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EVENTS IN THE LIFE OF THE VENERABLE MASTER: THE CHINA PERIOD
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White Mountains and
Black Waters

Nurture Rare Talent (continued)
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A new edition by the Committee for the Publication of
Venerable Master Hsuan Hua’s Biography

Translated into English by Genglin Zheng and others
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49, The Filial Son’s Tomb

In the end of the Qing Dynasty, during the Guangxu reign, lived a man named
Wang Mengxing in the city of Changchun. After burying his mother who had
succumbed to disease, he went to Qianshan (Thousand Mountains) to practice
the Way at a famous Taoist temple called Wu Liang Guan (Infinite Daoism
Temple). Over ten years later, he returned to Changchun where he built a hut by
his mother’s grave, and stayed there, morning her for three years. He managed
to survive by drinking cold water and eating rice flour. He died in 1934 and
was buried next to his mother’s grave. The tomb was called “The Tomb of the
Filial Son.” The Venerable Master himself was a role model in being filial. Over
and over, he told us stories about Wang Mengxing, encouraging us to follow the

fundamental principles of being a human being, of being filial.

Story in Venerable Master’s Own Words:
‘Wang Mengxing was born in Jilin, Changchun, around the Guangxu period
of the Qing Dynasty. He was a born practitioner of the Way, feeling that life was
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just a dream. When his mother passed away, he returned to Changchun to
mourn by her grave, observing his filial duties. During that time, he didn’t eat
any cooked food; instead, he ate raw rice. Every day he would grab a handful
of rice and simply ate however much his fist could hold. He didn’t buy the
rice, people offered it to him. So if there were offerings, he would eat, and if
there weren’t any, he wouldn’t eat. Many people wanted to offer him rice, but
he only accepted and only ate the first offering that was made to him.

Back then, Cao Kun, who was a high-ranking official, perhaps similar
to a battalion commander in today’s terms, often visited Filial Son Wang to
pay his respect. It was said that the Filial Son possessed virtue, that he was a
true cultivator and possibly had powers. Many people hurried to be the first
ones to make offerings. Some offered coins or bills, but he didn’t care about
that and the money lay there until it was either blown away by the wind or
stolen. He never attempted to stop the thieves. Some thugs begun to take
notice and coveted money. “He never takes care of the money he receives and
simply lets other people take it, so he must be rich,” they thought, “If he were
actually poor, there’s no way he would ignore it like that.” So, one night, they
decided to rob him. He sat there while the thugs threatened him with knives,
demanding he turn his riches over to them. When Wang Mengxing told them
he didn’t have any money, they didn’t believe him. They stabbed him in the
throat and left.

The police found him nearly dead and unable to speak the next day. At
the time, Changchun was a hustling and bustling city, full of people from all
over the world. The police kept asking question after question: “Who attacked
you? Which country were they from? This country...? That country...?” Wang
Mengxing kept shaking his head. Finally, when the police asked: “Then, is it
Heaven’s will that you be killed?” He nodded his head in agreement. “If it is
Heaven’s will,” the police retorted, “there is nothing we can do about it!” and

he died right then and there.
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If there were a person who carried his father on his

When the Japanese military took over Manchuria, they established the Empire
of Manchuria (Manchukuo), with Changchun as its capital. They wanted to build
a highway but the Tomb of the Filial Son stood in the way. Anyone attempting to
dig at the gravesite, with the intention to relocate the tomb, fainted or got injured.
The Japanese wouldn’t believe it and decided to use a cannon and an airplane to
bomb the site, but none of the bombs exploded. The Japanese also requested that
Emperor Xuantong issue a mandate to ask the spirits to move away. But the Filial
Son Wang’s tomb didn’t budge. No one could move the tomb, not even in the
slightest. Then a voice was heard coming from within the tomb:

For years I have been sitting on the meditation cushion,

Perfecting my body, nurturing my spirit, and guarding my essence.

1t is not yet time for my mother’s bones to move

Heaven alone can decide the time of my departure.

Everyone in the Manchurian Empire knew about the amazing Tomb of The
Filial Son. People came from the most remote locations to offer incense. I once
visited the tomb myself and spent the night at an old Taoist temple.

[ Postscript]

In September of 1958, the local government removed the Filial Son’s Tomb
of Changchun because it was blocking traffic. The bones of Wang Mengxing
were moved to another place along with his mother’s. Then, fifty years later on
September 9, 2008, the tomb was rebuilt according to its original dimensions in
the Changchun Xiyuan Public Cemetery. In this old picture, the spot under the

trees shows the very location of the Filial Son’s tomb.
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left shoulder and his mother on his right shoulder until
his bones were ground to powder by their weight as
they bore through to the marrow, and if that person
were to circumambulate Mount Sumeru for a hundred
thousand kalpas until the blood that flowed out of his
feet covered his ankles, that person would still not have
repaid the deep kindness of his parents....

If you wish to repay your parents’ kindness... repent
of transgressions and offenses on their behalf. For the
sake of your parents, make offerings to the Triple Jewel.
For the sake of your parents, hold the precepts and
eat vegetarian dietof pure eating. For the sake of your
parents, practice giving and cultivate blessings. If you

are able to do these things, you are being a filial child....”

The Buddha Speaks the Sutra About the Deep Kindness of
Parents and the Difficulty in Repaying It
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