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EVENTS IN THE LIFE OF THE VENERABLE MASTER: THE PERIOD IN CHINA
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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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78. The youngest disciple Guo-Guo

The Master’s youngest disciple Guo-Guo could treat the illnesses
of people even when he was as young as five years old, but was unable
to treat himself. Luckily, with guidance from the Great Advisor, he
followed the Master to leave the home-life and cultivate. Thereafter he
no longer suffered from his chronic disease. But later, as a result of
having opened the five eyes, he said bold and unsuitable words, which
brought back his demonic and karmic illness. In order to save him, the
Master fought with those mountain demons and water monsters for 21
days without eating and sleeping, finally getting rid of his illness. After

that his “Five eyes” were no longer opened.

Venerable Master’s Own Narration:
(1)A Fat Monk Requesting to Leave the Home-Life Under Me

I accepted a little disciple, who had some deep affinities with me,
and thus he followed me to become a monk. His Dharma name is Guo-
Guo, which means that he will attain the path to the Land of Ultimate
Bliss.

One day, when sitting in meditation, I was aware that there would
be a boy coming to leave the home-life. He was plump and a very good
boy. At five o’clock the next morning, I said to my eldest disciple: “Pay

attention. There will be a little boy here to become a monk today. When
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he comes, let me know at once.” The eldest disciple waited until one o’'clock
in the afternoon, then he hurried up to tell me: “Master, Master, the boy you
said would come has arrived.”

I asked: “Where is he?” The disciple answered: “In the kitchen.”

I went to the kitchen and took a look around, there really was a twelve-
year-old child there. He was dressed in rags, his neck crooked, his eyes
staring at me. At the sight of me, the expression of his eyes, ears and mouth
was very strange, as if meeting a family member whom he had not seen in a
long time. He seemed about to cry. I said: “Are you here to leave the home?”

He replied: “Yes.” I said: “For what reason?”

He said: “My home is over a thousand miles away from here, I dreamt
on three different occasions that a fat monk told me if I want my illness to
be cured, I must go to San Yuan monastery to find the Master An-Ci. My
illness will be cured after I have bowed to him as my teacher, left the home-
life and cultivated under him.

I asked: “ Do you know the Master An-Ci?” “No, I don'.”

“Even though you don’t know him you have come here to find him?
There’s no such person here.”

He answered: “That’s impossible. When I entered this monastery, I saw
that fat monk sitting in front, just inside the hall. He was the one sending
me three dreams and beckoning me to become a monk here.” The monk he
meant was just Maitreya Bodhisattva .

I said:

dressed in ragged clothing. Is it the case that you want to leave the home-life

I cannot judge your dream to be real or not! I notice you are

because you have no food to eat, nor proper clothing to wear, and you are
living a difficult life? Is it that you came to leave the home-life, upon hearing
that a monk doesnt need to worry about food and clothing, and can go
without having to work? ”

This child’s last name was Pan. Although only five years old, he was able
to treat people’s illnesses. Who helped him have this ability? Fox-spirits and
snake-spirits. In his past life, he was a shaman (in northern China called
a tiao-shen, a “dancing spirit,” and in Taiwan called a ji-tong, a “divining
boy”). These ghosts and demons found him again at the age of five and gave
him the ability to cure illnesses. Some illnesses he could cure, while others he
could not. Ordinary people called him “Demon Boy,” because he was acting
very demonic, following no rules. At the age of twelve, he, himself, became
sick with abdominal pain. This time he could not cure himself.

Where he lived was over a thousand miles away from the temple. He
walked alone for over a month. At the time when the Japanese had just
surrendered, he passed by an abandoned Japanese armory and picked up
two hand grenades, playing with them while he walked along. One night,
while sleeping in the suburbs, more than a dozen wolves surrounded him
and were about to attack him from all sides. He was not scared. He said:
“Good friends, you have arrived! Come here, I will feed you some ‘eggs’!” As
he said this, the wolves stopped, perhaps frightened by his hand grenades.
They then all ran away.

0 To be continued





