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A Narrow Escape from Death
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All along, my family life had been blessed and peaceful. Ever since my
children grew up, my husband and I were the only ones at home. My
husband usually played tennis with his colleagues after work to keep
fit while I stayed home reciting the Buddha’s name.

One evening near the end of January this year, at around 7:15 pm,
my husband’s colleague telephoned to inform me that my husband
was feeling a little dizzy and needed me to send him some ointment.
Three minutes later, he called again to say that my husband had a fall
while playing tennis and was feeling giddy and unwell. When I rushed
to the tennis court, I found him lying on a chair, unable to move. I
immediately called the hospital, and they advised me to call 911 for
emergency service. A few minutes later, he started to vomit nonstop.
At the same time, the ambulance arrived. After obtaining some infor-
mation, the paramedics carried him away. I drove my car and followed
anxiously behind. Seeing the light in the ambulance flash on and off,
I knew something was amiss. After a while, the ambulance stopped
and the driver walked over to inform me that they had contacted two
hospitals but there were no more beds available. As such, they were
unable to accept more emergency cases; we would need to send him
to a hospital farther away. The ambulance then proceeded slower and
its light no longer flashed. I thought “Oh no! At this speed, the delay
would be too long,”

Arriving at the hospital, I saw that his body was covered with his
vomit. He kept wanting to say something, but was unable to speak
clearly. Seeing his struggle and pain, I spoke into his ears “Namo
Guanshiyin Pusa” [Homage to the Bodhisattva Who Observes the
Sounds of the World]. He became more stable and calmed down. In
the hospital, the doctors asked this and that separately, simply making
basic queries and performing the standard checkup. At long last, they
sent him to the Neurology Department for a brain scan. By then, he
was beginning to lose consciousness and was experiencing spasms.
After the scan, all the hospital staff never spoke but merely stepped

back on both sides. They looked at me in a sympathetic and he_l‘Bllcla;E_
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manner. I asked the doctor how his condition was. He replied “Very
serious. One-third of the left side of his brain has been pushed into
the right side. We have no way. He has concussion and a brain hemor-
rhage. I have already notified the neurosurgeon.” They had put him
on an IV drip to help lower his brain pressure. I started to get anxious
when I heard this because my mother-in-law in Taiwan had also suf-
fered a concussion. A long delay caused very high brain pressure and
she passed away after no one dared performed surgery. All I could do
at that moment was to continuously chant “Namo Guanshiyin Pusa”
by his ear. Ten minutes to eleven, my husband’s pupils were found
to be dilated. The neurosurgeon, upon arrival, started to reprimand
the hospital staff for letting a patient suffering from brain injury wait
so long, wasting too much time. While scolding, he rushed the bed

towards the operating room.

Alone, I waited outside the operating room and concentrated on
chanting “Namo Guanshiyin Pusa.” I knew that his life was no longer
in our hands now. With a sense of inner peace, with no blame or regret,
I concentrated on chanting. Two and a half hours later, someone came
out of the operating room. I immediately went forward to ask him
about the situation. He told me he was the anesthetist. The surgery had
ended, and a lot of blood had been pumped out from the brain. He
expressed that he was puzzled how my husband could have got into
such a state from playing tennis. After a short while, my husband was
wheeled out. His face was as white as a sheet; his hair was shaved off.
His head had been opened up and was wrapped in a white bandage. A
tube on his head was dripping blood. Many tubes from machines were
attached to his whole body and limbs. Under anesthesia, he depended
on a machine to breathe. Both his eyes were closed and his body was
motionless. Idid not know if he was dead or alive. The surgeon then
came and told me, “You can go home. The surgery is complete. I am
going back!” Would I dare to leave? Only when I saw him opening
his eyes would I feel relieved.

I went home at dawn and informed my eldest daughter who had
gone to work by then. Upon hearing the news of her father’s brain
surgery, she broke down in tears and immediately rushed to the hospi-
tal. She smiled at her father tearfully but he did not recognize her nor
remember who she was. One moment, he would fall asleep; the next,
he would open his eyes in agony. Slowly, the anesthesia wore off. The
breathing tube inserted in his throat and the catheter were making him
very uncomfortable. Thereafter, his head was truly in pain. Medication
and morphine injections did not seem to help either. Each time he
tried to sleep, he would awaken in pain. In the intensive care ward, he
had to wait a long time whenever he called for the nursing staff; I had
to stay overnight to look after him, to accompany him and to witness

his pain. The nurse told me, “Try not to feel sad. After he recovers, all
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this pain will be completely forgotten!” The
neurosurgeon came only once every two to
three days. On his second visit, he removed
the staple in my husband’s head, detached
the tube from his brain, gave a prescription
for painkillers and said that the patient could
go home to recuperate. This surgeon’s suc-
cessful operation had saved my husband’s
life in time. As to regaining his memory and
recuperating from the operation, it depended
entirely on the patient’s own fate.

About two weeks before this incident, 1
was urging everyone to chant the Buddha’s
name for half an hour daily for others, in
the hope that the Buddha’s light would shine
upon everyone. My friends, after receiving
news of my husband’s accident, automati-
cally offered to chant and transfer merit
to him. My parents, who normally do not
chant, also did so every night, hoping that
he would recover quickly and not suffer
any after effects. Recuperating at home,
his condition improved speedily. After one
and a half months, he didn’t look sickly and
could make decisions on all the affairs of the
family. Even when we moved to a new house shortly afterwards, he
helped considerably in the move and lifted quite a lot. When he went
back to the hospital for a check up, the doctor said to him, “You are
a miracle of miracles. In serious cases like yours (where the left side
of the brain is pushed into the right side), the survival rate is 50%.
Moreover, after operation, 80% of patients become ‘vegetables’. You
are very fortunate not to have any adverse after effects!” Both my
husband and I knew that the Buddhas and Bodhisattvas, as well as the
merit and virtue from the chanting of many people, have helped him
in overcoming this misfortune. After selling the house (already on sale
before the incident), both of us came to the City of Ten Thousand
Buddhas to participate in the Avatamsaka Sutra Recitation Session.
My husband followed the Dharma Masters in reciting the Sutra, word
for word, without mistake or distraction. After leaving CTTB, he
returned to work. He is a white-collar worker. Now he is even more
intelligent than before, wiser and compassionate. We are both very
grateful to the Buddha. Our days have reverted back to peaceful ones
like before. The only difference is that our chanting has become ever

more earnest and mindful.
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