This issue of Dharma Friends was a long time coming. I apologize for the delay - I imagine 
many people thought their copy of the issue wasn't delivered, or that you were inadvertently taken 
off our mailing list. Because of the delay, I decided to make this issue extra long, to keep us curious 
and engaged through September. 

This issue is inspired by the idea of engaged spirituality, or compassion in action. We have a 
short series on Engaged Buddhism that kicks off in this issue, and we hear from a previous 
contributor, Joy Fox, about her annual trip to Thailand to volunteer with nuns. We also hear from 
Anna Cox, in a story she wrote in the 90s about death, which is a practice of compassion in action. 

During the time I was working on this issue, two important people in the Arkansas community 
died. 

Jim Rush transitioned on Medicine Buddha Day, May 22, 2018. Jim was a religious studies 
professor, served on the bioethics committee at Arkansas Children's Hospital, was one of the 
founders of the Ecumenical Buddhist Society of Little Rock, was a Methodist minister for 50 years, 
and was a lifetime student of compassion and philosophy. Jim Rush was a friend of Compassion 
Works for All, which grew out of the Ecumenical Buddhist Society. His patience and kindness will be 
remembered for generations to come. 

Father Franz died during the night on July 10, 2018. Many on death row and in the Arkansas 
prisons knew and loved him. He was a part of the Arkansas Catholic diocese and served in prisons 
decades ago. He has lived in other states since but has returned often to help with projects to 
benefit men in prison in many ways. He has often supported all of you through Compassion Works 
for All efforts. Those in prisons all live in his great heart forevermore. 

Both of these teachers will be missed. May this issue pay tribute to their incredible 
commitments to the study and engagement of compassion and wisdom. May our hearts be open 
and our minds clear as we appreciate the enormous contributions these men made towards a 
peaceful world. 
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seeks to dissolve the ego, Engaged Buddhism seeks 
liberation from wegos, particularly those that engage in 
practices that harm others.

 In Buddhism, the concept of the three poisons 
refers to the idea that there are three flaws that can 
create suffering. These are greed, aversion (or ill will) 
and delusion (or ignorance). Just as those poisons can 
harm an individual, they can also corrupt a wego, such 
as is seen when corporations exploit workers, one 
nation goes to war with another or hate groups 
oppress those who are different from themselves. In 
the practice of Engaged Buddhism, eradicating these 
poisons from the wego can begin with listening to those 
who have beliefs that differ from one?s own. 

 "Listen to their views, no matter how extreme,? 
Carreras recommends. ?Mindful listening. Try to 
understand where they are coming from. Once you 
have an understanding of their hatred and aversion, 
you can invite them into dialogue. Hopefully, on your 
side, you?ll have some facts and some empathy for their 
side that also brings them into empathy for your side.?

 To be effective with mindful listening, embracing 
the concept of no self is helpful. When there is no 
attachment to the self, it enables one to better engage 
with the other person. Carreras explains, ?When we?re 
listening to another person, a lot of times we have 
problems because we?re trying to think of what we are 
going to say next instead of actually listening. Our mind 
is preoccupied. That hampers our communication. 
When we listen mindfully, we observe the body 
language, we sense their feelings in the moment, and 
we also listen to their words. We take all those things 
into account when we are mindfully listening.?

 Carreras emphasized that combining mindful 
listening with compassion goes a long way in creating 
change. While one conversation alone may not alter 
someone?s views, consistently engaging in one?s own 
practice and living one?s insights has a long-term 
impact.

 ?The way you carry yourself with compassion and 
mindfulness, being present with others, and mindful 
listening will have an effect on the people around you,? 
Carreras said. ?They?ll want to have what you?ve got and 
they might ask questions. Then you can pass along your 
meditation knowledge to them.?

Buddhist teachers say that the word 'Bardo' means 
transition. There is the bardo of awakening, the bardo of 
dying, the bardo of meditation, the bardo of sleep, and the 
bardo of becoming - or reincarnation. We make this 
transition between the state of sleep consciousness and 
the state of our ordinary awake consciousness. We make 
the transition between the state of our ordinary awake 
consciousness into the state of consciousness that we 
enter upon our death. Throughout the process of death, 
we go through other transitions, also called bardos, and 
then enter a new birth. 

The big confrontation which should spur us all into 
diligent practice is that to the degree we are aware during 
our ordinary reality, we are aware during the death 

journey. To the degree that we stay aware of our true 
wisdom mind as we sleep, we are aware of our wisdom 
mind as we die. If we are not already enlightened when 
we die, there is the possibility of achieving enlightenment 
at the time of death by recognizing our wisdom mind. 
During death, we will all have the experience of our 
enlightened mind, but only to the degree that we can 
recognize what we see, merging into and staying in that 
state. If we don?t recognize glimpses of our vast wisdom 
radiance at any other time, we probably won?t recognize it 
at the time of death. That moment will be like falling into 
a deep sleep where we lose all awareness of self. When 
we have no awareness of our vast self and no awareness 
of pure wisdom reality, then just as life is a series of 
karmic unfoldings, death is too. Karma takes over and 
those seeds planted through all of our past actions 
blossom into the results that become our death 
experience. The experience of our next manifestation just 
arise naturally out of our karma. If however, we use this 
life as the experimental opportunity to gain awareness of 
our true self and the true nature of reality, then when we 
die we have recognition of the vast mind of 
enlightenment. 

I have shared the process of purposefully using the 
time approaching death for growth and evolution with 
people who have been grateful for every additional day 
that they had in their precious human body. I have been 
with many when they died or else I arrived shortly after 
their death. A few have been Buddhists, but most were 
not. I, too, had a number of times I have come close to 
death. These experiences have been invaluable in my 
ability to be with others. The dying have been my teachers 
and have helped me to be a better teacher for others 
facing death. They have also been my teachers by 
enabling me to open to the vastness of beginningless and 
endless expanse of our shared wisdom mind. Through 
our willingness to stay connected during the process of 
dying, I know that I traveled further with them beyond an 
ordinary consciousness of encapsulated ego and shared a 
part of the journey with them.

Here are a few stories of some remarkable people. 
Each of them taught me a litt le piece about the dying 
process:

* * *

Garnette was a poet and one of the members of a 
meditation group that formed in Little Rock, Arkansas in 
1980. Garnette moved to New York to pursue her poetry 
writing when she was diagnosed with breast cancer. Her 
prognosis was  poor, and yet she trusted in whatever 

"The dying have been my 
teachers and have helped 
me to be a better teacher 
for others facing death."

happened. Poetry was her vehicle for processing her 
life and preparing for her death. She did a lot of 
meditation and visualization and her own spirituality 
was strengthened as she saw life, people, nature, the 
litt le things - all as profound. Her last medical 
resource was a bone marrow transplant; all 
preliminary interventions were unsuccessful. She 
knew this was karma, not failure on her part.

The evening prior to going into the hospital, her 
insurance company called and said, ?We want you to 
know this procedure is not covered by your 
insurance.? Of course, this sent her spinning and was 
devastating. She called her lawyers and she spent the 
next two months in court fighting for the bone 
marrow transplant. She won, but by that time it was 
too late. She had the transplant but was beyond 
repairing the toll the fight and the cancer had taken 
on her body. She was accepting, positive, and still 
fought for her precious life. A week before she died, I 
sat and talked with Garnette. She tried hard to share 
her positive outlook and clear knowing that all was 
well. She was laughing and smiling right up to the 
minutes that she easily left her body.

* * *

Both Frankie and Gene were on death row at 
Tucker Maximum Security Prison and became 
Buddhist practitioners. They were part of the Little 
Rock sangha. Frankie Parker practiced alone for eight 
years doing silent meditation and Tai Chi, making 
origami, and practicing calligraphy. He read about the 
Ecumenical Buddhist Society (EBS) of Little Rock in 
the paper and, litt le by litt le, wove his way into our 
community and into all of our hearts. As his 
execution date neared, he did not want to die. We did 
all we could to stop the execution. When it was quite 

art by Michael V., New Mexico

St or ies 
of  t he Bardo

by Anna Cox
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clear that the date - Aug. 6, 1996 - would indeed bring 
his execution to pass, his family came to say their 
goodbyes and stay with him. Frankie often said that 
death was not the end of him, but rather the end of his 
existence in that particular form.

We sat in a circle while he shared his views on 
death with his family. He urged them to believe that he 
would be fine and never lost to them. This was 
incredibly hard for them, and such comfort did litt le 
good at the time. His last day was spent meditating, 
making goodbye phone calls, and telling the guards 
jokes while he made origami animals for their children. 
He walked into the death chamber with serenity, 
chanting the refuge vows, "I take refuge in the Buddha. I 
take refuge in the dharma. I take refuge in the sangha." 
His last statement, written on the day of his death, read 
as follows: For eight years I have worked on kindling a 
small light of compassion out of the deep pain I have 
caused. This little light is now extinguished. I pray that 
others who have committed heinous crimes may find this 
small light an inspiration and may spread the flames of 
compassion to illuminate the entire universe so that all 
beings may realize the fundamental compassionate 
nature that resides within us all.

Artist Unknown
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Stories of the Bardo
EBS held a memorial service for Frankie the 

weekend following his execution. Frankie?s sister 
planned to come to Little Rock from another town; 
however, that morning she was feeling so depressed 
that she didn?t want to make the trip. She was 
listening to the radio and a song came on that 
moved her deeply. She was reminded of her brother, 
so she grabbed a pen and paper and wrote down as 
many of the words as she could remember. 
Bolstered now to make the journey, she came to 
Little Rock for Frankie's service. As she walked in the 
room, we were preparing for the service and 
readying the music. We put on 'You Were There For 
Me' by Celine Dion. The sister burst into tears.That 
was the same song she wrote down earlier that 
morning. In awe, she said it was Frankie's humorous 
way of walloping her with the truth. His presence 
had not left.

* * *

Gene Perry was Frankie's best friend. He was 
extraordinarily well-read in all of the world's spiritual 
traditions - a Theosophist - and a talented artist. 
After Frankie died, one of the an EBS sangha 
members and I visited Gene to give him support. 
Little by litt le, as he would sort out his life issues, he 
asked for more and more information about 
Buddhism. By May 1997, he approached us about 
taking refuge with Lama Tharchin Rinpoche (by 
telephone). He and Bobby Fretwell, also a member 
of our EBS sangha and on death row, took refuge 
one after the other with Rinpoche, and we did the 
appropriate prayers. We offered a food offering on a 
makeshift altar in the chaplain's office. Each man 
came in, one at a time, shackled and cuffed. They did 
prostrations and reverently took vows. That was on 
Wednesday. We did not know that on that same day, 
the courts had rejected a final appeal. The papers 
went to the governor 's office and an execution date 
was set. We heard this news two days later on Friday. 
Gene?s execution date was set for August 7, 1998.

We got special permission to do the Phowa 
empowerment, which then allowed Gene to do the 
mediation practice that prepares one for death in 
the Tibetan tradition. These prayers are said at the 
time of death and are extremely helpful in attaining 
enlightenment at that moment. He practiced 
diligently and continued to do an incredible amount 
of emotional healing.

On the final day of his life, I was with Gene in the 
tiny building that houses the execution chamber. He 
was in a small cell with steel mesh - much tighter 
security than bars. That morning he slept well and was 
in a good mood when I arrived. We began meditating. 
There was a hub-bub of legal activity. Eventually, we 
had time to talk about what was unfolding. He made 
his goodbye phone calls. In between, we casually 
discussed how he was feeling and worked through the 
tough spots. At one point, he called Lama Tharchin 
Rinpoche. He cried as the call ended. The tears were 
tears of bliss. He said he had touched transcendence 
three times in his life: when he first picked up a paint 
brush, when he first saw Frankie Parker 's Buddhist 
mala, and just then, talking to Rinpoche who he was 
sure he?d spent many lifetimes with. 

At one point in the afternoon, it hit him with finality 
that the legal loopholes had closed. He felt angry at 
that realization and he said despondently, "I guess they 
won." It took only a litt le shift, when I reminded him 
that this was not about winning or losing anymore, it 
was about enlightenment and a precious moment that 
was approaching. Now he needed to get ready. With 
that refocus, he was able to explore as he talked. He 
shared how he realized that his life had been perfect in 
preparing him for this moment. Even the execution 
was perfect. He was able to realize the enormous 
growth that his life in prison had given him, and yet to 
stay in prison for the rest of his life would deny him the 
ability to make the most of the qualities he had 
realized. He wanted to dedicate his death to the 
freedom to leave this incarcerated body and ego 
identity in order to take rebirth with awareness in a 
lifetime where he could truly benefit others with 
wisdom and caring. A short time later after his shower, 
he returned to his cell and asked that I braid his long 
hair. He wanted it to be like a samurai warrior as a way 
to express his determined clarity.

When the time of the execution approached, we 
began the Phowa practice. For me, it was most unusual 
to sit with a strong, healthy, person - fully and vibrantly 
alive in every way - and to say the preparatory prayers 
for Phowa knowing he would complete them on his 
own. We said the verses and just as we were finishing, 
five guards wearing riot gear came to collect him. The 
small area was already crowded; the warden, prison 
officials, the regular guards and the lawyers filled the 

Lonnie F., Arkansas

3-foot wide hallway. We had a quiet space where he 
was preparing himself in meditation. As the guards 
entered, it was more like they were entering into his 
sacredness rather than his succumbing to any 
emergency. He got up, slowly got dressed, and 
began to chant, OM MANI PADME HUM. The guards 
were still. When he was ready, he turned to those 
guards who were there last two days, and thanked 
them for being kind and helpful. A couple had tears 
in their eyes and tried to surreptitiously wipe them 
away. He turned to the warden and said, "Thank you, 
warden. You are a good warden." The warden's face 
was frozen and stricken. Then Gene walked out of 
the cell and down the hall as he chanted softly. We 
had a quick hug and goodbye, and I tugged gently at 
the hair on the top of his head to give him a physical 
reminder about where to focus during meditation. 
His consciousness would exit from the crown of his 
head when he died. At that point, he would have 
completed his meditation prayers and he would say 
the sound of the seed syllable HIC. Doing these 
practices, he would exit with awareness. He smiled 
at me when I gave him the reminder and said that 
he remembered. He was calm, relaxed, and 
courageous.

I went into the viewing room and waited for the 
curtain to open. The room was filled with media and 
others who had applied to be witnesses. Gene's 
attorney sat grieving in the back corner. When the 
curtain opened, Gene was lying on the table, which 
is shaped like a cross. He was strapped down with a 
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big leather plate across his torso. His hands were 
relaxed, his fingers flexing. His eyes were closed. 
He was still chanting softly because his lips were 
moving a litt le. In his last statement he proclaimed, 
yet again, his innocence and then repeated the 
refuge vows. The injection started and he 
continued to say mantra softly. After about five 
minutes, he said audibly but not loudly, HIC. 

It took 14 minutes from the time the injection 
began until he was dead. Frankie Parker died in 4 
minutes. Most die in two or three. Gene Perry's 
trust in the teachings of Vajrayana [Tibetan] 
Buddhism was remarkable. From the beginning of 
the Phowa teachings he felt like he recognized 
something he had long known. He understood the 
concepts and he knew the highest meditative state 
of Rigpa. He knew Rigpa from his painting. Every 
canvas was created while he was in Rigpa. He knew 
the colors of transcendence. He recognized them 
from dreams and images where he saw them. He 
understood non-discrimination of form: no good, 
no bad, no separation. He knew emptiness. 
Buddhism gave him words to understand what he 
knew. He said in essence, that Buddhism was a 
very helpful tool for him because it put things 
together in a way that he could have a vehicle to 
better utilize the opportunity of death to good 
advantage. Karma brought the dramatic 
circumstances of his life together. Wisdom brought 
his Buddha potential to fruition.

* * *

Robert was a man in a very dangerous job - 
stringing high power lines. One day there was a 
storm. He went to fix some damaged wires and 
received a massive electric shock. No one had ever 
received that much voltage and lived. He lost an 
arm, suffered severe burns, and was in a coma for 
seven months. He died during the shock and they 
brought him back to life. When I met him, he was 
in rehabilitation and very depressed. He was 
learning to adjust emotionally to losing an arm, to 
having brain damage, and to dramatic life changes. 
He eventually shared that most traumatic for him 
was having had the experience of dying and 
returning to life. He had not wanted to return. For 
a year, he worked through his losses and, litt le by 
litt le, he began to live a more normal life. He could 
appreciate the enormous change in his perspective 

"I learned in Buddhism that 
what happens after death 

and in life is vast, radiant, and 
one never leaves true self."

and what was valuable in life. He awakened spiritually 
and was a devout Christian. He found courage he never 
possessed before and his life took on meaning. He 
would talk to the neighborhood children who were 
afraid of the man with one arm. It was an opportunity 
to teach children about handicaps and differentness. 
He was clumsy and embarrassed, but he learned to be 
less afraid. Finally, very happily but with very different 
motivation than ever before, he went back to work as a 
consultant for an electric company. Two months later, 
driving to work at 6:30 AM one morning, his truck 
crossed the centerline. He had probably fallen asleep. 
He was killed instantly.

* * *

When I have been with those who died, there have 
been perhaps a few minutes or moments of panic 
when they knew death was imminent. For almost all, 
even if they were very close to death, they had a wish 
to get well and stay alive. Only a few felt themselves 
fully surrender to death without some resistance. Just 
like Gene, there is always a bit of waiting to see if there 
will be a pardon. But, once that moment passes, 
everyone I have been with relaxes in comfort.

Buddhism teaches about a passage of 'life force' 
which leaves the body. That life force is not the 'inner 
Buddha' but is the drop of the gathered winds which 
have collected in the heart. When the gathered winds 
leave, the physical body dies. Then there is an exiting. 
The teachings in different streams of Buddhism have 
some differences about what happens next. This article 
is primarily about Vajrayana Buddhism. 

In Tibet, monks, lamas, and  solitary meditators 
have spent centuries in experiential meditations and 
scholarly study to understand consciousness. They 
deliberately tried to seal their country off from the 
inventions of the west because they did not want to be 
diverted by materialism. To understand the process of 
mind and the realization of enlightenment was their 
top priority. No culture has ever embraced such a task 
more fully. Out of this, the process of death was 
explored through extended meditations in 
extraordinary ways. People who had death experiences 
and then came back to tell about them were called 
Gelugs and were seen as great teachers.

These stories are well documented, even though in 
our western expectations about life and death they 

Stories of the Bardo

appear quite phenomenal. Some of these events 
are of people who died for a week and when they 
returned, they told of visiting the bardos and being 
taught great teachings by the deities. All people, 
even those who have never practiced being mindful 
or meditating, have great clarity at the time of 
death. The benefit is to notice this clarity and to not 
shut down out of fear. The longer you stay aware of 
the radiant clarity and recognize it as your 
enlightened mind, the greater the opportunity to 
fully awaken.

I had a few events like this and although now I 
am grateful for these life-changing experiences, they 
were barely glimpses of what the saints of Tibet 
saw. My first close call with death came when I 
almost drowned in a tidal wave in the Pacific Ocean 
off the coast of Mexico. Although I panicked at first, 
when I realized I could no longer fight the wave that 
was pulling me under, drowning was like falling into 
a comforting sleep. It was good to learn that after 
the initial panic, there was comfort.

My next experience was in the hospital. I was 
there because of back problems and the doctor was 
going to do a myelogram. I am sensitive to 
medications, and he accidentally overdosed me with 
a mild tranquilizer that was supposed to relax me 
during the procedure. Instead, it stopped my heart. I 
was rapidly losing consciousness and I said to the 
nurse and doctor, "I'm dying." Again I experienced a 
moment of panic that passed quickly. Without 
reason, I felt peaceful. The nurse recognized it was 
true that I was dying. I could see my body on the 
table, and the nurse and doctor were panicking. I 
was confused because I was comfortable, but they 
were horrified. He gave her orders about how to 
revive me. The doctor turned to the nurse and said, 
"I think we've lost her!" Only then did the scene 
'before me' make sense. I still felt identical to my 
normal everyday awareness and I was in a state that 
felt like my usual self. Yet, before me in a totally 
comprehensive vision, I realized that I could see my 
body, the doctor and nurse, because I was no longer 
in my body. I was aware that I could see everyone in 
the room, and everyone outside the room. This 
vision was only a part of a whole that was so vast 
and radiant that any one experience or expression 
of form hardly mattered. The whole was beyond all 

comprehension and profoundly perfect. I felt myself 
merging and going beyond, compelled to leave. 
However, the panic of the doctor and nurse kept my 
awareness in the upper corner of the room, watching 
and trying to communicate to them that I was fine and 
that they need not worry. They could not hear me. With 
a shot of adrenalin and an electric clapper, I was sucked 
back into my body like a vacuum cleaner sucking up dirt 
on the floor. It was as though I was being forced into a 
space much too small and painful. Afterwards, I lay in 
the hospital for a week, unable to speak and unable to 
grasp the experience. This was long before books about 
near-death experiences were on the market. It wasn't 

until I later found a book on LSD experiences that I was able 
to put a concept to what happened as I explored subtle 
states of consciousness.       

Shortly after that I began to read about Vajrayana 
Buddhism. Until then, I had wanted to die. Not to commit 
suicide, but to return to what I touched and felt had been 
taken away from me. I learned in Buddhism that what 
happens after death and in life is vast, radiant, and one 
never leaves true self. 

Twelve years later, after having abdominal surgery and 
going to Hawaii to recuperate, I was taking my first stroll 
down the beach on a Monday at noon. Two men were 
throwing their pit bull dogs into the water and laughing as 
the dogs scrambled to make it back to shore against the 
waves. I walked past them and continued down the beach, 
which became increasingly more deserted. Turning around 
after about a half a mile, I realized that one of the men was 
coming towards me. He grabbed me. He was about 6'2" and 
probably weighed about 250 lbs. 
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for my winter volunteering. I?d been traveling there to 
volunteer every winter for twelve years, so this came as 
a surprise. She advised me to be alert to new 
invitations. My ?invitation? led me to a sanctuary in a 
small village in Tanzania, working with beautiful 
children of albinism. They are in danger in that rural 
region, since witchdoctors contract for their body parts 
to add to potions. Business was particularly brisk that 
year, because politicians and corporate executives are 
good customers during an election year. 

I slept in a tent outside the center. There were 
more than thirty kids, plus several staff in the six-room 
house. There wasn?t quite enough food to eat or water 
for washing, which we hauled from the well outside, 
but Sister Helena kept the center going on her deep 
faith. It was a life-changing experience for me. 

The next couple of winters I continued to have 
adventures in other countries, with dear Anna as my 
astral tour-guide. Alas, my beloved teacher is now in a 
failing state of health, and our visits became less 
frequent. Last year [2017] we met a few times. At the 
first visit, she emphatically told me, ?no more 
missions.? There?s no Joy and no Anna, no past and no 
future. 

She repeated it again, in response to my slightly 
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Prologue
Four years ago, I asked my spiritual teacher and 

guide, Anna Cox, a question, while showing her a 
photo, ?What is going on with this child? I love so many 
children at the orphanage, but she seems to have 
stolen my heart in a unique way.? Anna got very excited 
and responded, ?This child has been an important 
teacher in former lives. You are supposed to bring her 
here to America and let her co-manage Wattle Hollow 
with you? [Wattle Hollow is a retreat center that Joy 
runs]. I am generally thrilled to be child-free and am 
somewhat of a hermit, deep in my soul. But I also 
chose to honor my teacher?s suggestion by asking a 
Thai friend, who lived near the orphanage in 
Kanchanaburi, to contact the litt le girl whose name is 
Coy. 

About a month later, my friend wrote to me, saying, 
?Maechee ( the nun who runs Dhammanurak 
orphanage) Jutipak says that Coy was not actually an 
orphan. Her mother took her away this year.? I wasn?t 
exactly sorry to ?close the books? on this adventure. 
Coy was about nine or ten years old back then. 

Meanwhile, during that same interview long ago, 
Anna reported that I wouldn?t be returning to Thailand 

Remember, I had just gotten out of the hospital for 
major surgery. I started to struggle and fight him. I 
screamed, but the ocean drowned out any noise and no 
one was around. It made him nervous for me to fight and 
I was determined. I kept looking him in the eyes and 
saying 'Listen to me! I am not going to let you hurt me! If 
you kill me, you will end up in jail and I don't want that to 
happen to you! I will talk to you, but I won't let you hurt 
me!' I said this over and over as we fought. I was not 
planning anything, it all just happened. He pinned me on 
the ground and was strangling me with one hand and 
had his t-shirt over my nose and mouth with the other, 
suffocating me. I managed to say, ?I just had surgery and 
I am not very strong. I am not going to let you kill me.? 
After that, I lost consciousness. I knew I was about to die 
on the beach in Hawaii. With incredible clarity, I could see 
all that was unfolding and I felt peaceful and deeply 
connected to this man who was murdering me. His name 
was Melvin. I experienced that it was all okay. At the 
same time, I had a revelation what the teaching was, how 
my karma of previous lives and this life had led to this 
moment. I watched all of this and understood as though 
the answers to a question were being revealed very 
matter-offactly. I didn?t experience any fear at that point.

Melvin lifted the shirt off my face and relaxed his grip 
around my neck.

Far away I heard him ask why I had surgery. He was 
telling me that he had surgery once too, and he was 
curious. In this way, he identified with me. I showed him 
the scar where my gallbladder was removed and he told 
me that he had surgery on his head after he was hit by a 
car. He had a steel plate and had been in a coma for two 
months. 

After telling me this, he began the fight again as he 
tried to drag me off to the nearby woods. I knew that I 
now touched him in a way that connected us personally. I 
continued to resist with all my strength, repeating that I 
cared about him.  I said that I knew he must be in pain to 
do such a thing. I did not want anything bad to happen to 
him, but I would not let him hurt me. I would listen to his 
story, I said, but he could not kill me. This continued for 
two hours on the beach and no one else came along. Bit 
by bit, I coaxed his story out of him and he gradually 
relaxed and trusted me. Then, only able to go so far, he 
would begin the aggressive attack again if he thought I 
was trying to escape. Finally as he softened, I told him 
that my friends would be missing me and that I should 
go out to the highway, by the shopping center, to find 
them. This, I thought, would get me around people. He 

walked me to the highway with his arm gripped around 
my shoulders, holding my hands tightly so that I would 
not escape. Of course, this makes no sense that he 
would walk me down the highway to the shopping 
center to my 'friends', while trying to prevent me from 
escaping. I realized though how severely brain damaged 
he was, and I was trying to work with his limitations to 
my advantage. We made it to the highway and as we 
walked the mile or so, he told me about how lonely he 
was in his life and that he just wanted me to be his 
friend. That was why he attacked me, he said. He also 
said over and over, ?Nothing like this has ever 
happened to me before. What is happening??

When we reached the shopping center, I told him 
that I was going into the store and would leave him 
there outside. He must never do anything like that 
again. Then, he asked if I would go hiking in the 
mountains with him that afternoon? I told him no and I 
thanked him for not killing me. Melvin was arrested 
later that afternoon in a pool hall where he had gotten 
into a brawl with some other men. I found out that his 
friend with the dogs had been hiding in the bushes. The 
plan was that Melvin was to drag me into the woods 
where they would both rape me. He became frightened 
when Melvin and I started talking and he ran. Both were 
sent to prison. Melvin's probation officer called me in 
the 90s to say that he was being released. 

Throughout that attack I felt protected by my 
teacher and had a sense that there was no danger. Of 
course, later I went through years of dealing with 
post-traumatic stress. Melvin was one of my life's 
greatest teachers.

* * *

Preparing for death is like studying the road map, 
so that when we go on a trip we recognize the signs and 
know where to tum. If we are just going in whatever 
direction appears to move us at the moment, it will be 
pretty chancy whether or not we reach our desired 
destination. If we study the cities, study the turns, ask 
those who have been there about the tricky spots, then 
we see the turn-off and we have enough clues to 
immediately say, 'There it is. That 's my tum.' And, you 
get to where you are going: Full and complete TRUTH.

May this reading - and all that we?ve thought, said or 
done today in our awakening - benefit all beings. 

Tales f rom  Thailand:

Engaged Buddhism
by Joy Fox
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humbling, since I - the ?meditation 
teacher? - become a squirmy child 
after an hour or so. I teach a 
choreographed song and dance, 
and gentle yoga during the day. 
After lunch, everyone lies down for 
a nap, while a nun plays our giant 
crystal bowl, which is filled with 
water. I join in on the flute, strolling 
amongst the nappers. 

After the forty minutes of 
prayer bowl, everyone sits up and 
drinks a cup of the newly charged 
water from the bowl. To end the 
day, we climb to the rooftop, the 
site of the Green Tara Temple. The 
couples make a wish to the 
Goddess Tara, while lighting a 
candle. 

Early the next morning, I took a 
taxi to the airport and flew to 
Sakon Nakhon, a city in the north. 
From there, my friend Ott (the 
nursing director) escorted me to 
another amazing place: 
Watkampramon, also known as 
Cancer Village. Thus began the rest 
of this week?s adventures, dear 
readers, a conscious focus on the 
other pole of our earthly existence. 

I sometimes pretend I have 
been to a place before, but in truth, 
nothing and no place is ever the 

Issue 225-226 |  Jun - Sept  2018

Tales from Thailand

Sunday of every month, for many 
years) the Serene Mind Project 
came together. Dozens of 
expecting couples arrived came to 
the center in the morning. All of the 
women are pregnant. Everyone is 
encouraged to pay close attention 
to their mindstate, and how it 
might affect the growing embryo 
inside. Even our water-bottles at 
the center carry the reminder: A 
mother?s womb is the entire world to 
the child inside.

Husbands and wives sing to the 
fetuses and practice massage. I 
always blubber when the 
mothers-to-be turn around and 
comfort the fathers with song and 
massage. So much respect and 
honor is offered to these young 
parents-to-be. They receive 
information about nutrition, the 
stages of fetal growth, 
breastfeeding and how to hold and 
bond with their newborn infant. 

I play pinch-hitter when 
Khun-mae needs relief from her 
many hours of speaking on the 
stage. It?s an opportunity for the 
hundred participants to stand and 
laugh and be silly, since they sit for 
about two hours at a time on the 
floor. People?s ability to do this (in 
Asia) is always boggling and 

pouty expression. I replied, ?Oh, I 
know...but the adventures were so 
amazing, I?m sad.? Anna?s response 
once more, as she firmly closed 
the Book of Illusion was, ?There?s 
no Joy and no Anna, no past and 
no future.?

I sighed and accepted her 
verdict, having litt le choice. We 
went on to discuss my visits with 
men in Forrest City Prison and her 
health. As we were walking to the 
door at the end of my visit, Anna 
stopped and asked, ?Whatever 
happened to that child in the 
orphanage?? I explained the 
situation - that she wasn?t actually 
an orphan and her mother had 
taken her. 

Anna smiled. ?You?d better go 
find her.? We both laughed, 
understanding the assignment 
mode was switched ?on? again - I 
would go back to Thailand. A week 
later, my best friend from 
Thailand, named Younger Sister Joy 
or Nawng Joy wrote me: ?We all 
here in the community miss you 
too much here. You have to come 
back now.? I wrote back and 
agreed. Nawng Joy is MC 
Sansanee?s personal assistant. 
They travel the nation and the 
world together, spreading peace, 
feminism and Buddhist principles. 
So, dear readers? .now we begin 
my final (perhaps) mission under 
Anna?s guidance. 

The Great Circle
I have two stories to share 

about the great circle of human life 
- its beginnings and endings. This 
has been Khun Mae?s (Maechee 
Sansanee?s) focus for the past 
decade. Last Sunday (and the first 
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"Feeling 
supported and 

loved and whole 
is central to the 

theme of healing 
here, be it 

healing back to 
life or into a 

peaceful passage 
from this life."

interns, studying under the head 
nurse. My approach, which I?ve 
practiced for years at 
Watkampramon, is to massage the 
patient while the caregiver 
watches, and then line up the 
caregiver to massage the patient, 
while I work on the caregiver. 

Wherever I go, I choose to 
bring gifts that can be duplicated, 
and continue their vibrational 
impact long after I am gone. 

Dying of cancer can be so 
isolating and lonely for everyone. 
Patients everywhere are often 
touch-deprived and starving for 
this essential human ingredient. I 
offer permission, by  sharing 
simple loving massage techniques. 
One patient who was depressed, 
cracked a smile as soon as her 
daughter and I began massaging 
her feet and legs. One of our staff 
was playing the guitar and we were 
all singing. The patient burst into 
song. These moments are etched 
into my heart. 

Logic dictated that I shouldn?t 
practice massage on this woman, 
because she appeared to be brittle. 
But Spirit is the ultimate driver of 
choices in my life, and a minute 
into this massage, she grasped my 
hands with such incredible 
intensity and strength, I knew that 
she was speechlessly grateful. Her 
brother was willing to work on her 
as well. He later told me he had 
never massaged anyone before. 
They were both peaceful and 
happy about this evolution into a 
new form of bonding. 

By the third afternoon, I 
realized that the resident staff 
needed to experience the 
qi-energetic qualities of loving 
massage themselves. It must be 
personally transmitted. After 

same twice, nor am I the same. 
The founder of Cancer Village, 
known as Luangta, had a stroke 
four years ago and is still regaining 
his balance and his voice. He 
continues to be a force of genius 
and compassionate enlightenment 
(and humor!) within this earthy 
Buddhist hospice movement. No 
one is denied entrance to this 
healing center, and the only 
requirement is that the patient 
must come with some sort of 
support team. Feeling supported 
and loved and whole is central to 
the theme of healing here, be it 
healing back to life or into a 
peaceful passage from this life. 

The patients eat organic 
vegetables and drink herbal 
broths. Vipassana and metta 
lovingkindness meditation, 
chanting, dance, and music are the 
central techniques for healing. 
Most of the staff are volunteers. 
Laughter is the central currency of 
the program. Volunteers like me 
find their own place in the scheme. 
I asked to share dance, yoga and qi 
gong in the mornings, and healing 
massage techniques in the 
afternoons. Again, I only appear to 
be the teacher, while I study the 
courage, wisdom, and ease of 
these remarkable people. 

The group?s enthusiasm was 
infectious. It inspired me to find 
new levels of possibilit ies, and 
everyone contributed their 
movements to the dance. Nothing 
is more joyful to me, than this kind 
of communion. 

In the afternoons, I visited with 
the patients, mostly in the latter 
stages of cancer, in their rooms. I 
was accompanied by the current 
staff of four, two of whom are 
young alternative medicine 

Blue eyed Koi, by Daniel L.
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top: by Floyd D., Arkansas

bottom: Cat Card, by Scott A., Colorado
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working on them, I was pleased to be the recipient, 
adding suggestions and lots of encouragement.

Thai culture is pretty shy about touch, outside the 
world of professionally trained masseurs. I dubbed us 
the QI TEAM!!, and holding energy between our hands 
was our trademark. An inordinate percentage of 
supposedly terminal patients have healed and returned 
home. Among those who heal into a peaceful death, 
many seemed to need litt le or no pain medication. It?s 
phenomenal enough that the George Washington School 
of Medicine sent a team of interns to examine the 
situation years ago. Yet this kind of healing is difficult to 
quantify, as it?s founded on meditation, faith, and heart 
energy. 

Q&A
Q t o Kr ist ohper : Hey Kristopher, I pray all is well for you 
and that you're in good spirits.  Myself, I've been kind of 
depressed and even "mad" at the parole board,  
Especially after they gave me my 12th set-off in the past 
thirteen years, totaling 33 yrs flat-time completed and 
having over sixty years "good-time."  As long as the 
widow of my victim keeps protesting me, TDCJ N-E-V-E-R 
has to let me out of prison. . . Kristopher, it is kind of 
weird - but, I used to have a type of "pride" in the way I 
would do easy-time.  And, since my April 4th (2018) 
set-off, I am frustrated, angry and disgusted with almost 
everyone and everything in this old, old prison. -Michael 
E., Texas

A f rom  Kr ist ohper : Hey there Michael, I am so sorry to 
hear that you have been put off again.  I was only put off 
once and that was very taxing on me.  I do believe that 
there is no reason to be angry.  I think that you know 
that God will set you free when "He" is ready and sees 
that you are not ready to accept that "He" is in control 
and not the board.  The outcome that you want is not in 
your hands, but rather, and always, will be in God's.  And 
so, take the opportunity to work God's will and let go of 
your expectations.  I know that you want God to explain 
"why", but the chances are slim that you ever will.  If you 
have truly turned your will and life (thoughts and 
actions) over, it would not pain you so very much.  I am 
sorry if this seems cold or obtuse, but please "let go"!  
And remember, I'm out here having the same difficulty 
applying the same to my own life.  I struggle. Like so 
very many things, it 's much easier to say and write 
about than it is to apply to my own life.  

Skin Changer
My skin is a chameleon of disguise

This one I wear is not the one I was born with
I change it every few years, but it never seems to comfortably fit.

I have worn the armor of the warrior.  That tough reptilian hide, that could not 
protect me from the spiced aroma of my fellow man roasting in his assault 

vehicle.
Nor the stench of my own skin hiding in the killing fields.

I donned the hypocritical suit of religious intolerance and it nearly broke my 
spirit.

There were times I wanted to claw the skin off my muscles to get to the real me.
What was the real me?

Who is the real me?
But each skin has taught me a valuable lessons.

So I shed these skins as I outgrow them.
And now, this new skin.
Oh yes, I am wounded.
Oh yes, I am healing.

I am no longer a human doing.
I am a human being.

Being what I was meant to be.

Rest less Mem or ies
My mind is a restless tide.

Thoughts, like waves, beat upon the shore.
Oh be still you memory surfer

And rest upon the sand.

Perched on The Razor  Wire
Black bird, Red bird, Brown bird, Blue

Upon my iron bed I hear as I rise
 Your morning song.

 ?Awake to new mercies!
  Arise to new joys!?

Sing-Sing-Sing
Black bird, Red bird, Brown bird, Blue

Breached By Love
A sacred Sutra was whispered in my ear.

?Your sins are like grains of sand in the ocean of God?s mercy.?
My heart like a statue?

 Mute
 Gasping

 Dreaming
Till singing broke through the hardness of my fears.

Like jackals on the Serengeti ?
 Slinking
 Jumping
Playing

In every crevice of my mind.

Poet ry by 
"The Traveler "

Georgia
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I?ve been doing some very deep meditating lately with 
Anna?s teachings, especially from issue 164 written by 
Anna in 2010, tit led A Teaching on the Flowers verse 
has helped me as I try to understand my childhood 
trauma. The wounds and profound fear I experienced 
as a kid has haunted me all my life and is one of my 
worst psychological problems.  Fear caused me to 
over-react and panic when I was at liberty the last time 
in the free world.

 Be All You Can Be
 Be non-violent...be humble
 Be kind...be compassionate
 Be patient? be understanding?
 Be wise...be caring?
 Be positive...be truthful?
 Be generous...be loving?
 Be helpful...be thankful?
 Be respectful...be mindful?
 Be the one who can smile
 When you look in the mirror?
 Be all you can be.
 --Chokyi Lodro, Texas

* * *

I really do find them [Dhammapada commentary] very 
helpful and I read the Some Thoughts section breaking 
it down. I also like reading the letters that guys send 
because it helps me see that I?m not alone on my path. 
The one that stuck with me the most so far, is the one 
from Brandon in Illinois. When I came in, I also would 
immediately step on whatever bug or insect came into 
my cell, swatting flies at will, almost like it was a game. 
Then after committing myself to the dharma, and 
taking a vow of nonviolence, I too have gone as far as 
to catch and release insects and mice into the yard. On 
rainy days, I?ll pick up the worms and set them to the 
side so they don?t get stepped on. 
-Albert Perez, Pennsylvania

* * *

From  your  Let t ers...

Your newsletter has carried me through many years 
of incarceration and tribulation.  I would be grateful 
for any ideas of how I might give back to you and 
your mission of helping others to cope.  I am very 
grateful to you ALL!  Thank you. 
Norman L. , Texas

* * *
Wow! Thank you so much for issue 217 of 
Compassion Works for All. You gifted me with my 
very first issue of compiled confirmations of 
epiphanies from my past and teachings of liberating 
habits for my future. 
I had a friend of mine tell me that he thinks I am a 
reincarnation of a Tibetan monk after sharing with 
him my self-taught morals and observational 
opinions of the world from a sociological
Viewpoint. After reading this article, I believe him. 
From my Coffee Date with Mara to the 
Compassionate Communication Column, and all the 
individual inmate entries, I feel extremely familiar 
and intimate. Through the mind's eye of each writer 
and artist in this issue, I feel a pure connection, a 
sure confirmation of the universe?s collective 
consciousness.
-Bless.  Zachary H., Texas

* * *
I am writing to tell you how much a short note from 
you meant to me.  You had previously sent me your 
newsletter that also had a Buddhist prayer on a 
separate piece of paper.  That prayer immediately 
spoke to my soul and I had always tried to live by 
those ideals...I have eight books on Buddhism and I 
meditate three times a day.  It has changed my whole 
outlook on my situation...My cell is no longer a 
terrible place to be, but is now my own private 
spiritual temple.
-Kevin M., California

Dear Enoch (in response to a letter from Enoch in 
issue 224)

 Compassion in nature does happen more than 
you know.  We as humans don?t pay as close attention 
to animals as we should so we don?t see it as often 
but it is there.
 Here are just a few examples: Koko the gorilla was 
given a cat that she loved very much. She cared for it 
and grieved when it dies. Primates often adopt 
orphaned young of their own group. They care for 
these orphans as their own. Beavers adopt orphaned 
youngsters as well, and they share their lodges and 
food with muskrats, mice, frogs, etc. all without 
problems.

Geese show compassion for each other when one 
member of the flock falls out of flying formation from 
sickness or injury.  When the injured goose lands two 
other geese accompany it down and stay with it until 
it gets well or dies.
 Cows grieve over other dead cows even when 
they didn?t know the deceased.
 Elephants show a very compassionate nature.  
Not only do they adopt other orphans, they even help 
other animals in distress. A popular internet video 
shows an elephant saving a human that it thought 
was drowning.  The man was swimming but the 
elephant attempted to save what it thought was 
another species in dire trouble!
 Dogs show extreme love and compassion.  They 
will sacrifice their own lives for the protection of their 
loved ones.  Sometimes when their partner dies they 
stop eating and die themselves.
 Since you are at Folsom, I would encourage you to 
watch KVIE, your local PBS channel.  In particular the 
program Nature.  You will see compassion in nature 
on display.
 Your friend in Peace and Tranquility,
-Kevin M., California

* * *
Dear friends, 
Thank you for writing me about  ?The Wiccan Rede? 
and how I could use it as a mantra!  I read in Yoga 
Journal about how beneficial the use of mantras are.  
I?ve tried to use one - ?Be like water? - to help me keep 
from letting anger get the best of me.  I like the idea 
of using the Rede as a mantra because it?s a reminder 
of my moral code.  It sounds permissive, but when 
you think about it, ?An ye harm none, do as you will? 

is a pretty rigorous code because there are so many kinds 
of harm, and to harm none, we must carefully consider our 
actions.  I will try to use a mantra more often.  Thank you 
for all you?ve done!

The Wiccan Rede
Live the Wiccan Law ye must,
In perfect love, in perfect trust.
Eight words the Wiccan Rede fulfill:
An ye harm none, do as ye will.
And ever mind the Rule of Three:
What ye send out, comes back to thee.
Follow this with mind and heart,
And merry ye meet, and merry ye part.

* * *

"There is a certain element of deep heartfelt mindfulness 
when you transcend a tradition and look at the belief and 
find key elements of common ground. It is an eye opening 
experience showing we are all connected in ways beyond 
our own comprehension. In the words of a Buddhist monk, 
looking at the Bible and the Last Supper, "In our life, we eat 
and drink many times a day, but while doing so, our mind 
is usually wandering elsewhere, and what we really eat are 
our worries, thoughts, and anxieties. Eating in mindfulness 
is to be in touch with life. Jesus spoke about the way he did 
this so his students would really eat the bread. The Last 
Supper was a mindfulness meal. If the disciples could 
pierce through their distractions and eat one piece of 
bread in the present moment with their whole being, isn't 
that the Buddha dharma? Words like "mindfulness" or 
"meditation" may not have been used, but the fact that 
thirteen people were sitting and eating together in 
mindfulness is surely the practice of Buddhism." Thich 
Nhat Hanh. The Diamond That Cuts Through Illusion. 75, 
76 (2010). (Parallax Press). 
The Bible says, "By two or more witnesses every word shall 
be established." The Holy Bible. But on a far deeper level, 
when two or more religions say the same thing, then you 
are onto something big. Looking at it in a "reap what you 
sow" mindset or "karma" mindset, when you investigate it, 
there are always others who actually believe the same 
thing. This has to be the ultimate Dharma. Buddha said 
test whatever you believe and if it works for you, continue 
in that. But if it doesn't work for you get rid of it and 
continue your journey.
-Daniel R., Arkansas
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Currently requesting 
submissions about 
addiction and 
recovery. If you are 
struggling with 
addiction or 
recovery, send us 
your story.

Tell us what topics you want to read 
about, and send your submissions! 
We  are always striving to better 
serve our readers!

A let t er  you can send 
your  loved ones:

Dear

Here in prison, I receive a bimonthly 
newsletter from Compassion Works for All 
called Dharma Friends. It offers support from 
ancient wisdom with which we explore our 
spiritual path, no matter what tradition 
someone follows. We learn meditation 
teachings, psychological and emotional 
healing, and we build a community between 
those in prison and those out in the world 
through letters.Compassion Works for All 
encourages communication and healing of old 
family patterns and relationship issues with 
those I have left behind - like you. If we are 
both reading Dharma Friends issues, one way 
to support such discussions between us is to 
use the issues as a basis for our discussions. I 
welcome this opportunity to share such 
healing and growth talks and letters with you 
and would like to ask you to go to 
www.CompassionWorksForAll.org and sign up 
for the emails that will bring you Dharma 
Friends newsletter and other news about 
prison issues. There are lots of healing videos 
on the website as well, some especially for 
those with family members and friends who 
are in prison. I greatly regret that we are 
spending this time apart and the challenges 
that it imposes on our relationship. I also look 
forward to being able to use all of these 
traumatic events as a way to grow beyond the 
issues of our past and find a stronger healing 
that will benefit not only me and you but all 
those that we love. Thank you for considering 
sharing Dharma Friends and this part of my 
life with me. I hope it helps you as much as it 
has helped me.

Love,

Por t rait  Project

Arkansas-based artist and social advocate E. 
Wheeler is collaborating with us for a portrait 
series that will be displayed in central 
Arkansas, to bring awareness to issues of 
incarceration and the tremendous capacity 
for human transformation.
This portrait series will begin a conversation 
about hyperincarceration, healing and 
compassion in local communities. Specifically 
we want to highlight the warmth and depth 
that we at Compassion Works for All see daily 
? through your art, poetry, and prose, we 
know that you?re doing the hard work and we 
want others to see this as well.
How to be involved:

- Send us at least one good quality photo of 
yourself. We know that getting a photo of you 
can be tricky. You CAN ask family to mail or 
email photos of you. We CANNOT reach out 
to your family. They can email at: 
morgan@compassionarkansas.org

- Send a story, poem or other written medium 
that describes you and 
healing/transformation stories you want to 
share with others
Opt ionally:

- Include with your photo a self-portrait that we 
can display along with E. Wheeler?s portrait
For those who participate and are selected:

- You will receive a copy of your portrait, signed 
by the artist

- We will publish the series in our Dharma 
Friends newsletter for all to enjoy
We want to honor you and maintain your 
privacy at the same time. We will only use 
your first name and state in which you live to 
the public. If you wish to have your privacy 
more strictly concealed tell us!If you write to 
us.

Ask Tim
Tim answers letters asking for help 
with those things that we know you 
cannot do in prison. Tim looks up 
resources, but there are a few things 
he cannot do: Tim is not qualified to 
counsel about personal and/or 
relationship problems. Money or 
'things' will never be given to any 
writer. We will not provide 
addresses of individuals in the free 
world to anyone. We cannot provide 
information obtained from 
Facebook or other social media 
websites.

Quot e 
Mast er
Become the Quote 
Master for your unit! 
We offer a quote in 
each Dharma Friends 
to post on your 
bulletin board in your 
barrack. Who knows 
who might be 
inspired?

How t o w r it e t o us:

Not a member? Sign up for this newsletter free of charge
Compassion Works for All

attn.: Dharma Friends Subscriptions
PO Box 7708

Little Rock, AR 72217-7708 

Not in prison or jail? Email: 
morgan@compassionarkansas.org.

Please let  us know if  your  address changes
Include your  old and new address
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PO Box 7708
Little Rock, Arkansas 72217-7708
www.compassionworksforall.org
FREE RELIGIOUS MATERIAL

"When it comes to caring for yourself, be 
simple. When it comes to caring for others, 

do everything." -Tibetan saying


