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For Doris


INTRODUCTION

Imagine a world where the mind and soul of man are free to reach 
their greatest potential, where powers once considered supernatural 
or paranormal are a simple fact of life. Imagine a place where diseases 
hitherto thought incurable can be treated with the uncomplicated 
administration of the healer’s own abundant life energy, a place 
where mankind can readily communicate with earthbound spirits, 
where powerful yogis can speak with their Creator God Himself. 
Wouldn’t it be wonderful to dwell in such a domain, the stuff of fairy 
tales, myths and legends, storybooks, and Hollywood celluloid? 
Wouldn’t life have a distinct flavor, a tangy zest, if such things were
indeed true?

Welcome to my world. I live in such a place, where all the extraordinary 
things that I have suggested are real and incontrovertible. 
In my world Western science and Eastern mysticism walk hand 
in hand, embraced and inseparable, mirror aspects of the same reality, 
equally factual and valid. The opportunity to grow is there every 
waking moment, the gift of our own great potential.

You might suppose that such a destiny is far away, but in truth it 
is at mankind’s doorstep. There can be no doubt that humanity is 
once again in the process of changing. Traditions are evolving as 
cross-cultural barriers continue to fall. Old values, ideals, and concepts 
are no longer blindly accepted; people of all creeds, races, and 
nations have become less hesitant to question, to ask why.

The mind of man is in a frenzy as never before, technology growing 
logarithmically by leaps and bounds. We have set foot on the 
moon and touched the bottom of the ocean. We have moved at many 
times the speed of sound and have viewed the faces of the planets 
around us. We control the power of the atom and can replace a 
crippled human heart with that of a suitable (and willing) donor. We 
are a step away from creating an artificial, silicon-based intelligence. 
We have even invaded the sanctity of the gene and created clones. It 
seems that our quest for knowledge is constrained only by energy, 
time, and financial allocation.

We have made much social progress. Despite discriminatory distribution, 
education levels are at an all-time high for the human race. 
The phenomenon of human serfdom and subjugation is on the wane; 
rebellion is evident all over the world. People are aware of their rights 
and are willing to fight—perhaps even to die—for them. (No simple 
thing, this, when you consider that the economies of all historic 
empires were founded on slavery.) Even more stirring is the fact that 
many individuals are now willing to fight and die for other people’s 
rights, perhaps more so than in any other period in our history. What 
is equally important is that the self-sacrifice of these heroes is not 
based on any specific religious belief or practice, but rather on the 
simple conviction that human rights deserve to be protected.

There is a backlash to this, of course. Ethnic and religious fanaticism 
is on the rise. Fascism troubles us once more. Multinational corporations 
abuse their power at will for greater profits, bribing corrupt 
governments to rape their land and use their own citizens. The 
planet’s ecological balance has been destroyed—permanently, some 
people claim. Our flora and fauna are dying, the planet suffering. 
The Almighty Dollar rules, and consumerism is the creed of the day.

It seems that for all our power—for we are powerful—we have 
yet to answer the fundamental questions of life. Who are we? Where are 
we going? Why are we here? What are our inherent capabilities, what our final 
potential? Do we live on after death, as is believed? What is true happiness and how 
can we reach it? Is there, indeed, a Creator God? The list is endless, as old as 
man himself.

It is possible for us to answer these questions. The secret to a successful 
resolution of these basic inquiries, however, is that we must 
make a committed effort as a species, not as nations or groups of people, 
to find the answers. The method required is as simple, and as difficult, 
as that.

Humanity has developed along many different lines. There are 
as many cultural approaches to life as there are natural and sensory 
stimuli. Some cultures are visual, others acoustic, others olfactory, 
others intuitive. It is hard to quantify human culture with precision, 
and such an analysis is far beyond the scope of this book. However, 
it is possible to say (speaking very generally) that, as a dominant 
tendency, Western science has turned outward, its intent being to 
quantify and modify man’s environment to suit man’s wishes. Eastern 
science, on the other hand, has turned inward, attempting to quantify 
and develop the innate capabilities of the human species and 
understand its role in the scheme of things. While it is very dangerous 
and unscientific to make statements of this sort, for the time 
being it is important that I take this standpoint, if for no other reason 
than to clarify the purpose of this text.

Let me return to the phrase a committed effort as a species. This statement 
implies that we human beings must pierce through our ethnic 
and national barriers and work together. History tells us that incredible 
events have unfolded whenever we were able to temporarily 
cross our self-imposed thresholds. The Hellenistic Age, for example, 
clearly shows us what can be achieved through cultural interaction;
in the fourth century BCE ancient Greece met with ancient India, and 
the destiny of the world was forever, and quite radically, 
changed.1

The exploits of King Alexander and his men, however, are not 
directly pertinent to this book. The point is, there is no reason that 
we today cannot duplicate what the ancients achieved then, and that 
is to learn from each other in order to grow, to survive, perhaps even 
to thrive. In the nineteenth century Kipling wrote, “East is East and 
West is West, and never the twain shall meet.”*1 He was wrong. East is 
meeting West today, and will continue to do so if we can just nurture 
their union. To realize this, we must ensure that both cultures 
approach each other with mutual respect, open themselves completely 
to each other, and share their conclusions. It is not an easy task.


Chinese culture, and more specifically Taoist culture, has taken 
the West by storm. Acupuncture is practiced everywhere. Chinese 
restaurants are ubiquitous. Kung fu movies and TV shows are popular 
far and wide. Meditation has been recognized as a bio-behavioral 
state by Western medicine.*2 The Tao Te Ching is being read by 
university students all over the world, and many Western businessmen 
are using the I Ching and feng shui (Chinese divination methods) 
in their day-to-day decision making.

And yet, despite the popular appeal of Chinese Taoist culture, a 
fine fusion of East and West has only begun to take place in recent 
years. For the most part, people in the West either entirely reject the 
Eastern approach as mumbo-jumbo or embrace it with religious fervor 
as more ancient and spiritual than Western science. Both of these 
attitudes are erroneous. The first presumptuously rejects the value of 
Chinese learning; the second takes tried and proven biophysical techniques 
developed over millennia and turns them into dogma. This 
problem is compounded by the fact that many Westerners and Chinese 
alike are too eager to push what little tidbits of knowledge they 
have down consumers’ throats in a desperate quest for money.

The Chinese themselves are responsible for much of this. There 
is, unfortunately, no such thing as Chinese science. Instead, there are 
family and clan sciences and arts developed by the people of the Chinese 
nation over millennia. The knowledge developed by the Chinese 
was never widespread, not even within China itself. It was the prerogative 
and the power base of the privileged few and their families.

In the past a Chinese Master never taught his apprentices 100 
percent of his knowledge. Instead he retained, say, the foremost 10 
percent for himself alone. Perhaps he would write down the rest in 
a document for his favorite student, to be opened after his death. 
The result of this approach was that the sum of each clan’s learning 
decreased by 10 percent with each generation, until some charismatic 
student was able to decipher the mystery and return to the
status of the original teacher, at which point the cycle went on
with his students, and so forth. The capabilities and exploits of the
Masters became the stuff of legend, and later the storyline of the
Chinese opera. Today they are the essence of all kung fu movies.


To make matters worse, the Masters almost never worked together. 
The concept of a Western university, where knowledge is 
shared and experiences are compared, was an alien one for them. 
Power was meant to be used for profit, material and spiritual. More 
often than not martial Masters challenged each other; much knowledge 
was forfeited in this manner because the bested Master frequently 
lost his life as well. To our Western culture, such an approach 
seems shocking, to say the least. Information dissemination 
is evident everywhere; indeed, it is very difficult, even undesirable, 
to keep knowledge secret or proprietary in our society.2

Yet there is a way that a complete union of these two cultures 
can be accomplished, and that is simply by the creation of a new 
science that is neither Eastern nor Western but a union of both. Bold 
visionaries of generations past have foretold such a discipline. I believe 
that it is mankind’s destiny to come together in this fashion, 
and that such a science, combining the orthological*3 approach of 
the West with the mystical discipline of the East, is being forged in 
our day and age. This story, in essence, represents the future direction 
chosen by humanity’s awakening desire for a better life and a 
higher truth. You will find many parallels with readily available existing 
texts. The main difference, however, between this book and 
any other is that it is representative of a working, extant system, not 
a historical account of something that once was. It is fact, not supposition 
or a dogmatic system of beliefs.

There is a man in Indonesia who is a master of the ancient Chinese 
science of neikung, or “internal power.” His name is John Chang, 
and he is my teacher. Mr. Chang was first presented to the world in 
the award-winning documentary series Ring of Fire,†4 filmed by the 
brothers Lorne and Lawrence Blair; his privacy was protected by the 
rather ignominious pseudonym Dynamo Jack. In this documentary 
Master Chang shocked the world by demonstrating the impossible: 
First he generated an electrical current of high amperage inside his 
own body to heal Lorne of an eye infection, and then he “zapped” 
Lawrence (and their sound recordist) utilizing the same energy.*5 In a 
dramatic conclusion Master Chang then used this bio-energy to set 
a crumpled-up newspaper ablaze, warning the researchers that the 
same power that had healed Lorne could readily be used to kill a 
man as well.

It was the first documented demonstration of neikung given to 
the Western world. What is even more amazing is that tens of thousands 
of people around the world (myself included) readily believed 
it, and that the two brothers had no idea what it was they were filming 
at the time.

In order for you to fully understand what the term neikung implies, 
you’ll have to work your way through this text. What is important 
at this point is that, for the first time in human development, a 
man who according to Chinese culture is a hsien, a Taoist immortal, is 
willing to come forth and reveal to the West the truth behind his 
teaching. John Chang is unique in the annals of mankind. Like the 
Jedi Knights of the Star Wars saga, he has amazing preternatural abilities: 
telekinesis, pyrogenesis, electrogenesis, telepathy, levitation, remote 
viewing, even astral projection (for lack of a better term). Thousands 
of people have witnessed him do these things. My teacher’s 
power is unfathomable to the Western mind; a small percentage of 
its accumulated energy can instantly overpower, or heal, a human 
being or larger animal. And yet Mr. Chang is a Westerner. A resident 
of urban Java, he visits Europe and the United States often. He has 
searched through China for others like himself with the intent of 
learning and sharing—a unique trait for one such as he, as you will 
discover. It could be said that Mr. Chang is the ultimate combination 
of East and West or, more poetically, that in the bridge between 
East and West, he is one of the foundation towers.

This text will essentially cover the life history and preliminary 
teachings of John Chang. I have attempted to follow the method 
suggested by the Jedi and present Eastern concepts in a manner that 
all Westerners can understand. As such, I pray that this volume will 
be up to the task, and honor John Chang and his teachings.

Perhaps we are indeed fortunate to be living in that time in our 
development when God has decreed that the separate branches of 
human science come together. Perhaps we of the West need the East 
to save our world from ourselves.

—Kosta Danaos 
Athens, Greece



Chapter One 

LOOKING THROUGH THE MIRROR


FIRST CONTACT 

I am by training a scientist, and have degrees in two fields of engineering. 
Among other things, I have been employed as a senior project engineer by one of 
the largest corporations in the world. Logic and social stereotyping would 
dictate that I am not the sort of person who readily believes what he hears or 
sees in film format, that things would have to be repeatedly proven to me for me 
to question my established pattern of beliefs. When I saw the documentary, 
however, I did not doubt its credibility for a second. I knew that what I was 
witnessing was real, that it was neither special effects nor fraud. I was sure 
of it. Perhaps it is the coming of the new millennium that allows this, that a 
man schooled in Western thought and science can look at a deviation from the 
accepted laws of nature and say: “This is real.” 


As I mentioned earlier, the well-done documentary by the brothers Lorne and 
Lawrence Blair, called Ring of Fire, depicts a nondescript Oriental man doing 
what is impossible according to our Western branch of medical knowledge and our 
Western science of physics: using his own internal bio-energy to light a 
newspaper on fire. This was accomplished with a minimum of fuss, almost 
nonchalantly. The man waited until the film crew was ready, looked up to check 
with the cameraman, steadied his right palm over a crumpled newspaper, tensed 
his body, and set the paper ablaze. It was obvious to the viewer that some kind 
of potent energy was being generated from the man’s open palm—so much so that 
the newspaper burst into a roaring flame. 


There are at least two ways that this feat could have been accomplished as an 
illusion. One is that the filmmakers were collaborating with the man and, 
through special effects, perpetrating a hoax. The other is that it was the man 
himself who was tricking the researchers, having slipped a piece of phosphorus 
or some other inflammable into the crumpled paper and timing his display to 
coincide with the chemical’s oxidation. But I knew that neither was the case; I 
knew that I was looking at the real McCoy, so to speak. 


There were reasons for this, the most important being the man himself. He was 
a well-built but small Oriental, smiling and unpretentious. He appeared to be of 
indeterminate age, with a full head of thick black hair and the skin of youth, 
but his eyes were the eyes of an ancient, and sincerity shone through them. His 
voice was caring and compassionate, without guile. He was even nervous in front 
of the camera! Most important, it appeared that the man had nothing to gain from 
the display; neither his name nor his location was disclosed by the researchers, 
and he certainly was not asking anyone for money. 


None of these things occurred to me at the time, however. In that moment when 
I first saw the video, I knew only one thing: that I had finally, after 
twenty-five years of searching, met my master. It was shocking; I looked at him 
and knew him, and nothing could sway me from going to him. 


Like many people of my generation, I had been studying the martial arts for a 
long time. I had started at the age of ten and drifted through a series of 
Oriental fighting arts to finally settle on Japanese jujutsu in my early 
twenties. What I had been searching for was simple: I wanted what the actor 
David Carradine had so eloquently portrayed in the now classic hit series
Kung Fu. I wanted an art whose Masters were wise, enlightened philosophers who could 
kill a tiger with a punch if they had to, yet abhorred the violence they trained 
for. I wanted an art whose practitioners would actually grow 
stronger with age rather than weaker. I wanted an art through which my teacher would 
indeed teach me about myself and the world around me. I wanted to 
be Kwai Chang Caine. 

I had searched around the world for such a mentor, and what I had found 
generally fell into three categories: enlightened philosophers who could not 
punch their way out of a paper bag given the opportunity; total animals who were 
great fighters, but whom a civilized man would not invite into his house; and 
individuals who appeared to be exactly what I was searching for but proved 
inadequate to the task, ultimately displaying either lack of judgment, inherent 
weakness, fraudulent motives, or emotional instability. It is also quite 
possible that it was I who was not worthy of them, and left them before I came 
to understand them. 


In the past I had repeatedly rejected the Chinese martial arts because of the 
notable scarcity of authentic knowledge inherent to their dissemination in 
Western society. In the 1970s and 1980s the Chinese arts were notorious for 
their lack of credible teachers. Trustworthy instructors were, in general, much 
harder to find than impostors cashing in on the popularity of kung fu movies. 
Also, I could not enter Communist China to search for a true master until 1992 
because of my profession. And yet I had, like all diligent martial artists, read 
the books by reliable researchers and teachers. I knew the theory behind the 
Chinese martial arts, and I knew that the man I had seen on the film was 
Chinese. I also knew what I had witnessed was called neikung—the manipulation of 
internal power. 


I had to find him. 

I knew it was not going to be easy. I didn’t know the man’s name. The 
documentary had indicated that he lived somewhere in Java or Bali, but I had no 
way of knowing if even that implication was true—they could have filmed him in 
San Francisco, for all I knew. And I spoke neither Chinese nor Malay. 


Ten days later I was on a plane to the Indonesian capital of Jakarta. After 
an eighteen-hour trip, I checked into the cleanest of the dirty motels found on 
Jalan Jaksa and rested up for the morrow. I knew it would be tough going. 


The next day I pocketed the stack of photographs I had taken of the video 
sequence in 
Ring of Fire and set off for Jakarta’s Chinatown, a district called Glodok. My plan was to 
visit all the Chinese pharmacies and acupuncture clinics in Glodok, asking them 
whether or not they knew the man in the photographs. It seemed like a good idea 
at the time. 


They thought I was insane. 

I must have made their week. It was my first trip to Indonesia; I had 
expected the worst and was dressed like a Western tourist on safari. Some 
shopkeepers laughed in my face; others just politely told me to piss off. One of 
them even threw me out! After six or seven hours of constant rejection, walking 
among beggars and lepers and being followed by a pack of street kids, I spied an 
ancient Chinese temple in the midst of it all and walked in. Immediately, the 
noise went away and I was left alone. 


The temple caretakers were curious. What was I doing there? I was too shy and 
too embarrassed to tell them. They bought me dinner and gave me water to drink 
and sent me on my way. 


I returned to Glodok the following day, my resolve strengthened and armed 
with a note my motel clerk had written out for me. I later learned that what he 
had written was: 


Honored sir or madam, 

I am a very stupid foreigner who has been tricked into coming here all the 
way from Greece. These are pictures of a man I saw on a video; I am looking for 
him. I do not know his name or where he lives. Do you know him? Thank you. 


This is probably why people were more polite and why I saw more smiles on my 
second day. After a few hours of diplomatic rejection, I made my way back to the 
temple, thinking that I would meet with yesterday’s friends. 


They were delighted to see me and twice as curious as before. This time I was 
the one who bought them all lunch; we sat together for a time, laughing and 
communicating in broken English and sign language. As our camaraderie developed, 
they grew curious enough to pressure me for details. 


“Kosta, tell us, what are you doing here?” 

“No, it’s stupid, you don’t want to know.” 

Finally they were so insistent that I relented and, rather than explaining, 
handed them the note. 


Suddenly I was faced with a group of statues; their smiles had been replaced 
by distrust. A chill went up my back. One man whispered something to a young 
boy, who ran off. As one, all my newfound friends stood. 


“Stay here,” a burly man said. 

Ten minutes later a wiry Chinese of indeterminate age rode up on a bicycle. 
He offered me his hand and sat down. 


“My name is Aking,” he said. “I am a student of the man you seek.” 

Aking grilled me for almost a week, asking me questions like “Who sent you?” 
and “Why did you come to this place?” It was ludicrous to him that I could have 
found a lead to his teacher so easily, coming as I did from Greece—of all 
places—without a clue as to local custom and geography. He was sure I was a spy 
in the service of some intelligence agency; he even made me surrender my 
passport to him! After a week Aking finally gave me an address in a city in 
eastern Java and told me to fly out there the next morning; the man I had seen 
in the documentary would be expecting me, I was told. 


Well, I didn’t believe him. 

It had been too easy, too unbelievably easy. I thought that these grinning 
Chinese were playing a joke on the foreigner, sending him on a wild goose chase 
and having a laugh at his expense. I boarded the plane with hesitation, felt 
like a fool when I landed, felt even 
more like a fool when I took a taxi to the address I had been given and was told the 
man was out. Come back at two o’clock, they said. At least they spoke English. 


I spent a few hours fuming in my room at the dirty motel where I was staying. 
I vowed eternal vengeance on the people who had sent me out here. I would teach 
them to beware of Greeks. Hah! Hear about the Trojan War, my friends? You’re 
about to trade up. I felt ridiculous, like a jackass, stupid; I kept telling 
myself that the whole thing was a hoax, that I had spent way too much money 
coming out here, that I was an idiot and stupid and trusting and naive and. . . 
. 


I went back at two o’clock. The man was there. 

I cannot plainly convey the shock, the joy, and the relief of finding Dynamo 
Jack standing in front of his home. I had been an imbecile, succumbing to my 
all-too-ready anger. No one had been playing a practical joke on me; the student 
I met had actually tried to help me, sending me on to his teacher. 


We shook hands and he invited me in. He said, quite simply, that his name was 
John. The surname on the doorbell said CHANG in Latin characters, a 
common-enough name for a Chinese. 
John Chang was the equivalent of John Smith in the United States, a name anyone could have. 

I introduced myself formally. 

“Kosta,” he said, rolling the word around on his tongue. The name must have 
sounded strange to him. “How did you find me?” His English was simple and 
lightly accented. 


“I saw you in a video . . . a documentary,” I replied. 

“Ah. That was some years ago. They told me it would be for scientific 
research; otherwise I would never have demonstrated for them.” 


“Why not?” 

“Because I promised my Master that I would not. What can I do for you? You 
have some kind of problem?” 


John was a healer. He applied acupuncture to the traditional points, but 
supplemented its effect greatly by passing his 
ch’i, his bio-energy if you will, through the needles. He had healed hundreds of 
people whom Western medicine could not aid, something I did not know at the 
time. I winged it. 


“Well, two things.” I had rehearsed this part many times. “I do have a 
problem with my joints after so many years of pounding them in martial arts 
training . . . uh, something like osteoarthritis. Bone spurs and such.” 


He smiled. “Too many years of improper training, I think. It’s possible that 
I could help you. I’ll have to check you out first.” 


“Okay.” 

“I’m going to have to touch you. Don’t be alarmed at what you’ll feel.” 

I took off my shirt and he put his hands on my chest and upper back. 

Imagine a powerful, continuous electrical current passing through your body. 
Imagine that, despite its impact, you are somehow aware that this current is 
benevolent, not damaging. Imagine it working like a radar, searching, weighing, 
feeling. I gasped and almost fell over. 


“Your heart is very good,” he said. 

I nodded and gulped. I must have looked odd, but he was probably used to it. 
The stream of bio-energy he was sending through me made my muscles jerk 
uncontrollably. 


“Lungs are okay. Kidneys are good. Liver’s all right.” While he was talking, 
I felt like I was going through some kind of high-intensity ultrasound. I could 
feel his power inside me, the energy building up as he became more confident of 
my physical condition. 


“Oh,” he said. “I have it. It’s in the blood. Your blood chemistry makes you 
prone to calcium deposits.” 


“Can you do anything about it?” 

“I’m not sure. We can try. Where are you staying?” 

I named the motel. 

He nodded. “We’ll find you someplace better. What else did you want?” 

“I wanted you to accept me as your student!” I blurted out. It came in a 
rush, and I was immediately disappointed with myself. I had prepared such an 
eloquent speech for that moment, and alternate ones, at that—plan B should plan 
A fail, and so on. I was thirty-five years old at the time, and had experienced 
much; I was not prone to stage fright, but where I should have been mature I 
felt like a child before this man. More precisely, like a punk kid. 


“No,” he said. “Oh no no. I don’t accept students anymore. But you can come 
back tomorrow morning if you want us to get started on your treatment.” 


I was crushed. I wanted to fly back home, magically transform myself into a 
five-year-old, crawl into my mother’s lap, and cry. Instead I went back to my 
cheap, dirty motel room, and waited. 





PRACTICAL TAOISM 

Taoism is a millennia-old system of beliefs that has, along with its rival 
and antipode Confucianism, shaped the course of Chinese culture. To quote the 
Encyclopedia Britannica: “Taoism [is] a religio-philosophical tradition that has, along with 
Confucianism, shaped Chinese life for more than 2000 years. The Taoist heritage, 
with its emphasis on individual freedom and spontaneity, laissez-faire 
government and social primitivism, mystical experience and techniques of 
self-transformation, represents in many ways the antithesis to Confucian concern 
with individual moral duties, community standards, and governmental 
responsibilities.”*6

Many things popularly thought to be Chinese in the West are actually Taoist, 
and have become widespread even in China only in the past century. Among these 
are many practices that have become “brand names” in Western society, such as 
acupuncture, t’ai chi chuan, feng shui, and the I Ching. The truth is, it is now 
impossible to separate Taoism from Chinese culture; the two have, in our age, 
become one and the same. 


Taoism has been categorized by sinologists as having both a philosophical and 
a religious tradition complete with formalized doctrine and a religious 
hierarchy. The West has been flooded in the past twenty years with books 
claiming to be 
the authoritative text on Taoism. Many of these books are valid, some less so, 
while others are simply a hodgepodge of ridiculous theories. Even more 
frustrating, many are excellent translations of medieval Chinese texts that are 
misleading simply because, as translations, they are subject to each individual 
translator’s interpretation; the disparities in meaning that you can find 
between lines in the translated texts when you compare one author with another 
are shocking. 


John Chang, the teacher whose life and theories are the focus of this book, 
is the Headmaster of a kung fu lineage whose roots can be traced back 
twenty-four hundred years. John himself denies the appellation 
Taoist, perhaps rightfully so, because Taoism has come to be considered a religion by 
the world. However, since the teachers of Master Chang’s lineage basically lived 
within the confines of historical Taoist retreats, and since the word 
Taoism has become a generic term in the West for “native Chinese philosophy,” I will 
continue to call my teacher a Taoist. Perhaps it would be more accurate to refer 
to his teaching as “practical Taoism” to differentiate it from the Taoism of 
other sources or lineages. John himself calls Taoism a “philosophical 
science,” the simple study of natural law, for reasons that I will 
outline below. 


Of all the spiritual disciplines Taoism is perhaps the most confusing and 
difficult to define in that it began its development as a philosophical school, 
turned into a religion, and was propagated as a series of folk beliefs. However, 
there are many ways by which to differentiate a religion from a philosophy and, 
more so, from a science. In our specific case, two justifications are most 
clear. The first is that a religion is based on beliefs that 
cannot be proven, that are a matter of each individual’s faith. We as practical Taoists consider 
our teaching a science that gives testimony to natural phenomena that both the 
students of our generation and past Masters of our lineage have experienced 
firsthand, 
and that can be reproduced and experienced by others at any time. This is the most important distinction and one that I cannot stress 
sufficiently. To put the argument more simply, a high school student studying 
physics and algebra will inevitably reach certain conclusions and develop 
specific capabilities, duplicating the experiences and the logic of his teachers 
and of those in past generations who passed these sciences along. There is 
nothing “religious” in the experience of physics and algebra; they are tools of 
knowledge and power, with no doctrine or system of beliefs. Algebra and physics 
offer, in other words, what has become the key term of Western science: 
reproducible results. They pass on nothing that cannot be proven. This approach is precisely what someone going through training as John Chang’s 
student will experience; he will follow in the footsteps of those who came 
before him, encounter the same phenomena, reach the same conclusions. 


The second reason I assert that “practical Taoism” is a naturalistic science 
is that the word 
religion has come to imply a falling-out between man and the Divine—one that the 
proffered doctrine can reconcile by acting as an intermediary.*7 We can find no 
proof that man has ever fallen from God’s grace,*8 assuming that there is a God; instead there seems to be considerable evidence that man is evolving to 
become whatever God intended him to be. As “practical Taoists” we offer no 
special means of redemption, no salvation, no carrot to make the donkey run. 
Rather, we offer a method of enhancing existence, making each individual more of 
what he already is and moving him toward what he can hope to become. We are, 
simply put, a philosophical science. 


Perhaps you will understand the distinction a bit better if I analyze the 
Chinese term 
kung fu. Many people think that it means “martial arts,” but this is not the case. (The 
Chinese terms for martial technique and martial arts are now 
wu shu and wu yi, respectively.) The two words kung fu are very difficult to translate; indeed, we must absolutely study Chinese 
writing to comprehend their meaning. Let’s make the attempt. 


Kung fu is composed of the ideograms: 


[image: image]

Now, the first term, kung, is written as a combination of the characters kung ([image: image]) and 
li ([image: image]). 
Kung means “to build, to construct.” 
Li means “power or strength.” The second term, 
fu, is made up of the single character 
fu ([image: image]), 
which is a complex ideogram to interpret. 
Fu is derived from the character for man ([image: image]), 
with added widespread arms and an adult man’s 
	hatpin through the character (in medieval China each adult male wore a 
	hatpin through his hat and hair). The implication is of a mature, large, 
	responsible adult man or father figure; the character is also used in other 
	contexts to denote someone’s husband. In other words, the term 
	kung fu actually means: “the construction and development of one’s energy over time, through 
daily effort, such that in the end one obtains mature power and the spiritual 
development of a Master.” 


Kung fu, in other words, is a path of continual discipline and training, of nonstop 
growth over your entire life. This is precisely the path chosen and represented 
by John Chang.3





Chapter Two 

LIFEFORCE


A CAR RIDE 

“I have to go to my prawn farm this afternoon. You can come with 
me if you wish.” 


It was about two weeks into my acquaintance with the man who was to become my 
teacher. For two weeks he had stuck acupuncture needles into my elbows, knees, 
and wrists, sending a steady current of ch’i (life energy) coursing through my 
body. As I progressed I was able to relax more and more during the treatment, 
and John methodically increased the intensity with each session. I had 
discovered to my surprise that he used a current intensity of no more than 0.5 
percent of his total power to treat patients. It was staggering. Normal people, 
even the strongest men, could be knocked out by 2 percent. 


For two weeks I had asked him every day to accept me as a student. He was 
always firm in refusing, but he never insinuated that I should “piss off” (to 
put it bluntly), and he always invited me back for further treatment the 
following day. I did just that, never missing a chance for a session, gritting 
my teeth against the pain and trying to retreat into meditation as John “upped 
the current,” increasing the intensity of the power he sent into me to the 
highest levels I could stand. It was indeed painful but, more important, there 
was an effect. It seemed that with every session my joints felt better and 
better, and while the calcium deposits in my right arm did not go away (they had 
been there for twelve years), those in my left arm (which had been forming for a 
year or so) disappeared completely. John also showed me a set of “exercises,” as 
he called them, to supplement the healing process, and I practiced them 
rigorously every day. 


He had stunned me the first week of our acquaintance by taking a chopstick 
and nonchalantly pushing it through an inch-thick board (I learned later that he 
could do this at will with a six- or eight-inch-thick piece of wood; thickness 
was irrelevant). You must understand that he did not hammer it in with his fist 
or anything of that sort. He simply braced his palm against the back of the 
chopstick, and it 
flowed into the board. John handed me the board and I tried to push the chopstick in 
farther; it would not move, but when I pulled it out, it came quite easily. The 
reason for this was the chopstick’s conical shape; it narrowed from base to tip. 
To push it in farther, I’d have to crush the wood around it, as John had; when I 
pulled it out, only air resisted the movement. 


“You understand about yang and yin?” he had asked. I nodded. In this day and 
age few people in the West had not heard of these two opposing universal forces. 
“Inside our bodies, both flow in equal amounts,” he continued. “These energies 
are opposites; they can never meet. Yin and yang normally run parallel to each 
other, never letting go of one another. I use my yin and yang together as one; 
that is why I can do what I do. By itself, yang ch’i cannot pass the limits of 
the body.”4

“Neikung,” I had said. 

“Yes.” He seemed pleased that I knew the word. 

When he asked me to go with him to his business establishment, I leapt at the 
chance to get to know the man better. Did I want to go? Is the Pope Catholic? 


John was a highly successful businessman, and quite wealthy. He was a 
contractor and an exporter of both manufactured and perishable goods. The 
expatriate Chinese, if they may be called that, are often referred to as the 
“Jews of Asia,” and with good reason. Like their Western counterparts, they 
control the major arteries of economic development in Southeast Asia. John was 
such a man. I was to discover that he had been born in abject poverty, however, 
and that he was a self-made millionaire. 


We went to the prawn farm by car. John drove, quite fast but not recklessly. 
When we reached eighty-eight miles per hour I became a bit concerned because 
neither the laws nor the traffic conditions of the country he resided in allowed 
for such a velocity. (And bear in mind that I am a Greek and, as such, am used 
to both high speeds and deplorable road conditions.) Traffic was very heavy and, 
after a time, the inevitable happened. 


John’s cellular phone rang and the call was important; he began speaking on 
the unit in short, rapid sentences, cradling the phone under his chin and 
basically driving with one hand, not two. To complicate things, he began passing 
a series of cars—quite illegally, as there was a double dividing line in the 
center of the road. His lane was clear beyond those cars, and he was in a hurry. 


John had completed his maneuver and reentered his proper lane when suddenly a 
truck, intent on passing a similarly slow-moving vehicle in front of it and 
having had John’s speedy approach masked by that vehicle, entered our lane. The 
cars we had passed were less than one hundred yards behind us, a minute distance 
at our speed. 


I gripped the console and was suddenly very glad I was wearing my seat belt. 
We were doing about ninety; the oncoming truck was going at least sixty, and 
John was driving with one hand while speaking on the phone. I was sure that we 
were heading for a major accident and was thankful that our car was large and 
strong. Gritting my teeth, I pointed at the oncoming car and braced for impact. 


John hardly looked up. Without skipping a beat or pausing in conversation, he 
swerved onto the soft shoulder of the road, passed the truck, and returned to 
his lane. He checked the rearview mirror to ensure that the truck had 
successfully avoided the cars that had been behind us as well, and we went on. 
After a minute or so he finished his conversation and clicked off the phone. 


“My eyes are still good,” he said to me dryly. He was fifty-seven at the time 
and looked forty. 


“Do you always drive this fast?” was the only response I could think of. 

“When I’m by myself I usually drive faster, about 110 to 125 miles per hour 
or so. I like speed, you see. When I have other people in the car I usually stay 
below ninety because otherwise, if anything happens, I can’t protect them.” 

“Have you ever had an accident?” 

“Only once. I broadsided a truck doing about a hundred.” 

“What happened?” 

“Nothing happened. I used my power to absorb the impact on my body. They had 
to cut me out with chain saws. The witnesses thought it was a miracle, that God 
or some saint had protected me.” 


I was stunned. What he was telling me was that his body, augmented by the 
powers his neikung training had given him, had withstood a stress greater than 
the yield strength of steel. I tried to imagine the metal and glass shards 
flowing around his body, unable to pierce human flesh. Certainly, plastic 
deformation as planned by the car’s designers allowed for much, but there was no 
denying that the momentum he had absorbed had been phenomenal. 


Was it true? Could a human being reach a state in which he was impervious to 
exterior harm? It seemed too much to swallow. 


“You know,” he continued, “when I was younger I wanted to be a Hollywood 
stuntman, since I couldn’t really be hurt in crashes because of my power. But 
then I thought, no, if you do that too many times people will wonder about you, 
and besides, I had promised my Master that I would not use my power to make 
money.” 


We drove on for a while in silence. He began to question me about Greece. He 
understood about the Balkans. He had been born penniless, and he was Chinese. 


“My father died when I was four,” he said. “I grew up very poor. Basically I 
was a street kid. Though my mother worked very hard, she did not have the money 
to send me to school. I did finish high school later on, though, but I never 
studied at any college or university.” 


“Right,” I joked. “You just have a Ph.D. in becoming superhuman.” 

“No,” he replied seriously, “you mustn’t think of me as being a superman. I 
am like a fighter pilot or a championship athlete. Not everyone can become like 
me—there are certain qualifications—but 
some people can. What I am is a product of discipline and training as much as 
natural talent. 


“My wife really helped me,” he continued. “I explained to her when we were 
married that I could not do anything else, that I had 
to spend all my spare time training. She agreed to this.” 

He had been married at eighteen and had seven children. 

“I worked as a driver for almost twenty years, you know.” He smiled. “So you 
see, you needn’t be so concerned about my driving. I know these roads.” 


We drove on in silence for a while. “Do you really understand,” he finally 
asked, “what we mean when we talk about ch’i?” 


“I think so,” I replied. I reckoned I understood the basics; I had read all 
there was to read, after all, and had studied martial arts for twenty-five 
years. 


Ch’i, or bio-energy, is a phenomenon that has been much discussed in recent 
years in the West. With the establishment of the new 
Kung Fu series, David Carradine once again contributed to the West’s understanding by 
uttering the word on television at least once a week. Acupuncture, too, is now 
commonplace, and there is hardly a doctor anywhere who has not spent 
some time looking into it. The phenomenon of bio-energy is thus under pronounced 
medical and physical investigation.*9

The original Chinese ideogram for ch’i is best rendered as “vapor” in English. It has also been rendered as 
“vitality,” but ch’i is very closely associated with breath (though it would be 
better to say that breath contains ch’i). Other cultures have given it other 
names: The Hindus call it 
prana, the Tibetans rlung (which means “wind”), the 
Hebrews ruach (wind), and the Pacific Islanders mana, while the ancient Greeks called 
it pneuma (spirit, wind).†10 Ch’i is similar to electricity flowing through a 
wire; it can generate heat or work or energy, but none of these results 
identifies ch’i itself. 


“So you know that our bodies have both yin ch’i and yang ch’i?” he continued. 


“Well,” I smiled, “I read about it in the Tao Te Ching.” 

“Ah! Lao-tzu the Taoist,” he said. “He was a wise man. What does he say about 
ch’i?” 


I thought at the time that he was testing me. Later I would discover that 
John had never read the Tao Te Ching. “Well,” I replied, “he says that ch’i has 
both yin and yang components, and that it is the interaction between the two 
that makes life possible.”5

Such feedback between the positive and negative poles of existence was the 
prime component of our lifeforce; when we as a species begin to understand this 
phenomenon from a technical perspective, we will begin to understand life 
itself. (I would later discover, however, that our bodies are briefly capable of 
storing both pure yang and pure yin ch’i in different areas, though this state 
of nonequilibrium is subject to entropy.) 


“Interaction.” John rolled the word around on his tongue. “Like electricity, 
positive and negative?” 


“I guess.” 

“Not quite correct.” He paused. “But you know, one time I let a student of 
mine hook me up to a voltmeter and an amperometer. He registered no voltage, but 
I blew the amp-meter off the scale. I burned the machine!” 


“Are you telling me that ch’i has amperage but does not have voltage?” 

“I think so. For example, I can withstand household electrical current 
indefinitely without pain, but I cannot light up a lightbulb. I have tried, many 
times.” 


I thought about that. Clinical investigation in medical laboratories seems to 
indicate that the electrical resistance of the skin changes markedly at 
acupuncture points. There are “electrical acupuncture machines” that make use of 
this phenomenon to locate the points for neophytes. This is an indication that 
ch’i and voltage are somehow inversely related (though other explanations have 
been offered). But I was to find out years later that John was wrong. His ch’i 
in fact displayed neither voltage nor amperage; rather, it was an entirely 
different phenomenon, based on very different forces. 


“And other than being more powerful, is your ch’i different from that of the 
average person’s?” 


John simply smiled, but did not answer. 

We arrived at the farm. It was of medium size; about twenty people were 
employed there. I roamed around while he finished his business. A young girl 
brought out a bowl of fruit and a decanter of coffee for me; the tropical fruit 
was delicious, the coffee mediocre. 


John walked up and sat down, helping himself to some coffee. “People are so 
stupid,” he said. “My shipment is being held up in customs because some local 
official wants a bribe. That’s the way we operate here, you know.” 


“It’s the same all over the world,” I said. “You have to grease the wheels 
for them to turn.” 


He was delighted by the clichéd English metaphor and committed it to memory. 
“We have a similar phrase here. It’s true that people often abuse their 
positions in society for their own benefit. In the end, it’s all about power,” 
he said. He seemed to think about the last word for a second, then turned 
suddenly toward me. “What is the difference between 
ch’ikung and neikung?” he asked. 

“Well, ch’ikung means ‘to develop the energy of the body.’. . .” 

“All over the body, yes. What about neikung?” 

“Neikung means ‘internal power.’” 

“Yes, but internal to what?” he asked. 

I hesitated, and John drew three ideograms on a napkin: 

[image: image]

“This is neikung. The first ideogram, nei, means “a man entering a house.” Kung you know.” 

“Yes.” 

“So when we practice neikung, we put ch’i inside, but inside what?” 

“Uh . . . the dantien? The bones? Chakras?” I was grasping at straws. 

John grinned. “Well, well. I see all the books you read did some good. What is the dantien?” 

The dantien, or “elixir field,” is the primary bio-energy warehouse of the human body. 
Located four fingers below the navel in the middle of the torso, this center has 
the ability to store vast amounts of ch’i. For this reason it is also known as 
ch’i hai (ocean of ch’i). But it is a mistake to think that the dantien itself 
generates ch’i, as presented in many texts. Rather, it is possible to store 
there that ch’i which the practitioner intakes from the universe around him. It 
is practice and persistence that lead to “dantien power”; such power is not an 
implied characteristic of the human body. I can perhaps explain better with a 
simile. Say that a specific youth has exceptional talent in a given sport. 
Nevertheless, he still needs to train and work hard—to hone his skills and his 
mind every day in order to become a championship athlete. The dantien is similar 
to that youth. Yes, it can store seemingly limitless amounts of energy, but 
that energy must be put there for the dantien to function. It will not soak up, nor will it generate, power of its own accord. 
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