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Nothing can top
Masters on the Mountain

O

(Except my backyard.)

ur special designated training camp in May
near Denver was really a grand weekend. It
pleased me for the efforts from all of the participants. Our representation from Scandinavia
was a charm, and with the participation from
other members that came out of Chicago, Wisconsin, Baton
Rouge and Colorado, it was an intense week of training. The
Scandinavians came to train and never felt like quitting.
That is what I always had appreciated those who are from
Norway and Sweden. Everybody was equal as practitioners
and individuals. No one on earth had really mastered anything, only through an imaginative response of thinking,
maybe he feels that he did.
Unfortunately during the course of training came also
misfortunate accidents, that some of our members had to
experience. I hope those who had to experience the most of
unfortunate circumstances are recovering well.
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Sam Edwards – it was great having him
aboard, and he was making a documentary
for Masters on the Mountains about how
geezers can stay healthy and stronger. (Congratulations Sam for your winnings of the
Film Festival Awards, some of which include
representation by our family of practitioners...) Sam is highly respected by me for his
hard labor and always remaining my long
lasting friend.
Masters on the Mountains happens in the
Sierras every April, and is always deep in
my consideration as an event I never like to
miss. For the many events Sam has staged,
this needs a reward by itself for the human
expressions of happy practice – that martial
arts is just for fun.
Most of the times many come to share
wisdom and knowledge to make each special
event a brilliant charm to watch or partici-

pate in. I am happy to be just there and be
around Sam and other friends. The team of
individuals who are harmonious in making
Masters on the Mountains each time a success have my greatest respect. I consider
them a treasure for the many hours in planning and dedicated efforts. Sam somehow
always is able to pull great events off with
flying colors.
The last event of Masters on the Mountains
was though a bit of a disappointment to me,
due to circumstances that some of my usual
attending instructors were unable to make
the journey to Truckee. Other members were
tangled up by unforeseen work schedules
that at the last minute were unable to come.
Lucky for us we had James Painter to lead
Masters with grace and tact. To me James is
always the very best of teachers I ever could
bear witness to see, as he works as a caring
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soul in spirit. Guru Painter is very much
apart from others. He is professionally speaking highly skilled and very caring not to hurt
anyone who he is training. That can not be
said of others I knew, who only like to be
noticed for being the masters of something.
I am truly a happy camper not to see any
masters at Masters on the Mountains who
only dazzled or show their true colors of
arrogance as participants.
At so called greater events by others it can
easy be noticed with the well dressed up situated figures for masters
who like to be pampered
so that everybody has to
bow to them. My reason
for having quit all those
bizarre martial associations as martial associates
for being unable to stand
the pressure of being
around those masters
who are looking spit and polished. Pretty
good practitioners as humans, but I’ve seen
more and better skills with monkeys in trees
and in the zoo. None can compare with the
speed of a cheetah or the playful bite of a
lion.
This is why I rather stay simple, practical
and use a lots of common sense not to be
a master. I have many skills but remain a
master of none.
My old friend, and former student, Rocky
Twichel, and his son came. They brought
with them a Philippine stick fighting expert

with great skills to enlighten us at Masters
in April Rocky showed good Silat skills and
pleased me for his devotion to practice.
Cosme Castanieto reminded us of the other
realities that make up our physical existence.
He has Taoist manner that is comforting and
easy to accept. Eugene Robinson exposed us
to all the lethal tricks of the trade in MMA
confrontation. Darca Nicholson as always
reminded practitioners of the ways their
bodies can relax even under stress. As always
Roger Sadlo and John Bright taught from
the Sierra Foothills. Santiago Terrases brought
super heavyweight cage
fighting skills to even
the least likely with his
humor and unlikely
skills
Overall, it was excellent
job and my many thanks
to all who made Masters on the Mountains
in Truckee a high successful event.
Again my many thanks for Sam Edwards,
Frank Broadhead and others who made Masters on the Mountains in April a wonderful
event to attend. Look forward for more Masters on the Mountains in the future. There
is no martial event in the United States
like our Masters on the Mountains with its
motto of playing martial arts for the fun of
it.
Salam to peace,
Bapak Willem de Thouars
The Magus of Denver 
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MEETING
OF THE
MINDLESS
An excerpt from the upcoming book
by Chuck Stahmann
The year was 1978, and I was training under
Randall Goodwin, who was teaching me
Okinawate and Tae Kwon Do. Randall’s’
Okinawate teacher was one Earl Alston. Earl
was a huge man, six foot three or four, and I
would estimate that he weighed in at around
400 pounds, most of which appeared to be
rolls of fat. The first time I saw him, I was
confused.
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I said to Randall, “What the hell? I
thought you had to be in really good shape
to be a good martial artist!” Randall just
laughed, saying, “Yeah, why don’t you go
tell that to Earl?” I am so glad that I decided
against that particular course of action. It
turns out that, among other things, Earl had
been a student of the great Ed Parker, and
was known to have kicked the crap out of a
number of prominent martial artists.
I could probably fill a book with tales
of Earls’ ass kickings, but this story concerns
a friend and training partner of Earls’, a man
he referred to as “little Bill” or “skinny Bill.”
Next to Earl, of course, anyone was skinny
and little, so when he told us about this little
guy throwing him headfirst into a rose bush,
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I found it hard to visualize. We all (Randall
and students) started to become curious
about this guy. He practiced an art I had
never heard of at the time, something called
“Silat.”
Our training sessions usually took
place in a park in downtown Denver, Colo.
Randall lived in a kind of rough section of
town, and while walking to the park in our
Karate uniforms, we would occasionally
be taunted by guys hanging out of second
story windows. “Hey, you don’t need that
kung-fu shit!” yelled one guy. “Just get you
one a these!” he said, waving his .45 out the
window.
Other times we were approached by
the prostitutes on Colfax—”Hey, can y’all
spend at least forty dollahs apiece?” No
thanks.
One day at the park Randall introduced us to a friend of his at the time. “He
trained with that ‘little Bill’ guy,” he said.
Randall asked the guy to do a little light
sparring with us students. When my turn
came up for a round, the guy was basically just moving around and letting me try
things.
Yet, in spite of the fact that he was
taking it easy, his upper arm began to swell
up and turn black.
“Hey, dude, something’s the matter
with your arm!” I told him, alarmed at its
appearance. It looked to be full of knotty,
black bruises. He looked down at his arm,
saying, “Yeah, I guess I’d better rest it.”
“What the hell happened to it?” I ask.
He sighs. “I tried to surprise my teacher,” he
tells me.

I asked how he tried to surprise him. “Well,”
he says, “he was showing me a technique
against a punch, and I tried to nail him with
the other hand, just to see what he would
do.” “So what did he do?” “Stabbed me in
the arm with 2 fingers,” he said. I look down
at his arm. “That’s a hell of a lot of bruising
for 2 fingers!” I observe. “Oh, they’re not
bruises,” he tells me. “They’re blood clots.”
I stare dumbly, not comprehending.
“It was a ‘Dim Mak’ strike,” he explains.
“Delayed death touch. The clots started three
weeks later, just like he said they would.”
Well, if we were curious about this guy
before, the curiosity now became a raging
obsession to find out all we could about this
guy and his art, and to try to find a way to
become students of his. Although we had
been told that ‘little Bill’ was not currently
accepting students to his three in the morning classes, Randall immediately began
forming a plan to meet this man and get
accepted as a student.
An obsessive martial artist, Randall
was (and still is, I believe) extremely stubborn and persistent, and when he puts his
mind to accomplishing something, he usually found a way to get it done. Randall
found out from Earl that, “little Bill” would
be demonstrating his Silat at a seminar the
next weekend, and he was determined to
meet the man and get accepted as his student.
His plan was to learn two of “little
Bills’’ forms, and perform them in front of
the man to show how much he desired to
become a student. I thought he was crazy.
The forms I had seen looked extremely dif-
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ficult, mostly because they were so different
from the motions that we were already practicing. There were lots of very low stances
and sweeps, combined with jumping and
high kicks.
To learn two of these forms in a week
seemed an impossible proposition. Randall
trained like a madman all week, and we
students couldn’t wait for the seminar to
happen. Time went by as slowly as the week
before Christmas for a six year old.

NEXT—THE
SEMINAR
That next weekend, we got to the seminar
early. There were about 20 or 30 martial
artists milling around, the easiest to spot
being big Earl. We walked up to the group
of people surrounding Earl. Earl looks at us
and winks, saying, “You are what you eat,”
as he proceeds to stuff a whole Twinkie into
his mouth. A Twinkie. What the hell? I still
couldn’t figure this guy out.
We were introduced to the instructors
who would be demonstrating their art, and
the man who Earl referred to as “little Bill”
now became known to us as Mr. Willem de
Thouars. A friend of Mr. de Thouars was to
perform first, a man named Tony Martinez.
Mr. Martinez was a third degree black belt
under Ed Parker at the time, and his demonstration was really impressive.
He wore a crisp white uniform that
snapped and popped with his quick hand
combinations, and he showed how the form
that he demonstrated could be utilized in
NIRVANA THROUGH IMPACT

a variety of self-defense scenarios. He had
exceptionally smooth stick and knife disarms, and I remember thinking, “Wow! I
wouldn’t want to follow this guys demo!”
I also began to worry that Mr. de Thouars
wouldn’t be, as he wore no uniform, but
instead looked to be dressed for a business
meeting.
He had on a starched white shirt,
black dress slacks, and gleamingly polished
dress shoes. “Well damn,” I thought, “maybe
he’s just going to talk about his art.” Then
he was introduced. There wasn’t much talk.
About his art, he uttered one sentence—
”This is not tournament technique.” His
next words were direct at his students; “Phillip! Steve! George! Attack!”
All three attack at once, and two are
immediately on the ground, one single sweep
having taken both of them down. The third
has his arm bent over Mr. de Thouars’ knee,
his elbow looking like it is a half-inch away
from dislocation.
They all get up and attack again, and
within two seconds, all are down again, this
time with two students’ arms bent over Mr.
de Thouars’ knee as he stood there in a perfect horse stance.
I couldn’t even tell you what he did
to get them there, because he moved too fast
for me to see what the hell he was doing. My
impression was of a blur of motion punctuated by the staccato sound of slaps and
strikes as he tortured his students. He hit
them so many times in such a short space of
time that it must have felt like getting shot
by a machine gun.
To say that I was stunned would be
6

an understatement. Up until that point,
every demonstration I had ever seen involved
the demonstrator tell his “opponents” what
to attack with. “Give me a front kick,” or
“Throw a punch,” they would say, and they
would then proceed to tell you how they
would defend against such an attack. Mr. de
Thouars wasn’t telling you what he would
do, he was just doing it.
Unscripted, totally spontaneous, and
yet ridiculously precise. Next, he says to his
students, “Weapons!” His students dutifully
grab from an arsenal of weapons piled up in
the corner and immediately attack. After torturing and disarming them all with another
mesmerizing display of martial skill, Mr. de
Thouars suddenly seems dissatisfied with the
intensity level of his students’ efforts.
“More realistic!” he snarls. “Phillip!
Attack realistic!” Phillips is armed with a
Tjabang, or Sai.
This weapon has a long center spike
with two short spikes on the side of that.

Phillips stabs, and as Mr. de Thouars disarms
and immobilized him, I swear I see one of
the short spikes tar clean through his forearm. But no, it must have been an illusion,
or surely he would have flinched, or at least
have had a millisecond of hesitation in his
technique.
He continued to have his students
attack with weapons, and I began to notice
splashes of blood on the white t-shirts of his
students.
Twenty minutes later he concludes
his demonstration, and now that he is standing still, I can see that his arm is soaked
with blood from the elbow down, audibly
dripping on the linoleum floor. “The point,
gentleman, is realism.
If I hesitate and acknowledge the
injury, that is when the man kills me. As
I said, this is not tournament technique,”
he concludes. He then went off and got 18
stitches in his arm. 

I thought he was
crazy. The forms I had
seen looked extremely
difficult, mostly because
they were so different
from the motions
that we were already
practicing.
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ritten in the unmistakable
voice of Kun Tao Silat
master Willem de Thouars,
A Journey Through Time is
an autobiographical reflection of de Thouars’s
combined lifetime passion for martial arts,
history and philosophy.
The reader comes away with a richer
understanding of the origins of Willem de
Thouars’s style of Kun Tao Silat. A Journey
Through Time represents the bounty of what
life has taught de Thouars, including his
devotion to the natural world, which is joyfully
depicted in his animal illustrations found
throughout the book.
About the Author
Willem de Thouars’s skills as Kun Tao Silat
master and teacher have made him a sought
after instructor at international martial arts
seminars. Originally from Indonesia, he has
lived in the United States since 1960. He
currently resides in Denver, Colorado, with his
wife Joyce.
Paperback: 191 pages
Publisher: Eureka Productions
Price: $14.99 U.S.

Bob-cat in the trap
Is my mind in a bind
And that my man I said
So what if I see red
And can’t keep my feet on the
ground
It proves I’m not dead
And at least I’ve found
That what I feel is the seal
Of my soul even if slightly soiled
But what the heck don’t fret
I’ll get it all together
And mind and soul will step
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