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Spoken by Rulin Chiu at the Buddha Hall of CTTB on April 12, 2014
English Translation by Siew-Hui Tan

Buddhas, Bodhisattvas, Venerable Master, Dharma Masters, and all Good
Knowing Advisors, Amitabha. Tonight is my turn to share some thoughts.
If T've said something that is not in accord with the dharma, I earnestly
request all the Good Knowing Advisors to compassionately point it out.
This is my 20th year of teaching. Tonight, I wish to share with all of you

some reflections.
Last semester, I gave the students from Developing Virtue Girls’

School an essay to write. The topic was The Beauty of the Sagely
City. The children here see the skies of CTTB as beautiful scenery:
sometimes the sky is blue, and sometimes it is colorful, and there are
clouds whose forms are constantly changing. In their eyes, the children
see the clouds turn into the forms of dragons, birds, or they may even
see a stairway to heaven.

I guess most of us here would agree with the children’s view, that
the skies above CTTB are really beautiful. However, the difference is
when we, the adults, look up at the skies. We probably hope to see
something like the Buddha’s Light, or the Three Sages of Western Pure
Land, or lotus blossoms. The mind is like a painter who can illustrate
all kinds of worlds. So whatever we adults are looking forward to, it is
different from what the children are looking forward to, and therefore
we will sketch different pictures in our minds.

Next, I would like to share two short stories. The first story is
about a mother and a daughter. Both the mother and the daughter

were in the garden looking at fully bloomed flowers. The mother
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happily told her child, “Look, there’s a butterfly!” The child answered, “No,
that’s a dragonfly!” The mother then said, “Obviously it is a butterfly.” The
child argued, “No! It is a dragonfly!” Eventually, the mother lost her patience,
and scolded her daughter, “You have almost grown up, how can you still not
tell the difference between a butterfly and a dragonfly?” The daughter told her
mother sadly, “But I really do see a dragonfly.” The mother squatted down
at her daughter’s side, and she looked up, and then she did indeed see - a
dragonfly!

When the mother is not at the same height as the child, what they see
will be different. If the mother does not squat down, using the child’s point
of view to observe, then she will never understand her child’s perspectives and
problems, and might blame the child wrongly.

The second story I would like to tell, is a sharing from a student who does
voluntary work at the Children’s Institution. Once there was a group of college
students who helped out for a period of time at the Children’s Institution, and
they found that there was a particular child who used to open up an umbrella
and sit down in the corner of the room. This child never talked, and she
ignored everyone around her. Eventually, no one communicated with her. One
day, there was a student who had a sudden thought, wishing to know about
the world under this child’s umbrella. Therefore, she too took an umbrella and
opened it up, and sat beside the quiet child. At that very moment, the little
girl, who had been silent, looked up and spoke. She asked the student who had
just joined her, “Are you a mushroom too?”

So, all this time, the child had regarded herself as a mushroom. Due to
curiosity, the college student had the chance to walk into the inner world of
the child’s mind. Eventually, she referred the child to the child psychologist
for treatment.

These two short stories have made me reconsider my role as a teacher. When
I first started teaching, I only thought of transferring all of my knowledge to
the students. I didn’t care whether the students understood, or if they were
able to catch up. In the past, I taught Economics. Most of the time, I used
graphs and mathematics as analyzing tools. However, it was too difficult for
the students who studied Broadcasting, to understand them. Once, there was
a Journalism undergraduate who asked me, “Could you please not teach us
math? Please don’t teach us graphs, either.” I thought over it for some time, and
I asked him, “Then, what should I teach?”

That was what I taught, because that was what I had learned. At that
time, I didn’t know about the principle of “teaching according to the student’s
capacity, and prescribing medicine according to the patient’s illness.” Gradually
I realized that the students’ faces had shown that they were helpless and lost.
I then understood that not only did the students have to change, but I had to
change, too. Students from different backgrounds are like different types of
grains. I had to use the right temperature and the correct amount of water in
order to cook the grains, and most importantly, they needed more patience
and companionship.

After ten years of teaching, I went back to school to further my studies.
Looking at the difficulty of the course I was taking, I too was longing for

my teacher’s attention. I wanted the teacher to notice my puzzled look, but
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unfortunately, the teacher not only ignored me, but even humiliated me. I
guess this was the retribution that I had to receive in this present life. Now,
I keep telling myself that I don’t want to treat my students like that teacher
treated me, because I myself have suffered from this kind of feeling.

In the Universal Door Chapter, Guan Shi Yin Bodhisattva transforms and
manifests into thirty-two bodies in response to the living beings’ roots and
capacities. Guan Shi Yin Bodhisattva will transform into a particular body if
it means that someone can be liberated by that form. I think besides engaging
in the same activities as the beings from the Four Dharmas of Attractions,
there is another deeper meaning behind this, which is to stand at the same
height as all living beings, which means to use an empathic mind and by using
other living beings’ perspectives, to understand their problems. Meanwhile,
we try to guide them, to teach and transform them, while using the right
timing. The well-known story of Guan Yin with the Fish Basket is exactly the
same. Guan Yin Bodhisattva deeply understands the natures and habits of
living beings. Therefore, she uses the most expedient methods to guide them
toward goodness. This gradually teaches and transforms them.

In the year 2005, a few teachers and I brought five college students to
Chiangmai, in the northern part of Thailand, as education volunteers, to
teach Chinese to the children. There was a group of Asian orphans who
lived in the well-known Golden Triangle, at the Thai-Burma border. They
were called the Orphans of Asia because they were the descendants of people
from the Chinese Nationalist Party who had fled from China during the
time of the Nationalist-Communist Civil War. Therefore these people did
not have a nationality or citizenship. They were a marginalized group in Asia.
However, they still called themselves Chinese and were unwilling to identify
themselves as Thai. Eventually, for the sake of the younger generation, they
finally accepted the reality of their location, and later, all of them became
nationalized Thais. During the day, they would study in the regular schools,
learning the Thai language, but after school, they studied in shabby classrooms
with their tribe.

One time, when it was a holiday, our minds were filled with loving
kindness. We brought all kinds of advanced equipment into the mountainous
tribal camp. There were computers, projectors, and many well-made teaching
tools. We were all set and were ready to conduct our class. When the kids saw
that the projector screen was just like watching a movie, they were all very
excited and stayed focused. Unfortunately, not even five minutes after we
had begun, the extension cord burnt off because it couldn’t support the high
voltage needed for our advanced equipment. The instructor stared at me and
said, “How are we going to conduct the class without a computer?” I said,
“Just write on the black board!” Everyone hurried to search for chalk. Finally
we found some pieces of chalk that were hidden like some kind of treasure,
and each piece of chalk was only as big as a fingernail. If we had been back in
Taiwan, all of these chalk pieces would definitely have become trash.

Next, were the entertaining group activities. The college students had
designed many exciting and fun games for the kids. The kids took off their
shoes and happily followed the teachers and big sisters to play the games.
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I was in the classroom getting ready for the afternoon class. There was a shy kid
who walked up to me and gave me a piece of paper. I had given the white paper to
the children earlier. I wasnt sure what this child wanted. So I just simply took the
paper and started to fold it into an airplane. He happily ran around the classroom
with his paper plane. The kids outside saw this, and each of them brought in a piece
of paper and asked for paper planes too. In just a short while, the whole classroom
turned into an airport! For them, happiness was just as simple as that.

After the class, we gave colorfully wrapped sweets and chocolates to the
children. Soon enough, the whole classroom, and even outside of the classroom,
was full of the beautiful candy wrappers. I told the kids to pick up the wrappers
and throw them into the trash bin. The kids looked at me doubtfully, and nodded
their heads. Then they ran off. Still, when I looked at the floor, the wrappers didn’t
seem to be going anywhere, so I told the kids the same thing again. This time, there
was a kid who finally spoke up, and said, “Our home has no trash bin.” At that
moment, | was taken aback. In this tribe, there was no garbage collecting truck, so
of course there weren’t any trashcans. We had never thought of this before: what
we brought along with us to the tribe was not only loving kindness, but we had
also brought along desires and pollution from civilization that did not really belong
there in those mountains.

There was another group of teachers who entered an even more impoverished
tribe. The local Chinese school’s principal required the kids to learn how to wash
their hands as part of their curriculum, so that the kids would have it as a regular
hygiene practice. Therefore the teachers used the standard Taiwanese way to educate
the kids how to wash their hands properly, step by step. First, you need to turn on
the tap and wet your hands, then use the hand soap... so on and so forth. When
the teachers and the big sisters were trying their best to teach the kids, the kids all
were lost. All the kids looked totally blank. Finally, one of them said, “Teacher, our
home does not have a water tap.” When the college students heard that, they felt
heartache. We had never experienced this kind of life, and to us, washing hands was
just so simple that we had not ever thought that it could be a problem.

After this trip being volunteers, I thought that we were the receivers, not the
givers. In the past, when I was teaching Economics, I usually taught my students
this concept in the very first class: “Resources are limited, but desires are endless.”
Due to the limitation of resources, that is the reason why people need to learn how
to distribute them, so that people can effectively meet and satisfy everyone’s desire.
But in this tribe, due to the limited resources, there were not many choices, so the
people there were at ease living a simple life, and they did not need to go through
too many troubles.

Before we entered the mountainous area, we were told that we could not drink
the local water, or even wash our hands using the local water. The reason was
because our bodies did not have adequate immunity to their water. Looking at the
children running all around the mountains in a carefree way, we realized that we
were the ones who were tied up instead of these people. I really didn’t get it: were
they the happy and blessed ones, or were we? From the vision of the people of the
mundane world, we are indeed happy and blessed, because we own everything.

However, after learning the Buddha Dharma, I have gradually come to understand
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that the so-called happiness and blessings that we have, are all coming from our
greedy minds. What we want is always more than we need.

In the Sutra on the Buddhas Bequeathed leaching, the World Honored One
instructed his disciples on the merit and virtue of non-seeking. The World Honored

One says,

All of you Bhikshus! You should know that people with many desires suffer
much, because they constantly seek for their own benefits. People who reduce
their desires, who are free of seeking or longing, do not have such trouble. Being
straightforward and with less desire, a person is well-suited for cultivation, not
to mention that less desire can generate all kinds of merit and virtue People
who reduce their desires, do not flatter in order to get what they want from
others. Moreover they are not dragged along by their sense organs. People who
reduce their desires have, as a result, minds which are peaceful, without worry
or fear. When situations arise, they are ever satisfied and never discontent. One
who reduces his desires can realize Nirvana. This is my teaching on reducing

desires.

I once worked as a volunteer in a hospital. I've seen the joy of birth, and T've
seen people’s moods who stayed in the Intensive Care Unit, and the people who
waited outside the ICU. I've also witnessed one of my Dharma friends collapse
onto the floor and turn into a vegetative human, right after seeing her son jump off
of a building in order to commit suicide. I've also experienced one of my students
coming to me crying, asking me what she should do after her sister was brutally
murdered. I was speechless at that time. Also, once another student came to ask
me where her deceased grandmother was now, the woman who had taken care of
her since she was young. If I had not learned the Buddha Dharma, the only thing
I could have done would have been to cry along with them.

Our blessings are limited, and the power of karma is endless. How are we
to allocate our blessings and divide them for birth, old age, sickness, and death?
Nobody could give me the answer. During March of 2010, I was able to participate
in the year’s first Guan Yin session. It was the first time I had done so in my life.
I had a dream during the session. The dream enabled me to deeply reflect. Only
then I realized that when we approach the end of our lives, we can't really decide
anything for ourselves. Others cannot help either. After the session, the first thing I
did when I returned back to Taipei, was to submit my resignation letter.

My life had been engaged to the school campus since the day I entered school
when I was seven years old, until the day I resigned from my teaching career. When
I started doing voluntary work in the monastery, I was like a new student who had
just entered elementary school. Confused and ignorant, I stumbled and fell, but
I was full of curiosity and at the same time, I was somehow fearful. I would make
mistakes just like the children. I hoped to be good, and wished to turn over a new
leaf too. Once I was very fearful and did not know what to do. If there had not been
guidance from the Good Knowing Advisors, I really wouldn’t have known which
path to walk on. There are many different kinds of teachers and helpful friends who
yield to my height. They have bent forward to listen to me, and accompanied me

along the way. Without them, I would not be here today. I am very grateful for this. g
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