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MV game, where they hopped among the leaves and branches.

rom the name itself, we can come to the conclusion that the

City of Ten Thousand Buddhas is a Buddhist monastery. For
others, it might be a place of worship and cultivation, but for
me, it is my school, my second home, and where I gather all my
various unique memories.

Hidden with secrets, the City of Ten Thousand Buddha is in
a very natural setting. These secrets might be nothing to some
people, but there are always surprises and miracles lurking
everywhere. Sometimes we stumble upon them, other times
we seek for them intentionally; sometimes we merely glance at
them, and other times we scrutinize them. And with every impact
comes a different feeling. Needless to say, you'll discover nothing
if you don’t put your heart into it; but if you are really sincere,
then everything will emerge. So if one is not sincere, no matter
how obvious the secret is, it would be as trivial as an ant. That is
the truth in an illusion, the truth that actually exists.

Whenever I walk among the flowers and grass, I always like to
stop and look at them. I also like to lie on the grass and look at
the sky and the playful clouds in it. I would look at the trees and
the birds that are cheerfully singing on the trees. I would close
my eyes and hear the breeze blowing, the birds
singing, and the students shouting in joy. My
heart would be filled with uncontrollable bliss
and an indelible sense of peace and calm.

Once when [ stood up, suddenly, I saw a
bunch of naughty squirrels. They all rushed to

their respective holes, as if they were in a race.
How cute! I stood there silently, the squirrels
stepped out of their homes one by one, and the field was occupied
by them again.

Turning around, I looked up and saw the birds chatting
happily on the treetops. There were blue birds, woodpeckers,
and sparrows. They spread their wings and flew away, and then
either returned to the tree to rest, or started playing a hopping
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Somewhere farther, the peacocks were having a beauty pageant.
"Your tail might be bigger than mine, but mine is prettier than yours."
They were all vying for the peahens’ love. But turning towards the
other direction, we saw peahens running as far as possible, leaving
the peacocks alone competing, unaware of their surroundings.

As I 'squat down, I saw a cluster of small weeds and other unknown
grasses. Among them were butterflies, bees, and many other insects
that I'd never heard of. One small bug gently jumped from this leaf
to another more distant one. A fearless spider competed with the
strong winds by persistently making efforts to repair its web once the
wind blew it down. A butterfly stopped on the tip of a leaf to enjoy
the breeze. It was as if time had stopped.

I woke up from the silence of nature and walked back to my
beloved second home, CTTB, or, to be more precise, my school—
Developing Virtue Secondary School. There are always some
interesting happenings on campus that cannot be understood by
others, who are as if unable to see through an opaque piece of glass.
Under the small roof of this building, there is always a pleasant
happiness, and that is another truth hidden in an illusion.

Through the windows and the doors, it is not the interaction
between students and teachers that we hear, but the students’ playful
hollers and teachers’ light whispers. It is not the pressure from
homework that they were discussing; rather, they were chitchatting
lightheartedly.

Even though we enjoy chatting, when it comes to attending classes,
we still listen to our teachers. During class time, our teachers try to
create a relaxed atmosphere by telling some jokes or some touching
stories, and the students return the favor by smiling and laughing
along with everyone else.

Normally, when someone has something good to share, she
shares it with other students. Sometimes, when someone is facing
a difficulty, other students are careful not to bully or mock her.
Rather, they are always willing to lend a helping hand. This is what
“sharing your happiness and relieving others’ suffering” is all about.
There are times when we quarrel. But regardless of the conflict, in
the end we reconcile, because we are a bunch of close-knit sisters!
Our relationship cannot be broken up by anyone or destroyed by
anything.

Even though this is a small
school, it is a big, holy city. We
are like the leaves on trees —

the leaves, albeit different from
one another, belong to the
same old tree, living under the
embrace of the same tree. This
is my second home — the City
of Ten Thousand Buddhas.
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