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AN EXERCISE IN DISCOVERY: 
My Experience at the 14th Sakyadhita International Conference on Buddhist Women 

 
Indonesia 2015 

 
 My name is Quang Vo Uy (Linda Elder), a Buddhist in the Zen tradition 
(Vietnamese and Korean) and Dharma Teacher Trainee, from Hamilton, Ontario.  
Last fall, I learned of an opportunity to receive a scholarship from Sakyadhita 
Canada designed to facilitate travel to the 14th International Conference in 
Indonesia in June of this year.  To my delight, I was awarded one of two 
scholarships and subsequently headed off to Yogyakarta with 3 companions from 
my area (Hamilton and Kitchener, Ontario).  I THANK ALL MEMBERS OF 
SAKYADHITA CANADA FOR THEIR PART IN MAKING THIS POSSIBLE. 
 
 I was so very impressed by the number of participants (close to 1,000) 
and their diversity.  Women and men from all over the world were in attendance – 
monastics, scholars, academics, activists, photographers, performers, 
volunteers, students, and to my surprise, many non-Buddhists.  In fact, many of 
the people I spoke with during the 12 days in Yogyakarta turned out to be non-
Buddhists.  I’ll take a leap and say that this is a testament to the value of the 
Dharma, in that so many people are drawn to a conference run by, and for, 
“daughters of the Buddha,” and yet are not Buddhist. 
 
 Also impressive was the variety and depth of the research put forth by 
academics speaking to the theme of “Compassion and Social Justice.”  Sitting in 
the shade, with an ever-present breeze to freshen everyone, I found myself 
alternately engrossed and restless, owing to the fact that I struggle to hear 
material presented by those with non-English accents (a quirk of mine).  When I 
discovered that all papers presented were included in a large booklet made 
available at the beginning of the conference, I felt free to cease struggling to 
hear, knowing that I could catch up at a later point.  That being said, I considered 
myself lucky that all papers were presented in English.  (There were several 
volunteers on-site to translate into many other languages for the benefit of all 
participants.) 
 
 This allowed me to wander quite a bit, exploring, meditating, taking in the 
beauty of our surroundings, and observing the natural environment.  I have 
photos of horses drawing buggies, oxen and their carts, many free-roaming cats, 
dogs, birds, lizards, snakes, as well as photos of animals caged at both the 
conference site hotel (Sambi) and our hotel down the road (Griya Persada).  I 
was compelled to write a letter to the Manager of my hotel, requesting that they 
provide larger enclosures.  Many of the animals were in very small cages.  If ever 
I’m in a similar setting, I have resolved to patronize hotels that do not display, for 
the amusement of us humans, animals in cages.  A little animal justice advocacy, 
perhaps. 
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 One day I wandered up the road toward Mount Merapi, one of the worlds 
most active, and one of sixteen, Decade Volcanoes.  Trudging on, hoping to get 
that amazing photo of my first in-person view of an active volcano, I came within 
20 or so kilometres, and did get some nice pics.  But this little jaunt paled in 
comparison to the view of the volcano from mid-way up Borobudur.  Mount 
Merapi and Mount Merbabu, side by side, provided the perfect nadir for the rising 
sun.  Gasps were heard as people turned to witness the perfection.  The only 
thing that topped that was the sound of hundreds of people meditating at the top 
of Borobudur    ….    no words. 
 
 The following day, visiting more temples in the region, a profound and 
ironic moment came when a woman, without any clothes, was visible to us, 
reclined, in the same position as the iconic Buddha, on the sidewalk across from 
us on a very busy road.  I worried, asked others, including locals, how we could 
help.  Was she dying?  Sick?  Abandoned by her community? 
 

I reasoned that any effort on my part to help her would be fraught with 
obstacles, and might, in fact, do more harm than good.  It was a choice point 
moment.  I still don’t know whether inaction or action was the right course.  I think 
about her almost every day and wonder what was her plight.  I had compassion – 
but was unskilled in enacting social justice.  Good name for a conference. 

 
A trip not to be forgotten, I feel very blessed to have had this opportunity.  

The next conference is in 2017 in Hong Kong, and with any luck, I will make my 
way there as well, with maitrī and karu�ā for all sentient beings. 
 


