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The Path to Awakening:
A Story about Cooking Live Eels
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By Guo Ting (Martin) Verhoeven Excerpted from Red Lotuses Abound in the Valley of a Thousand Mountains,
Commemorating the 20th Anniversary of Gold Buddha Monastery
% -F P 3£ Translated into Chinese by Fo Zi

One layman's story in particular comes to mind:

He was a young, well-educated, urbane businessman from
Vancouver. Although his parents were Buddhist, he never felt any
inclination to the religion, although he retained spiritual longings.
Ironically, it was the very teaching he resisted and resented most in
Buddhism that brought about his transformation: vegetarianism.
One night, as we sat around the Master, he told his story.

He was a gourmand. He loved to eat meat—the most fragrant,
tasty delicacies of pork, beef, fowl, and seafood. Over time, this
"lust for flavor" as he called it, became something of an obsession.
He grew increasingly less and less satisfied with store-bought meats.
Only fresh-killed animals would satisfy his palate; and the quest
for fresher and fresher flavor sensation began to consume his every
waking moment. He would shop only at the fresh food markets
of Chinatown and the coastal waterfront docks of Vancouver
for the catch-of-the-day. He joined a gourmet club and found
companionship in fellow gourmands who took turns hosting the
others for gourmet banquets.

One evening he was filled with a craving for fresh eel. He stopped
at a Chinatown market, bought two live eels and put them into a
large white plastic pail in the back of his car. On the drive home
he thought only of the exquisite meal he planned to cook with
eel killed only seconds before cooking, or even cooked alive.
Unconsciously he found himself speeding in his car as his mouth
watered and his mind raced ahead to dinner. He rushed in the front
door and set the water boiling on the stove, while the eels splashed
around in the open pail now on his kitchen floor. In his frenzy to
seize the optimal flavor sensation, he inadvertently knocked over
the pail as the herb-seasoned broth came to a boil. The eels writhed
and wiggled across his floor, under the table, beneath the sink. He
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couldn't catch them. Each time he caught hold
of one, it slipped out of his grasp, slithering away.

Soon he found himself on his hands and knees,
still in his business suit, crawling and clawing his
way across the kitchen floor, frantically chasing
down the panic-stricken, thrashing eels. Then, as
he rounded the room's corner in hot pursuit of
one of the eels, he saw his reflection in a full-
length mirror hanging in an open closet door. He
was shocked, horrified to see his own image—
wild eyed, sweating, flushed-red face, huffing and
puffing, grunting like a predatory beast, down on
his haunches pursuing its quarry!

"My god," he thought, "I am no better than an
animal! I no longer resemble a person, a civilized
being. I have become what I desire to eat, only
worse because I should know better." He was
transfixed, almost paralyzed by the distorted
image he beheld in the mirror; like Dr. Jeckyl
beholding Mr. Hyde. He barely recognized
himself and felt deep shame and remorse. He
said, "At that moment, I decided to become a
vegetarian and a Buddhist. This is why I came to
your monastery today and will continue to come.
I finally understand. . . really understand. I only
hope it's not too late.”

This is the true story he related to us.
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