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t dawn, relatives slowly came one by one to the hospital. As I
ontinued to recite Amitahba Buddha’s name, people left the
room for some unknown reason. My aunt whispered to me and
said: “Please stop reciting; they cannot stay in this room anymore.”
I ignored her and kept going. Auntie came in again and said, “Stop
reciting; the nurse said it’s too loud.” I did not reply. I stood up and
went to shut the door, and then went back and held grandma’s hand
and continued my recitation. A little after 7:00 the next morning,
grandma’s hand moved. I cried out; this time her eyes opened.
People thought she would pass away, so everybody all shouted
around her bed: “Amitofo, Amitofo, Amitofo.” After that, she could
move, but couldn’t speak; her throat made a gurgling sound. One
by one everybody in the room said farewell to her and cried silently.
My mother told grandma that she had cancer. We had not told her
about her illness until this moment. Strangely enough, she, who was
timid and shy, did not shed a single tear. Instead she was very alert
and said goodbye to everyone.

Around noon, she started to feel a bit dizzy. The relatives went
to have lunch and for a rest. My mother told me to go home and
recharge the cell phone battery in case people can't find us. I thought
maybe grandma was waiting for her favorite grandson to come and
see her tomorrow morning.

When I got home I recited the Shurangama Mantra and Great
Compassion Mantra and transferred all the merits to grandma. After
I finished, I was still worried. I wanted to make a call to the hospital,
at that moment, my mother called me instead and told me that after
I went downstairs, grandma had passed away. I immediately took a
taxi to the hospital and saw that the car from the funeral home was
there.

My mother said that before grandma passed away, her forehead
was red. Because my house was crowded with my many relatives
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and there was no room for me, I spent the night with my friend.
After my grandmother passed away, I prayed to the Buddhas and
Bodhisattvas wholeheartedly, asking them to send me a message
in my dream to tell me where and how grandma was. But when I
woke up the next day, I did not dream anything, but thought, what
happened? Suddenly, my mother called me and said, “Come back as
soon as possible.”

At morning around six when everybody was preparing breakfast,
they heard a knock at the door, but when my aunt opened it, no
one was outside. She was a bit upset, but as she was about to shut
the door, unexpectedly two butterflies flew in. My house was on
the third floor, how could two butterflies fly in? The butterflies flew
through the rooms and immediately to the balcony, and landed
on the window. All my relatives were very curious and opened the
window to let them out, but they stayed there and did not move.

When I went home, the two butterflies were very still; it seemed
that they had been waiting for me. When I saw them I felt very
excited and joyful. I said to them: “Thank you for coming here to
inform me. I know grandma went to the Western Pure Land. Thank
you so much!” I touched them very gently; they understood what I
said, and did not fly away out of fear. Instead they flew out through
the window that was opened for them.

When the relatives saw me, they were all excited to tell me about
these two butterflies. My maternal aunt told me that when the
butterflies flew in, she turned to their direction and saw grandma
sitting on a huge lotus flower and waved at her. I told my mother,
who opened her eyes wide and said: “Really? You know, last night I
prayed to the Buddhas and Bodhisattvas, saying that if there are any
good responses or dreams, please let auntie see them.” I asked why,
and my mother said: “We believe in the Buddhas, but people do not
believe all the things we say. Your maternal aunt is not Buddhist, so
it would be better to let her see it.” It's incredible and amazing.

At noon that day, my relatives went to a restaurant to have lunch.
After lunch, while waiting for the car, some butterflies flew around
my grandfather several times and then landed on his shoulder. The
arrival of the butterflies made my grandfather feel better; otherwise,
everyone would have worried about grandpa being heartbroken
because he and grandma spent their whole lives happily together.

I arrived at the funeral home in the afternoon. My grandmother
was put in a refrigerator coffin. I lit some incense and bowed three
times in front of the coffin. I was unsure at heart, because I had heard
that after people pass away, their appearance changes and many have
make up put on. I took a very close look at grandma; she seemed to
be sound asleep. Her face was no longer swollen; her appearance was
just like when she was still healthy.

<~ Continued on page 88
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> Continued on page 79

Her complexion was pink, and she had a smile on her face. Her lips were
as red as when she was still alive, and her body was soft and seemed to have
a bit of warmth. At that moment, I could not find the words to express my
gratitude to the Buddhas and Bodhisattvas. Their kindness is truly difficult
to repay.

The caterpillar really turned into a butterfly, a butterfly who will forever
cultivate in the Western Pure Land. I hope this true story will inspire you,
and I hope we can all be reborn in Amitabha’s Pure Land.



