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My Father’s Passing

XA X E

Written and English Translated by Celeste Man
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My father suddenly had a severe headache and became comatose on
one evening in September 2024. He was intubated in the Emergency
Department. A CT scan revealed severe brain hemorrhage, and his
condition was critical.

He was transferred to the hospital where I work, and the neurosurgeon
suggested surgery; however, as a neurologist, I understood this was futile,
especially considering my father was almost 80 years old. After discussing
with my family, we decided against the surgery to avoid further suffering
for him. Subsequently, my father was transferred to the acute stroke ward.
The nurses were very kind and arranged a single room for us, so we could
have a quiet environment to accompany my father.

This was the first time I faced the imminent loss of a loved one, and
everything happened very suddenly. I am grateful for the aid from the
Buddhas and Bodhisattvas that allowed me to handle the situation with
serenity. I recognized that the most important thing at that time was to
reduce my father's suffering, secondly to cultivate merit and virtue for
him so he could be reborn in a good realm, and thirdly to accompany
and comfort my mother. My father passed away three days later. Below
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are some of my experiences and reflections during this time.

My father was an atheist and had never visited a Buddhist
monastery. To ensure he could hear the Buddhas name
continuously on this final journey, I edited recordings of the
evening recitation from CTTB to play beside him around the
clock. The chanting added a sense of solemnity to the room.
Listening to it, I found myself able to chant continuously for
over ten hours—something I hadn’t imagined possible.

At the time, my supervisor was abroad for meetings, so
in addition to caring for my parents, I also had to oversee
my team’s operations, which created immense pressure. There
were two nights when I hardly slept at all, yet with the support
of the Buddhas and Bodhisattvas, I was able to endure—far
beyond my usual capacity.

During my father’s hospitalization, the Earth Store session
was taking place at CT'TB. Each day, I joined the session via
Zoom by his bedside, hoping he could also benefit from the
ceremony. Though he was comatose, I believed his inherent
nature could still sense it. As I chanted Amitabha Buddha’s
name continuously, sunlight streamed through the window,
creating a feeling that the Buddhas and Bodhisattvas were
shining their light upon us. Interestingly, a typhoon was
affecting Hong Kong at the time, and it was raining outside;
yet, the sunlight kept pouring in, which felt like a true blessing
from the Buddhas and Bodhisattvas.

My father passed away three days after being hospitalized.
By his bedside, I continued to chant Amitabha Buddha’s name
for another two hours and joined the Earth Store session at
CTTB via Zoom before performing his final rites. At that
moment, my father appeared very peaceful, as if he were
merely sleeping. His hands and feet were soft, which felt like
an auspicious sign.

On the day of my father’s funeral, everything went smoothly,
and the weather was clear. When my mother returned home,
she suddenly noticed a fragrance of sandalwood and flowers
filling the house. That night, her bed also carried a subtle
fragrance. The following day, my aunt in Indonesia shared an
unusual experience: on the day of my father’s funeral, she had
recited the Earth Store Sutra and chanted Amitabha Buddha’s
name, dedicating the merit to him. When she called his name,
she was unexpectedly moved to tears and noticed a distinct
fragrance, as if my father had come to receive the merits from
her. So she happily called my mom to share it.
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In the forty-nine days following my father’s passing, our
family worked diligently to cultivate merit and virtue on his
behalf. I went from reciting only one-two chapters of the Earth
Store Sutra per week to completing it 121 times during this period.
My mother, who had previously shown little interest in chanting,
recited over 100,000 Buddha names and completed the Earth
Store Sutra twenty times after my father’s passing. My brother,
who is not a Buddhist, also actively participated in chanting
and making offerings at my father’s memorial services—a
transformation that would have been unimaginable before and
that planted many wholesome seeds within us. Just as the Earth
Store Sutra teaches, the benefits received by the living are often
even greater than those received by the deceased.

During this period, I visited Nanhua Temple for the first
time to cultivate merit for my father. Just before this visit, I had
a strange dream where I attended a lecture by the Venerable
Master. At one point, he looked at me intensely, as if seeing
directly into my soul. When I stood before the relics of the Sixth
Patriarch, lines from the Sixth Patriarchs Sutra came to mind:
“There is nothing true in anything, so don’t view anything as
true... The basis of this school is non-contention. Contention
is not the meaning of the Way. For in grasping at the Dharma
doors of contradiction and contention, the self-nature enters
birth and death.”

These words reminded me of my tendency to argue and
seek victory, emphasizing that “contention arises from duality,
contradicting the Way; it gives rise to the mind of four marks,
preventing one from attaining samadhi.”

My mother has difficulty climbing stairs; however, moved by
sincerity, she managed to climb the mountain and bow before
the Sixth Patriarch’s relics at Nanhua Temple. She felt a tingling
sensation on her scalp, as if receiving blessings from the Sixth
Patriarch, and her health improved significantly after this visit.

Conclusion

My father’s passing reminded me of life’s impermanence,
prompting me to reflect deeply on myself and focus on
accumulating merit that transcend the world. Furthermore,
handling matters according to the Dharma not only fosters
greater harmony within the family but also encourages friends
and relatives to cultivate roots of goodness. The power of Dharma
in quelling disasters and prolonging life, as well as bringing
auspiciousness in times of trouble, is truly incredible.... 8



