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Author’s Note

During my trip to Asia in early 2020, the severity of the pandemic started to sink in. I left for
Taipei with a friend in late January and the trip was uneventful. I was used to the long flight
and fatigue crossing the Pacific, traveling East and West. Nevertheless, traveling is enjoyable,
especially knowing that I am going home to a country where I was born and spent my youthful
twenty-something years.

My friend and I stayed at a short-term rental apartment in the suburbs of Taipei City where
there are countless narrow alleys filled with local markets, eateries, restaurants, and shops bus-
tling with people full of energy like numerous capillaries busy pumping blood for oxygen. A tiny
little erythrocyte circulates half a globe and squashes itself through the narrow veins in order to
release the molecules that it carries. From time to time, on Taiwanese news media or Western
online media on YouTube, stories played about an unknown disease spreading in the country
across the Taiwanese Strait less than a hundred miles away. Yet it felt as if it occurred on a planet
further away, like Benetnasch for me. After a weeklong meditation retreat in Southeast Asia, I
felt tranquil, delighted, and recharged like I could take on the world once again.

Things started to change but I was not aware of it at the time. Frankly, I thought that
tenuous voice in the back of my head that kept repeating ‘aturam bahusankappam™ was the
sequelae of my daily chanting. On my way back to the U.S., T had a three-day layover in Taipei,
my hometown, the object of my nostalgia, my homesickness. It was at this time when a little
crown-wearing virus started to serve as a condition, conjoined with my thought, and gave rise to
my consciousness. First, it was the face mask worn by the host of the motel that I stayed at. That
innocent goose yellow-colored face mask, and the friendly, yet suspicious, pair of eyes hiding
behind it. I spent three days at a motel just a stone’s throw away from Taipei Main Station, in
the heart of city, usually jam-packed with international and local tourists. Yet I was the sole
occupant.

Things have certainly changed, and in a blink of eye.

Did all this take particular people to turn the world you and I live in upside down? Did it take a
mindless virus, or mindless persons ro give rise to the disarray? Truly, what is this chaos about? As my
tale begins, indeed I've already forgotten exactly when, or if, I'd ever really encountered you in my life.

Sagarananda
Taipei, Taiwan & Germantown, MD
April 2020
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I don’t remember how this begins, I believe, certainly, I have never met you in the past.
KRS ER EERRE, BEERBERKRERIBIT.

You, who exist in the realm darker than the darkest night, set out to search for a perfect island more than

perfection itself.

MELRENREEERNERE, HRESHLERTREETENEE,

Let me confess that the tale [ am going to tell you actually has never happened before.
RESFHFIF—ERRRIEELEBHNHRE,

That where the half-inch wide alleyway sandwiched between a Tudigong temple and a Christian church at
the southern district of the city, that when the midnight of tomorrow has not darkened and the dawn of

yesterday has yet cracked, that very moment very spot you sharpen your claws with the futon on the shrine

as if it is your scratching pad.

RN EEN I AREREEEAENRPEB—REEFNENS T, ERXNRERERBEEM
EFFRIARERBERNI—Z, RERESRKEEE LEAEZT.
I am utterly sure the story I am telling you was told by my grandaunt, on the third day of that Chinese

New Year, about a vixen and a Coolie who cohabit in an ancient mansion demolished a day before Chong-

zhen Emperor hung himself at Jingshan Park.?

FInHREENEMREETFVN=RIB—ERNIIELER TREERBRRFFRUA—RERNE
FENHE,

At exactly twenty-three hours fifty-seven minutes and seventeen seconds prior to every full moon night,

the old monk living behind the gate starts to take a bath.
SEBEHMNFI =B/ MR+ to+EF, PRIEFNENMERBTR.

When I pat dry the last drop of water from my right ankle, a tail grows from my last vertebra. When the
wasted bathing water carrying the scent of soap commingling with the smell of sweat from the left armpit
of the female butcher shop owner next door, brewing the aroma of pig lung pig heart pig brain pig stomach
pig kidney pig liver rice noodle rolls, gushes to the underground sewer line, my internal clock suddenly
comes to a stop. Life and death, beauty and ugliness, bliss and sorrow, noise and silence, dream and reality,
sperm and ova, existent and non-existence, all suddenly come to a stop. I am not going to hedge all my bets

on this tail.
ERORB KR ENAR EHREZHNRER, EEBERNRR—HEHRHNER. EN2KESERE
HTEE KR EE N ERE LR T B TKek, FIZ5EMM. 8.0 5805, FB. F8E. 58T, BEMHIILKE

—ERAFETAENI—Z), HHSERERIAFIE, £0%E, ZEMR, RNEER BEHERH. B
RRERE. BRI ARRE. 2BRABL. REBFEERNECRERHEMRAFLENEE
£o
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At the very moment when that metallic deadbolt enters the lock box as your left front foot steps out that

gate of vermillion, the gate equipped with the WiFi connected, electronically driven lock assembly that

you can control on your smart phone, this is the beginning of the tale about a monk turninginto a cat.

EEREHARRERIURAE R FHEEEFRERFNRIEARN, AEFEEFHEN LEHNA
—%l, SERL R E MR P R RSB R I 5.

This tale could take place in the alleyway in a southern district of a city, or possibly in a rustling sound as
the monsoon blows through a Spanish moss hanging on an oak tree in a southern college town at the other
end of the ocean. Or possibly in the tangy smell of the excessive alcohol stored in an emergency room of

a hospital located in the east side of a river. Or possibly resting on the corpse of a dead rat laying on the
subway rail of a station at the borough limit of a bustling metropolis, or as well, resting on the sour and
bitter taste of a Salak growing in a tropical rain forest along the equator. Or, in the bathtub of a student
apartment in the center of a city of thousand years history, waiting to be scrubbed away. Or possibly in the
odor left on an edge of an empty shot glass of which a veteran just lost her last penny to a casino located

in a native reservation in the Midwest. Or very well be on the carpet of a jetway in an empty international

airport on the early morning, August Ist. Possibly this, or possibly that, or possibly...

EEBERAIUEE TR HEEN G IRB RN/ NS FHREE EF‘ REBRBF—FERBIHGHE LFEE
ZRVVEFENFBTEHE L IRATRF/NENBERFESNIZEAE. ASHASRPOWTEZ
BB hEE M E R, HERE L ATRMPIER RV, IR TFELBPOB2EREHNAEE. K
EHAEIREERFREREEZNR ST RAESHNRAEABRE THEMEGE T —HMINOKEK, 2
RBAgREEN\A—HBE—EAFHLENEEFEIZHNZTER/IME L 2. HE. HEo

Before yesterday’s sun goes under, that scent as tribute, liberating from a sandalwood incense lighted by

that temple warden, paid to Tudigong. That loud bang, a dewdrop on that vermillion petal slipping to the
bottom of that censer.

FEX AR5 FILAT, BIfia TN RENARTIBE . SERIBVTE EBVAR—HE KB TR AT EFRI B —&,

As the cat walks at the left side of the sidewalk, finds himself or herself or yourself or myself staring at the
sign ‘Homo Behavior Path.” He or she or you or I or it ponders whether he or she or you or I or it is only
qualified to walk on the other side of the street.

EESMEERNAATTER, FIFHITERENIETE, LTS REMSt SRt : TAITE .
BB fRE B E R TR BE E S R M E T EE T2

My revolver that my grandpa left me, holding mine against my mind. Taking my backpack, I leave, but
what am I supposed to fill it with, everything which belongs to me? Everything I want to carry, so long as
not perished nor moldy. Pain exists, and pain finds delight in me. I do not want it; I yearn for it. Throwing
away or carrying away, another choice? Desperation, anything to hold. Home? Destination? Dyingin a

rundown emergency room, or being in a floral hospice? Does it all boil down to a white stool?

CUNY FORUM 125



REEBRNEXRENRNALHR, EERNTHE, WERNE S, REHNK, ERRETTIERET
&, FREHBEREN ? HESIMEEAREAE, BENMFEANRE, RERLBHEN. REEEN. B
FE, BEERR. HTE, HEEE, FFEARN, EFMH, HiRTiEE, 8%, B ERTUR. REWE?
RENEE  EEENILEREERE, BRETRAMEENTZERE ?HBHNAE,

I thought I have passed through the portal which transcends the realms of existence until I meet that
caracal with face of a 24-years-old, curvy shape, female crocodile, strolling, wordless. Does she go to the

same private elementary school in the southern district of the city as I do? I ask. Silence. No replies. The
water-filled lungs, Kukai® and Saiché* lying on the seabed of the Taiwan Strait.

R AREEHEBE=RANEE, EXBSI—E0mmikiNEEL EREEARN24KME, — 7%,
IR RREANRT R —RERTEENR—FIRA I/ NEEE ? KM, B, 2EER, BKN
i, SHEREBRER LN EBHERE,

The sound that I would like to listen to, the voice that I actually speak. Debt repayment? Debt? Creditor?
Trembling. What to exorcise? That incubus in the living room. Leave! Bhaisajyaguru dharani.® Trance.
Nightmare, phone call, how do I please myself if I do not understand how to please myself. Hate regrets
rue. Have ever you craved? A castle with thick heavy walls. Marital status. Occupation status. Gender
status. Health status. Skillful and unskillful karma in the past three lives. Lunatic and insanity. Not fear
cold. Intravenous drip. A physician. Four o'clock in the morning. No treatment. Shiatsu. Two hundred,

blood pressure. Ambulance. Forty-four hours. Drug action, kicking in.

RERREENES, RERNE S, BER2E?EEAN?EE, REVVEMBERE? ZREENR, &, 5
B, 8. BF, B, T TREEEE, IRIRIR, A SREZBMIE ? WATERR. BRI BT,
HRR . FERR. RN BE=ZE=HNEEAER, METE. TaB. 1TRUE. HEBLE. BE
gk, Rak, BEE. MBME, WEE, MU+, ZEWRE7E,

What should I eat for supper? Heart.

MR ENZ RN 7 OV

Seeing the infinite crosses is just endless repeating itself on a hot asphalt, the cat recalls the watermelons
that I and my mummy friend ditched at the furthest corner of the private elementary school at the south-

ern district of the city he and I went to that humid summer night, germinate and grow into a tree.
BEXREHEER R HE LERNTFREEREAHE S BENGER, REARLIEREIHRNER
BOATYFER A ERBEE 2NN ERENEZNAELNMET S, R T 185,

I try to follow that thin green line on a road as if it will lead me to my mummy friend at the end of that
thread. The final journey. Death beyond. Friendship, thirty years. Solitude.

The turning wheel of Samsara?

CRE B ISR IR, T A e M RN RERIBMERTYFERAR. RE—E, TENE. =
+ENAR. &,
8 ?
The whisper behind the gate, I, an outcast, cannot perceive. The thunder beyond the gate, I, an outcast,
can't hear. With that key with the induction chip left on that table, deadbolt and gate unite. Pastor. Obliv-
ion. Marriage, marriage, marriage. Fugitive, fugitive, fugitive.
FIENME, FINNEAHE, FINNER, IENRERR. IXEERNERERFNBRETER L, M
FHEAARPIZIER, WEM, B IR RIS, T RT T,
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When that city in the air rises up in this city in the air, you set out for your Dragon Mountain Temple
while I bypass my Methamphetamine Safe Bridge. When my internal clock stops ticking at that one of the

twentieth second, again, all that remains to me is just being a cat.

I rush to the divine dwelling where the Tree Goddess forever celebrate lives for the last 1146 eons as if [ am
about to miss the most important conference meeting at a Fortune 500 company, all I see is the expiration

date of Awkward, the sacrifice to the Goddess, says 1999.

EREEFRNVEHEEEEFRNMTHREREE, (REMRNELT, REREIRBRNETE. B
NEERFERXRGAESNREEMR, AR THREZ—EH,

HAPTICST AR ERE LA REAE —T B ERSEENMS, mEEREEET
MES00BAENREZMNEFE TR, HETHE LHEN ik WRmETEHHE, 1999F,

When you tell me that you are going to leave that brick house by that riverbank, to find me at the shore on
the other side of the world, I by myself toss and turn on a bed in a hotel room next to an amusement park

all night.

ERERRTEMBEOTENEEERESEHA S — BN RN RS SRS ENRENK LEER
R T B,

Turning left, feeling icy sensation from my left sole, as it taps that asphalt. On the signboard where the
faded characters used to be, I suspect that I am neither a monk nor a cat. Cats hunger for canned tuna.

Monks delight in pig heads, fish heads, and lobster heads, especially, that broth made of pig blood cubes

sold in the basement of the bazar in the village south.

BaAHE, RRERNZEHBRHRRERNIOR. AEEFENTEEBEL, RFMEREEHE
EEMIE? 3 E R, MHEFHE. 5. RE, LEHRERANFEERT S TENHMS.

Because I, who exist in the realm darker than the darkest night, set out to search for a perfect island more
than perfect.

HAARELRRNRERRNERE, HRERILERTREETENSIE,

Slowly, I turn the doorknob, which has never been lubricated in the last full moon night, exactly twen-
ty-three hours, fifty-seven minutes and seventeen seconds ago. I loathe the rusty smell yet aroused by the
inextricable fascination of the squeaky noise, when the two pieces of oxidized metal rub their shoulders.
When that gate is shot once again, I find I could see the forged signature on my elementary school grade
paper when I'am nine; I find I could hear that Xiangsheng playing on the large speakers in my living room
out of the hearing aid worn by me, at 71. I find I know the thoughts of the pet turtle belonging to my

neighbor when it emerges from hibernation that very springtime.

KIS GEAEMESHERC LERABEBMN —+=F/N\BA+to+ tWzEMBEHRE LB EE RFIHE,
R RERNKEEH N MR T ERAABREERELLLRENETEECTEIRE EFIF
R ERER, RFREATUBRNRFHENRE S LNRERESR. BRI+ —RB LIRS

AIERNASEEEERNEOESE. NENERE LBMEEN—FEFX L RER B OEENR
H—Eo

When the tentacles of the afternoon sunset crawl through the keyhole of the copper padlock hanging on
the wooden window frame, nearly shut, I decide to put on my preferred bumblebee yellow tie around my
neck. That cloth is measured at 13,413 kilometers long, just enough to reach the only branch of the banyan
tree by that door of my house. I determine to fasten my memory with your memory with the tie, resem-
bling those entangled, black and blue tongues entangling my neck. Certainly, I know that I can pull the

trigger of that revolver.
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EERNS BHEFRAR AR SEMREOAPIEE LVRENRE, RERFH L RRERBB—E
ERBANMMEBNNES BRERE—B=ZTHE—T=ZRER, BIFHA LI RO RIEH
BYME—RYE . FOBRERZBGRAETMBRIEIRPRNEE, EEEZEROEF LB ERAIERER
ERCERXENERE, RAEREHN T EHRBRRE.

What I have just told you is a story that had probably never happened. Possibly, the real story is still miss-
ing, and yet, it is exactly about that time when Kikai and Saicho, separately and jointly sank to the bottom
of the ocean, silently.

HABEHAROZNERRZEREBIRE. BEREMTR. BILRNEBRRE,

Samana Sagarananda
WPIBEE
Notes
1. The words mean ‘miserable many-thoughts, literally in Pali, referring to the physical body which is subject to various sick

thoughts, ill intentions, and miscrable mental formations.

2. Emperor Sizong was the seventeenth and last emperor of the Ming Dynasty, and the last Chinese Han emperor to rule
China. In 1644, when Li Zicheng broke through the city gate of Beijing, Emperor Sizong hanged himself on a tree branch in
Coal Mountain Park (Jingshan Park) in Beijing.

3. Kikai 227 (774 - 835 CE), also known as Kébo-Daishi (the Grand Master who Promotes Buddha Dharma), a title awarded
posthumously by the Japanese emperor then, is a Japanese Buddhist monk and founder the Esoteric Shingon school of
Buddhism.

4. Saicho &7 (767 - 822 CE) is the founder of the Tendai school of Buddhism and was awarded the posthumous title of
Dengyé-Daishi (the Grand Master who Propagated Buddhist Teaching).
5. Bhaisajyaguru dharani or the mantra of Medicine Buddha, which reads:

namo bhagavate bhaisajyaguru vaidiryaprabbarijiya
tathigatiya arahate samyaksambuddhiya tadyathi:
om bhaisajye bhaisajye bhaisajya-samudgate svaha.

6. In 803 CE, Kikai and Saich traveled to China by the fleet of Emperor Kanmu'’s diplomatic mission to the Tang Dynasty of
China. According to historical records, there were four diplomatic ships. Due to strong winds or typhoon during the initial
diplomatic mission, these ships were forced to turn to Fukuoka, Japan for a period of time. When the four ships set sail for
China again, they encountered another storm. After the storm, only two ships separately carrying Kiikai and Saicho survived
the trumoil and arrived at the coast of China. The other two ships went missing, never to be found.
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and raised in Taiwan, Tien came to the U.S. for graduate studies in engineering where he earned his Mas-
ter's and Doctorate degrees. While settling down in his research and engineering career, he encountered
Buddhism by "accidentally” attending meditation retreats. The experience with meditation gradually
changed his perspective on his career goal and life. In 2010, he decided to dedicate his life to practicing
Buddhism by receiving monastic ordination in Southeast Asia.
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