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Our Last Night - A Farewell Gift
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SN 4= Jﬁl 93 AEM A — ST G On our last night at the City of Ten Thousand Buddhas (CTTB),

: tj i1 s e we went for a walk, appreciating the beautiful evening sky. We
i F ”’LH I%J BERUAS IS - ] were walking along the road, by the side of Shr Fu’s “Hall of

*EEF i Jq\’k‘ﬂ\ﬁj o TEEEIER N o KRV No Words”, breathing in the pure air of this beautiful place,

- BLJY u% ;‘lfﬁ}ﬁfjtl (4 7ii*5f§2§‘[ﬁfl » fl which we will miss back home. All of a sudden, a peahen just
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W FHAHTE RS ZF OB o (LG R the white one. Now, three years later, I had achieved my objective.
e A= fl RER A T Eﬁr H FI ﬁfl"‘xi < E ! But, during my one month stay here, I had been wanting to see

uges and Five Precepts, and also to see the peacocks, especially

IH:LI:_pdi I % e these little ones, but yet, could not find them.
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fijs =~ FJ" SEHIES PO L J AR R Shr Fu knew my thoughts and had granted my wish to see these

e s FJ SV TU =] 3 % A r{ = P ba]jie; on my l;tist night. ?othmanzl People, it rfnay be j.ust a nor-
—1a - mal thing, nothing out of the ordinary, yet, for me, it meant a
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great deal. Why? Because back home we have no chance to
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I recall this experience and looking at these pictures, a sense
of warmth just wells up in my heart.

See, aren’t they cute? In my eagerness to catch some
Ihotos of them, I hurtied after them. The mother
. peahen, sensing this, hastened her pace, and 1

precious

'\ could hear the little ones chirping even louder,
i but this time, it was as though calling out to her,
“Please wait for us.”

Realizing that I might be frightening them,
I began to slow down my pace, but by then, the
. mother was quite disturbed. She flew onto the
~ fence, leaving the babies on the ground, while they
too tried to fly up.

I was so tempted to go forward and touch
~ them, but contained my excitement and backed

away, so as not to frighten them. Immediately,
the mother flew back onto the ground, and as if nothing has
happened, they all continued their evening walk.

Gingerly, I followed them, and in the next few minutes,
they displayed their skills. I could never imagined that a
peacock or peahen could fly so high, but believe me, this is
what she did, flying up onto the tree, pecking at the leaves
or berries or fruit. Higher and higher she went, flying from
one branch onto another. What amazed me were the little
ones. I heard the beautiful chirping sounds of what I thought
were some other birds, who were flying around the branches
of the tree at that time.

Seeing that only the white one was left alone down on
the bench, I thought, “Oh dear, there it goes — alone again,
always walking behind the rest. Is it because of its color?
Don’t tell me that racism also exists among peacocks!” Be-

fore I could think further, this little white baby just flapped its
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TE j'ua,:g‘ R }yﬂﬁllﬁﬁ‘ﬁ_t b 'ﬁg 1 the chirping sounds came from its siblings. Now again, they’re

AR Bpo— i (B fclﬁ {7 # % 'fLFEH | walking in a row behind their mother, following her footsteps.
Maybe she is the youngest, I reckon, that is why she is always
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BT ﬁﬁi B2 3;9 (PR v [ o us. We will walk the way that leads us to enlightenment. All we
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the slowest, but she is still part of her family.
This brings to my mind a thought. Just as we are all part of

This experience was just so precious to me. I was like a child

who had finally found a piece of candy. The energy of it was so
ﬁlﬁﬂ&%ﬁ&m% 5 Vs ] ?I'LFJ E'sj ’ mﬁ@“ endearing...and I felt like Shr Fu had given me a little farewell
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