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Preface

Since time immemorial, the martial arts have been far more than a
sequence of techniques or clashes of strength. They are a profound
journey, a discipline of life, a mirror that reflects the human essence
with unflinching clarity. My own path along this way began to take
shape when I was only six years old. The road ahead was uncertain, yet
the instinct to seek was already deeply rooted within me.

Judo was my first teacher. It revealed to me the value of balance, the art
of falling, and the ability to adapt, proving its worth not only as a sport
but as a true art of self-defense. An unexpected encounter in the street
once compelled me to put those principles into practice. In that
moment I realized that martial arts were not merely techniques, but
instinctive and conscious responses to adversity.

That experience drew me toward Kokondo Karate, the discipline that
marked the beginning of my exploration into the world of structured
self-defense. My journey did not stop there: destiny led me through a
blend of Kokondo and Tae Kwon Do, and then into the depths of
Shotokan Karate. Yet within me something remained unsettled, as
though the true essence of the art still lay hidden behind a veil.

From an early age, I also wrestled with profound spiritual questions.
Raised within a Catholic family, I found that my inquiries about
existence and the meaning of life seldom received answers that satisfied
my heart. Before meeting my Shifu, I underwent a transformative
experience—small in appearance, yet subtle in depth, less than a full
Awakening yet more than a passing insight—that introduced me to the
mysterious realms of Karma and Samsara. From that moment, I felt a
deep affinity with Buddhism, for it resonated with the vision of the
universe that stirred within me.

Fate, ever ready to guide my search, led me at the age of fourteen to the
defining encounter with my Shifu. It was then that I met my Shifu of
Ngomei Siulam Pai, a style of Kung Fu that became the very
foundation of my practice and my life. What had once been a scattered
exploration began to take coherent form. In time, I widened my path
through Shorin Ryu and Goju Ryu from Okinawa, through Shorinji
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Kempo, Hop Gar, and Kenpo Karate. Each meeting offered me a new
perspective, another piece of the puzzle, until I came to understand that
martial arts are not a final destination but an endless path of learning
and transformation.

In July of 1981, I stepped into the wotld of competition, determined to

experience firsthand the fighting spirit so highly regarded in the
tournaments. I won, yet within that victory I discovered something
even more profound: competition could easily become a manifestation
of the ego, pulling me away from the true purpose of martial arts.

Shortly afterward, I was invited to join a group of Kung Fu masters
who aspired to establish the first Spanish Kung Fu Federation.
However, when faced with the requirements for the certification of our
ranks—tests that demanded, among other things, a traditional taolu
from Hung Gar or Choy Lee Fut, styles with which I had little
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familiarity—I sensed a gap between their initiative and the holistic
vision I carried within me. That experience led me to decline the
proposal, reaffirming my commitment to a broader and more authentic
approach.

With time, my ties to associations and organizational structures within
the martial arts gradually diminished. I came to see that, in many of
these circles, competition, hierarchy, and the pursuit of recognition
often overshadowed the deeper nature of the art. I chose, instead, to
step away from such formalism and to focus on pure practice, on deep
study, on introspection, and on the philosophical essence that had
always drawn me, especially that which embodies the spirit of Shaolin.
That relentless thirst for understanding once moved me, years ago, to
write three volumes on Shaolin Ch’an—dense works, rich with content,
yet so intricate that they never came to light. Still, the flame of sharing
Shaolin’s true vision never faded. In time, destiny brought me to Mei
Lin, whose vast knowledge of Shaolin culture and whose vision
resonated with mine. From that union arose the idea of this book. It is
not a collection of myths, nor a partial history; it was not written under
the shadow of an imposed ideology, but as a sincere effort to present
the essence of Shaolin in its purest form, free of distortion and
manipulation.

The history of Shaolin has, at times, been shaped by economic and
political interests. As the saying goes, history is written by the victors, and
much that does not fit the official narrative has been either forgotten or
misrepresented. In these pages, my intention is to offer a vision without
filters, without embellishments, without forced inclinations. It is not a
matter of reshaping the past according to my own perception, but of
rescuing what may still be found among the echoes of time.

This book is the fruit of a life devoted to seeking, practicing, and
understanding. It is my humble offering to those who, like me, have felt
within themselves the call of Shaolin. If these words can shed even a
small light upon another’s path, then every effort will have been
worthwhile.

Shifu Jose Maria Cruzg



Prologue

There was a time when the word Shaolin was, for me, synonymous with
legend—a distant echo of bells and chants fading into the vastness of
ancient mountains. The image of monks in saffron robes moving with
the cadence of an ancestral dance seemed to belong to a world where
time was measured in cycles of meditation and combat held the same
sacredness as contemplation. With the passing of the years, however, 1
came to understand that the essence of Shaolin unfolds into many
meanings: it is an art, a philosophy, and above all, an inner path of self-
discovery and transcendence.

My first encounters with martial arts arose from an almost instinctive
impulse, a youthful desire to forge myself in the fire of combat and to
uncover the secrets of those warriors who appeared to have touched
the mystery of existence. At the beginning, I sought physical strength,
agility, and the skill of a martial artist, but soon I realized that this was
only the surface of an ocean of wisdom. The true teachings were not
found solely in the accumulation of techniques, but in inner stillness—
in discovering within each movement the echo of a truth beyond
thought.

The road toward such understanding was neither linear nor free of
obstacles. It was a pilgrimage woven from chance encounters and
missteps, where every teacher, every school, and every tradition left an
indelible mark upon me. I trained under the gaze of different masters,
each with a unique vision, yet all united by the same yearning to
transcend the ordinary. In those moments of intense introspection,
while performing martial forms that seemed to flow with the rhythm of
the universe, I began to perceive the subtle connection between the art
of combat and the practice of meditation. I came to see that every
strike, every stance, was not an end in itself but a reflection of the inner
struggle to master chaos and to embrace serenity.

Shaolin, in its essence, is a crucible—a meeting place where the rigor of
physical training converges with the lightness of inner calm. It is a
tradition that has shaped those who have learned to look beyond
appearances, who have discovered that the true battle is fought in the
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serene emptiness of the mind, where uncertainty dissolves in the light
of awareness. Within the walls of ancient temples and along the turns
of stone-paved paths lies the story of monks and warriors who, through
discipline and devotion, found in stillness a weapon far more powerful
than the sword.

Across the immensity of the Shaolin tradition are interwoven centuries
of history and philosophy. Each teaching, each rite, resonates with the
wisdom of the Tao and the serenity of Ch’an Buddhism. It is at this
crossroads that the fundamental paradox is revealed: the pursuit of
peace through the mastery of combat, the union of strength and
compassion. How, I often ask myself, can one hold in the same hand
the fierceness needed to defend what is just and, at the same time, the
tenderness essential to embrace life? The answer may lie in the
harmony of opposites, in that fusion where the warrior becomes a poet
and the poet discovers the inner strength that impels him to act.

This book rises as an invitation—not to a rigid doctrine, but to a
personal journey in which every reader is called to walk their own path.
The words written here do not intend to dictate an absolute truth; they
are more like beacons that, in the dimness of uncertainty, illuminate
possible ways forward. They are the footprints of those who,
throughout history, chose to seek something beyond mere physical
prowess.

Through these pages, a millennial legacy is revealed—a tradition shaped
by the experience of those who knew how to balance the rigor of
training with the openness of the heart. Immersing oneself in this
narrative is to enter an atmosphere where time seems to stand still,
where the boundaries between past and present blur, and where
experience becomes almost timeless. The prose that unfolds here
evokes the cadence of rain upon an ancient temple, accompanied by the
whisper of wind among the trees and the distant echo of prayers still
resonating within stone walls. Each paragraph invites the reader to
pause, to reflect, to let the current of thought carry away both
restlessness and the deepest aspirations.

Beyond history and technique, what this book offers is a holistic
perspective on the human being in their constant struggle to find



balance. It is not simply about learning how to fight, but about
understanding that the true victory lies in conquering the ego itself, in
cultivating the ability to listen to that inner voice so often drowned out
by the noise of the modern world. In a universe where immediacy and
superficiality seem to prevail, this journey is a return to what is
essential, a rediscovery of the depth of lived experience, and the
capacity to feel each moment as a gift.

The path of Shaolin, with its unbreakable duality between discipline and
contemplation, becomes a mirror reflecting the inner struggle of the
human soul. It is a reminder that within each of us dwells the seed of a
warrior and the fragility of a dreamer, and that only by reconciling both
can we aspire to true wholeness. This book urges us to walk roads less
traveled, to open heart and mind to experiences that may appear distant
from daily life, yet hold teachings powerful enough to transform our
very existence.

Each page is an invitation to immerse oneself in the unknown, to
embrace the understanding that the search for wisdom is not a fixed
destination but a path in constant evolution. It is a call to release the
bonds of conventional thought and to welcome uncertainty with the
humility of one who knows that life, at its core, is a continual learning.
In this way, the reader finds themselves in the midst of a silent dialogue
—with the author, with the monks who have safeguarded the traditions
of Shaolin, and with the countless seekers who, through the centuries,
have left their imprint upon this ancestral path.

This book is not a compendium of answers, but a space of questions
and reflections that challenge the reader to turn inward, to question
their own convictions, and to discover the strength that dwells in the
union of body and mind. In every story, in every anecdote, one can
perceive the whisper of a truth that transcends the merely physical and
invites us to explore the depths of existence.

It is little wonder that, upon closing this book, one may feel
transformed, as if having glimpsed for a fleeting moment the vastness
of the universe and the smallness of their own fears. The experience is
akin to entering a forest where each step reveals a new mystery, where
light and shadow intertwine to offer a fuller vision of what it means to



be alive. And it is precisely that transformation, that inner Awakening,
that makes this journey endless, for every ending is, at the same time, a
new beginning.

Ultimately, Shaolin cannot be reduced to a temple, nor confined to a
technique or a set of rituals. It is, in its essence, an attitude toward life:
the ability to walk with the firmness of one who knows their destiny
and, at the same time, with the humility of one who understands that
the true path is the one traveled in solitude, in search of one’s own
truth. It is the serenity of conscious emptiness amid chaos, the balance
revealed when one listens—without clinging—to the pulse of existence
in the murmur of the world.

If you choose to embark upon this reading, I invite you to set aside
predetermined certainties and to open yourself to the possibility of
transforming your reality. Allow yourself to feel each word, to meditate
on each reflection, and above all, to experience the journey that unfolds
before you. May these pages be a refuge, a space where time itself
seems to pause, and where you may find inspiration to discover the
greatness that resides deep within your being.

The road is long, and the path of Shaolin is as infinite as the horizon.
Each line of this book is an invitation to dive into ancestral wisdom, to
question what has been established, and to embrace the truth hidden in
the union of opposites. For in the end, within the silence of meditation
and the intensity of combat, the very essence of what it means to live
fully is revealed.

“The journey begins here. But, as on the path of Shaolin, every ending is only
another beginning.”

Mei Lin
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I. Religious and Philosophical Context



The Arrival of Buddhism in China: A Seed in New Soil

There was a time when the Dharma was like a seed carried by the wind.
It rose from the soil of its birthplace—the ancient land of India—and
journeyed far, far away, along dusty roads, among caravans of
merchants, beside weary monks and barefoot dreamers.

It reached China like a fresh breeze in the height of summer: silent, yet
strong enough to move the oldest trees.

The path was not simple. Chinese soil was different. Its roots were
Taoist, Confucian, animist. The climate of the heart was unlike that of
India. Here, people longed for immortality as much as liberation. They
spoke of energy, of harmony, of flowing like water. How could such a
pure teaching adapt to such a different world?

The Dharma did not impose its form. It arrived not as a command nor
as a cry. It arrived as a question:

What can endure? What nust transform? How can the essential be shared without
being lost?

Thus began the great transformation. Buddhism in China was not
merely established; it was renewed. It was not merely translated; it was
reimagined. It was not merely taught; it was lived through new hands,
new eyes, and a new heart. Out of this meeting of cultures and wisdoms
arose something never before seen: Ch'an Buddhism—a meditation that
asks for no words, only silence... and questions that reach into the
depths.

The Transformation of the Dharma in a Foreign Land

China did not receive Buddhism as one receives a sealed letter, but as
one opens a blank book and begins to write with one’s own hand.

The first change was not in the Buddha’s fundamental message, but in
the way it was shared. In India, the teachings focused on personal
liberation, on the understanding of anatta (non-self), on the fleeting
nature of all things. In China, however, the Dharma encountered the
Tao, the stillness of Yin, the art of inner harmony. And slowly, a new
spiritual tapestry was woven.
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The Chinese masters did not translate words alone. They translated
intentions. They did not simply copy texts; they reinterpreted them.
They did not merely preach; they lived, they remained silent, they
walked the path themselves.

And so, the Indian Buddha became also the Chinese Buddha.
The Indian Dharma found its echo in mountain valleys.

And the Indian Sangha gave rise to monastic communities that tended
the garden of the mind beneath the Eastern sky.

The Path of the Seed: How Change Takes Root

A seed does not grow because someone drags it toward the light. It
grows when it finds fertile soil, when the climate is right, when patience
waits in silence. Such was Buddhism in China.

At first, few understood it; many found it strange; some even feared it.
Yet little by little, across centuries of study, translation, and practice, it
took root. It was nourished by open minds and by hearts weary of
seeking outside what had always dwelled within.

The Buddha did not speak the language of the Chinese. Yet Ch’an did.
For Ch’an needed no words—only breath, only presence.

Only a master and a disciple, seated face to face, gazing into each other
like two unflinching mirrors.

How Does the Dharma Change as It Crosses Mountains and
Minds?

The Dharma does not change in essence. Yet it changes in expression.
It is like water: it takes the form of its vessel, yet remains water all the
same.

In China, Buddhism ceased to be only doctrine and became practice;
ceased to be only philosophy and became experience; ceased to be only
text and became silence.

The mountains stood as silent witnesses to that encounter. The rivers
carried the message through the valleys, and monks with worn sandals
and clear hearts echoed the Dharma in temples of wood and stone.
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Here, in this land of poets and warriors, Buddhism did not merely
survive.

It blossomed—Iike a lotus in the mud, like light within a darkened cave.
The First Steps — Hinayana Buddhism in China

The “Lesser Vehicle” and Its Message of Individual Liberation

There was a time when the Dharma was like a solitary seed carried by
distant winds. It reached China not as thunder, but as a whisper.
A whisper that spoke of the seeker’s solitude, of the monk’s silence, of
the path of the Arhat—the one who walks alone to encounter himself.
That was the first step of Buddhism on Chinese soil.

It was Hinayana—the “Lesser Vehicle”—that opened the way. This
path did not promise collective salvation; it did not speak of
Bodhisattvas returning to help.

It spoke of one alone: you. Of your mind, your shadows, your
possibility of crossing the river of suffering with no other hand but
your own.

In ancient India, Theravada had been the purest face of the Buddha’s
message. The “School of the Elders” (_BEHE), where every word was
meditated upon before being spoken, and every act was observed
before being done. A path of rigor, discipline, and introspection, where
the outer world was only the mirror of inner battles.

But when this message, so clear in India, arrived in China, it
encountered a different land, with different roots, with new questions.
And though many listened, few embraced it deeply.

Theravada in a New World: Challenges and Adaptations

Imagine yourself a traveler arriving in an unknown kingdom. Your
language is not fully understood, your customs seem strange, the way
you dress, speak, or sit—all is perceived as different.

And even though you bring a message of truth, you realize the soil is
not prepared to receive it as you had hoped.
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So it was with Theravada in China: a foreigner in a foreign land. Not
because its teaching was false, but because it did not resonate with the
Chinese heart.

Here, the people sought balance, harmony, flow. Life was not
understood as a struggle against the world, but as a dance with it.
Theravada emphasized the solitude of the monk, absolute renunciation,
the pursuit of personal enlightenment. Yet in China, the human spirit
longed for something more: a wisdom shared, an awakening in
companionship, a compassion that would not stop at the threshold of
nirvana.

For this reason, although some monks translated texts, others practiced
monastic life, and a few carried the original message, Theravada never
took deep root in China. Its roots were strong, yet the soil did not
embrace them; its leaf was pure, yet it did not blossom like other
branches of the Buddhist tree.

Why Did It Fail to Take Strong Root in China?

There are many reasons, each like a drop that together forms a river.
First, Theravada came from a culture vastly different.

In India, the world was seen as a place of endless birth and death, of
deceiving illusions, of inevitable pain. The goal was to escape that cycle
—to renounce completely, to detach radically, to rest in ultimate
stillness.

But in China, the world was not only suffering. It was also mystery.

It was energy. It was Yin and Yang. It was Tao.

It was the flow of water, the stillness of mountains, the dance of the
wind.

And the aim was not to escape the world, but to live in harmony with
it.

Moreover, Theravada offered few rituals, few images, few practices that
the people could easily grasp. Its texts were subtle, its teachings
complex. And when a teaching cannot be touched, seen, or felt easily, it
struggles to put down roots in new lands.

Another reason was the absence of imperial support. While other
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schools found powerful patrons, Theravada walked in small, almost
invisible steps—with no grand temples, no vast ceremonies, no lineages
extending generation after generation.

And perhaps the deepest reason was this: Theravada Buddhism said,
“Walk alone.” But the Chinese heart had always known that no one truly
walks alone, that even in solitude there is the echo of the other, and
that peace is not complete unless it is shared.

The Rigor and Solitude of the Monastic Path

Theravada demanded much; it was not a comfortable road. It was like
climbing a mountain without a marked trail: every step a trial, every
breath a reminder, every thought either an obstacle or a light.

The Theravada monk withdrew from the world not out of fear, but out
of clarity. He sought emptiness not as absence, but as space—
space to see who he truly was, space to let masks fall away, space for
the Dharma to arise without adornment or words.

Yet in China, such solitude was not always seen as necessary, nor was it
desired. Many perceived it as an abandonment of family duty, of social
or moral responsibility.

They would say:

—If you have found peace, why not share it?

—If you have seen the truth, why not guide others?

The ideal of the Arhat—the awakened one who leaves the world
behind—was not rejected, but neither was it fully understood.

And so, the path of Hinayana remained like an unfinished bridge, like a
song that faded into the mountains.

Hinayana: The First Step of the Dharma in China

Hinayana was the first step of the Dharma on Chinese soil. It was not
lost; it simply did not sink deep roots.

It remained as a trace, as a question, as the echo of a possible path. Yet
its message is still important, for it reminds us that every journey begins
within, that silence holds its own value, and that self-knowledge is the
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first step toward any transformation.

And although Mahayana would later take the lead, we must not forget
that every great river begins with a single drop. And in China, that drop
was Theravada.

The Sky Opens
The Birth of Mahayana

There was a moment in the history of the Dharma like a cloud breaking
to release rain upon a thirsty field. It was not a violent rupture, but a
gentle unfolding, like dawn that makes no announcement of its arrival
yet transforms everything it touches.

It was then that the sky of Buddhism opened, and something new
began to flow through human hearts. What had once been a solitary
path became a shared road; what had been silence filled with echoes;
what seemed individual revealed itself as collective.

That was the birth of Mahayana: the Great Vehicle. A step as subtle as
the first breeze of spring, yet as powerful as the temple gong that
resounds at daybreak.

The Great Leap: From Self to Others

Imagine a monk beneath a tree, immersed in stillness. His mind is a
mirror without ripples, his eyes are closed, yet his inner vision is vaster
than the horizon. This is the Hinayana ideal: the Arhat, who has
transcended the cycle of suffering and found peace within himself.

But there is another monk, also seated in meditation. His heart beats
differently; he does not seek liberation for himself alone. He feels the
pain of the world as his own and chooses to remain, even though he
has already crossed the threshold of Awakening.

This is the birth of Mahayana: the movement from self toward others,
from individual enlightenment toward universal compassion. It was not
a rejection of the earlier path, but an expansion, a widening of the
heart, as though the Dharma had learned to breathe with new lungs.
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Two Rivers of Wisdom: Madhyamika and Yogacara

If Mahayana is an ocean, its two great tributaries are the Madhyamika
and Yogacara schools.

Madhyamika, founded by the sage Nagarjuna, teaches that nothing
possesses an independent or fixed existence. All is interdependence. All
is emptiness (§#nyata). Like a cloud that appears and vanishes, like a leaf
that dances in the air before it touches the ground—so are all things:
real in their manifestation, empty in their essence.

This school is like the wind clearing a fogged glass: it helps us see that
there is no permanent self, nor a solid, unchanging world. Everything
shifts, everything depends, everything flows.

Beside it arose the Yogacara school, more intimate, more psychological.
Founded by the brothers Asanga and Vasubandhu, it invites us to look
within, to see how the mind shapes reality, how every thought is a seed
that germinates in the garden of being.

According to Yogacara, the outer world is nothing more than a
projection of consciousness. The mind is the craftsman of the real. To
change the mind, then, is to change the universe.

Though distinct, these two schools do not stand opposed; rather, they
complete each other. One dissolves form, the other explores the inner
source. Together, they form the pillars of Mahayana: the realization that
nothing exists in isolation, and that true transformation begins within.

Contributions and Dialogues Between the Two Schools

The richness of Mahayana Buddhism lies in its ability to weave together
multiple perspectives. It is at this crossroads that Madhyamika and
Yogacara reveal their complementary contributions.

Madhyamika, with its emphasis on emptiness, opens our eyes to
impermanence and the interdependence of all things. By dismantling
the illusion of solidity and permanence, it undermines the foundations
of ego and attachment, allowing the practitioner to embrace reality with
renewed humility and compassion.

The insight that all is transient and relational gives rise, in the seeket’s

16



heart, to a peace that stands against the desperate longing for stability in
a world forever in flux.

Yogacara provides the introspective tool necessary to explore the inner
terrain, that universe that unfolds with each moment of awareness. By
understanding that the mind is both the creator and the filter of
experience, the practitioner embarks on a journey toward profound
self-knowledge. Here, every thought, every emotion, becomes a clue
pointing to the root of existence—a path leading to liberation through
discernment and inner transformation. In this sense, Yogacara not only
illuminates the illusory nature of experience but also offers a method to
move beyond it, embracing the true essence of being.

The dialogue between these two schools thus enriches the Mahayana
landscape. While one reveals the illusion of solidity in all things, the
other invites us to delve into the vastness within, showing that
Awakening is not a mere intellectual spark, but an experience lived in
every fiber of being. Together, they teach that the path to Awakening
encompasses both detachment from forms and the transformation of
the mind.

A Bridge to Universal Awakening

Integrating the teachings of Madhyamika and Yogacara is not an
exercise in duality, but the construction of a bridge connecting the
external with the internal. By dissolving the barriers between the real
and the apparent, both schools open the doors to a holistic
understanding of existence. This synthesis forms the foundation upon
which the essential compassion of Mahayana stands—a force that
transcends individual pursuit to embrace all of humanity.

Imagine, dear reader, that you find yourself in the stillness of an ancient
monastery, where the murmur of the wind mingles with the monks’
chanting. In that sacred environment, Nagarjuna’s words and Asanga’s
teachings echo in the inner cave, reminding you that the true essence of
being does not end in form or illusion but reveals itself at the
intersection of emptiness and consciousness. It is in this encounter, this
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silent embrace between wisdom that dissolves and introspection that
transforms, that the seed of universal Awakening takes root.
Madhyamika, by inviting us to see beyond appearances, and Yogacara,
by directing the gaze inward, offer us two master keys to open the
doors of perception. In this way, the Mahayana path unfolds as a
journey of integration, where knowledge is not limited to mere
doctrinal accumulation but becomes a lived experience—an art of
transforming existence into a continuous act of creation and rebirth.

The Bodhisattva: The Compassionate Hero of Mahayana

In Mahayana, the Buddha is not merely a man who awakened. He is
also a light that never fades, a presence dwelling within every being. It is
not only a matter of remembering Siddhartha Gautama, but of
recognizing that his light lives within us, that the potential for
Awakening is universal.

From this vision arises a central figure: the Bodhisattva. Not one who
flees the wotld, but one who remains within it. Not one who crosses
the river and never returns, but one who comes back, extending a hand
to those still in suffering.

The Bodhisattva is the warrior of love. He fights not with weapons, but
with patience. He conquers not kingdoms, but hearts. He seeks not
glory, but relief.

His commitment is profound:

“I will not enter nirvana while a single being suffers.”

“I will descend into hell if necessary, to bring someone back.”

“My happiness will not be complete until yours is too.”

This ideal embodies the great leap of Mahayana: from personal
liberation to universal compassion. And it does so not in theory, but
through concrete practice: the paramitas, the perfections of the heart.

The Six Perfections of the Bodhisattva — The Path of a Generous Heart

The word paramita (% % %) means “to reach the other shore.” They
are not commandments, but qualities cultivated over time, like seeds in
the inner garden. They form the ethical and spiritual map of the
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Bodhisattva.

Dana-paramita (Generosity)
Giving is not merely offering objects. It is offering listening, time,
attention. It is letting go of attachment, even to our own expectations.

Sila-paramita (Ethics and Purity)
Act with respect, integrity, and kindness. Do no harm. And when one
errs, acknowledge it with humility and return to the path.

Ksanti-paramita (Invincible Patience)
It is not passivity. It is the quiet strength in the face of pain, criticism,
and inner impatience. It is breathing when everything burns.

Virya-paramita (Persistent and Joyful Effort)
It is moving forward without haste, yet without pause. With joy, even in
difficulty. Trusting that each step matters.

Dhyana-paramita (Meditation)
Sitting is not escape. It is looking inward. Training the mind to dwell
tully in the present, without distraction, without judgment.

Prajfia-paramita (Transcendental Wisdom)
Seeing beyond duality. Understanding that emptiness is not negation,
but possibility. True wisdom is not imposed; it is embodied.

These perfections are not exhausted in individual practice alone. They
also reflect archetypal qualities, which in the Mahayana tradition take
form in the great Bodhisattvas and Buddhas.

Luminous Presences — The Great Bodhisattvas and Buddhas of
Mahayana

The practitioner does not walk alone. At their side, as guides, internal
symbols, or living inspirations, manifest figures representing qualities of
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the path: compassion, wisdom, determination, promise. They are not
external gods. They are archetypes. They are mirrors.

Amitabha (F75FEfE) — The Buddha of Infinite Light

Symbolizes the light that dissolves darkness. His vow is clear: to
embrace every being who sincerely invokes him. Represents trust that
Awakening is within everyone’s reach. His energy resonates with the
devotional heart.

Guanyin (W& ¥ 15%) — The Compassion That Listens

The Bodhisattva who hears the cries of the world. A thousand arms
and a thousand eyes to attend to suffering. She does not judge, she
accompanies. Her spiritual home: Mount Putuo. Her real home: every
compassionate act.

Manjusti (L") — The Sword of Wisdom

Cuts through ignorance, but not with violence. With clarity. His flaming
sword does not wound; it liberates. Represents the wisdom that sees
beyond appearances. His home: Mount Wutai.

Samantabhadra (¥ %X %) — Virtuous Action

Mounted on a white elephant, advancing without haste. The
embodiment of Dharma in everyday action. His presence: Mount Emei,
symbolizing the balance between contemplation and action.

Ksitigarbha (jE¥%15%) — Guardian of the Depths

Descends even into hell. Promises not to rest until all beings are
liberated. His compassion is steadfast, unostentatious, radical, and
silent. His mountain: Jiuhua.

Mountains as a Living Mandala

These great beings do not dwell only in statues. They inhabit gestures,
vows, and practices. Symbolically, they also dwell in China’s sacred
mountains, forming a geographic mandala of Mahayana:
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Mount Putuo — Unfathomable Compassion (Guanyin)
Mount Wutai — Illuminating Wisdom (Mafijusri)
Mount Emei — Conscious Action (Samantabhadra)
Mount Jivhua — Promise and Depth (Ksitigarbha)

These are not merely places; they are stages where the teaching is lived.
Shanyata — The Inner Space Where All Can Arise

On the Mahayana path, there is a word spoken not in fear, but with
reverence: shinyata (%% P£), emptiness. But this emptiness is not
absence. It is not nothing. It is not darkness. On the contrary, it is the
space where everything can arise. Like the clear sky before a cloud
appears. Like silence before the first verse. Like the instant between
two breaths.

When we say something is empty, we do not mean it does not exist.

We mean it has no fixed, permanent, or independent existence.

Its nature depends on many causes and conditions.

Its form changes, its name transforms, its meaning adapts. But its
essence... its essence is fluid.

What Does It Mean That Everything Is Empty?

Understanding emptiness—shznyati—is not an exercise in avoidance,
nor a nihilistic stance, nor a renunciation of reality. On the contrary, it
is a radical way of inhabiting it. To say “everything is empty” does not
imply negation, but revelation: all we perceive lacks inherent,
independent, fixed existence. Nothing exists on its own. Everything
arises in relation.

Nothing exists in isolation; nothing stands without an infinite web of
conditions. The self, as we ordinarily conceive it, is a mental
construction nourished by habit, memory, and identification.

Emptiness does not destroy this perception; it liberates it. Behind every
form there is interdependence; behind every phenomenon there is
emptiness that is not absence, but potential.

21



Emptiness is what allows movement. Emptiness prevents rigidity.
Emptiness allows form to arise, change, and disappear.

Accepting this truth does not lead to despair, but to awakening. For
only that which does not cling can transform. Only those who
understand impermanence can release fear. And only those who see
that there is no immutable “self” can open themselves to inner
freedom.

Shiinyata is not an idea to debate. It is a door crossed in silence.

Emptiness Does Not Scare. It Liberates.

When one has endured enough suffering, one understands that there is
no refuge in mental constructs.

Identities crumble, certainties erode, the truths we once held become
mist. In that moment, what once seemed an abyss is revealed as space.
Emptiness liberates because it dismantles the invisible bars that bind us
to desire, fear, and ego. It liberates because it no longer demands that
the world be as we wish. It liberates because it shows that there is no
“should be,” only the “being” that unfolds moment by moment.
Understanding emptiness is not an intellectual luxury. It is an existential
necessity for those who have tested the limits of dualistic thought, who
have walked through comfortable answers only to find more questions.
There, where everything dissolves, true clarity begins.

Shunyata in Conscious Living

To live emptiness is not to withdraw from the world. It is to see it with
different eyes. It is to remain present without imposing meaning,
without clinging to any form, without projecting the shadows of the
self onto reality.

The practitioner who embodies emptiness does not anesthetize life:
they inhabit it fully, without attachment. They observe the arising and
ceasing of phenomena without identifying with any.

They understand that thoughts are not who they are, that emotions are
not eternal, that relationships, however intimate, are also subject to the
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flow.

From this understanding, each moment becomes a pure expression of
impermanence. There is nothing to hold, nothing to push, nothing to
avoid.

Only lucid presence, like a lamp that does not need darkness to know
that light exists.

Emptiness as the Root of Compassion

Shunyata is also the foundation of deep compassion. Because if there is
no fixed self, there is no separate other. The boundary between “I”” and
“you” becomes porous. What hurts another resonates within oneself.
What is relieved in oneself relieves all.

When we understand that all existence is woven by the same web of
causes and conditions, arrogance dissolves, and judgment becomes
unnecessary. Compassion is no longer an act of moral will: it is the
natural response of a heart that has recognized its own emptiness.
Thus, emptiness is neither cold nor indifferent. It is the original warmth
of an undivided existence. It is the space in which love is no longer
possession, but an inevitable expression of profound understanding.

The Echo of Wisdom

Closing this chapter, it is impossible not to feel the resonance of these
teachings deep within. The duality between Madhyamika and Yogacara
is not a conflict, but a subtle dance where emptiness and mind
intertwine to reveal the essential nature of existence. Each reflection,
each teaching, becomes a verse in the infinite poem of Awakening, a
reminder that true wisdom lies in seeing unity within diversity and
transforming illusion into a luminous experience of life.

Like an ancient manuscript, these schools have been passed down
through generations, each contributing its unique nuance to the
masterpiece of Mahayana Buddhism. The legacy of Nagarjuna, Asanga,
and Vasubandhu endures in every meditation, every gesture of
compassion, every moment of self-awareness that emerges amid the
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bustle of the modern world.

We invite the reader to let themselves be carried by these waters of
wisdom, to immerse in the contemplation of emptiness and the
exploration of the inner universe, and to discover that in the
convergence of these two great currents lies the promise of a full and
liberated existence. May the echo of these teachings resonate within you
and guide you toward an Awakening that is as poetic as it is
transformative, as intimate as it is universal. Thus concludes this
journey through the great schools of Mahayana Buddhism—a chapter
that not only delves into the depths of philosophical thought but also
invites a full living of the mystery, a journey where every word is a
bridge toward the infinite dance of existence. May this path inspire you
to discover, in the reflection of emptiness and in the light of the mind,
the essence of your own path toward truth.

Influences of Taoism, Confucianism, and Other Traditions on
Shaolin

Throughout China’s millennia-long history, streams of thought and
tradition have interwoven, converging like rivers into a vast ocean,
shaping the spirit and culture of a people. In this chapter, we delve into
Taoism, Confucianism, and other ancestral traditions, exploring their
origins, essence, and the ways in which they sowed the seeds that would
later germinate in the Shaolin temple. Although the direct influence on
Shaolin will be explored in greater depth in subsequent chapters, it is
essential to understand this backdrop to appreciate the richness and
complexity of its legacy.

Taoism: The Wisdom of Flow

Imagine a river that, without haste but without pause, travels across the
land, adapting to every bend without losing its essence. Such is Taoism,
a philosophy that celebrates the natural flow of life and teaches that
wisdom lies in letting oneself be carried by the course of the universe.
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Sometimes, to grasp the spirit of a book, it is enough to let yourself be
carried away by its first pages. At other times, it is helpful to step back
and contemplate the outline from the outside. This is the synopsis of
the first volume, written for those who wish to understand the nature
of this journey before continuing to walk the path.

Shaolin, Land of Pilgrims — Volume I: The
Warrior’s Path and Spirituality

Chapter I — Religious and Philosophical Context: The
Root that Nourishes the Tree

In this first stretch of the path, we descend to the roots of Ch’an
thought and Buddhist wisdom. This is not an academic study nor a cold
exposition of doctrines, but a descent into the fertile humus that
nourished the soul of the Shaolin temple. Here, the reader becomes a
gardener of their own spirit: digging, watering... waiting. They come to
understand that Kung Fu is not physical strength nor a simple martial
art, but a silent expression of the inner world. The soul of the wartior is
revealed as a secker, as a contemplative, as a disciple of the invisible.

Chapter II — The History of Shaolin and Its Evolution:
The Trunk that Withstands Time

The second part turns time into ink. Through a passionate and faithful
chronicle, the reader walks through centuries of glory, darkness,
reconstruction, and wisdom transmitted in hushed voices. The cycles of
destruction and rebirth that forged the temple’s resilient character are
revealed. More than a chronology, this part is a historical meditation: it
shows how Shaolin is less a building than an attitude toward chaos; a
noble way to resist without hatred, to uphold virtue even when the
wortld burns.
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Chapter III — Daughters of the Dragon, Heart of the
Lotus: The Silent Light

This part is a tribute, a reparation, an act of silent justice. Here emerge
the women of Shaolin: the invisible, the silenced, those who never
appeared in the annals but were pillars of the spiritual temple. From
nuns in nearby convents to lay disciples who healed, taught, trained, or
simply cared, this chapter restores their place: not as ornaments of
history, but as arteries through which the most human pulse of the
Shaolin legacy flows.

Chapter IV — The Strength of Silence: Ethical and
Spiritual Wisdom

The final stretch sets aside martial stances and the noise of combat.
Here, the reader sits by the inner fire, where ethics is neither sermon
nor rule, but conscious breathing. This part proposes a way of being in
the world where spirituality is trained like a muscle and embodied in
daily life: in how one responds, how one remains silent, how one cares.
For the true warrior is not the one who wins, but the one who
understands the value of not fighting when the battle is internal.

Books, like paths, are not traversed all at once. This is merely an
entrance, a door left ajar.

If you wish to continue crossing thresholds and discovering words, I
invite you to visit our website, where you will find this trilogy and other

projects:

Authors’ Page
! Get the book here
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