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Foreword 

Stories can really be an effective way of teaching Dhamma and opening the 
heart door. Very often, people remember the stories and jokes even after the 
message of a speech are forgotten. 

As children we learn about good values from fairy tales that remain in our minds 
long after we have passed childhood. Adults also learn better through stories that 
encapsulate the main principles and drive home the point. For this reason, some 
speaking courses include in their programme a component on story telling as an 
important technique of effective communication.

The Buddhist tradition is rich with inspiring stories. There are stories on the 
Buddha’s life as well as his past lives, stories behind the Dhammapada verses, 
stories about members of the Sangha, lay people and other beings. The Buddha 
himself was an excellent story teller and had used parables and past life accounts 
to teach the Dhamma and explain the law of cause and effect. These stories tell 
us what to practice and what to avoid.

Among the Dhamma teachers in Malaysia, Uncle Vijaya and Dr. Chan Kah Yein 
have used stories and humour to very good effect to animate their talks and 
keep their audience at the edge of their chairs. For that reason, they continue to 
be highly demanded as Dhamma speakers and draw large crowds to their talks. 
It is, therefore, appropriate that they both decided to compile stories from the 
Buddhist community that could be used for reflection and inspiration for others. 
It is a wonderful way of encouraging our community to share their experience, 
while at the same time increasing the collection of Dhamma resource material. 

These stories are based on the experience—some are good, while some may be 
bitter. Yet, they serve as lessons for us. As they say, learn all you can from the 
mistakes of others. You won’t have the time to make them all yourself.

datuk dr. Victor wee 
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Pebbles From the editors 

We had initially wanted to call this book “Pebbles in the Sand”, with typical 
Asian humility, of course.  After giving it some thought, we decided “Crystals” 
would sound better because we think that what we have in the final collection 
(after a rather tough selection process) are indeed “crystals” in their own right.  
These crystals come from the hearts of fellow spiritual-practitioners in our 
community who have so willingly decided to share their stories with all of us so 
that we may learn a thing or two from their experiences.  

We wish to express our heartfelt thanks to Bro Sumanananda Premaseri of 
the Buddhist Maha Vihara Brickfields, Kuala Lumpur for seeing this project 
to fruition.  While we did the groundwork, we needed a fundraiser for the 
publication and Bro Prem stepped in to help.  Grateful thanks also go to Lum 
Woon Fong and Ho Yuen Foon for their meticulous proof-reading.

Most importantly, we would like to thank all contributors for sending in their 
stories.  We were not able to publish all contributions due to space constraints 
and other considerations, but we absolutely appreciate the efforts you have put 
in to write your stories.  

Contrary to popular belief, great stories can come from the most ordinary of 
experiences. Our lives are vast stretches of sand, but if we look closely, we will 
find many crystals strewn among them. With a keen eye for observation and 
reflection, we can find life so interesting and meaningful, and with some effort, 
we can share these insights about life with our fellow beings.

So the next time something seemingly “ordinary” happens in your life, look a 
little deeper and closer, these pebbles may turn out to be crystals after all.    

Chan Kah Yein Vijaya samarawickrama  
chankahyein@gmail.com	 vijaya.s@taylors.edu.my

P.S.		We	welcome	feedback	and	constructive	criticism.	
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A wAlK in the Forest
By	Lim	Kooi	Fong,	Petaling	Jaya

I had a solitary walk in the forest over the weekend and the strangest thing 
happened.  

A leaf floated from above and fell straight onto my palm, which I had held out 
to see the shadow crafted by the canopy above. It was not a particularly old, 
dried leaf. Matured, burnt seine was more of a likely description. I guess it was 
from one of the many which flew down from the canopy of the teak trees that 
surrounded me. 

Why did that leaf choose to float and land onto my palm? Why did I choose to be 
there the moment it happened? And what was it that the wind found to take that 
leaf to me? I figured there was nothing to speculate, really. This rare but quaint 
moment occurred because WE were all there. The leaf, the wind and me. Even 
if one of us were absent, that poignant stage would not have occurred. 

As it landed onto my palm, and as I looked at it with a surprised look as if 
discovering a long lost friend, I inhaled the fresh aroma of the green embracing 
me and pondered a little further. This little leaf had taken months for it to drop. 
Just like us, like every living thing, it first grew as a stipple, then progressing to 
become a young, fresh leaflet, then blossoming into a matured petal.  

By itself, it would not have survived. But with its thousand cousins blooming 
all over to dress the tree with its vast foliage, its little life is nurtured by the rest. 
Turning sunlight into food and being an outlet to let off oxygen, that humble leaf 
also helped to nurture the air.  

Without this humble leaf, there would be no great rainforest. And without the 
vast foliage of the forest, rain would be no more, and life won’t be like as we 
know it. As I looked deeper into the life story of this spent, humble leaf, I awoke 
to its lesson of life’s intricacies. 

The air that we breathe, the ground that we walk on, and the water we drink, that 
little leaf had a role in it. When we look at the leaf like this, where can I have 
the heart to crush it in my palm? The realm of existence was there, right there 
on my palm.  
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At the moment when it made contact with me, it seems that a cosmic fusion was 
taking place. At that point, looking into how life has evolved from the days of 
our ancestors, and the many fellow human beings who have contributed to give 
us life as we know it, I see that the leaf and I are indeed long lost friends in this 
great cycle of birth and death.  

The story of the whole universe is there right on my palm. It’s telling me tales 
of joy in birth, the arduous tasks and challenges of growing up, the role chosen 
by nature which we were to play throughout our lives, and the inadvertent slide 
into old age, and then fading into demise.

This cycle does not care whether it is about human beings or a humble leaf. It is 
the natural law which affects everything. When we can understand things like 
this, we can then say that although there is a leaf and a human, there is actually 
no leaf and no human. 

It’s just a cycle of life, that’s all.

To see the leaf as a leaf and us as a human being, we separate and disharmonise 
reality. This is a function of duality. But when we fuse the role of the leaf and 
the role which we play as humans to weave the web of life, we see the leaf in 
us, and us in the leaf.

Both become one.

With this, there is perfect harmony between the microcosm of two different 
species, united with a purpose to preserve and nurture the delicate pattern of 
nature’s intricacies. 

The Buddha teaches us that the fact of life is just a matter of observing 
impermanence, non-self and suffering. When we open our eyes to this natural 
cycle, we become aware how intricate and interdependent we all are with 
everything else on this planet.

Without one, there would not be the other. When we begin to think like this, 
we will be mindful to treasure all that surrounds us, whether big or small, far or 
near, seen or unseen. 

Leaf on my palm. Story of seed of the universe. There is so much to learn even 
from that. 
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mY First time
By	Frankie	Wee	Chin	Hin,	Bandar	Sri	Damansara

I was introduced to Buddhism right after my LCE (now PMR) examination 
way back in 1976. It was at the well-known Seck Kia Eenh Temple in Malacca, 
a stone’s throw away from the Gajah Berang Flats where I resided, that I was 
exposed to the Buddha’s great teachings as well as many Buddhist-related 
activities such as puja/chanting, meditation sessions, Sunday Dhamma class, 
dana, leadership camps, Wesak Day celebrations, all-night chanting sessions, 
welfare visits and debate/quiz competitions on Buddhism.

I observed that one of the regular activities conducted at the temple premises 
was the blood donation campaign. I was truly intrigued to see droves of 
people participating in the campaign, donating their precious blood. I was also 
captivated by the hive of activities during the campaign, including the setting-up 
of beds and equipment, refreshment tables and blood storage containers, and the 
presence of doctors, nurses, organisers and helpers.

After several encounters with those blood donation campaigns, there arose the 
intention in my mind to also donate blood. However, time and again, the normal 
excuses hindered me from doing so. Too young, fear of the needles and pain, 
ignorance (that the body will be short of blood and it will affect one’s health) 
and parental objection were the main reasons.

I had this same “wanted-to-but-scared feeling” when I was observing yet another 
blood donation campaign on the sideline at the temple. I was twenty at that time. 
As I was contemplating fearfully whether I should donate or not, suddenly, I 
sighted Auntie, the caretaker of the temple, approaching a nurse. After a brief 
conversation, the nurse then assisted Auntie to lie on the bed.

Auntie was a grey-haired elderly lady about 50 years of age, small-built, less 
than 5 feet tall and weighing probably less than 100 lbs. The sight pricked my 
conscience and ego to the hilt. “If such a frail, elderly lady could donate blood, 
why not a young and able guy like me”, I thought. At that instant, I made up 
my mind and decided to volunteer as a donor. After going through the routine 
check-up and assurances, I was on my way donating blood for the first time in 
my life.
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I felt such tremendous joy and relief that I finally accomplished my maiden blood 
donation without much difficulty. After consuming some hot chocolate drink 
and biscuits, I went looking for Auntie, to thank her for being an inspiration to 
me as well as to enquire on her health. 

When I finally found Auntie, I happily explained and complimented her 
influence on my successful donation that morning and asked how she was doing. 
She paused for a while and then heart-warmingly told me, “Frankie, Auntie did 
not donate blood. Auntie was just requesting the nurse to check on my blood 
pressure. That was all and thank you for your concern. My blood pressure is 
okay.” That statement about her just checking on her blood pressure initially 
stunned me for a while. However, moments later, both of us burst out laughing 
at the “misunderstanding” of the whole situation that led to the meritorious  
action. It was a welcome blessing in disguise indeed. Thanks to this inspiration 
from Auntie, I have since donated blood on over forty other occasions. 

Ah KAm And her CAts
By	Dr	Tan	Chek	Wee,	Singapore

I will always remember a Chinese lady, called Ah Kam, who came under my 
care as a patient some years ago.

I can still picture her sitting quietly in the waiting room, in dark coloured sam-
fu.
I could still smell the fishy smell from her hands as I sat next to her.
 
She was in her 80s.
 
She was a person of few words.
 
We connected when she found that I, too, held cats in a special place in my 
heart.
 
She spent all her youth, doing very hard work as a Samsui woman, carrying 
heavy loads of building materials across her shoulder.
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She never married.
 
When she was too old to work in construction sites, she found work as a cleaner 
in offices.
 
Home was a one-room HDB (Housing Development Board) flat. 
 
In her small flat, cluttered with a lot of things, were three very shy cats that she 
had picked up from the streets.
 
She spent much of her money buying fish from the market to feed the stray cats 
in the neighbourhood.
 
Once when she was admitted to an acute hospital, she kept asking the doctor and 
nurses to release her home as she had to look after her cats. When she was better, 
a doctor personally drove her home.
 
Soon her memory started to fail her. A neighbour told me that she saw Ah Kam 
walking towards the market one evening. When asked where she was going, she 
replied that she was going to buy fish for her cats. She had confused evening for 
morning.
 
Ah Kam had no family. 
 
One day, a close friend became very concerned about her well-being and 
requested that Ah Kam be placed in a nursing home.
 
A meeting was convened by the Manager of the Seniors Activity Centre (SAC) that 
provided assistance to the elderly, such as Ah Kam, in the neighbourhood. I was 
asked to sit in the meeting.
 
During the meeting, I said that Ah Kam’s reason for living was the cats. If she 
were to be taken away, she would “turn to face the wall and die”. I then asked 
Ah Kam, who was also present at the meeting, if she wanted to stay in a nursing 
home, away from her cats. She shook her head.
 
I said that perhaps the day for Ah Kam to be placed in a nursing home was when 
she could not remember her cats anymore.
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The Manager of the SAC said that they would provide support for Ah Kam such 
as housekeeping and keeping a close watch on her.
 
A neighbour who loved cats was also roped in to help care for the cats. 
 
Soon Ah Kam’s flat was clean and free of smell.
 
Ah Kam continued to live independently for about a year. 
 
Then she had to be transferred to a nursing home for people with dementia.
 
Fortunately her flat remained vacant even after Ah Kam was no longer living 
there, so that Ah Kam’s three cats need not be evicted. The neighbour continued 
to care for the cats, which were already old by then, until they died naturally. 
The flat was then returned to the housing authority.
 
 

smAll ACtions
By	Chan	Kwee	Peng,	Setia	Alam

 
There was a period of time when I felt discontented for not achieving anything 
great in life. So one Sunday morning, after doing ‘Puja’ in a temple, I asked 
silently if there was much more I should be doing in life. 

Immediately after my query, I felt a discernible heat moving down through 
my crown.  Warmth and emotion went through me spreading from the head.  
I ‘heard’ this. “Both your kids are in this hall with you. You make an effort to 
bring them here every week. Well done!” 

As I had not expected any ‘response’, I was shocked, surprised, pleased and 
confused all at the same time. 

Till today, I do not know where the warmth and the words came from. But I did 
learn that there is no need to keep looking for something significant to achieve. 
Every small action adds up.
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mY teACher, mY insPirAtion
By	Dr	Chan	Kah	Yein,	Subang	Jaya

It was on 31st August 2006 that our beloved late Chief Reverend, Dr K. Sri 
Dhammananda Nayaka Maha Thera, left us after a long and illustrious missionary 
career spanning more than fifty years.  

From then until now, much tribute has been paid to Chief, and rightly so, 
because Chief had truly touched the lives of many through the decades.  Many 
people have their own stories to tell, of how Chief had helped them, how he had 
comforted them in bad times, and most importantly, how Chief had inspired 
them to walk the path that leads to greater happiness and peace.  

This is my story…

It began in 1975 when I was twelve years old.  Having come from a small town 
where there was no Sunday Dhamma school, I had to rely totally on books to 
find out about Buddhism.  My father was a great lover of books and he had 
stocked up our library to the brim.  The first book that attracted me to Buddhism 
was What Buddhists Believe and the many little booklets written by Chief.  In 
my solitary endeavour to learn the Dhamma during those early years, these were 
my companions.   

It was only in the late eighties that I moved to Subang Jaya and was privileged 
to actually attend Chief’s talks at the Subang Jaya Buddhist Association (SJBA), 
then housed at a semi-D premises in SS14.  It was a Sunday morning and I 
remember looking at this remarkable man up close for the first time in my life, 
and listening to his calm yet charismatic voice.  

I began attending Chief’s talks regularly at the SJBA after it moved to its present 
premises.  Chief would come every Wednesday night, rain or shine.  I often 
wondered why very few people turned up for Chief’s talks.  Here is one of 
the greatest Dhamma teachers and speakers in Malaysia, where is everyone?  
Maybe it was the traffic or maybe it was a work day.  Whatever it was, I would 
not miss Chief’s talks for the world.  

I would get dinner all ready, wash up and brave the traffic jam to SJBA, getting 
there shortly after 8.00 pm and await Chief’s arrival.  Chief would arrive in a 
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car, all the way from Brickfields.  He was never late.  Not even once.  Then at 
exactly 8.30 pm, a small group of people would accompany Chief into the shrine 
hall.  Chief would walk very slowly to the seat prepared, and someone (usually 
Sis Choon Lai) would place the footrest below Chief’s feet.  I had a secret wish 
that one day I could place the footrest for Chief, but sadly, I never got to do this.  
However, there was once when Chief arrived and I was privileged to hold an 
umbrella over his head and shield him from the rain.  I was elated!    

As Chief sat down, he would look around the shrine hall, smile and nod at 
everyone present, as though saying, “It’s good to see all of you.  I’m glad you 
have come to learn the Dhamma this evening.”  

Chief would usually begin by asking us, “So what do you want to learn today?” 
and someone would put up a hand and give Chief a topic.  Chief’s talks at SJBA 
were almost always off the cuff.  That is the way it was with Chief.  All you 
needed was to say one word and Chief would spin a one-hour talk out of that 
one word, complete with Pali quotes from the Suttas.  Every talk was a gem 
in its own right.  Every talk was inspiring.  I remember taking notes in a little 
notebook that I would bring along.  These words of wisdom continue to help me 
today as I look through the few notebooks I had accumulated over the years.  

One thing that made me respect Chief so very much was his enthusiasm at 
sharing the Dhamma.  Regardless of whether there were fifty or five people 
in the audience, Chief expounded the Dhamma with the same enthusiasm and 
dedication.  The crowd size had never mattered to him at all.          

During the last few years of Chief’s life, there were times when Chief would 
say, “Look at me, I am so old and I am sick, yet I never refuse an invitation to 
give a Dhamma talk.  Do you know why?”  We would all wait for his answer.  
And Chief would explain, “It is because there are so many people who want 
to learn the Dhamma, but there are just not enough Dhamma speakers to serve 
the people.”  Whenever I heard this, I would say quietly, “Can I be a Dhamma 
speaker, Chief?  Can I too share the Dhamma with others?”  

Quite a number of times too, Chief would ask, “Where are the women Dhamma 
speakers?”  Chief always believed in the potential of women in Dhammaduta 
work, not only in kitchen duties and charity work, but in Dhamma speaking.  
He told us that women can become great Dhamma speakers, if only they would 
take the initiative and do it.  This is not at all surprising if we look back at 
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the Buddha’s time.  Many of the great Dhamma teachers were nuns – Khema, 
Dhammadinna, Sukka, just to name a few.  It was the nuns who would go to 
the villages and spread the noble teachings to the lay people.  The monks were 
usually engaged in meditation and self-cultivation.

Chief was especially concerned about the younger generation.  He would get 
very excited whenever he saw young people in the audience.  I remember once 
I brought five of my students to attend Chief’s talk.  Chief was so happy that he 
cancelled the intended topic and gave a whole talk specially directed to these 
five young boys.  I still remember the topic of that night.  It was “Why we need 
religion in this modern world”.  Chief always believed that our future lies in the 
younger generation.        

Listening to Chief expound the Dhamma inspired me in two ways.  First, it 
spurred me to learn more of the noble teachings so that I may find peace in life, 
and answers to the many questions that I had.  Second, I wanted very much to 
share the Dhamma with others, and I wanted to fulfil Chief’s wish of seeing 
women Dhamma speakers in our community.  I had this silent wish, but I did not 
know how to go about making it a reality.

My “big break” came when I chanced upon this email one day, in December 
2005.  It was sent by the United Malaysian Dhammafarers and it was about 
recruiting people to be trained as Dhamma speakers.  I wrote in for a form and 
looked at the requirements.  I did not meet most of the requirements as I had 
not attended any formal courses in Buddhism nor was I a meditator.  However, I 
took a chance and applied anyway.  The reply came a few weeks later, and I was 
accepted into the course.  I was delighted.  

The launching of the course was held in February 2006 and Chief was the guest 
of honour.  A few days before the launching, I fell sick with fever and had 
the whole works of the flu.  I was contemplating whether I should attend the 
launching and I decided that, rain or shine, I must go simply because Chief was 
coming.  Chief had never refused a talk even when he was sick, so who am I to 
miss this launching just because of a fever and the flu.  So, clad in two layers of 
clothing, I went for the launching.  

When it was my turn to receive my books and materials from Chief that evening, 
I bowed to pay my respects and coincidentally, Chief quipped to the audience, 
“Now I can retire.”  I am sure Chief meant that as a joke, after seeing so many 
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participants in the course.  But his one little quip made me even more determined 
to persevere in this course and do the best I can.        

The course progressed smoothly and after my first presentation to Uncle Vijaya, 
I was asked to give my first talk.  I had no confidence at all and had wanted to 
chicken out, but I remembered why I had enrolled in this course.  It was because 
of what Chief had said, that he would like to see women Dhamma speakers in 
our community, so I braved myself and went.  There was no stopping after that.  
Invitations came one by one, and I was out giving talks almost every weekend.  

Sometime in August 2006, Chief fell very ill and we all prepared for the worst.  
He had been in and out of hospitals very often, and we knew his end was drawing 
near.  I went to the hospital to visit Chief a few times.  During my last visit to 
see Chief, I knelt to pay my respects.  I think Chief was not conscious at that 
time.  As I was kneeling, I said silently, “Chief, remember you said you wanted 
to see women Dhamma speakers in our community?  Well, I have enrolled in the 
Dhamma Speakers Course now, and I am out giving talks, Chief.  I promise you 
I will follow in your footsteps and share the Dhamma as enthusiastically as you 
did.”  I got up and looked at Chief and, to my surprise, Chief was looking at me.  
Very slowly, he nodded his head.  I think I saw a faint smile, too.    

Chief passed away on the morning of 31st August 2006.  That evening, I went 
to pay my last respects to my great teacher.  I met Uncle Vijaya at the Buddhist 
Maha Vihara and he said to me, “If only Chief had known that we now have a 
woman Dhamma speaker, he would have been so happy.”  I wonder if Chief 
knew.  It does not matter.  What matters is that I am sharing the Dhamma now, 
and I am determined to continue doing it because of Chief’s inspiration.  

During Chief’s wake, I was there every day.  I took turns to serve as usher and 
guard of honour.  It was the least I could do during these last days.  On the 
day of Chief’s funeral, we were allowed one last look at Chief before the final 
eulogy.  As I gazed into the casket, I took a long look at Chief’s serene face and 
as I walked away, I cried very bitterly.  I would miss Chief so much.  I would 
miss his gentle and quiet charisma, and all the great Dhamma lessons that had 
inspired so many people.  

As I sat in the Asoka Hall listening to the final eulogy by prominent personalities 
in the community, I could not help feeling that while many people knew about 
Chief’s great achievements, he also touched individual lives in a very special 
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way.  I recalled the time many years ago when I was undergoing depression.  
My husband had brought me to see Chief one afternoon.  I was very reluctant 
to disturb this great man with a trivial thing like my depression but my husband 
thought some blessings from Chief might help me.  So he persuaded me to 
go.  Chief was taking his afternoon nap, but somehow, he sensed someone was 
outside waiting to see him, and he signaled for us to go in.  

I told Chief I was feeling very depressed and miserable and asked him if it was 
due to my bad kamma.  Chief dismissed this notion and proceeded to give me a 
long scientific explanation about the workings of the mind.  He then chanted and 
blessed me, and before I left, he said to me, “If you still feel depressed, come 
back and see me.  You may come anytime at all.  I will give you blessings.”  
Chief’s words were very comforting and reassuring.  I was very humbled and 
extremely thankful that this great man showed concern for someone whom he 
had not known at all.

I graduated from the Dhamma Speakers Course in January 2008.  On our 
graduation night, I was given the honour of addressing the audience.  I paid 
tribute to Chief that evening, and I told everyone that the only reason I had made 
it this far was solely because of Chief’s inspiration.  

Today, I continue to give talks very regularly at the various Dhamma centres 
all over the Klang Valley.  Inspired by Chief’s writings, I have also written 
four Dhamma books.  Bro Premaseri had wanted very much for me to do a 
“full circle” and be involved in inter-religious forums as well.  I said, “No, not 
yet.  Maybe in a few more years?”, but Uncle Vijaya paved the way for me and 
I was invited to give a talk on Buddhism at a Catholic church.  Since then, I 
have participated in two inter-religious forums.  Again, it was Uncle Vijaya who 
made this possible.  “We want a woman to represent us,” he said.  I remember 
how much Chief loved participating in inter-religious forums and how he would 
adopt a very respectful attitude towards other religions.  He always told us these 
little stories in his talks.  Peppered with the wit and humour that is so typically 
Chief, he was the epitome of religious respect and harmony.  In each of these 
forums, I would prepare myself by reading Chief’s little booklet “The Buddhist 
Attitude Towards Other Religions”.  

It would soon be three years after Chief’s passing.  Whenever I go down to the 
Buddhist Maha Vihara these days, I would spend some time at Chief’s memorial 
stupa and renew my promise to Chief.  I would tell him all about the talks I had 
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given, and the joy and happiness that come from sharing the Dhamma.  And I 
would always end this little conversation by thanking Chief for having inspired 
me to take on the challenge of becoming a Dhamma speaker.     

Bro Premaseri shared with me this story from the time of the Buddha.  When 
the Buddha was about to pass away, most of his disciples visited the Buddha 
to pay their final respects, but one monk by the name of Dhammarama did not 
do so.  Instead he went into solitude to meditate.  The Buddha commended 
Dhammarama, saying that the best way to honour Him was to put His teachings 
into practice.  

I hope I am honouring Chief now by sharing the Dhamma with joy and enthusiasm, 
reaching out to as many as I can.  Chief’s constant advice to us was to always be 
of service to others.  In his simple yet powerful words, Chief’s answer to “What 
makes a good Buddhist?” was “Be of some service to others.”  So simple.  Yet, 
so profound.  Chief lived his life serving the Buddhist community, through his 
many talks, his books and by just being who he was.  

Chief was so many things to so many people.  To me, Chief was my teacher and 
my greatest inspiration.  Let us all continue carrying Chief’s baton in our own 
little ways.  Let us honour Chief’s legacy and “be of some service to others”.  

Death	 is	 not	 sorrowful,	 but	 to	 have	 lived	 and	 not	 be	 of	 service	 to	 others	 is	
sorrowful.	
-	Ven	K.	Sri	Dhammananda	Nayaka	Maha	Thera	(1919	–	2006)	

the dAY A bAbY Crow Fell From its nest
By	Julie	Ng	Swee	Ping,	Singapore

Since young, my sister has been rescuing and fostering all sorts of birds. I was 
quite clueless about birds then and it was only in later years that I started helping 
her. She also used to lament to me how vets cannot do much for some of these 
birds at times or feel reluctant to treat them.  But no matter what, even if all fails, 
she says we should just be glad to be able to give the rescued bird a clean, dry 
and sheltered place to pass on in a dignified manner.
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Recently, we rescued a baby crow and it has been quite an experience nursing 
it back to health. We hope to release it when it’s strong enough but we worry 
whether it can ever adapt to the wild again. We presently have a sweet little 
green pigeon at home that has no fear of cats or humans or dogs, which serves 
as a constant reminder of how we failed to re-introduce it back to its natural 
habitat, haha...

I first saw the baby crow hopping around in a small garden area near my place 
with presumably its distressed parents squawking above in the trees. My guess 
is the poor baby must have fallen out of its nest. I tried to catch it but it was too 
fast for me. It went under a bush, and I could not do anything.  I had to rush off 
to work too, so I left it there.  I am ashamed to say I forgot all about that incident 
when I got home as that had been a terribly busy day for me.

The next morning, which was a Saturday, as I was walking past the same spot, I 
heard the cries of the baby crow and found it in a dry drain under the grilles with 
the distressed parents still squawking anxiously above. I felt the heartache of the 
poor parents then. My first and second attempts with my sister to save the crow 
failed as it kept running into the covered part of the drain in fear whenever we 
lifted up the drain grille.  In fact, I could not find the baby after the first attempt 
until I heard the mummy (or daddy) crow squawking very loudly in a different 
part of the drain. The third attempt at about 6pm, was finally a success as it got 
stuck in a deeper and narrower part of the drain with only one escape hole which 
I managed to block with some pieces of cardboard. Somehow, I lowered myself 
into the drain that was just big enough to fit my body, barefoot for better grip, 
reached down blindly and grabbed the baby. The poor baby was so stressed out
by then and the crow parents squawked even louder, seeing that I had gotten 
hold of their baby. Hoping to gain their understanding, I kept trying to tell them 
that I was only trying to help.

After consulting some friends on the phone and seeing that I did not know where 
the actual nest was and that I probably was unable to climb up a tree to put the 
baby back into the nest, we said sorry to the unhappy parents and brought the 
baby home as it could not possibly survive on its own. I was warned, though, 
that the crow’s parents would remember me and may try to attack me next time. 
True enough, after a few days, as I said out loud to some crows in the same area 
that the baby is still alive at my place, one crow actually followed me, swooping 
from tree to tree, until it was near to my block where it could not follow further 
due to too much human traffic there. I think mummy may have recognised me.
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We have not decided what to do yet as the baby crow grows bigger every day. 
We would like to free it to be back with its own kind where it belongs but if it 
has lost too much of its natural instincts, perhaps we will have to find another 
solution. Come what may, we will accept it in good faith.   

It is very heartening to see the younger generation getting more pro-active in 
animal welfare issues these days but, in truth, we still have a long way to go. 
The majority of the people in our region still do not think much about extending 
kindness to other species other than their own kind. Too little understanding and 
help is given to both pets and wild animals. On a more heartening note, I guess 
every little step does count.

the rumbling sound oF the seA
By	Beth	Lim	Bong-Sook,	Subang	Jaya

 
My hometown, Pusan, in South Korea is a world-famous beach city with fine 
sands, clear water and well preserved grandeurs from nature and man.  Especially 
in summer, the city is full of tourists buzzing with noise and colorful activities.  
Unlike today, however, when I was growing up, the country was still quite poor 
and remained relatively unknown. It was not until the mid 80’s, after the transition 
of ruling power from the oppressive military to a more democratic system that 
the country surged to grow to its developed status today.  Growing up in that 
quiet and reserved environment, our food and needs were simple; activities and 
exposure were also very minimal.  There were plenty of wild fields for us to 
run around and play the whole day.  We could also go to the nearest seaside 
whenever we wanted, building sand castles, swimming or jumping around the 
green moss-covered rocks and harvesting clams and mussels to bring back for 
mother to cook dinner.
   
I especially loved watching the vastness of the sea and hearing its rumbling 
sound.  It filled my heart with a sense of awe and deep longing to leave its 
permanent echoes in my young spirit.  The rumbling sound of the sea, the smell 
of sea salt and the red sunset over the horizon…I wondered what could be there 
beyond that horizon.  It seemed very near and yet so far way.  I wasn’t sure 
where it came from but a certain force kept pulling me in its direction.  Its voice, 
its wonder, its longing never left me, whatever I was doing, wherever I was.  It 
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always stayed at the back of my mind.  I carried that dreamy longing into my 
teens and early adult life.
  
I got fascinated with mythology, Indian mysticism, Eastern philosophy and 
Buddhism.  They all talk about the mystic force in different ways, and call it 
by different names.  Our inborn humanity demands us to find out each others’ 
unique way to give name and form to it, to express our gratitude to the mystic 
power.  Some choose a more conventional religious approach while some others 
do not.  For me, since my upbringing wasn’t really a religious one—my parents 
were busy earning a living—I had difficulty relating what I was searching for 
with any object-related images.  I preferred to say that ‘Nature’ upholds and 
maintains this universe in such perfect order of time and space.  That peculiar 
feeling, longing of the unknown, the mystic land in which there are no ugly 
witches but only goodness and happiness was where I wanted to go, where we 
all want to belong, so that there is no tension, hatred, tragedy, conflicts and 
sadness.  We could feel always safe.  Then we could live in the divine nature 
that we are.  The rumbling sound of the sea in me got louder every time when 
my efforts to find my place in society didn’t sail smooth.  There were too many 
winds and tornadoes that I had to struggle through.

Then, one day, I found the sanctuary.  It was readily available for me to reach 
all along, all this time.  When I learned to meditate formally in my 20’s, I felt 
as though I had come home.  It felt so comfortable and secure.   I thought the 
mystic land was far away; but no.  It was in my heart.  Whenever I felt troubled, 
I would close my eyes.  Then I could find my composure.  Even not in troubled 
but happy moments, I would close my eyes to settle the excitement.  Not feeling 
anything, I still closed my eyes because I liked it just as it was. Gradually it 
helped me to stop longing and instead to start living life as it comes without 
worrying about the outcomes.  It slowly changed me inside out and outside in.  
From the shy and reserved girl from a small town, I dared to step out, alone, 
to other lands, cultures, people and languages that were not part of my origin.  
Most significantly, it led me to the abode of infinite abundance and joy within 
me that is available anywhere, to anyone.  If you reach out with your hands 
there, then, you will also discover that life is so precious and worthy of living, 
for everyone is special with something to offer in life.  We just need to open our 
hearts, extend our understanding and acceptance of oneself as well as others. 
   
Easy to say but how do you do that?  You only need to turn around, to keep quiet, 
be still as much as you can, away from clutter, mental chatter and distractions.  
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Then the tiny light from within will get bigger and bigger infusing you with 
subtle joy and bliss.  Once you taste it, then, you will remember you had lived 
with it all the time as a child, but had forgotten as you grew, because you got 
busy burying your nose in the world.  I have never forgotten.  I continued my 
search to find out where it was coming from and followed its cue.  Then I finally 
realized, in my mid forties, that it was nothing but my own inner self looking for 
ways to reach out, to the world, to the universe.  I no longer had to feel alienated 
and alone.  When I look into people’s eyes, I can also see the same deep oceanic 
peace and longing, so pure, calm and shining, especially obvious after rounds 
of Yoga and meditation.  This is how we become close to the divine, the angels, 
and the immortals in the story books.  Life is beautiful when you can live in tune 
with the mysteries in your heart.  Then the mystery will unveil itself in time to 
enrich our lives with more wisdom, abundance, happiness and joy.  This is what 
I would like you to have also…

lessons From A deAd CAt
By	Oh	Teik	Bin,	Teluk	Intan

 
        
Everyday in the afternoon, a number of students come to our Buddhist 
Association to make use of our Community Library facilities or to follow our 
Guidance Classes for selected PMR, SPM and STPM subjects.

There was an occasion somewhere in August 1999 when many students 
complained about a horrible stench in the vicinity of our Association. (It was 
a pity that none investigated to find the cause and solve the problem.) I looked 
around the Association premises to try to locate any dead body of an animal 
– the stench was definitely due to a rotting carcass. I could not find any dead 
body. The stench went on for a couple of days.

One morning, one of our adult members on duty phoned me to say that she had 
located the carcass of a dead cat trapped in a narrow corridor behind a row of 
five toilets. The corridor was filled with a lot of things – containers, wooden 
chairs, boards and some other things. She asked me to enlist the help of some 
students to clear the mess in the afternoon.

At the end of my SPM English class that afternoon, I made an announcement (an 
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indirect way to ask for some volunteer helpers):

“Are	there	any	students	who	would	like	to	gain	some	insight	experience	into	the	
recent	earthquake	disaster	in	Turkey?		There	is	some	DANA	work	from	which	
you	can	gain	some	wisdom	.”

The students were curious as to what I was driving at. Three boys and three 
girls volunteered for this ‘unknown Dana work’. They followed me to the place 
where the carcass of the dead cat was trapped. On reaching the place and on 
realizing the Dana work expected, most of them became afraid, shocked and 
filled with aversion. The sight and smell of the rotting carcass was bad enough. 
Ha! To remove the carcass and clear the mess was even worse! Maggots were 
attacking parts of the carcass and parts of the dead body were strewn or stuck 
against some furniture items. It was perhaps a gruesome sight for the students. 
I suppose some of them must have regretted their curiosity as they volunteered 
for this ‘mysterious Dana work’! One of them, I noticed, had turned pale in 
his face. Anyway, to get things going, I gave them some Dhamma points for 
reflection:

“What	you	have	here	is	nothing	compared	to	the	recent	earthquake	tragedy	that	
struck	Turkey.	Imagine	being	buried	under	tons	of	rubble	–	without	water	and	
food	for	hours	or	days,	not	knowing	whether	you	will	be	rescued.	As	the	hours	
pass,	dead	human	bodies	around	you	begin	to	decay	and	the	stench	gets	worse	
and	worse.	Did	you	read	about	 the	case	of	 the	boy	 trapped	under	 the	rubble	
with	some	of	his	 family	members?	One	by	one,	 they	perished	and	 the	bodies	
rotted.	It	must	have	been	a	real	ordeal	and	trauma	for	this	poor	boy,	who	was	
later	rescued.
Have	you	reflected	on	how	 lucky	we	all	are,	 leading	such	comfortable	 lives?	
Have	we	learnt	how	to	count	our	blessings?	This	little	Dana	work	that	we	are	
going	to	do	is	a	positive	action	–	many	are	going	to	benefit	from	it	...	and	our	
Association	will	be	a	cleaner	place!”

I suppose the students must have been inspired by this little ‘Dhamma Talk’. 
We got cracking at things – all in all, it took us about an hour to clear the mess 
and put things back in order. We took the carcass of the cat to a distant place for 
disposal.

You know, from this little incident, we can reflect on a lot of good Dhamma.
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In Dhammapada, the Buddha said:
“Behold this body – a painted image, a mass of  heaped up sores, infirm, full 
of hankering – of which nothing is lasting or stable.”
“Fully worn out is this body, a nest of disease, and fragile. This foul mass 
breaks up, for death is the end of life.”
Such contemplation would not make us morbid, pessimistic or depressed. On 
the contrary, it can ‘enlighten’ us a bit – we will cling less, appreciate more 
of what we have, help us cut so many of our defilements: greed, attachment, 
anger, jealousy, ego, conceit and delusion.

We are all subjected to decay, old age, disease and death. It is strange that despite 
this fact of life, so many live a life as if life is permanent. We spend so much 
time chasing after wealth, power and sensual pleasures not realizing that the 
‘Prince of Darkness’ can, at any time, ‘tap us on the shoulder’ and say, “It’s 
time to go.” And there is no bargaining! Reflecting on this, shouldn’t we feel an 
urgency to lead a life with Dhamma as the Guide and Light – a life of kindness, 
compassion, Dana and striving to develop our mind?

Our ignorance and conditioned mind make fools of us and we suffer. Not 
understanding and realizing the Eight Worldly Conditions, we:

expect always to gain; we cannot accept or bear with any loss.
react adversely or in agony to “ugly sights”,  “foul smells”,  “lousy tastes”, 
“horrible sounds”,  “uncomfortable feelings”,  “bad mood” and “angry 
thoughts”.
yearn for praise and cannot take any blame.
pursue honor and fame feverishly with no realization that this is fleeting.
When will we learn or practise patience? When can we take things as they 
inevitably are or as they inevitably come along?  When will our minds 
develop the Brahma Vihara Qualities of Metta (Loving-Kindness), Karuna 
(Compassion), Mudita (Altruistic Joy) and Upekkha (Equanimity)?

Let us reflect on the Buddha’s Last Words:
“ Be diligent, mindful and extremely virtuous.
   With thoughts collected, guard your mind.
   In this Doctrine and Discipline, by living strenuously, you will escape the 
   Cycle of Rebirth and put an end to suffering.
   Think not that you have no Teacher after my death. Regard the Dhamma
   and Vinaya I have taught you as your Teacher.
   He who practises My Teaching best serves Me most.
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   He who sees the Dhamma sees Me.
   Transient are all component things.  Strive on with diligence. ”

in the ArowAnA’s wAKe
By	Loh	Teck	Hua,	Petaling	Jaya

I sat in the spacious showroom-cum-reception area of Begreen Sdn Bhd waiting 
for my business partner Mr E.Y. Chew to appear. It was glass-panelled from 
wall to wall like a giant built-in aquarium to display all his kitchen fixtures to 
their best advantage. All around were the latest and most modern kitchen units, 
cooker hoods and stoves that any well-to-do housewife would crave for – for 
herself or her Indonesian maid or whoever does the real cooking at home. 

I was informed that he was in the midst of an important meeting and he would 
attend to me just as soon as it was over. Mr Chew was the majority shareholder 
of my company. He was a true-blue Chinese businessman to the core: In the 
middle of the glossy, marble-tiled showroom was a large but simple, utilitarian 
aquarium. Swimming in its less than crystal clear water was an exotic, three 
foot long adult Arowana. It swam gracefully from one end of the aquarium to 
the other, and back again. I was told he paid RM10,000 for the fish! According 
to the feng shui experts, it would bring the owner luck and wealth. It was indeed 
a beautiful fish. The Chinese call it ‘dragon fish’ because of its resemblance 
to the mythical Chinese dragon. Its silvery scales were large, pronounced, and 
folded perfectly over each other. At the edge of each scale was a darker rim 
giving its body a patterned, graphic art effect. As it turned in the water, the scales 
shimmered like large silver sequins, mesmerising the watcher. Like its namesake 
the dragon, it had two elongated moustache-like silver whiskers protruding out 
on each side of its jaw. Despite its rather pugnacious appearance – its lower jaw 
scooped upwards giving it the appearance of a pout - the whiskers made it look 
rather mild and benign.  It was alone in the aquarium. No other fish could live 
with it - the beautiful, regal Arowana is, sadly, carnivorous. Appearance can be 
deceiving.

As if on cue, Stephanie the clerk came in with the Arowana’s lunch, a handful 
of live anchovies in a bowl. Meticulously, she poured its contents into the 
aquarium. The fish opened its jaws and in a few liquid gulps swallowed the 
anchovies whole.
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At last, Mr Chew walked in, smiling, friendly as usual. He was in his fifties, 
only a few years older than I was. He was tall for an Asian and large framed. He 
gestured towards the conference room where we usually had our forthnightly 
progress update on the business – on my business.

I only knew Mr Chew through a business associate. My business was growing 
at an average of 20-25% a year for the last five years and I had planned for an 
aggressive expansion drive hoping to make enough profits for a comfortable 
retirement. I had the know-how, the contacts, the network, the product line and 
the brand but I did not have the funds to expand, to invest into major advertising 
and promotional programmes to turn a mediocre RM3 million enterprise into 
a credible RM15 million business. Mr Chew was supposed to be the fuel that 
fed the engine of my business’s growth. He owned a RM45 million company 
and that was big fish in comparison to my own business. He was a professed 
Buddhist and that, to me, was the closest thing to an assurance of his integrity 
and sincerity.

It had been almost a year and a half since 60% of my company shares were sold 
to Begreen at below par value. The agreement was that Mr Chew would invest 
a specified amount into the organization to speed up development and growth. 
The business plan was aggressive – new product lines, a 50% increase in sales 
staff, new advertising campaigns, blockbuster promotions, expansion to overseas 
markets like China and India, and so on and so forth. Well, the implementation 
discussions went on and on, launch timings were pushed back and forth but still 
no investment came. The original, impressive 30-page business plan would have 
been better served as a document to obtain additional loan from the bank. But 
I was reluctant to have more dealings with that licensed loan shark. Well, this 
fish is not biting, I thought wryly. All I had from him was an accounts manager 
to help with the business. Her task was not only to scrutinise every cent spent, 
listen to all my phone conversations but also to provide weekly reports to Mr 
Chew on all the goings-on in the company. She was part of the arrangement. 
Mr Chew needed to be assured that his interests were protected. She felt so 
empowered that at times she would appear to assume the role of the Managing 
Director and gave advice on the best course of action to take – “that’s the way 
Mr Chew would have it”, she would add. Our bi-monthly meetings became 
an exercise in management miscommunication. Mr Chew had been receiving 
unofficial management reports as seen from the eyes of a 23 year old former 
audit clerk. Mr Chew would even comment at times that Penny, the accounts 
manager, had some interesting ideas and that I should seriously consider them. 
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I should pass some of the product development work to her and train her to take 
over some of my management responsibilities – a transfer of technology, so to 
speak.

But that young girl was basically a person of good principles. We grew to be 
good friends and she would discreetly leak out Mr Chew’s secret plans. When 
she resigned suddenly, those plans became a reality. Mr Chew’s 24 year old son, 
Lennon Chew, moved in next door, with only one chip board panel between him 
and my office, and he became officially my advisor. This big, strapping, almost 
obese young man with two years’ working experience in a logistics company, 
practically a fresh graduate from the United States, was confidently directing me 
on the how, what, where and the when of consumer product marketing. White 
would be better on that product, red on the other – that was the family’s favourite 
colour – and doing consignment sales would be the best way to get distribution, 
never mind the fact that we had to pay for pilferage and holding unnecessary 
inventories. That’s our investment. My father would agree, he would add.

That day, the meeting agenda was of a more critical nature. Our biggest 
customer, UProtec Pharmacies, were delisting us, kicking us out of their chain 
of pharmacies. The reasons: we had not spent enough to promote our products 
in their outlets; we were not growing fast enough; and our shelf space was best 
given to more productive brands – all these, despite our brand having grown 
30% year-on-year in their pharmacy chain. Mr Chew’s smile stiffened. How? 
What? Why? He burst out. Suddenly, past discussions on the issue which were 
quickly glossed over became real to him.

UProtec was the leading pharmacy chain in the country with over 500 outlets 
and commanding a 57% share of the market in mass market body treatments 
–the business that we were in. They belonged to an even larger entity, Enormart, 
a major hypermarket chain in South East Asia. Their combined clout gave 
them a virtual monopoly in the country. They had exploited this advantage to 
the hilt. UProtec Pharmacies’ record profits each year were derived not from 
retail or pharmaceutical sales but payment from suppliers like us for product 
display fees, advertising fees, promotion fees, promotion space rentals, store 
renovation fees, new store opening fees, excess stocks goods return charges, 
out-of-stock penalty charges, and those were over and above the hefty 30-45% 
product margin extorted by them. The advertising fees demanded for promoting 
products in their stores were 100% higher than the normal commercial rates. It 
was an on-going joke amongst their suppliers that the UProtec business model 

Crystals in the Sand.indd   25 5/13/10   11:53:57 AM



22

was the most successful in the world – every new store made huge profits on the 
very first day of opening. Everything was paid for by the suppliers including the 
renovation and the fittings.
 
Driving this feeding machine was a Madam April Chang. April had been with 
that organization for decades and she did her job well – too well, in fact. Every 
month without fail she would ring me up to discuss the promotional support for 
the following months. Each activity came with a hefty price tag; the combined 
total was simply beyond the resources of my company. I fended her off often 
enough and many were the times she would warn that my products would be 
delisted if I did not spend more. This time the warnings came true.

Once the full realisation had sunk in, Mr Chew went into a diatribe about how 
badly I had managed the company, and that I had betrayed his trust. I reminded 
him that he had not fulfilled his side of the agreement. There was no investment 
from him to build the business. The UProtec situation was the outcome. Mr 
Chew replied by saying that in view of this situation he would be very cautious 
indeed about any investment into the company for now and the future.

The future came very quickly. Three weeks later, Mrs Chew moved into the 
company and occupied the office next to her son’s. I called Mr Chew later for 
clarification and he said she would now be the Financial Director looking after his 
interests. Mrs Chew went into my office one afternoon while I was out meeting 
a dealer and transferred all my files into her room. She called for a meeting 
next day with the entire management staff and proposed an organizational 
restructuring to save the company. The plans included a change in my role – I 
would have to spend more time soliciting sales together with the sales manager. 
The management and the marketing would be her portfolio now. Yes, and one 
of the first things she needed to do was to change the colour of the product line. 
They are not working. Red would be lovely – it was her favourite colour. It was 
also the colour of prosperity, an auspicious colour for the Chinese. Mr Chew 
would agree.

Then the revelation finally came. Mrs Chew would, henceforth, be drawing 
a monthly salary of RM15,000 per month and Lennon Chew RM10,000 as 
payment for their work done for the company. The monies would be banked 
into the account of Begreen every month.

Shortly after, I had a closed door meeting with Mr Chew. I decided to sell off the 
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rest of my shares to Begreen. It wasn’t worth the humiliation. Mr Chew smiled 
broadly and said it was best for both parties. My lawyer pointed out that it was 
a classic case of big fish swallowing the small fish. He believed that I had a case 
against Mr Chew. He had defaulted on his agreement to invest in the company. 
I could sue him before I do anything else....

That year the World Buddhist Conference was held in Kuala Lumpur. During 
the three-day conference I met a speaker from Great Britain. She was an active 
Buddhist missionary in her country, very knowledgeable and wise. I posed her 
a question. The subject matter was the law of karma. What should a Buddhist 
do when he has been cheated by a business partner? Should he take legal action 
to punish the culprit? Will the law of karma work against him for this act of 
‘violence’? Is it not our social responsibility to expose this cheat so no one else 
would be victimised in future? I was being a good Buddhist by helping others. 
Would I get merits or demerits for such actions, which might be construed as 
vindictive? If I sued him, we would fall into a downward spiral of actions and 
reactions and there would be no peace for both parties. Where and when will the 
cycle end? This cycle of activity could only stir up more karmic mud. Would it 
be best to let the law of karma take its course? By desisting from doing, would 
I over time and over lifetimes reduce my karmic baggage?

I chose to stop the cycle.

I sold off my shares to him, parted as friends and went on with my life. I took up 
a position as Marketing Manager with a toiletry company. My retirement fund 
would not sustain me into my golden years but I believe I am a better Buddhist 
for the experience. Besides, I still have a few good years to feather my nest. As 
for Mr Chew and his family, their karmic debt would far outweigh the material 
profit gained from this adventure. 

Then again, perhaps it was my karmic debt to them. Perhaps I had to repay them. 
And now, I am the lighter and the more enlightened for it.
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three words
By	Chee	Tze	Wei,	Manila,	Philippines

No glimpse of light
No colour, no hope
No preview of tomorrow.

The agonizing truth carved
Onto my broken soul
The message to be seen
Only through eyes of silent shadows.

All the memories dissolve to dust
Blown away by the wind,
Never to return.

A nightmare of reality
Haunts my dreamless sleep.

The tears shall never cease to flow
Dripping into an endless chasm of grief.

All senses turn numb
As the mind is filled
With whispers of conscience.

A state of melancholy madness
As I clutch the shattered remains
Of my broken heart.

The words echo in silent symphony
Mocking my misery
Troubling my mind like a restive ghost.

The acceptance of truth
Now that I know
How three words can hurt so much……….

He is dead.

Editor’s note:  Tze Wei is 13 years old.  He is our youngest contributor.  
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sYnChroniCitY
By	Ellen	Bok,	Krabi,	Thailand

In March 2008 I travelled to Chennai, India, for a 7-day spiritual retreat on 
“Awakening into Oneness”. 

A week before the retreat, my husband, Alex, received a call from his ex-colleague, 
Harmander, who lived in Chennai. Alex hadn’t spoken with Harmander for 
about a year. Alex told him I’d be travelling to Chennai a week later to attend a 
retreat. Harmander offered to send his driver to pick me up from the airport and 
take me to the retreat centre.
 
Upon arriving at Chennai airport, Harmander’s driver was already waiting 
for me. He said “I’ll take you home first to have lunch with ma’m”. What a 
nice surprise, I thought, and I looked forward to meeting Harmander’s wife. A 
beautiful and very kind Indian lady opened the door, and we instantly connected. 
Jassriet had lovingly made me a delicious homemade lunch, and we chatted 
as if we’d known each other for years. I saw a photo of a German shepherd 
on her cabinet. She shared with me he’d passed away at age five and she and 
Harmander still missed him every day. Touched by her kindness, I thanked her. 
The driver then took me to the retreat centre. 

There were about 200 retreat participants. The retreat was held on a large campus 
with several buildings spread throughout the campus grounds: a huge dining 
hall, meditation halls, teaching halls and dormitories. The night before the start 
of the retreat, we were given the house rules and explanations: “Everything that’s 
going to happen in the next 7 days will be part of your own awakening process. 
The process doesn’t stop after the teaching and mediation sessions; it continues 
24 hours a day. So, if you’re disturbed in any way, it’s part of your process”, we 
were told. “Regarding the stray dogs that live on the campus grounds, you’re not 
allowed to touch or feed them. They have communicable diseases and they are 
wild and dangerous, so stay away from them”, they continued. As I had arrived 
late, I hadn’t seen any dogs and didn’t give it much thought. 

The next day, the first day of our 7-day retreat, I left the hall after lunch and 
walked along a long path leading to the dormitories. The campus had large open 
fields in between the buildings and I intended to sit outside as we had a 2-hour 
break. It was very hot outside and the sun was shining bright. 
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While I walked, I was taken by a sudden and totally unexpected shock. I saw 
about eight dogs, emaciated and in bad health. I stopped next to them and couldn’t 
believe my eyes ... my heart literally contracted. My body filled with pain at the 
sight of the suffering of these animals. I felt as if I was hit by a hammer. The 
suffering of some of them was very severe . . . they were obviously very hungry, 
they all suffered from mange, some didn’t have much hair growth left and had 
‘elephant skin’ at several places. One of them had a torn and bleeding ear and all 
of them were scratching and biting their skin most of the time. 

Completely blown out of the water, I continued walking and sat down on a 
low wall along a field of grass where many other people were sitting. After I’d 
pulled myself a bit together again, I took out of my bag the two bananas that I 
had brought from lunch to eat outside.  After finishing my first banana, I put the 
banana skin next to me, to throw into a garbage bin later. It was at that moment 
that I first saw the two puppy dogs that also lived on the campus grounds. They 
walked towards me and settled against my back. I started talking to them. One 
was brown in colour and looked, given the circumstances, reasonably well. He 
was skinny and even though his fur was very thin, his skin was more or less 
intact.  The other pup was much smaller and white in colour. He only had a line 
of hair from his head to his tale, with not too much hair on his body. He was 
skinny to the bone and his ribs were sticking out. His mange was very severe and 
his skin discharged pus at several places. Some spots on his skin were bleeding 
and his condition was much worse than what I’d seen with the other dogs. I 
guessed they were about 3 months old and around 4 to 5 kilograms.

The puppies started licking the banana skin and I realized how hungry they 
must be. I instantly took the other banana out of my bag and fed it to them. They 
finished it in no time. 

I felt awful and staggered at the same time. I’d chosen to come to this retreat 
specifically based on strong intuitive guidance. I was totally confused. Did I 
fly all the way to India to follow a retreat to ‘Awaken into Oneness’ to find out 
that they let these loving animals starve and suffer while throwing away a huge 
amount of leftovers after every meal? I always rely on my intuition in everything 
I do and thought I’d made a big mistake in coming here and wondered how it 
could be that my intuition had let me down for the first time in my life. 

The retreat continued.  The teachings were very profound and the gurus talked 
about forgiveness, about awakening your heart and compassion with the ultimate 
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goal to not feel separate from others anymore but to develop a oneness with all 
that lives. “We are all one” the teachings continued, “so your suffering is my 
suffering”. I was left even more confused. I totally agreed with the teachings, yet 
wondered how to match that with what I’d seen outside. I prayed for guidance, 
that somehow something would be done for the dogs. 

We had short private counselling sessions with a mentor to discuss any difficulties 
we encountered during our process. I spoke about the situation of the dogs in 
as polite and respectful a manner as I possibly could. It was reciprocated with 
hostility and defensiveness. I should focus on my process and not on the dogs I 
was told. “The dogs are my process” I said, but they weren’t very pleased with 
my answer and they quickly and decisively moved on to the next person. 

I realized I wasn’t going to convince them and get their support in finding 
solutions for the dogs. Although against the rules and while receiving lots of 
angry looks and criticism from other retreat participants, I couldn’t do anything 
else than keep on feeding the dogs after each meal. I had brought many ziplock 
bags with me, and they served their purpose well. The only difficulty was that the 
white pup was bitten and chased away by the bigger dogs every time I fed them, 
so I decided to find him when he was alone to give him food and water. I had 
searched the whole campus grounds and realized there was no water available 
for the dogs.

On the 4th day of the retreat, after dinner and late at night, I filled my bag with 
food again and went out to search for the white pup. I soon found him. I saw he 
was limping heavily with his left hind leg, which was very swollen and red, and 
that he was in great pain. I also noticed that something that looked like one half 
of a tennis ball was protruding out under his skin on his side. 

I took the food, my water bottle and a small plastic bowl out of my bag. I sat down 
on a rock and put my bag on the ground. The little doggie finished all the food 
and drank some water. He then walked up to me and stroked his head against my 
knees; I stroked him on the head and looked into his eyes. They looked sad and 
helpless. Then the weirdest thing happened. The little pup walked towards my 
bag and stepped inside. He was too big to fit in my bag with his whole body but 
he didn’t seem to care. He just laid half of his body down into my bag and fell 
asleep. I took him out of my bag and talked to him. Again he turned around and 
stepped inside my bag. This went on for three rounds in total. What happened 
after that I can only describe through a metaphor. My mind came to a complete 
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standstill; there wasn’t even a single thought in my mind. It felt as if I was struck 
by lightning and without any thinking on my part, suddenly the decision was 
made through me that I was going to bring him home with me to Singapore. I 
knew he wouldn’t survive otherwise. 

I called Jasrriet to ask if she could find a vet and boarding kennel for me in 
Chennai. I knew it was impossible to bring a sick dog into Singapore. I explained 
the whole story to her and she said to me, “No problem, Ellen, I’ll let you know 
ASAP.” Later that day, she told me she’d noticed a vet a couple of days before 
while on her way to a friend. She had already called him and he had a clinic 
and boarding kennel for dogs. Later, I found out he was the only vet in Chennai 
allowed to export dogs overseas. 

During the second half of the retreat, I organized secret meetings with eight other 
women who supported me in feeding the dogs. We managed to collect $1,000 
dollars for medical care for the other dogs. I called the Blue Cross in India, an 
organization that gives medical care to animals. They could treat the dogs on the 
campus with the money we had collected. We left the money with the organizers 
of the retreat and they agreed, although reluctantly, to make arrangements with 
the Blue Cross. I was later informed by our coordinator that all 11 dogs received 
complete medical care for 2 whole weeks. 

Jasrriet sent her driver to pick me up at the end of the retreat to take me and the 
pup right away to the vet. I’d planned to travel for three more days in India to 
visit a sacred site but quickly cancelled my bookings. Jasrriet also offered me to 
stay in her house. What a divine being has been sent to me! 

Since the campus grounds was very large, I wanted to make sure I could find the 
pup at the moment I leave the campus. Every morning around 8am, I looked for 
him to find out where he hangs out. It happened he spent most of his time on a 
construction site on the campus. Since the decision was made, I told him every 
day he was going to come home with me and that he had to be at that spot at the 
time we leave. 

On the day of my departure, the driver picked me up at 9 am. They’d advised 
us to bring a large blanket, which occupied a lot of space in my suitcase, but I 
hadn’t used it. I realized the predestined reason for me to bring the blanket. After 
breakfast at 7 am, I checked the construction site to see if the pup was there. 
Yes, he was. I went back to the dormitory to finish packing and went back to the 
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construction site at 8 am again. The pup was still there. I told him I’d pick him 
up in 45 minutes. 

I put my suitcase in the car. With the blanket in my hands I walked in the 
direction of the construction site, praying the pup would be there. I only had to 
pass two more buildings to get there when the pup came running towards me. 
I spread the blanket on the ground and he jumped inside; he looked at me with 
the expression he was ready to go! I wrapped the blanket around him, carried 
him to the car and we drove off. I couldn’t believe all that was happening and 
felt extremely grateful.

Dr. Kumar was a wonderful man. He took X-rays of the pup’s leg and of the 
protrusion. He told me his leg was broken in two places, probably since a week 
or so. The bone had already grown back but in the wrong way. He was most 
likely hit by one of the buses that drove in and out of the campus to transport us 
to several locations. “Nothing can be done about that anymore and he will limp 
for the rest of his life”, Dr Kumar said. I didn’t mind and only wanted to know 
if he’d survive. He assured me he would. The protrusion was his colon bulging 
out as his abdominal muscle was torn. Under normal circumstances he would do 
immediate surgery, he said, but the pup was too weak to undergo surgery. 
He said it would probably take around three months for him to regain his full 
health, just as I’d already estimated. After he’d received his first medicinal 
bath and other treatments, I left the dog with Dr. Kumar, who’d take him to his 
boarding kennel later that day. I could visit him that evening. 

I went to the boarding kennel and the pup’s skin looked already so much better 
after it had been cleansed. Dr. Kumar made a medical plan and I had to sign 
many papers. I spent a lot of time with ‘Om Shanti’, as I intuitively called the 
pup, over the next two days until I had to fly back to Singapore. I was so happy 
to spend time with him and found it extremely difficult to leave. So did Om 
Shanti. He screamed and screamed every time I left. I ignored him as much as I 
could and told myself it was for his own good. 

I flew home and made arrangements with the Animal Quarantine Station where 
he had to stay another 30 days upon arrival in Singapore. On 5 June, Om Shanti 
arrived with Singapore Airlines at the cargo centre at Changi Airport. I wondered 
if he’d still remember me after 12 weeks. Alex untied the cage and I couldn’t 
believe my eyes. He looked perfectly healthy and had thick gorgeous white fur. 
His eyes were shining. He went totally crazy when he saw me again and we 

Crystals in the Sand.indd   33 5/13/10   11:53:58 AM



30

were both incredibly happy to be reunited, even though only for a short while, 
as he would be taken to the quarantine station where I could visit him two hours 
a day. 

The big day finally came: Om Shanti was coming home. I was hoping he and 
my other dog, which I had adopted a year earlier when he was found as an 
abandoned stray pup on the streets in Singapore, would get along well. They 
became the best of friends and inseparable from each other, and we are now one 
big happy family.

i CheAted deAth twiCe
By	Oh	Teik	Bin,	Teluk	Intan                                         

The Dhamma activities of our local Buddhist Association started way back 
in 1987. I remember the first time I ‘cheated’ Death was in the year 1989. I 
remember that evening very well. A foreign monk was invited to give a Dhamma 
talk at the premises of our Buddhist Association, a rented shop lot not far from 
my house in a housing estate.

It was around 7.00 pm and I was getting ready to go and open the Association 
door and do some preparation work to ensure that the Dhamma talk could 
proceed smoothly at the scheduled time, which was 8.00 pm to 10.00 pm. It had 
started raining about an hour earlier. When I started out with my motor bike, the 
rain had faded into a mere drizzle. Dusk had just set in and the sky was gradually 
turning dark.

As I was riding along the main road on my way to the Association, I noticed that 
the road was still wet and I rode steadily at about 30 mph. Even then, I did not 
realize that there was a pothole ahead of me. It was covered with water. All of 
a sudden, my motor bike was over it and I lost control and was thrown off my 
bike. The next thing I knew, I was sitting right in the middle of the road with my 
bike lying on one side a distance away from me. When I looked ahead I could 
see the headlamps of the oncoming vehicles.  “Oh no,” I thought. “This would 
be my end.” My mind was filled with floods of thoughts coming and going at 
tremendous speeds, probably faster than the speed of light.  And the vehicles 
were heading in my direction!  One thought dominated my mind: “Oh, I will not 
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be able to bring the group of Buddhist friends for a meditation retreat tomorrow 
at the Malaysian Buddhist Meditation Center (MBMC) in Penang.”  

Everything happened so fast. The next thing I realized was that the oncoming 
vehicles did not go straight over me or my leg. Instead a few went by my side 
and a few parked along the road side and came over to help me. I apologized for 
blocking the road and told them that it was my fault … not noticing the pothole 
and losing control of my bike. By then, a crowd had gathered around and two 
of my students happened to come by. One student pushed my bike to my home, 
which was just a few hundred meters away. The other student fetched me back 
on his motor bike. I did not suffer any major injuries… only some bruises on 
my hands and knees. On reaching home, I was given some first aid treatment for 
my bruises after which I went for the Dhamma talk at our Buddhist Association. 
I remember the Dhamma talk pertained to the practice of Metta Bhavana, the 
Meditation on Loving-Kindness. It was really inspiring. The following day I 
took my group of Dhamma friends for the 8-day meditation retreat at the MBMC 
in Penang. 

I remember some friends visited me after I had returned from Penang. They 
asked about the motor accident I had and some passed remarks such as the 
following:
“How come an accident happened to you when you were on the way to do a 
GOOD thing?”
“This Law of Kamma is not fair, isn’t it? The BAD people should be getting the 
accidents!” 
“ How can you be punished like this?”

Deep down in my heart I felt kind of sad that my friends did not understand the 
Dhamma. I told my friends, “I am in a way blessed. You know, things could 
have been terrible … a vehicle could have rolled over me or one of my legs 
could have been severed.  My injuries were so light…mere bruises.”

A couple of weeks later, along the same road a lady motor cyclist was killed 
in a road accident quite similar to the one I had earlier met with. Her motor 
bike went into a pothole, she lost control of the vehicle, was thrown on to the 
road and a lorry went over her. When I learnt of this, I though to myself, “My 
life could have ended that way … I was really ‘lucky’.  Luck, Kamma, Divine 
intervention?  Honestly I don’t know. But my confidence in the Dhamma grows 
stronger each day.
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The second time I cheated death was in 1991 when I was in Beijing, China on a 
short holiday.  It happened around noon in a shopping center in Beijing. I never 
liked shopping but we were on a group tour and this was part of the itinerary and 
I had to tag along. 

I was going down the stairs from the second floor to the first floor of the shopping 
center. There was a chip in one of the steps of the stairs and I had not noticed 
it. I stepped on it, missed a step and lost control. I went hurtling down the long 
stairs at a great speed … it was most frightening. I noticed that at the end of the 
stairs, some meters from the last step stood a huge jade ship (I learnt later that it 
cost about half a million ringgit) with so many pointed and jagged parts… and 
I was heading towards it at an uncontrollable speed. I just could not brake and 
my mind was again flooded with thoughts that flashed by at incredible speeds. I 
thought that this would certainly be the end for me …

Strangely, as I reached the end of the stairs, the direction of my ‘roller-coaster 
ride’ changed and I found myself moving towards my left instead of heading 
head-on for the jade ship!  What a relief! But then, when I looked in front of 
me, I found that I was now heading for a rectangular pillar with sharp edges. 
Fear overwhelmed me. The thought of crashing with tremendous impact my 
unprotected head against a concrete pillar was indeed terrible. I tried to ‘brake’ 
and stop but I just could not. The momentum was unbelievable.

Another incredible thing happened… just about one foot from the pillar, I 
suddenly stopped, still sitting down on the floor. The force that caused the stop 
did not come from me…I just stopped and till today I don’t know how or why. 
By the time I found myself sitting still on the floor, a group of concerned people, 
including some staff members of the shopping center, had gathered round me. 
They were kind and helped me back to my feet. I told them I was okay, still 
intact. My buttocks hurt just a little but other than that I was perfectly alright.

So once again, I had ‘cheated death’. Every time I think of that incident I still 
shudder at the memory.  But reflection on it has helped me realize certain things 
of the Dhamma. I had been very ‘lucky’ and blessed. Was it due to chance that 
I escaped death or tragic injuries?  But then, wasn’t it Albert Einstein who once 
said “God does not play dice with the Universe …”  Deep down inside me, I 
know that nothing ever happens without a cause or causes.  Was my ‘escape’ 
from tragedy due to supportive Kamma, help from Devas …?  Again, honestly, I 
don’t know. But I do know that my life must be based on ‘Doing Good, Avoiding 
Evil and Purifying the Mind’. 
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reFleCtions
By	Lim	Guat	Cheng,	Kuala	Lumpur

Forgiveness
Have you ever met a person for the first time and for some reason just do not 
like this person?  I experienced this during a novitiate programme. There she 
was looking at me, sour-faced, not smiling and practically looked through me.  
I suppose the feeling was mutual – I too looked at her and just could not form a 
smile on my face.  

Then in the evening, the reverend gave a talk on forgiveness, how we, having 
been in this cycle of rebirth countless times, would have wronged many.  We 
should seek forgiveness everyday just before we sleep – forgiveness from the 
triple gem and from all living beings for any wrong we may have done against 
them and also to forgive all living beings for any wrong they may have done 
against us and, finally, to forgive ourselves - for any wrong done intentionally 
or unintentionally, knowingly or unknowingly, through mind, speech and bodily 
action, from the past to present moment.  So, I decided to include this person 
in my nightly forgiveness session – visualized her face and sincerely sought 
forgiveness from her.  After that, I would do a short metta session until I fell 
asleep.  

Miracle of miracles, towards the end of the 10-day programme, she actually 
smiled at me and, on the last day of the programme, she even wished me a safe 
journey home!    

umbrella
I had to attend a meeting within walking distance from my office.  The day 
was gloomy, so I brought an umbrella with me.  At the end of the meeting, the 
organiser gave each participant an umbrella to thank us for our contributions 
and time.  On reaching the lobby of the meeting place, I found it was raining 
very heavily.  I contemplated whether to walk back to the office but decided to 
hang around for a while.  While waiting for the rain to subside a bit, I noticed a 
mother with her young son standing near the entrance.  The child kept pulling 
her towards the car parked 10 feet away.  She, however, kept pulling her child 
back as the rain was just too heavy to risk the 10 feet dash to the car.  So, I 
approached the mother and gave her my extra umbrella.  The gratefulness on 
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her face was priceless.  It did not cost me anything as the umbrella was extra to 
my needs.  For all I know, she may have tons of umbrellas at home.  But at that 
moment, the umbrella was her greatest need.  

It taught me a lesson that giving what is needed is more important than giving 
something expensive and not meeting the needs of the receiver.      
    

road sweeper
During a novitiate programme, the reverend talked about gratitude.  Gratitude to 
everyone who has been a part of our life journey - from our parents to teachers, 
to persons who prepared the food for our daily consumption and to the taxi 
driver who got us to our appointment on time.  For the novitiate programme, 
we expressed our gratitude to our parents, friends, the organizer, the helpers, 
the hotel and monastery that housed us, the driver and even to our bosses who 
approved our vacation leave to enable us to attend the programme and our 
colleagues who needed to cover for us during our absence.  On my return from 
the programme, it got me thinking about my attitude towards the road sweeper.  
Every morning, she would be on either side of the road, sweeping the road 
diligently.  I would get irritated should she be on my side of the road as I would 
then need to give her space for her trash bin and space to avoid my car being hit 
by her broom with her sweeping motion.  One morning, due to a traffic jam, my 
car stopped within five feet of her trash bin.  When she looked up, I gave her a 
smile, a nod and mouthed ‘Thank you’ to her.  She was stunned for a moment 
and, when she recovered, she gave me a wide happy smile.  As she continued to 
sweep the road ahead, she kept turning back and grinning happily back at me.  

It was a joyous experience – just a smile in gratitude can make another’s day!     

innocent?
I was asked to comment on this situation during a dharma sharing session.  

‘A’ was set up by a friend and got hauled to face the disciplinary teacher to 
answer for an offence he did not commit while in school.  The teacher did not 
believe his explanation and meted out punishment accordingly.  He felt it was 
very unfair – being good and still getting punished.  I asked him whether he was 
defensive then and had accused his friend of setting him up, which was exactly 
what he did.  I then asked him what if he were to state the facts as they were 
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without being defensive and accusing another, would the disciplinary teacher 
have believed him.  He said most probably.  He then asked what if he still got 
punished after stating the facts as they were.  Well, if he had done everything 
possible and still got blamed, then blame it on karma!  

This is why I love being a Buddhist – karma can provide a reason for things 
happening.  It gives an easy acceptance and allows us to move ahead rather than 
hang on to the past.         

rejoice
I was in Bodhgaya, India, for a novitiate programme.  A nun advised us to have 
a lot of joy in ourselves.  We should rejoice in our practice, rejoice that we are 
able to practise, rejoice with what we have, rejoice that we are born normal, and 
much more.  Surrounding the Mahabodhi Temple, there are many people born 
there and yet they are unable to receive the teachings of the Buddha.  There are 
many who are forced to beg and many more are born crippled.  

Aren’t we the fortunate ones?  So, why are we not happy?  Why do we not have 
joy in our heart?  Why do we postpone our joy?  And why are we not practising 
with joy?  

Jellyfish
I was at a diving trip.  After a particular dive, I was grinning with joy!  We 
had seen a huge and longish jellyfish.  Whitish in colour, shaped like a multi-
tiered wedding gown, hovering gracefully and majestically with each layer 
gently fluttering in the open sea.  It was awesome!  The jellyfish made the dive 
worthwhile!  

My dive buddy asked how I could be happy with the dive when all we saw that 
was of interest was one big jellyfish.  The rest of the dive was a washout – the 
corals were sparse and dying, the fishes were few and the visibility was bad.

Isn’t that how we view our lives?  Always wanting more and missing out on the 
joy of the thing that is in front of us?  Is the jellyfish not enough?  
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the Journey
Many years ago, when I was still new to Buddhism, a friend asked me this 
question.  She said “You Buddhists talk a lot about forgiveness, loving kindness 
and compassion.  In reality, if you have been a rape victim, can you really forgive 
the rapist?  Can you still radiate loving kindness to him?  And be compassionate 
to this person?”  At that point in time, I wasn’t sure…  I hoped the Buddha’s 
teachings would enable me to overcome the hatred and be able to move forward.  
I hoped with the understanding of the Buddha’s teachings, I would be able to be 
at least in a “neutral” state.  

Now years later, on reflection, must the answer be “Yes”?  Does a “Yes” mean 
we have progressed in our practice?  Is “Yes” the measurement of our success in 
our practice?  In our journey towards being enlightened, aren’t we supposed to 
“let go” rather than “accumulate” achievements and successes?           
       

goodbYe PAPA
By	How	Huey	Yin,	Kuala	Lumpur	  

The Dhamma came into our lives six months after the sudden death of our second 
child.  She was 10 years old.  In between our periods of sadness in the past four 
years, the Dhamma brought us some comfort and sanity.  The realization of 
the priceless value of the Dhamma came to light when Papa passed away in 
November 2007.  It had really prepared me well to make his last journey of 73 
days meaningful and memorable.

Papa was diagnosed with liver cancer in September 2007.  His condition was 
critical and we found that surgery could not be an option because of his weak 
heart. After much consultation and research, we finally decided to try a new 
treatment using radio frequency waves to cause the degeneration of the cancer 
cells.  There were clinical studies showing 90% of the patients experienced 
symptomatic relief.  Our main concern was to have as little pain for Papa as 
possible.  This treatment required daily therapy of one hour each for twenty-one 
consecutive days.  As we have five siblings, we each took turns to accompany 
Papa to the hospital.  He was envied by a lot of other patients at the clinic for 
having caring children.
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I volunteered two days a week as I am not working and also because my husband 
could help me with the children.  Sometimes during my 40-minute journey to 
my parents’ house, I would be overcome with sadness and fear.  In order to focus 
and stay calm, I would start to send metta to Papa.  Each of us managed to have 
good conversations with him during these daily trips to the hospital.  Between 
Papa and me, we managed to apologize to each other.  I was sorry for being a 
grumpy teenager when he needed my help in the administrative work of his 
business.  He was sorry that he did not attend my daughter’s funeral as he was 
too devastated.  At times, I would be sharing some Dhamma knowledge which I 
had learned during the Sunday talks.  We also looked forward to these daily trips 
as Papa would always try to suggest what to have for lunch.  He loved to eat and 
always enjoyed treating us and his friends.  

One day in early November, again I accompanied Papa to the therapy.  He was 
not feeling very good and I stayed with him in the house till late in the evening.  
The next morning, the last day of his second course, I called him and he was 
very jovial and asked me not to worry about him.  Hence I was shocked when I 
received a call from my sister at about 4 pm that Papa was in great pain and had 
difficulties in breathing.  We rushed to the house.  Fortunately, at that time my 
cousin (Papa’s favourite nephew) was visiting.  He helped to calm my sister and 
organized for the other children to rush home.  Despite his pain, Papa was alert 
enough to ask for oxygen from another cousin who runs a clinic nearby.  During 
that time, my youngest brother managed to secure a morphine patch from the 
hospital.  Not long after the relief from the patch, the ambulance arrived to take 
him to the hospital.

Papa was admitted at about 7 pm and he felt much better five hours later.  Four 
of us stayed with him in the room as another sister needed to go home.  Papa 
managed to sit up and talk to us.  He knew he could not make it and managed 
to sign some documents (even though he already had a will).  He told us how to 
make his funeral arrangements and to take care of our mother.  He did not want 
to go home as it was already so late and did not want to disturb mother.  It was 
raining very heavily.  

We tried to get Papa to take a rest but he kept choking on his phlegm.  He also 
felt thirsty very often.   I tried to wet his lips constantly and reminded him that 
was exactly what he had done for his dying father. For about ten years, he had 
also been taking good care of Ah Ma, who was diabetic.  I tried to calm him (at 
times, he was delirious with the morphine drip) and reminded him to think about 
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his good deeds – filial son, responsible husband, loving father and a good man 
to all.

Papa woke up at 7 am the next morning and wanted to wash up, probably 
already expecting visitors as it was Deepavali.  His sister and brother were the 
first to visit.  Next, Mother turned up with the other family members.  I got all 
the 14 grandchildren to come forward to shake Papa’s hand and announce their 
names.  They even took turns to make him comfortable.  My sister brought the 
CD player which I had just bought for Papa four days earlier.  We kept playing 
Buddhist  chants continuously.  Throughout the day, Papa received almost 100 
visitors.  He talked to all of them, switching from Cantonese to Hokkien and 
Hakka, remembering well each and everyone’s dialect. 

At about 5 pm, I went home with fourth sister and Mother to rest.  I could hardly 
sleep as I kept hearing Papa’s voice.  When we were about to leave for the 
hospital again, my third sister called and said Papa wanted some plain porridge.  
After cooking it, we rushed to the hospital again.  When we arrived, I was very 
sad to see Papa in pain again.  He did not take the porridge as he had already 
eaten the dinner served at the hospital.  Eventually the last visitor had left and 
only Mother, the five siblings and one brother-in-law stayed with Papa.  He was 
delirious again and my brother asked him to chant.  Papa brushed him away with 
his hand.  This was repeated and finally Papa asked my brother not to disturb 
him in listening to the music (the sutra).  My sisters and brother-in-law followed 
the chanting in the “Xin Jing” CD and it brought tears to their eyes with the 
meaningful words.

After my brother-in-law took Mother home to rest, Papa was not feeling too good 
again and we tried to calm him.  The doctor came and checked Papa at about 10 
pm. His eyes were tearful and told us Papa may not make it till next morning.  
Then he went to arrange for the morphine drip for Papa again.  Suddenly, Papa 
put his hands together and kept shaking them in prayers.  I tried to keep his 
hands still as the tubes had been disconnected twice before by his movements.  
Then Papa asked all of us to “Jiu Bai” (pray nine times), which I immediately 
led my siblings in performing.  Papa’s action was a surprise as he has never been 
religious except for the ritual joss-sticks on every 1st and 15th day of the lunar 
calendar. 	Did	he	get	enlightened	after	listening	to	the	sutra?		

Papa was getting delirious again with the morphine drip and started talking 
about his favourite mahjong game.  My youngest brother asked him to stop 
and go look for his departed grandparents and parents.  Papa said his last word 
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“OK”.  Amazingly he then settled down.  My youngest brother disengaged the 
drips to make him more comfortable.  He was very tense and my brothers could 
not even move his arms.  We started to stand at the end of the bed and chanted 
to pacify Papa to relax.  He listened and let the nurse help him.  We even asked 
him to smile and he obliged.  I again reminded him to be happy and think about 
all his good deeds.  I also thanked Papa for bringing me up and taking care of 
us.  I kowtowed to him three times and my siblings followed suit.  At the last 
kowtow, Papa’s heartbeat stopped.  He left at 11.59 pm.  Much earlier, fourth 
sister and I had planned to leave at about 11 pm as we thought Papa would be 
alright.  However, my youngest brother told us to do so only after 12 midnight.  
Was this a message sent by Papa?

We then told the nurses we needed two hours for chanting and not to move 
Papa.  We washed up and sat down next to Papa’s bed and chanted for him 
again. We do not know whether it was sub-consciousness or not, each of us 
had some unique experience.  I kept hearing Papa’s voice chanting with us.  
My third sister saw a bright light illuminating the room and smelled food.  My 
fourth sister also smelled the fish porridge that she used to cook for Papa while 
second brother smelled the fragrance of sandalwood.  We were very fortunate to 
have the peaceful environment at the hospital to do the chanting.  We sat in the 
hospital lobby till 5 am and then drove home to break the news to mother.  She 
took it quite well and the six of us shared the porridge which Papa did not eat at 
all.  Did he mean to leave some food for us?

Papa looked very serene when we finally brought him home for the funeral 
rites.  We were very proud of him when we saw the huge number of relatives 
and friends who turned up during the wake and funeral.  He was truly a good 
man and probably his good kamma did not let him suffer much.  When we were 
cleaning up the house after the funeral, we saw two bright rainbows just above 
the house.  We took it as a sign from Papa that he was happy with his funeral 
arrangements.  As for the smaller rainbow, I took it that Papa has obliged my 
request to take care of my little girl.  That day was also her birthday and the 3rd 
anniversary of her passing.  She had been here to lead me to the Dhamma and 
helped me to calmly prepare for Papa’s passing.  

For each day from the 7th day until the 49th, we would gather at the house to chant 
for an hour.   We were very fortunate to be able to do so because of the school 
holidays and the grandchildren always earnestly participated in the chant.  

May Papa be well and happy.
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on liFe
(a collection of haikus)

By	Lum	Woon	Foong,	Petaling	Jaya

world of black and white
truth or lies and either-ors

green lies in between

endless restless toils
searching for peace and meaning

found but in stillness

the grand masquerade
you with your masks and i mine

i can’t find my face

saw a cat walk home
a flower bloomed a leaf dropped

i laughed and i cried

today lush and tall
tommorrow’s soft white tissue

for a lipstick mark

i buttered my bread
left the caviar in the shop

bread alone was sweet
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beAutiFul KAnlAYA
By	Oh	Kim	Leng,	Melaka

I was introduced to Venerable Santi, who believed I could walk again with the 
help of Thai traditional healing methods. He tried all he could but nothing was 
happening. He prepared all kinds of herbs and, after subjecting me to therapies 
of all sorts, he gently conceded and told me that he needed to take me to his 
village in Thailand where an old nun by the name of Mae Lahad would be of 
greater help.

To save cost, we travelled by land all the way from Malacca. After days of 
traveling, taking necessary stops due to my condition, with the help of Venerable 
Santi, my brother and I arrived at Wat Kow Noh, a very peaceful temple in 
a remote village in Nakhonsawan.  Hundreds of monkeys greeted our arrival. 
These mischievous little new friends of ours were roaming all over the temple 
grounds. There were some very curious ones, obviously trying to make sense of 
the sight of a man in a blue wheelchair. 

I greeted the abbot, Luang Phor Nem. His kindness and humility touched me 
and I was immediately sure that good things can happen in a place like this. I 
was shown the quarters where my brother and I would be staying in the days 
ahead. That evening, Mae Lahad, accompanied by an elderly mae chee and mae 
chee Lek, who was probably 13 years old, came to see me. They brought our 
dinner. Moments later, the sound of a motorcycle engine interrupted our not 
very smooth-going conversation due to the absence of a competent translator. A 
young Thai village girl, about 20 years of age, dismounted the motorcycle and 
flashed a beautiful smile at us. Her name was Kanlaya.

Many routine days followed. Mae Lahad, a pint-sized lady of 80 would check 
on the progress of my treatment every morning and evening. Her hair was white 
like cotton and she was the gentlest and kindest human being I have ever met. I 
remember her once returning from the village market with a plastic bag that she 
was struggling to carry as she walked towards me flashing her toothless smile. 
In that bag was a fish. She was excitedly trying to explain to me something about 
the fish that was wiggling in the water-filled plastic bag. It was only later that 
I learnt that she bought that fish, destined for the dinner table, specially for me 
because she wanted me to release it into the temple’s pond so that my treatment 
will bear fruits and I will live long. That evening, I followed Mae Lahad to the 
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edge of the pond. She whispered something to the fish, asked me to touch it, 
then gently released it into the water. Mae Lahad would not allow me to pay 
for the fish. One thing I learnt about everyone I met in Wat Kow Noh was their 
generosity. They are all poor farmers, but they always have something to give 
and they do so with so much joy.

Kanlaya came almost every morning to help organise the morning meals for the 
monks. We would then try to learn each other’s language and on hot afternoons 
the sound of her motorcycle engine would mean that we were in for a cool 
treat – iced water!  She would send us plain water with lots of ice cubes in it. 
In a village where refrigerators are scarce, plain iced water indeed is a luxury. 
Kanlaya was a beautiful village girl whose kindness will forever be etched in 
my heart. 

I befriended some temple boys who lived in the temple assisting the venerable 
monks in their daily chores. These boys were from very poor families which 
could not afford to raise them, and the temple became their refuge. One boy I 
won’t forget is seven-year-old Ai Ea, whom I always mistakenly called Ai Ut, 
and that would make him kind of furious. One day, Ai Ea was excitedly telling 
me about his friend, Ai Ut. I just couldn’t exactly understand what he was trying 
to tell me until he finally got hold of a bigger boy who pushed me to a shed. 
There, right in front of me, was a huge pig which was then formally introduced 
to me as Ai Ut. That huge pig was actually paralysed since birth and the farmer 
who owned it left it at the temple. The monks took pity on the pig and erected 
a shed to shelter and care for it. Later, I was touched with Ai Ea’s intention of 
showing me Ai Ut. He wanted me to know that there was another being in the 
vicinity of the temple that suffered just like me. He told me that I was luckier 
because I had a wheelchair that enabled me to see the entire village, unlike Ai 
Ut, which had lain on the same spot ever since it grew too big to be moved. 

One morning, after spending almost a month in Wat Kow Noh, a shocking 
telegram came announcing the sudden demise of my father. My brother and 
I quickly packed our things and, with the little money we had left, we headed 
home. Long Por Wen instructed two younger monks to escort us all the way to 
Bangkok. Kanlaya followed too. Mae Lahad came to say good bye. She wished 
I went home walking but that was not meant to be. She held my head with her 
grandmotherly hands and with that same toothless smile she said, “Take good 
care. The next time you come back here, I won’t be around anymore too.” I 
saw Ai Ea wiping his tears as our van left the compound. Yet, I was not too 

Crystals in the Sand.indd   46 5/13/10   11:54:00 AM



43

concerned about the display of emotion around me because I was caught in a 
whirlpool of a far greater sadness.

At the Bangkok International Airport, we discovered that all the economy class 
flight tickets to Kuala Lumpur were sold out. Our only available option was to 
purchase the Executive Class tickets, but there was a problem: we hadn’t enough 
money! We were short of about 4000 baht. We started to panic. We exhausted 
all options and sat helplessly waiting for a miracle to help us make it home that 
same night. Kanlaya and the two monks walked to and fro looking everywhere 
as if hoping that they might bump into someone they know. From a distance, I 
then saw Kanlaya discussing something with the monks. She left the monks and 
disappeared into the crowd. Ten minutes later, I saw her hurrying towards the 
two monks and this time their discussion seemed even more intense. Kanlaya 
again hurriedly disappeared into the crowd while the two monks walked towards 
me. Long Pi, the elder monk, smiled and said, “Don’t worry, you will go home.”  
“How?”, I asked. “Wait little little, wait Kanlaya bring money.” I was worried 
about Kanlaya and sad about my father.  

Moments later, Kanlaya appeared from the crowd with a broad smile on her 
face. I could see immense happiness as she unclenched her fist and handed 5000 
baht to my brother. She insisted that we take the extra 1000 baht just in case 
we needed it. I asked her how she got the money. She simply smiled and said, 
“Go home, go see father.” A million thoughts appeared in my mind but Kanlaya 
wouldn’t say anything more about the money. 

Finally, the announcement for us to board our flight came. We paid our respects 
to Long Pi and the young novice. I looked at Kanlaya. She looked different, 
but I couldn’t tell why. She tearfully waved goodbye. I took one last glance 
at Kanlaya. Only then, did I realise how she raised the 5000 baht – her gold 
necklace and earrings were missing!

Note	:	Twenty-three	years	have	passed.	Till	this	day,	I	still	cannot	forget	Kanlaya’s	
kindness.	Although	I	did	return	 the	money	 to	her	 through	a	messenger,	 I	will	
never	really	know	if	she	received	it.	I	wrote	letters	but	there	was	never	any	reply.	
If	Mae	Lahad	is	a	hundred	and	three	today,	I	wish	for	her	to	know	that	her	wish	
did	come	true	–	I	am	still	very	much	alive	and	I	have	lived	longer	than	I	thought	
I	could.	
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mother And mAgnoliA Flower
By	Beth	Lim	Bong-Sook,	Subang	Jaya

We moved house many times when we were small.  But it was all within the 
same vicinity of our town.  Whenever the landlords wanted to increase the rent, 
my stingy mother simply found another house nearby and moved.  We didn’t 
have many belongings, so it was easy to pack and unpack.  One day, mother 
found her dream house when I was a teen but she couldn’t afford to buy it yet.  
The owner was keen in selling the house to my mother.  So she made a deal with 
her to buy it over after two years of renting.  She figured she could have enough 
savings by then.  It was a new two-storey brick house with a small garden, 
modern layout with a big kitchen, which was considered premium in the mid 
70’s.  In that small garden, there was a magnolia tree that bore creamy coloured 
flowers every early spring.   Mother loved the tree and somehow the flowers and 
mother looked alike. 
  
My mother was not formally educated but carried a proud and dignified 
disposition that no one could guess her low academic qualification.  She was 
beautiful, intelligent and ambitious.  She taught herself and was especially good 
at math.  With the little income my father earned, hardly enough for the family 
of six, she multiplied it many hundred times to play a personal bank for the 
neighbors and small shop owners in the market.  It was our regular errand to 
go to the shops and collect their dues on behalf of mother because she herself 
didn’t like doing that.  She would give us pocket money in return.  She was also 
very disciplined and frugal.  She wouldn’t waste even a drop of water or rice 
in the drain.  Though people knew her as a money bag, we never got to enjoy 
her wealth due to her tight fists while father had no idea how she could keep 
coming up with money whenever there were extra expenses.  She accumulated 
quite a sum to contemplate buying the house that was way beyond father’s 
comprehension.
 
Her excitement didn’t last that long after we moved into the new house.  The 
house got broken into enough times to give her a heart attack.  The complications 
from her diabetes got worse and had her constantly in and out of hospital.  Also, 
people cheated her of money - even her closest friends.  She became poorer 
and more sick by day.  She concluded the house brought her bad luck and again 
we had to move for the last time.  She settled to buy a smaller and older house 
which we had lived in before as tenants, but this time we were the owners.  In a 
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way, mother was happy to finally own a house, but she was not content.  Despite 
father’s warning, she continued her investment activity behind father’s back, 
and it brought further losses.   The country was going through political and 
economic upheavals from the actions of President Park whose military regime 
lasted for 18 years.  That affected my mother’s money-lending business, her 
health and our family life.
  
As her pocket got smaller, her desire for life also diminished and our family life 
started to get shattered.   After losing her eyesight from a failed laser surgery, she 
confined herself to the bed most of the time.   Father was constantly depressed 
and angry over her illness and financial mishap.  My siblings left home one by 
one for marriage and work.   I buried myself in work, studying and mountain 
climbing, coming back home late at night and leaving very early each morning 
to avoid seeing her lying like a corpse and my sad father.  A few winters and 
springs passed.  Her favorite magnolia flower had also bloomed and fallen a few 
times.  Whenever I passed the would-have-been-our-house that was nearby, I 
felt an ache in my heart for mother.
  
One morning in early spring, when the flower bud was yet to bloom, mother 
left her body, finally free from her tortured spirit and ailing body.   I also left 
the country to study overseas.  As amazing as her ability to be unwise with 
money was, yet she managed to leave me some, the only unmarried daughter 
at that time, so that I could use it for my future dowry.  Her money became a 
great assistance to finance my overseas studies instead.   I met my then-future-
husband oceans away from home, without needing to bring any jewelry, dowry 
or expensive gifts to the in-laws - the wedding custom in Korea till today.   I 
didn’t have to bring any dowry when I married my husband because he happened 
to be a non-Korean.  So in a different way than how she had expected, I suppose 
it was she who helped me to find him after all.   But the wound she left in us was 
long lasting.  We don’t have much good or warm memories of mother except her 
sickness, struggle, pain and loneliness.  We four siblings are scattered in three 
different countries, seldom going back home to meet each other.
   
I hated my mother for exchanging her life for money.  She was wealthy and 
yet she could never enjoy it.  She was a slave to the money ghost which was 
never satisfied.  She enjoyed seeing it grow and multiply, but didn’t know how 
to let it loose until the money itself started to disintegrate on its own.    It cost 
her life and our family life.   I had vowed never to become like her, never to 
hold onto anything, especially money.   I became indifferent toward material 
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wealth and sought to go completely in the opposite direction, seeking spiritual 
wealth.   I became unworldly, aloof and uninterested in living.   I searched for 
something that was unreal, a dreamlike purity and an idealism in people, in a 
naïve way, only to get battered by numerous disappointments and deceit.  That 
is how I turned to become a yoga meditation teacher, which showed me the way 
to live within and yet outside of the material world that was too much for me to 
handle. 

Then one day when I watched the movie “Joy Luck Club,” I felt something was 
hitting me from inside.   It is the story of five Chinese immigrant mothers and 
their five American-born daughters. Each mother struggles to give the best to 
her daughter, the best of what they couldn’t have.   But unable to be free from 
the ghosts of their own past, they were, in fact, affecting their daughters’ present 
as well as future lives, thereby creating mounting tensions in their relationships.  
The tensions only got resolved when each pair acknowledged the pains of the 
past and decided to move on, accepting each other as fellow women rather 
than as mother-and-daughter to continue a one-way relationship to control or 
victimize.   Only then could they become the best of friends to each other.
I watched the movie again and again... I thought I was different from my 
mother.  But much of my being—attitude, tendency, even looks — was just like 
my mother.  My tendency to exert myself physically whenever the heart was 
troubled, feeling uneasy staying in one place for too long, making me frequently 
uproot myself; to sacrifice the present for what I think is the better future; to bear 
all the burdens on my shoulders without knowing how to loosen my grip; to cut 
off or run away if anyone was coming too close because my heart was familiar 
with loneliness but not with opening up… 

I loved my mother dearly as much as I hated her.  Whatever she did, for better 
or worse, it was her best intention to provide us a good life rather than relying 
all on my father.  He was a good man who would never cheat a single cent from 
others but didn’t have much vision to improve life beyond what was available 
at the moment.  She was a visionary and brave soul who would not settle for 
anything less.  Now it was time for me to let her go so that she could rest in 
peace after knowing that I am in a good place.   I received the best of her gifts, 
her efforts and her fearless spirit, which she showed me even in the face of her 
own death.   I value her relentless spirit in me to ever improve, to never sit idle, 
while I also learned not to be like her to blindly pursue what I desire especially 
at the expense of my well-being.    
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If I, as a family and career woman, were unhappy, ill, insecure and stressed out, 
no matter how much sacrifice I make or contribute financially, I will never be 
able to give true happiness to the ones I love; because we women stand in the 
center of family, society and universe to nurture and nourish those around us.   If 
we don’t know how to stop and rest, to recharge and take care of ourselves, no 
one can do it for us; because we women are the givers by nature, not men.  That 
is why it is called Mother Nature, not Father Nature.  Men cannot know what 
women want, children cannot know what mothers need unless we tell them.  
Money can buy us doctor’s services and medications but can’t buy us well-being 
and happiness.  There can be no love, harmony, joy and comfort of home if 
the woman in the centre is constantly depressed or underappreciated.  We must 
remind ourselves to take care, not only once in a blue moon but all the time.  It 
is the important lesson I want other women to remember on Mother’s Day. 
  
I miss my mother very much even after almost twenty years.  Those whose 
mothers are still with you, cherish each moment with them, celebrate them with 
your full heart and love.  Those who are not as privileged, like me, let’s ponder 
over our memory of our mother and honor her.   If you are a mother yourself, 
then, let your children know what makes you happy, so that they don’t have to 
scratch their heads in efforts to please you.  

mY Aunt’s motion oF ComPAssion
By	Lim	Kooi	Fong,	Petaling	Jaya

Here is the story of my late aunt, who was never rich and struggled all her life, 
which ended in misery.

To support her family of four kids (all of whom later became university 
graduates), she would do odd jobs like selling canteen food in school, washing 
clothes for other households and being a part time maid.  

Once, way before I was born, my father went to pay her a Christmas visit. That 
year, times were particularly bad for her financially, and her family did not have 
much of a Christmas to celebrate. 

She did not have anything in the refrigerator nor had she prepared any special 
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dishes for guests. Yet, when she saw that my father was coming, she asked her 
daughter to get him a drink. 

It took a long time to come, as the daughter had to sneak out through the back 
door and buy back a packet of drink from a nearby shop. Apparently, that’s all 
the money she had for that day. 

I always remember celebrating Christmases at her house, in particular the food 
she would prepare. She would cook the most fabulous dishes and the quantity, 
astounding!

Looking at the variety of cuisine, no one would have the faintest idea that 
they were poor. We knew later on that they practically saved the whole year 
just for that one day. In many ways, Christmas gatherings were truly blessed 
occasions.

When she was getting old, she had quite a few illnesses - osteoporosis and 
diabetes among them. Her condition later deteriorated into blindness and an 
inability to walk. And yet throughout her personal trauma, she never had an 
ounce of bitterness at all.  

Once I visited her at the hospital and found her to be a shriveled shadow of 
her old self (she used to be plump). However, one thing never changed: she 
remained cheerful and thoughtful. She would never fail to remind me to take a 
drink, and make myself comfortable.  

But having taken pity on her condition, I asked if she felt that the world was 
unfair, that while she had given everything that is beautiful and true, she now 
had to suffer like this.

Her reply was: “What is there to be sorrowful for? I’m just burning out my 
bad karma in this life, and I know I have not done anything bad to accumulate 
new bad karma. I just pray that my next existence, whatever it is, will be more 
peaceful. I am thankful to have given while I could.” 

And that was the last I saw of her. She died a year after that visit, but what she 
said stayed on. 

My aunt had never read a Buddhist book in her life. But deep inside, she knew 
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intimately what it means to be kind and forgiving. She accepted whatever poor 
returns she had for all the good that she had done. 

She forgave people who had cheated her, forgave those who spited her. Most 
of all, she forgave her past karma which had virtually rendered her the life of a 
pauper and a perpetual invalid. 

And because she could forgive, she nurtured a compassionate heart by giving 
all she had, as “for giving” became a personalised part of her whole generous 
being.  

Her great secret of happiness in the face of being so downtrodden was that she 
could let go - of her misery, her fate, her troubles. 

She did not cling to the view that the world was unfair to her, and would not 
allow her past karma and all the accompanying misfortune to stop her from 
living a full and blessed life. 

The more the world was unfair to her, the more she gave back to it.

Truly there is no better way to gain wisdom than to witness and be touched by 
the motion  of compassion of another.  

lAst PreCious moments with AmAtAnAndi
In loving memory of Amatanandi Soon Kooi Lin

By	Lim	Eng	Bee,	Subang	Jaya

On the 22nd of November 2008, we were celebrating the 20th anniversary of the 
birth of SJBA in SJK(C) Chee Wen. Little did I know that it was going to be 
my last one month with my most beloved Mama. The next day, I rushed back to 
Penang after I was told that Mama’s condition was very serious.

My whole family was united and took turns to take care of Mama. My sisters-in-
law remembered Mama as the most undemanding patient we had ever known. 
She would accept whatever that we thought was best for her. All of us knew that 
time was not on her side. 
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Whenever the MBMC Sayadaws were free, we would invite them over to chant 
for Mama. The most compassionate Sayadaws delivered simple but touching 
Dhamma talks to Mama and made her happy and rejoice with an appreciative 
Sadhu. Mama’s meditation teacher, Venerable Sayadaw U Thuzana reminded 
Mama again and again on how she had practised the Vipassana Meditation 
diligently in many retreats and how she had the courage to become a short-term 
Sikkhavati/MeaChee. Out of compassion, Sayadaw would explain to her the 
meaning of her Buddhist name, Amatanandi, the one who pursued Nibbana, the 
deathlessness.

On one occasion, Sayadaw told Mama that she had done a lot of offerings to the 
Triple Gem throughout her life, but what else could she offer at this moment? 
Mama was not sure about what he meant. The most compassionate Sayadaw 
gently guided Mama to realize that she could even offer her physical body to the 
Buddha! Venerable Sayadaw’s noble intention was to shake her up so as to realize 
that she should not cling on to her body! Mama understood his teachings to not 
attach herself to this very body and stay mindful from moment to moment!

On the eve of 22nd December 2008, my sister, who took care of Mama during 
the night, kept conveying Sayadaw’s testimony about her, i.e., she had done 
her duty as a devoted Buddhist by doing wholesome deeds like Dana Sila 
Bhavana (Generosity, Precepts, Mental Cultivation). She was reminded about 
the offering of robes during the many Kathina ceremonies and also during the 
house chantings. Occasionally Mama tried to pull off the tube that was inserted 
in her nose and my sister tried to stop her as the doctor had advised. Sometimes, 
she would be too fast and succeed in doing so, then she would give my sister a 
very big and mischievous smile for her accomplishment.

During the afternoon, Mama was very alert. She was very happy when a close 
Buddhist friend from Ehipassiko Centre came to thank her for her donation to 
the centre. Venerable Sayadaw and Sayalays were once again invited to chant 
for Mama. It’s habitual for Mama to listen attentively to the Pali Chanting on 
the Salutation to the Buddha, earnestly taking the Three Refuges and sincerely 
observing the Five Precepts. 

Venerable Sayadaw gave a short Dhamma talk, and again Mama was reminded 
to let go of the worldly happenings and to forgive herself, to forgive her children 
and to forgive others too. And most importantly, to always stay mindful. Mama 
listened attentively and nodded her head occasionally in favour. After the 
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chanting and Dhamma talk, she was very happy and grateful. Mama clasped her 
palms together and showed us the most thankful and beautiful big smile.

After the Sayadaw, the Sayalays and friends left the ward, I played the chanting 
tape softly next to Mama’s pillow. Uncle Chew lent us the tape recorder because 
my MP3 had no batteries.

Gently I lifted up her oxygen mask and tried to spoon some water into Mama’s 
mouth as I thought that she might be thirsty after listening to such a long chanting 
and Dhamma talk by Sayadaw. But I was startled when I realised that the water 
just flowed out and wet Mama’s upper shirt. I wiped it off quickly and gave a 
quick stunned look to my fourth brother who was with me then.

Softly I called out to Mama in Hokkien : 
“Mama,	wa	lang	ka	liu	ka	lu	toh	guan	leong,	tchia	lu	bea	guan	leong	wa	lang.	
Wa	 lang	 ka	 liu	 pun	 guan	 leong	 lu.	 Lu	 ai	 a-ki	 Hood	 e	 ka	 si.	Ai	 a-ki	 Buddha	
Dhamma	Sangha”.

Translation: Mama, we ask for forgiveness from you, please forgive us. All of us 
forgive you too. Please remember what the Buddha taught. You must recall the 
Buddha, Dhamma and Sangha.

My fourth brother started to recite repeatedly, Buddham	 saranam	 gacchami,	
Dhammam	saranam	gacchami,	Sangham	saranam	gacchami.	 

When I heard him sobbing in between the chanting, I signalled for him to walk 
away as we constantly reminded each other NOT to cry in front of Mama. With 
much calmness I started to recite Namo	 Tassa	 Bhagavato	 Arahato	 Samma	
Sambuddhassa repeatedly. Soon my fourth brother came back to the bedside and 
joined me in the chanting. At this moment my second brother arrived and joined 
the chanting as well. So did my son who had accompanied me all this while.

Again I called out to Mama gently: 
“Mama,	lu	ai	pang	kui,	ai	pang	sim,	wa	lang	ka	liu	tua	han	liu,	e	hiao	jiau	koa	
ka	ki.	Lu	ai	a-ki	Buddha	e	ka	si,	ai	a-ki	Buddha,	Dhamma,	Sangha.	Lu	ai	a-ki	
ghim	5	kai,	ai	a-ki	Dana	Sila	Bhavana’’.	

Translation: Mama, you can let go (now), don’t worry, we’ve all grown up and 
we know how to take care of ourselves. You must remember what the Buddha 
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had taught, and recall the Buddha, Dhamma and Sangha to your mind. Please 
remember your Five Precepts, remember the Dana Sila Bhavana.

I continued chanting slowly Namo	 Tassa	 Bhagavato	 Arahato	 Samma	
Sambuddhassa with my brothers and son. As we went on, my fourth brother 
signalled worriedly for the help of a trainee doctor to come and check on Mama. 
He carefully opened Mama’s eyes and told us to make sure that the oxygen mask 
was in place.

At this juncture, I quickly telephoned my sister and told her in a calm but fast 
tone, twice in Hokkien: “Lee-ah,	Mama	bo	yong	chui	chuan	koi	liau”. My sister 
understood it well and said she would rush back immediately. 
Translation: Lee-ah, Mama stopped using her mouth to breathe.

I looked up at the clock on the wall; it was 5.55 pm in the evening.

We could see that Mama was breathing very, very slowly, her eyes were closed. 
I stroked her face gently while continuing with the chanting. My heart was filled 
with total calmness and I was sure Mama felt the same, the precious moment of 
peace and tranquility. In the midst of chanting, gradually Mama’s chest stopped 
rising. I dropped my right hand down just for a little bit, the hand that I had used 
to stroke Mama’s face, and her head tilted a little too. Deep inside my heart I 
knew that I had to bid farewell to my dearest Mama, so I said gently to Mama 
in Mandarin: “Yong	bie	le	wo	qin	ai	de	Mama!	Yong	bie	le …… Farewell, my 
most beloved Mama! Farewell ……” 

Then, we sought the same doctor’s help and he came with a small torchlight to 
check Mama’s eyes again. We knew that Mama’s consciousness had gone in a 
very, very peaceful way and had taken on new existence. 

My heart is still aching when I recall that precious moment. Dearest Mama, I 
will always remember your love and courage, your strength, your fighting spirit, 
your kindness, your faith in the Triple Gem, your diligent and persistent striving 
in mental development through Vipassana Meditation and your most beautiful 
smile.

I will miss you terribly, Mama! You will always be in my heart. I love you dearly, 
Mama. May Mama be well, happy and peaceful wherever you might be.

Sadhu! Sadhu! Sadhu!
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whAt is not Yours is not Yours!
By	Chang	Soi	Tee.	Kota	Kemuning

Every now and then, we go shopping for items that we need either for ourselves 
or as a gift to friends. The usual practice is to visit the shops to get some ideas of 
what items to buy (if we had not decided on the choice) and negotiate the price. 
Normally, we would not buy from the first shop as we like to compare prices 
from different outlets before deciding which shop offers the best buy for the 
same/similar items, especially when the item is rather expensive.

On several occasions, I had this experience. After checking with a few outlets, 
when I went back to the shop that supposedly offered the best value for money, 
I found that the item I wanted was no more on the shelf. This was more so if the 
particular item was available only in that shop. My first reaction was to become 
upset and regretful and keep blaming myself for not making the decision earlier. 
This unhappy feeling could last for quite a while depending on how much I 
valued the item (greed). The same thing happened many times when I was on 
holiday overseas buying items as souvenirs.

Having attended many Dharma talks and read Buddhist publications, I gradually 
cultivated the practice of non-attachment (detachment) and compassion for 
others. This practice had helped me greatly to remain calm and at ease when the 
item I wanted had already been sold and, worse of all, was the last item.

When the item I want is no more on the shelf, I tell myself that perhaps the item 
is not meant for me and so let it be. Secondly, the compassionate feeling that the 
item bought by somebody else could make him/her happy is great. 

With the continued cultivation of Buddhist practice, I find myself more at ease 
nowadays and accept outcomes peacefully without any regret or unhappiness. 
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do You see YourselF in Ah mei?
By	Wong	Kuai	Ngo,	Bangsar

This is the life story of Ah Mei....

Ah Mei was the youngest in a family of seven. Her father migrated from China 
to start a new life in a foreign country. Life was hard then. Often her father had to 
cycle a few miles to do delivery of washed clothes and collection rounds. Those 
days, everything was done manually, from collecting wood for boiling water, 
hand-washing the clothes, to pounding them on the cemented deck. Meanwhile 
mother would do ironing using the heavy iron, all day long. Ah Mei could see 
her mother‘s legs swollen with veins, resulting from constant standing all day 
long.

Yes, Ah Mei’s family was poor but Ah Mei had a carefree childhood. Those 
times, there were huge rainforest trees and fewer cars.  Ah Mei even remembers 
seeing deer roaming about. She was inept in cycling her father’s old bicycle that 
was above her in height but she persisted. She was never bored.  Together with 
her friends, they invented many games and made toys of their own.  

Ah Mei’s life was deprived of material luxuries, but she never complained. She 
never attended kindergarten nor had breakfast prepared or packed for her like 
her friends had in school. In fact, she never did have breakfast.

On her first day of school, Ah Mei was dropped off by the school bus driver. 
Everything was so unfamiliar and the thought of ending up at the wrong school 
scared Ah Mei and she cried. 

Ah Mei remembers school books on loan by the school were scarce in quantity, 
often not enough for distribution. Once school life started, Ah Mei‘s life seemed 
to speed past her. She was quite academic though not a brilliant scholar. There 
were no tuitions after tuitions, and she had time to play with friends after school 
hours, often heading off to the badminton courts in the evenings or to the public 
swimming pool.

Teenage life was without modern gadgets and dates to complicate lives, without 
birthday party celebrations. Growing up pains was about pimples and feeling 
awkward about her body development, unlike the intense peer pressure and 
expectations of teenagers nowadays.

Crystals in the Sand.indd   58 5/13/10   11:54:02 AM



55

The first major impact on Ah Mei’s life was the death of her father when Ah Mei 
was only twelve. There was no religion to guide Ah Mei and, in her late teens, 
Ah Mei began to lose her focus. In her higher education exams, the pressure 
mounted and Ah Mei fared badly. It was like the end of the world for Ah Mei. 
She could not bear the thought of being unable to enter university like her other 
friends. Overseas education was totally unaffordable. This was Ah Mei’s second 
major disappointment.

Ah Mei had no guidance and idea of what course to undertake. Noble careers 
in Nursing and Education were not in Ah Mei’s considerations as a career. Ah 
Mei subsequently worked in sales. She enjoyed wearing nice office clothes and 
savouring fine cuisine that came with meetings and social gatherings. Still, Ah 
Mei found her work life unsatisfactory. She then took up a degree for working 
adults to enhance her career and soon was well settled in her career.

Ah Mei gave her best in her work, leaving little time for other things. As there 
was no balance in her life, her health deteriorated. She had a surgery to remove 
a cyst from one of her ovaries. This was Ah Mei’s third wake-up call.

Ah Mei ventured into her own small business and worked herself to the brink 
of exhaustion. By then, she had begun to reassess her life. In her early thirties 
then, Ah Mei started to search for something more meaningful; she had started 
searching in her twenties but was distracted by the need to make a living. 
This time, Ah Mei’s search led her to connect with something she had never 
experienced before in her entire life. Ah Mei found the Buddha’s teachings. 

In all, it was a gradual spiritual voyage that spanned over 10 years, starting with 
the casual browsing of leaflets written by the Late Chief of BMV. Later on, 
Ah Mei did volunteer work at the temple during Wesak and year-end novitiate 
programmes, and attended Late Chief’s Dhamma talks. Ah Mei was fortunate to 
attend a Satiphatthana retreat and that started her on attending regular practice 
of Sila programmes under the watchful guidance of a skilful monk. Ah Mei 
was encouraged to read the Buddha’s discourses, i.e., the Suttas, to enhance her 
understanding of the Buddha’s Dhamma. 

The Buddha Gotama’s teachings of the Noble Eightfold Path starts with 
having the right view and right understanding of the Four Noble Truths.  This 
understanding gave Ah Mei an awakening, and she knew she had found what 
she had been searching all her life!  Ah Mei’s priority has now changed and, 
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upon reflection, Ah Mei realised she is more at peace and happy now than she 
had ever been before. She has verified her faith and has taken refuge in the 
Noble Triple Gem.  She aspires to practise the Noble Eightfold Path, which 
culminates in NIBBANA.

buddhA’s dish oF drunKen PrAwns
By	Loh	Teck	Hua,	Petaling	Jaya

After some discussion we decided to book a table at the new - and we were 
told “very popular”- Beach Front Sea Food Restaurant at Ara Wood Village for 
Su Ann’s birthday. It wasn’t an easy choice. She was very particular about her 
food. Though not fully a vegetarian yet she had already started to reduce meat 
intake whenever possible. During the full moon or the new moon, she would go 
totally vegetarian for the day, avoiding eggs and even garlic and onions in her 
food. Whenever she wanted to pray for the good health or a safe passage for 
someone dear to her, she would make a wish to the Lord Buddha and promise 
to be a vegetarian for a certain number of days, and if that was not possible, she 
would eat ‘meat side vegetables’. That would mean eating only the vegetables 
from the dish and leaving the meat untouched. Well, it was her birthday and we 
thought she would not mind eating seafood on her special day. So, Beach Front 
Sea Food Restaurant it was - with its two huge eight foot fibre glass king prawns 
standing guard at the main entrance, painted bright red and orange, fake feelers 
and hollow, lifeless stares.

The five of us were amongst the founding members of the Lotus Lodge Buddhist 
Centre in our area, a small community of about five hundred families. We 
lived just a few streets from each other and over the years had developed a 
special friendship. Our friendship was born out of common interests, shared 
pain and experiences that came with tireless voluntary work. We helped build 
the Buddhist Centre from nothing to something, organising the many activities, 
charities and events to fund the Centre and making it into a model for Buddhist 
missionary work. 

Why call it the Lotus Lodge? It all started with the artificial rock pond fronting 
the Centre. Oval-shaped and surrounded by painted black-grey rocks made from 
fibre glass it was supposed to bring good ‘feng shui’ to the new Centre. There 
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were already small guppies with flowing rainbow tails residing in the pond, 
a contribution from one of the members. They were there both for aesthetic 
reasons and to prevent the mosquitoes from breeding in the still water. We felt 
something missing so Kana decided to plant lotus in the pond. Lotus was the 
appropriate choice, of course. It was symbolic of Buddhism, the beauty that 
grew from the mud of human existence. The lovely pink blossoms spreading 
open like fingers on the Buddha’s palm, a gesture of wisdom and compassion. 
And yet, beyond the beauty and the symbolism there was also a down-to-earth 
practicality, the nourishment and goodness of its edible parts, the seeds and the 
roots. 

Now where was I? Yes, that lotus pond took me back to a discussion we had 
on that particular day when food became a hot topic. Sid had given us a quiz. 
Which is the more important to the hungry, the spirituality or the food?  It is a 
matter of need, Sid had said. Use the lotus to worship the Buddha or eat it to 
feed a hunger. Either way, it was food, food for the spirit or food for the body, 
he laughed. The ones who have enough to eat will feed the spirit, the starving 
ones will think only of filling their stomachs. The well-to-do will see Buddha in 
a blossom; the poor will see Buddha in a plate. Su Ann was not too amused with 
that last comparison but the rest of us had rolled over with laughter.

We parked the car by the gravel roadside and the three of us, Sid, Kana and 
I, made our way to the restaurant foyer. The courteous Nepalese usher led us 
directly to the table reserved for us. Su Ann and Bee Kim were on their way. As 
the place was already crowded we decided to place our order first. It would take 
almost half an hour for the food to arrive. To save time, we had already decided 
on the menu in advance. Nothing but the best for Su Ann, we thought. It had 
to be the restaurant’s signature Sri Lankan crabs in chilli sauce, the deep fried 
Garoupa with ginger and sour plum, drunken prawns and the deluxe abalone 
platter. Would that go with rice or noodles, the captain asked? Rice – fried rice 
flavoured with salted fish. And soup? No shark’s fin soup, please. Just your 
popular mixed vegetable with oyster soup. There was one last request from the 
captain: Will you please come to the back to select your crabs and fish? Gladly.  
Kana, our gourmet with the 82 kg appetite, and I hurried to the back to select 
our dinner. Just fronting the large kitchen was a wall of mammoth-sized rusty 
rimmed aquariums teeming with live fish, exotic crabs, prawns, eels, geoducks 
and many types of shell fish. Like any typical Chinese restaurant the noise level 
was deafening – the diners were talking, laughing, raising voices at their mobile 
phones; the cooks in the kitchen were shouting orders above the clash of woks 
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and cooking utensils; and we were trying to hear and be heard. After completing 
that task, we retired to our seats and waited eagerly for the birthday girl and the 
food to arrive.

Su Ann came in at about eight o’clock. As usual she was right on time, punctual 
to the minute. Bee Kim was right behind ushering her in. Both were still dressed 
in their work clothes; Su Ann was looking prim and proper in beige-white pant 
suit, the stereotypical corporate secretary, while Bee Kim was all board room 
blue. Su Ann looked stressed while Bee Kim concentrated on searching the 
room for us. Our Chairman and the Treasurer has arrived, Sid laughed. Quick 
pleasantries were exchanged and the usual jokes about her age and the number 
of candles on the cake were passed around. In between discussions on her 
latest fund raising project, Su Ann looked around. People ringed around their 
respective tables, chopsticks raised, forks and spoons dipping in and pulling 
out, everyone feasting noisily on their food. She gave them a cold, haughty look. 
That was when the four of us, the Birthday organisers, started to get worried.

The first dish, the abalone platter came. The abalone, we were told, was one 
of four royal delicacies reserved for the Emperor of China in the old days; the 
other three were shark’s fin, sea cucumber and bird’s nest. The abalone was 
deliciously prepared with mushrooms on the side and delicately flavoured to 
bring out its natural taste. They were cut into thin slices and there were only two 
pieces between the five of us. At RM60 a dish, each thin slice was worth RM10 
per piece! Su Ann smiled as she ate the delicacy. I quietly breathed a sigh of 
relief.

The next two dishes came in quick succession, which was surprising, considering 
the crowd that night. The spicy, chilli crabs came with freshly baked Chinese 
buns, followed by the Garoupa. The ladies were polite diners but the men ate 
heartily. The next dish was the restaurant’s most exotic - the drunken prawns. 
Fresh prawns boiled in wine soup and served au natural. With the fanfare of a 
magician about to demonstrate his signature magic feat, the captain brought 
out two large covered bowls. He placed one on a side table and with much 
ceremony opened the cover to display the steaming aromatic soup heavily 
steeped in Chinese white wine. The other was kept covered. He paused for a 
second to capture the drama of the moment and in one quick movement emptied 
the contents into the soup. We were all taken aback!  Live prawns started to 
jump frantically about above the surface of the hot soup. The captain closed the 
lid immediately to drown the prawns in the soup. It was at that moment that a 
piercing scream shook the room. 
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There was a smash of breaking bowls and half eaten food was flying about and 
at us. Su Ann was hysterical. She was screaming at the captain, pushing at him, 
throwing food at him. He was shocked by the reaction. She then turned to us, 
turned on us. She shouted at Bee Kim for bringing her to this unholy place, a 
slaughter house. Bee Kim turned pale; she was stunned by the venom in her 
friend’s voice. We were shocked and embarrassed. All the other diners were 
staring at us. We felt like a group of strange, dirty foreigners, unused to the 
ways of their world, ill mannered and out of place there. Su Ann glared at us, 
called us papier-mâché Buddhists, outwardly pious but hollow inside – fakes! 
Fibre glass! Then she started to cry, an outpouring of the day’s frustrations and 
anger. We stood there helpless, looking foolish. The well planned Birthday was 
scattered across the table, all around us.

Sid reached out to her, and put his hand gently on her shoulder, a fatherly touch, 
then sat her down and talked to her in a gentle voice. She shrugged him off once 
but not a second time. Respect for the elder man had a calming influence on her. 
She was still in tears, sobbing, and her emotions were clouding her reasoning, 
blurring out Sid’s words. Finally, in frustration Sid took a different route. We 
had so many good times together and that was the time to reminisce over our 
friendship.  He reminded her of our first few days at the newly renovated Lotus 
Lodge Buddhist Centre, sitting around the fibre glass rock pond discussing the 
lotus. At that time we were waiting for a member to arrive with the keys to the 
main door. Sid repeated the lotus quiz. Is it food for the body or food for the 
spirit? The lotus feeds hunger but to consume it the lovely lotus flower had 
to be plucked and its petals removed first. Sometimes the spirit takes second 
place while sustenance takes precedence. People are mortals susceptible to the 
needs of the flesh. In a frenzy to feed, people often forget the higher needs, 
momentarily forgetting the nobility in them, in all of us. Let the matter rest, Sid 
said. Gather up the lotus petals from the floor. Place them before the shrine of 
the Buddha and worship the spirit in that way. Every man finds his own path to 
the Truth. You can show the way but you cannot lead them. Show compassion. 
Show wisdom. Look at what has happened. Your Birthday dinner is an act of 
love and friendship from close friends. Can you see what has happened? Do you 
know what has happened?

There was a moment of silence. Then Su Ann sobbed again – a soft, gentle 
sound.

The night had cooled. The clouds parted and the stars came out for the encore. 
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A slight breeze blew the day’s dust away as the cars, one by one, with highlights 
blazing drove off. The fluorescent lights were being dimmed inside Beach Front 
Sea Food Restaurant. The two giant fibre glass king prawns still stood vigilant 
on each side of the gateway - timeless, motionless sentries. Under the filtered 
moonlight, the harsh paint work looked mellow, soft, and almost real. The fake 
prawns seemed to take on a life of their own.

two bright beAutiFul eYes
By	Dr	Chan	Kah	Yein,	Subang	Jaya

Here I go with another story about Vixey, my very special cat.  Vixey was rescued 
from the rubbish heap near the playground.  

When she was about one month old, she suffered a brain trauma.  Her life hung 
by the thread for three days and she was hooked up on steroid drips while I 
camped by her cage at the clinic and chanted parittas for her recovery.  After 
three days, the vet told me I could take her home but she definitely had brain 
damage which might be irreversible.  

For one year, Vixey lived in my room.  A very sedentary lifestyle – eating, 
sleeping and doing her business.  She grew, but not proportionately.  Her face 
is flat (very similar to that of mongoloid humans).  Her eyes were also very dull 
and lifeless.    

During this time, I rescued other kittens.  These were all babies, so I would put 
them in a cage in Vixey’s room (which is also my room) so that I could keep an 
eye on them while I did my work.  Vixey also kept an eye on them.  She even 
trained them to use the bathroom and took them to the kitchen for food and water.  
In her own special way, Vixey helped me look after Indy, Kimba, Creamie and 
Crackers, Suki (all rescued kittens) and well as an adult cat, Joanie.  

The night Creamie and Crackers left home to go to their adopters, Vixey went 
out to the porch and sat looking at the night sky.  I knew she missed her wards 
and wanted to wait for them to come home.  

After a year, Vixey developed severe constipation problems.  When oral laxatives 
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failed to work, I had to bring her to the vet’s for enemas.  The vet confirmed that 
her constipation was due to the brain trauma or could even have been congenital.  
I took Vixey for a second opinion and an X-ray and further tests confirmed that 
Vixey is physically and mentally retarded due to a very bad spinal chord injury.  
Her liver and kidneys are also in bad shape now.  I have been told she is a dwarf, 
a pygmy-cat and…well, “retarded”.  I have also been told she would not have a 
very long life-span. 
   
Well, at least that is what the X-rays and blood tests show and that is how the 
veterinarians would interpret these laboratory results.  

Despite her retardation, Vixey connects with me spiritually and emotionally.  
She knows exactly when I am about to wake up in the morning and she never 
fails to come upstairs to wait for me on the stairs.  She knows when I am sad 
and depressed and she would come to me and roll over on her back.  When a cat 
rolls over for you, it is a sign that she trusts you.  Once, Indy was sick and had 
confined himself to our shrine room (for faster recovery?), Vixey came up all the 
way to visit Indy a few times a day.  She smelled him and licked him.  

When we give Vixey her enemas, she would quickly go to the bathroom because 
she knows she cannot control her bowel movements.  Lately, after an enema, she 
would jump out into the garden and stay there the whole day just so she would 
not dirty our living room floor with her loose stools.  

Vixey is on folic acid and Neurobion now.  These are supplements for her 
nerves.  She still needs laxatives regularly.  Her eyes are starting to brighten up 
and, sometimes, they shine.  

The vet still tells me that she is mentally retarded.  

I just smile.  

Are you, Vixey?  

And two bright beautiful eyes shine at me, and say a thousand words.  

Post Script: Vixey passed away peacefully shortly after her second birthday, a 
few months after this article was written.  Her death was not totally unexpected 
because pygmy cats, who suffer from growth hormone deficiency normally 
have short lives.  Vixey was one such cat, but she certainly lived a very full and 
meaningful life.
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SERVICES AVAILABLE AT
THE BUDDHIST MAHA VIHARA

•	 Booking	for	Dana	(Alms	Giving)	and	Bana	(Sermons)
•	 Blessing	Services	/	Funeral	Services	by	Monks
•	 Booking	of	Facilities	for	religious	functions	/	events
•	 Marriage	Registration
•	 Full	Moon	/	New	Moon	Day	Puja	&	Free	Vegetarian	Lunch
•	 Sunday	Dhamma	Classes	for	Children	&	Adults
•	 Buddhist	&	Pali	University	Courses
•	 K	Sri	Dhammananda	Library
•	 Bookshop
•	 Kindergarten	-	Tadika	Sudharma
•	 PARAMA	Business	&	I.T.	Training	Centre

WEEkLy ACTIVITIES
•	 Daily	Puja	 	 	 6.30a.m.	&	7.30p.m.
•	 Choir	Practice	 	 Tuesday	 8.00p.m.
•	 Special	Talk	 	 Friday	 1.00p.m.
•	 Dhamma	Talk	 	 Friday	 8.00p.m.
•	 Meditation	 	 Mon,	Tues	&	Thurs	 8.00p.m.
•	 Bojjhanga	Puja	 	 Saturday	 7.30p.m.	-	8.30p.m.
•	 Puja	&	Talk	 	 Sunday	 8.30a.m.
•	 Dhamma	School	 	 Sunday	 8.30a.m.	&	11.00a.m.
•	 Dharma	for	the	Deaf	 	 Sunday	 2.00p.m.	
	 (forthnightly)

DONATION IN CASH OR kIND CAN BE MADE FOR:
•	 Propagation	of	Buddhism	(Dhammaduta)
•	 Free	Publications	(Malaysia	and	Overseas)	-	Annually	about	300,000
	 	 																															books	in	19	Languages
•	 Education	Fund
•	 Full	Moon	and	New	Moon	services	sponsorship	
•	 General	Maintenance	of	the	Buddhist	Maha	Vihara
•	 Utilities	(Electricity,	water,	telephone,	administration	etc)
•	 Illumination	(lighting)	of	the	Main	Shrine	Hall
•	 Illumination	(lighting)	of	the	Awkana	Buddha	&	Cakra
•	 Monks'	Dana
•	 Monks'	Requisites
•	 Welfare	Fund	(Malaysia	and	Overseas)
•	 Special	Religious	Events	 -	Wesak
	 	 	 -	Annual	Blessing	Service
	 	 	 -	Annual	Merit	Offering
	 	 	 -	Kathina	Pinkama	(ceremony)
	 	 	 -	Monks’	Novitiate	Programme

MAy THE BLESSINGS OF THE  NOBLE TRIPLE GEM
BE WITH yOU AND yOUR FAMILy
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I	 /	 We	 would	 like	 to	 make	 a	 donation	 to	 the	 Buddhist	 Maha	
Vihara.

Name				:	

Address	:	
		

Amount	:	RM

Towards	:		Free	Publications
	 (English,	Mandarin,	Malay,	Tamil,	Sinhalese,	Spanish,	
	 Thai,	 Vietnamese,	 Burmese,	 Hindi,	 Kannada,	 Telegu,	
	 Oriya,	 Kishwahili,	 Chichewa,	 Luganda,	 Brazilian		
	 Portuguese,	Dutch,	French)

	 Others,	please	specify	
																																		

All	cheques	can	made	payable	to:	BUDDHIST	MAHA	VIHARA	
or	 TT	 to	 “BUDDHIST	 MAHA	 VIHARA”	 ACCOUNT	 NO.	
0061-10-003018-0,	EON	BANK	BERHAD,	BRICKFIELDS,	KL.	
Kindly	send	us	a	copy	of	your	BANK	SLIP	so	 that	we	can	send	
you	an	OFFICIAL	RECEIPT.

Donations	can	also	be	made	by	Visa	and	MasterCard	at	the	BMV	
office.

Buddhist Maha Vihara
123,	Jalan	Berhala,	Brickfields,
50470	Kuala	Lumpur,	Malaysia.
Tel:	603-22741141			Fax:	603-22732570

DONATION FORM
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Sasana Abhiwurdhi Wardhana Society
Buddhist Maha Vihara

123, Jalan Berhala, Brickfields,
50470 Kuala Lumpur, Malaysia.

Tel: 03-22741141, Fax: 03-22732570
E-mail: info@buddhistmahavihara.com

Sasana Abhiwurdhi Wardhana Society
Buddhist Maha Vihara

123, Jalan Berhala, Brickfields,
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