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SPOKEN BY THE ABBOT HENG LYU IN THE BUDDHA HALL OF THE CITY OF TEN THOUSAND BUDDHAS
ON THE EVENING OF FRIDAY, MARCH 8, 2002
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Venerable Master, Dharma Masters, Good Advisors!

I came up to report to everyone that our old friend Bob passed
away at ten o’clock this morning. Two days ago, a physician in the
Veterans Hospital in San Francisco notified Roger Kellerman that
Bob’s condition was worsening and that he might pass away on
Wednesday. Roger went down that morning to the Veterans Hospi-
tal, and the Dharma Masters from Gold Mountain Monastery also
went to recite for him. However, Bob didn’t die yesterday or the
day before yesterday, so Roger returned last night.

At noon today I was in the International Translation Institute
(ITT)and received news of his passing. None of our people were
there, and when Guo Du Wei and I reached the hospital at around
2:10, his body had already been sent to the freezer. I asked the nurse
if we could recite the Buddha’s name near his body, and the nurse
agreed. After making arrangements with the undertaker’s morgue,
she found a woman to take us to the basement. She unlocked the
freezer and said, “I’'m afraid to go in. You may go in by yourselves
and find the body you want.” We went in and saw assorted large
bags. How could we tell who was in them? The bags had labels with
names written on them, but they were not very clear. We thought,
“Well, that really big, tall body must be Bob.” So we pushed that
cart outside.

In the hallway outside the freezer, I wondered, “Is that really
Bob? Let’s open the bag and take a look.” The zipper started at the
bottom of the bag, so when we started unzipping we saw the feet
instead of the face. Inch by inch we unzipped, wondering, “Is this
Bob’s body? Will his face be contorted in pain?” Luckily, it was him.
His eyes and mouth were half opened. There was no expression of
pain on his face. We began reciting the Buddha’s name.

There was no place to sit, so we reciting standing up. It was very
dark and cold, and my legs cramped up twice as I stood there. We
recited the Buddha’s name from 2:20 to 6:20 p.m. Considering that
it was eight hours from 10:00 a.m. when he died to 6:00 p.m., I
thought that was enough and returned.
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We returned his body to the freezer along with a Buddha-recita-

tion machine. I noticed then that his eyes and mouth had mostly
closed, and his face looked very peaceful.

As for the Buddha-recitation machine, 1 recall that this week Bob
had asked Bhikshu Heng Tsung Shr, who often visited him, to send
him six recitation machines. Why did he want six? He wanted to give
them to people in the hospital, who enjoyed hearing the recitation
of the Buddha’s name. However, when I put the recitation machine
in the freezer, I forgot to consider whether the next person who
went in would be scared and wonder why that sound was coming
from the freezer?

I know everyone misses Bob, because he has deep affinities with
us. He was very conscientious in doing his work at the City. He
was 74 but still did very heavy, physical work, taking care of the
grounds and of the whole City. We don’t need to do a very formal
ceremony, but everyone can transfer the merit from the good deeds
you do, in the hope that he will be reborn in the Western Pure Land
of Ultimate Bliss.

Bob’s daughter will arrange a funeral for him and they will do
their own cremation. Bob wanted his ashes to be scattered over
Wonderful Enlightenment Mountain, but I think we ought to respect
his daughter’s wishes. We will comply with whatever arrangements

she makes.

[Editor’s note: In the end, after noon on Sunday, April 7, Bob’s ashes
were scattered at the base of Wonderful Enlightenment Mountain
in the City of Ten Thousand Buddhas. Bob took refuge on Sunday,
May 31, 1998, the day of the Ceremony for Anniversary of Vener-
able Master Hua’s Nirvana, at the City of Ten Thousand Buddhas.

His Dharma name was Chin Hao.]
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