
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

When the Surfer Is Ready  
the Wave Will Appear.  
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Variations on a theme by A.H.   

 

‚For lovely eyes, see the good in others.‛ 
For strong arms, lift up  
   the spirits of those around you. 
For beautiful lips, speak well of people. 
For attractive ears, listen closely. 
For a magnificent physique, care 
   for the bodies of the hurting. 
For an excellent mind, attend  
   to what others think. 
For great profit, help others succeed. 
To be a champion, help the loser to win. 
For a rich faith, help all to believe. 
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“The Bird in the Bottle” 
 
One day, the master told his students a story.. 

      “Walking along the road one morning, a man found  a single 
bird egg. Seeing it was lost from its nest, he took it home and he 
placed it into a large glass jar for keeping. The egg soon hatched, 
leaving the bird inside the jar. So the man gave it food and water, 
and the beautiful bird began to grow. Now soon the bird became 
too large to be freed safely, for the glass jar that was its home was 
very thick - and surely the bird would be hurt or even die if the 
jar were broken to free her. So now every time the man looked at 
the bird he was heartbroken, for it could not be free.  
      The master then asked his students for solutions.  Many 
offered ideas, but none knew how to free the bird without hurting 
or killing it. At last, a young student raised her hand, and she said 
simply: “There, it is out.”     
      And the master smiled, for the lesson was over. 
 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 
Purport:  Is the bird still in the bottle? or out? Whichever you 
say, you’re right! Here, the student merely chooses to tell her 

own version of the story. After all, the master did not have with 
him an actual bird in a bottle. He had only a story. What is the 

girl saying but: You have a story, thank you; it is that the bird is 
in the bottle. I have a story also: and mine is that the bird is Out 
of the bottle! A story for story. How easily our mind becomes 

captured by narratives presented to us, about who we are and 
about what is and is not possible. How limited we often become 

by the stories we are in the habit of telling ourselves. How 
unnoticeably we become complicit in our own incarcerations!  
Don’t let your minds, hearts, spirits and imaginations be 

captured like a bird in the bottle - limited & supressed by what 
others say “reality is,” and what may or may not be possible. -In 

any moment there is more freedom than we suspect..more 
freedom than we dare dream of perhaps. Only you can release 
from the bottle the bird of your spirit, imagination, and 

potential. But you must say: “There, it is out!”    
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

The richest memories are those yet to be made, 

The most beautiful songs those still not played, 

The sweetest dreams are not yet dreamt 

Our greatest friends perhaps not yet met, 

The most wonderful worlds are still to see  

And the most extraordinary you - 

The you you are yet to be... 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

A fish swims in the ocean, and no matter how far it swims 

there is no end to the water. A bird flies in the sky, and 

no matter how far it flies there is no end to the air. 

However, the fish and the bird have never left their 

elements. When their activity is large their field is large. 

When their need is small their field is small. Thus, each 

of them totally covers its full range, and each of them 

totally experiences its realmé 
 (zen master Dogen, Moon in a Dewdrop) 

 

 

 

 

When is a cage not a cage?  

 
 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

Strongest are the bars in those jails  

we make for ourselves. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Liberation comes from conquering 

       the oppressor within!  (anon) 
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When the traveler is ready  
the journey will begin. 
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Directio n 

Is  

Destiny . 
 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

One step, rightly taken, and you have 

arrived at your destination. 
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Highest to climb  

are the mountains within. 
 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

You can find yourself but you must go looking.  

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

dance  

 

 

 

 

Very little is known in our day of the magic which resides in 

movement, and the potency of certain gestures. The number of 

physical movements that most people make through life is 

extremely limited. Having stifled and disciplined their movements 

in the first states of childhood, they resort to a set of habits 

seldom varied. So, too, their mental activities respond to set 

movements, they limit their expression until they become like 

actors who each night play the same role. With the few 

stereotyped gestures, their whole lives are passed without once 

suspecting the world of the dance which they are missing. 
Isadora Duncan 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

There seems a correlation between our want of political 
imagination - the inability to see alternate transcending futures 

for ourselves and for our institutions - and our day to day, 
lifelong, pragmatic-only body movements - the kind which ever 

correspond only to a prevailing economic/material 
consciousness, where our only movements are those which 

seek to ‘get things done.’ Yet, where the body will go, the mind 
& imagination may often follow. Observe the youngest 

children. They often dance at almost every step; their very cells 
seem to be alive with the joy and play of movement. It is no 

coincidence their imagination is yet to be limited by the stories 
& culture that has forgotten the joy of movement purely for 

the sake of movement, dance, in every day life.  
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άSee the children and how they dance .. are the mighty of the earth  
in all their glory ever as beautiful as one of these?!έ   

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

When in doubt, dance. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

dreams  

 
 
 

Just because you think you can’t, 
believe you can’t, and know for an 
absolute. positive. certain. fact. that 
you can’t - Does not necessarily 
mean you can’t!  -Don’t trust your 
feelings too much, or your own 
perceptions of your capabilities. Take 
one action. Take one step. In small 
actions are sometimes the greatest 
revelations, and in small acts, the 
greatest courage. Merely by 
beginning, we may discover how little 
we knew about what is truly possible.  
 
 
 



 

 

 

²Alb gd uc jgtc, uc jgtc rm rpc_b ml igleq 
.. gd bgc, `p_tc bc_rf ufcl npglacq bgc ugrf sq!³  

  

                                                       I Henry IV, a5 s2     

 
 
 

Often what we fear most  
is not that our dreams  

a_lµr amkc rpsc,  
but that they can... 

 
 

 

 

"Dreams are by their nature Unreasonable - 
or should be! So dream without borders and 

without fear (or with it if necessary) and then, 
take the first step..." 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Dream. 

Believe. 

Act. 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

òWhen do we not have all that we need to become who we are called to be?ó 

 

 

The Stone of Desire  
Once upon a time in a monastery there lived a young 

monk who had studied and trained long and hard, and now the 
time had come for him to leave his school and to enter the world. 
And so the student went to visit his master for the last time.  

“Before you may leave,” said the master, “you must pass a 
final test. Your hand must be quick enough take this from my 
hand. When you can take it, it is yours, and you may  leave the 
school forever.” The master opened his hand and revealed an 
astonishingly beautiful stone. Unique, and perfectly shaped, it 
shone like the darkest night. The young monk had never seen 
such a lovely stone  and wanted very much to take it with him.  

So the student held his hand over the master's, and when 
he was ready he moved quickly to take the fine object. But the 
master's hand was quicker than his own, and closed over the 
stone before he could grasp it. He tried again, but again the 
master was too quick. The young monk tried many more times. 
Over and over he tried to snatch the stone. But each time the 
master's hand closed first, and the young monk was unable grasp 
it and make it his.   

The monk left the master very disappointed, for if he could 
not take the stone he would not be able to leave the school. So he 
resolved to practice that night - until his hand became quick 



 

enough to remove the stone from the master’s hand. Late into the 
night he practiced,  becoming ever faster with his hand so that he 
could hold the treasure he desired.   

The next day he returned to his teacher, confident. The 
monk held his hand over the master’s and moved to take the 
stone. Yet still, the master’s hand closed first, and prevented him. 
Again and again he tried. Again and again he failed. And once 
more he had to leave the master without the stone.  

In the following months, the young monk worked hard 
night and day, using all his training, in order to become quick 
enough to take the lovely stone. But it was no matter – every time 
he went to the master and tried, the master's hand always closed 
over it, denying him what he now so dearly wanted. The more he 
failed at taking the stone, the more he longed to possess it. And 
yet the more he wanted to possess it, the further he seemed to be 
from ever having it. And so it went for a very long time. Until, 
one day, after many failed attempts to make the stone his own, 
the young monk finally gave up. He could do no more. He 
realized that he would never obtain the object of his desire. And 
he knew that he would never be able to leave the school.     

One night, not long after he had given up, the young 
student was walking alone by the sea when he saw something 
unusual on the beach, something gleaming magically in the 
moonlight. He walked over and saw it was another magnificent 
stone. It was dark like the master’s, but as he peered into it, all 
the colors in the world seemed to float in an infinite sky 
somewhere inside it. Indeed, it was more beautiful than the one 
the master held.  “But what good is such beauty if I can never 



 

 

leave!” the young monk cried to the winds. Still, he was thrilled 
to now have a stone more precious than the master’s, so he held 
the  extraordinary object and walked home.  

The next morning, as the master sat in contemplation, the 
monk approached him. The master held out his hand with the  
prize one more time. Slowly the monk put his hand out. For a 
while the monk held his closed hand over the master’s. Yet he 
did not move it. At last, instead of moving to take the master’s 
stone, he slowly opened his own hand, and into the hand of the 
master he dropped the most beautiful stone he had found on the 
beach the night before. Then he took his hand away, leaving the 
master with both treasures.  

With this, the monk felt the weight of desire for either 
stone begin to lift, and felt even the beginnings of freedom from 
the desire to desire. The master looked into his own hand and 
saw the two beautiful stones that he now possessed. And the 
monk saw the happiness in his eyes, more magical than any 
stones, as he  returned to his contemplations. And the monk 
knew that, at last, he was free to begin his journey.    

 

jb  

 

*  
 

  

 



 

 

 

 

No amount of wealth will please one who cannot 
find riches in what is free. 
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The monkey is reaching  
For the moon in the water.  
Until death overtakes him  
Heôll never give up.  
If heôd let go the branch and  
Disappear in the deep pool,  
The whole world would shine  
With dazzling pureness.  
 

       Hakuin (1685-1768)  

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

   

 

"There is a Principle which is pure, placed in the human Mind, 

which in different Places and Ages hath had different Names; it 

is, however, pure, and proceeds from God. It is deep, and 

inward, confined to no Forms of Religion, nor excluded from 

any, where the Heart stands in perfect Sincerity. In 

whomsoever this takes Root and grows, of what Nation so ever, 

they become Brethren." 

John Woolman  (died, 1772)  
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Heaven's net casts wide. 
Though its meshes are course, nothing slips through. 

 

lao tsu  

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

A god in the heart is worth two in the heavens.  

A god in the hand is worth two in the heart.  
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Love is greater than doctrine.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

When in 
doubt, 

believe!  
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Language writes us. With a word the heavens may open; with 
another, the end of Time. It’s a cyclops ..yet the universe bends 
to it. A word has no beginning, nor ending. The dimensions of 
meaning are infinite. God is unlimited, therefore the Sign is 

unlimited. Remember that to name a thing is to lose ten 
thousand other names, and that Language at once reveals and 

conceals meaning. The unspoken speaks the spoken, the 
unwritten writes the written. Somewhere, outside of words, is 
the truth, the music, Language longs for. All things signify! -
but nothing must forever signify as it does. All signs can be 
invested with a ‘valence’ toward the Good, toward what is 

Right, toward Love. Semiosis is a slippery slope! Enjoy the ride! 
There are no new paths without a new Language. To write a 
new self, use a new words. In the end, Language leaves within 

us something absolutely non-linguistic - a presence.. 
residual..trace that is unsignable, and which is known, but can 

never be named. ..And always make room for Silence,  
the ultimate code. 
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Language is a box. 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

with no sides.. 
 

 



 

 
 
 
 

THINK 
OUTSIDE 

THE 
.THOUGHT  

 
 
 
 
 



 

 

 
 
 
 

 ñconflictò  

 

 

 

 

i,  

too,  

am the oppressor.  

mine also is the boot  

that crushes.  

do i see the evil one and say:  

òi am not heó? 

-there but for the grace of God  

go i;  

therefore:   

there go i.  
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sun tzu.  

 

 WTo see the enemy as not the enemy is the  

highe R truth. V   
jb  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

What is the sound of one  weapon firing?  

It is the sound  of all  weapons firing.  

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

The best revenge  
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is to not need any.  

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

the resistance   

We will fight the fight that we can fight and win. If we cannot win  

the battle, weõll win the day. If we canõt win the day, weõll win  

the hour. If we canõt win the hour, weõll win the moment...  

if necessary the moment within the moment. We will stand  

our ground where we can stand. If we must retreat.. it is  

to Advance onto the ground which can be held. There is always  
a battle in the cause of an ultimate victory which can be won.  

A nd we are always obligated to find it, and fight it, and win it  -

however small it may seem. For, though it may seem the smallest,  

it as big a battle as can be fought, as large and as important  

as any can be. The only true failure is to not seek out the battles  

we can win;  for it is in the moment of victory here, in the fight for  

the moment within the moment, that the great battle will ultimately  

be won.   
 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

silence 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

   

Inside a silence, ten thousand poems. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

No vessel so empty as that which is always full. 
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Beware the answers of those who have no questions. 
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The surest indication that 
something is not fully 

understood is the perception 
that  it  is fully understood . 
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Who conquers the world  

who would not conquer himself?* 
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*or herself  

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

What doesnôt make you stronger 

is killing you. 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

Where 
there are 
shadows 

there must 
be Light. 

 



 

 

 

Who learns 
from 

failure 
learns 

Success. 
 



 

 

 

Each moment, a moment of manifestation.  
Each minute, a minute of meaning.  

Each hour, an hour of power.  
Each day, a day of destiny.  
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It’s always too early for it to be too late!  
 
* 
 

Take care of the future and the past will take care of itself.  
 
* 
 

Heal the future and you heal the past. 
 
 
 



 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 

Today is the day. 
This the hour. 

The moment is Now. 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

the infinite wave  

 

 

Universal surfing 

ò...the universe's accelerating expansion is the result of long ripples in the 
fabric of space-time created by the big bang, during an ôinflationõ phase of 
rapid expansion of the universe, which have not been properly accounted 
for since they stretch beyond the observable universe. ôThese long wavelength 
swells grow with time and give an extra expansion to the universe.õó   

-Phil Steward, òScientists Battle ôDark ôEnergyõ Theory of the Universeó   

 

  

 

 

 

òThere is a tide in the affairs of men* which, 

if taken at the crest, leads on to greatness.ó  

         Shakespeare 

 

 

 

 

*& women  

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

ol d surfers 
never die ,-
t hey j ust 
catch the 
Biggest 
Wave !.. 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

Awaken The 
Big Wave 
R
Within. 

  

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

Music is 
the wave 
on which 
the soul 

may surf . 
 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

        

 

 

 

 

When the surfer is ready the wave will appear. 
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From Buddha we learn this about punctuation: a period. marks, a beginning... 
 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

The òEndó .. 
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