Bodhi Mirror

"y

P PR S AT PP T AR TR R

Mifthzle - BLEYUS 1

RVESTVA - ISE T

“TELL HIM TO COME; HE'LL GET WELL":
IN MeMORY OF MY FATHER, SHRAMANERA HENG WEI SHI
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Venerable Master and all fellow cultivators:

Last year (1994) and this year (1995) were two unusual years in my
life; last year my father passed away, and this year, the father of my
Dharma body [the Venerable Master| passed away. But last year when
my biological father, Heng Wei Shi, passed on, I was filled with the joy
of the Dharma. I think the Venerable Master gave me that joy last year
because he helped Heng Wei Shi pass away in a very peaceful and auspi-
cious manner; in fact, there were auspicious signs. At that time, I was
in the United States and I received an urgent phone message from my
family that my father was about to pass away so I should return home. I
stayed very calm and composed. One of my Dharma sisters went to ask
the Venerable Master about the matter, and he only spoke one sentence,
“It is okay for her to go back.” So I did.

On my third day back at home, my father passed away. Prior to his
passing, my younger brother spoke to me, “You must tell Heng Wei Shi
that when he is preparing to go, if people recite Amitabha’s name, it is
the same as reciting the Venerable Master’s name.” He added, “Father
has faith only in the Venerable Master.” I told Heng Wei Shi, “Reciting
Amitabha’s name is the same as reciting the Venerable Master’s name.
If people come to help you recite, they will only recite Amitabha’s name
and not the Venerable Master’s name. But you should think of it as be-
ing the same as reciting the Venerable Master’s name.” He nodded and
told me that he had dreamt that he was walking behind the Venerable
Master who was wearing a red precept sash.

When my father was in the final stages of his illness, he was very weak
yet felt no pain. My mother commented, “It is because your Venerable
Master helped him. Otherwise, how could someone so ill feel no pain
at all?” The morning that he was to pass away, everything seemed fine.
Originally the hospital did not allow us to recite for him. But we spoke
with the hospital director, hoping that he would grant us permission to
recite for my father in the hospital. According to hospital regulations,
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after a patient passes away, he or she must be immediately removed from
the sickroom. In this case, the hospital director consented, provided that
we move from a double to a single occupancy room. That afternoon,
we had an opportunity to move to a suitable single room. The hospital
director pretended not to notice and allowed us to recite from five
o’clock in the evening, when Heng Wei Shi died, till seven o’clock the
next morning when the body was removed from the sick room.

I still remember Heng Wei Shi doing morning recitation that day lying
on his bed. At noon, he also did the Meal Offering Ceremony, as he did
every day. This had been his usual practice ever since his second visit
to the City of Ten Thousand Buddhas in 1989. By this time, he could
not hold the Daily Recitation Handbook himself, and so I had to hold it
for him. In fact, his yellow Recitation Handbook from the City of Ten
Thousand Buddhas had turned black from constant use. However, he
could not recite, but only glance at it, and after a while he said in a weak
voice, “Okay, I've finished the meal offering!” In the afternoon, he passed
away very serenely. Two or three days afterwards, his body still remained
soft especially compared to normal people. In fact, to my surprise many
sharira were found after his cremation. “Why are there so many sharira?”
Afterwards, my family told me, “If you had not come back, he would
not have gone so peacefully.” I deeply believe that this is all due to the
Venerable Master’s practice of filiality. Not only did our teacher practice
filial respect personally, he also helps his disciples and other people to
practice filial piety. If the Master had not said, “It is okay for her to go
back,” then I would not have gone back. But the Master knew that if 1
had not gone back, my father would not have passed away in a peaceful
and auspicious manner. With that one sentence, the Master helped me
to practice filial piety.

Now I will go back to ten years ago, to the winter of 1985 when
Dharma Master Haideng came to the City of Ten Thousand Buddhas to
visit the Venerable Master. Just a few days ago, at the DRBA Main Office,
I came across a photograph which moved me very much. It was a picture
of the Venerable Master kneeling on the side very respectfully with his
palms together while Dharma Master Haideng gave a sutra lecture. The
Venerable Master was extremely sincere and reverent. During Dharma
Master Haideng’s visit, the Venerable Master was extremely busy, so
his hair had grown long, I remember it was during a Chan session, but
the Venerable Master took us out of the Chan Hall to the former Gold
Mountain Monastery on Fifteenth Street because it was a rare occasion
to have Dharma Master Haideng come to visit, so the Master wanted
to take advantage of the opportunity to teach us.

I remember hearing a tape of Dharma Master Haideng telling the
Venerable Master’s disciples, “None of you know who your teacher actu-
ally is, but I do.” His underlying meaning was that the Venerable Master
is certainly not an ordinary person; yet we don’t even know enough to
cherish him. The Master also told us then, “You should cherish what
you have.” During Dharma Master Haideng’s visit, I was very busy. It
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was during this time that I received an urgent message from my family
saying that my father had cancer. They hoped that I could go back to
take care of him. To be honest, I was very scared because my family
had not responded favorably to my coming to the City of Ten Thou-
sand Buddhas in order to leave home. My mother had not agreed with
my decision but my father gave me the money to make the trip here.
However, after that, my mother and father were never happy, and my
father suffered a lot of blame.

My family did not know that I had left the home-life. After some
time, my cousin came to visit, and upon seeing me, she said in surprise,
“You’ve left home! Your father would die of high blood pressure if he
saw you.” I did not know how to face this situation, so I turned to the
Venerable Master for help. He let me bring my cousin to K building
where he received guests, and he talked to my cousin. Then my cousin
asked me, “How long has it been since you left the home-life” I replied,
“Just a short while.” In fact, I had left home for quite some time by then,
but I dared not say so. I glanced at the Venerable Master, hoping that
he would cooperate with me on this lie, but he remained silent. After
my cousin left, the Venerable Master said to me, “You cannot lie. Lying
really harms your inherent nature.” That was a very good lesson for me.
We should all realize that we cannot see the traces of a lie; nonetheless,
it injures our inherent nature.

Now that my father was sick, I dared not go back because I was really
scared. Even though the Venerable Master had said, “She can go back
if she wants to,” I said, “No! I would only cry if I went back. I'd be
of no use at all. I cannot go back.” The Venerable Master said, “Okay!
Then you can stay. You must recite Guanyin Bodhisattva’s name.”
Even though it was the middle of a Chan session, I recited Guanyin
Bodhisattva’s name, and also the Great Compassionate Mantra. I do not
know if it had any effect because I was very worried and under a great
deal of pressure. Why? Because my father had suffered a lot of hardship
over the fact that I had left home at the City of Ten Thousand Buddhas.
I felt very guilty. If my father passed away, I would be indebted to my
family; furthermore, my family would not be able to accept it. I recited
Guanyin Bodhisattva’s name, but my mind was still confused.

After Dharma Master Haideng left, one day I was working in the
kitchen in what is now Daoyuan Hall. The Venerable Master was on
his inspection round. He paused and sat down to talk to me, “Do you
know something? You have to let go of the mind. You are going to
go crazy. You should not be attached to the affairs of the world.” The
Venerable Master instructed me to tell my family to also recite Guanyin
Bodhisattva’s name.

While my father was ill, I often spoke with him on the phone. One
time, he told me over the phone, “Do you know something? Your Master
came to see me in a dream, and I knelt before him and cried.” 1 said,

“You have never met my Master; how do you know it was
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Fﬁj ¥ %Jﬁﬁ AT f:—'t[ e Venerable Master of this, and he replied, “Ask him what I said to him in
e BRI %JI{E}_‘F ’ IIE} the dream.” But when I asked my father, he could not remember.
_F@E'ﬁ e BN BTT 3?! f?[LQTEﬁ » CH Afterwards, the Venerable Master added, “Tell your father to come.
[ e 5 NI SO SIS I NI O ﬁ Once he’s here, he will get well.” The following year, on the the Buddha’s
»ALEE L IE:’.FE{J MR 2 T [E:ﬁFEfJ TE birthday, my father, who was having trouble walking, came with the help
g Flirp Aﬁ&]{lﬂj H ﬁ% TSP S gy of a cane. We first came to Gold Mountain Sagely Monastery, where a
Heo Ui M AL ﬁl'gﬁ CHIEReY 'ﬁ%‘» Dk'xarrna zi‘x?sembly was taking place. At lunch time, according to Bud-
’& T kﬁ_j i__z-y;- £ ljgwj ERE dhist tradition, the left-home pef)ple take lunch before the laypeople.
(AL T 5t ,H{P 0 ELRLF IR 1) & My father' had not left tbe home life yet, and I po'ndered whether or not
Vo SERE MBS [ to help him get food since he had trouble moving about; but I dared
o lﬂﬁ‘ EL it ; ?u o not do it and instead went ahead to take my share. At that moment, the
VAT A %”ﬂﬂigﬂ Bl IFFL ’ Venerable Master said very sternly in a loud voice, “Help your father
v H' F‘j/~ﬁ ’ Tﬁﬂﬂ PR L2 e get his food!” I was totally ashamed at that moment. I was really not
r= T‘ﬁliﬂﬁ”’?‘fﬁﬂ AR EERE o (EE S Y filial at all; T didn’t know how to skillfully apply the Buddhadharma, but
= FELE (R PO E : FEEH T if S just followed the rules rigidly without versatility. The Venerable Master,
iFQ‘_fTF—‘in’ LY J[Sfp[ VERPVH] G - with his perfect unobstructed wisdom, taught us how to actively apply
the Buddhadharma to our daily lives. This left a very deep impression
on me.
I @ g.‘ ’ ") . s To be continued _
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