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EVENTS IN THE LIFE OF THE VENERABLE MASTER: THE CHINA PERIOD
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75. Chopping Off His Own Hand to Save His Mother

When he was in his twenties, Gao Defu became panicked and grief-
stricken because his mother was very sick and near death. Gao Defu
was desperate to help his mother quickly recover, so he went to the San
Yuan Monastery to pray for the Buddha’s mercy. In order to show his
sincerity, he planned to cut his hand off in front of the Buddha’s image.
His sense of filial respect was so strong that it moved Master Hua to

visit Da Nan Gou (Great South Ditch) Village to cure Defu’s mother.

The Story in the Venerable Master’s Own Words:

Five or six miles away from our temple, there was a man named
Gao Wanfeng, who lived in Da Nan Gou Village. His wife was an
opium addict. One day she fell ill and became bedridden. She was so
sick that she could not even smoke opium any more. Her lips were as
dry as if they had been burned by fire. Her tongue had turned black
and she had not eaten anything for seven or eight days. Her son Gao
Defu, who was in his twenties, really wanted to save his mother, so he
secretly made a vow that he would go to the San Yuan Monastery and

chop one of his hands off in front of the Buddha’s image. He thought
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by doing so, he would be able to show his sincerity so that the
Buddhas and Bodhisattvas would bless his mother and cure
her illness.

On the eighth day of April, according to the lunar calendar,
is the celebration of Buddha’s birthday, also known as Bathing
the Buddha’s Day. On this day, many people came to the San
Yuan Monastery to bow to the Buddha. Around one p.m., Gao
Defu came to the temple with a knife wrapped in newspaper.
First, he burnt some incense, and knelt down in front of the
Buddha. He unwrapped the newspaper and took out the knife,
prepared to cut off his left hand. People next to him saw this,
and rushed to grab his right hand, saying, “What are you
doing? What are you doing?” Defu replied that his mother was
sick and there was no way of curing her. Thus he wanted to cut
his hand off to prove his sincerity to the Bodhisattvas, praying
that his mother could live a few more years.

Ordinary people regarded our Abbot as a living Buddha or
Bodhisattva. When Li Jinghua, who was the most sincere and
loyal disciple of the Abbot, heard Gao Defu’s story, he brought
Defu to the Abbot, saying, “Abbot, please be compassionate!
Please help him!” The old Abbot said, “OK, OK! Please go
find An Ci and ask him to come here.” When I heard from Li
Jinghua that I was being summoned, I went to see the Abbot
immediately.

I went to the Abbot’s room, bowed to him, and said,
“Abbot, what do you want me to do?” The Abbot pointed at
Gao Defu and said, “He is a filial son, and would rather cut

I asked, “Has he

cut one hand or both?” “He hasn’t cut either yet,” replied the

his own hand off than see his mother die.”

Abbot. I said, “How come you are talking about cutting off
hands, when no hands have been cut off yet?”

The Abbot was not very eloquent and didn’t want to argue
with me. He simply stated, “They stopped him. Please show
your mercy and save his mother.” I said, “He came for you,
not for me. Why should I help him? I don’t want any trouble!”
The Abbot said, “It doesn’t matter if he came for you or for me.
If you could, please help him. He has such sincerity.” I said,
“You should not always be finding trouble for me.” The Abbot
said, “I know you could help. Please help him and create good
affinities. Please be compassionate!”

I was young, but didn’t want to poke my nose into others’
business. I told Gao Defu, “I cannot do it, please go home.”
Though he heard what I said, he kept kneeling. In fact, it didn’t
matter whether I went to his house or not. He didn’t know
that I had already dedicated my own merit and virtue to his

mother and that her problem was solved. He didn’t know this,
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During the Water, Land and Air Ceremony in 1987,

Gao Defu (in the middle) and his family took this picture
in front of the gate of three arches at the entrance of CTTB.
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so he kept kneeling and crying. He had true filial piety. So I
said, “Maybe I can try. Let’s go to your house: you go first!” He
asked, “Do you know how to get there?” I said, “Don’t worry
about me, just go home!”

He lived about 8.5 to 9 miles from my temple. He bicycled
back first, and I went another way. When I got to his home,
it was about 5p.m. and he had not arrived yet. Nobody in his
home knew me so they didn't want me to come in. They said,
“We have a sick person at home. We dont have any money.
Please don’t come here to beg alms.” Some people see monks
as being very annoying, and they say, “We don’t have money;,
please don’t beg alms.” Because of this, I said, “Starving to
death, I beg for nothing.” You could not imagine what I had
encountered in the past. I told them, “I am not begging alms
from you! Your family member came to our temple trying
to cut his hand off. Do you know that? I came to fix the
problem.” Hearing what I said, they let me in. I sat on the bed
and nobody talked to me.

After I waited there for about five minutes, Gao Defu came
back. He was surprised to see me and asked, “How come you
got here first? Did you take a bus?” I said: “I ran here.” Then he
asked, “How come you run so fast?” I replied, “You took the
main road, and I used a short cut, so, of course I was faster than
you!” He immediately called all his family members to bow to
me. At that time, I was not wearing any shoes or socks. They
all thought I was very special.

I found a piece of yellow worshipping paper on which I
wrote an article to King Yama, stating who I was and where I
came from. I gave him the address of the family and explained
how the son came to our temple trying to cut his hand off as
an offering to the Buddha. I requested King Yama’s mercy, and
asked that he let Defu’s mother back. I wrote, “If you don’t let
her come back, I will be hard on you!” As I was writing this,
his family continued to kneel sincerely, waiting until I finished
and burned the paper. Only after I was done did they all go
back to sleep. Meanwhile, the patient was still unconscious.

The next morning, after seven or eight days of laying with
her eyes closed, not drinking, eating, or talking, the Gao Defu’s
mother sat up in her bed and called, “Ji Zi, Ji Zi!” (which was
Defu’s nickname). She said, “Ji Zi, Ji Zi! Please bring me some
porridge. I want porridge, I am very, very thirsty!” Gao Defu
was so happy to see his mother talk again. He ran close to her
and asked, “Mom, are you better?” His mother said, “For so

many days, I did not know where I went to. There was no sun,

no moon, no lights--it was so dark everywhere that I could not
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see anything. I wanted to come back, but didn't know how to get home. I
saw yellow in front of my eyes and felt like I was in a trance.

Gao Defu asked, “ How did you recover?” She said, “Last night, I met a
monk dressed in tattered and worn out robes who sent me back. If you see
a poor monk, you must give him some money to create affinities.” When
he heard this, Defu asked, “What did the monk look like?” She said, “He
was tall. If T see him, I will recognize him.” Her son pointed at me, while I
was still lying on the bed, saying, “Please take a look. Is he that monk?” His
mother said, “Yes, I was sent back by him.” So all the family came to bow to
me and asked to take refuge with me. They didnt go to check with others
whether I was a good teacher or whether I had virtue. They just took refuge
with me. I said to myself, “If I ask for money, they would surely give me
enough to build a temple. However, I won't ask for it. Yesterday, they didn’t
even let me in, so today I won't ask them for money.” That’s my personality.

I have used the Precious Seal Hand (one of the Forty-two Hands) twice:
once when I was in the Gao home, and subsequently I also used it again in
Hong Kong. In Manchuria, I did it because I was left with no choice: I had
to use the Precious Seal Hand to help Defu’s mother recover. However, this
also brought many troubles: soon another person came and said he was sick,
and yet another told me that he didn’t feel well. Before long there were so
many patients. I said, “All you sick people need to be beaten!” I used a horse
hair whisk and hit everyone three times. Then I asked them, “Are you still
sick?” “No, No. I am recovered.” I said, “You guys all needed to get a good
beating. After this beating, you will all be healthy!”

Defu’s mother was healthy ever since and she lived another twenty years.
In 1987, Iinvited Gao Defu, Gao Dexiang, Gao Jiaxin, and Gao Defu’s wife,

and five or six of them came to visit the City of the Ten Thousand Buddhas.

sdTo be continued





