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Written and Translated
by Bhikshuni Heng Yi

was young, one of the mos

exciting things in life was the monthly
ritual of watching my uncle burn a pile of
garbage outside our house. In Butterworth,
a county in rural northern Malaysia, during
the 1960s, there was no municipal waste
management and recycling, so every family
was responsible for disposing of its own
trash. Each household dedicated a plot or
pit for throwing and burning trash.

During such monthly burnings, I would
often see and hear spray cans and bottles of
volatile chemicals explode in the trash piles.
Ping! Pong! It was scary, but fun!

As I grew up, I no longer felt delight in
observing trash fires; instead I began to
worry about the impact of this practice.
I did not understand why people did not
consider their own health and public safety
or question the impact of such trash burning
on the environment. Since everyone in the
village was doing it, I felt helpless to stop it.

Another fond memory from my youth was
when I would be awakened by an old Indian
peddler, hollering on the streets, “Buying
and collecting items, old and used.” He
had a long bamboo pole balanced across his
shoulders, with two large baskets hanging
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from each end of the pole. Walking from house to house, he would
buy glass bottles, used clothing, newspapers, and things that could be
recycled and reused. Then he would sell them to manufacturers to be
remanufactured. Though he was old, his voice was loud and clear.

I felt good about my mother receiving money for old bottles and
stuff, and that good things would not be thrown away—they actually
had monetary value. I was also inspired by the old peddler who worked
so hard but earned so little as he carefully cherished our resources.

As you can see by these two vignettes, we have a choice in how to
deal with unusable things: burn them and let them be “gone with
the smoke,” or cherish them by reusing and recycling. The good role
models shown me by the old peddler and my relatives who lived a
simple and frugal life led me to appreciate and cherish what we had and
to like cleaning and organizing things at home.

A Sense of Being Spiritually Defiled and Lost

When I was around seven years old, I was not happy because I felt
that something was missing from my life and I had to find it. One day
I approached my older sister, who was sewing on a sewing machine.
Calling out over the noise of the machine, I blurted out something that
I myself didn’t understand. “Sister, I don’t know where I am. I don’t
look like myself.” She abruptly looked away, and lowering her head
went back to her sewing, completely ignoring me. With the whirring of
the sewing machine in my head, I left, more confused than ever.

Years later, when I asked her about that day, she said that she thought
I was possessed by a spirit. Since I could not get an answer from my
sister, | looked for it in books. One day, I found a Buddhist story book
in the drawer of my brother, who was a member of the Penang Buddhist
temple. I finished reading the book in one sitting and immediately
knew that I had unearthed a treasure. The stories helped me to realize
that the deep sense of loss I felt since childhood was due to the fact that
I hadn’t found the Buddha and the Buddhadharma. I found in the

Buddha something that was true and unchanging.

R i

Ve (& —) 719835 ik iAo L A A% o The author (first on the right)
finally left the home-life with the Venerable Master in 1983.
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At one time, a family member worshipped with a deviant cult
and became possessed. While my father frantically sought oracles
everywhere, my mother and older brother recited the Great Compassion
Mantra and sought help from Guan Shi Yin Bodhisattva. Fortuitously,
someone told us that a Dharma Master from America by the name of
Venerable Master Xuan Hua would soon come to Malaysia and bring
an assembly of Sangha with him to propagate the Dharma. We could
seek his help at that time. Strangely, when I heard his name, I felt an
inconceivable strength and endearing familiarity.

Once the Venerable Master was settled in the Penang Buddhist
Center in a high-rise building, he met with people who needed his
help. I accompanied my family to see him, and while they were seeking
his aid, I stood to one side. Suddenly, I began weeping and could not
be consoled. I was like the poor son in the Lotus Flower Sutra who
abandoned his father and wandered for years, undergoing unspeakable
suffering until he reunited with his father in the end. I had reunited
with my great compassionate father and decided that in the future I
would take refuge and leave home with him.

The Poor Son Returns Home: Cleansing Myself at CTTB

In mid-October, 1982, I left my family and hometown to embark
on a journey across the oceans from the simple and rustic tropics to a
materially abundant and civilized country, the United States, and to
the City of Ten Thousand Buddhas to attend a Dharma assembly; it
was a turning point in my life. I asked myself, “Where did this strength
to change my life come from? Why did my family in the end agree to
support my decision?”

As the plane took off and I said goodbye to Malaysia, I was happy
that at least I did one good deed before leaving. As a member of the
Butterworth Buddhist Association, I suggested to the Penang Buddhist
Association that for the Buddha’s Birthday celebration to please advise
everyone to maintain a serious attitude and not casually throw empty
drink cans on the ground and create garbage.

Perhaps I was too abrupt because the leader said to me, “It’s because
you have garbage in your mind that you see garbage outside.” I found
this statement interesting and hoped that I wouldnt take my internal
and external trash to CTTB.

When our group of 100 people arrived at the San Francisco airport,
we were welcomed by an American layman (Guo Chou, David Rounds)
who spoke fluent Chinese, having studied under the Venerable Master.
On the bus trip through San Francisco, I saw that the streets were wide,
spacious, and clean. After we crossed the Golden Gate Bridge and
circled round the precipitous mountains and steep hills on our way to
CTTB, the scenery looked familiar to me, and I had a feeling that I had
been here before. Arriving at the City, I saw a sign written in Chinese at
the main gate: Namo Guan Shi Yin Bodhisattva. Warm tears streamed
down my face and I wept. I had just moved from a hot, dry country
to a rainy, freezing valley in the winter—Wonderful Enlightenment
Mountain—and although my hands were shaking from the cold, my
heart was warm. I was the “poor son” who had finally returned to the
home of the Buddha! I had finally returned to the home of the Buddha!

%) To be continued



