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A Trip to Shaoguan: Friendship and Reflections on Life

One evening, | was absorbed in the Platform Sutra of the Sixth
Patriarch. The legendary path of Huineng’s enlightenment deeply moved
me, and | suddenly felt a strong urge to visit Nanhua Temple. After looking it
up, | learned that the temple is in Shaoguan—a place | had heard of

before—so | decided to take a trip during the May holiday.

| eagerly called my niece, Ermei. As it happened, she was also
planning to visit a friend in Shaoguan. The timing felt serendipitous, and we

quickly agreed to go together.

Our three-day trip passed in a flash. Looking back, everything went
smoothly, thanks largely to Ermei’s friend, Ali. She arranged every detail—
food, accommodation, and activities—with remarkable care, even more

attentive than a professional tour guide.

Ali is warm and gracious, always dressed in a gipao. Whether
strolling through the streets or climbing hills, she carries herself with
effortless elegance—a classic image of a capable mainland Chinese
woman. Yet unlike many retirees, she is far from settling into a leisurely life.
Despite already owning a spacious apartment and commercial property,
she remains ambitious, actively planning new ventures with the bold,

enterprising spirit of someone much younger.

She is also a devoted follower of the Sixth Patriarch, having taken

refuge in Buddhism over a decade ago. Along the way, she shared many
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stories from her spiritual journey. She often mentioned that whenever she
faces difficulties, she asks the Patriarch for guidance, and in her dreams,
he shows her what to do. It may sound mystical, but on reflection, many

mathematicians and scientists have also found answers in dreams.

Though not highly educated, Ali is driven by a sense of purpose. Since
embracing Buddhism, she has focused on helping others and contributing
to society, especially through traditional Chinese medicine and wellness
practices. She has reportedly helped cure some difficult illnesses, which
has strengthened her confidence. Now, she is planning to develop a health-

focused cultural tourism business.

Ali’s husband, Mr. Luo, works in environmental sculpture and is also
a painter, particularly fond of landscapes. He runs a gallery selling
traditional Chinese paintings, calligraphy, and his own works. His paintings
are vivid and dimensional, reflecting his strong sculptural background.
Seeing him reminded me of my old art school friend, Yang Minggang. They
had similar career paths, yet for reasons unknown, we had lost touch over

the years.

When | mentioned Yang to Ermei, she recalled that a friend of hers
had studied painting in Guizhou and had once been taught by him. Through
this connection, we learned that Yang had passed away not long ago. The

news struck me like a bolt from the blue.

Before 1988, Yang had worked tirelessly in the sculpture department
of Guizhou Art College. Gifted and hardworking, he later enrolled in the oil
painting program. At that time, | was studying to be an art teacher, and we

became close friends, often exchanging ideas on art. After graduation, he
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stayed on as a lecturer. With both professional skill and social savvy, he
built connections with influential figures, secured numerous public
sculpture projects, and even published books. He had worked hard to build

a successful career—but now, all of it has vanished like a dream.

This journey to Shaoguan brought not only beautiful scenery and
warm hospitality, but also deeper reflections on life. Everything is
impermanent—friendships, achievements, even lives themselves can
disappear unexpectedly. Yet the precious memories we carry, and the

genuine bonds between friends, remain with us forever.
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