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REFLECTIONS IN THE WATER-MIRROR: TURNING THE TIDE OF DESTINY

& L B
Huang Shangu

TN EAFHEAI987E6H26R
Commentary by the Venerable Master Hua on June 26, 1987

Translated into English by Crystal Lee
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(continued)

One time, he went to visit Dhyana Master Yuan Tong Xiu with another
artist, Libo, who specialized in painting horses. Dhyana Master Xiu said to
Libo, “Don't focus all your attention on painting horses! If you always think
of horses, your mind will only naturally follow those thoughts in your mind.
Eventually, in the future, you might descend into the realm of animals and be
reborn into a horse!” Hearing that, Huang Shangu could not contain himself
and laughed.

Dhyana Master Xiu then turned to Huang Shangu sternly and said, “Don’t
you laugh! You are a man of talent, but do you only know how to write
romantic poetry that misleads others?” Huang Shangu retorted, “According to
you, I guess I will also descend into the body of a horse then, right?” Dhyana
Master Xiu said, “Not only will you descend into the body of a horse, you
will also fall into the hells. Because Libo always thinks about horses, being
reborn in a horse body is only his business. But because you write romantic
love poetry, you inadvertently trigger many people’s lust and desires. Since this
type of behavior leads others to debauchery, how can you not descend into the
hells for this?”

Huang Shangu after all had good roots in the Dharma. After receiving
Dhyana Master Xiu’s severe warning which was like a timely blow on the
head, he immediately awakened and realized his mistake. He knew that the
retribution of cause and effect is never off in the least bit. Hence, he gave rise
to great shame and remorse for what he had done. From that point onwards,
he was no longer frivolous. He vowed to never write romantic poetry, opting
instead to write poems on liberating life. The following poem on ‘Giving Up

Meat is one of his well-known pieces on this theme.
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My flesh and sentient beings’ flesh:

Different in name but not in essence.

They both are of the same nature,

And vary only in shape and appearance.

The pain they endure

Fulfills that perverse desire of our taste buds.

No need to ask King Yama your fate:

You can ponder and figure it out yourself.

Later, Huang Shangu followed Dhyana Master Huang Long Huitang for
many years. He had witnessed many Dharma Masters gaining awakening.
However, he himself had no awakening throughout those years. He
complained to Dhyana Master Huang Long that he was not treated fairly,
that the attention and emphasis was often placed on the monastics rather
than on laymen like himself. Dhyana Master Huang Long saw through his
complaints, but the time was not yet right, so he was unable to teach him and
remained silent.

On one occasion, Dhyana Master Huang Long taught him to investigate
this topic: “Two or three disciples thought I was hiding something? I have
nothing to hide!” This was an excerpt from the Analects of Confiscius. In brief,
it means, “Disciples, do not think that I have hidden anything from you. I am
frank, sincere, and open. Everything that I could teach you, I already have.
Have no doubts about that.” Huang Shangu felt slightly puzzled. He was a
Confucian scholar. How could it be possible for him not to understand what
this quote from the Analects meant? He thought his Master was deliberately
challenging him and felt offended.

One time in autumn, the entire monastery was full of the fragrance of the
blooming sweet-osmanthus flowers. Huang Shangu was visiting the monastery
at that time. Dhyana Master Huang Long knew that the time had come,
and therefore took the opportunity to ask Shangu, “Upasaka Huang, do you
smell the fragrance of the flowers?” Huang Shangu smelled the air, and at that
moment, Dhyana Master Huang Long quickly added, “I have not hidden
anything from you.” Who could smell the flowers? No one is hiding anything

from you! Suddenly, Huang was awakened, and he submitted a verse:

1 may say that I'm heading home, but I haven’t arrived ;
In the past I dwelt on a riverbank i
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