Teaching Healing LLed Me to My Teacher
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By Eloise Monzillo PHD, RN, AHN-BC, CPHQ, QTTT
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In the summer of 1977, I was one of three nurses from New York
City who was invited by Dr. Effie Chow to present at the first
East West Academy of Healing Arts Conference in San Francisco,
California. We were part of the original group of nurses who learned
a healing modality called Therapeutic Touch. We were all pioneers
in using energy in healthcare. At this conference, we each presented
a different topic related to energy healing. My presentation was
entitled, “Meditation as a Way of Life.” In retrospect, given my
neophyte status in the practice of meditation at the time, it was
quite ironic.

It was at the opening ceremony of this conference that I, along
with many helping professionals from many different disciplines,
first encountered Master Hua and the three nuns who accompanied
him, Bhikshuni Heng Chih, former Bhikshuni Heng Yin (Loni
Baur,) and Bhikshuni Heng Ming. I had no idea, at the time, that
this meeting would change my life forever.

I remember standing in line to enter the auditorium for the
opening keynote address, with my two colleagues when, suddenly,
instead of just the three of us, there were six. As we passed through

the entrance into the hall, somehow three nuns got interwoven
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with us. A tall, thin nun led us to the first row and we took
our seats. The three of us would never have chosen to sit there
on our own. But that’s where we were with a nun sitting in
between each of us. All three of us was wondering how this had
happened, and who these nuns were.

Following O ‘Shanna, a Hopi shaman who sang a very
powerful healing song, the Master was introduced. He took the
podium accompanied by a bhikshu who would translate for
him. Once at the podium the Master waited, and waited, and
waited a bit longer. I remembered feeling uncomfortable, and
then becoming aware of a very tangible, and profound silence
filling the room. It was very different from the fidgeting din,
which sometime occurs when an audience is made to wait.

Later, I asked my teacher Dolores Krieger, the cofounder of
Therapeutic Touch, why he waited so long, and she explained
that he was waiting for his Dharma Assembly to descend. At
the time, I could not quite discern what this meant, but I could
feel the quantifiable change in the atmosphere of the room, and
that was something completely new to me.

At the end of the Master’s keynote address, the six of
us introduced ourselves. During the conference, all three
bhikshunis (nuns) attended each of our presentations. Later we
received word that the three of us had been invited to visit the
Master at the City of Ten Thousand Buddhas.

Since my colleagues, Nancy and Janet, were both academics
and had the summer off, they accepted his invitation. I, on the
other hand, had to be at work in a hospital in New York City
on the following Monday. So, they got to go to the City of
Ten Thousand Buddhas and meet the Master, while I boarded
a plane and returned to New York.

On the plane ride home I felt downcast and cheated out
of a special opportunity. I couldn’t quite understand why these
feelings were so strong, but I was determined to go to the City of
Ten Thousand Buddhas as soon as possible. Although I couldn’t
put it into words, something resonated deeply between me and
the Master, to whom I had not even been introduced yet, and
with the three bhikshunis also.

About four days after I returned from the conference, I was
taking a walk by the Narrows Waterway. I sat down to rest on a
bench, and was gazing out at the Atlantic Ocean, when a man
sat down next to me. I cannot remember how it happened. But

this very pleasant Asian man started to talk to me about San
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Seminar for Academy of Healing Art at CTTB in 1977.
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Francisco. He told me it was just 3,000 steps away. Then he
smiled, stood, and walked away. My rational mind was saying,
“You mean miles not steps,” but I also felt strangely comforted
and afhirmed by him. Although I wasn’t able to be at The City
of Ten Thousand Buddhas while my friends were there, I would
go, even if I had to go by myself. I never told anyone about this
kind-hearted gentleman. I went back to that place a few times,
looking for him, but I never saw him again.

Eventually, I did get to go to the City of Ten Thousand
Buddhas. In the fall of that same year I attended a Guanyin
recitation session there. I flew out by myself and two bhikshunis
met me at the airport and gave me a ride. We arrived at the City
of Ten Thousand Buddhas just as the car the Master was in
drove up. The two bhikshunis got out to greet
him and I followed along behind them. One
of them spoke to the Master in Chinese and
introduced me. He turned towards me with a
big smile and said “Eloise! I've waited a long
time for you.” I bowed to him and felt a deep
expansion within me. I knew I was home.

This was the beginning of my bi-annual
trek to the City of Ten Thousand Buddhas for
the Guanyin recitation session. Whenever I
came, the Master permitted me to live with the
bhikshunis. It was an experience for which I

will be forever grateful.
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Seminar for Academy of Healing Art at CTTB in 1978.
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For a brief time, the Master opened the City of Ten
Thousand Buddhas for small conferences on healing
and Therapeutic Touch, but I did not participate
in these conferences. At that point, the community
had already become something very different for me.
During one of those conferences, though, a nurse
colleague of mine asked the Master if he would allow
her to take his picture for Eloise. She told me that
he nodded, gave her a huge smile, and she took the
picture. That photograph still hangs in my office, and
every day I look at him, smiling at me. He is standing
there in his brown and yellow robes, a yellow cloth
bag draped around his neck and his walking staff in
his hand. It is priceless. I bow to the Master every day
because of that picture.

The last time I visited the City of Ten Thousand
Buddhas was in 1982. Somehow I knew that it
would be my last visit, as my life was changing. I
left Talmage, to stay overnight at the San Francisco
convent on Washington Street, and catch my flight
back to New York in the morning. I recall sitting
in one of the rooms on the second floor. The room
had a large picture window, which looked out on the
Golden Gate Bridge. I do not know how long I sat
there just looking out the window, feeling so down-
hearted and knowing that I would never be back.

Then a bhikshuni came into the room and said the
Master was on the phone and wanted to talk to me. I
do not know HOW he knew how I was feeling, but
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he said, in a broken English that, for some reason,
I could totally understand, “Eloise, don’t be so
down-hearted — I am always with you, wherever
you are.” Love for this man just poured out of me-
it flowed, suspended in space and time.

I had not had any contact with the community
or the Master in well over a decade when one
day, while I was working at my desk, the Master
appeared in front of me, dress in all his regalia. It was
sudden, though not frightening, just unexpected
and I thought that I must have been imagining it,
since he had never done this before. So, I did not
attend to him but, instead, wondered if there was
something wrong with me!

The next day while I was meditating he appeared,
quite vividly, in front of me again. I tried to reach
out to him intuitively, but felt I was not sensitive
enough to understand what he was trying to tell
me. The following day the same thing happened
once more, only this time, I called the City of
Ten Thousand Buddhas and told the person who
answered the phone about my experience. I then
asked the person to please let the Master known
that Eloise was on the phone, trying to understand
his message.

The person asked me to please hold. While I
waited for him to get someone to talk with me, I
feltas if a wrinkle in time occurred, and fifteen years
had not gone by. Then a woman’s came through
the phone, and informed me that this venerable,
kind, teacher who had taught me so much about
unconditional compassion, and the realities of
the metaphysical realm in the human spiritual
experience, had crossed over. I believe she said the
week before or perhaps a few weeks before. She said
that many people had been calling to say they had
seen him. I thanked her and hung up. The Master
never appeared to me again. I think of my time with
the Master, the City of Ten Thousand Buddhas,
and the bhikshunis, as one of the most significant
periods of my life. I will be forever blessed by those

experiences. &
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