Early 1970's San Francisco
Passing the Offerings,

Gold Mountain Dhyana Monastery
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The Master directs the first Passing
of Offerings Ceremony, while one of
his Bhikshu disciples hosts the meal
offering. From the very beginning,
the Master trained his disciples by
putting them in the leading roles and
keeping a low profile himself, giving
advice when needed.
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The Venerable Master
Did Not Have Any Self

2Bt HA2010F10 A58 kK BL
A talk given by Xiaodan Jin in the Buddha Hall of the City of
Ten Thousand Buddhas in October 5, 2010
B #185 3 7% Translated into English by Michael Lu.

Before I came to the United States as a
student in 1996, I had heard about the
Venerable Master Hua and made a vow to
draw near to him. I studied at the University
of Maryland on the east coast of the United
States, where a branch monastery of the
Venerable Master, Avatamsaka Vihara, was
located. The first book I borrowed from the
monastery was The Venerable Master’s Life
and Events. One night, I was in the college
library doing my homework as usual, when I
picked up this book and was not able to put
it down. It was so interesting that I wanted to
finish it all in one breath.

One story in particular really moved me.
When the Venerable Master was in the Western
Paradise Garden in Hong Kong, an elderly
lady named Mrs. Luo wanted a grandson and
frequently went to beg the Venerable Master for
one. One day the Venerable Master had been
outside and was washing his feet when Mrs. Luo
came to beg the Master again. She asked him to
be compassionate and give her a grandson. She
promised to do whatever the Master wanted
her to do. She thought the Master would ask
her to contribute some money to construct
Buddha images or repair monasteries, which
she would have gladly done.
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The Venerable Master asked her, “Do you have much faith? In the past
cultivators did whatever the master said. The disciples would do whatever
the master said because they could let things go and had such firm faith.
This is not easy to do.” Mrs. Luo said with a definite tone, “Master, as
long as you grant me a grandson, I will do whatever you tell me to do.”
The Venerable Master said, “Okay! I'll fulfill your wish! Can you drink
the basin of water that I just used to wash my feet?” Mrs. Luo could not
imagine, even in her dreams, that the Master would request her to do
that. She just stood there, dumbfounded. The Master waited for a long
time and seeing that she could not accomplish this task, he picked up the
basin of water and said while drinking it, “This is sweet dew!”

In the book is a photograph of the Venerable Master that appears very
old. I don’t know if it was taken during that scene but as I read the story
and saw the Master laughing happily in the picture, I burst into tears.
He had that kind of altruistic self-mastery and he fully revealed it. The
Venerable Master did not have any self or any attachments; he had that
unrestrained, true kind of self-mastery and liberation. The Venerable
Master’s true kind of happiness which comes from the inside really moved
me because I was always living in a world of afflictions and attachments
where I was not in control and not happy. I cried because I felt ashamed
of myself, but more because I was moved by the Venerable Master’s moral
conduct. In the end of the story, he fulfilled Mrs. Luo’s wish.

During the time when the Venerable Master was in Manchuria, he
endured what others could not endure and practiced what others could
not practice. The climate was very cold during the wintertime; usually
it would be some minus 30 degrees Celsius with more than three feet
of snow covering the ground. The Venerable Master made a vow not
to wear a padded cotton jacket, only to wear three pieces of clothing
during both summer and winter, and to walk barefoot on the ground
without wearing shoes and socks. His feet did not freeze. A disciple of the
Master’s Dharma brother, who was about eighteen years old, imitated the
Master and walked about one hundred steps without wearing shoes and
socks on the snow-covered ground. After walking that distance his feet
began to freeze and started to swell severely, so he speedily ran back to the
monastery. He could not walk for half a year.

Manchuria had three provinces: Heilongjiang Province, Jilin Province
and Liaoning Province. The Venerable Master lived in Shuangcheng
County, which was previously in Jilin Province, but now is part of
Heilongjiang. My hometown is in Liaoning Province, which is slightly
south of Heilongjiang Province, so it is a little warmer there. I remember
when I was little, it was very cold and the snow on the ground would
not melt from November to February. We children had to wear padded
cotton jackets, padded cotton pants, padded cotton shoes, padded cotton
hats, cotton face masks and cotton gloves. Our whole body except for our
eyes had to be covered, or else we would have frozen.

I recall one time I went to my husband's hometown, which is in
Haila'er city in Heilongjiang Province. This city is farther north than the
Venerable Master's hometown. From there you need to take a four-hour
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train ride to reach the border between China and Russia. It is common
for temperatures to go lower than minus 40 degrees Celsius at night.
One time I needed to go out to do something and, beyond doubrt,
I experienced what cold is. Even though I wore more clothing than
usual, I still felt cold, especially when the wind blew on my face. It
did not feel cold; instead it felt like needles stinging my face. When I
arrived back at home, I immediately got on the heated brick bed. After
twenty minutes, my hands and feet finally felt warm. The Venerable
Master wore only three layers of cloth year-round and walked barefoot
on the snow-covered ground in the wintertime. Such endurance is not
something that we common people have experienced; it is basically
unimaginable.

The Venerable Master was also able to eat what others cannot eat.
When the Master was sitting beside his mother’s grave to express his
filial respect, a Bhikshu brought him a basket filled with more than
50 wowotou [a kind of bread] which is also called ‘inside two, outside
eight.” Why are they called that? When making woworou, you have to
stick your two thumbs inside and place your other eight fingers on the
outside. The weather was considerably hot. After the wowotou had sat
for a period of time in the heat, green mold — one and a half inches
long — grew on both the inside and the outside of the woworon. The
Venerable Master said that he never before had eaten such disgusting
food. It was both pungent and stinky and, when recalling the taste, he
said he felt like vomiting. So you can imagine how disgusting it was.

When I was little, I also ate wowotou for more than ten years. I admit
that it truly doesn’t taste good and it’s pretty rough to eat, unlike the
thin and fragrant white-flour buns. Last year when I went back to
China, I saw people on the street still selling woworou. It was more
expensive than the buns made with white flour. Nowadays people eat it
only because it’s nutritious and they want a change of taste. So I bought
a few and tried them once again, but I still didn’t like them. That’s
probably because I ate too many when I was little.

The Venerable Master endured what others could not endure, yet he
transferred all his blessings to the beings of the Dharma Realm. The
Master said that for his whole life he used ‘endurance’ as his Dharma
jewel, and used it to overcome all the difficulties he faced. He endured
the cold, the heat, the wind, the rain, hunger and thirst. Furthermore,
the Master endured slander, embarrassment, scolding and people
hitting him. He endured all this and more but never raised the white
flag. The Master was able to teach people by personally practicing
what he taught, causing them to feel deep admiration for him, whereas
usually what we say is very different from what we do.

That is why the Venerable Master said, “Don’t think that the City
of Ten Thousand just came into existence from nothing; this is the
accomplishment of decades of endurance and practice!”
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