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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.

In the Karmic Mix
B Y  W E S  N I S K E R

Wes Nisker, the co-founder and editor of the international Buddhist journal
Inquiring Minds, has practiced Vipassana meditation for 30 years. He is the
author of Buddha's Nature: Evolution as a Guide to Enlightenment, Crazy Wis-
dom: A Romp Through the Philosophies of East and West, and The Buddha, the
Big Bang, and the Baby Boom: The Spiritual Experiments of My Generation. In
addition to leading a regular sitting group in Berkeley, he teaches classes in
meditation and philosophy at Spirit Rock and at other locations around the
country. He spoke to GBF on August 5th.

It’s good to be with you all again. This group has grown a lot since the first time
I was here, which must have been about eight years ago now, and its good to see
you all. The wisdom must be catching on. 
What I’d like to do today is just share a number of things. I don’t want to give

any kind of heavy teaching of five lists of this or that Buddhist Doctrine. So I
thought I’d just share some things that have been up in my mind and in the mind of
the nation.  We just got a new poet laureate this week, Charles Simic, and I wasn’t
familiar with his work, so I went out and got a couple of books of his, and I thought
I’d read you a poem of his so you’d know what your poet laureate sounds like.  He’s
kind of a surrealist wild guy.  I like him. This is a poem called “The Soul Has Many
Brides.”

In India I was greatly taken up
With a fly in a temple
Which gave me the distinct feeling,
It is possible, just possible,
That we had met before.

Was it in Mexico City?
Climbing the blood-spotted, yellow legs
Of the crucified Christ
While his eyes grew larger and larger.
“May God seat you on the highest throne
Of his invisible Kingdom,”
A blind beggar said to me in English.
He knew what I saw.
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