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A Talk by Zhou-Zhou on January 28 at the Buddha Hall of CTTB
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All Buddhas and Bodhisattvas, Venerable Master and all
Dharma friends, good evening! Even though Chinese New
Year’s eve is drawing near, I don’t have any celebratory words
to share with everyone. Rather I would like to share my recent
contemplations on the topic of “life is short and suffering”.
With every new year, our age becomes one year older and
our lives become one year shorter. When I was little, every day
was so long, so much so that the phrase “a life time” seemed
so far away. As I grew up, the days seemed like they became
shorter. Now at CTTB, time is the most precious thing for all
of us and it passes away without us even noticing it. It is like
life is being fast forwarded; sunrise is immediately followed by

sunset.
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Speaking of growing up, I can’t help but thinking of when I first
came to live at CT'TB. Strangely, during the walking recitation, I was
following everyone step by step, but when I looked up, I felt like a tiny
person because everyone seemed so tall, especially the Dharma Masters
with golden robes. I was in shock. I said to myself “Oh my gosh | CTTB
is different, and the people at CT'TB are different, everyone is huge!”
It left such a deep impression on my mind that I was even a little bit
scared! After one month, I became sick for a long time; although I don’t
think it was from the shock.

Everyone is familiar with the suffering of sickness. This Chan
session the sound of coughing in the women’s Chan Hall was like a
symphony going up and down with the rhythm of other sounds. For
the sake of the Chan session, some people with severe coughs left the
Chan Hall. Even before the session, the Dharma Master said people can
also go sit in the Patriarch Hall but the charm of the Chan Hall was too
strong. Therefore if you want to cultivate, you still have to make sure
this stinky skin bag is healthy so you can apply your effort.

Although I did not cough during this Chan session, I suffered other
bodily pains. The actual day of Amitabha Buddha’s birthday the Dharma
Master helped me to burn incense on my arm to make an offering to
the Buddha. On the last day of the Buddha recitation session the scab
was almost healed, but just after sitting recitation the red scab became
white and filled with pus. This had never happened to me before. The
following days of Chan session were very difficult for me, especially the
first week. Every day when I left the Chan Hall I would go to my room
so I could open up my wound and clean the pus. Although a new layer
of scab would form quickly after a day of meditation, when I would
get back to my room to examine it, it would be filled with pus again.
So once again I would have to open the scab and clean it up. I found
myself going back and forth again and again; some days I had to clean
it three or four times a day.

At first, I thought, maybe it is because of meditation that the
wound is not healing properly, maybe I should stop going to Chan Hall
for a couple of days. I had the thought, even if I do go in, I will just
be thinking about this arm anyways. But then I suddenly remembered
the verses on the Four Clear and Definitive Instructions on Purity: “I
affirm that, after my nirvana, a Bhikshu whose resolve in the practice
of samadhi is unshakable can, in a single moment repay his debts from
all his previous lives since time without beginning by burning lamp-
oil on his body before an image of the Buddha, or else by burning
off a part of one of his fingers, or else by burning a piece of incense
on his body. Then he will be able to bid a final farewell to this world
and be forever free of outflows.” After the Chan session, the scab was
completely healed as if nothing had happened.

On the last day of Chan session, I got news that my grandfather

was in the late stages of terminal lung cancer. It had already spread into



TER 2 DEIERI > ARDLAGERL - EE AR
FHHIEE IMA RS RAA R A » WIS HIMLEY

BLETH - CEUERRESR - R Ry BH LA (5
Bk IR B2 T e > nE R RS
ﬁﬁj o

WG > FAMT — BRI E LSRG
INAINEE > NEGERMAMIFIE » B Rt rEE 2
EIEER - TIESERE | ) EEE - SR
RHEESR - BEERIE - AW—EE R
UE ? SEER AL » BITERESE M2
FEE AR ?

ZRIVER  REE B LEHIMS
s TAMA S AtA D FEOEEAAE - 5O
a7 WA A o ENRE —RER
FEESET o BEMH T 2 I LU —Y)
FTBPEEE SR 2 1] DA— 0 R LK FEA T 4 fin 4
g 2

LS TR I IR SR RO > — s
FEEM EA > (RFELR) hEsRE—H - &
“HEB=H-BEESETH gE0EL
Bt R AR Ett R Rt EEA R R E 2
EAEESR - SR 2R RIRE - il
EEGTHE > EtRZ2N > —RKtiF - W
KAEF > IREE ST — AR EL R —
B AR EREEH FLER o WA EERIR—E 2
—REELRE— OB R EsitERZ
B—H—OREL > REREA — LR ELEYE
> ERUHE N TR —E R RSN -

FH AR o fE AR A g R LB R 8
HEEE—LRELM S - 72 > REZXR
AfE - A AR ES%%LT%  HEEEF]
A EEET N ZEG AR F—EZ 2
~ﬂranf%§E$%%% AFHE
ET - mEEHR R AFmEEs > o
TR AN SIS TR
A T REL ) SRS - FRLL > &
— T~ F—REAT ~ F—RSEF
o BEME R TGRS THE—HL, -
B—REM > B—XWEEHEK > HEH—K
HOH DA T — AR EL ) BRI R B4
AR -

WA R AR — =R E 55
NHFE T o [sgape b | &

the bones, so he left the hospital and stopped all treatment. My grandfather
had always been a very strong and healthy person. My grandpa was raised
by his adoptive mother and was a very filial child. He was never picky about
food, clothing or living conditions. At work, he was a role model; he never
abused his power for any personal gain. He even passed up promotions so
that the younger generations would have the opportunity for advancement.
But now, my grandfather is so emaciated that he is just like skin and bones.
What’s more, because his bones now have became so infected with cancer so
that they are like a bee hive, he feels pain even when someone places a few
more layers of blankets on his body.

My mother told me, they presented a fake test result to my grandparents
so they would not know the truth. I asked why? She said “because they
are afraid of dying”. This left me speechless. Birth, old, sickness and death;
which one of them is not suffering? There is death because there was birth.
Why are people only worried about death? Not once have I heard them say
they worry about birth.

After that, I started to say in my mind everyday: “Grandfather, dont be
afraid!” But then I thought about myself, would I be afraid? I might say no,
but when I really face death one day, will I be ready? Will I be able to let
go of everything and only be mindful of Amitabha’s holy name and single
mindedly wish for rebirth in the land of ultimate bliss?

I remember during the Chan session’s recorded lecture, a disciple asked
the Venerable Master about a passage in the Amitabha Sutra. The Buddha
said “If one can be single minded for one day or two days or three days even
until seven days, then one can be reborn in the pure land.” The disciple’s
question was why is there a time limit? The Venerable Master said: “This
is not a time limit. Rather it is saying during the seven days of Buddha
recitation session, for even just one or two days, if you can be single minded,
you will in the future definitely be reborn in the western pure land. It is not
saying that you have to have one whole day or seven whole days with a single
mind. It is also not saying that you have to be single minded after the seven
days. As long as you have a single mind when you recite the Buddha’s name,
you have planted the seed for rebirth in the western pure land. ”

From here, we should know that it is not very difficult to go to the
western pure land, as long as we can recite the Buddha’s name single
mindedly. However, we living beings have thoughts that go out ceaselessly.
When we sit in meditation, we can even see those countless thoughts flying
around. Every single one of them is “suffering”. These thoughts make us ill at
ease; they do not purify or produce peace. Suffering is the least thing that is
lacking in this world but we living beings are particularly adept and happy at
grabbing tightly to it. Therefore becoming “single minded” is such a difficult
thing to do. So every time I meditate, walk, recite sutras and mantras, or
bow to the Buddhas, I strive to be single minded. Every time I fail I will try
again. One day I hope that I will become best friends with the single mind
that is not confused.

I also wish everyone peace, purity and prosperity everyday! Amitabha! &
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