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Remembering the Venerable Master
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A talk given by Madalena Tam at Gold Mountain Monastery

After hearing the Master lecture on the sutras, my father took refuge
with him. At that time he was nearly 80 years old. He had high standing
in the business world, but extraordinarily enough, he was still willing
to humbly bow to a person who was younger than his son and take him
as his teacher. My father happily went home and excitedly informed
my mom that he had taken a Teacher. “You're already at this age," my
mom said, "yet you have taken someone as your Teacher? Is he older
than you?” “No, my Teacher is at most in his early thirties!” my father
replied. “And why did you take so young a teacher?” my mother asked.
“You don't understand. If you were to hear him lecture the sutra, you
would understand that my Teacher is a monk of extensive knowledge
and lofty deportment. Old as I am, I have never met anyone like my
Teacher—a left-home person who is young and yet possesses great
scholarly abilities. I will take you to see him one day and you will see
what I mean.”

In my youth I suffered from poor health and was often seriously ill.
Once at midnight, I had a high fever and started talking incoherently,
waking up my whole family. This continued to the point that I broke
an ancient jade pendant my father had given me for protection from
evils, which I wore on my body. When I woke up the next day, I acted
as if nothing had happened. My mom couldn’t wait to take me to see
the Master. We had to climb around 300 to 400 stone steps, passing
through clusters of tiny wooden huts and groups of shabbily dressed
adults and children. In addition, there was an odd smell hanging in the
air. We walked for approximately an hour before we reached a simple
hut — the precursor to Xi Le Yuan, Western Bliss Garden.

The Master was sitting on a wooden stool. My mother informed
him of the reason for our visit and requested him to bless me. The
Master smiled gently at me and said, “There is no problem. Just go
back and recite the Buddha’s name. Reciting Homage to Guan Shi
Yin Bodhisattva of Great Compassion and Mercy, then you will be
OK.” That was the first time I saw him. The Master then gave me
three books — The Wonderful Dharma Lotus Sutra, The Sixth Patriarch
Sutra, and The Biography of Venerable Master Hsu Yun — and said, “I
give you these three books; you need to read them. You cant just set
them aside.” “Okay,” I said. The Master continued, “I will test you
on them. How long will it take you to finish reading? Is one month
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long enough?” “Long enough,” I replied, without realizing that two
of the three books were deep and profound sutras. Because I have a
strongly competitive character, I simply answered affirmatively when
the Master asked.

One month went by in the blink of an eye. With the three books
in hand, I went up to Western Bliss Garden to see the Master. He
proceeded to explain the meaning of the sutras to me, especially the
phrase from The Sixth Patriarch Sutra, “One should produce the mind
that does not dwell anywhere,” and “contemplating neither good nor
evil, at that moment, Venerable Master Ming’s true face appears...”
Confronted with words of such profound meaning, I felt that I
understood and at the same time did not understand. I began to see
Buddhism in a different light. When I had time, I would go to see
the Master and listen to him tell stories about the days when he lived
in Northeast China. I also studied classical Chinese literature under
him. After construction was finished on Western Bliss Garden, often
there would be Dharma assemblies. On weekends, there were Buddha
Recitation assemblies and the Master lectured on the sutras. Young
as we students were, the Master wanted us to ascend the stage and
practice speaking Dharma. Some time later the Master invited some
Dharma Masters to teach us how to bow, chant, and play Dharma
instruments. The Master used both soft and tough expedient means to
teach us -- we youngsters who were born and grew up in Hong Kong
influenced by Western sentiments. No wonder the Master once said,
“It is hard to teach Hong Kong people!”

Once a fortune-teller predicted that my father would pass away at the
age of 78 or 79, and he worried all the time because we, his children,
had not yet grown up. One day he went to Western Bliss Garden to
pay his respects to the Master. As they talked, my father beseeched
our Master, saying, “Now at last I am well-fed and well-clothed, so
there is no need for regret, but my children are still young and have
not made anything of themselves yet. If only I could live for another
ten years!” My father was the Master’s disciple, but because of his old
age, the Master always treated him with the respect due to an elder
and never like someone of inferior position. We should learn from the
Master's virtuous conduct of respecting elders and honoring worthies.
My father lived to the ripe old age of 91 before departing from this
world. If you have listened to our Master’s talks on tape, you might
remember him saying that he had used the Forty-Two Hands and Eyes
twice to extend people’s lives—well, one of those people was my father.

One night I was awakened from a sleep by the sound of non-stop
utterances. I got up from the bed and saw my mom kneeling in front
of the Buddhas and whispering inaudibly. However, I couldn’t resist
the temptation of the sleeping demon and went back to bed. The next
morning I found out that my mom didn’t sleep the whole night due to
my older brother’s recurring illness; he was vomiting blood non-stop.
The doctor had stated that last night might be his final one if he did not

stop vomiting blood. My mom, not caring whether it was night or day,
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took a servant to accompany her to Western Bliss Garden to beseech
the Master for help. Afterwards, she came home, knelt in front of the
Buddhas to sincerely recite the Great Compassion Mantra, and gave
blessed water to my brother to drink. My mom recited and prayed,
and my brother drank the water. After the third time, his vomiting
lessened. My mom continued to recite and my brother continued to
drink. Finally his vomiting stopped and he fell asleep.

The doctor came the next day and was amazed at such a miraculous
recovery because my brother had passed the critical life-threatening
stage. This is the story of how my brother’s life was extended and
he was able to live. A mother’s love for her child is deep indeed. She
sincerely prayed to Guanyin Bodhisattva for help to cure my brother
and she made a vow to eat less food. Perhaps some people here in
America feel that it is not a serious matter to eat less. However, for
the people of Hong Kong, the issue of food and drink is taken quite
seriously, and vowing to eat less is of some significance. This gesture
demonstrates the greatness of a mother’s love and the compassion of
our Master.

Some people may feel that since the Master is no longer with us,
we are unable to perceive his virtuous countenance. This is not the
case. There are people here who may feel regretful at not being able to
personally see the Master’s flesh body. There is no need for such regret
because if you have a true and sincere mind, it is for certain that you
will be able to encounter the Master. There are still people who are
able to see the Master in various circumstances, times, and locations,
manifesting his body to speak Dharma to them and leading them to
believe in the Buddhadharma. At this point, I would like to share a
true story with everyone.

Over a dozen years ago, on the day of the Master’s cremation at
CTTB, there was a young male student by the last name of Fu. His
relatives and friends wanted to participate in the Master’s cremation
ceremony and recruited him to be their driver. Even though, this was
his first time at the City of Ten Thousand Buddhas, he felt a sense of
familiarity upon arrival. While his relatives and friends went to the
Buddha Hall to recite the Buddha's name, he walked around and
found himself in the men’s dormitory. He saw a small wooden bench
next to the wall and thought it would make a quiet place for him to
curl up and take a nap, without being seen by others. He lay down
on the bench. Not long after closing his eyes, he seemed to dream of
a tall monk walking over, smiling at him, and saying, “Hurry, go and
bow to the Buddha!” He opened his eyes and didn’t see anybody. He
thought he must have been dreaming.

He closed his eyes again and the same monk appeared in front of
him and told him to bow to the Buddha. He opened his eyes but saw
no one. This time he was afraid. He flew to the Buddha Hall, and
seeing everyone paying their respects to the Master, he followed along.
Upon looking at the Master’s face, he became scared and shaken, with
sweat pouring from his body. The Master was that same tall monk

that he had encountered in the dream. <= Continued on page 38
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