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Editor’s Preface
 

You have before you a simple collection of Bruce Lee’s
personal poems and a few poems Bruce translated/adapted into
English from notable Chinese, Korean and Japanese sources. 
Likewise, we have included several parables and witticisms
attributed to Bruce Lee, but upon closer inspection, may actually
be new renderings from older Zen sources.  While in the West it is
taboo to lift ideas from other artists, in the East—especially in Zen
teachings—there is a celebration of re-working and re-vitalizing old
patterns, themes and even exact phrases without hiding it’s source;
quite the contrary.  It is seen as a tender regard and a high scholarly
compliment to return anew to old forms.
 

Though Bruce’s Poems may be found in other texts, or
biographies, it seems to us a kind of insult to relegate them to the
sidelines of scholarly and critical inquiry, imbedded as they are, in
other texts many will never chance upon or read.  Bruce would not
have intended anything of the sort for his verses.  Poetry should be
enjoyed as poetry…not as some attempt to bolster the reputation
or biography of a pop icon.  These are not the poems of a celebrity
or a reality star…these are the poems of an honest and average
man’s longings, hopes and joys.  Perhaps more than his martial arts
discipline or his movie choreography, Bruce’s greatest impact on
the world may have been his bi-cultural diplomacy; a viable and
proficient cultural ambassador inspiring thousands, if not millions
with a greater sense of appreciation, affinity and openness. 



Ironically, when asked if he had any religious affiliation he
immediately answered, “none whatsoever”…but this again, is
Bruce staying true to the formless-form of his Zen and Taoist
teachings…he effectively brings a large dose of Taoist philosophy
to the United States without taking any credit for it or even
burdening the Western mind with the idea that something new has
been imparted.  Because he does not contend with Western beliefs,
no conflicts arise…and yet the task is completed.
 

Moving on to the poetry—
 

Before we feel apprehension for reading the poetry of a
fighter trained in the deadly arts, let us remember that the term
Kung Fu/ Gong Fu means Human Achievement, or difficult
process…it combines the word for work, Gong, with the word Fu
which means either ‘merit’ or ‘man’, thus we have two possible
strategies for translations, either achievement of Man or training
process.  For Bruce, his art was more than a sport.  It was an all-
inclusive human destiny.  Those with a prior appreciation for
Eastern poetry will especially see the maturity and mastery in
Bruce’s un-decorative and direct lines.  Ancient stylistic continuity
adapts effortlessly to Lee’s new forms and experiences.  His
honesty is weighted with a firm awareness of his mortality, yet
remains ever fluid and spontaneous.  The lightest pen-stroke and
off-handedness of a dog barking or an entire day spent idle are, to
the ear of a true connoisseur, the most precious of sentiments. 
Meanwhile his romantic poems are refreshingly genuine to Western



ears; perhaps we have forgotten that one may still write about love
without sounding pretentious or idealistically youthful.  An ageless
sensibility rings true in them without succumbing to youth or
nostalgia.  A child-like innocence is renewed.
 
 



Down the Western Hill
 
Down the Western hill the bright sun sinks
Making yellow gold of all the air.
 
On a lonely hilltop, away from the distant mist,
A golden dragon stands staring, with
Dreams that fade and die in the bright West.
 
 



The Dying Sun
 
The dying sun lies sadly in the far horizon.
The autumn wind blows mercilessly;
The yellow leaves fall.
From the mountain peak,
Two streams parted unwillingly,
 
One to the West, one to the East.
The sun will rise again in the morning.
The leaves will be green again in spring.
But must we be like the mountain stream,
Never to meet again?
 
 



Love Is Like A Friendship Caught On Fire
 
Love is like a friendship caught on fire.
In the beginning a flame,
Very pretty, often hot and fierce
But still and only light and flickering.
 
As love grows older, our hearts mature
And our love becomes as coals,
Deep-burning and unquenchable.
 
 



Things I See
 
Alone I wander in silence
And in the sky the two escaped parakeets
Fall from fear of fishermen.
 
The two fish swim;
One white, one gold.
From the picket fence
A pink rose reaches out to the sun.
Among the flowers, two butterflies fly.
They might know where they want to go,
But they do not know how to get there.
 
 



Though The Night Was Made For Loving
 
Though the night was made for loving,
And the day returns too soon.
 
And so the time flies hopefully
Although she's far away.
 
Other thoughts may come and go,
But the thought of you,
Remains deeply in my heart.
 
 



The Silent Flute
("Cord's closing speech," quoted from Bruce Lee's
copy of the script of The Silent Flute, written by
Bruce Lee - October 19, 1970)
 
I wish neither to possess,
Nor to be possessed.
I no longer covet paradise,
More important, I no longer fear hell.
 
The medicine for my suffering
I had within me from the very beginning,
But I did not take it.
My ailment came from within myself,
But I did not observe it
Until this moment.
 
Now I see that I will never find the light
Unless, like the candle, I am my own fuel,
Consuming myself.
 
 



Parting
(An untitled poem by Madame Kuan, translated by Bruce Lee. 
Madame Kuan composed the poem upon hearing news of her
husband taking a mistress.  Hearing the poem, it is said the
husband abandoned the mistress.)
 
Who knows when meeting shall ever be.
It might be for years or
It might be forever.
 
Let us then take a lump of clay,
Wet it, pat it,
And make an image of you
And an image of me.
Then smash them, crash them,
And, with a little water,
Knead them together.
 
And out of the clay we'll remake
An image of you, and an image of me.
Thus in my clay, there's a little of you,
And in your clay, there's a little of me.
And nothing will ever set us apart.
 
Living, we'll be forever in each other's heart,
And dead, we'll be buried together.
 



 



Rain
 
Rain,
Black clouds,
Fallen blossoms and pale moon,
The hurried flight of birds
The arrival of lonely autumn
The time for us to part.
 
The clouds above are floating across the sky
Swiftly, swiftly passing,
Or blending together.
 
Much has been said, yet we have not
Come to the end of our feelings.
Long must be this parting, and
Remember, remember that all
My thoughts have always been of you.
 
The good time will probably never come back again.
In a moment—our parting will be over.
When days are short and dull nights long
 
Read this poem I leave you, read it
When the silence of the world possesses you,
Or when you are fretted with disquiet.
Long must be this parting, and



Remember, remember that all
My thoughts have always been of you.
 
 



Once More I Hold You In My Arms
 
Once more I hold you in my arms;
And once more I lost myself in
A paradise of my own.
 
Right now you and I are in
A golden boat drifting freely on a sunny sea
Far, far away from the human world.
I am happy as the waves dancing around us.
 
Too much analysis kills spontaneity,
As too much light dazzles my eyes.
Too much truth astonishes me.
Despite all obstacles,
Love still exists between us.
 
It is useless to try to stir the dirt
Out of the muddy water,
As it will become murkier.
But leave it alone,
And if it should be cleared;
It will become clear by itself.
 
 



The Humming Bird
 
Rays spring from the East like purple arrows.
The humming bird begins his flight.
Happily he flies through the purple sky,
Looking for the lovely pink rose.
 
On the mountain peak,
Away from the human world,
He finds the pink rose waiting.
Upon the mountain peak he hovers
In silence above the rose and waits
As dawn from purple grows to gold.
 
The sun moves on to afternoon,
The time to part.
Unwillingly, the humming bird rises above,
Hovers, circles the rose three times,
Then flies to his nest,
Far, far to the East.
 
Through my window I have watched
The crimson close of day
Followed by the silver calmness of the night.
 
In my lonely room no sound stirs.
Who knows that, all evening in bed



I am not sick,
And not even asleep?
 
A second is an hour,
An hour becomes a night as I lie staring,
Waiting for the sun to rise.
Oh, that I could be a humming bird,
And fly so swiftly to your side.
 
In dream the most wonderful thing happens
For I am no more a humming bird
And she, no more a pink rose
There is no more noon or night
But always morning.
How I wish that one day
The dream too, is no more a dream.
 
 



All Streams Flowing East or West
 
All streams flowing East or West
Must flow into the sea;
The current from the middleland
Sweeps by the lonely island.
 
Gold and silver pebbles mingle,
Seaweed and kelp interlace.
Streams born from mountain snows
Grow to swelling wave.
 
The full-blown arc of quew moves
In race against the grey
Caps of white like beats of heart
Are pulled within the wave.
 
The wave from mountain peaks becomes
Hammer to sculpture rocks,
To leave chiseled shapes and polished surfaces.
From boulder to rock to sand.
And with the final thrust the sun
Throws wave upon the shore
The jellyfish in weariness
Nestles in a pool.
 
 



Walking Along The Bank Of Lake Washington
 
The breeze on the bank
Already blows cool and mild;
The distant merging of lake and sky
Is but a red trace of sunset.
 
The deep silence of the lake,
Cuts of all tumult from me.
Along the lonely bank
I move with slow footsteps:
 
Alone the disturbed frogs scurry off.
Here and there are houses,
Cool beads of light spring out from them.
 
A dazzling moon
Shines down from the lonely depths of the sky.
In the moonlight slowly I move to a gung fu form.
Body and soul are fused into one.
 
 



Boating on Lake Washington
 
(Traces of Korean poet Yung Dong-ju here…)
 
I live in memory of a dream
Which has come and gone;
In solitude I sit on my boat
As it glides freely down the tranquil lake.
 
Across the blue sky, the swallows fly in couples;
On the still water, the Mandarin ducks swim, side by side.
Leaning on the oar I gaze at the water far away.
The sky far away, the loved one far away.
 
The sun goes down in flame on the far horizon,
And soon the sunset is rushing to its height through
Every possible phase of violence and splendor.
The setting of the sun is supposedly a word of peace,
But an evening like the soft and invisible
Bonds of affection only adds distress to my heart.
 
Over the lake the round moon rises bright
And floods the horizon with her silver light.
I look into the water; it is as clear as the night.
 
When the clouds float past the moon,
I see them floating in the lake,
And I feel as though I were rowing in the sky.



Suddenly I thought of you—mirrored in my heart.
 
The lake sleeps in peace,
Not the faintest murmur of waves can be heard.
Lying back on the boat,
I try to conjure up the land of dream where I may seek for you.
But, alas, no dreams come.
Only a moving point of fire in the dark,
The distant light of a passing boat.
 
 



Our Togetherness Is Like A Sweet Dream
 
Our togetherness is like a sweet dream
Too sweet, too bitter sweet,
Whose awakening should have been in Paradise.
 
And now like a dream you will vanish.
And only in dream can we chance to meet again.
That we may live our very life again,
As July, August and September.
 
Dear, do come to me in dreams, that
We may live our very life again
In the land of green.
Much has been said,
Yet I have not come to the end of my feelings.
Driven from my head, you enter my heart.
Remember that my thoughts have always been of you.
 
When, oh! When shall we walk again.
Hand held in hand
You and I?
 
 



The Surroundings Utter No Sound
 
The surroundings utter no sound.
Time suddenly ceases.
Gently you fall into my arms.
 
The years of a lifetime never reach a hundred,
Yet they contain a thousand years' sorrow.
When days are short and the dull night long,
Why not take a walk alone in the moonlight?
 
The bright moon, again, how white it shines,
Shines down on my lonely bed.
For a long time I have stayed in bed with my thoughts,
Racked by sorrow I toss and cannot sleep.
Picking up my clothes, I wander up and down.
The stars and planets are all grown dim in the sky,
Facing the moon, I stand hesitating, alone.
To whom can I tell my sad thought?
 
The good time will probably never come back again.
In a moment, our parting will be over.
Anxiously, I stopped the car by the roadside,
Hesitating, we hold hands.
 
The clouds above are floating across the sky,
Swiftly, swiftly passing, or blending together.



Petals fall quietly, birds call in the hills.
From now onwards, long must be our parting,
So let us stop once more for a while.
 
Like mountain streams, we part and meet again.
Everything is still,
Except the occasional lonely bark of a dog.
 
 



Night Rain
 
(By Japanese haiku master Kobayashi Issa, translated by Bruce
Lee)
 
I sit through the long night
In the high tower,
And listen to the autumn rain
Outside my window.
 
There is no sound of human life,
Save now and then
A belated traveler hastening by.
 
Through the dark heaven,
A wild goose wings his lonely flight.
In the chill gloom
A cricket calls
The water drips mournfully
From the t'ung trees;
And the blossoms
Flutter sadly
To the rain-soaked earth.
 
Sadness broods
Over the world.
I fear to walk in my garden,



Lest I see
A pair of butterflies
Disporting in the sun
Among the flowers.
 
 



For A Moment
 
For a moment
The surrounding utters no sound.
Time ceases.
The paradise of dreams come true.
 
 



It Is Spring
 
It is spring,
And somewhere in the night
A lute is playing.
It sings of youth and joy,
And love.
 
But what can it mean to me,
When my heart is with you
A thousand li away?
 
 



The Frost
(By Tzu Yeh translated by Bruce Lee)
 
Young man,
Seize every minute
Of your time.
 
The days fly by;
Ere long you too
Will grow old.
 
If you believe me not,
See there, in the courtyard,
How the frost
Glitters white and cold and cruel
On the grass that once was green.
 
Do you not see
That you and I
Are as the branches
Of one tree?
 
With your rejoicing,
Comes my laughter;
With your sadness
Start my tears.
 



Love,
Could life be otherwise
With you and me?
 
 



Since You Left
 
The sun sets low in the west;
The farewell song is over;
We are separating.
 
Leaning on the sandalwood oar I gaze at the water,
Far away, the sky.
Far away, the loved one, far away.
 
Since you left, I know not whether you are far or near,
I only know the colors of nature have paled
And my heart is pent up with infinite yearnings.
 
Leaning upon the single pillow,
I try to conjure up the Land of Dreams where I may seek for you.
Alas! No dreams come, only the dim lamplight fuses with the
shadows.
 
My boat glides down the tranquil river,
Beyond the orchard which borders the bank.
 
I leave you my poems.
Read them.
When the silence of the world possesses you,
Or when you are fretted with disquiet.
 
In order to go rowing in our boat we have waited



For the setting of the sun.
A slight breeze ripples the blue surface
And stirs the water lilies.
 
Along the banks,
Where the cherry blossoms fall like rain,
We watch a glimpse of strolling lovers.
 
Fierce desire pulls me.
I yearn to tell them of passion.
Alas, my boat floats away
At the mercy of the moving current.
My heart looks back in sadness.
 
Two swallows, and two swallows,
Always the swallows fly in couples.
When they see a tower of jade
Or a lacquered Pavilion,
 
One never perches there without the other.
When they find a balustrade of marble
Or a gilded window,
They never separate.
 
Rapidly my boat is gliding down the river,
Under a cloud-strewn sky.
I look into the water;
It is clear as the night.



When the clouds float past the moon,
I see them floating in the river,
And I feel as though I were rowing in the sky.
I think of my beloved
Mirrored so in my heart.
 



 
The Falling Leaf
 
The wind is in high frolic with the rain.
Outside the garden a little yellow leaf
Clinging desperately to its mother branch
 
I pick up the leaf
And put it in the book,
Giving it a home.
 
 



IF by Rudy Kipling
 
(One of Bruce Lee’s favorite American poems…he liked it so much
he had it engraved on a plaque in his home.)
 
If you can keep your head when all about you   
    Are losing theirs and blaming it on you,   
If you can trust yourself when all men doubt you,
    But make allowance for their doubting too;   
If you can wait and not be tired by waiting,
    Or being lied about, don’t deal in lies,
Or being hated, don’t give way to hating,
    And yet don’t look too good, nor talk too wise:
 
 
If you can dream—and not make dreams your master;   
    If you can think—and not make thoughts your aim;   
If you can meet with Triumph and Disaster
    And treat those two impostors just the same;   
If you can bear to hear the truth you’ve spoken
    Twisted by knaves to make a trap for fools,
Or watch the things you gave your life to, broken,
    And stoop and build ’em up with worn-out tools:
 
 
If you can make one heap of all your winnings



    And risk it on one turn of pitch-and-toss,
And lose, and start again at your beginnings
    And never breathe a word about your loss;
If you can force your heart and nerve and sinew
    To serve your turn long after they are gone,   
And so hold on when there is nothing in you
    Except the Will which says to them: ‘Hold on!’
 
 
If you can talk with crowds and keep your virtue,   
    Or walk with Kings—nor lose the common touch,
If neither foes nor loving friends can hurt you,
    If all men count with you, but none too much;
If you can fill the unforgiving minute
    With sixty seconds’ worth of distance run,   
Yours is the Earth and everything that’s in it,   
    And—which is more—you’ll be a Man, my son!
 
 



Invictus by William Ernest Henley
 
(A poem admired in Bruce Lee’s school days while in China, noted
for similarities to his ‘silent flute’ poem, for which he had conceived
an entire movie script.)
 
Out of the night that covers me,
Black as the Pit from pole to pole,
I thank whatever gods may be
For my unconquerable soul.

In the fell clutch of circumstance
I have not winced nor cried aloud.
Under the bludgeonings of chance
My head is bloody, but unbowed.

Beyond this place of wrath and tears
Looms but the Horror of the shade,
And yet the menace of the years
Finds, and shall find, me unafraid.

It matters not how strait the gate,
How charged with punishments the scroll.
I am the master of my fate:
I am the captain of my soul.
 



 



A Parting Thought ‘In my own Process’
By Bruce Lee
 
Any attempt to write a “meaningful” article on how I, Bruce Lee,
feel and think or express myself, is first of all a very difficult task,
because I am still in my own process of learning, constantly
discovering and constantly growing.
 
As though this assignment is not tough enough, I am in the midst
of preparing my next movie, Enter the Dragon, a coproduction
between Concord and Warner Bros., plus another Concord
production, The Game of Death, which is only halfway done.  I
have been busy and occupied with mixed emotions as of late.
 
Of course, this writing can be made less demanding should I allow
myself to indulge in the usual manipulating game of role creation. 
Fortunately for me, my self-knowledge has transcended that, and
I’ve come to understand that life is best to be lived – not to be
conceptualized.  I am happy because I am growing daily and
honestly don’t know where my ultimate limit lies.
 
To be certain, every day there can be a revelation or a new
discovery that I can obtain.  However, the most gratification is yet
to come: to hear another human being say “Hey, now here is
something real!”  Oh I know, I am not called in to write any true
confession, but I do want to be honest, that is the least a human
being can do.



 
Basically, I have always been a martial artist by choice, and an
actor by profession.  But, above all, I am hoping to actualize
myself to be an artist of life along the way.  By martial art, I mean
like any art, it is an unrestricted athletic expression of an individual
soul.  Oh yes, martial art also means daily hermitlike physical
training to upgrade or maintain one’s quality.  However, martial art
is also about unfolding the bare human soul, that is what interests
me.
 
Yes, I have grown quite a bit since the day when I first became a
martial artist and am still growing along the process.  To live is to
express oneself freely in creation.  Creation I must say is not a
fixed something, a solidification.
 
So I hope my fellow martial artists would open up and be
transparently real, and I wish them well in their own process of
finding their cause.
 



 
‘Lost Interview’ Quote:
 
Pierre Berton: “Do you still think of yourself as Chinese, or do
you think of yourself as North American?”
 
Bruce Lee: “You know how I like to think of myself? As a human
being…because, oh I don’t know it sounds like, ah, ask
Confucious…ey… (semi-comical voice) but ‘under the sky, under
the heavens there is but one family.  It just so happen that people are
different.” 
 



 
Quotes and Parables
 
(Some falsely attributed or lifted from Zen masters…)
 
 



“Style concludes.  Man grows.  The human being is more
important than any style.”
 
 



“In the middle of chaos lies opportunity.”
 



“I’m not in this world to live up to your expectations and you’re
not in this world to live up to mine.”
 
 



“Do not pray for an easy life, pray for the strength to endure a
difficult one”
 



“Be like water making its way through cracks. Do not be assertive,
but adjust to the object, and you shall find a way around or
through it. If nothing within you stays rigid, outward things will
disclose themselves.
 
Empty your mind, be formless. Shapeless, like water. If you put
water into a cup, it becomes the cup. You put water into a bottle
and it becomes the bottle. You put it in a teapot, it becomes the
teapot. Now, water can flow or it can crash. Be water, my friend.”
 
 



“Be happy, but never satisfied.”
 



“Mistakes are always forgivable, if one has the courage to admit
them.”
 



“Adapt what is useful, reject what is useless, and add what is
specifically your own.”
 



“A wise man can learn more from a foolish question than a fool can
learn from a wise answer.”
 



“I fear not the man who has practiced 10,000 kicks once, but I fear
the man who had practiced one kick 10,000 times.”
 
 



“If you always put limits on everything you do, physical or
anything else, it will spread into your work and into your life.
There are no limits. There are only plateaus, and you must not
stay there, you must go beyond them.”
 
 



“If you spend too much time thinking about a thing, you'll never
get it done.”
 
 



“The doubters said,
"Man can not fly,"
The doers said,
"Maybe, but we'll try,"
And finally soared
In the morning glow
While non-believers
Watched from below.”
 
 



“To hell with circumstances; I create opportunities.”
 
 



“A goal is not always meant to be reached, it often serves simply
as something to aim at.”
 



“The key to immortality is first living a life worth remembering.”
 



“Don't fear failure. — Not failure, but low aim, is the crime. In
great attempts it is glorious even to fail.”
 



“If you don't want to slip up tomorrow, speak the truth today.”
 
 



“Knowing is not enough, we must apply. Willing is not enough, we
must do.”
 



“It is not a daily increase, but a daily decrease. Hack away at the
inessentials.”
 
 



“Use only that which works, and take it from any place you can
find it.”
 
 



“Not being tense but ready.
Not thinking but not dreaming.
Not being set but flexible.
Liberation from the uneasy sense of confinement.
It is being wholly and quietly alive, aware and alert, ready for
whatever may come.”
 
 



“A quick temper will make a fool of you soon enough.”
 
 



“Notice that the stiffest tree is most easily cracked, while the
bamboo or willow survives by bending with the wind.”
 
 



“The great mistake is to anticipate the outcome of the engagement;
you ought not to be thinking of whether it ends in victory or
defeat. Let nature take its course, and your tools will strike at the
right moment.”
 
 



“Empty your cup so that it may be filled; become devoid to gain
totality.”
 
 



“Forget about winning and losing; forget about pride and pain. Let
your opponent graze your skin and you smash into his flesh; let
him smash into your flesh and you fracture his bones; let him
fracture your bones and you take his life! Do not be concerned
with escaping safely—lay your life before him!!”
 
 



“Always be yourself, express yourself, have faith in yourself, do
not go out and look for a successful personality and duplicate it.”
 
 



“If there is a God, he is within. You don't ask God to give you
things, you depend on God for your inner theme.”
 
 



“For it is easy to criticize and break down the spirit of others, but
to know yourself takes a lifetime.”
 
 



“A good teacher protects his pupils from his own influence.”
 
 



“Take things as they are. Punch when you have to punch. Kick
when you have to kick.”
 
 



“To spend time is to pass it in a specified manner. To waste time is
to expend it thoughtlessly or carelessly. We all have time to either
spend or waste and it is our decision what to do with it. But once
passed, it is gone forever.”
 
 



“If you love life, don't waste time, for time is what life is made up
of.”
 
 



“Be self aware, rather than a repetitious robot”
 
 



“As you think, so shall you become.”
 



 
“Time means a lot to me because you see I am also a learner and am
often lost in the joy of forever developing.”
 
 



“Art calls for complete mastery of techniques, developed by
reflection within the soul.”
 
 



“Using no way as a way, having no limitation as limitation.”
 
 



“The spirit of the individual is determined by his dominating
thought habits.”
 



“Many people dedicate their lives to actualizing a concept of what
they should be like, rather than actualizing themselves.
This difference between self-actualization and self-image
actualization is very important. Most people live only for their
image”
 
 



“Defeat is not defeat unless accepted as a reality-in your own
mind.”
 
 



“The meaning of life is that it is to be lived, and it is not to be
traded and conceptualized and squeezed into a pattern of
systems.”
 
 



“Boards don't hit back.”
 
 



“Don't get set into one form, adapt it and build your own, and let it
grow, be like water.”
 
 



“Showing off is the fool's idea of glory.”
 
 



“The stillness in stillness is not the real stillness; only when there
is stillness in movement does the universal rhythm manifest.”
 
 



“Knowledge will give you power, but character respect.”
 
 



“Life's battles don't always go to the stronger or faster man. But
sooner or later the man who wins, is the man who thinks he can.”
 
 



“Everything you do, if not in a relaxed state will be done at a lesser
level than you are proficient. Thus the tensed expert marksman
will aim at a level less than his/her student.”
 
 



“Ever since I was a child I have had this instinctive urge for
expansion and growth. To me, the function and duty of a quality
human being is the sincere and honest development of one's
potential.”
 
 



“The More we value things, the less we value ourselves”
 
 



“Those who are unaware they are walking in darkness will never
seek the light.”
 
 



“If nothing within you stays rigid, outward things will disclose
themselves. Moving, be like water. Still, be like a mirror. Respond
like an echo. ”
 
 



“Real living is living for others.”
 
 



“Do not deny the classical approach, simply as a reaction, or you
will have created another pattern and trapped yourself there.”
 
 



“All knowledge leads to self-knowledge.”
 
 



“Preparation for tomorrow is hard work today.”
 
 



“The idea is that flowing water never goes stale, so just keep on
flowing.”
 
 



“Obey the principles without being bound by them.”
 
 



“To know oneself is to study oneself in action with another
person.”
 
 



“The successful warrior (—poet?) is the average man, with laser-
like focus.”
 
 



“You cannot force the Now. — But can you neither condemn nor
justify and yet be extraordinarily alive as you walk on? You can
never invite the wind, but you must leave the window open.”
 
 



“The less effort, the faster and more powerful you will be.”
 
 



“Its like a finger pointing away to the moon. Don’t concentrate on
the finger or you will miss all that heavenly glory.”
 
 



“Moving, be like water. Still, be like a mirror. Respond like an
echo.”
 
 



“The world is full of people who are determined to be somebody
or to give trouble. They want to get ahead, to stand out. Such
ambition has no use for a gung fu man, who rejects all forms of
self-assertiveness and competition”
 
 



“Linda and I aren't one and one. We are two halves that make a
whole—two halves fitted together are more efficient than either
half would ever be alone!”
 
 



“The possession of anything begins in the mind.”
 
 



“If you think a thing is impossible, you'll only make it
impossible.”
 
 



“The word "superstar" is an illusion.”
 



“To me, the extraordinary aspect of martial arts lies in its
simplicity. The easy way is also the right way, and martial arts is
nothing at all special; the closer to the true way of martial arts, the
less wastage of expression there is.”
 
 



“Take no thought of who is right or wrong or who is better than.
Be not for or against.”
 



“Water is fearless.”
 
 



“The consciousness of self is the greatest hindrance to the proper
execution of all physical action.”
 



“All fixed set patterns are incapable of adaptability or pliability.
The truth is outside of all fixed patterns.”
 



“As long as I can remember I feel I have had this great creative and
spiritual force within me that is greater than faith, greater than
ambition, greater than confidence, greater than determination,
greater than vision. It is all these combined. My brain becomes
magnetized with this dominating force which I hold in my hand.”
 



“Man, the living creature, the creating individual, is always more
important than any established style or system.”
 



“In Buddhism, there is no place for using effort. Just be ordinary
and nothing special. Eat your food, move your bowels, pass water
and when you're tired go and lie down. The ignorant will laugh at
me, but the wise will understand.”
 



“It is compassion rather than the principle of justice which can
guard us against being unjust to our fellow men.”
 



“...if you always put limits on what you can do, physical or
anything else, it’ll spread over into the rest of your life. It’ll spread
into your work, into your morality, into your entire being. There
are no limits. There are plateaus, but you must not stay there, you
must go beyond them. If it kills you, it kills you. A man must
constantly exceed his level.”
 



“Don't get set into one form, adapt it and build your own, and let it
grow, be like water. Empty your mind, be formless, shapeless —
like water.”
 



“Because one does not want to be disturbed, to be made uncertain,
he establishes a pattern of conduct, of thought, a pattern of
relationship to man etc. Then he becomes a slave to the pattern and
takes the pattern to be the real thing.”
 



“Set patterns, incapable of adaptability, of pliability, only offer a
better cage. Truth is outside of all patterns.”
 



“Don't think. FEEL. It's like a finger pointing at the moon. Do not
concentrate on the finger, or you will miss all of the heavenly
glory.”
 



“Be like water making its way through cracks.
Do not be assertive but adjust to the object and you shall find a
way round it or through it.
If nothing within you stays rigid outward things will disclose
themselves.
Moving be like water.
Still be like a mirror.
Respond like an echo.”
 
 



“If you follow the classical pattern, you are understanding the
routine, the tradition, the shadow—you are not understanding
yourself.”
 



“If I tell you I'm good, probably you will say I'm boasting. But if I
tell you I'm not good, you'll know I'm lying.”
 



“...we have more faith in what we imitate than in what we
originate. We cannot derive a sense of absolute certitude from
anything which has its roots in us. The most poignant sense of
insecurity comes from standing alone and we are not alone when
we imitate. It is thus with most of us; we are what other people
say we are. We know ourselves chiefly by hearsay.”
 



“The man who is really serious, with the urge to find out what
truth is, has no style at all. He lives only in what is.”
 



“I'm moving and not moving at all. I'm like the moon underneath
the waves that ever go on rolling and rocking. It is not, "I am doing
this," but rather, an inner realization that "this is happening
through me," or "it is doing this for me." The consciousness of self
is the greatest hindrance to the proper execution of all physical
action.”
 



“Bring the mind into sharp focus and make it alert so that it can
immediately intuit truth, which is everywhere. The mind must be
emancipated from old habits, prejudices, restrictive thought
processes and even ordinary thought itself.”
 



“Relationship is understanding. It is a process of self-revelation.
Relationship is the mirror in which you discover yourself—to be is
to be related.”
 



“Effort within the mind furthers limits the mind, because effort
implies struggle towards a goal and when you have a goal, a
purpose, an end in view, you have placed a limit on the mind.”
 



“There is no mystery about my style. My movements are simple,
direct and non-classical. The extraordinary part of it lies in its
simplicity. Every movement in Jeet Kune-Do is being so of itself.
There is nothing artificial about it. I always believe that the easy
way is the right way.”
 



“In order to control myself I must first accept myself by going
with and not against my nature.”
 



“Having totality means being capable of following "what is,"
because "what is" is constantly moving and constantly changing. If
one is anchored to a particular view, one will not be able to follow
the swift movement of "what is.”
 



“Satori—in the awakening from a dream: Awakening and self-
realization and seeing into one's own being—these are
synonymous.”
 
 



“...good technique includes quick changes, great variety and speed.
It may be a system of reversals much like a concept of God and the
Devil. In the speed of events, which one is really in charge?...to put
the heart of martial arts in your own heart and have it be a part of
you means total comprehension and the use of a free style. When
you have that you will know that there are no limits.”
 
 



“The original founder of a style started out with hypothesis.  But
now it has become gospel truth, and people who go into that
become the product of it.  It doesn’t matter how you are, who you
are, how you are structured, how you are built or how you are
made…it doesn’t matter.  You just go in there and be that product. 
And that, to me, is not right.
 
 



“To express oneself honestly, not lying to oneself—that, my
friend, is very hard to do.
 
 



Be pliable.  When man is living he is soft and pliable; when he is
dead he becomes rigid.  Pliability is life; rigidity is death, whether
one speaks of body, mind or spirit.
 
 



“Willpower: recognizing that the power of will is the supreme
court over all other departments of mind, I will exercise daily when
I need the urge to act for any purpose; and will form habits
designed to bring the power of my will into action at least once
daily.
 
 



“To me, defeat in anything is only temporary, and its punishment
is but an urge for me to exert greater effort to achieve my goal. 
Defeat simply tells me that something is wrong in my doing; it is a
path leading to success and truth.”
 
 



“Once I slow down because I think I have reached my peak, then
my skills will go nowhere but down.”
 
 



“Learning is definitely not mere imitation, nor is it the ability to
accumulate and regurgitate fixed knowledge.  Learning is a constant
process of discovery—a process without end.”
 
 



“Conscience: recognizing that my emotions often err in their over-
enthusiasm, and my faculty of reason often is without the warmth
of feeling that is necessary to enable me to combine justice with
mercy in my judgments, I will encourage my conscience to guide
me as to what is right and wrong, but I will never set aside the
verdict it renders, no matter what may be the cost of carrying them
out.”
 
 



“I don’t know what is the meaning of death but I am not afraid to
die—and I go on, nonstop, going forward.  Even though I, Bruce
Lee, may die some day without fulfilling all my ambitions, I will
have no regrets.  I did what I wanted to do and what I’ve done, I’ve
done with sincerity and to the best of my ability.  You can’t expect
much more from life.”
 
 



“Art is really the expression of the self.”
 
 



“Subconscious mind: Re-organizing the influence of my
subconscious mind over my power of will, I shall take care to
submit to it a clear and definite picture of my major purpose in life
and all minor purposes leading to my main purpose, and I shall
keep this picture constantly before my subconscious mind by
repeating it daily.”
 
 



“A martial artist is a human being first.  Just as nationalities have
nothing to do with one’s humanity, so they have nothing to do
with martial arts.”
 
 



“The great mistake is to anticipate the outcome of the engagement;
you ought not to be thinking of whether it ends in victory or
defeat.  Let nature take its course, and your tools will strike at the
right moment.”
 
 



“The problem is the answer—understanding the problem dissolves
the problem.”
 
 



“Not being tense but ready; not thinking yet not dreaming; not
being set but flexible—it is being wholly and quietly alive, aware
and alert, ready for whatever may come.
 
 



“We are told that talent creates its own opportunities.  Yet it
sometimes seems that intense desires creates not only its own
opportunities but its own talents as well.”
 
 



“Self-actualization is the important thing.  And my personal
message to people is that I hope they will go toward self
actualization rather than self-image actualization. I hope they will
search within themselves for honest expression.”
 
 



“Life itself is your teacher, and you yourself are in a state of
constant learning.”
 
 



“Remember, my friend, to enjoy your planning as well as your
accomplishment, for life is too short for negative energy.”
 
 



“What we are after is the root and not the branches.  The root is
the real knowledge; the branches are surface knowledge.  Real
knowledge breeds “body feel” and personal expression; surface
knowledge breeds mechanical conditioning and imposing limitation
and squelches creativity.”
 
 



“The past is no more; the future is not yet.  Nothing exists except
the here and now.  Our grand business is not to see what lies dimly
at a distance, but to do what lies clearly at hand.”
 
 



“Anxiety is tremendous excitement held, bottled up.”
 
 



“If every man would help his neighbor, no man would be without
help.”
 
 



“Be a practical dreamer, backed by action.”
 
 



“It is not a shame to be knocked down by other people.  The
important thing is to ask when your being knocked down, “Why
am I being knocked down?” If a person can reflect in this way, then
there is hope for the person.”
 
 



“To change with change is the changeless state.”
 
 



“Realizing that my emotions are both positive and negative, I will
form daily habits which will encourage the development of the
positive emotions and aid me in converting the negative emotions
into some form of useful action.”
 
 



“You will never get any more out of life than you expect.  Every
man today is the result of his thoughts yesterday.”
 
 



“Research your own experience; absorb what is useful, reject what
is useless and add what is essentially your own.”
 
 



“When I have listened to my mistakes, I have grown.”
 
 



“Life is wide, limitless—there is no border, no frontier.”
 
 



“Who has the most insecure job as I have?  What do I live on?  My
faith in my ability that I’ll make it.”
 
 



“Be proficient in your field as well as in harmony among fellow
men.”
 
 



“What is true stillness?  Stillness in motion.”
 
 



“Voidness is that which stands right in the middle between this and
that. The void is all-inclusive, having no opposite—there is nothing
which it excludes or opposes. It is living void, because all forms
come out of it and whoever realizes the void is filled with life and
power and the love of all beings.”
 



“We do not live for; we simply live.”
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