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Events in the Life of the Venerable Master:
The China Period

B EAEZE (PRE)

White Mountains
and Black Waters
Nurture Rare Talent

(continued)

SHEAFHGEL R 3% (20094 )

A new edition (in Chinese) by the Committee for the
Publication of Venerable Master Hsuan Hua’s Biography
FREKM FA KF

Translated into English by Genglin Zheng and others

When people want to make progress, obstacles will come; when
people want to become Buddhas, evil demons will be the first
to come. Observing filial piety is a good thing. But when doing
goodness, your creditors will come to find you. Maybe in my
past lives, I had a bad affinity with these dogs, so they came to
attack me unexpectedly when I had no way to defend myself.
But I didn’t want to fight with them. I did not surrender nor
did T resist them. When Japan attacked northeast China, the
Chinese people didn’t resist and as a result the land was occupied
in the end. But my nonresistance was not the same. I didn’t even
breathe in the direction of these dogs but they were still defeated.

It was somewhat different.

The Second Ordeal: Mosquitoes

In northeast China, there usually are no mosquitoes in March.
However, for unknown reasons in the evening of the second day,
uncountable big mosquitoes flew over to me and buzzed loudly.
Then I thought, “Yesterday was the ordeal of dogs, today is the
ordeal of mosquitoes!” I could have killed them all, but how could
I face my dead mother if I did so? Well! I gave rise to a charitable
thought and I said, “Please drink my blood, my treat!” While I

took off the clothes covering my torso, they landed on me and
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crawled all over my body, but finally flew away without even
one bite. Isn’t that strange? From then on, during my mourning
period by the grave, no mosquitoes bit me. My visitors there all
had been bitten and they said, “Oh, so many injections, and so
many doctors!” They said that the mosquitoes’ bites were like
injections given by doctors, but I never got bitten once.

Does it sound like a myth? Or do you think it’s a funny story?
Actually it’s not funny at all! If T did not have a charitable thought
and did not take off my clothes, those mosquitoes would not
have given up. At that time I thought, “Okay, I'll donate my
blood to you. Even if you drain all my blood and I die here, I will
not retaliate. Instead, when I become a Buddha, I will liberate
you all and be friends with you!”

When I thought like that, the mosquitoes were willing to be my
friends. Although they landed on my body, they were reluctant
to suck my blood. Was it the power of the spiritual response? All
in all, when I really had the charitable thought to donate myself,
they gave up. This was the mosquito ordeal of the second day. I
got a pen name called “Mosquito Monk” because some people
dislike my names Dulun and Hsuan Hua. This was why I signed

my name “Mosquito Monk.”

The Third Ordeal: Ants

What was the ordeal on the third day? No one can imagine! It
was the ants. Tens of thousands of ants climbed up my body.
There were ants all over my body and they were biting me while
crawling. I thought, “Do these ants come to drive me away
because they do not want me stay here mourning? Or they come
to test me to see if my heart of observing filial piety is sincere?
Although you want to expel me, I will not do the same to you!” At
the beginning I was sitting in the lotus pose and then I loosened
my legs and hands and thought, “Climb as you wish. I will not
drive you away! If you want to climb on my head just do it, as well
as my face, ears, nose, and mouth; just do whatever you wish.”

With such a thought, half an hour later, the ants also retreated.
So I overcame the ants’ barrier. What a strange thing it was! From
then on, no ants came ever again. Perhaps the ants realized they
could not be the host of this place, so they all ran away.

After that, I realized that all we have to do is keep our heart free
of hostility and refuse to fight with anyone. Even if the person is
hostile to us, we still regard him as a friend, and eventually one
day he will be moved and become our friend. Later, I had a pen

name called “little ant” and this is where it came from.

£3T0 be continued
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