                                       I Cheated Death Twice…

                                         ( By Bro. Oh Teik Bin )
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 ago and went 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 road steadily at about 30 mph . I did not realize that there was a pot hole 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 out of my bike. I next thing I knew 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 me 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 would not 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 pot hole and losing control of my bike. By then, a crowd had gathered around and a 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 come back 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. Her motor bike went into a pot hole, she lost control, 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.

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 over it, missed a step and lost control. I came hurling 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 as I looked in frond of me, I found that I was now heading for a rectangular pillar with sharp edges.  Fear overwhelmed me. The thought of crashing with a 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.  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’. 

                                                       The End
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