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In my memory, Mr. Thi Do is always a person who is humble,
cautious and observant of  propriety. Although I am not a Dharma
Master, he still lowered his eyes and put his palms together in a
respectful manner whenever he talked to me. The Shurangama
Mantra served as a bridge which connected me to this family. Now
Mr. Do is gone and as a tribute to that special connection,  as co-
cultivators under the same Master, and as his daughters’ teacher, I
recited the Shurangama Mantra three times  to wish him farewell.

I think back to the years 1991-1992, when I was teaching at the
schools, managing the student kitchen, working at the Reception
Center and hosting the women visitors. I was also living in the family
dormitory located in the back residential area at that time and it was
convenient for me to oversee the two visitors’ quarters nearby -
Horse Whinny House and Lion House. I would help with various
jobs such as trash disposal, refilling drinking water, regulating the
heaters during winter months, washing bed sheets in urgent cases
and providing miscellaneous items to the guests. All this interaction
enabled me to make very good connection with visitors, some of
whom later relocated to the City of  Ten Thousand Buddhas (CTTB),
Mr. Do’s family being one of them.

I remembered that it began with the visiting of another
Vietnamese family, the Nguyens, from the LA area. They drove a
huge trailer stuffed with people. The next morning when I went to
the small Buddha Hall in Horse Whinny House to light the incense,
Mr. Nguyen asked me if CTTB had a tape of the Shurangama
Mantra at a slower pace for beginners to follow easily. I told him
that he might find the taperecorded version by the Venerable Master
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in the bookstore, I also gave him a tape, which I had recorded from
a Dharma Master. He said that he had both tapes; however, the one
recited by the Dharma Master was too fast to follow, and the other
by the Master was a little bit slow and not suitable for daily reciting.
Then he brought out one blank tape and asked me if I could recite
and record the mantra for him. “Me? How could I be qualified?” I
was shocked at that time, but seeing his  sincere and expectant
expression, I thought, “OK, since Confucius said that ‘when the
question is one of  morality, one may not yield the performance
even to his teacher.’ Well, I’ll just do it then.”

Another year passed and Mr. Nguyen with his friend Mr. Do
and their family members all moved from LA to CTTB. Prior to
that, Mr. Nguyen came up two or three times. The first time he told
me that he had made many copies of my recitation tape of the
Shurangama Mantra and given them to all his relatives and friends to
help them learn to recite it. I felt so embarassed, “Oh! My goodness.
How can it be distributed since it was recited and recorded with my
broken voice?” But I still felt the joy from being of help to others.
The second time Mr. Nguyen came with another family. He said
that since everybody had learned to recite the Shurangama Mantra,
their  Bodhi resolves had increased. Now he and Mr. Do had decided
to dwell with their families at CTTB as I did, and to let their children
study here. That was the first time I met Mr. Do. His quiet image
was a contrast to Mr. Ngyuen’s cheerfulness, yet they both were so
very sincere.

Thus Mr. Do’s family became our neighbors and his elder daughter
became a pupil in my Chinese class. She was really an obedient,
good student who although not talkative, always had full concentration
during class and produced very neat homewrok. Mr. Do’s two

daughters were quite different in character; the
younger one is pretty cheerful and cute.
However, both of these two girls had pure,
good faith and sincerity in Buddhadharma and
they both liked to draw Buddha images too.
That pleased me and I adored them from my
true heart. That’s why when I heard Mr. Do
saying that his two daughters wished to leave
the home life, I then asked permission for them
from the Venerable Master. The Venerable
Master happily and kindly gave his permission
immediately. Thus these two sisters with some
o t h e r  g i r l  s t u d e n t s  b e c a m e  y o u n g
Shramanerikas [novice nuns] afterwards
(known as Gwo Fang Shr and Gwo He Shr).
Mr. Do became more diligent and did all types
of maintenance work at CTTB. He always
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carefully supported these two young daughters and protected their
Bodhi resolves.

Since my connection with Mr. Do was built through the
Shurangama Mantra, I would like to recite the Shurangama Mantra
to say farewell to this diligent and sincere cultivator. I hope Mr. Do
will be happy to hear my recitation. Mr. Do, after being relieved of
your sufferings from the illness of the physical body, I hope you
will go to Amitabha Buddha’s Land of Ultimate Bliss first. May
everybody meet there in the near future.

Eulogy by Dharma Master Heng Lyu, the Abbot of the City of Ten Thousand Buddhas
during the Farewell Service on Thursday, May 10, 2007
Mr. Guo Thi Do moved to the City of  Ten Thousand Buddhas with his family in the summer of  1992.
Later, his two daughters became novice nuns. All residents recognized him as a very honest, modest, and
responsible person. He always did his best to benefit the community by repairing phone lines, computers
and all kinds of  electronic equipment for our schools, for Dharma Realm Buddhist University and for
our residences. He took his turn working at the Administrative Office, and was especially vigorous in
welcoming  Vietnamese visitors and translating Dharma, [Moreover, for a long time, regularly on week-
ends he went to the City of  the Dharma Realm in Sacramento to do all kinds of  work.] He delighted in
studying and reciting the Great Compassion Mantra, and upholding the Bodhisattva Precepts. He would
write a formal request for leave of  absence from the Buddhahall when he was ill, and he regularly paid for
room and board. In such ways, Mr. Do served as a model both through his community involvement and
in his personal character.


