of the monks, and said, “Look, I have
to withdraw my refuge application.
I’m not really ready yet.” He said,
“Don’t worry about.” He tried to
mellow me out, “It’s not a problem.”
I said, “I’m really sorry.” I sat in meditation for a while. I got more false
thinking going. I jumped up and went
to Shrfu’s room and knocked on his
door, and Heng Xing, the other
monk, said, “What are you doing bothering Shrfu for?”

At that point Shrfu opened the
door and said, “Don’t worry, come
in, come in.” He was really friendly.
“Sit down, sit down.” I said, “I
apologize, Shrfu, for bothering you
but I can’t take refuge.” “No
problem, no problem. No need to.
No need to.” Shrfu was just real
nice. “I’m not ready. I don’t have
enough get-go to do it, enough
resolve.” He says, “Don’t worry, no
problem.” He says, “Go take a break.
Come back later. No need to go into
the session.”
I took a break for a while and left.
Then I started going to another center
and listening to lectures. I liked meditation because I didn’t have to do any
reciting, bowing, all these things I didn’t
have any real feeling for. But those
people were just totally the opposite.
They didn’t have any belief; they didn’t

have a good teacher. Their teacher wasn’t
enlightened. I could just feel it. They put on these
airs, like they were masters. I thought, you guys
don’t understand anything. The real masters are
totally natural. They don’t have these phony airs
about them. I liked the layout of the place and
how simple and clean it was. But the people there
just weren’t doing anything for me. On the outside they looked really impressive, and the way
they ran it was almost like a military camp. But
internally they didn’t have it. Shrfu had it all over
him. I knew I had to go back.
At that time, they were moving over to Gold
Mountain on Mission Street, in the old factory.
So I think Loni sent me a note that said, “You’d
better get back here.” That’s what she put on
her note. So I went back and Shrfu made a big
deal out of it. He was giving a lecture and he
made me sit next to him. He was sitting up here
and he said, “You sit here, you sit here.” It was
really embarrassing but I sat through it anyway.
FTo be continued

My Life Was Saved from the Devil’s Hand
American Bhikshuni Heng Yin, written at Gold Mountain Monastery,
September 27, 1973

On September 19, 1973, I met a great
devil and almost lost my life. Fortunately Master Hsuan Hua, with great
compassion, used his boundless powers to conquer the devil and I took
back my life.
It all started when I was having
lunch at Gold Mountain Monastery.
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All of a sudden, my stomach began to
growl and became so painful that I
could hardly stand up. At the stairs I
fell down and an awful smell burst forth
from my mouth. My whole body felt
cold like ice. My hands and feet became
numb, my eyes could not see and I
could not move. At that point, I thought

I was going to die.
During this lifetime, for the last 20 years of
my life, I have been amazed at meeting the Master Hsuan Hua and being taught to be truthful,
to be compassionate and to be kindhearted. To
be born in this world, we should be beneficial
to the world, but I don’t have any virtue. Now I
have met the king of hell, which I regret, but it

is too late.
At this point in the story, Dharma Master Chih came up the stairs and saw that my
face was pale as a dead person’s. “What’s
wrong?” she asked. “Do you want me to tell
the Venerable Master?”
“I’m sick and near death,” I said. “I have
no face to see the Venerable Master. Is he
here?”
Dharma Master Chih said, “Yes.”
Then I said, “Excuse me, will you please
ask him to save me?”
The Master came and when he saw me,
he asked, “What happened? What false
thoughts were you thinking about?”
I replied, “Master, I am repenting and my
stomach pain is unexplainable.”
At that time, the Master pointed at the
spot where I hurt with his finger and recited
a few lines of the Shurangama Mantra. I felt
as if I had been shocked by electricity, and a
chilly wind swept through my body. The pain
was immediately gone, and I fell asleep
instantly.
When I woke up about forty minutes
later, the Master asked me, “How are you
doing?”
I said, “Thank you Master, I am totally
recovered.” When I stood up, I felt no pain,
but my thinking was a little unclear, as if I
were drunk. Half an hour later, the Master
said, “The devil is powerful. If you didn’t
have faith in the Buddha, you would have
died, did you know that?”
A few months later, I had an appendicitis
attack and went to emergency. When the doctor examined me and gave me an x-ray, he was
surprised. “This situation cannot be cured.
Originally, you would have been dead in one
or two hours; oddly, it has cured itself.”
From this experience we can learn about
the compassion of the Master and the unlimited Buddha Dharma. The Master took
my life back from the devil, so from now on
I must work harder to spread Buddhism in
the West. That way, I can repay the kindness of the Buddha, the Bodhisattvas and
the Venerable Master.
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