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“This narrative is not meant for narration.”

ByroN, Don Juan, xiv. 7.



0

I

THE LORD BUDDHA REVISITS THE CITY OF THE
FIVE HILLS

“Tais have I hcard: That the time came when the
earthly sojourn of the Lord Buddha should be ended, and
journeying from place to plate in the land of Magadha, he
came to Rajagriha.” .

Thus the Holy Buddhist Sutra of ancient India.

As the Master drew near to the City of the Five Hills,
day was alniost over, and the,mildly beneficent rays of the
evening sun lay along the green rice-fields and meadows
of the far-reachinfg plain as if they were emanations from a
divine hand extended in blessing. Here and there little
billowy elouds—of purest gold dust as it seemed—rolled and
crept along the ground, showing that men and oxen were
plodding Weagily. homeward from their labour in the
fields; and the lengthening shadows cast by isolated
grofp"s of trees’ wefe bordered by a halo, radiant with all
the colouis of the rainbow. TFramed in a wreath of
blossoming gardens, the embattled gateways, terraces,
cupolas, and towers of the capital shone forth, delicately
clear as in some fairy vision ; and a long line of rocky
eminences, rivalling in colour the topaz, the amethyst, and
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the opal, were resolved into an enamel of incomparable
beauty.

Dceply moved, the Lord Buddha st1yed his steps. Joy
welled up within him, and his heart leaped forth to greet
those familiar forms, bound up for him with so many
memorics : the Grey Horn, the Broad Vale, the Scer’s Crag,
the Vulture’s Crest—*‘ whose noble summit towers, roof-
Ike, over all the rest”’—and, above all, Vibhara, the
Mountain of the Hot Springs, under whose shadow, in the
cave beneath the Sattapanni tree, the homeless wanderer
had found his first home, his first resting-place on the final
journey from Sansara to Nirvana.

For when, in that bygone time, ‘‘ being still in the flower
of his life, his hair dark and glossy, in the unimpaired
enjoyment of all that happy youth could afford and carly
manhood represent, unmoved by the wishes of his parents
as by their tears and lamentations,” he had left his royal
father’s house in the northern country of the Sakyas and
turned his steps toward the valley of the Gunga, he had
there, under the shidow of the lofty Vibhara, allowed
himself his first lengthened stay, going every morning into
Rajagriha to beg for food.

It was at that time also, and in that very cave, that
Bimbisara, King of Magadha, had visited him, imploring,
though in vain, that he should ‘return to the home of his
fathers, and to the life of the world, umtil.at"length the
royal visitor, strangely moved by the wotds of the young
ascetic, felt the first tremblings of the new faith that later
made him-a follower of the Buddha. . .

Since that day full fifty years had passed away, and
in the interval he had changed not alone the course of his
own life, but also that of the world. How vast the differ-
ence between that past, whén he dwelt in yonder cave and
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sat beneath the Sattapanni tree, and the present! Then
he was yet a seeker —one struggling for salvation.
Terrible spiritual contests lay before him—year-long, self-
inflicted ‘mortifications, inhuman agonies, frightful as
fruitless, the mere recital of which made the flesh of even
the stoutest-hearted of his hearers creep; till at length,
risen triumphant above all such self-torturing asceticism,
through fervent meditation, he reached the light, and went
forth from the conflict, consecrated to the salvation of all
created beings, filled with a divine pity, a supreme and
perfect Buddha. Those were the years in which his life
resembled a changeful morning in the rainy season—
dazzling sunshine alternating with deepest gloom, the
while the monsoon piles cloud above cloud in towering
masses, and the death-ladene thunderstorm comes growling
nearer. But now his life was filled with the same calm,
sunny peace that lay upon the evening landscape, a peace
that seemed to grow ever deeper and clearer as the sun’s
disc dipped towards the horizon.

For him,’ too, sunsct, the glesc of-life’s long day, was at
hand. He had finished his work. The kingdom of truth
had been established on sure foundations, and the doctrine
of salvation ‘proclaimed to all mankind; while many
monks arid riuns of blameless life and approved knowledge,
and lay followers of both sexcs, were now well fitted to
guard his kingdom and to uphold and spread its doctrines.

And even as ‘he stands there, there abides in his heart,
as 4 result of ‘the meditations of this day spent in solitary
journeying,- the ipalicnable knowledge: “ For thee, the
time cometh, and that soon, when thou ghalt go hence and
leave this world, from which thou hast redeemed thyself
and all who come after thee, and shalt cnter into the rest
of Nirvana.”
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And looking over the land spread out before him, with
a happy recognition, in which therc lay, nevertheless, a
decp note of sadness, he bade these loved objects farewell

“ Fair indeed art thou, Rajagriha, City of “the Five
Hills! Beautiful are thy environs, richly blessed thy fields,
heart-gladdening thy wooded glades gleaming with waters,
very pleasant thy clustering hills of rock ! For the last time
do I behold thy lovely borders from this, the fairest of all
places whence thy children love to look upon thce. But
once, and once only—on the day when I go hence and
look back from the crest of yonder mountain-ridge—shall
I see thec again, beloved valley of Rajagriha ; then, never-
more ! "’

And still the Master stood, till at length only two
structures, of all in the city before him, towered golden in
the sunlight : one, the highest tower in the king’s palace,
whence Bimbisara had first cspied him, when, a young and
unknown ascetic, he passed that way, and, by his noble
bearing, drew upon himself the notice of the Magadha
king ; the other, the domelike superstructure of the Indian
temple, in which, in the years before his teaching had
delivered mankind from bloody superstition, thousands
upon thousands of innocent animals were yearly slaughtered
in honour of the Deity. Finally, even the _pinnacles of the
towers slipped down into the rising sea of shadow and were
lost to view, and only the cone of golden wmhvelfas? which,
rising one above another, crowned the dome .o[ the temple
yet glowed, suspended as it werc in mid-air, a vcr1t1b1e
symbol of the “royal city,” # flashing and sparkling as the
red glow dcepened against the dark-blue background of the
lofty tree-tops. At this point the Master caught sight of

1 The golden umbrella is the emblem of royalty.
2 Rajagriha = *“ royal city,” now Rajgir, ten miles south-east of l’atna.
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the still somewhat distant goal of his journey. For the
tree-tops he saw were those of the mango grove on the
farther side of the town, the gift of his disciple Jivaka, the
king’s phiisician, in which a stately monastery provided the
monks with quarters at once healthy and comfortable.

To this home of the Order, the Lord Buddha had sent
the monks who accompanied him—about 200 in number—
on before, under the leadership of his cousin and faithful
companion Ananda, because he felt desirous of tasting
the deep delight of a day’s solitary pilgrimage. And he
was awarc that a band of young monks from the West,
led by his great disciple the wisc Sariputta, would arrive
in the mango grove at sunset. In his vivid imagination,
given to picturing events in all their details, he went over
the scenes that would be enacted. He saw the new arrivals
exchange friendly greetings* with the brethren already
there, saw them conducted by the latter to scats and night
quarters, their cloaks and almns-bowls taken from them,
and heard all this take place with much noise and loud
shouting, as though fisher-folk.were 'quarrclling over their
spoils. He knew this to be no exaggeration ; and to him,
who loved silent"moditation, and disliked clamour as does
the solitary hon in the jungle, the thought of being involved,
just at -this momcnt in such bustle, after the delicious
restfulness of solitary travel and the blessed peace of the
evening landsgape, was doubly distressing.

So he detcrmined, as he went on his way, that he would
not go through thé city to his mango grove, but would
take up his abode for the night in any house in the nearest
suburb in which he could find shelter.

Meantime the flaming gold of the western heavens had
died down in burning orange tints, and these, in turn, had
melted into a blaze of the fieriest scarlet. Round about
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him the green of the fields deepened and grew more and
more luminous, as though the earth were an emerald
lit up from within. But already a dreamy violet haze
enveloped the horizon, while a weird purple flood—whether
light or shadow, no one could say—rolled in from every
side, rising and sinking, filling all space, dissolving fixed
outlines and combining fragments, sweeping near objects
hodily away and bringing nearer those that were distant,
causing everything to undulate and waver in trembling
uncertainty.

Startled by the footsteps of the solitary wanderer, a
fruit-bat unhooked itsclf from the branch of a black sala
tree, and, spreading its leathern wings, swept, with a
shrill cry, away through the dusk, to pay a visit to the
orchards of the rural suburh.

Thus, by the time the Master had reached the outskirts
of Rajagriha, the day was far spent and night was at hand.



II
THE MEETING

IT was the intcntion of the Master to stop at the first
house he came to—in this instance a building whose blue
walls shone out from between the trees of the surrounding
garden. As he was about to approach the door, however,
he became aware ot a net hung upon a branch. And with-
out a moment’s hesitation the Lord Buddha strode past,
abhorring the house of the.fowler. Here, at the extreme
outskirts of the town, the houses were scattered, in addition
to which a conflagration had recently swept the place,
so that some time elapsed before he came to another human
habitation, It was the farmhouse of a well-to-do Brah-
man. The Master had hardly stepped within the gate,
when he heard the loud screaniing voices of the Brahman’s
two wives as thoy scolded and wrangled, all the while hurling
invectives at- one another. And the Blessed One turned
him about, ‘went out at the gateway, and strode farther
on.

The pleasure garden of the rich Brahman extended for
a considerable distance along the road. The Master was
already conseious. of fatigue, and his right foot, injured
by a sharp stone, pained him as he paced along. In this
condition he approached the next dwelling-house, which
was visible from a great distance owing to a broad path of
vivid light that strcamed across the road from the lattice-
work of the shutters and from the open door. Even had
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a blind man come that way, he could not have failed to
notice this house, for wanton laughter, the clang of goblets,
the clapping of hands, the beat of dancing feet, and the
delightfully merry notes of the seven-stringed vina rose
clearly upon the air. Leaning against the doorpost
stood a handsome girl, robed in rich silk, and hung with
jasmince garlands. Laughingly showing her teeth, red
from chewing the betel-nut, she invited the wayfarer to
stay: ‘“ Enter, O stranger. This is the House of Mirth.”
But the Blessed One went on his way, and as he did so
he recalled his own words: *‘As weeping, in the Order
of the Holy, shall singing be looked on ; as madness, in the
Order of the Holy, shall dancing be looked on ; as childish,
in the Order of the Holy, shall unscemly showing of
teeth, shall laughter, be looked on. All-sufficing, for
ye who in truth are enraptured, be the smile of the smiling
eyes.”

The neighbouring housc was not far distant, but the noise
of the carousers and vina-playcers penetrated thither, so
the Lord Buddha went on, to the next. Beside it two
butcher’s assistants were hard at work by the last glimmer
of daylight, cutting up with sharp knives a cow they had
just slaughtered. And the Master strode past the llouse of
the butcher.

In front of the one following, stood many dishes’ and bowls
freshly formed from clay, the fruit of a diligent day’s
labour. The potter’s wheel stood under a.tamarind tree,
and the potier at that moment removed.a dish from the
wheel and bore it to where the others lay.

The Master approached the potter, greeted him court-
eously, and said : ““ If it be not inconveniént to, thee, O
descendant of Bhaga, I shall spend this night in thy
lmll.”
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““ It is not, O sir, inconvenient to me. But this moment,
a pilgrim has arrived, tired from a long journey, and he
has already taken up his quarters for the night. If it be
agreeablc to him, thou art welcome to stay, O sir, at thine
own pleasure.”

And the Master reflected : “ Solitude is, it is true, the
best of all companions. But this good pilgrim has arrived
here late, just as I myself, tired from long wandering. And
he has gone by the houses where men follow impure and
bloody pursuits, past the house of wrangling and of odious
strife, the house of clamour and of unworthy plcasure,
and has not rested till he entergd the house of the potter.
In the company of such a man it is possible to spend the
night.”

So the Lord Buddha cntered the outer hall, where he
perceived a young man of noble lineaments sitting in a
corner on a mal.

“If it be not disagrecable to thee, O pilgrim,” said the
Master to him, “ I shall spend the night in this outer hall.”

““ Spacious, O brother, is the hall of the potter ; stay then,
O venerable sir, at thy pleasure.”

Upon which the Master spread his mat close to one of
the walls and:sat down, his legs crossed, his body perfectly
upright, sunk in holy mecditation. And the Blessed One
remaincd sitting during the first part of the night.

The young man also remainced sitting during the first
part of the night.

Seeing which, 4he Lord Buddha thought io himself :
“1 wonder whether this noble youth is a happy seeker
after truth. How would it be if 1 should ask him ?

So he turned him to the young pilgrim—

“ Wherefore, O pilgrim, hast thou become homeless ?

The young pilgrim answered—
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‘ But few hours of the night are as yet gone. So that, if
thou, venerable sir, wilt deign to give car, I shall tell thee
wherefore I have chosen the portion of the homeless.”

The Blessed One gave assent by a friendly movement of
his head, and the young pilgrim began his tale.



111

TO THE BANKS OF THE GUNGA

My name is Kamanita. I was born in Ujjeni, a town lying
far to the south, in the land of Avanti, among the mountains.
My father was a merchant, ard rich, though our family
could lay claim to no special rank. He gave me a good
education, and, when of age to assume the Sacrificial Cord,
I was alrcady possessed of most of the accomplishments
which befit a young man of position, so that people gener-
ally believed I must have been educated in Takkasila.!
I could wrestle and fence with the best. My voice was
melodious and well trained, and I was able to play the
vina with considerable artistic skill: I could repeat all the
poems of Bharata by heart; and many others also. With
the mysteries of metre I was most intimatcly acquainted,
and was myself able to write verses replete with feeling and
ingenious_thought. I could draw and paint so that few
surpassed me, and my originality in the art of strewing
flowers was universally lauded. I had attained to an
unusual mastery in the colouring of crystals, and, further-
more, could telk-at sight whence any jewel came. My
parrots and parson-birds I trained so that none spoke as
they. And to all these accomplishments I added a
thorough command of the game of chess with its
sixty-four squares, of the wand game, of archery, of
1 The Oxford of ancient Ilt:dia, lying in the Punjab.
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ball games of ecvery description, of riddles, and of
flower games. So that it became, O stranger, a pro-
verbial saying in Ujjeni: ‘ Talented as the young
Kamanita.” )

When I was twenty years old, my father one day sent
for me, and spoke as follows:

“ My son, thy cducation is now completed ; it is time
for thee to see something of the world and to begin thy
merchant carcer. A suitable opportunity has just offered
itself. Within the next few days our monarch sends an
embassy to King Udena in Kosambi, which lies far to the
north. There I have a friend named Panacda, with whom
I have at various times cxchanged hospitalities. He has
long told me that in Kosambi there is good business to be
done in the products of our land, particularly in rock
crystals and sandal powder, as also in artistic wicker-work
and woven goods. I have always, however, shunned such
a business journcy, holding it to be an altogether too
hazardous undertaking, on account of the many dangers of
the road ; but for any one going there and Back in the
train of the embassy there can be no danger whatsocver. So
now, my son, we had better go to the warehouse and inspect
the twelve wagons with their tcams of oxen ahd the goods
which I have decided on for thy journcy. In éxgliangc for
the latter thou art to bring back muslin from Benares and
carcfully selected rice; and that will be the beginning,
and I trust a splendid one, of thy busincss career: Then
thou wilt have an opportunity of sccing fereign lands with
natural characteristics other than thine, own, and other
customs, and wilt, have daily intercourse with courtiers,
men of the highest station and most refihed manners, all
of which I consider a great gain, for a merchant must be
a man of the world.”
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I thanked my father with tcars of joy, and a few days
later bade farewell to my parents and home.

With what joyful anticipation did my heart beat as,
at the head of my wagons, 1 passed out at the city gates,
a member of this magnificent procession, and the wide world
lay open before me! Each day of the journey was to me
like a festival, and when the camp fires blazed up in
the evenings to scare the panthers and tigers away, and I sat
in the circle by the side of the ambassador, with men of years
and rank, it scemed 1o mnc that I was altogether in fairy-
land.

Through the magnificent forest region of Vedisa and over
the gently swelling heights of the Vindhya mountains we
reached the vast northern plain, and there an entirely new
world opened itself out before me, for [ had hitherto never
imagined that the earth was so flat and so huge.

It was about a month after our setting out that, one
glorious evening, we saw, from a palm-covered eminence,
two golden bands, which, disengaging themselves from the
mists on the horizon, threaded the illimitable green beneath
and gradually approached cach other till they became
united in one broad rone.

A hand touched my shoulder.

It was the ambassador, who had approached me unper-
ceived.

“Those, Kamanita, are the sacred Jumna and the
divine Gunga whose waters unite before our eyes.”

Involuntarily I Taised my hands in adoration.

“ Thou dost well to greet them in this way,” my patron
went on. ‘“For if the Gunga comes from the home of
the gods.amid the snow-clad mountains of the North and
flows as it were from the Abode of the Eternal, yet the
Jumna, on the other hand, takes its rise in lands known
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to far-distant heroic days, and its floods have reflected the
ruins of Hastinapura, ‘the City of Elephants,’ and
washed the plain wherc the Pindavas and the Kauravas
struggled for the mastery, where Karna raged in his tent,
where Krishna himself guided the steeds of Arjuna—but
of all that I need not remind thee, secing that thou art
thyself at home in the ancient heroic songs. Often have
I stood on yonder projecting tongue of land when the blue
waves of the Jumna have rolled onward side by side with
the yellow waters of the Gunga, and blue and yellow have
never mingled. Blue and Yellow, Warrior and Brahman
in the great river-bed of Caste, passing onward to eternity,
approaching—uniting—for ever side by side—I[or ever two.
Then it scemed to me that, blent with the rushing of these
blue floods, I heard warlike sounds—the clash of arms
and the blowing of horns, neighing of horses and the
trumpeting of war elephants—and my heart beat faster,
for my ancestors also had been there, and the sands of
Kurukshetra had drunk their heroic blood.”

Full of admiration, I logked up to this man from the
warrior caste, in whose family such memories lived.

But he took me by the hand, and-saying, “ Come, my
son, and behold the goal of thy first journey,” he led me
but a few steps around some dense shrybbery that had
hitherto hidden the view to the cast.

As it flashed upon my vision I uttered ap involuntary
cry of admiration, for there, at a hend of the broad Gunga,
lay, great and splendid in its beauty, {18 city of Kosambi.
With its walls and towers, its piled-up. masses of houses,
its terraces, its quays and ghéts lit up by the setting sun,
it really looked like a city of red gold—a city such as
Benares was until the sins of its inhabitants changed it to
stone and mortar—while the cupolas that were of real gold
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shone like so many suns. Columns of smoke, dark red
brown from the temple courts above, light blue from the
funeral pyres on the banks below, rose straight into the
air; and borne aloft on these, as if it were a canopy, there
hung over the whole a veil woven of the tenderest tints
of mother-of-pearl, while in the background, flung forth
in the wildest profusion, flashed and burned every hue of
heaven. On the sacred strcam which imaged all this
glory and multiplied it a thousandfold in the shimmer
of its waters, rocked couniless boats, gay with many-
coloured sails and strecamers ; and, distant though we were,
we could yet see the broad stairs of the ghits! swarming with
people, and numerous bathers already plashing in the
sparkling waves beneath. A sound of joyous movement,
floating out upon the air lik¢ the busy. hum of innumerable
bees, was borne up to us from time to time.

As thou canst imagine, I felt I was looking upon a city
of the thirty-three gods, rather than onc of human beings ;
indeed, the whole valley of the Gunga with its luxuriant
richness looked to us, men of the hills, like Paradise. And
of a truth, this very place, of all others on carth, was to
be Paradise Revcaled to me.

That ‘s_amc' night I slept under the hospitable roof of
Panada, my father’s old friend.

Early on the following day, I hurricd to thc nearest
ghit, a.ml descended, with feelings which I cannot attempt
to describe, into the sacred waters which should not only
cleanse me from the dust of my journcy but from my sins
as well. These were, owing to my youth, of no great
gravity; but I filled a large bottle fronr the river to take

1 Landin'g-sta.gc with magnificent flights of steps for bathers—ordinarily
varied by projections and kiosks and crowned by a monumental arch or
gateway.
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to my father. Alas! it never came into his possession,
as thou wilt later learn.

The good Panada, a grey-haired old gentleman of vener-
able appearance, now conducted me to the markets of the
city, and, with his friendly assistance, I was able, in the
course of the next few days, to sell my wares at a good
profit, and {o lay in an abundance of those products of the
northern plain which are so highly prized among our people.

My business was thus brouglht to a happy conclusion
long before the embassy had begun to think of getting
ready to start on its return journey ; and I was in no way
sorry, for I had now full liberty to see the town and to
enjoy its pleasures, which I did to the full, in the company
of Somadatta, the son of my host.



v

THE MAIDEN BALL-PLAYER

ONE delightful afternoon we betook ourselves to a public
garden outsidc of the town—a really magnificent park
it was, lying close to the high banks of the Gunga, with
shady groups of trecs, large lotus’ ponds, marble summer-
houses, and jasminc arbours, in which at this hour of
the day life and bustle reigned supremec. Here we were
gently rocked in a golden swing by the attendants, while
with ravished hearts we listened to the lovesick notes of
the kokila and the sweet chatter of the green parrots. All
at once there rose on the air the merry tinkling of anklets,
and instantly my friend sprang out of the swing and called
to me— : ..

“Look, Kamanita! The fairest maidens in Kosambi
arc just approaching, virgins specially chosen from the
richest and most noblc houses, come to do honour to the
goddess who dwells on the Vindhayas by engaging in
ball games. Thou canst count thyself fortunate, my
friend, for at' this game we may sce them without restraint.
Come, let tis no{ miss the chance.”

Naturally, I waited for no second bidding, but made
haste to follow.

On a spacious stage decorated with precious stones,
the maidens appeared at once, ready for the game. And,
if it must be acknowledged that it was a rare sight to
behold this galaxy of fair young creatures in all their glory
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of shimmering silk, airy muslin veils, of pearls, sparkling
jewels and gold bangles, what must be said of the game
itself that gave to all these gracious limbs such varied
opportunitics of displaying their wealth of subtle beauty
in the most charming of positions and movements ?
And yet that was, as it were, but a prologue. For when
these gazelle-eyed worshippers had entertained us for
a considerable time with games of the most varied de-
scription, they all stepped back, save one, who remained
alone in the centre of the jewelled stage: in the centre of
the stage, and—in the centre of my heart.

Ah! my friend, what shall Isay ? To talk of her beauty
would be audacity ! I should need to he a poet like Bharata
himself to conjure up to your fancy cven a faint reflection
of it. Let it suffice that this maiden, with the gentle
radiance of the moon in her face, was of faultless form and
glowed in every limb with the freshness of youth; that I
felt her to be the incarnate goddess of Fortune and Beauty ;
and that every smallest hair on my body qulvcrcd with
delight as I bcheld her.

Prescntly she began, in honour of the goddess whom
she so fitly represented, a performance worthy of a great
artist. Dropping the ball easily on the stage, as it slowly
rose she gave it, with flower-like hand, thumib. slightly
bent, and tender fingers outstretched, a sharp downward
blow, then struck it, as it rebounded, with the back of
her hand and caught it again in mid-air as it fell. She tossed
it in slow, in ‘moderate, in quick time, now inciting it to
rapid motion, anon gently quieting it. Then striking it
alternately with.the right hand and with the left, she drove
it towards every point of the compass and caught it as it
returned. If thou art really acquainted with the mysteries
of ball-play—as it seemeth to me from the intelligence of
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thine expression thou art—I need only tell thee that thou
hast probably never seen the Curnapada and the Gita-
marga so perfectly mastered.

Then shc did something that 1 had never seen, and of
which I had not even heard. She took, I must tell thee,
two golden balls, and while her fect moved in the dance
to the tinkling of the jewels she wore, she made the balls
spring so rapidly in lightning-like lines, that one saw but,
as it were, the golden bars of a cage in which a wondrous
bird hopped daintily to and {fro.

It was at this point that our cyes suddenly met.

And to this day, O stranger, I do not understand how
it was that I did not instantly drop decad, to be reborn
in a hcaven of bliss. It may well be, however, that my
deeds done in a former life,+the fruits of which I have to
enjoy in this, were not yet exhausted. ‘Indced, this balance
from my wanderings in the past has, in very truth, carricd
me safcly through various mortal dangers down to the
present day, and will, I trust and expect, suffice for a long
time 1o come. .

But to return. At this insfant one of the balls, which
had hitherto been so obedient to her, escaped and flew
in a mighty curve down from the stage. Many young
folks ruyshed to seize it. I reached it at the same moment
as another’ youthful, richly dressed man, and we flew at
onc another, because neither was willing to yield it. Owing
to my absolute familiarity with the tricks of the wrestler,
I succeeded in tripping him up; but he, in order to hold
me back, caught at the crystal chain which I wore round
my neck, and to which an amulet was attached. The chain
snapped, he wént crashing to the earth, and I sccured
the ball. In a fury, he sprang up and hurled the chain
at my feet. The amulet was a tiger-eye, no very specially
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precious stone, yet it was an infallible safeguard against
the evil eye; and now, just as his lighted upon me, I must
needs be without it. But what mattered that to me?
Did I not hold in my hand the ball which & moment
before her lily-hand had touched ? And at once, as a
highly skilled player should, I succeeded in pitching it
with so accurate an aim that it came down just in front
of onc corner of the stage, and, rising again with a gentle
movement, landed, as if tamed, within rcach of the fair
player, who had not for a moment ceased to keep the other
in motion, and who now wove hersclf again into her golden
cage, amid the wild jubilation of the numerous spectators.
With that the ball-play in honour of the goddess Lakshmi
came to an cnd, the maidens disappeared from the stage,
and wc turned our steps homeward.

On the way, my fricnd remarked it was fortunate that
I had no purpose to serve at court; for the young man
from whom [ had capturcd the ball was no less a personage
than the son of the Minister of State, and every one had
noticed from his looks that he had sworn undying hatred
tome. That did not mové me in the least; how much
rather had I learned who my goddess was. - I fought shy of
asking, however ; in fact, when Somadatta wanted.to tease
me about the fair one, I even made as if I were-perfectly
indifferent, praised with the language of a connoisscur the
finish of her play, but added, at the same time, that we had
in my native town lady-players at least as slnlful—whxle
in my heart ofs hearts I begged the mcomparable one to
pardon this my falsehood.

I need hardly say that night brought no sleep to my eyes,
which I only closed in order to be possesséd anew by the
blissful vision I had seen. The following day I spent in a
corner of my host’s garden, far removed from all the noise
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of day, where the sandy soil under a mango-tree ministered
cooling to my love-tortured body, my only companion the
seven-stripged vina, to which I confided my longing. As
soon, however, as the lessening heat permitted my going out,
I persuaded Somadatta to drive with me to the public
gardens although he would have greatly preferred to be
present at a quail fight. In vain, however, did I wander
through the whole park. Many maidens were there, every-
where engaged in games as though bent on luring me with
false hopes from one spot to another, but that pcerless one
—Lakshmi’s very image—was not among them.

Bitterly disappointed I now made as though I were
possessed by an irresistible longing again to enjoy the
strangely fascinating life of the Gunga. We visited all the
ghits, and finally got into a boat in order to make one of
the light-hearted flotilla which, evening by evening, rocked
to and fro on the waves of the sacred stream, and I lingered
till the play of light and the golden glow of evening were
extinguished and the blaze of torches and the glimmer of
lanterns danced and whirled on its glassy surface.

Then at last I was obliged to give up my silent but none
the less passionatc hope and bid my boatman steer for the
nearest ghit.

After*a sleepless night, I remained in my room, and
in order to occupy and relieve my mind, which was utterly
possessed by-her image, till I should again be able to hasten
to the public gardens, I sought with the aid of brush and
colour to transfer to the tablet on my wall, her fair linea-
ments as I last beheld them, when, dancing, she struck the
golden ball. I was unable to eat a morsel ; for even as the
Cakora with its exquisitely tender song lives only upon the
rays of the moon, so did I live solely upon the rays that
emanated from her whose face was as the moon in its
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fairness, though these came to me but through the
mists of memory ; yet I hoped, and that confidently, they
would this evening in the pleasure gardens refresh and
vivify me with all their glow and radiance. Alas! I was
again doomed to disappointment.

Afterwards Somadatta wished to take me to the gaming-
tables, for he was as passionately addicted to dice as Nala,
aiter the demon Kali had entered into him. I feigned
tiredness.

Instead, however, of going home, I betook myself again
to the ghdts and out on the river; but, to my unspeakable
grief, with no bettcr result than on the preceding evening.



v
THE MAGIC PORTRAIT

As 1 knew that for me slcep was not to be thought of,
I did not undress at all that evening, but sat down at the
head of my bed on the grass mat intended for devotional
excrcises, and spent the night there in pious and fitting
fashion, filled with fervent love thoughts, and absorbed in
prayer to the lotus-bearing Lakshmi, ker cclestial prototype ;
but the ecarly morning sun found me again at work with
brush and colour.

Sevcral hours had flown away as il on wings while I
was thus occupied, when Somadatta entered the room. I
had but just time, when I heard him coming, to thrust the
panel and painting materials under the bed. I did it quite
involuntarily. ’

Somadatta took a low chair, sat down beside me, and
looked at me with a smile on his face.

‘I perceive of a truth,” he said, “ that our house is to have
the honour of being the spiritual birthplace of a holy man.
Thou fastest as do only the most strenuous ascetics, and dost
refrain from the luxurious bed. For neither on thy pillows
nor on thy mattress is there to be seen the faintest impress
of thy body and the white sheet is without a crease.
Nevertheless, although as the result of thy fasting thou art
already grown quite slim, thy body is not yet entirely
devoid of weight, as the curious may see from this grass
matting on which thou hast obviously spent the night in

23
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prayer and meditation. But I find that, for so holy a
tenant, this room looks somewhat too worldly. Here on
thy toilct iable the salve jar—untouched, it is true ; the
box of sandal powder; the flagon of scented water and
the dish with bark of the citron tree and betel! There
on the wall, the wreath of ycllow amaranths, and the
lute, but—where is the pancl which usually hangs on that
hook ? "’

In my embarrassment I was unable to frame any answer
1o this question, and he meanwhile discovered the missing
board, and drew it forth from under the bed.

“Why! why! what wicked and crafty wizard!"” he
cried, “has caused the fascinating picturc of a maiden
playing ball to appear by magic on the board which I
mysclf hung quite empty on yonder hook ?—plainly, with
evil intent, to assail the embryo ascetic and tempt him
at the very beginning of his carcer, and thus to confound
sense and thought in him. Or, after all, can it be that
this is the work of a god —for we know, as a fact, that
the gods fear the omnipoicnce of the great ascetics; and,
commencing as thou hast done, the Vindhya Mountains
might well begin to belch smoke at the *fervency of thy
penitence ; yea, owing to the accumulation of thy merit,
the kingdom of the hcavenly deitics might almiost begin
to totter. And now I also know which deity it is! It
is certainly he whom we namec the Invisiblg, the god
with the flower darts, who bears a fish jn his banner
—Kama, the ‘god of love, from whem thou hast thy
name, as I now remember. And—heavens, what do I see ?
—this is Vasitthi, the daughter of the rich goldsmith ! *

As I thus, for the first time, heard the name of my
beloved, my heart began to beat violently and my face
grew pale from agitation.
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“I see, my dear friend,” this incorrigible jester went on,
‘“ that the idea of the magic of Kama hath given thee a
great fright, and, truly, we shall be obliged to do something
in order fo avert his anger. In such a case, however,
I feel that woman'’s counsel is not to be despised. I shall
show this picture to my beloved Medini, who was also of
those at the dance and who is, furthermore, the foster-
sister of the fair Vasitthi.”

With that, he was about to go away, taking the panel

with him. Percciving, however, what the rogue had in
mind, I bade him wait, as the picturc still lacked an in-
scription. I mixed some beautifal red of a brilliant hue
and in a few minutes had written, in the daintiest of script,
a verse of four lines which related in simple language the
incident of the golden ball. *The versc, when read back-
wards, stated that the ball with which she had played,
was my heart, which I mysclf sent back to her cven at the
risk of her rejecting it. It was possible, however, 1o read
the verse perpendicularly through the lines, and when so
read, from tbp to bottom, it voiced in saddest words
the despair into which my scparation from her had
plunged me; ditl one read it in the opposite direction,
then the- rcader lcarned that nevertheless I dared to
hope. . *
But of all that I conveyed to her in such surreptitious
fashion, I sajd nothing, so that Somadatta was by no means
enchanted with this specimen of my poetic skill. It seemed
to him much too simple, and he informed me that I ought
certainly to mention how the god Kama, alarmed at my
asceticism, had by his magic skill created this picture with
which to tempt me and that by it I had been wholly van-
quished—Somadatta, like so many others, being most of
all taken with his own wit.



26 THE PILGRIM KAMANITA

After he had carried off the picture, I felt myself in
a particularly exalted and energetic frame of mind, for a
step had now been taken which, in its consequences, might
lead to the longed-for goal of all my happiness. I was
now able to eat and drink, and, after a light meal, I took
down the vina from the wall and drew from its chords
melodics that were sometimes no morc than tuneful sighs,
but anon grew exulting and joyous, while I repeated
the heavenly name of Vasitthi in a thousand endearing
accents.

So Somadatta found me when a few hours later he
came in with the picture in his hand. *The ball-
playing destroyer of thy peace has also betaken herself
to verse,” said he, “ but I cannot say that I am able to
find great storc of matter in what she has written,
although the handwriting may be considered unusually
pretty.”

And it was indeed pretty. I saw before me—with what
joy of heart, how shall I say ?—a second verse of four lines
written in characters like sprays of tender blossoms swayed
by summer zcphyrs, and looking as if they had been
breathed upon the picture. Somadatta’ had, of course,
been unable to find any meaning in them, for they referred
solely to that which he had not perccived, and showed me
that my fair one had correctly read my strophe in every
direction —backwards, upwards, and downwarfls. It gave
me an exalted idea of her education and, knowledge, no
less than did the revelation of her rare spirit in the graciously
humorous turn she gave to my fiery declaration, ‘which
she chose to aceept as a piece of gallantry or an effusion
to which too much importance should not be attached.

I now attempted, I confess, to read her verse in the criss-
cross fashion which had been possible with mine, in the
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hope that I might find in it a covert confession or other
secret message, perhaps even the invitation to a rendezvous,
but in vain. And I told myself at once that this was in
truth but a convincing proof of the highest and most
refined feminine virtue; my darling showed me that she
was perfectly capable of understanding the subtlety and
daring ways of the masculine mind but could not be in-
duced to imitate them.

Besides which I found immediate comfort for my dis-
appointed expectations in Somadatta’s next words.

‘“ But this fair one with the beautiful brows, if she be
no great poctess, has really a good heart. She knows
that for a long time 1 have not seen her foster-sister, my
beloved Medini, save at large social gatherings, where
only the eyes may speak and even these but by stealth.
And so she has arranged a meeting for to-morrow night, on
the terrace of her father’s palace. To-night, it is, I regret
to say, not possible, as her father gives a banquet; so
till to-morrow we must have paticnce. Perhaps thou
wouldst like fo accompany me on this adventure ?

As he said this, he laughed with much slyness and I
laughed with him, and assured him that he should have
my company. In the best of humours we took the chess-
board which. was leaning against the wall and were about
to beguile the time by cngaging in this animating game
when a man-servant came in and announced that a stranger
wished to speak with me.

In the entrance Hall I found the ambassador’s servant,
who informed me that I must prcpare for departure and
come to the courtyard of the palace that very night, bring-
ing my wagons, in order to be able to start with the first
glimmer of daylight on the morrow.

My despair knew no bounds. I imagined I must in
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some mysterious way have offended one of the deities.
As soon as I was able to collect my thoughts I dashed away
to the ambassador and filled his ears with lies about some
business that I had not yet arranged, and that could not
possibly be brought to a satisfactory conclusion in so
short a time. With hot tears I besought him to put off
the journey for but a single day.

* But thou saidst eight days ago that thou wert ready,”
he replied.

I assured him that afterwards, and quitc unexpectedly,
the opportunity of gaining a valuable prize had presented
itself. And that was ifldced no falsehood, for what gain
could mean more to me than the conquest of this incom-
parable maiden ?

So I finally succeeded in wiling this one day from him.

The hours of the next day wore quickly away, filled as
they were with the preparations necessary for our journey,
so that the time, in spite of my longing, did not drag.
When evening came, our carts stood loaded in the court-
yard. Everything was prepared for yoking in the oxen,
so that, as soon as I should appcar—that is, before day-
break—we might be able to start. )



VI

ON THE TERRACE OF THE SORROWLESS

Now that night and darkness had come, we betook our-
selves, Somadatta and I, clad in dark apparcl which we
had gathered well up about us, our loins firmly belted,
and with swords in our hands, to the western side of the
palatial house of the goldsmith, where, crowning the steep
and rocky side of a deep ravine, lay the terrace we sought.
With the help of a bamboo pole which we had brought
with us, and by a dexterous use of the few existing pro-
jections, we climbed the face of the rock at a spot veiled
in deep shadow, got over the wall with case, and found
oursclves on a spacious terrace decorated with palms,
asoka trees, and magnificent flowering plants of every
description, which, now bathed in the silver light of the
moon, lay spread out .before us.

Not far away, beside a young girl on a garden bench,
and looking like a visitant from the spheres in her wonder-
ful likeness to Lakshmi, sat the great-eyed maiden who
played ball with my heart ; and, at the sight, I began to
tremble so “violently that I was obliged to lean against
the parapet, the touch of whose marble cooled"and quieted
my fevered and drooping senses.

Meanwhile Somadatta hastened to his beloved, who had
sprung up with a low cry.

Seeing which, I also pulled myself together so far as to
be able to approach the incomparable one. She, to all
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appearance surprised at the arrival of a stranger, had
risen and seemed undecided as to whether she should go or
stay, the while her eyes, like those of a startled young
antelope, shot sidelong glances at me, and her botly quivered
like a tendril swaying in a gentle breeze. As for me, I
stood in stcadily increasing confusion, with disordered
locks, and tell-tale eycs, and was barely able to stammer
the few words in which I told her how much I appreciated
the unhoped-for happiness of meecting her here. But
she, when she noticed my great shyness, secmed herself to
become calmer. She sat down on the bench again, and
invited me with a gentle movement of her lotus-hand to
take a scat beside her ; and then, in a voice full of tremulous
sweetness, assured me that she was very glad to be able
to thank me for having flung the ball back to her with
such skill that the game suffcred no interruption; for,
had that happened, the whole merit of her performance
would have becn lost and the goddess so clumsily honoured
would have visited her anger upon her, or would at least
have sent her no happiness. To which I replied that she
owed me no thanks as I had at the very most but made
good my own default, and, as she did not seem to under-
stand what I mecant by that, I ventured to remind her of
the meeting of our eyes and of the ensuing confusjon which
caused her to fail in her stroke so that the ball flew away.
But she reddened violently and absolutely refused to
acknowledge such a thing,—what shoulq have confused
her in that ?- .

“I imagine,” I answered, *‘ that from my eyes, which
must have rivalled flowers in full blossom then, such a sweet
odour of admiration streamed forth that for a moment
thou wast stupefied and so thy hand went beside the ball.”

“Eh! eh! what talk is that of thine about admira-
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tion ? >’ she retorted, ‘‘ thou art accustomed at home to
see much more skilful players.”

From which recmark I gathered with satisfaction that
I had becn® talked of and that the words I had used to
Somadatta had becn accurately repeated. But I grew
hot and then cold at the thought that I had spoken almost
slightingly, and I hastened to assure her that there was not
one word of truth in my stalement, and that I had only
spoken so in order not to betray my precious secret to my
friend. But she wouldn’t believe that, or made as if she
didn’t, and, in speaking of it, I happily forgot my bashful-
ness, grew passionately eager to eonvince her, and told
her how, at sight of her, the Love God had rained his
flower darts upon me. ‘‘I was convinced,” I said, “ that
in a former existence she had been my wife—whence other-
wise could such a sudden and irresistible love have arisen ?
But if that were so, then she must not less have recognised
in me her former husband, and a like love must have
sprung up in her breast also.”

With such audacious words did I impetuously besiege
her, till at length she hid her burning and tearful cheek
on my breast, and acknowledged in words that were
scarce audible that it had been with her as with me, and
that she would surcly have died had not her foster-sister
most opportunely brought her the picture.

Then we *kissed and fondled one another countless
times, and*felt as if we should expire for joy until suddenly
the thought of my impending departure fell like a dark
shadow athwart my happiness and forced a deep sigh
from me.

Dismayed, Vasitthi asked why I sighed—but when I
told her of the cause, she sank back on the bench in a
fainting condition, and broke into a perfect tempest of
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tears and heart-rending sobs. Vain were all my attempts
to comfort my heart’s dearest. In vain did I assure her
that so soon as the rainy season was over, I would return
and never again leave her, even if I had to take service
as a day labourer in Kosambi. Spoken to the winds
were all my assurances that my despair at the separation
was not less than her own, and that only stern, inexorable
necessity tore me away from her so soon. She was scarcely
able between her sobs to utter the few words needed
to ask why it was so imperative to go away as early as
to-morrow, just as we had found one another. But when
I then explained it all to her very cxactly and with every
detail, she seemed neither to hear nor to comprchend
a syllable. ‘‘ Oh, she saw perfectly that I was longing to
get back to my native townwhere there were many more
beautiful maidens than she, who were also far more skilful
ball-players, as I had myself acknowledged.”

I might affirm, protest, and swear what I chose—she
adhcred to her assertion, and ever morc copiously flowed
her tears. Can any onc wonder that I shotly thercafter
lay at her feet, covering tHe hand that hung limply down
with kisses and tears, and that I promised not to leave
her? And who was then more blissful than I, when
Vasitthi flung her soft arms around me, and ‘kissed me
again and again, laughing and crying for joy? It is true
she now instantly said, ‘‘ There, thou seest,” it was not
at all so necessary for thee to travel away, for then thou
wouldst unquestionably have had ta go.”” But when I
set myself once more to explain everything clearly to her,
she closed my mouth with a kiss and said that she knew
I loved her and that she did not rcally méan what she had
said of the girls in my native town. Filled with tender
caresses and sweet confidenccs, the hours flew by as in
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a dream, and there would have been no end to all our bliss
had not Somadatta and Medini suddenly appeared to
tell us that it was high time to think of returning home.

In the courtyard at Somadatta’s we found cverything
ready for my setting out. I called the overseer of the
ox-wagons to me, and— bidding him use the utmost
dispatch—sent him to the ambassador, with the informa-
tion that my business was, I was sorry to say, not yet
entirely settled and that I must, as a consequence, relinquish
the idea of making the journcy under the escort of the
embassy. My one request was that he would be so good
as give my love Lo my parents, and therewith I commended
myself to his favour.

Scarcely had I stretched myself on my bed, in order—
if possible—to enjoy a few Hours’ sleep—when the am-
bassador himself entered. Thoroughly dismayed, I bowed
deeply before him, while he, in a somewhat surly voice,
asked what this unhcard-of bLehaviour meant,—I was
to come with him at once.

In reply, I was about to speak of my still unfinished
business, but he stopped me peremptorily.

“What nonsensc ! * Business! Enough of such lies.
Dost thou suppose I should not know what kind of business
is on hand when a young puppy suddenly declares himself
unable to leave a town, even if I had not secn that thy
wagons a.lrcady stand fully loaded, and with the oxen
put to, in the courtyard ? ”

Of course I now stodd scarlet with shame, and trembling,
completely taken in my lie. But when he ordered me
to come with him, at once, as already tod many of the
Precious, coel, morning hours had been lost, he encoun-
tered an opposition for which he was plainly not prepared.
From a tone of command he passed to a threatening

3
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one, and finally had recourse to pleading. He reminded
me that my parents had only decided to send me on such
a distant journey because they knew that I could perform
it in his company and under his protection.

But he could have advanced no argument less suited
1o his purpose. For I at once said to myself that then
I should have to wait till another cmbassy went to Kosambi
before I could return to my Vasitthi. No, I would show
my father that I was well able to conduct a caravan,
alone, through all the hardships and dangers of the road.

It is true the ambassador now painied all of these
dangers in sufficiently gloomy colours, but all he said
was spoken to the winds. Finally, in a grcat rage, he
left me ; “he was not to blame, and I must smart for my
own folly.”

To me it sccmed as if I were rclieved from an insuffer-
able burden ; I had now surrendercd mysclf so completely
to my love. In this sweet consciousncss 1 fell asleep,
and did not wake until it was time for us to betake
ourselves to the terrace where our loved ones awaited
us.

Night after night we camec together there, and on each
occasion Vasitthi and I discovered new treasires in our
mutual affection and bore away with us,an -incrcased
longing for our next meeting. The moonlight seemed
to me to be more silvery, the marble cooler, the scent of
the double-jasmines more intoxicating,.the call of the
kokila more languishing, the rustling of the palms more
dreamy, and the restless whispering.of the asokas more
full of mysterious promise, than they could possibly be
elsewhere in all the world.

Oh ! how distinctly I can yet recall the splendld asoka
trees which stood along the whole length of the terrace and
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underneath which we so often wandered, holding each other
in a close embrace. ‘ The Terrace of the Sorrowless ” it
was called, from those trees which the poets name the
“ Sorrowless Tree,” and sometimes “ Heartsease.” I have
never clsewhere seen such magnificently grown specimens.
The spear-shaped sleepless leaves gleamed in the rays of
the moon and whispered in the gentle night-wind, and in
between them glowed the golden, orange, and scarlet
flowers, although we were as yet only at the beginning of
the Vasanta scason. But then, O brother, how should
these trecs not have stood in all their glory, secing that, as
thou knowest, the asoka at once dgpens his blossoms if his
roots be but touched by the fool of a beautiful maiden.

One wonderful night, when the moon was at its full—
to me it secms as if it were bt yesterday—I stood beneath
them with the dear causc of their early bloom, my sweet
Vasitthi. Beyond the deep shadow of the ravine, we gazed
far out into the land. We saw before us the two rivers wind
like silver ribbons away over the vast plain and unitc at
that most sacred spot, which people call the * Triple-lock,”
because they Dbelieve that the ™ Heavenly Gunga joins
them there as third—for by this beautiful name, they, in
that land, call the wonderful heavenly glow which we in the
South know_as the Milky Way—and Vasitihi, raising her
hand, pointed to where it shone far above the tree-tops.

Then we spoke of the mighty Himavat?! in the North,
whence the beloyed Gunga lows down ; the Himavat, whose
snow-covercd peaks sare the habitations of the gods and
whose immense forests and deep chasms have afforded
shelter to the great ascetics. But with evenegreater pleasure
did I follow fo where it takes its rise, the course of the Jumna,

‘ Oh,” I called out, ““ had I but a fairy bark of mother-of-

1 Ancient name of the Himalayas.
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pearl, with my wishes for sails, and steered by my will, that
it might bear us on the bosom of that silver stream upward
to its source. Then should Hastinapura rise again from its
ruins and the towering palaces ring with the banqueting of
the revellers and the strife of the dice-players. Then the
sands of Kurukshetra should yield up their dead. There
the hoary Bhishma in silver armour, over which hang his
white locks, should tower above the field on his lofty chariot
and rain his polished arrows upon the foe ; the valiant Phaga-
datta should come dashing on, mounted on his battle.
inflamed, trunk-brandishing bull clephant; the agile
Krishna should sweep with ithe four white battle steeds of
Arjuna into the ficrcest tumult of the fight. Oh! how I
envied the ambassador his belonging to the warrior caste,
when he told me that his ancestors also had taken part in
that never-to-be-forgotten encounter.  But that was foolish.
For not by descent only do we possess ancestors. We are
our own ancestors. Wherc was I then? Probably even
there, among the combatanis. For, although I am a
merchant’s son, the practice: of arms has always been my
greatest delight ; and it is not too much to say that, sword
in hand, I am a maich for any man.”»

Vasitthi embraced me rapturously and called me her
hero ; I must quite certainly be one of thosc heroes-who yet
live in song; which of them, we could not, of course, know,
as the perfume of the coral tree would scarcely penetrate to
us through the sweet aroma of the *‘ sorrowless ” trees.

I asked her to tell me something of the nature of that
perfume of which, to say truth, I had never hear ". Indeed
I found that roniance, like all things else, bjossomed far more
luxuriously here in the valley of the Gunga than with us
among the mountains.

So she related to me how once, on his progress through
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Indra’s world, Krishna had, at the martial games, won the
celestial coral tree and had planted it in his garden, a tree
whose deep red blossoms shed their fragrance far around.
And, she said, he who, by any chance, inhaled this perfume,
remembered in his heart the long, long past, times long since
vanished, out of his former lives.

‘“ But only the saints are able o inhale this perfume here
on earth,” she said, and added almost roguishly, “ and we
two shall, I fear me, hardly become such. But what does
that matter ? Even if we were not Nala and Damayanti,
I am sure we loved each other quite as much—whatever
our names may have been. And’perhaps, after all, Love
and Faith are the only realitics, merely changing their
names and forms. They are the meclodies, and we, the lutes
on which they arc played.” The lute is shattered and
another is strung, but the melody remains the same. It
sounds, it is true, fuller and nobler on the one instrument
than on the other, just as my new vina sounds far more
beautiful than my old one. We, however, are two splen-
did lutes for the gods to play upon,—from which to draw
the sweetest of all music.”

I pressed her silently to my breast, deeply moved, as
well as astonished at these strange thoughts.

But slte added—and smiled gently, probably guessing what
was in my mind—*Oh ! Iknow, I really ought not to have
such thoughts ; our old family Brahman became quite angry
onone occasion when I hinted at something of the kind ; Iwas
to pray to Krishna arid leave thinking to the Brahmans. So,
as I may not think; but may surcly believe, I will believe
that we were, rea]ly and truly, Nala and Damayanti.”

And raisihg her hands in prayer to the asoka before us,
in all its glory of shimmering blossom and flimmering
leaf, she spoke to it in the words which Damayanti, wander-
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ing heart-broken in the woods, uses to the asoka; but
on her lips, the flexible Cloka verses of the poet scemed to
grow without effort and to blossom cver more richly, like
a young shoot transplanted to hallowed soil—
“Thon Sorrowless Onc! the heart-rending cry of the stricken maiden
hear!
Thou that so fittingly ¢ Heartsease’ art named, give peace of thy peace
tome!
Eyes of the gods are thinc all-secing blossoms ; their lips, thy whispering
leaves.
Tecll me, oh! tell, where my heart’s hero wanders, where my loved Nala
waits.”

Then she looked on me with love-filled eyes, in whose
tears the moonlight was clearly mirrored, and spoke with
lips that were drawn and quivering—

““When thou art far away, and dost recall to mind
this scene of our bliss, then imagine 1o thyself that I stand
here and speak thus to this noble trec. Only then I shall
not say ‘Nala,” but ‘ Kamanita.’”

I locked her in my arms, and our lips met in a kiss full of
unutterable feeling.

Suddenly therc was a rustling in the summit of the
tree above us. A large, luminous red flower floated
downward and scttled on our tear-bedewed cheeks.
Vasitthi took it in her hand, smiled, hallowed it with a
kiss, and gave it to me. I hid it in my breast.,

Several flowers had fallen to the ground in the avenue
of trees. Medini, who sat beside Somaddita, on a bench
not far from us, sprang to her feet, and, holding up several
yellow asoka blossoms, came towards us, calling out—

“Look, sister! The flowers are beginning to fall already.
Soon there will be enough of them for your bath.”

“You don’t mean those yellow things! Vasitthi may
not, on any account, put them into her bath-water,” ex-
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claimed my mischievous friend—* that is, if her flower-
likc body is to blossom in harmony with her love. I assure
you, only such scarlet flowers as that one which friend
Kamanita has just concealed in his robe, should be used.
For it is written in the golden Book of Love: ‘Saffron
yellow affection it is called, when it attracts attention,
indeed, but, notwithstanding, later fades away; scarlet,
however, when it does not later fade but becomes only too
apparent.’ ”’

At the same time he and Medini laughed in their merry,
confidential way.

Vasitthi, however answered gravely, though with her
sweet smile, and gently but firmly pressed my hand—

“Thou dost mistake, dear Somadatta! My love has
the colour of no flower. For I have heard it said that the
colour of the truest love is not red but black—black as
Giva's throat became when the god swallowed the poison
which would otherwise have destroyed all created beings.
And so it must ever be.  True love must be able to withstand
the poison of life, and must be willing to taste the bitterest,
in order that the loved one niay be spared. And from
that bitterest it will assuredly prefer to choose its colour,
rather than from any pleasures, however dazzling.”

In sucli wise spoke my beloved Vasitthi, that night
under the sorrowless trees.



VII
IN THE RAVINE

DEEPLY moved by these vivid memories, the pilgrim be-
came silent for a short time. Then he sighed, drew his
hand over his forchead, and went on with his narrative.

In short, O brother, I went about during this whole
time as if intoxicated with bliss, and my feet scarcely
seemed to touch the carth. On one occasion I was obliged
to laugh aloud because I heard that there were people who
called this world a vale of woe, and who directed their
thoughts and wishes to the not being born again among
men. “ What arrant fools, Somadatta,” I cried, ‘‘ as if
there could be a more perfect abode of bliss than the
Terrace of the Sorrowless ! *’ :

But beneath the terrace was the abyss.

Down into this we had just scrambled, as I called out
those foolish words, and, as if I were to be shown that even
the greatest of earthly pleasures has its bitterness, we were
that very instant assailed by several armed men. How
many there were of them, it was not possible for us, in the
darkness, to distinguish. Fortunately, we wefe able to
cover our backs by placing them against the wall of rock;
and, with the calming consciousness that we were now only
threatened in front, we began to fight for life and love. We
bit our teeth together and were silent as the night, the
while we parried and thrust as coolly as possible ; but our
opponents howled like devils in order to urge one another
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on, and we believed we could distinguish eight to ten of
them. Even if they now found a couple of better swordsmen
before them than they had expected, our situation was yet
sufficiently grave. Two of them, however, soon measured
their length on the ground, and their bodies hindered the
fighting of the others, who feared to stumble over them and
so be delivered up to the tender mercies of our sword-points.
Then they withdrew, as we imagined, a few steps: we cer-
tainly no longer felt their hot breath in our faces.

I whispered a few words to Somadatta, and we moved
a couple of paces sideward, in the hope that our assailants,
imagining us in the old spot, would make a sudden leap
forward, and, in so doing, would run against the wall of
rock, and break the points of their swords, while ours should
find an energetic lodgment between their ribs. Although
we observed the greatest caution, however, some faint
sound must have awakened their suspicion. For the
blind attack we hoped for did not ensue; but prescntly
I saw a narrow streak of light strike the wall, and also
became aware that this ray was emitted from a lamp-wick,
evidently fixed in a carefully opened holder, beside which
a warty nose and a cunning half-closed eye were to be seen.

As the bamboo pole by the help of which we had scaled
the terracé front was still in my left hand, I made a man-
ful thrust with it. There was a loud shriek, and the
disappearanée of the ray, no less than the clirr of the
small lamp as jt fell to the earth, bore witness to the
efficacy of my stroke; and this brief respitc we made use
of to get away as rapidly as possible in the direction
whence we had come. We knew that here the gorge be-
came gradually narrower and the ascent somewhat steep,
and that, finally, one could scramble up to the top with-
out any special exertion. But it was nevertheless a
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piece of great good fortune that our would-be murderers
very soon gave up the pursuit in the darkness; for, at
the final ascent, my strength threatened to give way,
and I felt that I was bleeding copiously ffom several
wounds. My friend was also wounded, though less severely.

On the level once more, we cut up my robe and temporarily
bound up our wounds, and then, leaning on Somadatta’s
arm, I fortunately succecded in reaching home, where I was
obliged {o pass several weeks on a bed of pain.

There I now lay, tortured by threcfold trouble. My
wounds and the fever together consumed my body, and a
burning longing for my beloved devoured my soul. But to
these was soon arlded apprehension for her precious life. For
the delicate, flower-like being had not been able to endure
the news of the mqrtal dangdr in which I had been, and per-
haps cven yet was, and had fallen victim to a severe illness.
Her faithful foster-sister Medini, however, went daily from
one sick-bed to the other, and we did not lack at least
for constant communication and stimulating intercourse.
Flowers passed to and fro between us, and, as we were
both initiated into the mystery of the language of flowers,
we confided many things to one amother by the help of
these sweet messengers. Later, as our strength came back,
many a dainty verse found its way from hand-to hand,
and our condition would soon have become really quite
endurable if, with our recovery,—which kept even pacc in
her case and in mine, just as though we werg too truly united
to admit of any precedence whatever between us,— the
future had not also approached and filled us with grave care.

I may say here, that the nature of the, to all appearance,
enigmatic and sudden attack had not remained a mystery
to us. No other than the son of the Minister of State,—
Satagira was his hated name,—with whom I had striven on
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that unforgettable afternoon in the park for Vasitthi’s ball—
no other than he had set the hired murderers upon me.
Beyond a doubt he had noticed that I remained behind in
the town, after the departure of the embassy, and his
suspicions having been thereby awakened, he had very
soon spied oult my nightly visits to the terrace.

Ah! that Terrace of the Sorrowless was, to our love,
like a sunken island now. True, I would have joyfully
flung my life into the breach, over and over again, to be
able to embrace my sweet darling. But even if Vasitthi
had had the heart to expose me every night to deadly
danger, any such temptation was spared us. Satagira, in
his baseness, must have informed the parents of my sweet-
heart of our secret meetings, for it was soon apparent that
Vasitthi was carcfully and jealously watched; besides
which, slaying oul on the {errace after sundown was
forbidden to her—ostensibly on account of the danger to
her health.

Thus, then, was our love homcless. That which, most
of all, feels itself at liome in seorct, might only be so now
where the whole world looked on. In that public garden
where I first beheld her divine form, and had sought for her
several times in vain, we met once or twice, as if by chance.
But what a meeting was that | How flecting the stolen
minutes! how hesitating and few the hasty words! how
forced the movements which felt themselves exposed to
curious or cven spying glances! Vasitthi besought me at
once to leave the town in which I was threatened with
deadly danger because of her ncighbourhood. She re-
proached herself bitterly for having by her obstinacy, on
that first evening on the terrace, prevailed upon me to stay,
and thereby all but driven me into the jaws of death
already. Perhaps even at this very moment in which she
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was speaking, a fresh band of assassins was being hired
against me. If I did not depart at once, and so place
myself beyond the reach of this peril, I should make her
the murderess of her best beloved. Suppressed sobs
choked her utterance, and I was obliged to stand there
without being able to enfold her in my arms, or kiss away
the tears which rolled, heavy as the first drops of a thunder-
shower, down over her pallid checks. Such a farewell I
could not suffer, and I told her it was not possible to leave
without first meeting her alone, in what way soever this
might have to be accomplished.

Vasitthi’s despairimrg and beseeching look, as, just at
that moment, we were obliged, owing to the approach of
several people, to part, could not shake my determination.
I trusted to the invention of mny beloved, who now, spurred
on by longing for me and fear for my life, counselled more-
over by her clever and—in all love matters—experienced
foster-sister Medini, would be certain to find some way out
of the difficulty. And I was not deceived ; for that very
night Somadatta was able to tell me of a most promising
plan of hers.



VIII
THE PARADISE BUD

A LITTLE behind the eastern wall of Kosambi lies a
beautiful sinsapa wood which is, strictly speaking, a
sacred grove. In an open glade the sanctuary yet stands,
though in a sadly dilapidated condition. It is long since
any sacrificial service has taken place in this ancient fane,
because Krishna, to whom it is dedicated, has had a
magnificent and much larger temple built to him in the
town itself. In the ruin, however, dwelt, besides a pair
of owls, a holy woman, who enjoyed the reputation of
having relations with spirits, by whosc help shc was able
to look into the future—insight which the good soul did not
withhold from such of her fellow-creatures as brought
votive offerings. Such persons madc pilgrimages to her
in large numbers, among them, and particularly after
sunset, being young folks of both sexes, who were, or fancied
themselves, in love, and there were not lacking malicious
tongues which asserted that the old woman should rather
be called a_fémale pander than a saint. However that
may have been, thss saintliness was just what we needed,
and her little temple *‘was chosen as the place for our
meeting. .

Next day I started with my ox-wagons, and took care
that it should-be at the hour when people were on their way
to the bazaar or to the law-courts. In doing so, I inten-
tionally chose the most freguented streets, so that my
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departure could not possibly rcmain hidden from my
enemy Satagira. After but a few hours’ travel, however,
I halted in a large village and had my caravan go into night
quarters there, io the no small delight of my people.
Shortly before sunset, I myself mounted a fresh horse, and,
wrapped in the coarse mantle of one of my servants, rode
back to Kosambi, over the road we had just come.

Night had fallen, and it was quite dark by the time I
reachcd the sinsapa wood. As I carefully guided my horse
between the tree-trunks, I was welcomed by the splendid
odour of the blossoms of the night-lotus, which rose to
greet me from the aicient Krishna pond. Very soon the
crumbling roof of the temple, with its swarming images of
the gods, and its jagged and tangled outlincs, began to show
against the starlit heavens.” T was at the appointed place.
Scarcely had I swung myself out of the saddle when my
friends were at my side. With a cry of rapture, Vasitthi
and I rushed into one another’s arms, half beside ourselves
with the joy of mecting again, and all my recollections
now are of caresses, stammercd words of endearment, and
assurances of love and hdelily, which absorbed us utterly,
till I was rudely startled by the unexpected feeling of a wing
that softly fanned my check as it brushed lightly past.
This, with the hoot of an owl, and the hateful «clang of a
cracked bronze bell which immediately followed, had the
cffect of completely rousing me from my love-trance.
Medini had pulled the old prayer-bell, and so scared the owl
from the recess in which she dwelt. The good-hearted
girl had done it, not so much to summon the saintly woman,
as because she saw that formidable person already coming
.out of the sanctuary, plainly indignant that she should
hear voices within the sacred precincts, although no one
had either rung or knocked.
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Medini informed the ancient dame that her great reputa-
tion for holiness, and the report of her marvcllous know-
ledge, had brought herself and this young man—pointing
to Somadatta—to seek her, in order to reccive information
about what was yet concealed in the lap of time. The
holy woman raised her glance scarchingly towards heaven,
and gave it as her opinion that, as the Plciades occupied
a particularly favourable position with regard to the Polar
Star, she had good reason to hope that the spirits would not
refuse their help ; upon which she invited Somadatta and
Medini to cnter the House of Krishna, the Sixteen-thousand-
one-hundrcdfold Bridegroom,! who dclighted in granting
to a pair of lovers the inmost wishes of their hearts.
Vasitthi and 1, however, as the supposed attendants,
remained outside. .

How wc now assurcd one another, with the most solemn
oaths, that only the All-destroyer, Death, should be able to
part us, how we spoke ol my speedy return so soon as the
rainy season should be over, and discussed ways and means
by which her extremely rich parents should be brought to
consent {o our union, and how all this was intermingled
with innumerable kisses, tears, and embraces, I could not
now tell thee with cven an attempt at truth, for it abides
with me only as the remembrance of a vague dream. Still
less, however, can I, if thou thyself hast not lived through
a similar expéricnce, give thee any idca of the way in which,
in every émbrace, swectest rapture and heart-rending
despair clasped cach other round; for each embrace re-
minded us that the last for this time would soon come, and
who could give us the assurance that it would not then be
the very last.for all time ?

1 The legend attached to this strange name is told in the chapter entitled
¢ Buddha and Khrishna.”
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All too soon, Somadatta and Medini came forth from
the temple. The saintly woman wished to reveal the
future to us also now, but Vasitthi shrank from the
thought. ’

‘“ How should I bear it,” she exclaimed, * if a future
menacing disaster were to be unveiled ? ”

** But why then just menacing disaster ?”’ said the well-
meaning old woman, whose life experiences, presumably
as the result of her sanctity, had probably becen happy
ones. *“ For the servant also, happiness waits,” she added,
with a look fraught with promise.

Bul Vasitthi was nét to be allured ; sobbing, she clung
around my neck.

“Ah! my only love!” she cried, I feel as though
the future with inexorable’ face were looking down upon
us. Oh'! I feel it—I shall never scc thee more.”

Although these words caused an icy chill to creep over
me, I tricd to reason her out of this groundless fear;
but, just becausc it was groundless, my, most eloquent
words availed little or nothing. The tears rolled in an
unbroken stream over her cheeks; with a look of divine
love, she caught my hand and pressed it to her breast.

“Yet if we should nevermore sece cach other in this
world, we shall still remain faithful ; and when this short
and painful life on earth is ended, we shall find one another
in Paradise, and, united there, for ever enjoy the raptures
of heaven. . . . O Kamanita, promise me that. How much
more will that upraise and strengthen me than any words
of comfort! For these are as powerless against the inevit-
able stream of Fate, already surging towards us, as the
reeds against the floods of waters. But all-powerful, bring-
ing forth new life, is sacred, deep-seated resolution.”

‘If it depends only upon that, beloved Vasitthi, how
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should I fail to find thee anywhere ? ” I said. *But let us
hope that it will be in this world.”

* Here everythmg is uncertain, and even the moment
in which we now speak is not ours, but it will be otherwise
in Paradise.”

“Ah! Vasitthi,” I sighed, ‘“is there a Paradise—and
where does it lie ?

‘“ Where the sun sets,” she replied, with complete con-
viction, ** lies the Paradise of Infinite Light ; and for all who
have the courage to despise the carthly, and to fix their
thoughts upon that place of bliss, there waits a pure birth
from the bosom of a lotus flower. The first craving for
that Paradise causes a bud to appear in the holy waters
of the crystal seas; every pure thought, every good deed,
causes it to grow and develop ; while all evil committed in
thought, word, and deed gnaws like a worm within it,
and brings it near to withering away.”

Her eyes shone like temple lights as she spoke thus in a
voice which soupded like sweetest music. Then she raised
her hand and pointed over the*dark tops of the sinsapa
trees to where the Milky Way, with a soft radiance upon
it as of glowing alabaster, lay along the dark purple star-
sown field of heaven.

“ Look ‘there, Kamanita,” she cried, * the heavenly
Gunga! Let, us swear by ils silver waters—which feed
the lotus se3s of yonder fields of the blest—to fix our whole
souls upon the prt:parmg of an eternal home there for our
love.”

Strangely moved, - completely carried out of myself,
and agitated to the.very depths of my being} I raised my
hand to hers, 4nd our hearts thrilled as one at the divine
thought that, at that instant, in endless immensities of
space, high above the storm of this earthly existence, a

4
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double bud of the life of cternal love had come into
As though with the effort her strength was exhausted,
Vasitthi sank into my arms, where, after having pressed
yet another lingering farewell kiss upon my lips, she lay to

all appearance lifeless.
I put her softly into Medini’s arms, mounted my horse,

and rode away without once venturing to look round.



IX

UNDER THE CONSTELLATION OF THE ROBBERS

WHEN I again reached the village in which my followers
had taken up their quarters for the night, I did not hesitate
to wake them ; and, at least a couple of hours before sun-
rise, the caravan was on its way.

On the twelfth day, about the hour of noon, we reached
a very charming valley in the wooded region of the Vedisas.
A small river, clear as crystal, wound slowly through the
green meadows ; the gentle slopes werc timbered with
blossoming underwood which sprecad an aromatic odour
all around ; somewhere about the middle of the extended
valley bottom, and not far from the little river, there stood
a nyagrodha tree, whose impenetrable leafy dome cast a
black shadow on the emerald mead beneath, and which,
supported by its thousand secondary trunks, formed a
grove, wherein ten caravans like mine could easily have
found sheiter. *

I remembesed the spot perfectly from our journey out,
and had aleeady dccided on it as a camping-place. So a
halt was made. The tired oxen waded out into the stream
and drank greedily of the cooling waters, the better, by and
by, to enjoy the terider grass on the banks. The men
refreshed themsclves with a bath, and, collecting some
withered branches, proceeded to light a fire at which to
cook their rice; whilst I—also reanimated by a bath—
flung myself down at full lt:lngth where the shadows lay
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deepest, with a root of the chief trunk as head-rest, in
order to think of Vasitthi, and soon, in very truth, to
dream of her. Led by the hand of my beloved, I floated
away through the fields of Paradise.

A great outcry brought me abruptly back to rude
reality. As though a wicked magician had suffered them
to grow up out of the soil, armed men swarmed about us,
and the neighbouring thickets added constantly to their
numbers. They were already at the wagons, which I had
ordered to be drawn up in a circle round the tree, and had
begun to fight with my people, who were practised in the
handling of arms, and defended themseclves bravely. I
was soon in the thick of the fight. Several robbers fell
by my hand. Suddenly, I saw beforc me a tall, bearded
man of horrible aspect, the upper part of his body naked,
and about his neck a triple row of human thumbs. Like
a flash, the knowledge came to me: * This is Angulimala,
the cruel, bloodthirsty robber, who makes of the villages
blackened roof-trees; of the towns, hedps of smoking
ruins ; of the wide lands, desert wastes; who does away
with innocent people and hangs their thumbs about his
neck.” And I believed my last hour was come. As a
matter of fact, the monster at once struck my_sword out
of my hand—a feat with which I would have credited no
being of flesh and blood. Soon I lay on the ground, fettered
hand and foot. Round about me all my people were
killed save one, an old servant of, my father’s, who was
overpowered by numbers, and, like myself, had been
made prisoner without a wound. Gathered in groups
round about us, under the shady roof of the gigantic tree,
the robbers indulged themselves to their hearts’ content.
The crystal chain with the tiger’s eye, which, as I have
already mentioned to thee, was torn apart in the struggle
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with Satagira—the chain which my good mother Lad at
parting hung round my neck as an amulet—was rent from
me by Angulimala’s murderous hand. But much more
distressing was the loss of the asoka flower, which I had con-
stantly carried over my heart since that night on the terrace.
Not far from me, I believed I could see it, a little red flame
in the trampled grass, on the very spot where the youngest
robbers ran hither and thither, carrying to the revellers the
streaming flesh of beeves which had been hastily slaughtered
and roasted, and, what was even more agreeable to the
thirsty passions of that bestial throng, calabashes filled
with spirits. It was to me as though they trampled on my
heart every time I saw my poor asoka flower disappear
under their foul feet, to reappear a moment later less
luminous than before, till at lepgth I could see it no longer.
And I wondered whether Vasitthi now stood beneath the
sorrowless tree, pleading for news. How good, if she were,
that it could not tell her where I then was, for she would
certainly have yielded up her tender soul could she have
seen mc in sueh surroundings. Not more than a dozen
paces away, the formidable Angulimala himself caroused
with several of his cronies. The bottle coursed freely, and
the faces of the robbers—with the exception of osne, of whom
I will speak later—became more and more flushed, while
they carried dn conversations full of noisy animation and
excitement, and now and again broke into open quarrel.

At that-time, unfortunately, the jargon of the robbers
had not been added to my many accomplishments—from
which one may see how' little human beings can discern
what acquirements” are likely to be of most service to
them. How moré than glad I should have been to be
able to comprehend the gist of their loud talk, for I could
not doubt that it concerned me and my fate! Their faces
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and gestures showed me so much, with gruesome plainness ;
and veritable tongues of flame, which from time to time
flashed over to me from beneath the thick, bushy brows of
the robber captain, brought home with much bitterness the
loss of my amulet against the evil cye, which I could now
sec gleaming on the shaggy breast of the monster himself.
My feeling was not at fault, for, as I later learned, I had
cut down a pet of Angulimala’s—one who was, moreover,
the best swordsman in the whole band—before his very
eyes, and the captain had only refrained from killing me on
the spot, for the reason that he wanted to still his thirst
for vengeance, by seeing me slowly tortured to death,
But the others were not inclined to see a rich prize, which
belonged of right to the whole band, uselessly squandered
in any such way. A bald-hcaded, smooth-shaven robber,
who looked as though he might be a priest, struck me as
the man who chiefly differed from Angulimala, and the
only one who understood how to curb the savage. He was
also the only onc whosc face during the drinking retained
its paleness. After a long dispute, in the course of which
Angulimala sprang up a couple of times and reached for
his sword, victory fell—fortunately for me—to the pro-
fessional aspect of the case.

It should be mentioncd that Angulimala’s band . belonged
to the “ Senders,” so called because it was one of their
rules that, of two prisoners, one should be sent to raise
the money required for the ransom they denranded. If
they took a father and son prisoner, they bade the father
go and bring the ransom for the son; of two brothers, they
sent the elder; if a teacher with his disciple had fallen
into their hands, then the disciple was sent ;, had a master

-and his servant been caught, then the servant was obliged
to go—for which reason they were known as the “ Senders,"”
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To this end they had, as was usual with them, spared my
father’s old servant when they butchered all the rest of
my people; for, although somewhat up in years, he was
still very active, and looked intelligent and experienced—
which indeed he had proved himself to be, seeing that he
had already successfully conducted several caravans.

He was now frced from his fetters and scnt away that
same evening, after I had given him a confidential message
to my parents, from which they would be able to see that
there was no deception about the matter. But before he
set out, Angulimala scratched some marks on a palm-leaf
and handed it to him. It was a kind of safe-conduct, in
case, on the way back with the money, he should fall into
the hands of other robbers. For Angulimala’s name was so
feared, that robbers who dazed to steal royal presents
from the king’s highway would never have had the audacity
even to touch anything that was his.

My chains were also soon takcn off, as they well knew
that I would not be so foolish as attempt to fly. The first
use to which I put my frcedom was to fling myself down on
the spot where I had seen the asoka flower disappear. But
alas! not even a remnant of it could I discover. The
delicate bit. of flaming flower scemed under the coarse feet
of the robpers te have been stamped to very dust. Was it
a symbol of our life-happiness ?

Comparatively free, I now lived with and moved about
among those dangerous fellows, awaiting the arrival of the
ransom which must cqme within two months.

As we were at that time in the dark half of the month,
thefts and robberies followed upon one another in rapid
succession. For this season, which stands under the
auspices of the terrible goddess Kali, was devoted almost
exclusively to regular business, so that no night passed
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without a surprise attack being carried out, or a house
broken into. Secveral times whole villages were plundered.
On the fifteenth night of the waning moon, Kali’s festival
was celebrated with ghastly solemnity. Not only were bulls
and countless black goats slaughtered before her image,
but several unhappy prisoners as well; the victim being
placed before the altar, and having an artery so opened
that the blood spouted dircctly into the mouth of the
loathsome figure hung round with its necklaces and
pendants of human skulls. Thereafter followed a frantic
orgy, in the course of which the robbers swilled intoxicating
drink with utter abandon till quite senscless, all the while
amusing themsclves with the Bajaderes who had been,
with unparalleled audacity, carried off for that purpose
from a great temple. .

Angulimala, who in his cups became magnanimous,
wanted to make me also happy with a young and handsome
Bajadere. But when I, with my heart full of Vasitthi,
spurned the maiden, and she, overwhelmed by the slight
put upon her, burst into tcars, Angulimhla flew into a
frightful rage, seized, and would have strangled me then
and there, but that the bald, smooth-faced robber came to
my help. A few words from him sufficed to make the iron
grip of the chicf relax, and to send him away growling like
a scarcely tamed brute. )

This remarkable man, who thus for the*second time
became my rescuer,—his hands yet bloody, from the hideous
Kali sacrifice he had conducted,—wag the son of a Brahman.
But because he had been born under the Robber Con-
stellation he had taken to the trade of therobber. At first he
had belonged to the * Thugs,” but went over for scientific
reasons to the * Senders.” From his father’s family he had
inherited, as he told me, a leaning to religious meditation.



THE CONSTELLATION OF THE ROBBERS 57

So, on the one hand, he conducted the sacrificial service as
priest,—and people ascribed the unusual luck of the band
nearly as much to his priestly knowledge as to Angulimala’s
able leadership,—and, on the other hand, he lectured on the
metaphysics of the robber-nature, in systematic form,—
and not only on the technical side of it, but on its ethical
side also; for I observed, to my amazement, that the
robbers did have a morality of their own, and by no means
considered themselves worse than other men.

These lecturcs were delivered chiefly at night, during
the clear half of thc month, at which time—apart from
chance occurrences—business wase quiet. In a forest
clearing, the hearcrs squatied in several semicircular rows
about the worshipful Vajagravas, who sat with his legs
crossed under him. Iis powerful head, barren of all hair,
shone in the moonlight, and his whole appearance was not
unlike that of a Vedic teacher who, in the quict of a starlit
night, imparts the Esoteric or Sccret Doctrine to the inmates
of a forest hermitage; but, on the other hand, many an
unholy and bestial face, ayc, and that of many a gallows-
bird, was to be scen in that circle. It really seems to me
as though I scc them at this moment—as though I hear
again the .seething of the sounds in that gigantic forest,
now swelling te the long sough of the far-off storm, anon
sinking to the gentle sigh of the night wind as it goes to rest
amid the lonely tree-tops—at intervals, the distant growl
of a tigeror thg hoarser bellow of a panther—and above
it all, clear, penetrating, marvcllously quiet, the voice of
Vajagravas—a deep, full-toned bass, the priceless inherit-
ance of countless generations of Udgatars?

To these lectures I was admitted because Vajagravas had
conceived a liking for me. He even went so far as to

1 Vedic sacrificial singers.
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assert that I, like himself, had been born under a robber star,
and that I would one day join myself to the servants of
Kali, for which reason it would be of value to listen to his
addresses, as they would unquestionably waken to active
life the instincts slumbering within me. I have on such
occasions heard very remarkable lectures from him on the
different ““ Sects of Kali ”—usually called thieves and
robbers—and on the usages which severally distinguish
them. No less instructive than entertaining were his
excursive remarks on themes like * The value of courtesans
in hoodwinking the police,” or ‘‘ Characteristics of officials
of the upper and lower'ranks, open to bribery, with reliable
notes as to each man’s price.’”” To his particularly keen
ohservation of mankind, as well as to his severe logicality
in drawing conclusions, irreproachable testimony was borne
by his treatment ‘of the question, “ How and why do
rascals recognise one another at the first glance, while
honest men do not; and what advantages accrue to the
former from this circumstance ?”’ not to speak of his
brilliant remarks on ‘“ The stupidity of night-watchmen in
general, a stimulating refection for beginners,” when the
sleeping forest rang again to such a chorus of laughter that
the robbers flocked together from all sides of the camp, in
order to hear what was going on. .

But dry technical questions also, the master understood
how to handle in an interesting fashion, and I recollect
really fascinating dissertations on * How tp make a breach
in a wall without noise,” or, * Howy to exca.vate a sub-
terranean passage with technical accuracy.” The proper
construction gf different kinds of crowba.rs, particularly
of the so-called “snake-jaw,” and of the “cancriform®’
hook, was most graphically described; the use of soft-
stringed instruments to discover whether people are awake,
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and of the wooden héad of a man thrust in at the door or
window to ascertain whether the supposed burglar will
be observed,—all such things were thoroughly discussed.
His development of the theory that a man, when carrying
out a theft, must unquestionably take the life of every one
who might later bear witness against him, as also his
general consideration of the statement that a thief should
not be afflicted with a moral walk and conversation, but,
on the contrary, be coarse and violent, occasionally
abandoning himself to drunkenness and immorality, I
count among the most learned and witty lectures I have
ever heard. :

In order, however, to give thee a better idea of the pro-
found mind of this truly original man, I must repeat to
thee the most famous passage from his “ Commentary on
the Ancient Kali-Sutras, the Esoteric Doctrine of the
Thieves ”’ 1—a commentary of all but canonical importance.

1 With regard to the style of the Indian Sutras and their connection with
the next chapter, sec the note at the end of this book.



X
ESOTERIC DOCTRINE

THUs the Sutra reads: ‘“THE DIVINE ALSO DOST THOU
THINK? . . . No! . . . IRRESPONSIBILITY . . . ON
ACCOUNT OF SPACE, OF SCRIPTURE, OF TRADITION.”

The worshipful Vajagravas comments upon this as follows:

“The divine also . . .’ that is punishment.

“For, in the preceding Sutra, such punishments were
spoken of as the king or the authorities decree upon the
robber, of which ‘are: the mutilation of hand, foot, and
nose, the secthing cauldron, the pitch garland, the dragon’s
mouth, running the gauntlet, the rack, besprinkling with
boiling oil, decapitation, rending by dogs, impalement
of the living body—more than sufficient rcason why the
robber should, if possible; not let himsclf be caught, but, if
he should indeed have been caught, why he should in every
possible way seek to escape.

* Now some pcople say, ‘ Divine pumshment a.lso threatens
the robber.’ ‘No,’ says our Sutra; and for the reason
that srresponsibility comes into play. Which may be
made clear in three ways: by the aid of. reason, from the
Veda, and from the heroic songs handed down to us.

“‘On account of space . . ." by which the following
consideration, founded on reason, is meant. If I cut off
the head of‘a human being or an anirhal, my sword goes
through between the indivisible particles ; for these particles
it cannot, on account of that v:'ryindivisibility, cut through.
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What it cuts through, then, is the empty space which
separates these particles. But to this space one cannot,
on account qf its very emptiness, do any harm. For to
harm a nothing is just the same as not to harm anything.
As a consequence, one cannot by this cutting through of
space incur any responsibility, and a divine punishment
cannot be meted out for it. But if this be true of killing,
how much more then of deeds which are punished less
severely by men ?

*‘Thus far, reason ; now comes scriplure.

“The sacred Veda teaches us that, that which alone has
any true existence, is the highest godhead. the Brahman.
But if this be true, then all killing is an empty deception.
This the Veda also says in so many words, in the passage
where Yama, the god of death, tells the young Nagiketas
of this Brahman, and among other things, says—

¢ *\Vho, slaying, belicves that he kills,
Who, when sliin, believes that he dies,
Astray is this vne and that—
He dies not, nor docs Jie kill.*

“But even more convincingly is this abysmal truth
revealed to us in The Heroic Song of Krishna and Arjuna.
For Knshna hlmself having known no beginning, destined
to know no end the eternal, almighty, unthinkable being,
the highest god, who for the salvation of all crcated beings
suffered himsclf to be born as man—Krishna helped, in
the last days of his earthly pilgrimage, the King of the
Pindavas, the high-minded Arjuna, in the war against the
Kauravas, because the latter had done him and his brothers
grievous wrong. Now when both armies ware drawn up
in battle array, their bristling ranks opposed to one
another, Arjuna espied among the hostile forces many a
former friend, many a cousin and comrade of past days.



62 THE PILGRIM KAMANITA

For the Pindavas and the Kauravas were the sons of two
brothers. And Arjuna was moved to the depths of his
heart, and he hesitated to give the signal for battle, for
loath was he to kill those who had once been his own
people. So he stood there looking down from his war-
chariot, his chin sunk on his breast, a prey to torturing
hesitancy, undecided as to what he should do ; and beside
him stooc the golden god Krishna, who was his chariotecr.
And Krishna guessed at the thoughts of the noble Pandaver
king.

“Smiling, he pointed to the rival armies, and showed
Arjuna how all those beings come into existence and pass
—yet only in seeming—because in all of them only that
One lives whose past has known no dawn, whose future
shall know no sunset, untouched alike by birth and
death—

“¢Who for 2 murd’rer holds the one,
Who deems him murdered that lies here,
He knows, and knows of either, naught—

For no one murders, no one dics,
Come then, the fight beginnest thou !’

“Taught in this way, the Pandaver king gave the signal
for beginning the awful battle, and won. So that Krishna,
the human-born, highest god, by the revelation of this great
esoteric doctrine, changed Arjuna from a shallpw and weak-
hearted man to a deeply thoughtful, 1ron-hearte.d sage and
hero.

“In truth, then, the following holds good :

“ * Whosoever commits a crime or causes it to be com-
mitted, whosoever destroys or causes to be destroyed,
whosoever strikes or causes to be struck, whosoever robs
the living of life or takes that which has not been given to
him, breaks into houses, or robs others of their property—
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whatsoever it be that he does, he burdens himself with no
guilt ; and whosoever should, now and here, convert with a
sharply ground axe every living thing on this earth to a
single boneless mass, to onc mass of pulp, would, on
that account, be no way guilty, do no wrong. And whoso
should on the southern bank of the Gunga take his way,
laying waste and murdering, would, on that account, have
no guilt ; and whoso should on the northern bank of the
Gunga take his way, distributing alms and making presents,
would, on that account, have no merit. By means of
generosity, gentleness, self-renunciation, one does nothing
meritorious, nothing good.””
And there now follows the astounding, yea, frightful

477TH SUTRA,
which, in its striking brevity, runs—
‘““ RATHER . . . ON ACCOUNT OF THE EATER . . .”

The meaning of these few words, wrapped as they are in
deepest mystery, the worshipful Vajagravas discloses to us
as follows:

*Far removed from any such idea as that of divine
punishment threatening the robber and homicide, ¢ rather ’
is the opposite the case; namely, that he grows like to
God him.sel_'f, which becomes clear from those passages in
the Veda, wheré the highest God is glorified as the * Eater,”
such as—

¢“The Warrior and the Brahman both, He eats for bread,
When he with brew of death them sprinkles o'er.”

*“As the world has its beginning in Brahman, so also
its passing away ; Brahman causing it ever to go forth anew
and ever destroying-it. So that God is not onl _gg{he creator
but also the dévourer of all created beings, of whom here
only ‘ Warriors’ and ‘ Brahmans’ are mentioned as the
highest in rank—and who therefore represent all the others.
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“ So also it reads in another passage—

¢¢¢] eat them all, but me they do not eat.’

These were the very words, as thou must know, of the
Highest God himself when, in the shape of a ram, he carried
the boy Medhatithi to the heavenly world. For, indignant
at his forcible abduction, the latter demanded to know who
his abductor was: ‘Tell me who thou art, clse will I, a
Brahman, smite thec with my wrath.” And he, in the
semblance of a ram, revealed himsclf as that highest
Brahman, as the All in All, in the words—

€ ¢ Who is’t that kills and also prisoner takes?
Who is the ram that leads thee far from here?
Lo! it is I, who in this form appear,
Lo! it is I, and I appear in every form.

‘If one feels fear, be it of whatsoe’er,
Lo ! fear is mine, who also causc to fear;
But in the greatness, lies the ditference—
I cat them all, but me they do not eat,

fWho might me know? who call me by my name?
1 smote my encmies all, me no one smote.’

* It must by this time be plain to the dimmest eye that the
likeness to the Brahman canot lie in being destroyed and
eaten—as would be the case werc gentléness and self-
renunciation to be regarded as virtues—but, on the con-
trary, in destroying and eating all others. In other words,
it lies in using others to the utmost and’ in crushing them
—while in one’s own person suffering no harm.

““ There cannot therefore be the slightest doubt but that
the doctrjre—of the punishment of® hell for him who
commits deeds of violence—is an invention of the weak to
protect themselves from the might of the strong, by
intimidating them.
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¢ And if, in the Veda, several passages contain thisdoctrine,
they must—because quite out of harmony with the chief
tenets of the faith—have been at some time treacherously
interpolated by the weak. When, then, the Rigveda says
that, although the whole world is, properly speaking, the
Brahman, yet God recognises mankind to be, of all others,
the most fully penetrated by the Brahman—it cannot but
be recognised that, among men, the real and true robber is
the man, of all others and beyond all others, who is most
fully penetrated by the Brahman, and that he therefore
is the Head of. Creation. .

“But with regard to thc thief who does not rise to
the level of robberhood, sceing that scripture frequently
declares the idea of ‘ that belongs 10 me’ to be a delusion
and a hindrance to the highest*purpose for which men were
created, it is, without further waste of words, clear that
the thief, who has made it his life-work to combat that
delusion by his daily actions, represents the highest truth.
Nevertheless the robber, on account of his violence, stands
higher. .

**So then, the position of the robber as ‘ Lord of Creation’
has been made plainly manifest, both by logical reasoning
and from scripture, and is to be rcgarded as incontro-
vertible.”.



XI

THE ELEPHANT'S TRUNK

AFTER the forcgoing specimen of the curious sentiments
of this extraordinary man—to whose charge at least one
cannot lay, as to that of so many other noted thinkers,
that he didn’t put his thcories into practice—I resume
the thread of my narrative.

In the presence of these manifold adventurcs and new
mental occupations—I naturally didn’t neglect the oppor-
tunity cither of inaking the robbers’ jargon my own—it
was impossible that the time should not pass quickly.
But the ncarer it approached its end, the more was my
confidence shaken by oppressive fears.  Would the ransom
come at all? Although the safe-conduct given him
could protect the old servant against robbers, yet a tiger
might have rent him in pieces at some point on his journey,
or a swollen river swept him away, or any-one of the
countless unforeseen chances of travel might have detained
him until too late. Angulimala’s flaming glances shot
so often and so evilly over to me that I felf as if he were
hoping for something of the kind, andsthen perspiration
born of sheer fear broke forth from every pore. How-
ever wonderfully and systematically introduced, and
with whatever kecnest logic established, Vajagravas’
reasoned siatement might be, that in every case in which
the ransom was not forthcoming within the proper time,
the prisoner in question had to be sawn through the
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middle with a cross-cut saw, and both parts tossed on
to the high-road with the head towards the rising moon,
yet I must honestly confess that my admiration for this,
scientifically regarded, assuredly astounding perform-
ance of my lecarned friend was somewhat spoiled by a
peculiar sensation in my more than slightly interested
peritoncum, particularly as the double-toothed cross-cut
saw used on such occasions was fetched, and, to illustrate
what he said, was set in motion by two horrible-looking
fellows, its victim for the moment being a faggot repre-
senting a human being. .

Vajagravas, who noticed that I began to feel sick, patted
me cncouragingly on the shoulder, and said that the
thing did not in any way concern me. From which I
naturally began to hope that, in case’ of neccessity, he
would come to my rescue for the third time. But when
1, in most grateful words, hinted at something of the kind,
he drew a very long face and said—

“ If thy Karma should really bear thee such a grudge as
to suffer thy ransom to come lafey were it but by so much
as half a day, then assuredly no god and no devil could help
thee, for the laws of Kali are snviolable. But comfort
thyself, my son. Thou art designed for quite other
things. Rather'do I fear for thee that thou wilt onc day,
after a notable robber carcer, be beheaded or impaled in
some public. place. But that is a long way off yet.”

I could not say that this comfort uplifted me greatly,
and so was not a little relieved when, a full week before
the expiry of the allotted time, our faithful old servant
arrived with the sum demanded. I bade farewvgll to my
horrible host—who, remembering his slain fnend put
on a gloomy expression, as though he would much rather
have had me sawn asunder—and affectionately pressed the
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hand of the Brahman, who banished a tear of emotion
by the confident assurance that we should certainly meet
again on the nightly paths of Kali. Then we left accom-
panied by four robbers, who had to answer with their
lives for our safe arrival in Ujjeni. For Angulimala,
who was very jealous of his robber honour, promised
them, as he sent us away, that if I were not handed over,
safe and sound, in my native town, he would flay them
alive and hang their skins up at the four corners of a
cross-road ; and men knew that he kept his word.

Fortunately, how:zver, it did not, in this instance, become
necessary, and the four rogues, who behaved admirably
on the way, may still be in the service of the goddess-
dancer with her swaying necklace of skulls.

We reached Ujjeni without further adventure; and,
to be quite truthful, I had had enough with what I had
already gone through. The joy of my parents at seeing
me was indescribable. But all the more was it impossible
to wring from them the permission to undertake a journey
to Kosambi very soon again. My father had lost, as thou
knowest, in addition to my by no means insignificant
ransom, all the goods and all the people in my caravan,
and was not in a position at once to fit out a new one.
Yet that was a small hindrance in comparison with the
terror which overcame my parents at the thought of the
dangers of the road. In addition, we did not fail to hear
from time to time of Angulimala’s fearful deeds; and I
cannot deny that I had no great desire to fall into his
hands a second time. Nor was there just then the slightest
possibility of getting a message threugh to Kosambi, so
that I “was obliged to content myself with memories,
and, confidently relying upon the fidelity of my adored
Vasitthi, to comfort myself with the hope of better times.
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And at last these came. One day a rumour flew like
wild-fire through the town, that the frightful Angulimala
had been utterly defeated by Satagira, the son of the
Minister in Keosambi, his band cut down or dispersed,
and he himsclf with many of his most notorious followers
taken prisoner and executed.

My parents were now no longer able to resist my passion-
ate entreaties. Pcople had really good reason at last
to believe that, for a long time to come, the roads would
be free; and my father was not disinclined to try his luck
again. But at this juncture I became ill, and when I
rose from my bed the rainy season was so near, that it
was nccessary to wait till it should be past. Then, indeed,
nothing further stood in my way. With many admoni-
tions to be prudent, my pareilts bade me farewell, and I
was once more on the road, at the head of a well-stocked
caravan of thirty ox-wagons, with a heart full of joy and
courage, and urged forward by consuming desire.

Everything ran as smoothly on the present journey
as on my first one, and one beautiful morning I entered
Kosambi, half-crazed with joy. I was soon aware, however,
of a most unusual throng of people in the streets, and
my progress became ever slower, till at length, at a spot
where we had to cross the chief thoroughfare in the town,
our train of wagons came to a complete standstill. It
was literally'impossible to force our way through the
crowd, and I now noticed that the chicf street, of which
1 have spoken, was most magnificently decorated with flag-
staffs, carpets depending from the windows and balconies,
and festoons hung from side to side of the street, as for some
pageant. Cursing with impatience, I asked those who
stood in front of me what was taking place.

‘“ Why,” they cried out, “‘ dost thou not know then that
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this day Satagira, the son of the Minister of State, cele-
brates his marriage? Thou canst consider thyself most
fortunate to have arrived just at this moment, for the pro-
cession is now on its way from the temple of Krishna,
and passes here ; and such magnificence thou hast assuredly
never beheld ! ”

That Satagira should be cclebrating his marriage was
to me no less important than weclcome news, because
his seeking the hand of my Vasitthi in marriage would
have been, with her parents, one of the greatest hindrances
to our union. So the waiting did not displease me, and
the less that it could not last lon‘g, for already we werc
able to sec the lances of a cavalry division which
moved slowly past amid the deafening plaudits of the
crowd. These horsemen tnjoyed, as the peoplc told
me, the greatest popularity in Kosambi, because it
was chicfly they who had rendered Angulimala’s band
innocuous.

Almost directly behind them came the elephant carry-
ing the bride—beyond all, question a stupendous sight—
the crusted, knoll-like forchead of the gigantic animal—
which reminded one of Meru, the mountain of the gods
—covered with a veil of many-coloured jewels. And just
as, in the carly ycar, a fiery bull elephant moves along,
the drops of moisture rolling down his temples and c¢heeks,
and swarms of bees, allured by the sweet odour, hang over
it, so here, temples and checks shimmered with the most
wonderful pearls, above which dangled limpid garlands
of black diamonds—an effect beautiful cnough to make
one cry out. The powerful tusks were mounted in the
purest gold ; and from the breastplate, which was made
of the same precious metal and set with large rubies,
the airiest of Benares muslin hung down and softly wound
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itself around the powerful legs of the animal, like morning
mists around the stems of lordly forest trees.

But it was the trunk of the state elephant that, before
all things else, enchained my glance. Processions I had
seen in Ujjeni, and gorgeously decorated elephants’ trunks,
but never onc displaying such taste as this. With us,
the trunk was usually divided into ficlds which formed
onc exquisite pattern and were completely covered with
colour. But here the skin was left free as the ground-tone,
and over this branch-like foundation was twined a loose
spray of lancct-shaped asoka lcaves, from the midst of
which yellow, orange, and scarlet flowers shone forth—the
whole, in treatment and finish, the perfection of cxquisite
ornamental stylisation.

While I now, with the eye of a connoisseur, studied
this marvellous picce of work, there began to creep over
me a home-sick fecling, and I scemed to inhale again all
the love-odour of those blissful nights upon the terrace.
My heart began to beat violently as I was involuntarily
drawn on to think of my own marriage ; for what happier
adornment, than just this, could be invented for the
animal which should one day carry Vasitthi, seeing that
the “ Terrace of the Sorrowless ”’ was famed throughout
Kosambi-for its wonderful asoka blossoms ?

In this dreamy condition, I heard, near me, onc woman
say to ano_th'er : *“ But the bride—she doesn’t look at all
happy ! ” * )

Hardly conscious of what I did, I glanced upward, and
a strangely uncasy feceling stole over me as I caught sight
of the figure sitting there under the purple baldachin.
Figure, I say—the face I couldn’t see, because* the head
was sunk upon the breast—but even of a figure one saw
little, and it seemed as if in that mass of rainbow-coloured
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muslins, although a body did exist, it was not one gifted
with life or any power of resistance. The way in which
she swayed hither and thither at every movement of the
animal, whose powerful strides caused the tent on his back
to rock violently to and fro, had something unutterably
sad, something to make one shudder in it. There was
really cause 1o fear that she might at any moment plunge
headlong downward. Some such idea may have occurred
to the maiden standing behind her, for she laid her hand
on the shoulder of the bride, and bent forward, possibly
to whisper a word of courage in her ear.

An icy fear all but lamed me as, in the supposed servant,
I recognised—Medini. And before this suddenly awakened
foreboding had time to grow clear within me, Satagira’s
bride had raised her head.

It was my Vasitthi.



XII
AT THE GRAVE OF THE HOLY VAJACRAVAS

YEs, it was she. No possibility of mistaking those
features—and yet they in no way resembled hers,
were indced like nothing that I had ever seen—in
such nameless, superhuman misery did they seem to be
petrified.

When I came to my senses again, the end of the pro-
cession was just passing us.*® My fainting so suddenly
was ascribed to the heat and to the crush of people. Utterly
without power of volition, I suffered myself to be taken
to the next caravanserai.

There I lay down in the darkest corner, with my face
to the wall, and remaincd in the same position for many
days, bathed in tears and refusirig all food. To our old
servant and caravan leader, the same that had accom-
panicd me on my first journey, I gave directions to sell
all our wares as quickly as possible—if necessary, even
on the most unfavourable terms—as I was too ill to attend
to any businéss. Of a truth, I was able to do nothing
but brood uﬁon my-inconceivable loss ; in addition to which,
I did not wish to shows myself in the town, lest I should
be recognised by some one. Before all things, I desired
to keep Vasitthi from learning anything of my presence
in Kosambi. * -

Her picture as I last saw her floated unceasingly before
my vision. True, I was ingignant at her fickleness, or
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rather at her weakness ; for I could not fail to rcalise that
only the latter came into question, and that she had not
been able to withstand the pressure brought to bear upon
her by her parents. That she had not turned her heart to
the triumphant son of the Minister was cvidenced plainly
enough by her attitude and look. But when T remembered
her as, standing in the Krishna grove, her whole face trans-
figured, she had sworn eternal fidelity to me, I did not
understand how it was possible for her to yicld so soon, and
I said to myself, sighing bitterly, that on maidens’ oaths no
reliance was to be placed. Yet always that face full of
deepest misery rose again before me—and, in a moment,
all resentment was dispelled and only tendcrest pity went
surging forth to meet it; so I firmly made up my mind not
to add to her trouble by alléwing any news of my presence
in Kosambi to come to her cars. Never again should she
learn anything of me ; she would then, beyond all question,
believe that I was dead, and would gradually resign herself
to her fate, which was, afier all, not lacking in outward
splendour.

Fortunately, c1rcumstances rendered it possible for my
old servant, in an unexpectcdly short time, to exchange
or sell his wares to great advantage, so that, after but a
few days, I was able very carly one morning to leave
Kosambi with my caravan.

When I passed the western gate on my way out, I
turned to take a last look at the city within whose walls I
had lived through so much, both of joy and sorrow,
that could never be forgotten. A few days before,
as I entered the town, I was filled. to such a degree
with restless anticipation that I had eyes for nothing
round about me. Impossible as it may seem, I had
thus remained blind to the fact that not only the battle-
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ments of the gate, bult also the coping of the walls to
either side, were hideously decorated with impaled human
heads.

There was no room for doubt—these were the heads of
the exccuted robbers from Angulimala’s band.

For the first time since I had scen Vasitthi’s face under
the baldachin, another feeling than that of grief possessed
me, and I gazed with unspeakable horror upon these heads,
of which the vultures had long since left nothing but the
bones, with, at the very most, the pigtails, and here and
there a beard whose wild tangle had protected the place on
which it grew. So all of them would have been unrecognis-
able had not his savage red beard betrayed one, and his
pigtail wound around on the top of his head, after the
manner of the ascetic plait-wcarers, another. These two,
and without doubt many of the others, had often
nodded to me in comrade-like fashion from the camp
circle at night; and I remembered with ghastly dis-
tinctness how that red beard, flaring in the moon-
light, had wagged with merriment on the occasion of
the lecture upon the Stupidify of Night-watchmen.”
Yes, so realistic was it all that I could almost imagine
I still heard the droning laughter from that lipless
mouth,

But about the middle of the battlements over the gate,
and somewhat raised above the rest, a powerful skull shone
forth in the rays df the rising sun and imperiously drew all
my attention to itself. » How should I not recognise those
lines again ? He it was who that day forced us all to laugh
without himself moving a muscle of his Brahman face.
Vajagravas’ head dominated here, while, withouat doubt,
Angulimala’s had been put up over the eastern gate. And
a curious sensation stole over me as I thought of the
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profundity with which the former had in those past
days expoundcd the mysterics of the various modes
of capital punishment,— quartering, rending by dogs,
impalement, decapitation, —and with what nice care
he thereupon sought to prove that the robber should
not let himsclf be caught ; but if unfortunately caught,
how he must seek by all possible means to escape.
Ah! of what help had his sciencc been to him? So
little may man avoid his fate, which is, as we know, the
fruit of his deeds—it may be in this, it may be in some
former life !

To me it scemed as though he looked very earnestly
from the hollows of his empty eyes, and his half-open mouth
called to me: * Kamanita! Kamanita! Look closely upon
me, consider well what thou seest. For thou also, my son,
wast born under a robber star, thou also shalt tread the
nightly paths of Kali, and, just as I have ended here, so
wilt thou also one day end.”

Yet, strangely enough, this phantasy, which was vivid
as any sense perception, filled me neither with fear nor
horror. My—according to this supposition—appointed
robber career, to which I had up to this time never
given an earncst thought, stood suddenly before me,
and not merely not in sober, but even in -seductive
colours.

Robber chief l—what could be more a.llur'ing to me in
my misery ? For I did not doubt for a moment but that,
with my many talents and accomplishments, and particu-
larly with those that I owed to the teaching of Vajagravas,
I should at once take the position of leader. And what
position gould mean as much to me as that of robber
chief > 'Why, even that of a king would be of little
count beside it. For could s give me vengeance on
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Satagira ? Could ¢ bring Vasitthi to my arms? I saw
myself in the midst of a forest, fighting Satagira, whose
skull I split with a powerful stroke of my sword; and
again I saw’mysclf as I bore the fainting Vasitthi
out of the burning palace, which rang with the voices of
robbers.

For the first time since that woeful sight of my lost
Vasitthi met my eyes, my heart beat with courage and hope,
and I began to think of the future; for the first time, I
wished for myself, not dcath, but life.

Full of such pictures, I had scarccly gone a thousand
paces when I saw before me a caravan which, evidently
coming from the opposite direction, had halted while its
leader, to all appearance, offered up a sacrifice beside a
little hillock close to the highway.

I went up to him with a polite greeting, and asked what
deity he was here worshipping.

* In this grave,” he replicd, “rests the holy Vajagravas,
to whose protection I owe it that, passing through a
dangerous neighbourhood, I am yct able to reach home
safe and without damage to life or property. And I counsel
thee carnestly not to neglect to offer up a fitting sacrifice
here. For if, when thou enterest the wooded region, thou
wert to hire a hundred forest warders, their help would
be as nothing to thee compared with the protection of this
holy man.”

‘““ My dear friend,” I replicd, “ this mound scems to be
only a few months okl, and if a Vajacravas lies buried
beneath, it certainly will not be any saint, but the robber
of that name.”

The merchant quietly nodded assent. -

““The same . . . certainly . . . I saw him impaled at
this spot. And his head is still up over the city gate. But
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since he has suffered the punishment imposed by the king,
he has, purged thereby from his sins, entered heaven
without spot or stain, and his spirit now protects the
traveller from robbers. Over and above‘this, however,
people say that even during his robber life-time he was
an cxcecdingly learned and almost saintly man ; for he
knew even secret parts of thc Veda by heart—at least
that is said.”

‘“ And it is perfectly true,” I replied, “ for I knew him
well, and may even call myself his friend.”

As the merchant Jooked somewhat appalled when I said
this, I continued—

*“ Thou must know that I was once made prisoner by this
band, and that at that time Vajagravas twicc saved my life.”

The merchant’s look passed from fright to envious
admiration.

““Then indecd thou canst truly count thyself happy !
Did I so stand in his favour, I should in a very few years
be the richest man in Kosambi. And now, a prosperous
journey to thee, O enviable one!” Saying which, he gave
the signal for his caravan to proceed on its way.

I naturally did not neglect to lay an offering for the dead
on the grave of my famous and esteemed friend ; but my
prayer, in contrast to all of the others offered up’ here, had
for its burden that he would lead me straight into the
arms of the nearest robber band, to which, with his help,
I decided then to join myself, and the leadership of which,
as I did not doubt, would of itself soon pass into my
hands.

I was presently to see, however, and that plainly, that
my learned and, by popular pronouncement, now “sainted
friend had been mistaken when he averred that a robber
constellation had shone upon me at my birth. For on
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no part of the way to Ujjeni did we sec even a trace of
robbers, and yet scarcely a week later a caravan we
met after we had gone through a large forest hard on
the borders of . Avanti was fallen upon by robbers in this
very wood.

It has been the source of many a curious reflection to me
that the purest chance should to all appearance have led
to my remaining in civil life, instead of adopting, as my
heart so ardently desired, the life of the robber. Not that
it is impossible for one of the nightly paths of Kali to lead
directly to the path of the pilgrim; just as, of the hundred
and one veins filled with quinquec-coloured fluid, but a
single one lcads to the head, and is that one by which, at
death, the soul leaves the body.

So also it is quite possiblc that even had I become a
robber, 1 might nevertheless have been a pilgrim now, and
on the way, with salvation as my goal. Besides, when a
man has attained to salvation, all his works, whether good
or bad, disappear, burnt to ashes, as it were, in the fervour
of his knowledge. .

Morcover, the interval, had it been given to the life of
the robber rather than to civil life, might not, in so far as its
moral fruits are concerned, have fallen out so differently
as thou wauldst cxpect, O brother. For, during the time
I dwelt among the robbers, 1 came to know that there are
among them many different types, of which some possess
most excellent quatities, and that, certain exteinal features
apart, the difference hetween robbers and honest folks
is not quite so vast as the latter would fain have us believe.
And, furthermore, in the ripe period of lifc on which I now
entered, I could not help noticing that the honest folks
dabbled in the handiwork of the thieves and robbers—a
number of them, as opportunity offered, and, as it were,
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improvising ; others regularly, and with great as well as,
so far as they personally were concerned, highly profitable
skill, so that by mutually lessening the dividing distance,
not a little contact, even, took place between the groups.

For which reason I am rcally unable to say whether I
have or have not, by the help of the favouring fate which
held me back from the nightly paths of the goddess-dancer
with her swaying nccklace of human skulls, actually won
so very much.

After this profound reflection, the pilgrim Kamanita
became silent, and turned his eyes, lost in thought, on the
full moon, which rosc large and glowing into the heavens
directly over the distant forest —the haunt of the robbers—
and flooded with a strcan: of light the open hall of the
potter, where it seemed to transform the yellow mantle
of the Master into pure gold, like to the raiment of some
godlike image.

The Lord Buddha—on whom the pilgrim, attracted by
the splendour, but without having the smallest inkling of
the identity of him whom he behcld, involuntarily turned
his gaze—indicated his sympathy by a measured inclination
of the head, and said—

“ Still T but see thee, pilgrim, turning thy steps rather
towards home than homelessness, although the path to the
latter had of a truth opened itself to thee with sufficient
plainness.” : '

“ Even so, O Reverend One! My dim eyes failed to see
the path to freedom, and I took my way, as thou sayest, to
the home.” .

" The pilgrim sighed decply, and by and by, in a fresh, clear
voice, resumed the record of his experiences.
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THE BDOON COMPANION

THE cnd of the matter was that I continued to reside in
the house of my parents in Ujjeni. .

This, my native town, O stranger, is, as all the world
knows, famed throughout India not less for its revels and
unstinted cnjoyment of life than for its shining palaces
and magnificent temples. Its ‘broad streets resound by
day with the ncighing of horses and the trumpeting of
clephants, and by night with the music of lovers’ lutes
and the songs of gay carouscrs.

But of all the glories of Ujjeni, none ecnjoy a reputation
so extraordinary as do its courtesans. From the great
ladies who live in palaces, building temples to the gods,
laying out public parks for the people, and in whose
rcception-rooms onc meets poets, artists, and actors,
distinguished strangers, and, occasionally, even princes,
down to the common wenches, all arc beauties with softly
swelling limbs and indescribable grace. At all great
festivals, in’ proccssions and exhibitions, they form
the chief adornment of «the beflagged and flower-strewn
streets. In crimson dresses, with fragrant wreaths in
their hands, the air about them heavy with delicious
odours, their attire sparkling with diamonds, dost thou
see them, O brother, sitting on their own magnificent grand-

stands or moving along the streets, with glances full of
6
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love, seductive gestures, and playfully laughing words,
everywhere fanning the heated senses of the pleasure-
seekers to living flame ?

Honoured by the king, worshipped ‘by the pcople,
besung by the poets, they are fitly named ‘ the many-
coloured floral crown of the rock-enthroned Ujjeni,” and
draw down upon us the envy of the less favoured neigh-
bouring towns. Not unfrequently the choicest of our
beauties go to these places as guests, and it actually
happens that one or another of them has to be recalled by
royal decrce.

To the lips of one who, like myself, desired to drown
the grief that was eating away his life, the golden cup of
pleasure, filled 1o the brim with its intoxicating Lethe
draught, was frecely—nay, prodigally—hcld by the fair
hands of this joyous sistcrhood. Owing to my many
talents and wide knowledge of the fine arts, and, not less,
of all social games, I became a favoured guest of the great
courtesans, of whom one indeed, whose favour could
scarcely be measurcd by gold, fell so passionately in
love with me that she quarrelled with a prince on my
account. On the other hand, owing to my complete
mastery of the robber dialect, I was soon on, confidential
terms with the wenches of the low streets, whose company,
on the path of pleasure of a coarser and more robust
type, I by no means despised, and of whom several were
heart and soul devoted to me. °

Thus madly did I dive deep*down into the rushing
whirl of the pleasures of my native city, and it became,
O stranger, a proverbial saying in Ujjeni: ‘“ As fast as
young ‘Kamanita.”

It was about this time that an event occurred which goes
to show that evil habits, and sometimes even vice, may



THE BOON COMPANION 83

to such an extent be the source of good fortune that
the man of worldly mind cannot easily decide whether
he most owes his prosperity to his good or to his bad
qualities.

I refer particularly to that familiarity with the wenches
of the lower classes to which allusion has already been
made, and which became of the greatest service to me.
My father’s house was broken into, and jewels, which had
been for the most part entrusted to him for valuation,
were stolen, to an amount, oo, which it was practically
impossible to make good. I was Dbeside myself, for
absolute ruin stared us in the face. In vain did I make use
of all the knowledge I had gained in the forest. From the
fashion in which the subterranean passage was constructed,
I could casily tell to what class of thief the deed was to be
ascribed. But even this most useful hint proved useless
to the police, who, to be sure, do not, in Ujjeni, occupy
the high position taken by the institution of the courtesans,
—a circumstance not without suggestion of some inner
relationship between the two Hodies. On one occasion,
in a very learned lecture on the love affairs of the various
classes, I heard with my own ears the following sentence :
““ The gallantries of the police officer have to take place
during his nightly round of inspection, and with the courte-
sans of the city. By order.” Which, taken in connection
with Vajagravas’ remarks upon “ the service rendered
by the city courtesans in hoodwinking the police,” gave
me, in those days of Z&nxious waiting, much food for
thought.

Now, however, in this strangest of all worlds of ours,
things seem to be so arranged that the left hand must
make good what the right has done amiss. And that
is what happened here. For that flourishing blossom
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from Ujjeni’s flower-garden actually yielded me the fruit
which the thorny hedge of the policc—perhaps stunted
just on account of that very same flourishing condition
of the said blossom—failed to ripen. .

These kind maidens, seeing me in despair becausc of
the ruin threatening me and mine, discovered the culprits,
and forced them, by threatening the complete withdrawal
of their favour, to hand over the plunder, so that we got
off leniently with the loss of the little that had already been
spent, and with a fright which did not fail of its effect in
my own case.

It woke me up from the dissipated life in which I was
uselessly squandering the best of my years and strength.
For, quite apart from this waking up and its occasion,
my folly had now rcached a point where it was certain
either, in the garb of habit, to enslave and deprave me
utterly, or, on the contrary, to fill me with gradually
increasing disgust. This latter result was now very much
hastened by the cxperience I had just had. I had secn
poverty staring me in_the face—the poverty to which
the life I had been leading would have handed me over
defenceless, after it had, with all its costly pleasures,
trcacherously left me in the lurch. At this juncture I
bethought me of the words uttered by the merchant at
the grave of Vajagravas: “ Did I stand so high in Vaja-
¢ravas’ favour as thou dost, I should in a very few years
be the richest man in Kosambi.” °*

And I resolved to become the richest man in Ujjeni,
and to this end, to devote myself with all my strength
to the caravan traffic. .

. I cacried out my resolutions; and whether my friend
and master Vajagravas, from his abode in the other world,
did or did not stand by me in his own person in all my
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undertakings I dare not certainly say, although I have
at times believed it; but this much is certain, that his
words in their after-effects now did. For my having
become familiar, through his teaching, with all the customs
and usages of the various types of robbers, and my having
even been initiated into the mysteries of their secret
rules, now placed me in a position where I was able,
and that without ridiculous foolhardiness, to carry to
a successful conclusion cnterprises which another would
never have dared to venture on. But just such I now
selected, and no longer condescended io the ordinary
routes.

As a result, when I conducted a large caravan to a
town to which, for months, no other merchant had been
able 1o proceed, because powérful bands of robbers had,
as it were, cut off the district from all intercourse with
the outer world, I found the inhabitants so desperately
anxious to buy my wares that I was at times able to dispose
of these at ten times the usual profit. But that was not
all; for incstimable was the advantage I drew from my
old friend’s instruction with regard to * the distinguishing
marks of officials, both of higher and lower rank, who
are open to. bribery, with reliable notes as to each man’s
price,” ant what I gained in the course of a few years
by the skilful nse of these hints alone, represents a modest
fortune.

So several ycars passed, during which the various
delights of my pleasute-loving native city alternated
healthily with the hardships of business journeys, rich
indeed in dangers, but nevertheless by no means barren
of pleasure, in spite of all perils; for in strange tities I
always resided with a courtesan to whom I was as a rule
recommended by some mutual friend—some one of the
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fair ones of Ujjeni—and who not only played the part
of hostess but, as often happened, formed my business
connections for me very shrewdly as well.

Such was the tenor of my life when, one forenoon, my
father came to my room.

At the moment I was busy putting some lac on my
lips, only pausing from time to time to shout directions
to a servant who had led my horse out into the courtyard
in front of my window and was saddling him. The special
care required on the present occasion was due to a unique
contrivance by wkich cushions were to be strapped on in
front of the saddle for a gazelle-eyed beauty I was to
hold there. An outing had been arranged for the after-
noon to a public garden, and I was going with some friends
of both sexes.

I welcomed my father, and was about to call for refresh-
ments; but he stopped me, and when I offered him some
sweet-scented cashoos from my golden box, he declined
these also, and only took some betel. I concluded at once
from this, and not without misgiving, that my respected
parent had something on his mind.

“T see that thou art getting ready for a pleasure ex-
cursion, my son,” he said, after he had taken the seat I
offered him, ‘“and I cannot blame thee, seeing that thou
art but just returned from a fatiguing business journey.
Whither dost thou go to-day, my son?”

“It is my intention, father, t6 ride with some
friends of both sexes to the Garden of the Hundred
Lotus Ponds, where we are to amuse ourselves with
games.”

“ Excellent, most excellent, my sonl Charming, de-
lightful is an afternoon in the Garden of the Hundred
Lotus Ponds—the deep shade of the trees and the cooling
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breath of the waters invite the guest to loiter there. And
well-bred and ingenious games are most praiseworthy,
for they exercise body and mind without straining them.
I wonder whether the games are still in vogue that we
used to play in my youth ? What dost thou suppose,
Kamanita, will be played there to-day?”

‘It depends, father, whose proposal proves to be most
acceptable. I know that Nimi wants to propose spraying
with water.”

““ I don’t know it,” said my father.

“No; Nimi learnt it in the South, where it is all the
fashion. The players fill bamboo canes with water and
spray one another, and whoever becomes wettest has lost.
It is very amusing. But Kolllya thinks of suggesting
kadamba.”

My father shook his head—

“ I don’t know that cither.”

“Oh! that is much in favour at present. The players
first divide into two partics. These then attack one another,
and the branches of the kadamba shrub with its great
golden blossoms serve as magnificent weapons. The
wounds are recognisable from the dust of the blossoms,
so that the umpires are able to decide without difficulty
which party has won. The game is bracing, and has some-
thing dainty_ about it. I myself, however, intend to
propose the wedding game.”

“ That is a godd old game,” said my father, with a
decided smirk, “and F am greatly delighted that thou
art minded to propose it, as it is an evidence of thy
sentiments. From play to earnest, the step is not an
excessively long one.’

As he said this, he again smirked, with such evxdentx
satisfaction that it made my very flesh creep.
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* Yes, my son,” he went on, “ talking of that leads me
straight to what brought me to thee to-day. Thou hast,
on thy many business journeys, by thy capacity and good
fortune multiplied our possessions many times over, so that
the prosperity of our business has become proverbial in
Ujjeni. On the other hand, however, thou hast also
quaffed the delights of youth’s freedom in unstinted
draughts. As a result of the former, thou art well able to
provide for a houschold of thinc own. And from the latter,
it follows that it is also time for thee to do so, and to think
of spinning the thread of our racc farther. In order to make
things very easy for thee, my dear son, I have sought out a
bride for thee in advance. She is the eldest daughter of our
neighbour Sanjaya, the great merchant, and has but
recently reached thc martiageable age. As thou dost
perceive, she comes from a family of like standing with
our own, respected and very rich, and she has a large
number of relatives both on her father’s and mother’s
side. Her body is faultless; her hair, of the Dblackness
of the bee ; her face, like the moon in its becauty ; eyes,
like a young gazelle’s: a nose like a blossom of the
sesame ; tecth like pearls; and bimba lips, from which
there comes the voice of the kokila, so rarely sweet
is it. And her limbs delight the heart as does the stem
of the young pisang; while her full hips lend to her
carriage the casy majesty of the royal elephant. It is
not possible, therefore, that thou cafst have aught to
object to in her.” .

I had indeed nothing to find fault with, save perhaps that
her many and so poetically extolled charms left me utterly
cold. .And I own that, among the details of the wedding
ceremonial, that prescribing three nights of continence
during which, in'the company of my young wife, eating no
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seasoned food, sleeping on the floor, and keeping the hearth-
fire alight, I had, according to the ordinance, to preserve
the strictest chastity, was, of all others, the least irksome
to me.

An unloved wife, O brother, does not make home dear,
nor its four walls attractive, so I betook myself on journeys
almost more willingly than before, and in the intervals
concerned mysclf solely with business matters. And
as I—to give the truth its due—did not in these deal
too scrupulously, but without much hesitation took
what was to my own advantage on cvery occasion, my
riches increased to such an cxtent that, after a few
years, I found myself near to the goal of my am-
bition, and was onc of the richest citizens of my native
town. °

With that happy statec of things came the desire, as
master of a house and father of a family—my wife had in
the meantime borne me two daughters—to taste the sweets
of my riches very fully, and in especial to make a display
of them before my fellow-citizens. To that end I pur-
chased a large tract of land in the suburbs, and laid
out a magnificent pleasure-garden, in the midst of which
I built a spacious mansion, with halls whose ceilings
were borme aloft on marble pillars. This property was
reckoned among the marvels of Ujjeni, and even the
king came.tc') see it.

Within these fair domains I now gave fabulous garden
festivals and the most luxurious of banquets. I had begun
to devote myself more and more to the pleasures of the
table. The most luscious viands which were by any
Ppossibility, each in his season, to be had for money. had to
appear on my table even at ordinary meals. At that time
T was not, as thou dost now see me, lcan and wasted by lone
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wanderings, by life in the woods, and ascetic exercises, but
of a full habit of body—indeed, even inclined to be some-
what portly.

And it became, O stranger, a proverbial saying in
Ujjeni : ““ His table is like the merchant Kamanita's.”



XI1v
THE HUSBAND

ONE morning I was walking back and forth in the grounds
with my head gardencr, considering where improvements
could be best introduced, when my father, on his old ass,
rode into the courtyard.

I hastened forward, and, after helping him to dismount,
was about to go into the garden with him, as I believed he
had come to enjoy the beaaty of our flowers. But he
preferred to enter the first room that offered, and when
I ordered my man to bring refreshments he declined—he
wished to speak to me without being disturbed.

Overcome by a feeling of uneasiness, and scenting danger
ahead, I sat down on a low seat beside him.

My son,” he began, in a tone of deepest earnestness,
“thy wife has hitherto borne thee but two daughters,
and there is no prospect that she will present thee with a
son. Now, it is said, and with much truth, that the man
dies miserably for whom there is no son to offer the sacrifices
proper to_the dead. I don’t blame thee, my son,” he
added hastily, pethaps observing that I became somewhat
restless; and, although I was not aware how in this
matter I could have deserved blame, I thanked him with
becoming humility for his clemency, and kissed his hand.

“ No, I must blame myself, because in choosing thy wife,
I allowed myself to be dazzled in too great a degree
by worldly considerations, h%ving reference to family and

z
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possessions, and did not observe the characteristic marks
sufficiently. The girl whom I now have in mind for thee
comes, it is true, of a family by no means distinguished,
and far from rich ; nor can one praise her for her possession
of what the superficial observer calls beauty. But, by
way of recompense, she has a navel which sits deep and is
turned to the right; both hands and feet bear lotus,
urn, and wheel moles; her hair is quite smooth, save
only on her neck where she has two locks curling to the
right. Of a maiden who possesses such marks, the wise
say that she will bear five heroic sons.”

I declared myself perfectly satisfied with the prospect,
thanked my father for the kindness with which he thought
for me, and said I was ready to lcad 1the maiden home
at once. For I thought to’ myself, *“ Well—if it has to
be ...”

‘“ At once!” cried out my father, in accents of horror.
‘*“ But, my son, moderate thy impaticnce! We are at
present in the southern course of the sun. When this
deity enters his northern course, and we have reached the
half of the month in which the moon waxes, then will we
choose a favourable day for joining hands —but not
before—not before, my son! Else what would all the
bride’s good qualities do for us ? "

I begged my father to have no anxiety. I would have
patience for the time mentioned, and would i in all things
be guided by his wisdom ; on which he praised my dutiful-
ness, gave me his blessing, and allowed me to order refresh-
ments.

At last the day—{for which I did not ardently long, but
on-which 1]l the propitious signs were found to be united—
approached. The ceremonies were this time much more
tedious, Full fourteen days did I need beforehand, in order
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to master ail the necessary sentences. The agony of fear
I endured during the joining of hands in the house of
my father-in-law, it is hardly possible to put into words.
I trembled without intermission, filled with a horrible
drcad lest I should not recite some verse correctly, or in
keeping with the action to which it belonged; for my
father would assurcdly never have forgiven me forit. And
yet, in my anxiety, I had almost forgotten the chief thing,
for instead of taking the bride’s thumb, I reached out
to seize her four fingers, as though I wished her to bear
me daughters—Dbut luckily she had .presence of mind
cnough to push her thumb into my hand.

I was literally bathed in perspiration when finally able
to yoke in the bulls for our departure, the while my bride
inserted into each of the collar-holes, the branch of a fruit-
bearing trece. And T spoke the required couplet, with a
feeling that the worst was now past. The dangers, how-
ever, did not by any means lic behind us yet.

It is true we reached the house without encountering
any of the numerous little mishaps which, on such occa-
sions, scem to lie in wait for their unfortunate victims.
And at the door the bride was lifted from the wagon
by three Brahman women of blamecless life who had all
given birth t{o boys, and whose husbands yet lived. So far,
all had gone well. But now, brother, imagine the shock
I received when, on entering the liouse, my wife's foot
all but touched the threshold. To this day, I cannot con-
ceive whence I drew the resolution to lift her high up in
my arms, and thereby hinder any such contact from
possibly taking place. Nevertheless, even this was an
irregularity, and, when entering the house, was of itself
bad enough ; but, to add to it, I, for my own part, forgot
to enter with the right foot first. Fortunately, the
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wedding guests, and especially my father, were so nearly
beside themselves at the threatened contact with the
threshold, that my false step was all but entirely dis-
regarded.

In the middle of the Louse I took my station to the left
of my wife, on a red bull’s hide that lay with the neck
towards the cast, and with the hairy side uppermost.
Now my father had, after a long search, and with endless
trouble, come upon a male prodigy that had only brothers
and no sisters—not even dcad ones—and was the son
of a father who had becen in like case, having had brothers
only. Moreover, this was actually true of his grand-
father also; and, to the accuracy of the statements in
each case, legal testimony was forthcoming. This little
boy was to be placed on my bride's knee. Already there
stood at her side ithe copper dish containing lotus flowers
from the swamps, which she was to lay in the folded hands
of the child, and everything was prepared, when—the hap-
less little urchin was nowhere to be found ! Not till after-
wards, when it was too late, did a man-servant discover
that the child had found the sacrificial bed, between the
fires, all too enticing, and had rolled himself in the soft
grass till he was practically buried in it. Now, of course,
the sacrificial bed had to be made up anew, and to that
end fresh kuca grass cut—which was in itself reversing
the due order of things, as the grass had to be cut at the
rising of the sun.

We were finally obliged, as I have indicated, to do
without this crown of the whole function, and to content
ourselves with the hastily procured son of a mother who
had borne only sons. But my father was in such a state
of excitement at the failure of this precaution, on which
he had built his highest hopes, that I feared a fit of apoplexy
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would suddenly put an end to his precious life. True,
he would, under no circumstances, have committed the
indiscretion of dying at that moment, in order not to
interrupt the cercmonies in the worst of all possible ways.
But this comforting reflection did not occur to me at the
time. Martyred by the most horrible fears, I was obliged,
in order that no interval might ensue, to pass the time
of waiting for the substitute in reciting appropriatc sen-
tences, without a pause.

That hour I solemnly promised myself that, come what
might, I would ncver marry again.

Finally, after everything was cnded, I was obliged to
spend tweclve nights with my wife—who, by the bye, was’
anything but the monster of ugliness my father’s descrip-
tion had led me to expect—in absolute chastity, fasting
rigorously, and sleeping on the floor. This time it was
twelve nights, because my father thought it was better to
be on the safe side, and do too much rather than too little.
But the doing was distinctly painful to me, particularly
inasmuch as I had to deprive mysclf, during the whole
time, of my favourite dishes—high seasonings and all.

However, this period of probation also I managed to
survive, and life ran on again on the old lines, though
soon with-a very material difference. I was cre long to
see how thoroughly warranted was my aversion from my
father’s new marriage proposal. True, I had instantly
comforted myself with the idea that, if a man had one
wife, he might just as:well have two. But alas, how
sadly had I deceived mysclf !

My first wife had always seemed to possess a gentle
character, which, if anything, rather leaned to the side
of dullness than to that of irritable passion ; and my second
wife had always heen praised for her truc womanly soft-
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ness. In the same way, O brother, are water and the
hearth-fire both of them very truly beneficial possessions ;
yet when they meet on the hearth, one 1nust be prepared for
hissing. And from that unhappy day onward there was
the noise of hissing in my home. But imagine to thyself,
if thou canst, what it became when my second wife did
really bear me the first of those five heroic sons. Now,
my first wife accused me of not having wanted sons by
her, and of having refrained from offering the fitting
sacrifices, in order that I might thus have an cxcuse for
marrying another; while my second wife, when she was
irritated by the first, performed a very devil’s dance of
triumphant scorn. Then, between the two, there was a
constant wrangle as to precedence; my first wife laying
claim to the first position ‘as having actually been the
first, while the second made the same demand as the
mother of my son. But worse was yet to come. One
day my second wifc dashed in to me, trembling from
head to foot with excitement, and demanded that I should
send the first away, as she. wished to poison my son : the
boy had, as it happened, had an attack of colic from cating
sweets. I rcbuked her severely, but had scarcely freed
myself from her presence, when the first stood. before me,
clamouring that her two lambs were not sure of their
lives so long as that vile woman remained in the house—
her rival wished to get both of my little daughters out
of the way, in order that their dowries should not diminish
the heritage of her son. .

So, under my roof, peace was no longer to be found.
If thou, O brother, didst chance to delay thy steps at
the farmhouse of the rich Brahman who lives but a
short way off, and didst hear how, within, his two wives
upbraided one another—disputing in high, shrill tones,
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and polluting the air with their coarse epithets—then thou
hast, so to speak, passed my house on the way.

And it also became, I am sorry to confess, a proverbial
saying in Ujjen® now: ‘“The two agree like Kamanita's
wives !



XV
THE BALD-PATED MONK

SucH was the state of affairs in my home, when, one fore-
noon, I sat in a large room which lay on the shady side of
the house, and was sct apart for the transaction of all
business matters. For that reason it overlooked the court-
yard, an arrangement which enabled me to keep under my
own eye everything relating to the administration of my
affairs. Before me stood a trusted servant, who had
during a number of years accompanied me on all my
journeys, and to whom I was giving cxact instructions
with regard to the taking of a caravan to a somewhat
distant spot, as well, of course, as to the best mode of
disposing of his wares when he got there, the produce he
had to bring back with him, the business connections he
was to form, and other similar matters; for it was my
intention to give him full charge of the expedition.

To be sure, my house was less home-like than ever, and
one might suppose that I myself would have been glad to
embrace every opportunity of roaming abqut in distant
lands. But I was beginning to be somewhat sclf-indulgent
and dainty, and shunned very distant journeys, not only
because of the fatigues to be faced on the way, but, above
all, on account of the sparing dict to be put up with, at all
ever.'s when actually on the road. Yet even supposing
the journey’s end reached, with the possibility of making
up for lost time and of ha:.ring the best of everything,
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there were numerous disappointments to be reckoned
with, and I, at least, was never able to dine abroad as I did
at home.

As a result, T had begun to send out my caravans under
trusty leaders while I remained behind in Ujjeni.

Well, as I was saying, I was in the midst of giving my
caravan leader very minute and well-considered instruc-
tions, when from the courtyard we heard the quarrelsome
voices of my two wives, both much louder than usual, and
with a flow of language which sounded as though it would
never end. Irritated by this tiresome interruption, I finally
sprang up and, after having vainly looked out at the
window, stepped into the courtyard.

There I saw both of my wives standing at the outer gate.
But far from finding them wrangling with one another,
as I had cxpected, I came upon them for the first time
of onc mind ; they had discovered and pounced upon a
common enemy and on him they now poured out the vials of
their united wrath. This luckless beggar was a wandering
ascetic, who stood there leaning against one of the pillars
of the gate, and quietly letting this stream of abuse flow
over him. The actual reason for their attack upon him
I have never discovered ; I imagine, howcver, that the
mother instinct, which was very highly devcloped in both,
scented in this sclf-denier, a traitor to the sacred cause of
human propagation and a foc to their sex, and that they
had just as instinctively fallen upon him as two mongooses
upon a cobra. )

““ Qut upon him, the bald-headed priest, the shameless
rufian! Just see how hc stands there, with his bent
shoulders and hang-dog look, breathing piety and. con-
templation—the oily hypocrite, the smooth-faced windbag !
Itis thekitchen pot that he peers andgazes, sniffs and snuffles
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at—just like any old ass who, unyoked from his cart, runs
to the rubbish-heap in the courtyard and peers and gazes
and sniffs and snuffles. . . . Out upon him, the lazy,
brazen-faced thief the shameless beggar, the bald-pated
monk ! ”

The object of these and similar expressions of maternal
contempt, a pilgrim belonging to some ascetic school and
a man of strikingly lofty stature, still stood lcaning against
the gate-post in an attitude of easy repose. His mantle, of
the yellow colour of the kanikara flower, and not unlike
thine own, {cll in picturcsque folds over his left shoulder to
his feet, and gave the impression of covering a powerfully
built body. The right arm, which hung limply down, was
uncovered, and I could not help admiring the huge coil of
muscles, which rather seemed to he the well-earned posses-
sion of a warrior than the idle inheritance of an ascetic ; and
even the clay alms-bowl appeared, in his nervous hand, to
be as strange and incongruous as an iron hludgeon in that
same hand would have secmed to be in its proper place.
His head was bent, his gaze fixed on the ground, his mouth
absolutely withoul expression, and he stood motionless
there, as though some masterly artist had hewn the
statue of a wandering ascetic in stone, had painted and
clothed it, and as though I had thereupon -caused it
to be set up at my gate—it might be, as a symbol of my
liberality.

This tranquillity of his, which I held to be meckness, but
which my two wives regarded ‘as contempt, naturally
goaded the latter to ever greater efforts; and so they would
probably have passed to actual violence, had I not come
between, rebuked them for their evil tempers, and driven
them into the house. Then I went up to the ascetic, bowed
respectfully before him, and said—
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I trust, O most Reverend One, that thou wilt not take
to heart what these two women, whose understanding is
hardly of two fingers’ breadth, may have said : I know it
has been both uncalled for and unfitting. I trust that
thou wilt not, on that account, strike this house with thine
ascetic anger. I will, most Reverend Pilgrim, myself fill
thine alms-bowl with the best the house has {o offer—how
fortunate that the bowl is yet empty! I will fill it so that
it cannot contain another morsel and no neighbour shall,
this day, earn merit by feeding thee. Thou art indeed not
come to the wrong door, O most Reverend Onec; and I
believe the food will be to thy taste, for it is even a pro-
verbial saying in Ujjeni: ‘‘ His table is like the merchant
Kamanita's”’; and Iamhe. I trust, therefore, O Reverend
One, that thou wilt not be angry at what has taken place,
and wilt not curse my house.”

Whereupon the ascetic answered, and with no appear-
ance of unfriendliness—

“How could I, in my position, be angry, O head of thy
house, at such abuse, sceing tlat it is my duty to be even
grateful for far coarser trcatment ? For, once, in the past,
I betook myself, girt betimes, and supplied with mantle
and alms-bowl, into a town to collecct food from the
charitable. But in that town, Mara, the Evil One, had
just then stirred up the Brahmans and the householders
against the Order of the Holy One. ‘Away with your
virtuouts, noble-minded ascetics! Abuse them, insult,
drive them away, pursde them.” And so it happened, O
head of thy house, as I passed along the street, that,
one moment, a stone flew at my head ; the next, a broken
dish struck me in the face, and a stick which fallowed
half crushed my arm. But when, with head all cut, and
covered with blood, with broken bowl and rent mantle, I
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returned to the Master, his words were: ‘Have patience,
ascetic, have patience! For the deed whose atonement
would have cost thee many yecars of the torments of hell—
that deed will be atoned for in thy lifetime.’”

At the first sound of his voice, there quivered through
me from head to foot a flash of horror, and, with every
additional word, an icy coldness penetrated deeper into
the very recesses of my being. For that was, O brother,
the voice of Angulimala, the robber—how could I doubt
it? And when my convulsive glance fixed itself on his
face, I recognised ‘that also, although his beard formerly
went almost up 1o his eyes and his hair grew down deep
into his forehead, whereas he now stood bald and shaven
before me. But too well did 1 recognise again the eyes
under those bushy, coalescing cyebrows, although instead
of, as in those days, darting only flashes of rage at me,
they now, with deep dissimulation, looked kindness itsclf ;
and the sinewy fingers which encircled the alms-bowl—
they were assuredly the same that had once clutched
my throat like devilish {alons.

‘“How should I indeed, O head of thy house,” my
gruesome guest went on, ‘‘ how should I indeed grow
angry at abuse? Has not the Master said, ‘Even if,
O ye disciples, your limbs and members should be cut off,
by robbers and murderers, with a cross-cut saw, ye would
not fulfil my commands, if ye should thereupon give place
to rage.””

When I, O brother, heard these words, with their
diabolically concealed, yet to me so evident, threat, my
legs shook under me, and to such a degrec that I had to
hold an o the wall in order not to fall down.

With the greatest difficulty I managed to pull myself
together so far as to indicate to the robber-ascetic, more by
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gesture than by my few stammered words, that he was
to have patience until I should procure him the food.

Then I hurried, as rapidly as my shaking legs would
carry me, straight over the courtyard into the large kitchen,
where just at that moment the midday meal for the whole
household as well as for my own family was being pre-
pared, and where from every pot and pan there came the
sounds of roasting and boiling. Here I chose, with no
less haste than care, the best and most savoury morsels.
Armed with a golden ladle, and followed by a whole troop
of servants bearing dishes, I dashed again into the court-
yard, in order to wait upon, and, if possible, conciliate
my fearful guest.

But Angulimala had disappeared.



XVI
READY FOR ACTION

HALF-sWOONING, I sat down upon a bench. My brain,
however, began to work again at once. Angulimala had
been there, of that there could be no doubt; and the
rcason for his coming was only too clcar to me. How
many tales had I not heard of his implacability and greed
for vengeance! Morcover, I had had thc misfortune
to slay his best friend, and, from my residence with the
robbers, I well knew that friendship among them does
not count for less than among highly respectable citizens—
indeed, if anything, for much more. At the time when
I was his prisoner, Angulimala couldn’t kill me without
sinning against the laws nf the “ Senders’ and at the
same time putting an indclible blot upon his robber honour ;
yet he neverthcless all but did it twicc over. Now, how-
ever, he had at last been able to seek out this land, in
spite of its lying so far from the scene of his wonted activity,
and evidently intended to make up for that past omission.
In the disguise of an ascetic he had succeeded in leisurely
surveying the places in the neighbourhood, and, without
doubt, had resolved to act that same night. Even if
he had by any chance perccived that I recognised him,
he dared not delay, for this was the last night of the dark
half of the month, and to carry out such an enterprise
in the light half would have been an offence against the
sacred laws of the robbers, and would have brought down
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upon him the angry vengeance of the bloodthirsty goddess
Kali.

I at once ordered my best horse to be saddled, and rode
into town to the palace of the king. I could easily have
obtained an audience, but, to my disappointment, learned
that he was just then residing at one of his distant hunting
seats. I was thercfore obliged to be content with a visit
to the Minister of State. As it happened, this was the very
same man who had conducted the fateful cmbassy to
Kosambi, and in whose protection, as thou wilt remember,
I did not travel back. Now, from that day on which I
had refused to follow him, he was not very friendly to
me, as I had noticed on scveral occasions when we chanced
to meet; in addition to which, I knew he had frequently
criticised my mode of life. To have to bring this matter
before him was not exactly agreeable; its justification,
however, and even merit, were so apparent that here, as it
scemed, there was no room left for personal likes or dislikes.

I related to him, therefore, as shortly and clearly as
possible, what had taken place in my courtyard, and added
the all but self-understood petition that a division of troops
might be stationed for the night in my housc and garden,
for the double purpose of defending my property from
the certain attack of the robbers, and of capturing as
many of these as possible.

The Minister heard me in silence, and with an unfathom-
able smile on his face. Then he said—

““My good Kamanita; I do not know whether thou
hast already indulged in an early and very heavy draught,
or art still suffering from the effects of one of thy famous
nightly banquets which have become the proverb of
Ujjeni ; or, indeed, whether thou mayst nct have ruined
thine inner organs to such an extent by thy no less pro-
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verbial than remarkable spiced dishes, as to have evil
dreams, and not only by night but also in broad daylight !
For as such I am compelled to designate this interesting
tale, particularly as we know it is long since Angulimala
ceased to sojourn among the living.”

‘“ But that was a false rumour, as we now sce,” I called
out impatiently.

“I by no means see it,” he replied sharply. * There
can be no question in this instance of a false rumour, for a
short time after the affair Satagira himself related to me
in Kosambi that Angulimala had dicd in the underground
dungeons of the Ministerial Palace, under torture; and I
myself saw his head on one of the spikes over the eastern
gate.”

“I do not know whose' head thou didst there see,”
I cried, ‘“ but this I do know, that one hour ago I saw the
head of Angulimala safe and sound on his shoulders, and
that, far from meriting thy mockery, I deserve that thou,
on the contrary, shouldst thank me for giving thee the
opportunity .

“ Of klllmg a dead man and making a fool of myself,”
the Minister interrupted me. ‘ Much obliged ! ”

‘“ Then I beg thee at least to remember that this is not
a matter which concerns the first best estate thou mayst
hear of, but relates to a mansion and grounds reckoned
among the wonders of Ujjeni, and inspected by our gracious
king himself with great admiration. 'He will not thank
thee if Angulimala reduce all these splendours of his capital
to ashes.”

“ Oh! that troubles me little,”” said the Minister, laughing.
‘“Take my advice: go home, calm thyself by a short sleep,
and don’t let the matter disturb thee further. For therest,
the whole affair arises from this, that thou didst plunge
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thyself into a gallant adventure that year in Kosambi, and,
in thy headstrong folly, didst fling my words to the winds
rather than return with me. Hadst thou listened then,
Angulimala would never have made thee prisoner, and thou
wouldst not now have becn tormented by an empty and
baseless fear. Moreover, thy month-long life in the com-
pany of that robber pack did not improve thy morals, as
we all of us here in Ujjeni have perceived.”

He launched out into a few additional moral platitudes,
and then dismissed me.

Even before I reached home I was considering what was
to be done, seeing that I was now thrown on my own
resources. Arrived there, I had all the movable treasures
—costly carpets. inlaid tables, and similar mattcrs—carried
into the courtyard and loaded on wagons, in order to have
them conveyed to a place of safety in the inner town.
At the same time I had weapons distributed among all my
people; both wagons and weapons being forthcoming in
abundance, owing to the fact that the caravan was in course
of preparation. But I didn’t let things rest there. My
first measure was to send several trusted servants into the
town, in order, by the promise of a handsome reward, to
enlist for the night couragcous and capable fighting men.
For any other, this would have been, it is true, a hazardous
proceeding, for how easily might such fellows at the
critical moment make common cause with the assailants.
But I relied upon certain female friends, who recommended
to my servants only truStworthy rascals—that is, fellows
really capablc of anything, but to whom their solemnly
pledged word and earncst-moncy, once accepted, were
sacred. As I kncw this raff and their curious customs,
I was well aware of what I was doing.

During these preparations, as I had no time myself to
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go to my wives, I sent a servant to cach of them, with
instructions that they should hold themselves in readiness
—the first with her two daughters, the second with her
little son—to move into town to the paternal home. That
it was only to be for onc night, I didn’t let them know,
because I had very wisely considered that, once there,
they might as well stay a week or longer, and I should
meanwhile ¢enjoy an uncexpected time of peace at home—
supposing, of course, that I succeeded in beating off the
attack. Just as little did I let them know the reason for
this arrangecmerrt, becausc onc should never give reasons
to women.

Meantime the work went on, and I was on the point of
making a stirring speech to my armed servants, recurring
to an old practicc which had been minec when danger
threatecned on our caravan journeys, and which had
always been attended with exccllent results, when, with
one accord, and as if by prearrangement, my two
wives dashed out of scparatec doors into the courtyard,
an air of consicrnation- on their faces and screaming
loudly, so that every one looked round at them, and
I was forced to interrupt my speech erc it was well
begun. .

The first dragged her two little daughters, the second
my little son, with her. No sooner had they reached me
than they pointed each at the other, and shrieked simul-
taneously—

““So at last this base woman has succeeded in turning
thy heart against me, so that thou dost drive me forth
and dost lay upon me, thy faithful wife, the disgrace of
being s nt back to my father’s house, with thine innocent
little daughters (with thy poor little son) . . .”

The foaming rage that possessed them, aggravated by
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their naturally narrow understanding, brought it to pass
that neither perceived how thc other accused her of the
very same thing which she hersclf brought forward, and
complained of the same hard fate which she herself bewailed
as her own, and that, without question, there must be
a mistake somewhcre. Far {rom suspecting anything
of the kind, they screamed and howled on, tearing their
hair and striking their breasts with their fists, until at
last, as if by way of rclaxation, cach began to pour out
upon her supposed victorious rival abuse which, in its
coarseness, far surpassed anything I had ever heard even
in the company of women of ill-fame.

Finally, I did succeed in making mysclf heard, and
also in making clear to them, if with no little difficulty,
that they had utterly misunderstood my message, that
neither of them was 1o be sent to her own parents, but to
my father’s house, and by no means as a punishment or
as a sign of my displcasure, but solcly on account of their
own and their children’s safety. When, however, I saw
that they at last fully understopd this, I could no longer
contain myself, but cried out—"

“ This is what you lhave from your unbearable rudeness ;
learn at last to bchave yourselves in seemly fashion !
This is what your ‘ bald-pated monk ’ has done for you !
Who, do you suppose, that was ? It was Angulimala,
the robber, the horrible fiend, who slays human beings
and hangs their thumbs about his neck. He it is whom
you have abused, he, whom you have angered ! A miracle
that he didn’t beat you to death with his alms-bowl.
But we others, if any of us should fall into his hands,
will have to pay to the uttermost farthing, and who knows
whether ye yourselves are safe from him, even in my
father’s house.”
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When my wives at last fully comprehended the meaning
of my words, they forthwith began to scream as if they
already felt the knife at their throats, and wanted to
rush out at the gate with their children. I had them
stopped, however, and then carefully explained that for
the present no danger was to be feared, because Anguli-
mala, as I well knew, would not attack us before midnight.
Then i bade them go back into our dwelling and pack
all the things together which they and the children would
be likcly to need during the time that the danger from
robbers compelled them to remain in town. This they
then at once did.

At the same time I had quite overlooked the possible
effect of my words on my people. And that, as I soon
discovered, was anything but agreeable. For when they
learned that it was the terrible Angulimala, long since
believed to be dead, thai had spied out my house, and
would certainly attack it in the night, first one and then
another slunk quietly away, till, finally, they threw down
their arms by dozens, and declared that they would have
nothing to do with such a devil—that no one could possibly
ask it of them. Those also who had been enlisted in the
town, and of whom the first comers arrived just then,
when they heard how things stood, said that that was
not what they had bargained for, and withdrew. Only
about twenty of my own people, at their head the brave
steward of my house, professed they would not leave
me, but would defend the place <o the last drop of their
blood ; for they all could see that I was determined not
to sacrifice this splendid property in which my heart
was wrapped up, but, if need were, to perish with it.

Several resolute fellows from the town, attracted almost
more by the prospect of a hot fight than by the money;
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and who not only did not fear the name of Angulimala,
but talked themselves into the belief that, after they
had fought well and been taken prisoncr, they would be
enrolled in the band—several such desperate characters
joined themselves to us, and so I finally had command
of about forty well-armed and brave men.

Meanwhile, evening was almost upon us and the wagon
for my wives drove up. They came out, bringing the
children with them, and were by this time quieted down
to some extent. But a fresh howl arose at once when
they perceived that I was not going with them—that,
on the contrary, I had not the slightest intention of leaving
the housc. They threw themsclves on their knees, seized
my robe, and besought me, as the tcars strcamed down,
to rescue myself with them: *“ Our lord, our protector,
don’t forsake us, don’t cast thyself into the jaws of death!”
I explained to them that, if I abandoned my post, our
house would become a prey to flames and plundering
hands, and my son would lose the chief part of his inherit-
ance, while, on the other hand, there was still a possibility
of rescuing it, if we held out bravely, as no one could
say whether or not Angulimala would attack in grecat
force.

‘“ Ah, woe! woe!” they cried; *“our lord and pro-
tector leaves us! And the horrible Angulimala will make
away with him, and will wear our lord’s thumbs on his
necklace! He will torture our husband to death in his
fearful fury, and ours will be the fault. Because of our
abusive speeches our lord must suffer, and evil, on that
account, will it be with us in hell.”

I sought to comfort them as well as might be, and when
they saw that I was not to be moved from my resolution
they were obliged to make the best of it and get into the
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wagon. Scarcely, however, had they taken their places,
when they began to hurl accusations at one another.

““ It was thou who didst begin ! *’

“No! thou!—thou didst call my attention to him as
he stood there beside the gate-post. Yes, that thou didst !
—just there thou didst point thy finger at him.”

* And thou—thou didst spit at him—red spittle—I had
up till that time chewed no betel—I never do that in the
morning——"’

‘“ But thou didst call him a tramp, a lazy beggar——"
‘ And thou a bald-pated monk . . .”
And so it went on; but the creaking of the wheels, as

the oxen now began to pull, drowned their voices.
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TO HOMELESSNESS

WHAT a hitherto unknown stillness envcloped me now, O
brother, as, after stationing my pcople, each man at his
post, I again entered the house! That I didn’t hear the
voices of my wives—it wasn’t that alone, but that I had
heard their voices going out at the gate, away into the
distance—that there was no possibility of suddenly hear-
ing out of any corner these scolding voices grow gradually
shriller till they finally united or rather became dis-
united in one discordant brawl-duct—it was that which
lent to my house an air of unspcakably salutary quiet,
which I could hardly as yet brinyz myself to belicve in.
As.I stood there, my palace, surrounded by its beautifully
laid-out parks, secmed to me morc splendid than ever
before, and I trembled at the thought that all this magni-
ficence was to be utterly destroyed within a few hours by
the infamous hands of robbers. Fear for my own life
troubled me, far less than the cruel conviction that these
well-cared-for avenues of trees would be laid waste, these
artistically hewn marble pillars hurled down, and that all
this, the building up of which had cost me so much thought
and such tedious effort, whose completion had filled me
with so much joy, would be a heap of ruins when the sun
rose again. For only too well did I know the traces left

by Angulimala.
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There was, however, no more for me now to do but
wait, and it yet wanted several hours of midnight.

I had for years been living in a ceaseless round of business
and pleasure—never a moment had I had in which to
come to myself ; and as I sat there with nothing to do,
alone in a room opening into the pillared hall on the one
side and into the garden on the other, in the midst of all
the acathlike stillness of the palace, I lived through the
first hours, in a sense, since my earliest youth, which cntirely
belonged to me. My suddenly uinfettered thoughts began
to focus themselves for the first time on myself. My
whole life passed in review before me ; and looking upon
it as a stranger might have done, I could find no pleasure
whatever in the sight.

These reflections 1 interrupted a couple of times to
make a round through house, courtyard, and garden,
and so to assure myself that my men were on the watch.
As 1 stepped out for the third or fourth time from between
the pillars, my cyc, trained on many a caravan journey,
at once told me from tie position of the stars and constel-
lations that it lacked but half an hour of midnight. I
hastily went the rounds again, and exhorted my people to
be keenly on the alert. I myself felt the blood hammering
in every vein, and my throat seemed to contract from
the anxiety and strain. Going back to my room, I sat
down as before. But no thoughts would come; I felt a
heavy pressure on my breast, and soon it seemed to me as
though I should suffocate.

I sprang up and went out between the pillars to inhale
the cool night air. As I did so, my cheek was softly fanned
by what scemed to be a passing wave of air, and immediately
thereafter the hoot of an owl sounded in the stillness. At
the same moment a strong odour of the blossoms of the
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night lotus was wafted towards me irom the garden ponds.
I had raised my eyes in order again to calculate the hour
from the stars, when lo ! I bcheld athwart the deep blue
expanse of the” heavens, between the black tree-tops, the
softly glowing radiance of the Milky Way.

“The heavenly Gunga,” I murmured involuntarily,
and in a moment it was as if the pressure on my breast were
loosening, were rising in a warm wave within me, to pour
out presently in a stream of hot tears from my eyes. It is
true I had, a few hours carlier, when my whole life passed
in review bcfore me, thought of Vasitfhi and the brief
season of my love—but then only as of something distant
and strange that seemed to be no more than a*foolish dream.
Now, however, I no longer thought of it all—I lived it again ;
I was all at once the self of the past and the sclf of the
present, and with genuine horror did I become aware of all
the difference. At that time I possessed nothing except
myself and my love ; and thesc—were they not inseparable ?
Now—oh what did I not possess now ! Wives and children,
elephants, horses, cattle, drzught oxen, servants and
slaves, richly filled warehouses, gold and jewels, a pleasure
park and a palace the possession of which my fellow-
citizens envied me—but I—where was I? As in some
blighted fruit, the kernel was dried up—had disappeared—
and cverything had turned to empty shell! . . .

Like one.awaking, I looked around me.

The extensive and beautifully timbered park lifting its
dark tree-tops against the night sky, sown with myriads
of stars and threaded by the Milky Way, and the proud hall
where the alabaster lamps glowed between the pillars—
these suddenly appeared to me in quite a new light.
Hostile and threatening, they surrounded ne like magnifi-
cently glistening vampires which had already drained



116 THE PILGRIM KAMANITA

almost the whole of my heart’s blood and were now gaping
greedily for the enjoyment of the last drops, after which
there would remain but the withered corpse of an abortive
human life. :

A distant and undefinable noise—murmurs or footsteps
as it seemed to me—caused me to start up. Unsheathing
my sword, I sprang down a couple of steps and then stood
still to listen. The robbers !—but no! Everything was
silent, everything remained silent. Far and wide, nothing
moved. It was only one of those unfathomable sounds
which belong to fhe stillness of night, one of those which
so often by the watch-fires of the caravans had caused me
to spring to my feet. Without, there was nothing !
But what was that within_me? That was no longer
terror which made the blood beat in my temples; nor
yet was it the courage of despair; no, it was cxultant
jubilation.

“ Welcome, ye robbers! Come hither, Angulimala !
Lay waste, reduce to ashes. These are my deadliest
enemies whom ye destroy—that which would crush me,
ye take away! Here, here to me. Imbrue your swords
in my blood. It is my bitterest enemy ye pierce, this
body devoted 1o sensuality, given over to gluttony! It
is my saddest possession, this life which ye deprive me
of. Welcome robbers! good friends! old comrades!”

It could not be long now ; midnight was past, and with
what joy did I look forward to the combat! Angulimala
would seck me; I wished to se¢ whether he would be
able this time also {0 strike my sword out of my hand. Oh!
how swect that would be, to die, after I had pierced him
to the l.>art—him, to whom alone all my misfortune was
due.

“It cannot be long now,”—how often may I have
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repeated that comfort to myself, as hour passed hour,
that night !

Now—at last! No, it was a rustling of the tree-tops,
and died away-in the distance, to rlse again as before. It
sounded as though a great shaggy animal had shaken
itself. Again and again it was repeated, and once there
sounded the shrill cry of some bird.

Were not these signs of apprdaching day ?

Fear made me cold. Was it possible that I was to be
disappointed ? Yes, I trembled now at the thought that,
after all, the robbers might nof come. Mow close, within
my reach, the end had appeared to be—a short, exciting
fight, and then death, scarcely felt. Nothing scemed to
me so hopeless now as the wretched prospect of being
found here in the morning, in'the old surroundings, my old
self again, and again bound to the old life. Was that
really to happen? Were they not coming, my deliverers ?
It must assuredly be high time—but I didn't even dare to
look. Yet how was that possible ? Was I, after all, the
victim of some illusion when I recognised Angulimala in that
ascetic ? Again and again did T ask myseclf the question,
but that I could not helieve. And yet if it were he, he
would be -sure to come—without a purpose, he would
certainly not have appcarcd at my house in his very
clever disguise, only to disappecar at once again as though
the carth had swallowed him. For I had caused inquiries
to be made, and knew that he had begged for alms nowhere
else. -

The drowsy crowing of a young cock in the courtyard
near woke me out of my brooding. The constellation that
I sought I was scarcely able now to find, several of its stars
having alrecady sunk beneath the tree-tops. All the other
groups, with the exception of those that stood highest in
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the heavens, had lost their clear twinkling. There was no
longer room for doubt ; the grey dawn was already heralding
its coming, and an attack on the part of Angulimala was
absolutely out of the question. .

But of all the strange things I had this night experi-
enced, the strangest camc now.

The recognition of my immunity was not accorhpanied
by any feeling of disappointment, still less, however, of
any rclief because of the disappearance of all danger.
But a new thought had suddenly arisen and possessed
me utterly—  *

“For what do I then really nced those robhers ?

I had longed for their torches and pitch garlands to
come and free me trom the burden of this magnificent
property. There are men, lowever, who, of their own
free will, divest themsclves of their possessions and lay
hold of the pilgrim’s staff. As a bird, whithersoever he
flies, flies furnished with his wings only, and is with these
content, so also is it with the pilgrim who is content with
the robe that covers his bedy, with the hread of charity
which prolongs his life. “And I have heard them say in
praise of that life: “ A prison, a slut’s corner 1s domestic
life; the free air of heaven is the portion of the
pilgrim.”

I called upon the swords of the robhers to kill this body.
But if this body crumbles into dust, a new onc js formed ;
and out from the old life goes forth a new one as its fruit.
What type of life would go fortl® from mine ? It is truc,
Vasitthi and I solemnly swore by yonder heavenly Gunga
whose silver waves feed the lotus ponds of the Western
Paradise that we would meet in those Fields of the Blest
—and with that vow there was formed, as she said, for
each of us there in the crystal waters of the sacred sea,
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a life bud—a bud that would grow by every pure thought,
every good deed, but at which everything evil and unworthy
in our lives would gnaw like a worm. Ah! long since
must mine have been gnawed away. I have looked
back over my life; it has grown unworthy. Unworthi-
‘ness would go forth from it. What should I have gained
by such an exchange ?

But there are, as we know, men who, cre they leave
this life, destroy every possibility of re-birth on earth,
and who win the stcadfast certainty of cternal bliss.
And these are the very men who, forsaking everything,
adopt the pilgrim’s life.

What, then, can the burning torches of the robbers,
what their swords, do for me ?

And I, who had at first tfembled anxiously because of
the robbers and had afterwards longed impatiently for
them as my onc hope—I now neither feared them nor
hoped for anything from them. Freed alike from fear
and hope, I felt a great calm. In this peace I assuredly
experienced a foretaste of the joy which is theirs who
have reached the pilgrim’s goal; for, as I stood over
against the robbers, so those pilgrims surely stand over
against all the powers of this world; necither do they
fear such, nor do they hope for anything from them, but
abide in peace.

And I, who, twenty-four hours earlier, fearcd to start
out on a short joi:rney on account of the hardships and
the meagre fare of the ciravan life—I now decided without
fear or vacillation t{o journey shelterless and on foot to
the end of my days, content to ““ take things as they come.”

Without once going back into the house, I went straight
away to a shed lying between the garden and courtyard,
where all kinds of tools were kept. There I took an
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ox-goad and cut off the tip of it in order to use it as a
staff; and a gourd-bottle, such as the gardeners and
field-workers carry, I hung over my shoulder.

At the well in the courtyard I filled the gourd.

Upon which, the house-steward approached me.

“ Angulimala and his robbers will not come now, O
Master ! will they ?”

“No, Kolita, they will not come now.”

“ But how, O Master—dost thou go abroad already ? ”

“ Even so, Kolita, I go abroad, and of that very matter
I desired to spcuk with thee. For I go the way now,
that men call the way of the noblest birds of passage.
From this way, however, Kolita, there is, for one who
perseveres in it, no return—no return to this world after
death, how much less to this house during life. But
the house I give into thy care, for thou hast been faithful
unto death. Administer house and fortune until my son
attains to manhood. Give my love to my father and
my wives, and—farewell ! ”

After I had thus spoken.and freed my hand from the
good Kolita, who covered it with kisses and tears, I walked
towards the gate, and at sight of the gate-post, against
which the figure of the ascetic had lcaned, F thought:
“If its likencss to Angulimala was but a vision, then
have I read the vision aright !

Quickly, and without looking back, I went through the
suburb with its gardens ; and before me there lay, stretched
out in the first grey shimmer of sthe dawn, as if it went
on and cver on to all eternity, the desolate far-reaching
country road.

Thus, O Reverend One, did I adopt the life of the
homeless.
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IN THE IIALL OF THE POTTER

Wirn these words, the pilgrim Kamanita brought his
narrative to a close, became silent, and gazed meditatively
out upon the landscape. .

And the Lord Buddha also became silent, and gazed
meditatively out upon the landscape.

Lofty trces were to bc scen, some near, some farther
off, some grouping themsclves in shadowy masses, others
dissolving airily in cloudlike formations and disappearing
into the mists in the distance.

The moon now stood direcily over the porch, and its
light shone into the outer part of the hall, where it lay
like three white sheets upon the bleaching-green, while the
left side of the pillars gleamed as though mounted in silver.

In the deep silence of the night onc could hear a buffalo
cow somewhere in the neighbourhood, cropping the grass
with short measured jerks.

And the Master pondered within himself—

“ Should I indeed tell this pilgrim all I know of Vasitthi ?
—how faithful she was to himn; how, without fault of her
own, she was by base fritud brought to marry Satagira ;
how it was her doing that Angulimala appeared in Ujjeni;
and how, owing to that very visit, he himself, Kamanita,
is now treading the path of the pilgrim instead of sinking
in foul luxury. Should I reveal to him the path that is
Vasitthi’s now ? ”
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But he decided that the time was not yet come, and
that such knowledge could not be helpful to the pilgrim
in his efforts.

The Master, thercfore, spoke and said— -

“To be separated from what we love is suffering,
to be united to what we do not love is suffering. When
this was said, it was said of such an experience as
thine.”

“Oh! how true,” called out Kamanita, in an agitaged
voice, ‘ how profoundly, deeply true! Who, O str:méer,
uttered those wonderful words ? *’

‘““ Give thyself no concern about that, pilgrim. It is all
the same who uttered them, if thou dost but feel and
recognise their truth.”

“ How should I not > They contain indeed in a few words
all my life-trouble. Had I not already chosecn a master,
I should seck no other than the admirable one with whom
these words originated.”

*“Then thou hast, O pilgrim, a Master, whose teaching
thou dost acknowledge, and in whose name thou hast
gone forth.” '

‘“ In truth, O Reverend One, I went forth in the name of
no master. On the contrary, my idca at that time was
that I should win my way to the goal unaided. And when
I rested by day in the neighbourhood of a village, at the
foot of a tree, or in the recesses of a forest, then I gave
myself up with fervour to the deepest thought. And to
such thoughts as these, O Reverend One :—‘ What is the
soul ? What is the world? TIs the world eternal? Is
the soul cternal > Is the world temporal ? Is the soul
temporal ? Is the soul cternal and the world temporal ?
Is the world eternal and the soul temporal ? Or: Why
has the highest Brahma caused the world to go forth from
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himself ? And if the highest Brahma is pure and perfect
happiness, how does it happen that the world he has
created is imperfect and is afllicted with suffering ?’

““ And when I gave myself up to such thoughts, I reached
no satisfactory solution. On the contrary, new doubts
constantly arose, and I did not seem to have neared, by
so much as a single step, the goal for whose sake noble-

‘. i{d sons abandon home for ever and voluntarily
'%c homeless.”

““Yes, pilgrim, it is as if onc were to pursue the horizon :
‘O that I might but reach to-day or to-miorrow the line
that bounds my vision ?’ In the same way does the goal
escape him who gives himsclf to such questions.”

Kamanita nodded thoughtfully, and then went on—

“Then it one day happened, when the shadows of the
trees had already begun to lengthen, that T came upon a
hermitage in a forest glade, and there T saw young men in
white robes, several of whom milked cows, while others
split wood and yet others washed pails at the spring. On
a mat in front of the hall sat an aged Brahman, from
whom these young people evidently learned the songs and
sentences. He greeted me with friendliness, and although
it would take, as he said, scarcely an hour to reach the
next village, he begged’ me to share their meal and to
spend the night with them. I did so gratefully enough,
and hefore 1 had laid mysclf down to sleep I had heard
many a good and i nnprosswe utterance.

“On the following day, when I was about to go on my
way, the Brahman addressed me with: ‘Who is thy
Master, O pilgrim, and in whose name hast thou gone
forth ?’ And I answered, as I have answered thee.

*Upon which the Brahman said: ‘ How wilt thou, O
pilgrim, reach that high goal, if thou dost wander alone
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like the rhinoceros, instead of in a herd and led by an
experienced leader as is the way of the wise elephant ?’

“ At the word ‘herd,’ he glanced benevolently towards the
young people standing round about ; at the word *leader’
he appearcd to smile with much inward satisfaction.

“‘For," he went on, ‘this is indeed too high and too
deep for one’s own thought, and without a teacher it must
remain a closed book! On the other hand, the Veda, in
the teaching of Cvetaketu, says ‘“just as, O beloved, a
man who has been led blindfolded hither from the 13nd of
the Gandharerpand then let loose in the desert, will strike
too far eastward, or it may be too far to the north, or the
south, because he has been led hither with his eyes bound,
and with bound cycs Ict loose; but will, after one has
unbound his eyes and said to him, ‘ There, in that direction
live the Gandharer, go thither,” ask his way from village
to village, and reach his home, richer in knowledge and
wisdom ; so also is the man who has found a tcacher here
below, and has in himself the consciousness which he
expresses thus :—‘I shall have part and lot in this world’s
turmoil but till my salvation comes, and then I shall go
to my place.””’

I saw, of course, at once, that the Brahman was planning
to secure me as a pupil. But this very desire of his
destroyed any confidence which might have been awaken-
ing within me. On the other hand, I was well pleased with
the saying from the Veda, and, as 1 went on my way,
repeated it over and over again to myself, in order to fix it
in my memory. In doing so, a sentence occurred to me
which T had once heard used regarding a master—

* * * The master does not crave disciples, but the disciples,
the master.” What a very different man he must be, I
thought to myself, from this forest Brahman! And I
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longed, O Reverend One, for the master who was above all
such craving.”

‘“ Who is this master whom thou didst hear so praised ?
and what is his name ?

“ It is, O brother, the ascetic Gautama, the Sakya son,
who has renounced the hcritage of the Sakyas. This
Master, Gautama, is greeted everywhere with honour and
the joyous cry: ‘This is the Sublime, the Holy One,
Blamgless in Life, and Knower of all Things, Master of
Godsgiand Men, the Enlightened One, the Buddha.! In
order to reach that Sublime One, and 16 acknowledge
myself his disciple, I journcy now.”

‘“ But where, pilgrim, does he now reside—this Sublime,
this Enlightenced One ?”’

“Far to the north, O brother, in the Kingdom of
Kosala, lies the town of Sravasti. Just beyond the town
is the richly wooded Jetavana park, filled with mighty
trees, in whose decp shade, far removed from all noise,
human beings are able to sit and meditate. Its crystal
ponds ever exhalc coolness and its emerald meadows are
strewn with myriads of vari-coloured flowers. Years ago,
the rich merchant Anatha-Pindika purchased the grove
from Prince Jeta—for so much money, that, if spread over
the surface of the ground, it would have concealed the
whole property—and presented it to the Buddha. There,
then, in this,delightful Jetavana over whose meadows the
feet of so many of the wisc have passed, the Master, the
Fully Enlightened One, at ‘present makes his abode. And
in the course of about four weeks, I hope, if I'step bravely
out, to have accomplished thc distance from Liere to Sravasti
and to sit at the feet of the Master.”

‘‘ But hast thou, O pilgrim, ever seen him, the Blest One,
and wouldst thou, if thou didst see him, recognise him ? ”’
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** No, brother, 1 have not yet seen him, the Blest One,
and if I saw him I should not recognise him.”

Then the Master reflected : ** For my sake, this pilgrim
is now on the way ; he acknowledges himself my disciple ;
how would it be if I should unfold my doctrine to him ? ”’
And the Master turned to Kamanita and said—

““ The moon has just risen directly over the porch, we are
not yet far into the night, and too much sleep is not good for
the mind. So then, if it be agreeable to thee, I will, in
return for thy narrative, unfold to thee the doctrine of the
Buddha.”

“1It is just what I should wish, O brother, and I pray
thee to do so.”

‘ Listen then, O pilgrim, and mark well what I say.”



XIX

THE MASTER

AND the Lord Buddha said: ‘ The Perfect One, brother,
the Fully Enlightened One, set the wheel of Doctrine
rolling at Benares, beside the Rock of the Prophet, in the
Grove of the Gazclles. And to it may no man oppose
himself, neither ascetic nor priest, neither god nor devil,
nor any onc whosocver in this world.

That Doctrine is the Unveiling, the Revelation of the
four Sacred Truths. What Four ? The Sacred Truth of
Suffering, The Sacred Truth of the Origin of Suffering,
The Sacred Truth of the End of all Suffering, The
Sacred Truth of the Path which leads to the End of all
Suffering.

But what is, brother, the Sacred Truth of Suffering ?
Birth is Suffering, Age is Suffering, Sickness is Suffering,
Death is Suffering ; Care, Misery, Pain, Grief, and Despair
are all Suffering ; to be separated from the loved is Suffering,
to be united to the unloved is Suffering ; not to obtain what
we desire is Suffering ; in short, all the various forms of
affection involve Suffering. That is, O brother, the Sacred
Truth of Suflering.

But what is, brother, the Sacred Truth of the Origin of
Suffering ? Tt is this, the thirst that leads from birth to
birth, through many lives, companioned by desire and
passion, regaling itself, now here, now there,—it is the
thirst for earthly pleasure, tl'1:; thirst for heavenly rapture,
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the thirst for annjhilation. That is, O brother, the Sacred
Truth of the Origin of Suffering.

But what is, brother, the Sacred Truth of the End of
all Suffering? It is the complete, the<absolute end of
this very thirst, the forsaking it, the detaching, the freeing,
the saving oneself from it. That is, O brother, the Sacred
Truth of the End of all Suffering.

But what is, brother, the Sacred Truth of the Path
which leads to the End of all Suffering ? It is the Holy
Eightfold Path consisting of Right Perception, Right Re-
solve, Right Spéech, Right Dealing, Right Life, Right Effort,
Right Thought, Right Contemplation. That is, O brother,
the Sacred Truth of the Path which leads to the End of
all Suffering.

After the Master had in this way sct up the four corner-
stones, he proceeded to raise the whole doctrinal structure
in such a way as to make it a habitable home for the
thoughts and feelings of his pupil ; he clucidated each
separate scntence as one hews and polishes each individual
stone, and just as one lays stone upon stone so did he
join sentence to sentence, cverywhere laying the founda-
tions carefully and fitting cach sentence into its own
proper place, in its due relation to every other. By the
side of the pillar of the Conception of Suffering he placed
the pillar of the Conccption of the Transitoriness of all
things ; and as entablature joining the two, while supported
by and overarching them, he added the weighty thought
of the unreality of all phenomena. Through this mighty
portal he ascended, leading his pupil circumspectly, step
by step, several times up and down the well-built ladder
of the fundamental law of sequence, everywhere estab-
lishing and perfecting.

And just as an able builder, when erecting some magnifi-
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cent structure, adds picces of statuary at suitable points
and in such a way that they serve not only as ornaments,
but also as bearers or supports, so the Master at times
introduced a pleasing and ingenious parable, conscious
that by such means the veiled meaning of many a profound
utterance becomes clear.

Finally, however, he summed the whole up, and at the
same time, as it were, covered the building in by placing
upon it a resplendent, far-seen dome, in the words : * By
attachment to existence, O pilgrim, thou comest into
existence ; lacking such attachment thou ‘dost not come
into existence.”

And in the monk, who is nowhere held fast by his affec-
tions, there grows amid the unclouded cheerfulness of
inward peace this perception—‘‘ that now is his salvation
sure, that this is the last birth of all, that there will be
no new existence beyond.”

The monk who has come thus far is rewarded with this
highest wisdom. And this, O pilgrim, is the highest,
holiest wisdom—** to know that all suffering is ended.”
He who has found it has found a freedom which stands
true and inviolable. For that is false, O pilgrim, which
is vain and- fleeting; and that is true which is real and
permanent, the end of all dclusion.

And he who from the very beginning was subject to
birth, to the changcs of age, and to death, has now, marking
well the balefulness of this law of Nature, won for himself
the safety that knows no”birth, no age, no death. He
who was subject to sickness, to impurity, to sin, has now
reached the assurance that knows no change, that is pure
and holy—

“I am saved and my salvation is within me; my life is
ended, my work done, this world exists for me no longer.”

9
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" Such a one, O pilgrim, is called the ** Finisher ” because
he has finished and made an end of all suffering.

Such a one, O pilgrim, is called the ‘ Obliterator ”’
because he has obliterated the delusion of “I” and
“ Mine.”

Such a one, O pilgrim, is called the * Wecder ”’ because
he has weeded out the plant of life by the roots so that
no life can ever germinate again.

Such a one, so long as he is in the body, is seen of gods
and men; but when his body is dissolved in death, he
is no longer seen of gods and men. Nor does Nature—
the All-sceing—sec him any longer ; he has blinded the
eye of Nature, escaped from the Evil One. Crossing the
stream of being, he has reached the island, the only one,
that lies beyond age and death—Nirvana.



XX
THE UNREASONABLE CHILD

AFTER the Lord Buddha had cnded his discourse, the
pilgrim Kamanita remained sitting for a long time, silent
and motionless, a prey to conflicting and sceptical thoughts.
Finally he said: ‘ Thou hast told me much of how the
monk should in his lifetime make an end of suffering, but
nothing whatever of what becgmes of him when his body
sinks in decath and rcturns to its elements, except that
from that time on neither men nor gods, nor even Nature
herself secs him again. But of an cternal life of supreme
happiness and heavenly bliss—of that I have heard
nothing. Has the Master revealed nothing concerning it ? **

‘“ Even so, my brother, it is even so. The Master has
revealed nothing concerning it.”

‘That is as much as to say that the Lord Buddha
knows no more of this most important of all questions
than I myselt,” replicd Kamanita discontentedly.

‘“Dost thou think it to be so? Listen then, pilgrim.
In that Sinsapa wood in the neighbourhood of Kosambi,
where ye did swear—thop and thy Vasitthi—eternal
fidelity and pledged yourselves to mecet again in the
Paradise of the West, the Lord Buddha at one time took
up his abode. And the Lord Buddha came out of the
wood, a bundle of Sinsapa leaves in his hand, and said to
his disciples: ‘“ What think ye, O ye disciples, Jwhich
are more numerous, these Sinsapa leaves which I have

3n
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taken in my hand, or the other leaves yonder in the wood ?
And without taking much time to consider, they answered :
“ The leaves, Lord, which thou hast taken in thy hand
are few, and far more numerous are the leaves yonder in
the Sinsapa wood.” ‘“Even so also, O ye disciples,”
caid the Master, ‘‘is that which I have discerned and not
declared to you, greater in sum than that which I have
declared. And why, O ye disciples, have I not declared
everything ? Because it is not salutary, is not in keeping
with the ancient spirit of asceticism, and docs not lead
to the turning away from all earthly things, not to con-
version from earthly lust, not to the final dissolution of
all that is subject 1o change, not to perfect knowledge,
not to Nirvana.” .

“If the Master spoke thus in the Sinsapa grove at
Kosambi,” answered Kamanita, ‘‘ then the matter is
probably evea morc serious still. For in that case, he
has certainly been silent on the point in order not to dis-
courage. or, as might well happen, even terrify his disciples ;
as he certainly would, if he should reveal to them the final
truth—namely, annihilation. This scems to me to result
as a necessary consequence from what thou hast so plainly
stated. For, after all the objects of the five senses and of
thought have becen denicd and rejected as fleeting, as
without any rcal existence, and as full of suffering, there
remain as a matter of fact no powers by means of which
we could grasp anything whatsoever. So I understand,
OReverend One, from the doctrine thou hast just expounded
to me, that a monk who has freed himself from all impurity
falls a victim to annihilation when his body dies, that he
vanishes, and has no existence beyond death.” )

“ Didst thou not say to me, pilgrim,” then asked the
Lord Buddha, “ that thou wouldst sit within a month at
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the feet of the Master in the Grove of Jetavana near
Sravasti?

“ I assuredly hope to do so, O Reverend One ; why dost
thou ask me ? "¢

“ Then, when thou dost sit at the feet of the Master,
what dost thou think, my friend—is the physical form
which thou wilt then see, which thou wilt be able to touch
with thy hand—is that the Perfect One, dost thou look
upon it as such ? ”

“ I do not, O Reverend One.”

‘ Perhaps, then, when the Master speaks to thee . . . the
mind that then reveals itself, with its sensations, percep-
tions, ideas, is the Perfect Onc—dost thou so look upon
ite”

“ I do not, O Reverend One.”’

“ Then it may be, my friend, that the body and the mind
taken together are the Perfect One.”

“I do not look upon them in that light, O Reverend
One.”

“Dost thou think, then, that the Perfect One exists
apart from his body or from his mind, or mayhap from
both ? Ts that thy view, my friend ?

“ He is in so far apart from them, that his being is not
fully comprchended in these elements.”

“ What elements or powers hast thou then, my friend,

apart from those of the body with all its qualities of which
we have become awarc through the senses, and apart from
those of the mind with all‘its sensations, perceptions, and
ideas—what powers hast thou beyond these, by means of
which thou canst fully apprehend what thou hast not yet
apprehended in the being of the Perfect One ?

** Such further powers, O Reverend One, I must acknow-
ledge I do not possess—"’
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“Then even here, friend Kamanita, in the world of
sense, the Perfect One is not, in truth, and in his very
essence, to be apprchended by thee. Hast thou, then, a
right to say that the Perfect One—or the monk who has
freed himself from all impurity—is doomed to annihila-
tion when his life ends, that he does not cxist beyond
death; and solely because thou art in possession of no
powers by which thou canst, in truth, and in his very
essence, apprehend him there ?

Questioned in such fashion, Kamanita sat for some
time speechless, his body bent, his head bowed.

“Even if T have no right to make that assertion,” he
said finally, ‘it yet seems to me to be implied plainly
enough in the silence of the Perfect One. For he certainly
would not have maintained’such a silence if he had had
anything joyous to communicate, which would of course
be the case if he knew that for the monk who had con-
quered suffering there remained after death not only not
annihilation, but cternal and blessed life. Certain it is
that such a communication could only serve as a spur to
his disciples and be a help to them in all true effort.”

“Dost thou think so, my friend ? But how if the
Perfect One had not pointed to the end of all suffering
as the final goal—even as he also began with suffering
in the beginning—but had set himself to extol an eternal
and blessed life out beyond it and beyond this life of
ours. Many of his disciples would assuredly have
been dclighted with the idca,” would have clung to it
eagerly, would have longed for its fulfilment with the
passionate longing which disturbs all cheerfulness and
serenitv of thought ; but would they not also have been
involved unperceived in the meshes of the powerful net
of Life’s desirc? And while clinging to a beyond for
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which of necessity they had to borrow all the colouring
from this life, would they not, the more they pursued
that Beyond, have but clung the more to the Present ?

* Like the watch-dog that, bound to a post and trying
to free himsecll, rushes in a circle round the post—even
so those worthy disciples, out of sheer hatred for this
life, would have rushed in an endless circle around
it.”

*“Though I am certainly compelled to acknowledge
this danger,” was Kamanita’s answer, “I yet hold that
the other danger, the uncertainty evoked by silence,
is by much the more dangerous, inasmuch as it cripples
the encrgies from the very beginning. For how can the
disciple be expected to excrt himself with all his might,
with decision, and courage,” to overcome all suffering,
if he doesn’t know what is to follow, whether eternal
bliss or non-existence ?

*“My friend, what wouldst thou think in such a case
as this ? Let us say that a lhouse is burning, and that
the servant runs to waken his master: ‘Get up, sir!
Fly! the housc is on fire. Alrcady the rafters are burning
and the roof is about to fall in!’ Would the master be
likely to answer, ‘ Go, my good fellow, and see whether
there is rain and storm without, or whether it is a fine
moonlit night. In the latter case we will betake ourselves
outside ?’”

“But how, O Reverend One, could the master give
such an answer ? For the servant had called to him in
terror: ‘Fly, sir! The house is on firc. Already the
rafters are burning and the roof threatens to fall in.””’

“Of course the servant had called to him. But if,
in spite of that, the master answered: ‘Go, my good
fellow, and sce whether there is rain and storm without
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or whether it is a fine moonlit night. In the latter case
we will betake ourselves outside,’ wouldst thou not
conclude from it that the master had not heard aright
what his faithful servant had said—that thc mortal danger
which hung over his head had by no means become clear
to him?”

‘I should certainly have been forced to that conclusion,
O Reverend One, as it would otherwise be unthinkable
that the man could give such a foolish answer.”

“ Even so, pilgrim—therefore go thou also forth as if thy
head were encompassed by flames, for thy housc is on
fire. And what house? The world! And set on fire
by what flame ? By the flame of decsire, by the flame
of hate, by the flame of delusion. The whole world is
being consumed by flame, the whole world is enveloped
in smoke, the whole world rocks to its foundations.

Addressed thus, the pilgrim Kamanita trembled as
does a young buffalo when he hcars for the first time the
roar of the lion in the neighbouring thicket. With bent
body, head sunk on his brcast, his face suffused with
burning colour, he sat for some time without uttering a
word.

Then, in a gruff although somewhat tremulous voice, he
made answer—

“It in no way pleases me, however, that the Master
has revealed nothing concerning this matter, that is,
if he was ablc to give any information which would have
been full of promise—and even if‘he has been silent because
what he knew was comfortless and terrifying, or because
he knew absolutely nothing, I am no better pleased. For
the thoughts and the efforts of human beings are directed
towards happiness and pleasure, a tendency which has
its foundation in Nature herself and cannot be otherwise.
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And in kecping with this is thc following which I have
heard from the lips of Brahman priests :—

““ Let us suppose the case of a youth, capable, eager for
knowledge, the.quickest, strongest, most powerful of all
youths, and that to him should belong the world with all
its treasures. That would be a human joy. But a hundred
human joys are but as onc joy of the hcavenly genii;
and a hundred joys of the heavenly genii are but as one
joy of the gods; and a hundred joys of the~gods are
but as one joy of the Indra; and a hundred joys of the
Indra are but as one joy of the Prajapati; and a hundred
joys of the Prajapati are but as one joy of the Brahman.
This is the supreme joy, this is the path to the supreme
joy.”

“ Yes, O pilgrim, just as if there stood therc an inex-
perienced child, incapable of sensible reasoning. This
child feels in his tooth a burning, boring, stabbing pain, and.
runs to an eminent and learned physician and pours out his
troubles to him. ‘I beg thee, honoured sir, to give me
by thy skill, a feeling of blissful rapture in place of this pain
at present in my tooth.” And the physician answers,
‘ My dear child, the sole aim of my skill is the removal of
pain.’ But the spoilt child begins to wail, ‘ Oh! I have so
long endured a burning, stabbing, boring pain in my tooth ;
is it then not most reasonable that I should now enjoy in
its stead a feeling of rapture, of delicious plcasure ? And
there do exist, as I have heard, learned and experienced
physicians whose skill goes so far, and I belicved that thou
wert one of these.” And then this foolish child runs to a
quack, a miracle-worker from the land of the Gandharer, a
‘cheap Jack,” who causes the following announcement to
be made by a town-crier to the accompaniment of drums
and conches : ‘ Health is the greatest of all gifts, health is
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the goal of all men. Blooming, luxuriant health, a comfort-
able and blissful feeling in all one’s members, in every
vein and fibre of the body, such as the gods enjoy, even
the sicklicst can obtain by my help, at a very small-cost.’
To this miracle-worker the child runs and pours out his
trouble: ‘I beg thece, honoured sir, to give me by thy
skill in place of this pain at present in my tooth, a feeling of
comfort, of blissful rapture.’

“ And ti.aqnagician answers : ‘ My dear child, in doing just
this very thing lies my skill.” After he has pocketed the
money offered by the child, he touches the tooth with his
finger and produces a magical cffect, by means of which
feeling of Dblissful pleasure drives out the pain. And
the foolish child runs home overjoyed and suprcmely
happy. )

“ After a short time, however, the fecling of pleasure
-gradually subsides and the pain returns. And why ?
Because the cause of the evil was nol removed. )

“ But, O pilgrim, lct us suppose that a reasonable man
fecls a burning, stabbing, boring pain in his tooth. And he
goes to a learned and experienced physician and tells him -
of his trouble: ‘I beg thee, honoured sir, by thy skill to
free me from this pain.’ And the physician answers :
‘If thou, my friend, dost demand mo inore from me, I
may safely trust my skill so far.” ‘\What could I ask tor
more,’ replies the reasonable man. And the physician
examines the tooth and finds the cause of the pain in an
inflammation at its root. ‘Go Bome, my friend, and have
a leech put on this spot. When the leech has sucked itself
full and falls off, then lay these herbs on the wound. By so
doing, the matter and the impure blood will be removed
and the pain will ccase.” The reasonable man goes home
and does as the physician bids him. And the pain gees
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and does not return. And why not ? Becauss-the cause
of the evil has beey removed.”

Now when the Master, after ending his parable ceased

. speaking, Kanmanita sat, reduced to silence and sorely
. disturbed, his body bent, his hcad sunk on his breast, his
countenance suffused with colour, without a word, while
the anguished sweat dropped from his forehead and trickled
down from his armpits. For did he not feel himsclf
compared by this venerable teacher to a foo':sti child and
made equal with one ? And as he was unable in spite of
his utmost efforts to find an answer, he was near to weeping.

Finally, when able to command his voice, he asked in a
subducd tone: ‘ Hast thou, Reverend Sir, all this from the
mouth of the Master, of the perfect Buddha himself ?

It happens seldom that the perfect smile. But at this
question a smile did play around the Master’s lips.

“ No, brother, I cannot say I have.” .

When the pilgrin Kamanita heard this gnswer, he
joyfully raised his bent body and, with glistening eye and
reanimated voice, burst forth—

““ Wasn’t I surc of it! O, I knew for certain that this
couldn’t be the very doctrine of the Master himself, but
rather thine own tortuous interpretation of it—an inter-
X pi'_etation based altogether on misunderstanding. Is it not
-said that the doctrine of the Buddha is bliss in the beginning,
- bliss in the middle, and bliss in the end? But how could
one say that of a doctrmc which does not promise eternal
and blessed life, full of supremest joy ? However, in a few
weeks I shall sit at the feet of the Master and receive the

, doctrine of salvation from his own lips, as a child draws
Ssweet nourishment from its mother’s breast. And thou also
wilt be there, and, truly taught, wilt alter thy mistaken and
destructive conception. But, look, those strips of moonlight
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have gone back almost to the threshold of the hall ; it must
be far into the night. Come, then, let us lay ourselves
down to sleep?” ‘“As thou wilt, brother,” answered
the Master kindly. And drawing his mantle more closely
around him, he laid himself down on his mat in the posture
of the lion, supporting himself on his right arm, his left foot
resting on the right.

And having in mind the hour of awakening, he instantly
fell aslcep.™~



XXI

IN MID CAREER

WHEN the Master awoke in the grey dav n,'“l'le saw the
pilgrim Kamanita busy, rolling up his mat, hanging his
gourd over his shoulder, and looking round for his staff
which he hadn’t at once been able to perceive in the corner
in which he had placed it, owing to its having fallen down.
While thus engaged, there was, in his every movement,
the appearance of a man in a great hurry.

The Master sat up and gave him fricndly greeting.

““ Art thou going alrcady, brother ? "

‘ Surely, surcly,” called out Kamanita, full of excite-
ment, “just think, it is hardly to be belicved—absolutely
laughable and yet so marvellous—such rare good fortune !
A few minutes ago I awoke and felt my throat quite parched
after all the talk of yecsterday. Without more ado, I
jumped up and ran to the well just across the way, beneath
the tamarinds. A maiden was standing there drawing
water. And what dost thou suppose I learned from
her? TlLc Masterisn’tin Sravasti at all. But canst thou
imagine, then, where he is ? Yesterday, accompanied by
three hundred monks, he arrived here in Rajagriha! And
at this moment he is in his mango grove on the farther
side of the town. In an hour, in less, perhaps, I shall
have seen him—I, who believed that I should have to
journey other four weeks! What do I say—in an hour?
It is only a good half-hour thither, the maiden said, if one

141
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doesn’t go through the chief streets, but runs through the
lanes and squares to the west gate. . . . I can scarcely
realise it. The ground burns beneath my fecet—farewell,
brother ! Thou hast meant well by me, and I shall not
fail to conduct thee also to the Master—but now I really
cannot delay a moment longer.”

And the pilgrim Kamanita dashed out of the hall and
ran away along the street as fast as his legs would carry
him. But when he reached the city gate of Rajagriha it
was not yet opened and he was obliged to wait for a short
time—time which seemed to him an eternity. and raised
his impatience to the highest pitch.

He employed the minutces, however, in getting from an
old woman carrying a basket of vegetables to the town,
and who, like himself, was obliged to halt at the gate,
exact information with regard to the shortest way—as to
how he was to go through such and such a lane, past a little
temple to the right, and to the left past a well, and then
not to lose sight of a certain tower, so that he might perhaps
recover in the town the time he had lost standing outside
its walls. ‘

As soon, then, as the gate was opened he dashed reck-
lessly away in the direction indicated. Sometimes he
knocked down a few children, anon he brushed with such
violence past a woman who was rinsing dishes at the
kerbstone that onc of these rolled rattling away from
her and broke, or he bumped into Some water-carrier.
But the abuse which followed him fell on deaf ears, so
utterly was he possessed by the one thought that soon,
so wonderfully soon, he should see the Buddha.

. What rare fortune!” he said to himself. ‘ How
many generations pass and have no Buddha sojourn on
the earth in their time ; and of the generation that has a
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Buddha for its contemporary, oh, how few ever behold
him. But this happiness will certainly be mine now.
I have always feared that on the long and dangerous road
wild beasts or robbers might deprive me of this joy, but
now it cannot be taken from me.)

Filled with such thoughts, he turned into a very narrow
little lane. In his foolish onward rush he failed to
obscrve that from the other end of it, a cow, mad with
fear froln somc cause or other, was dashing towards him,
and failed 21990 notice {hat while scveral people in front
of him fled into a house, others concealéd themselves
behind a projecting bit of wall ; nor did he hear the shout
with which a woman standing on a balcony tried to warn
him—but dashed on, with his eyes fixed on the pinnacled
tower, which was to prevent his taking some wrong turning.

Only when it was too late to get out of the way did he
see with horror the stcaming nostrils, the bloodshot eyes,
and the polished horn which, the next instant, drove deep
into his side.

With a loud scream he fell down by the wall. The cow
dashed onward and disappeared irito another street.

People instantly hurried up, in part from curiosity, in
part to help. The woman who had warned him, brought
water with which to cleanse the wound. They tore up
his cloak to make a bandage, and, if possible, to staunch
the blood which gushed forth as from a fountain.

Kamanita had hardly lost consciousness for an instant.
It was clear to him at once that this meant death. But
neither that knowledge nor the agonies he was enduring
were such torture to him as the fear that he might not now
see the Buddha. In a deeply agitated tone of voice he
besought the bystanders to carry him to the Mango Grove
—to the Buddha.
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1 have journeyed so far, dear friends. I was so near
my goal. Oh, have pity upon me, don’t delay to carry me
thither. Don’t think of the pain to me, have no fear that
I shall sink under it—I shall not die till.ye have laid me
down at the feet of the Perfect One; then I shall die
happy, and happy rise again.”

Some of them ran {o fetch poles and a mattress. A
woman brought a strengthening draught of which Kamanita
took a’ few spoonfuls. The mecn were divided as to which
way was the shortest to the Hall of the Brotherhood in
the Mango Grove, for every step would make a difference.
It was clear to all that the pilgrim’s life was cbbing fast.

“ There come disciples of the Perfect One,” cried a
bystander, pointing along lhe little lanc ; *‘ they will be best
able to tell us.”

And, as a fact, several monks of the Order of the Buddha

. were approaching, clad in yellow cloaks which left the right
arm and hand—the hand with the alms bowl in it—frec.
Most of them were young men, but at their hcad walked
two venerable figures—a grey-haired man whose carnest, if
somewhat severe, face, with its piercing eye and powerful
chin, involuntarily attracted attention to itself, and a
middle-aged man whose fcatures were illumined by such a
hcart-winning gentleness that he had almost the appearance
of a youth. Yet an cxperienced observer might, in his
bearing and somewhat animated movements, as also in his
flashing glances, have detected the Inalienable character-
istics of the warrior caste, whilt the deliberate calm of the
older man no less revealed the born Brahman. 1In loftiness
of stature and princely carriage they were, however, alike.

- When these monks halted by the group which had
collected round the wounded man, many voluble
tongues at once related to them what had happened, and
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informed them that they were just about to carry the
wounded pilgrim on a stretcher—which was then being
fetched—to the Mango Grove, to the Buddha, in order to
fulfil the man’s overwhelming desire ; could one of the
younger monks perhaps return with them to show them
the shortest way to the spot where the Master was at that
moment to be found ?

““The Master,”” answered the old man with the severe face,
‘“is not in the Mango Grove, and we ourselves don't
know where he is.”

At the answer a despairing groan burst froni Kamanita’s
wounded breast.

“ But he certainly cannot be far from here,” added the
younger. ‘‘ The Master sent the company of monks on
ahead yesterday and pursued his journey alone. Hearrived
late, I expect, and sought quarters somewhere, probably
in the suburbs. We arc now on the way to look for him.”

‘“ Oh, seek diligently, find him,” cried Kamanita.

‘“ Even if we knew where the Master is, it would not be
possible to carry this wounded man thither,” said the stern
monk. ‘“For the shaking of the stretcher would soon
render his condition so much worse that, even if he survived
it, he would arrive in a dying condition, with a mind
incapable of apprehending the words of the Master. Let
him, however, take carc of himself now, be treated by an
experienced surgeon, and carcfully tended, and there is

.always the hope that ife may so far recover strength as to
be able to listen to the Master’s words.
Kamanita, however, pointed impatiently to the stretcher—

** No time—dying—take me with you—see him—touch
—dic happy—with you—hurry——! "

Shrugging his shoulders the monk turned to the younger

brethren—
10
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“ This poor man holds the Supremely Perfect One to be
an image, at whose touch one’s sins are forgiven.”

“ He has gained faith in the Perfcct One, Sariputta, even
if he lacks the deeper undecrstanding,” said the other, and
bent over the wounded man to ascertain what strength he
still had ; * perhaps we might risk it after all. I am sorry
for the poor fellow, and I believe we could do nothing
better for him than make the attempt.”

A gratcful look from the pilgrim rewarded him for his
advocacy.

‘ As thou wilt, Ananda,” answered Sariputta kindly.

At this moment there came striding past, from the
direction in which Kamanita had also come, a potter who
carried on his hecad a basket with all kinds of potter’s
wares. When he perceived' the pilgrim Kamanita, whom
they had just laid with great care, though not without

.causing him violent pain, upon the stretcher, he stopped,
stricken with horror, and so suddenly that the dishes, piled
one above another, came crashing down and were broken to
pieces.

“ God in heaven ! what has happened here ? That is the
pious pilgrim who honoured my hall by spending the night
there, in the company of a monk who wore a robe like that
of these reverend men.”

‘“‘ Was that monk an aged man and of lofty stature ? "’
asked Sariputta.

“ He was, reverend sir—and he seemed to me to be not
unlike thyself.”

Then the monks knew that thcy did not need to seek
longer—that the Master was in the house of the potter.
For “ the disciple who resembles the Master,” was the
description by which Sariputta was generally known.

“Is it possible ? "’ said Ananda, glancing up from the
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wounded man, who, owing to the pain occasioned by his
being lifted, had become all but unconscious, and had not
noticed the arrival of the potter. “ Is it possible that this
poor man should-have had the happiness for which he so
longs, the whole night through, without in the least
suspecting it ?

‘ That is the way of fools,” said Sariputta. ‘‘ But let us
go. Now he can, of course, be brought along.”

‘“ One moment,” called Ananda, ‘‘ he has been overcome
by the pain.” .

Indeed Kamanita’s blank stare showed that he scarcely
noticed what was passing around him. It began to grow
dark before his eyes, but the long strip of morning sky,
which showed between the high walls, nevertheless pierced
to his consciousness, and may well have appeared to him like
the Milky Way crossing the midnight sky. His lips moved.

“ The Gunga,” he murmured. .

“ His mind wanders,” said Ananda.

Those standing next to Kamanita, who had heard what
he said, interpreted it differently.

“ He now wishes to be taken 10 the Gunga in order that
the sacred waters may wash away his sins. But Mother
Gunga is far from hcre —who could possibly carry him
thither ? ”

“ First to thc Buddha, then the Gunga,” murmured
Sariputta, with the half-contemptucus pity the wisc man
bestows on the fool who, beyond the reach of help, falls
out of one superstition into another.

Suddenly, however, Kamanita's cyes became wonder-
fully animated, a happy smile transfigured his face; he
sought to raise himsclf. Ananda supported him.

"““The heavenly Gunga,” he whispered, with weak but
happy voice, and pointed with his right hand to the strip
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of sky above his head ‘‘ The heavenly Gunga! We swore

—by its waves—Vasitthi—"

His body quivered, blood gushed from his mouth, and
he passed away in Ananda’s arms. .

Scarcely half an hour later Sariputta and Ananda,
accompanicd by the monks, entcred the potter’s hall,
greeted the Master respectfully, and sat down by his side.

“Well, my dear Sariputta,” asked the Master, after
having given them a friendly greeting, “ did the company
of young monks under thy lcadership reach the end of
their long journey well and without accident ? Didst thou
have any lack of food. or medicine for the sick, by the
way ? And arc the disciples happy and studious ? ”

‘I am glad to be able to say, my reverend Master, that
we lacked for nothing, and 'that the young monks, full of
confidence and zeal, have but one decsire, namely, to see
.the Master face to face. These noble youths, who know
the word and profess the doctrine, I have brought with
me, in order to present them without delay to the Master.”

At these words three young monks arose and greeted
the Master with folded Hands—

“ Hail, Master, the Perfect Buddha—hail !

‘“ Ye are welcome,” said the Master, and invited them by
a movement of his hand to be scated again.

“And didst thou, O Master, arrive after yesterday’s
journey without over-fatigue or other evil effects? And
hast thou spent a passable night in this hall ? "

‘“ Even so, my Brother. I arrived at dusk, very tired it ’
is true, but without other ill effects from my journey,
and spent a fairly good night in the company of a stranger
pilgrim.”

“ That pilgrim,” began Sariputta, ‘ has been robbed
of his life in the streets of Rajagriha by a cow.”
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““ And never dreaming with whom he had passed the
night here,” added Ananda, ‘“ his one desire was to be
brought to the feet of the Master.”

““Soon afterwdrds, to be sure, he demanded that he
should be carried to the Gunga,” remarked Sariputta.

‘*“ Not so, Brother Sariputta,” Ananda corrected him;
“for he spoke of the hkeavenly Gunga. With radiant
countenance he recalled a vow, and, in doing so, uttered
the name of a woman—Vasitthi, I belicve—and so he died.”

“ The name of some woman on his lips he went hence,”
said Sariputta. ‘“Where may he have entered again
into existence ? "

‘* Foolish, ye disciples, was the pilgrim Kamanita,
as an unreasonable child. To this pilgrim, ye disciples,
who went about in my name and wished to profess himself
a follower of the doctrine of the Master, I expounded
the doctrine fully, entering into cvery detail. And he:
took offcnce at the doctrine.  The longings and aspirations
of his heart werc centred on bliss and heavenly joys. The
pilgrim Kamanita, ye disciples, has entered again into
existence in Sukhavati, in the Paradise of the West, there
to cnjoy the pleasures of heaven for thousands upon
thousands of years.”



XXII

IN THE PARADISE OF THE WEST

At the time when the Master uttered these words in the
hall of the potter at Rajagriha, the pilgrim Kamanita
awoke in the Paradise of thc West.

Wrapped in a red mantle, whose rich drapings flowed
down about him, delicate and glistening as the petals of a
flower, he found himsclf sitting with crossed legs on a
huge, similarly coloured lotus rose which floated in the
middle of a large pond. On the wide expanse of water
‘such lotus flowers were to be scen everywhere, red, blue,
and white, some as yct mere buds, others, although
fairly developed, yct still closed ; but, at the same time,
countless numbers were open like his own, and on almost
every one a human form was throned, whose richly
draped robes seemed to grow up out of the petals of the
flower.

On the sloping banks of the pond, in the greenest of
grass, there laughed such a wealth of flowers as made it
seem that all the jewels of earth had taken the form of
flowers, and had been reborn here. Their luminous
play of colour they had retained, but the hard coat of mail
they had worn during their earthly cxistence they had
exchanged for the soft and clinging, the living vesture
of the plants. In keeping with this change, was the
fragrance they exhaled, which was more powerful than the
most splendid essence ever enclosed in crystal, while yet

150
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possessing the whole heartsome freshness of the natural
odour of flowers.

From this enchanting bank the ravished glance swept
away between masscs of splendid trees, some loftily pierc-
ing the sky, others with broader summit and decper shade,
many clad in emerald foliage, numbers resplendent with
jewclled blossoms, standing now singly, now in groups,
anon forming deep, forest glades, on to where craggy
heights of the most alluring description displayed” their
graces of crystal, marble, and alabaster, here naked, there
covered with dense shrubbery or veiled in airy drapery
of flowers. But at one spot groves and rocks disappearcd
entirely to make room for a beautiful river, which poured
its waters silently into the lake like a stream of starry light.

Over the whole region the sky formed an arch, the deep
blue of which grew deecper as it neared the horizon, and
under this dome hung white, massy cloudlets on which
reclined lovely genii, who drew from their instruments
the magic strains of rapturous melodies that filled the
whole of space.

But in that sky there was no sun to be seen, and, indeed,
there was no nced for any sun. For from the cloudlets
and the genii, from the rocks and flowers, from the waters,
and from the lotus roses, from the garments of the Blest,
and, in even greater degree, from their faces, a marvellous
light shone forth. And just as this light was of radiant
clearness—without, howevgr, dazzling in the least—so the
soft, perfume-laden warmth was freshened by the constant
breath of the waters, and the inhaling of this air alone was
a pleasure which nothing on earth could equal.

When Kamanita had so far grown accustomed to the
sight of all these splendours that they no longer over-
powercd him, but began to seem like his natural surround-
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ings, he directed his attention to those other beings who,
like himself, sat round about on floating lotus thrones.
He soon perceived that those clad in red were male, those
in white of the fcmale sex, while of the: figures wrapped
in blue cloaks some, as it appcared to him, belonged to
the one, some to the other, sex. But all, without excep-
tion, were in the fullest bloom of youth, and seemed to be
of a most friendly disposition.

A neighbour in a blue cloak inspired him with particular
confidence, so that the desire to begin a conversation
awoke in his breast.

“1 wonder whether it is permissible to question this
blest onc ?”” he thought. “I would so much like to
know where I am.”

To his great astonishment the reply came at once,
without a sound, and without even the faintest movement
of the blue-clad figure’s lips.

‘“ Thou art in Sukhavati, the abode of bliss.”

Unconsciously Kamanita went on with his unspoken
questioning.

*“ Thou wast here, most sacred one, when I opencd my
eyes, for my glance fell at once on thee. Didst thou awake
at the same time as I, or hast thou been long here ? ™

“I have been here from time immemorial,” answered
the neighbour in blue, “ and I would believe that I had
been here from all cternity, if I hadn’t so often secna
lotus rose open and a new being a.ppear—and but for
the perfume of the Coral Trce. "

‘‘ What is there about that particular perfume ? ”

*“ That thou wilt soon discover for thyself. The Coral
Trce is the greatest wonder of this Paradise.”

The music of the heavenly genii, which seemed quite
naturally to accompany this soundless conversation,
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adapting itself with its melodies and strains to every
succeeding sentence, as if to deepen its meaning and
to make clear what the words could not convey, wove, at
these words, a strangely mystical sound-picture, and it
appeared to the listening Kamanita as if in his mind
endless depths revealed themsclves, in whose shadows
dim memories stirred without being able to awake.

‘“ The greatest wonder ?”” said he, after a pause, “I
imagined that of all wonderful things here the most
wonderful was that splendid strcam which empties itself
into our lake.”

*“ The heavenly Gunga,” nodded the blue.

‘““The heavenly Gunga,” repeated Kamanita dreamily,
and again there came over him, only in added dcgree,
that feeling of something which he ought 1o know, and
yet was not able to know, while the mysterious music
seemed 1o scek, in the deepest depths of his own person-
ality, lor the sources of that stream.



XXII1
THE ROUNDELAY OF THE BLEST

WITH a gasp of astonishment Kamanita now noticed that
a white figure, throned not far from him on her lotus flower,
suddenly secemed to grow upward. The mantle, with its
piled-up mass of folds and corners, unrolled itself till it
flowed down in straight lines from the shoulders to the
golden border. And cven this now no longer touched the
petals of the flower—the figure swept untrammelled away
over the pond, up the bank, and disappeared between the
trees and shrubbery.

‘“ How glorious that must be,” thought Kamanita.
“ But that is, T imagine, a very difficult accomplishment,
although it looks as if it were nothing. I wonder whether
I shall ever e able to learn it.”

‘“ Thou art able now, if thou dost but desire it,”” answered
his neighbour in blue to whom the last question was
addressed.

Instantly Kamanita had the feeling that something was
lifting his body upward. He was already floating away
across the pond towards the hank, and soon he was in the
midst of the greenery. Whithersoever his glance was
directed, thither did he wend his flight as soon as the wish
was formed, and quickly or slowly as he desired. He now
saw other lotus ponds equally splendid with the one he had
just left. He wandered on through charming groves
where birds in bright colours s;;:rang from branch to branch,

L
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their melodious song blending with the soft rustling of the
tree-tops. He floated over flower-strewn valleys where
graceful antelopes disported themselves without fearing
him in the least,’and finally let himself down on the gentle
slope of a hill. Between the trunks of trees and flowering
shrubs he saw the corner of a pond where the water
sparkled round large lotus blossoms, several of whose
flower-thrones bore blissful figures, while several qthers,
even of the perfectly opened oncs, were empty.

It was plainly a moment of general enjoyment. Asona
warm summer evening the fire-flies circle hither and thither
under the trees and round about the shrubbery, in noiseless,
luminous movement, so here these blest forms swayed
singly and in pairs, in large groups or chains, through the
groves and around the rocks. At the same time it was
possible to see from their glances and gestures that they were
conversing animatedly with one another, and one divined
the invisible threads of the discourse which was being carried
on between the noiseless passers-by.

In a state of sweet and drcamy shyness, Kamanita
enjoyed this charming spectacle till, gradually, there
grew up in him a desirc to converse with thesec happy
oncs.

Immediately he was surrounded by a whole company
who greeted him kindly as thc ncwly-arrived, the just-
awakened one. .

Kamanita wondered much, and inquired how it was that
the news of his coming had already been spread abroad all
over Sukhavati.

“Oh! when a lotus opens itself, all the other lotus
flowers in the ponds of Paradise are moved, and every
being is conscious that another has somewhere among us
awakened to bliss.”
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‘““ But how could ye know that just I happened to be the
newcomer ? "’

The figures floating around him smiled charmingly.

‘“ Thou are not yet fully awake. Thou dost look at us as
though thou sawest dream-figures and wert afraid that they
might suddenly disappear, and that rude reality might again
surrouud thee.”

Kamanita shook his head.

“ I don’t quite understand. What arc dream-figures ? *’

“ Ye forget.,” said one white-robed figure, * that he has
assuredly not yet been to the Coral Tree.”

“No, I have not yet been there. But I have alrcady
heard of it. My neighbour in the pond mentioncd it ; the
tree is said to be such a wondrous one. What is there
about it ? ”

But they all smiled mysteriously, looking at one another,
and shaking their heads.

““ I would like so much 1o go therec at once. Will no one
show me the way ? ”

“Thou wilt find the way thysclf when the time has
come.”

Kamanita drew his hand over his forchcad.

* There is yet another wonderful thing here of which he
spoke. . . . Yes, the hecavenly Gunga ... by it our
pondis fed. Isthat so with yoursalso ? "

The white-robed figurc pointed to.the clear little river
that wound round about the foo* of the hill and so, by easy
turnings, onward to thec pond.

““ That is our source of supply. Countless such arteries
intersect these fields, and that which thou hast seen is a
similar one cven if somewhat larger. But the heavenly
Gunga itself surrounds the whole of Sukhavati *’

* Hast thou seen it also ? ”
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The white-robed one shook her head.

“ Is it not possible to go there, then ? ”

‘“ Oh, it is possible,” they all answered, ‘‘ but no one of
us has been there, Besides, why should wego ? It cannot
be more beautiful anywhere than here. Several of the
others, to be sure, have been there, but they have never
flown thither again.”

“Whynot ?

His white-robed visitor pointed towards the pond—

““ Dost thou sec the red figure there, almost at the other
bank ? He was there once, though it is long, long ago.
Shall we ask him whether he has flown again since then to
the shores of the Gunga ?

“* Never again,” at once came the answer from him of the
red robe. .

“ And why not ? ”

‘“ Fly thither thyself and bring back the answer.” ]

“Shallwe ? Together with thee I may venture to do it.”

I should like to go—but not now.”

Forth from a neighbouring grove there floated a train of
happy figures, wound a chain about the meadow shrubbery,
and, while they extended the chain, the figure at the end,
a light blue one, scized the hand of the white robe. She
stretched out her other hand invitingly to Kamanita.

He thanked her smilingly, but gently shook his head.

“ T would prefer to be a spectator still.”

“ Yes, better rest and awake. For the present, farewell.”
And gently led away by the light blue, she floated thence
in the airy roundclay.

The others also, with a kind and cheerful greeting,
moved away, that he might have quiet in which to collect
himself.
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THE CORAL TREE

KAMANITA followed them long with his cyes and wandered.
And then he wondered at his wonder.

‘“ How does it happen that everything here seems so
strange to me ? If I belong to this place, why does not
everything appear perfectly natural? But cvery new
thing I sce is a puzzle and fills me with astonishment.
For example, this odour that now floats past me so suddenly?
How absolutely different it is from all other flower scents
here—much fuller and more powerful, attracting and
disquieting at thc samc time. Where can it come from?
But where do I myself come from ? It seems to me as
though I had been, but a short time ago, a mere nothing.
Or did I have an cxistence ? Only not here? If so,
where ? And how have I come here?”

While he revolved these questions in his mind his
body had risen up, without his perceiving it, from the
meadow, and he was already floating onward—though
not in a direction taken by any of the others. 'He made
his way upwards towards a depression in the crest of
the hill. As he passed over it he was grected by a yet
more powerful breath of that new and strange perfume.

Kamanita, however, flew onward.

Beyond the hill the neighbourhood lost something of
its charm. The show of flowers was scantier, the shrubbery
darker, the groves more det:::'e. the rocks more forbidding
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and higher. Herds of gazelles grazed there, but only
in a few solitary instances was one of the Blest to be
seen.

The valley became narrower and ended in a cleft, and
here the perfume grew yet stronger. Ever more rapid
became his flight, cver more naked, steeper, and higher
did the rocky walls close around him till an opening was
no longer to be seen.

Then the ravine made a couple of sharp turns and oﬁened
suddenly. ,

Round about Kamanita extended a deep, pit-like valley
shut in by towering malachitc rocks which scemed to
reach the heavens. In the midst of the valley stood the
wonder-trec. Trunk and branches were of smooth, red
coral, slightly morc yellow thic red of the crisp foliage,
amid which blossoms of a decp crimson glowed and
burned. .

Over the pinnacles of the rocks and the summit of the
tree rose the deep blue sky in which not a single cloud
was to be secn Nor did the music of the genii penetrate
in any appreciable degree to this spot—what still trembled
in the air sccmed to be but a memory of melodies heard
in the long past.

There were but three colours to be scen in the valley ;
the ultramarine blue of the heavens, the malachite green
of the roqks, the coral red of the tree. And only one
perfume—that mysterious odour, so unlike all others,
of the crimson flowers which had led Kamanita thither.

Almost immediatcly the wonderful nature of that
perfume began to show itself.

As Kamanita inhaled it here, in the dense form in which
it filled the wholc basin, his consciousness became suddenly
quickened. It overflowed and broke through the barriers
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which bad been raised about him from the time of his
awakening in the pond till the present.

His past life lay open before him.

He saw the hall of the potter where he had sat in con-
versation with that foolish Buddhistic monk; he saw
the little lane in Rajagriha through which he had hurried
and the cow tearing towards him—then the horrified
faces round about and the yellow-clad monks. And he
saw the forests and the country roads of his pilgrimage,
his palace, and his two wives, the courtesans of Ujjeni,
the robbers, the grove of Krishna, and the Terrace of
the Sorrowless with Vasitthi, his father’s house, and the
children’s room.

And behind that he saw another life, and yet another,
and still another, and cver others, as one sees the linc of
trees on a country road till the trees become points and the
points blend into one strip of shadow.

At this, his brain began to reel.

And at once he found himself in the cleft again like a
leaf that is driven by the wind. For, the first time, no
one can bear the perfume of the Coral Tree for long, and
the instinct of scli-prescrvation bears every one thence
at the first sign of dizziness.

As he, by and by, moved more quictly through the
open valley, Kamanita pondered: ‘‘ Now I understand
why the white robe said she imagined I had not yet been
to the Coral Tree. For I certainly could not imagine
then what they meant by ‘drcam-pictures’; but now
I know, for in that other life I have seen such. And I
also know now why I am here. I wanted to visit the
Buddha in the Mango Grove beside Rajagriha.  Of course
that intention was frustrated by my sudden and violent
death, but my good intentions have been looked on favour-
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ably, and so I have reached this place of bliss as though
I had sat at his feet and had died in his blessed doctrine.
So my pilgrimage has not been in vain.”

Very soon Kamanita rcached the pond again, where
he let himself down upon his red lotus flower like a bird
that rcturns to its nest.



XXV
THE BUD OF THE LOTUS OPENS

IT suddenly secemed to Kamanita as though something
living were moving in the depths of the pond. In the
crystal deeps he became dimly aware of a rising shadow.
The waters bubbled and seccthed, and a large lotus bud,
with red apex, shot like a fish above the surface on which
it then lay swimming and rocking. The waters them-
selves rose and sank in ever-cxtending rings, and, for a long
time afterwards, trembled and glittered, shivered, as it
seemed, into fragments and radiating light, as if the pond
were filled with liquid diamonds, while the reflection of
the watery coruscations flickered up like miniature flames
over the lotus leaves, the robes, and the faces and forms
of the Blest.

Kamanita’s own being trembled, and radiated all its
hidden colours, and over his heart also there seemed
to dance, as if in happy play, a reflection of joyous
emotion.

“ What may that have been ? " his glance asked of his
blue neighbour.

‘“ Deep down, among far-distant worlds on the gloomy
earth, a human soul has this instant centred its heart’s
desire upon entering again into existence here in Suk-
havati. Now let us also see whether the bud will develop
well, and finally blossom. For many a soul fixes its
desire on this pure home of’ 6Pliss and is not able to live
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up to its longing, but, on the contrary, entangles itself
again in a maze of unholy passions, succumbs to the
lust of the flesh, and remains bound to the impurities of
carth. Then the bud pines away and at last disappears
entircly. This time, as thou scest, it is a man’s soul.
Such a one, in the checkered life of earth, fails more easily
from the path to Paradise, for which rcason thou wilt
also notice that even if the red and white are about equal
in number, among the bluc the lighter in colour, the
females, are by far the more numerous.”

At this communication the heart of Kamanita quivered
strangely as if, all at once, joy blent with pain and sorrow,
-bearing a promise of future happiness, had set it vibrating,
and his gaze rested, as though seeking the solution to
some riddle, upon a closed lotus flower which, white as
the brcast of a swan, rocked gracefully quite near to him
in the still gently moving water.

““Canst thou remember secing the bud of my lotus
rise from the depths ?” he asked of his experienced
neighbour.

‘ Surely, for it came up together with that white flower
thou art now gazing upon. And I have always watched
the pair, at times not without anxicty. For fairly
soon thy bud began perceptibly to shrivel up, and it had
almost sunk bencath the surface of the water when all
at once it raised itsclf again, became fuller and brighter,
and then developed magnificently till it opened. The
white, however, grew slowly, but gradually and evenly
towards the day when it should open—when suddenly
it was attacked as if by some sickness. It recovered,
however, very quickly, and became the magnificent flower
thou now seest before thee.”

At these words there arose in Kamanita such a feeling
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of joy that it really seemed to him as if he had hitherto
been but a sad guest in a sad place—to such a degree did
everything now appear to glow, to smell sweet, and to
breathe music. .

And as though his gaze, which had rested unwaveringly
on the while lotus, had been a magician’s wand for the
raising of hidden treasures, the apex of the flower began to
move, the petals bent their cdges outward, drooping
graccfully down on cvery side, and lo!—in their midst
sat Vasitthi, with widcly-opecned cycs, whose sweetly
smiling glance met his own.

Simultancously Kamanita and Vasitthi stretched out
their arms to onc anothcr, and hand in hand they floated
away over the pond towards the bank.

Kamanita observed, of course, that Vasitthi had not as
yet recognised him, but had only turned to him uncon-
sciously as the sunflower to the sun. How should she
have rccognised him—seeing that no one, immediately
on awaking, remembered anything of his previous life—
even if, at sight of him, in the depths of her heart, dim
prescntiments might stir, as had happened in his
own case when his ncighbour spoke of the heavenly
Gunga ?

He showed her the gleaming river, which emptied itself
noiselessly into the pond—

“In like fashion do the silver waters of the heavenly
Gunga feed all the lakes in the ficlds of the Blest.”

“The heavenly Gunga,” she repeated questioningly,
and drew her hand across her forehead.

“ Come, let us go to the Coral Tree.”

- But the grove and the shrubbery are so beautiful
over there, and they are playing such delightful games,”
said Vasitthi, pointing in another direction.
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“Later! First let us go to the Coral Tree in order
that thou mayst be vivified by its wonderful per-
fume.”

Like a child vne has comfortcd by the promise of a
new toy, for not having been allowed to take part in the
joyous games of its comrades, Vasitthi followed him
willingly. As the perfume began to float towards them
her features grew more and more animated. .

“ Whither dost thou lead me ? ” she asked, as they turned
into the narrow gorge among the rocks. *‘ Never have I
been so filled with expectation. And it scems to me
that I have often in the past been filled with ex-
pectation, although thy smile reminds me that I have
but just awakened to copsciousness. But thou hast
surely mistaken the way, we can go no farther in this
direction.”

 Oh, we can go farther, much farther,” smiled Kamanita,
‘““and perhaps thou wilt now become aware that that
feeling of which thou hast spoken has not dcceived thee,
dearest Vasitthi.” .

Even as he spoke there opened before them the basin
of the valley amid the malachite rocks, with the red Coral
Trce and the deep blue sky. Then the perfume of all
perfumes enveloped her.

Vasitthi laid her hands on her breast as if to check
her all too deep breashing, and in the rapid play of light
and shadow on her features, Kamanita discerned how
the storm of life-memorics was sweeping over her.

Suddenly she raised her arms and flung herself on his
breast—

“ Kamanita, my beloved | ”’

And he bore her thence, speeding back through the
gorge with eager haste.
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In the open, if still somewhat sombre, valley with its
dark shrubbery and thickset groves, where the gazelles
were at play but no human form disturbed the soli-
tude, he descended with her, finding shelter under a
tree.

. Oh, my poor Kamanita,” said Vasitthi, ‘‘what must
thou have suffered! And what thought of me when thou
didst-learn that I had married Satagira!”

Then Kamanita told her how he had not learned that
from hearsay but had himself, in the chief street of
Kosambi, seen the bridal procession, and how the speech-
less misery graven on her facc had directly convinced
him that she had only yielded to the pressure of her
parents.

‘* But no power on earth would have compelled me, my
only love, if I had not been forced to believe myself
in possession of sure proof that thou wert no longer
alive.”

And Vasitthi began to tell him of the events of that

bygone time.



XXVI

THE CHAIN WITH THE TIGER-EYE

WHEN thou, my friend, wert gone from Kosambi, I dra:gged
myself miserably through the days and nights, as a girl
does who is devoured by a fever of longing, and is at the
same time a prey to g thousand fears on behalf of her
beloved. I did not even know whether thou didst still
breathe the air of this world with me, for I had often
heard of the dangers of such journcys. And now I was
constrained to reproach myself most bitterly, because,
with my foolish obstinacy, 1 was to blame for thy not
having made the rcturn journey in perfect safety under the
protection of the embassy. Yet, with all this, I was not
able really to repent of my thoughtlessness, because I
owed to it all those precious memories which were now
my whole treasure.

Even Mecdini’s cheering and comforting words were
seldom able to dissipate for any length of time the cloud of
melancholy which hung over me. My best and truest
friend was the asoka under which we stood on that glorious
moonlit night, the tree thoy, my sweetheart, hast assuredly
not forgotten, and to which I addressed on that occasion
the words of Damayanti. Countless times did I try to
obtain, by listening to the rustling of its leaves, an answer
to my anxious questions, to see in the falling of a leaf or the
play of light and shadow on the ground an omen of some
kind. If then it happened ﬂ;at the sign given by such a
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self-invented oracle bore a favourable interpretation, I was
able to feel happy for a whole day or even longer, and to
look hopefully into the future. But just for that very
reason my longing increased, and with the longing my fears
returned as naturally as evil dreams result from a fevered
temperature.

In this condition it was almost a benefit that, after a
short time, my love was not permitted to live in lonely
inactivity dedicated to suffering alone, but that it was
forced into a combative attitude and obliged to gather up
all its strength even if it did thereby bring me to the verge
of a complete estrangement from my own people.

It was in this way. Satagira, the son of the minister,
pursued me ever morec assiduously now with tokens of his
love, and I could no longer show myself in a public pleasure-
garden with my companions without his being there and
making me thc object of his obtrusive attentions. That I
didn’t respond to-these in the least but, on the contrary,
showed him, even more plainly than was polite, how hateful
they were to me, had not the slightcst deterrent effect upon
him. Soon, however, my parents began, first with all kinds
of hints, then with less and less reserve, to plead his cause,
and when he finally came forward to press his suit openly,
they demanded that I should give him my hand. I
assured them, with bitter tcars, that I could never love
Satagira. That, howcver, made little jmpression upon them.
But just as little was I affected by their representations,
their prayers, and their reproaches, and remained insensible
alike to the pleading of my mother and the threats of my
father.

Driven to bay, I finally told them straight out that I
had promised myself to thee—of whom they had already
heard from Satagira—and that no power on earth could
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force me to break my word, which had been sacredly given
to thee, or to belong to another. And I added that, if
the worst should come to the worst, I would kill myself
by persistently refusing all nourishment.

As my parents now saw that I was quite capable of
carrying out this threat, they finally, although much
put out and very angry, gave the matter up, and Satagira
also now seemed to yield to his fate, and to be taking
pains to comfort himself for his defeat in the courts of
love, by becoming the hero of victorious deeds on a sterner
field of battle.

About this time report had many horriblec tales to
tell of the robber Angulimala who, with his band, had
laid waste whole districts, burnt villages, and made the
roads so unsafe that at last‘almost no one ventured to
travel to Kosambi. I became a prey, as a consequence,
to horrible fears, for I naturally dreaded that thou mightst
at last be coming to me and bec unfortunate enough to
fall into his robber hands by the way. Things stood
thus when it becamc suddenly known that Satagira had
received the supreme command of a large body of troops
with which to sweep the wholc neighbourhood of Kosambi,
and, if possible, capture Angulimala himself, as well as
the other chief leaders of the band. He had, so the story
ran, sworn to accomplish this or to fall fighting in the
attempt. .

Little as I was otherwise disposed to feel kindly towards
the son of the minister, I could not this time refrain from
wishing him the best of success, and, when he moved out,
my earnest wishes for his prosperity followed his colours.

About a week later I was in the garden with Medini,
when we heard loud cries from the street. Medini rushed
thither at once to learn what had happened, and presently



170 THE PILGRIM KAMANITA

announced that Satagira was returning in triumph to the
city, having cither cut down the robbers or taken them
prisoner ; and that the horrible Angulimala himself had
fallen into his hands alive. She invited me to go out
with her and Somadatta to the street, to witness the
entry of the soldiers with the captive robbers, but I did
not wish Satagira to have the satisfaction of seeing me
amopg the spectators of his triumph. So I stayed behind
alone, more than happy at the thought that the roads
were now again open to my beloved. For so little do
mortals understand of the workings of fate that they
sometimes, as I did then, greet as a specially fortunate
day just that one on which the current of their lives takes
a turn for the worse.

On the following morning my father entered my room.
He handed me a crystal chain with a tiger-eye as amulet,
and asked me if I, by any possibility, recognised it.

I felt as though I should drop, but I summoned up all
my strength and answered that the chain resembled one
which thou hadst always worn round thy neck.

“ It isn’t like it,” said my father, with brutal calmness,
it is it. When Angulimala was made prisoner he was
wearing the chain, and Satagira at once recognised it.
For,as he related to me, he had once wrestled with Kamanita
in the park for your ball, and, in the course of the struggle,
had seized Kamanita’s chain in order to hold, the latter
back. The chain parted and remained in Satagira’s
hands, so that he was able to examine it minutely. He
was convinced that he couldn’t be deceived. And then
Angulimala, closely questioned, confessed that in the
region of the Vedisa, he had, two years ago, attacked
Kamanita’s caravan on its return journey to Ujjeni, had
cut down his people, and had taken Kamanita, with a
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servant, prisoner. The servant he sent to Ujjeni for
ransom. As this, for some reason, was not forthcoming,
he had, according to robber usage, put Kamanita to
death. .

At these frightful words I should certainly have lost
consciousness, had not a possibility presented itself to
my despairing mind of hoping against hope.

‘“Satagira is a base and a crafty fellow,” I answefped,
with apparent calm, “ who would stop at no fraud ; and
he has set his heart, or rather his pride, upon gaining me
for his wife. If he, at the time you speak of, examined
the chain so attentively, what was to hinder him from
having onc made like it? I imagine that this idea
occurred to him when he first heard of Angulimala. If
he had not taken Angulimala himself prisoner, he could
always say that the chain had been found in possession
of the robbers, and that they had confessed to having,
killed Kamanita.”

“That is hardly possible, my daughter,” said my
father, shaking his head, “ and for a reason which thou,
it is true, canst not sec, but which I, as a goldsmith, can
fortunately reveal to thee. If thou wilt examine the
small gold links which connect the crystals with one
another, thou wilt notice that the metal is redder than
that of our jewellery here, becausc we use in our alloys
more silver than copper. The workmanship also is of
the somewhat coarser type seen in the mountain dis-
tricts.”

On my lips there hung the reply that so clever a gold-
smith as himself would, no doubt, succeed as perfectly
in the matter of the proper mixture of the gold as in
turning out the characteristic workmanship; for I saw
every one and everything conspiring against our love,
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and did not trust even my nearest relatives. However,
I ended the matter by saying that I would in no wise
suffer myself to be convinced by this chain that my
Kamanita was not still alive. '

My father then left me in great anger, and I was able
in solitude to give myself wholly up to my despair.



XXVIl1
THE RITE OF TRUTH (SACCAKIRIYA)

AT that time I always spent the first hours of the night
on the Terrace of the Sorrowless, either alone or with
Medini. On the cvening of the day of which I have just
spoken, I was there by mysclf, and, in the state of mind
in which I then was, the solitude was most agreeable.
The full moon shone as on those memorable nights of
the past, and I stood beforé the great asoka with its
wealth of blossoms, to beg from it, from the ‘“ heartsease,”
a comforting omen for my troubled heart. After some
time I said to mysclf, “ If, between me and the trunk,
a saffron - yellow flower should fall before I have
counted a hundred, then is my beloved Kamanita yet
alive.” '

When I had counted to fifty, a flower fecll, but an orange-
coloured one. When I reached eighty I began to count
more and more slowly. Just then a creaking door opened
in the corner between the terracc and the wall of the
house, where a stair led down into the courtyard—a
flight of steps really intended only for workmen and
gardeners.

My father came forward, and bchind him Satagira.
A couple of soldiers armed to the teeth followed, and
after them came a man who towered a full head above
the others. Finally, yet other soldiers brought up the
rear of this strange, not to":ay inexplicable, procession.
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Two of the latter remained to guard the door, while all
the others came directly towards me. At the same time
I noticed that the giant in their midst walked with great
difficulty, and that at every step he took there resounded
a dismal clanking and rattling.

That very instant a saffron-ycllow leaf floated down
and remained lying just at my feet. I had, however,
from sheer astonishment, ceased counting, and, as a con-
sequence, could not be sure whether it had fallen before
or after the hundred was reached.

The group now advanced from the shadow of the wall
into the moonlight, and then I saw with horror that the
giant figurc was loaded with chains. His hands were
fettered at his back, about his ankles clanked heavy
iron rings which were linked to cither end of a huge rod,
and were connccted by double chains of iron with a similar
ring about his neck. To it, in turn, two other chains
were fastened, and these were held by two of the soldiers.
As is usual in the case of a prisoner who is being con-
ducted to the scaffold, there hung around his neck and
on his hairy breast, a wreath of the red Kanavera blossom ;
and the reddish-yellow brickdust, with which his head
was powdered, caused the hair hanging down over his
forehead, and the beard which reached almost to his eyes,
to appear yet more ferocious. From this mask his eyes
flashed out at me, and then fell, wandering furtively
hither and thither on the floor like those of an evil
beast. ‘

As to who stood before me I should not have needed
to inquire, even if the Kanavera blossoms had concealed
the symbol of his terrible name—the necklace of human
thumbs.!

1 Angulimala =wreath of fingcrs.
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“ Now, Angulimala,” Satagira broke the silence,
‘“ repeat in the presence of this noble maiden what thou
hast confessed on the rack regarding the murder of the
young merchant Kamanita of Ujjeni.”

“ Kamanita was not murdered,” answered the robber
grufily, “ but taken prisoner and made away with, accord-
ing to our customs.”

And he now related to me in a few words what _my
father had alrcady told me of the matter.

I stood, meanwhile, with my back to the asoka tree,
and supported myself by clutching the trunk with both
hands, burying my finger-nails convulsively in the bark
in order to keep myself from falling. When Angulimala
had finished specaking, everything sccmed 1o be going
round in a whirl. But c¢ven yet I did not give
up.

‘““ Thou art an infamous robber and murderer,” I said.
“ What value can thy word have for me ? Why shouldst
thou not say what he commands thee, into whose power
thy villainies have brought thee ? ”

And, as if by an inspiration*®which astonished even
myself, and caused a glimmer of hope to flash up within
me, I added—

*“ Thou dost not dare to look me even once in the eyes—
thou, the terror of all human beings—me, a weak girl !
Thou dost not dare—because at the instigation of this
man thou art telling a cowardly lie.”

Angulimala did not look’ up, but he laughed harshly,
and answered in a voice that sounded like the growling
of a fettered beast of prey—

‘“ What good end would be served by'lookmg thee in
the eyes? I leave that to young dandies. The eyes,
of an ‘infamous robber’ thou wouldst believe as little
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as his words. And his oath would, I suppose, signify
just as little.”

He came a step nearer.

““Well then, maiden, be witness now to the ¢Rite
of Truth.””

Once again the lightning of his glance struck me as
it swept upward and fixed itself upon the moon in
such a way that, in the midst of the tangle of his
discoloured hair and beard, only the whites of his
eyes were still visible. His breast heaved, so that the
red flowers moved as in a dance, and, with a voice like
that of thunder rolling among the clouds, he called
aloud—

*“ Thou who dost tame the tiger, snake-crowned goddess
of night! Thou who dost’ dance by moonlight on the
pinnacles of the mountains, jangling thy necklace of
skulls, gnashing thy tecth, swinging thy blood-basin |
Kali! Mistress of the robbers! Thou who hast led me
through a thousand dangers, hear me! Truly as I have
never withheld a sacrificc from thee; truly as I have
ever loyally observed thy laws ; truly as I did deal with
this Kamanita according to our statute—the statute
which commands us ‘Senders’ when the ransom does
not arrive by the appointed hour, to saw the prisoner
through the middle and cast his remains on the public
road—just as truly do thou stand by me now in my direst
need, rend my chains, and free me from the hands of
mine enemies.”’

As he said this he made a mighty effort—the chains
rattled, arms and legs were free, the two soldiers who
-held him lay prone with the earth, a third he struck down
with the piece of chain which hung at his wrist, and, before
any one of us clearly understood what was happening,
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Angulimala had swung himself over the breastwork.
With a fierce shout Satagira gave chase.

That was the last I saw and heard.

Afterwards I learned that Angulimala had fallen, had
broken a foot, and had becn captured by the guard;
that he had later died in prison, under torture, and that
his head had been placed over the east gatc of the town
where Medini and Somadatta had scen it.

With Angulimala’s ““ Rite of Truth” my last doubt
and my last hopc had left me. For T knew well that
even that devilish goddess Kali could have worked no
miracle to rescue him if he had not had the strength which
truth lends on his side.

As to what should now become of me I troubled myself
little, for, on carth, everythiné was henceforth lost to me.
Only in the Paradise of the West could we meet again.
Thou hadst gonc before and I would, as I ardently hoped,
soon follow. There happiness blossomed, all else was a
matter of indiffcrence.

As Satagira now continued to press his suit, and my
mother, always wailing and wecping, kept on making
represcntations to me that she would die of a broken heart
if she should suffer through me the disgrace of having a
daughter remain unmarried in the house of her parents—she
“ might just as well have given birth to the ugliest maiden
in Kosambi | "—little by littlc my resistance weakened.

Over and above, I had no longer so much to bring
against Satagira as before. I could not avoid recognising
the steadfastness and fidelity of his attachment, and I
also felt that I owed him gratitude for having avenged
the death of my beloved.

Thus, then, I became—after almost another year had

passed—Satagira’s bride.
12



XXVIII
ON THE SHORES OF THE HEAVENLY GUNGA

WHEN Kamanita perceived that even here, in the abode
of bliss, thcse memories overshadowed, as with dark and
troublous wings, the yect delicate, newly awakened soul
of his beloved, he took her by the hand and led her away,
guiding their flight to the charming hill on whose slope
he had lately lain and watched the games of the floating
dancers.

Here they sought a resting-place. Already groves and
shrubberies, meadows and hill-slopes were filled with
countless floating figures, red, blue, and white. Group
after group surrounded them to greet the newly awakened
one. And the two mingled in the ranks of the players.

They had been gliding hither and thither for a long
time, through the groves, round about the rocks, over
the meadows and lotus ponds, wherever the chain of
dancers led, when they were suddenly met by the white-
robed companion who had formerly called upon Kamanita
to face the journey to the Gunga with her. As they held
out their hands to one another in the dance, she asked,
with a sunny smile—

‘* Well, hast thou been at the shores of the Gunga yet ?
Now thou hast a companion, I see.”

“ Not yet,” answered Kamanita.

‘“ What is that ? ** asked Vasitthi,

And Kamanita told her.
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“Let us go there,” said Vasitthi. *“ Oh, how often
have I, down in the sad valleys of earth, looked up to the
distant reflection of the heavenly stream, and thought
of the blessed pldins that are enfolded and watered by it,
and asked myself if we should really one day be united
in this place of bliss. Now I fecl myself irresistibly drawn
thither, to linger with thee on its shores.”

They withdrew from the chain of dancers and turned
their flight in a direction which led them far from their own
lake. After some time they saw no more lotus ponds, nor
lotus roses bearing happy beings ; the wealth of blossoms
decreased perceptibly ; more and more rarely did they
meet the figures of the Blest; herds of antelopes here
gave life to the plain; on the lakes swans glided along,
drawing trains of glistening waves behind them over the
dark waters. The hills, which in the beginning had grown
ever steeper and more rocky, disappearcd entirely. .

They floated over a flat, desert-like plain covered with
tiger-grass and thorny shrubs. Belore them lay stretched
the endless curves of a forest of palms.

They reached the forest. More and more deeply did
the shadows close around them. The ringed trunks
gleamed like bronze. High above them, the tree-tops
resounded with a clang as of metal.

In front, glistening points and streaks of light began
to dance. And suddenly there streamed towards them
such a blaze of light that they were obliged to hold their
hands before their eyes. It secmed as though there stood
in the forest a gigantic colonnade of burnished silver
pillars flashing back the light of the rising sun.

When they ventured again to remove their hands from
their faces, they were just floating out between the last
of the forest palms.
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Before them lay the heavenly Gunga, its silvery expanse
reaching out to the far horizon, while at their feet wavelets
of liquid starlight lapped, as if with tongues of flame,
the pearl-grey sand of the flat shore.

As a rule, the sky begins to grow gradually clearer
down towards the horizon, but here the order was re-
versed ; the ultramarine blue passed into indigo, and
finally deepened to an all but absolutely black border,
which rested on the silver waters.

Of the perfume of the blossoms of Paradise, there was
nothing left. But whereas, in the malachite valley, that
memory-laden perfume of perfumes lay dense around
the Coral Tree, here there blew, along the stream of the
universe, a cool and fresh breath which took for its perfume
the absence of all perfume—perfect purity. And Vasitthi
seemed to quaff it greedily as a refreshing draught, while
it took Kamanita’s breath away.

Here also, of the music of the genii, one did not catch
the faintest note. But from the strcam there seemed
to rise up mighty sounds like the deep booming of thunder.

“ Listen,” whispered Vasitthi, and raised her hand.

‘ Strange,” said Kamanita. “ Once on my journeyings
I had found quarters in a hut which stood at the entrance
to a mountain ravine, and past the hut thcre flowed a
charming little rivulet with clear water in which I washed
my feet after my wanderings. During the night, a violent
rain fell and, as I lay awake in.my hut, I heard the rivulet,
which in the evening had rippled softly by, rush and rage
with ever-increasing vehemence. At the same time my
attention was caught by a banging, thundering sound
which I could not explain to myself at all. The next
morning, however, I saw that the clear brook had become
a raging mountain torrent, with waters grey and foaming,
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in which huge stones rolled and bounded as they dashed
onward. And these it was that had caused the uproar.
How dost thou suppose that just here, when listening
to these sounds, this memory out of the time of my pil-
grimage should rise within me ? ”

“It comes from this,” answered Vasitthi, that the
sounds are analogous, though in that mountain stream
merely stones, while here in the stream of the heawenly
Gunga, worlds are rolled and propelled along. These it
is from which the booming sounds like thunder proceed.”

“Worlds ! ”’ exclaimed Kamanita, horrified.

Vasitthi smiled, and, as she did so, floated onward ;
but Kamanita, full of terror, caught and held her back
by the rebe. .

‘“Take care of thysclf, Vasitthi Who knows what
powers, what fearful forces hold sway over this stream
of the universe, forces into whose power thou mightst
fall, by forsaking the shorc. I tremble already at the
thought of seeing thee torn suddenly from me.”

* Wouldst thou not dare to follow me, then ?

‘““ Certainly, I would follow thee. But who knows
whether I could reach thec, whether we should not be
torn from one another? And even if we remained
together, what misery would it not be to be borne away
to the illimitable, far from this abode of bliss.”

"“To, the illimitable!"” repeated Vasitthi dreamily,
and her glance swept over the surface of the heavenly
Gunga, far out to where the silver flood touched the black
border of the sky, and seemed to desire to penetrate ever
farther. “Is it possible, then, for eternal happiness to
exist where there is limitation ? ”’ she asked, as if she were
lost in thought.

“ Vasitthi ! ” exclaimed Kamanita, becoming alarmed
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in earnest. ‘‘T wish I had never led thee hither! Come,
love, come ! ”

And even more anxiously than from the Coral Tree did
he draw her thence.

She followed him not unwillingly, turnmg her head at
the first palms as she did so, and casting a last glance
backward at the heavenly stream.

And again they were throned on their lotus seats in
the crystal pond, again they floated between trees bearing
blossoms of jewels, again mingled with the ranks of the
Blest, joined in the dances, and enjoyed the raptures of
heaven, happy in their unclouded love.

Once, in the dance, they met their friend of the white
robe, who greeted them with—

““So ye have really been at the shores of the Gunga ? ”

.*How canst thou possibly know that we have been
there ?

“I see it ; for all who have been there wear, as it were,
a shadow on their brows. For that reason I don’t wish
to go. And ye will also not go a second time—no one
does.”



XXIX
AMID THE SWEETS OF THE CORAL BLOSSOMS

As a matter of fact, they did not again visit the inhospitable
shores of the heavenly Gunga. Often, however, they
turned their flight toward the valley of the malachite
rocks. Reposing under the mighty crown of the Coral Tree,
they breathed that perfume of perfumes which streamed
from the crimson blossoms,.and, in the depths of their
memory, there was opened up to them the vista of their
former lives—life preceding life in some strangely ap-
pointed order, back into the far-distant past.

Sometimes in palaces, sometimes in huts, they saw them-
selves again, but whether robed in silk and muslin, or
clad in the coarse fabrics of the.villnge loom, the mutual
love was ever there. At onc time, it was crowned with the
happiness of their union, at another, separation due to
life’s destiny, or to death, was their sad lot, but, happy or
unhappy, the love remained the same.

And they saw themselves in other times, when human
beings, were mightier than now, in thosc eternally un-
forgettable heroic days, when he tore himself from her arms
and bestrode his war elephant, in order to march to the City
of Elephants, to the aid of his friends, the Pandaver princes,
in their quarrel with the Kauravas ; when, fighting at the
side of Arjuna and Krishna, on the plain of Kurukshetra, on
the tenth day of the gigantic battle he yielded up his heroic
soul. But she, when she reiggived the news of his death,
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ascended, in front of the palace, and followed by all of her
women, the funeral pyre, which she lit with her own hand.
And yet again they saw themselves, in strange regions,
and amid natural scenery of another type.

It was no longer the valley of the Gunga and Jumna,
with its magnificent palace-filled cities where warriors in
shining armour, proud Brahmans, rich citizens, and
diligent Cudras lent animation to the streets. This theatre
which, witk its luxuriant tropical magnificence, had so
often girt round their common life, as though there were
no other world, now disappeared entirely, to make room
for a drearier and harsher land.

Here the sun of summer burns, it is true, just as hot as
by the Gunga, dries up the water-courses, and parches the
grass. But in winter the frost robs the woods of their
faliageandrimecovers the fields. No towns rear their towers
in this region ; only widely scattered villages, with large
folds, lic in the midst of its rich pastures, and the protecting
elevation near by is turned into a small fortress by means
of ramparts and rude walls. A warlike, pastoral people
have here their home. The woods are full of wolves, and
miles away the trembling wayfarer hears the roar of the
lion—* of the beast that roameth, frightful, savage ; whose
lair is in the mountains ”’—as ke describes him ; for he is a
song-maker. .

After long wanderings, he approaches a village, an un-
known but welcome guest; for that he is everywhere.
Over his shoulder hangs his sole visible possession—a small
lute ; but in his head he carries the whole precious heritage
of his fathers: ancient mystic hymns to Agni and Indra,
to Varuna and Mitra, yea, even to unknown gods ; songs
of war and wassail for mén ; love-songs for the maidens ;
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fortune-bringing magic sayings for the kine, the givers of
milk. And he has power and knowledge with which to
increase this store from his own resources. Where, indeed,
would such a guest not be welcome ?

It is the hour when the cattle are being driven home. At
the head of a herd, there walks, with supreme grace in
every movement of her young body, a maiden of lofty
stature ; by her side goes her pet cow, whose bell the others
follow, and from time to time the favourite licks her
mistress’s hand. The young wanderer gives the maiden
evening greeting ; she replics with kindly words. Smiling,
they look at one another—and the look is the same that
in the pleasurc park at Kosambi flew back and forth
between the ball-player on the stage and the stranger
spectator. ’

But the Land of the Five Strcams, after it has repeated!y

given them shelter and a home, disappears in its turn as
.did the valley of the Gunga. Other regions come into

view, other pcoples and customs surround them—every-
thing poorer, ruder, wilder. )

The steppe over which the procession passes—horsemen,
wagons, and pedestrians in endless lines—is white with
snow. The air is full of whirling flakes. Black mountains
look darkly down. From under the tentlike roof of a
heavy px-wagon, a maiden leans forward with such haste
of movement that the sheepskin slips aside, and her wealth
of golden hair flows down over cheeks, throat, and breast.
Anxiety burns in her eyes as she gazes out in the dircction
in which all eyes are turned, all fingers point—to where,
like a dark cloud whirled up by the wind, a horde of mounted
horsemen comes sweeping towards them. But she smiles
confidently, as her glance meets that of the youth who
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rides on a black ox beside the wagon ; and it is the same
look as erstwhile, even if out of blue eyes. The glance sets
the heart of the youth on fire—he swings his battle-axe,
and with loud cry joins the other warriors who rush to
meet the foe—sets it on fire, and still warms it when it is
pierced by the cold iron of a Scythian dart.

But they saw greater changes yet ; led by the fragrant
odour of the Coral Tree, they undertook even longer
journeys. «

They found themselves as stag and hind in the vast
forest. Their love was wordless now, but not sightless.
And again it was the samc look; decep in the darkest
depths of their great presageful eyes there lightened, even
if through dim blue mists, the same spark that had later
found its way so radiantly from human eyc to human
eye.

They grazed together ; waded side by side in the clear,
cool forest brook ; body by body rested in the tall soft
grass. They had their joys in common ; together trembled
for fear, when a branch suddenly became alive and the
jaws of the python opened wide, or when, in the
stillness of the night, a scarcely audible, creeping move-
ment was caught by their quick cars, while their distended
nostrils winded the pungent odour of a beast of prey, and
they fled thence, with mighty bounds, just as a rustling and
cracking made itself heard in the neighbouring thicket,
and the angry roar of a tiger that had fallen short of its
prey rolled through the wood, now suddenly waking to life
all around.

+ For many years they had thus together shared all
the delights and dangers of the forest, when in a lovely
bit of shade one day they proceeded to gnaw the



THE SWEETS OF THE CORAL BLOSSOMS 187

young and juicy saplings. Alas! the hind entangled
herself in the snare of a hunter. In vain did her mate
work with tine and hoof to burst the bonds that fettered
his love, though he laboured ceaselessly till the enemy—
man—approached. Then he faced the foe with lowered
antlers, and the deadly spear soon ended the lives of both.

Farther yet, and a pair of golden cagles were building
their eyrie high up in savage mountain fastnesses, hanging
over the blue abysses of the Himalayas, and cirsling round
its snowy pinnacles.

As two dolphins they ploughed the boundless expanse of
old ocean’s salty flood.

Yes, once they even grew as two palms on an island in
the midst of the seas, their roots intertwined in the cool
sand of the shore, and their tops rustling together in the
cool sea-breeze. .

Thus did they two, companions in so many wanderings,
linger in the shade of the Coral Tree, and, day by day, enjoy
the sweets of memory exhaled by its fragrant blossoms.

For, even as a royal couple, in pursuit of amusement and
knowledge, have many things rclated.to them by the court
story-teller—now the lifc-story of a king, again a simple
village tale—at one time, an heroic pocm; at another, a
legend of ancient days or, it may be, a fable of some animal,
or a fairy tale—and all the while know that, however often
it pleases them to listen, there is no fear that this prince
of story-tellers will ever be at a loss for matter, because
the treasury of his legendary knowledge and his own
inventive ability are both inexhaustible—so these two
were able to say to themselves: ‘“ However often and how-
ever long we may linger here, ay, gven if it were for an
eternity, there is no danger that these blossoms will ever
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be unable to wake further memories ; for the farther we
go down into the abysses of time, the farther does time
recede from us.”

And they marvelled much.

‘“ We are as old as the world,” said Vasitthi.



XXX
“TO BE BORN IS TO DIE”

‘“ ASSUREDLY we arc as old as the world,” said Kamanita.
‘“ But up to this time we have wandered on, never resting,
and death when he has come has always projected us into
a new life. Now, however, we have reached a place where
there is no more passing away, where eternal joy is our lot.”

At the time when he spoke thus, they were just returning
from the Coral Tree to their pond. He was about to let
himself down on his lotus flower when it suddenly struck
him that its red colour secmed to have lost something of its
freshness and gloss. Yes, as he now remained floating over
it in the air and looked attentively down, he saw with
dismay that the petals of the corona had become brown at
the edges, as if they were burnt, and that their tips were
losing vitality and curling up. .

Vasitthi’s white lotus did not look any better; she
also had remained floating over hers, evidently arrested by
the same phenomenon.

He turned his eyes upon his blue neighbour whose lotus
showed just the same change, and Kamanita noticed that
neither did his face beam as joyously as on that day when
he, Kamanita, first greeted him; his features were not so
animated as formerly, his bearing not soopen. Yes, evenin
his countenance, Kamanita rcad the same dismay that had
moved himself and Vasitthi. .

And it was the same, as t:.’ matter of fact, everywhere

3
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he looked. A change had come over both flowers and
figures.

Again he directed a searching glance upon his own
lotus. One of the petals in the corona seemed to become
alive—slowly it bent itself forward and fell loosc upon
the surface of the water.

But it did not fall alone.

At the same instant a crown petal was loosened from
every lotus flower—the whole expanse of water glittered
and trembkled, and, as it rose and fell, gently rocked
the dainty, coloured fleet on its bosom. Through the
groves on the bank went a breath of frost; and a
shower of blossoms, likc sparkling jewels, fell to the
ground.

A sigh was wrung from ‘every breast, and a low bu
cutting disharmony traversed the music of the heavenly
genii.

‘‘ Vasitthi, my' love!” exclaimed Kamanita, seizing
her hand in dcep agitation, “ dost thou see ? Dost thou
hear ? What is this ? What can it mean ? ”

Vasitthi, however, looked at him, calmly smiling.

* This was in His mind, when He said—

“¢To be born is to die; all-destroying, oblivion’s breath holds sway ;
As in gardens of Earth, flowers of Paradise fade, and pass away.’"’

‘** Who is the author of that frightful, hope-destroying
utterance ? "’ .

““ Who but He, the Perfect One, the proved in life and
in knowledge; who, out of pity for men, makes clear
the doctrine, for the enlightenment of all of us, and the
comfort of each one; who reveals to us the world with
its beings—noble and degraded—its troops of gods, men,
and demons; the Guide who shows the way out of this
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world of change; the Master, the Perfect One, the
Buddha.”

“ The Buddha is believed to have said that ? Oh no,
Vasitthi, that I do not credit. How often are the words
of such great teachers misunderstood and inaccurately
repeated, as I mysclf best know! For once, at Raja-
griha, I spent the night in the entrance-hall of a potter,
in the company of a foolish ascetic, who would insist on
expounding the doctrine of the Buddha to me. What
he advanced, however, was poor stuff, a selfefabricated
and stupid doctrine, although I could, it is true, perceive
that genuine sayings of the Master lay at the root of it—
spoilt, howcver, in the attempt to correct them, and mis-
interpreted, by that contrary fellow. I am sure that
wiscacres have also, here, réported this saying falsely
to thee.”

“ Not so, my fricnd. For I have it from the lips of the
Master himself.” '

““ What, beloved ? Thou hast thyself seen the Master,
face to face ? ”

‘1 certainly have. I have sat at his feet.”

“ Oh, happy Vasitthi! For happy—that I can see—
art thou now, in thc memory of it. Ah, I also would be
as happy and as confident as thou, had not, at the last
moment, my evil fatc—the fruit of wicked deeds of the
past, grown ripe at that unhappy moment—robbed me
of the joy of seeing the sublime Buddha. For a violent
death swept me away as I was journeying to him, in the
very place in which he was residing, too, in Rajagriha
itself, on the morning after my talk with that fool of an
ascetic. Only about a quarter of an hour’s distance—
just think of it—from the mango grove in which the
Master had taken up his abode, did my fate overtake me.
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But now is this given to me for comfort, that my Vasitthi
succeeded in obtaining what was denied to me. Oh, tell
me everything about thy coming to him, to the Master.
For I am surc it will raise me up and strengthen me ;
and that saying, that sccmed so terrible and so de-
structive of all hope, will grow clear and will lose its
sting, yes, perhaps even contain some hidden ground for
comfort.”

““ Gladly, my friend,” replied Vasitthi.

They let themselves down on their lotus flowers, and
Vasitthi went on with the story of her life,



XXXI

THE APPARITION ON THE TERRACE

WHEN Satagira had rcached the goal he had set himself,
of possessing me as his wife, his love rapidly cooled, and
the more quickly, that it met with no response on my
side. I had promised to be a true wife to him, and he
knew well that I would keep my word. But more did
not lie in my power, even if I had wished it.

As T bore him only a daugliter who died in her second
year, no one wondercd—and I, ccrtainly, least of all—
that he took a second wife. She bore him the wished-for
son. As a consequence, she received the first place in
the house; and was able, in clever fashion, to attach
to herself the love that I had so willingly resigned. Over
and above this, matters of business’ more and more claimed
the attention of my husband, for, after the death of his
father, he had succeeded the latter as Minister.

In this way, several years slipped quietly by, and I
was left, for the most part, to myself, which was just
what I desired. I gave myself up to my grief, communed
only with memories, and lived in the hope of a happy
meeting here above—a hope in which I have not been
disappointed.

Satagira’s palace lay close to the same ravine from
which thou hast so often climbed up to the Terrace of the
Sorrowless, but at a much steeper place, and had a terrace
similar to the one at my father’s house. Here I was

I3
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accustomed to spend all the fine evenings, in the hot
season—often passing even the whole night there, reposing
on a couch. For the rocky front of the ravine, which
was, besides, surmounted by a high wall, was so steep
and slippery that I felt certain no human being could
scale it.

Once, on a mild and glorious moonlit night, I lay on my
bed unable to sleep. I was thinking of thee, and particu-
larly of that first evening together ; the moment when I
sat with Medini on the marble bench, on the Terrace, await-
ing thy arrival, stood vividly before my mind’s eye ; and I
thought of how, even before we hoped for it, thy form
suddenly appeared over the top of the wall—for, in thy
passionate ardour, thou hadst outdistanced Somadatta.

Lost in these sweet dreamns, I had unconsciously let my

gaze rest on the parapet, when suddenly a figure rose above
it.
" I was so convinced that no human being could ever scale
this part of the wall, that I did not doubt in the least but
that thy spirit, conjured up by my longing, had come to
comfort me, and to bring news of the blessed place where
thou didst now await me.

For which reason I was in no way frightened, but got up
and extended my arms to embrace my visitor.

When, however, he stood on the Terrace and approached
me with rapid steps, I saw that his figure was much taller
than thine—indeed, even gigantic—and I perceived that I
had the spirit of Angulimala before me. But at that I
became so greatly terrified, that I was obliged to cling to
the head of my couch in order not to fall down.

“ Whom didst thou expect ? " asked the fearful appari-
tion, coming close to me.

* A spirit, but not thine,” I answered.
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““ Kamanita’s spirit ? ”’

I nodded.

‘“ When thou madest thy movement of welcome,” he
went on, “ I feared that thou hadst a lover who visited thee
here at nights. If that were so, thou wouldst in no wise help
me. And I need thy help as much as thou dost at present
need mine.”

At these strange words I ventured to look up, and now it
seemed to me that I had no spirit before me, but a being
of flesh and blood. The moon, however, was hehind him,
and, dazzled by its beams, as well as confused by my terror,
I could only see the outlines of a figure which might well
belong to a demon.

“I am not the spirit of Angulimala,” he said, guessing
my thoughts, “ I am Angulimala himself, a living human
being as thou art.”

I began to tremble violently, not from fear, but because
I was standing face to face with the man who had crueily
murdered my beloved.

““ Do not be afraid, gracious lady,” he went on, “ thou
hast nought to fear from me; dn the contrary, thou art
the only person I myself have ever been afraid of, and
whom I dared not look in the eyes, ds thou didst so truly
say, because I was deceiving thee.”

*“ Thou didst deccive me ? ’ I exclaimed, and I scarcely
know even now whether joy rose up in my soul, awakened by
the hope that my loved one was yet alive, or whether yet
greater despair did not seize upon me as I thought that I
had allowed myself to be deluded into separating myself
from the living.

“I did,” he said, *“ and for that reason we are thrown
upon one another. For we both have something to avenge,
and on the same man—on Satagira !
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With the bearing of a prince, this robber made a move-
ment of his hand, bidding me be seated, as though he had
much to say to me. I had been holding myself erect with
difficulty, and now sank down upon the bench without
power of volition. I gazed at him, breathlessly eager to
hear his next words which should enlighten me as to the
fate of my beloved.

“ Kamanita with his caravan,” he went on, *fell
into my hands in the wooded region of the Vedisas.
He defended himself bravely, but was captured un-
wounded, and, as the ransom arrived in good time, was
sent home without molestation. He arrived safely in
Ujjeni.”

At this news a deep sigh escaped my breast. For the
moment I felt only joy in the knowledge that my beloved
was yet among the living, foolish as the feeling was. For,
living, he was even further removed from me than he
would have been by death.

‘“ When I fell into Satagira’s power,” Angulimala con-
tinued, “ he at once recognised the crystal chain with the
tiger-eye amulet on my neck as the same which had
belonged to Kamanita. On the following evening he
came to my prison alonc, and promised, to my unbounded
astonishment, to give me my freedom if I would swear in
the presencc of a maiden that I had killed Kamanita.
‘Thy oath alone,’ he said, ‘would, to be sure, not convince
her, but she must believe the * Rite of Truth!” 'He ex-
plained to me that I was, at the first hour of night, to be
conducted to a terrace where the maiden would be found.
He would sce that the fetters were filed through so that I
‘could without difficulty burst them, after which it would
be an easy matter for me to swing myself over the breast-
work, climb down into the ravine, and, following it down-
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ward, to escape, as it finally ended in a narrow watercourse
through which a small brook ran under the city wall and
emptied itself into thc Gunga. With a solemn oath he
swore that he would do nothing to hinder my escape from
Kosambi.

“ It is true I did not trust him overmuch, but I saw no
other way of escape. To perform the  Rite of Truth,’ and,
in so doing, to utter an absolute falsehood—nothing what-
ever could have induced me to do that, I acknowledge ; for
I should thereby have called down on mysell the most
fearful judgment of the angry and insulted goddess. But
I saw at once how I could so express my oath as not in so
many words to tell an untruth, while, at the same time,
every one hearing would bcliecve I had killed Kamanita ;
and I trusted that Kali, who finds pleasure in craftiness of
all kinds, would stand by me with all her power, on account
of this masterpiece, and would lead me safely through
the snares which the treachery of Satagira might lay for
me.

* Everything now fell out, as a matter of fact, in the
way we had arranged, and thou thyself didst see how I
burst the iron chains asunder. But,,to this day, I don’t
know whether Satagira kept faith with me and had the
chains filed through, as he promised, or whether Kali
helped me by a miracle. I am more inclined, however,
to believe the former. For scarcely had I swum a few
fathoms out into the Gunga when I was fallen upon by
a boatload of armed men. So he had evidently relied
upon that ambush. « Yet here could be seen what Kali's
help is worth ; for, although the picces of chain hanging
to my wrists were my only weapons, I succeeded in killing
every man of them, and on the boat, which had capsized
during the fight, I fortunately reached the safe north bank,
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though, to be sure, not without bearing away so many
and such deep wounds that a whole year passed before
I had recovered from them. During that time I often
swore that Satagira should expiate what he had done.
And now the time for that expiation has come.”

In my heart there raged a storm of indignation at this
unheard of deception which had bcen practised upon
me.” I couldn’t blame the robber for saving his life as
he did, and, as he hadn’t soiled his hands with the blood
of my beloved, I forgot for the moment how much other
innocent blood adhcred to them, and felt neither fear
nor disgust in the presence of this man who, whatever
he might have done, had brought me the message that
my Kamanita yet dwelt in.this world, even as I. But
a bitter hatred rose up within me against him to whose
guilt it was owing that we were obliged to wander apart
to the end of our carth journcy, and I heard Angulimala
threaten his life with an involuntary pleasure which, I
imagine, was to be read in the expression of my face.

For, in an excited and passionate tone of voice, Anguli-
mala continued—

“ 1 perceive, noble lady, that thy lofty soul thirsts for
revenge, and soon thou shalt have thy desire. For with
that end in view I have come hither. Many weeks have
I lain in wait for Satagira, just outside of Kosambi, and
at last have learned from a sure source that, in the.course
of the next few days, he will leave the town for the valleys
lying to the east, where a legal dispute, at present impend-
ing between two villages, has to be settled. My original
.plan, formed before I knew of this, was to force him to
make a sally against me in order to take me prisoner
again; but this journey of his has greatly simplified
matters. To be sure I have, in pursuance of my first
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intention, made no secret of my presence, but have let
my deeds speak for me, and the report of my reappear-
ance has for a long time been freely circulated.

‘¢ Although most people believe that some imposter has
arisen who gives himself out for Angulimala, yet fear has
already seized on people to such an extent that only large
and well-armed bands now venture out into the wooded
region to the cast, where I have my headquarters. , To
all appearance, it is true, thou hast heard nothing of it,
probably for the reason that, as a woman despoiled of
her life happiness, thou dost dwell alone with thy grief.”

“I have certainly heard of a daring band of robbers,
but without mention as yct of thy name, wherefore I
believed at first I saw thy ghost.”

“But Satagira has heard me named,” went on the
robber, “ depend on that, and, as he has good reason to
believe that it is the veritable Angulimala, and yet better
reason to fear him, it may be taken for granted that he
will not only travel under powerful escort, but will also
take other precautions and make use of many devices,
with intent to conceal his rcal plans. However, although
the band which I command is not very large, neither
the one nor the other shall help h1m if I only know for
certain at what hour he moves out and what road he
takes. And this it is that I hope to learn from thee.”

Although I had up till now listened to what he had to
say, dumb with amazement, and, as if laid under a ban,
without thinking how much I was already compromising
myself by doing so, yet, at this suggestion, I rose up
indignantly and asked what gave him the right to believe
that I had sunk low enough to take a thief and robber as
an ally.

“In the case of an ally,” replied Angulimala quietly,
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‘“ the chief thing is that he is to be depended upon, and
- thou dost feel—of that I am convinced—that I am abso-
lutely to be relied upon in this matter. On the other
hand I need thy help, for only in that way can I learn
with certainty what I wish to know. True, I have a
source of information which is usually reliable, and from
which, as a matter of fact, I know of Satagira’s journey,
yet, if the latter causes a false report to be circulated,
even this source can bccome untrustworthy. But thou
dost need ‘me, because a proud and lofty soul finds, in
a case like thine, satisfaction only in the death of the
traitor. If thou wert a man, then thou wouldst kill him
thyself ; as thou art a woman, my arm is neccssary to
thee.”

I was about to dismiss him angrily, but he gave me to
understand, with such a dignified movement of his hand,
that he had not said all he had to say, that, against my
will, I became silent.

““ Thus far, noble lady, I have spoken of revenge. But
there is somecthing other and weightier to come. For
thee, to secure future h'appiness; for me, to atone for
the past. With justice, it is said of me that I am cruel,
without pity for man or beast. Yes, I have done a
thousand deeds, for each of which one must do penance,
as the priests teach, for a hundred or even a thousand
years in the lowest hell. It is true I had a wise and learned
friend, Vajagravas, whom the common people now even
reverence as a saint, and on whose grave I have offered
rich sacrifices; he often demonstrated to us that there
were no such hell punishments, but that, on the contrary,
the robber was the most Brahman-filled of all living beings
and the crown of creation. Yet he was somehow never
able to convince me of the truth of his position.
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‘“ Be that as it may, however—whether there are hell-
punishments or not—this is certain, that, of all my deeds,
only one lies heavy on my conscience, and that is, that
with my crafty ‘ Rite of Truth’ I cheated thce. Even
then I did not dare to look thee in the face, and the
memory of that hour sits cver like a thorn in my flesh.
Well, the wrong I did thee then, I would now like to make
good, so far as that is still possible, and to do away with
the evil consequences of my act. Thou wert scparated by
my guilty dealing from Kamnanita whom thou didst beliecve
to be dead, and wert chained to this false Satagira. These
fetters I now wish to take from thee that thou mayst be
free to unite thyself to thy beloved, and I will mysclf go to
Ujjeni and bring hiin safc and sound. Now do thy part—
I will do mine. For a beautiful woman, it is not difficult
to draw a secret from her husband. To-morrow, as soon
as it is dark, I shall come hither to get the necessary
information from thee.”

He bowed deeply, and, before it was possible for me in
my bewilderment and dismay to utter a word, he vanished
from the Terrace as suddenly as he had appeared.
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SATAGIRA

THE whole night through I remained on the Terrace, the
unresisting® prey of passions, hitherto unknown to me, but
which were now unchained, and which made sport of my
heart as the whirlwind does of the leaf.

My Kamanita was still alive! He had heard, in his
distant home, of my marriage, for otherwise he would have
come long ago. How faithless—or how pitilessly weak,
must I appear in his eyes! And for this degradation of
mine, Satagira was alone to blame. My hate for him grew
more deadly with every passing minute, and deeply did I
feel the truth of Angulimala’s words, that, if I had been a
man, I should have assurgdly killed Satagira.

Then the prospect that Angulimala had so unexpectedly
opened up to me presented itself—that, if I were free, I
could marry my beloved. At the thought my whole being
became so wildly excited, that I felt as if the blood must
rend my breast and temples. Incapable of holding myself
erect, I was not even able to totter to the bench, but sank
down upon the marble tiles and my senses left me.

The coolness of the morning dew brought me back to
my unhappy existence and its terrible questions.

Was it then true that I wished to band myself with a
robber and thousandfold murderer, in order to get the man
out of the way who had once led me round the nuptial
fire 2
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But I had not the least knowledge yet of when my
husband was to leave. And how was I to ascertain the
time of his departure or the exact route he intended to
take, if he made a secret of these. ‘‘For a beautiful
woman, it is never difficult to draw a secret from her
husband "—these words of the robber’s yet rang in my ears
and made plain to me the whole baseness of such a course
of action. Never would I be able to make up my mind to
worm myself by tenderness into his confidence, in order
then to betray him to his arch-enemy. But jut because
I felt this so clearly, did it also become clear to me that it
was really only the treacherous and hypocritical worming
out of his secret that I deeply loathed. Had I already been
in possession of it—had I known whither to go in order to
find a tablet on which it all stood written—I should
certainly have furnished Angulimala with the fatal informa-
tion. .
When this became plain to me I trembled with horror
as though I were already guilty of Satagira’s death. I
thanked fate that there was no possibility of getting this
information, for even if I had been able to learn at what
hour they were to start, yet only Satagira himself and, at
the most, perhaps one confidant, wohld know what roads
and paths had been decided upon.

I saw the rising sun gild the towers and cupolas of
Kosambi as I had seen this ravishing spectacle so many a
time from the Terrace of the Sorrowless—but ah! with
what quite other feelings than when I spent the blessed
night hours there with thee! Unhappy as never before,
weary and miserable, as though I had in this one night aged
by decades, I betook myself back to the palace.

In order to reach my room I was obliged to go through
a long gallery, opening off which were several chambers
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with barred windows. As I passed one of these I heard
voices. The one—that of my husband—was just then
raised—

‘“ Good !—we start to-night—an hour after midnight.”

I had stopped involuntarily. So I knew the hour! But
the road ? A flush of shame suffused my face for having
played the eavesdropper. “Fly, fly!” a voice made itself
heard within me, “ there is yet time!” But I stood as if
rooted to the spot.

Satagira, however, said nothing further. He may
have heard my footsteps and their stopping at the door,
for the latter was suddenly torn open. My husband stood
before me.

“1 heard thy voice in passing,” I said, with quick
resolution, ‘‘ and thought of asking whether I should bring
thee some refreshments as thou hast business so early.
Then I feared to disturb thec and was about to pass on.”
Satagira looked at me without suspicion and even with
great friendliness.

I thank thee,” he said; ‘“ I need no refreshments, but
thou dost in no way disturb me. On the contrary, I was
about to send for thee and only fcared that thou were not
yet risecn. Thou cabst, just at this moment, be of the
greatest service to me.”

He invited me to enter his room, which I did with supreme
astonishment, very curious to know what the service might
be which he desired from me,—just at this moment, when
a deadly purpose against him filled my whole being.

A man, in whom I recognised the master of Satagira’s
horse and his most trusted follower, was sitting on a low
bench. He rosc as I entered and bowed. Satagira
invited me to sit down beside himself, signed to the officer
to be seated again, and turned to me.
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‘ The matter is this, my dear Vasitthi. I am obliged, as
soon as possible, to undertake a journey in order to adjust
a village quarrel in the province to the east. Now, for
several wecks, robbers have been seen in the wooded region
east of Kosambi, and, as a matter of fact, very near to the
town. Indeed, a foolish tale has even arisen that their
leader is no other than Angulimala, people having the
unheard-of effrontery to assert that Angulimala had, on
the last occasion, cscaped from prison, and that I had) in
place of his head, stuck up another very like it over the
gate. Of course we can offord to laugh at all such fantastic
stories. But, nevertheless, this robber docs not seem to
stand much behind the famous Angulimala in point of
audacity, and, if he really gives himsclf out for the latter
in order, by the use of his rerfowned name, to gain a large
following, his intention assuredly is to perform some
particularly brilliant fcat. For that reason a certain
amount of prudence is, under all circumstances, advisable.”

A small table, inlaid with precious stones, stood beside
him, and on it a silk handkerchicf.

He took the handkerchicf up ahd mopped his forehead,
obscrving, as he did so, that the day was very hot in spite
of the early hour. I perceived, of coyrse, that it was fear
of Angulimala which caused the perspiration to flow from
his every pore. But insicad of awaking my pity, the sight
only filled me with contempt for him. I saw that he was
no hero, and asked mysclf with astonishment by what
lucky accident he had chanced to take Angulimala prisoner
—Angulimala, the robber—who sccmed to me to be like
the terrible Bhima in Mahabharata, at whose side thou
thyself, my dear Kamanita, didst fight on the plain of
Kurukshetra,

* Now, however,” my husband meantime went on, “I
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cannot well arrive in these villages with a whole army ;
indeed, I should not like to take more than thirty mounted
men with me on this journey. But all the more are
prudence and diplomatic stratagem in place. I have just
been discussing this with my faithful Panduka, and he has
made a good suggestion of which I will also inform thee,
in order that thou mayst not be in a state of too great
anxiety on my account, during these days.”

1 murmured something that was intended to signify
gratitude for this consideration.

*“ Panduka will, therefore,” he went on, ‘“make all
necessary preparations, and with a great deal of ostenta-
tion, as though I intended early to-morrow to make an
expedition to the cast with a fairly large body of troops
to capture the robbers. If these, then—which I do not
doubt—have their accomplices here in town, who keep
them informed of what goes on, they are certain to be
deceived by it. In the meantime I shall start with my
thirty riders an hour after midnight and, going out of the
southern gate, shall take my way in a wide sweep through
the hilly land to the east. Yet, cven so, I should like to
avoid the main roads until I have left Kosambi several miles
behind. Now, just in this neighbourhood lies thy father’s
summer residence, and there thou knowest every road and
path from childhood up ; thou wilt be able then, I imagine,
to help me greatly in this matter.”

I was at once ready to do so, and, while I described
everything to him in detail, I had a drawing-board brought,
and drew upon it an cxact map of the neighbourhood of
our country house, with crosses at the places which he must
specially note. But chiefly did I recommend to him a
certain path which led through a ravine. This ravine
narrowed gradually till, finally, for a short distance, even
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two men could not ride through it abreast. On the other
hand, however, the path was so little known that, even if
the robbers should suspect him of making such a detour,
not one of them would ever think of looking for him
there.

In this ravine, however, I had, as an innocent child,
played with my brothers, as well as with Medini, and our
tenant’s children. .

Satagira noticed that the hand with which I drew on
the board trembled, and asked me if I were feverish. I
answered that it was only a little tiredness after a sleep-
less night. But he took my hand, and found to his appre-
hension that it was cold and damp, and, when I wished
to withdraw it with the remark that that signified nothing,
continued to hold it in his: own while he exhorted me
to be prudent and to take care of myself ; and in his look
and voice I observed, with unspeakable resentment and
even with horror, somecthing of the admiring tenderness
of those days when he had sued for my hand in vain. I
hastened to say that I really did not feel quite well, and
intended to betake myself at once to bed.

But Satagira followed me out into the gallery and there,
where we were alone, he began to excuse himself. He
had, it was true, he said, neglected me for a long time
for the mother of his son, but after his return that should
be different ; it would no longer be necessary for me to
spend the nights alone on the Terrace.

He showed a tenderness that seemed to have arisen
from the grave of a long-forgotten youthful love, a love
which, as I was forced to recognise, had even, with a certain
stubborn fidelity, existed only for me ; but although this
could not fail to dispose my heart somewhat in his favour,
so that, for a moment, I wavered in my purpose, yet
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his parting words, which were uttered with a honeyed
smile and loathsome familiarity, were but too surely of
a nature to destroy this inclination again, inasmuch -as
they reminded me of rights which had been filched from
me by his cowardly treachery.



XXXIII

ANGULIMALA

A FRIGHTFUL calm now came over me as I returned to
my room. There was nothing morc to be censidcred,
no doubt to be combated, no questions to be answered.
All was dccided; his Karma willed it so. By his double
treachery his life was plainly forfeit to me and to Anguli-
mala.

So great was this calm that I fell asleep instantly I
laid myself down on my couch, as though my whole being
were anxiously endeavouring to bridge over the empty
hours of waiting.

When it became dark 1 wenti to the Terrace; the moon
had not yet risen. I had not long to wait; Angulimala’s
powerful figurc swung itsclf over ‘the parapet and came
straight to the bench on which I sat half averted from himn.

I did not move and, without raising my eyes from the
pattern of the coloured marble tiles, I spoke—

‘“ What thou dost wish to learn, I know. Everything.
The hour when he leaves, the strength of his escort, the
direction he takes, and the roads and paths over which
he goes. Under the influence of his evil Karma, he him-
self forced his confidence upon me, otherwise I should
have known nothing of it, for I would never have drawn
it from him by feigned tenderness.”

I had well considered thesc words of mine; for so
foolish are we in our pride that even now, when I was

14 .



210 THE PILGRIM KAMANITA

making myself the tool of a criminal, it was to me an
unendurable thought that I should appear lower in his
eyes than I really was.

Not less studied were my next words—

“ Of all this, however, thou wilt not hear one syllable
unless thou dost first promise that thou wilt only kill but
in nc wise torture him ; and that thou wilt kill only Asm
but not even one of his escort, unless it be necessary in
self-defence. I will, however, indicate a spot to thee where
thou canst deal him his death-blow when he is absolutely
alone and so without any kind of fray. This, therefore,
thou must promise me with a solemn oath. Otherwise
thou canst kill me, but not one word more shalt thou
hear.”

“Truly as I have been, to this day, a faithful servant
of Kali,” replied Angulimala, ‘“ so truly will I kill none
of his escort. and so truly shall he suffer no torture.”

“ Good,” Isaid, ‘I will trust thee. Now then, listen, and
note every detail exactly. If thou hast accomplices in
the town thou wilt have learnt already that preparations
“are being made for advancing against the robbers to-morrow.
That is, however, all empty show to deceive thee. In
reality, Satagira, escorted by thirty horsemen, rides from
the town by the south gate an hour after midnight,
leaves the Sinsapa wood lying to his left, and sweeps
out in a somewhat more southerly direction, in order
then to move eastward over byways through the hill
country.”

And I now gave him an absolutely exact description
of the neighbourhood, including the narrow ravine through
which Satagira would have to pass, and where he could
easily and surely be killed.

An oppressive silence followed my words, during which I
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heard nothing save my own hard breathing. I felt that I
had not yet strength to rise and leave the terrace as I had
purposed doing.

Finally Angulimala spoke, and the gentle, and even sad,
note in his voice surprised me to such a degree that I was
almost terrified, and started involuntarily.

“ And so it would have happened,” said he, “ and thou,
the tender, gentle wife, who has assuredly never wilfully
injured even the meanest of creatures, wouldst now have
been in alliance with the vilest of human beings, a wretch
whose hands drip blood. Yes, the murder of thy husband
would have burdened thy conscience and would now be
spinning its black Karma threads on the downward path,
on into the infernal world—that is, so it would have been,
if thou hadst now been speaking to the robber Anguli-
mala.”

I didn’t know whether I could believe my ears. To
whom elsc had I spoken then ? It was certainly the voice
of Angulimala, even if with that wonderful change of tone ;
and as I turned abruptly round, now thoroughly dismayed,
and looked intently at him, it was beyond all doubt the
robber-chieftain who stood before me, even if, in his whole
bearing, another character seemed te be expressed than
that which on the previous day had held me in its fearful
thrall.

‘ But have no fear, noble lady,” he added, * all this has
not happened. Nothing has happened, not any more than
if thou hadst addressed thy speech to this tree.”

These words were as puzzling to me as those that had
preceded them. But so much I understood, that, for some
reason, he had given up his plan of vengeance on Satagira.

After I had worked myself up through frightful inner
struggles to such an unnatural pitch of crime, this sudden
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incomprehensible melting away, this ghostlike loss of
action, was a disappointment which I could not bear. The
unusual strain to which my whole nature had been sub-
jected found vent in a stream of abuse hurled in
Angulimala’s face. I called him a dishonourable villain,
a faithless, empty braggart, a dastard, and much more—
the worst names I could think of—for I hoped that, when
irritated in this way, the man, notorious throughout India
for his violent temper, would, with one blow of his iron fist,
stretch me lifeless on the ground.

But when I stopped, more because breath failed me
than words, Angulimala answered with a quiet that put me
to shame—

‘¢ All this and more also have I deserved from thee, and
I do not believe that thou wouldst have been able with it
so to irritate even the old Angulimala that he would have
killed thee—for to accomplish this, is, as I well perceive,
thy intention. But even if another had now said this and
worse, I would not only have borne it quietly but would
indeed have been grateful to him for giving me the oppor-
tunity of undergoing a salutary test. Has not the Master
himself taught me: ‘Like to the Earth, shalt thou
exercise evenness of tcmper. Even as one casts upon the
earth that which is clean and that which is unclean, and
the earth is neither horrified thereat nor resists—so also
shalt thou, like to the earth, exercise evenness of temper.’
For thou dost speak, Vasitthi, not with the robber, but
with the disciple, Angulimala.”

““ What kind of disciple ? What Master ? " I asked,
with contemptuous impatience, although the strange speech
of this incomprehensible man did not fail to exercise a
peculiar, almost a fascinating, effect upon me.

‘“He whom they call the Perfect One, the Discerner of
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Men, the Fully-Enlightened One, the Buddha,” he answered;
““he is the Master. Thou hast assurcdly heard of him ere
now ?”’

I shook my head.

‘I count myself happy,”” he exclaimed, “ in that I am the
first from whose lips thou dost hear the name of the
Blessed One. If Angulimala once, as robber, did thee much
evil, he has done thec now, as disciple, more of good.”’

*“ Who is, then, this Buddha ? "’ T asked again, in the same
tone, without wishing to Ict it be seen how much my
sympathy was awakened. * What has he to do with this
enigmatical behaviour of thine, and what blessing could it
bring me to hear his name ?

“Even to hear the name of him whom they call
‘ The Welcome One,’ ” said Angulimala, ““is as the first
shimmer of light to him who sits in darkness. But I will
relate everything to thce—how he met me, and how he
changed the current of my life ; for certain it is that its
happening just this day has not been least on thy account.”

In spite of the fierceness which emanated from his whole
being, even on the first cvening a certain grace of bearing
had surprised me in him; how much more striking, how-
ever, was the unsought dignity with which he now sat down
beside me, like one who feels himself among his equals.



XXXIV
THE HELL OF SPEARS

I sToop to-day—he began—a few hours after sunrise at
the edge of rhe forest, gazing out at the towers of Kosambi,
my mind full of vengeance on Satagira and revolving the
question as to whether thou wouldst bring me the desired
information, when, on the road which leads from the
eastern gate to the forest, I became aware of a solitary
traveller, garbed in a yellow cloak, who paced vigorously
forward. On both sides of the road, herdsmen and peasants
were busied with their daily toil. And I observed how
those who were nearest the road shouted something to
the lonely traveller, while those who were farther off
also paused in the middle 9( their work, looked after him,
and pointed with their fingers. The men who were near
enough appeared, the farther he advanced, to warn him
the more eagerly, yes, even to seek to stop him, while
some ran after him, seized his cloak, and then with hurried
and horror-stricken gestures pointed to the wood. I
almost believed I could hear them calling to him, *“ No
farther!| Don’t go into the forest! There the fearful
robber Angulimala has his lair.”

But the traveller came onward, undisturbed, in the
direction of the wood. And now I saw from his cloak
and his closely shaven head that he was an ascetic, one
of those who belong to the Order of the Son of the Sakyas,
an old man of commandingustature.
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And T thought to myself, * Passing strange, truly!
On this road ten men, ay, even thirty, and fifty, have
already set out in companies and well armed, and they
have one and all fallen into my power; and that ascetic
there comes on alone, like any conqueror.”

And it nettled me that he so openly set my power at
defiance. I made up my mind to kill him, and the rather
as I thought to myself that he might possibly be sent
into the forest as a spy, by Satagira. For these ascetics—
so I thought—are all hypocritical and venal’ and are
ready to be used in all kinds of ways, building upon the
superstition of the people and the safety they enjoy as
its outcome—for so I had been taught by my learned
friend Vajagravas to regard them.

Instantly making up my mind, I seized my spear, hung
my bow and quiver over my shoulder, made for the road,
and, step for step, followed the ascetic, who had now entered
the forest.

Finally, when I had reached a favourable spot where
no trees separated us, I took 40wn my bow from my
shoulder, and shot an arrow so that it must of necessity
pierce the left side of his back and pass through his heart ;
but it flew away over the head of the ascetic.

““ By some mistake, a very bad arrow must have got
among the others,” I said to mysclf, took the quiver in
my ha.nd, and chose out a beautifully feathered and fault-
less one, which I so aimed that it must necessarily transfix
the neck of the ascetic. But the arrow struck into the
trunk of a tree to his left. The next flew past him to
the right, and the same thing happened with all my arrows
till my quiver was empty.

‘“ Inconceivable! Most extraordinary!” I thought to
myself. “ Have I not often amused myself by placing a
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prisoner with his back against a fence and shooting my
arrows at him in such a way that, after he had stepped
aside, the whole outline of his body was indicated exactly
by the arrows sticking in the fence—and that, at a greater
distance ? Am I not accustomed with my arrow to bring
down from the sky the cagle in full flight ? Whatever
is the matter with my hand to-day ?”

Meanwhile the ascetic had gained a considerable start,
and I began to run after him in order to kill him with
my spear. But when I had come to within a distance
of about fifty paces from him I didn’t gain another step,
although I ran with all my might and although the ascetic
seemed but to be pacing quite leisurely onward.

Then I said to myself, “ Of a truth, this is the most
wonderful thing of all. Have I not overtaken frightened
clephants and flecing deer ? And now I cannot, running
with all my might, overtake this ascetic, going forward
at his leisure. What is the matter with my feet to-day ? ”

And I stopped and called to him—

‘“ Stand still, ascetic!  Stand still! ”

But he paced quictly on and called back—

“I am standing still, Angulimala! Stand thou also
still | ” .

Whereat I was again much astonished, and thought :
“ Plainly this ascetic has, by some Rite of Truth, baffled
my archery; by some Rite of Truth, my running.
How can he then utter a manifest untruth and assert
that he is standing still while he is, as a matter of fact,
walking, and demand that I should stand still, although
he sees perfectly well that I am already standing as still
as this tree. So might the flying goose say to the oak :
‘I am standing still, oak! Stand thou also stilll’
Of a surety, there must be something behind all this.
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It might probably be of more value to understand the
secret meaning of these ascetic words than to kijll an
ascetic.”

And I called to him—

‘ Walking, thou dost imagine thyself to be standing
still, ascetic, and me, who stand still, thou dost errone-
ously believe to be walking. Explain this 10 me, ascetic.
How art thou standing still? How am I not standing
stili 2

And he answered me—

‘I, who do evil to no created being, am at rest, wander
no more; but thou, who dost rage against all created
beings, must wander ccasclessly from one place of suffer-
ing to another.”

I answered again—

*That we wander ever, I have of coursc heard. But
that about standing still, about wandering no more, I do
not understand. Wilt thou, Reverend Sir, fully explain
to me what thou hast just summed up in these few words ?
See, I have put my spear from e, and solemnly swear to
grant thee peace.”

* For the second time, Angulimala,” he said, * thou hast
sworn falsely.”

* For the second time ? ”

“ The first time it happened was at that false Rite of
Truth.”

That he should know of that secret matter was not the
smallest of these marvels to me ;, but, without pausing over
that, I made haste to defend my crafty deed.

‘ My words, Reverend Sir, were on that occasion certainly
somewhat ambiguous, but, literally, I swore nothing false,
only the sense was misleading. That, however, which I
swear to thee is true literally and in fact,” .
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““ Not so,” he answered, ‘‘ for thou canst grant me no
peace. It were well for thee if thou didst suffer thyself
to receive peace from me.”

As he thus spoke, he turned round, and motioned to me
with a friendly gesture to approach.

‘ Willingly, Reverend Sir,”” I humbly said.

‘“ Listen, then; and pay good attention.”

Heg sat down in the shadow of a large tree, and bade me
seat myself at his feet. And he began to teach me of good
and evil deeds and of their consequences, all the while ex-
plaining everything fully as when one speaks to a child. For
I was, of course, quite uneducated, whereas the pupils of
ascetics are, as a rule, Brahman youths who even know the
Veda. I, however, had never listened to speech so fraught
with deep thought since I sat in the forest by night at the feet
of Vajagravas, of whom I have already spoken to thee, and
whc_)se name thou hast, I imagine, heard from others also.

But when this ascetic now revealed to me that no
arbitrary heavenly power, but our own hearts alone, with
the thoughts and deeds emanating from these, cause us to
be born now here, now ihere, at one time on earth, at
another in heaven, and then again in hell—I could not
help thinking of that Vajagravas and of the way in which
he had proved to us by reasons of common sense, and by
reference to the sacred writings, that there could be no
hell-punishments, and that all the passages in the sacred
writings having reference to such had been interpolated
by weak and cowardly sou]s in order that by such threats
they might terrify the strong and courageous, and protect
themselves from the violence of the latter. * Friend
Vajagravas was never,” I thought, “ able to convince me
quite. I wonder whether this ascetic will be able to do
so. Here stands, as a matter of fact, opinion against
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opinion, scholar against scholar. For even if this ascetic
should be one of the great disciples of the Son of the
Sakyas, yet Vajagravas was also highly thought of by his
own followers, and now, after his death, is even worshipped
by the common people as a saint. Who, then, is to decide
as to which of these two is in the right ? ”’

‘“ Thou art no longer attending to what I say, Anguli-
mala,” said the ascetic; * thou art thinking of that Vaja-
gravas and his erroneous doctrines.”

Much astonished, I acknowledged the truth of ‘what he
said.

“So thou, Reverend Sir, didst also know my friend
Vajagravas ? ”’

‘“ People showed me his grave outside of the gate, and I
saw foolish travellers offering up prayers there under the
delusion that he was a saint.”

* So he is no saint, then ? )

“ Well, if he seems one to thee, let us visit him and see
how it fares now with his saintship.”

The ascetic said this as though it were a matter of going
from one house to another. Thoroughly taken aback, I
stared at him.

“ Visit him ? Vajagravas ? How were that possible ?

“ Give me thy hand,” he said. *I shall cast myself into
that state of self-absorption by the aid of which the path
that leads to the gods and that which leads to the demons
become visible to a steadfast heart. Then we shall
follow in his track, and what I sge, that shalt thou also
m.!l

I gave him my hand. For some time he sat there
perfectly still, his eyes cast down, the pupils directed
inward, and I was conscious of nothing. Suddenly,
however, I felt, as probably a swimmer may feel, when the
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demon who dwells in the waters seizes his arm and draws
him down, so that the blue heavens and the trees on the
bank disappear, and the waves meet over his head, and
darkness that grows ever deeper closes round him on every
side.

From time to time, however, tongues of flame flared up
around me, and a mighty noise thundered in my ears.

Finally, I found myself in what seemed to be a vast cave,
where it was quite dark save for the fitful illumination
furnished by the fleeting glcam of countless lightning
flashes. When I had grown somewhat accustomed to the
darkness, I discovered that these flashes were the reflec-
tions of iron spear-heads, which darted hither and thither
as though lances were being wiclded by invisible arms—
it might be in a battle of ghosts. I heard screams also—
not fierce and couragcous, however, as those of combatants
drunk with the joy of battle, but screams of pain and groans
of wounded, whom, however, I did not see. For these
terrifying sounds came from the background, where the
quivering of the lance-heads formed one trembling and
whirling mist. The foreground was empty.

In this empty spacc there now appeared three figures,
vomited, as it were, from the black mouth of a den which
opened upon it from the right. The man in the middle
was Vajagravas; his naked body trembled from head
to foot as though he froze terribly or was shaken by fever.
His companions had both of them human bodies which
were supported upon hirds’ legs armed with powerful
claws, and were surmounted, in the onc case, by a fish’s
head, in the other, by a dog’s. In his hands, each bore a
Jong spear. The figure with the fish’s head spoke first—

‘ This, Reverend Sir, is the Hell of Spears, where thou,
according to the sentence of the Judge of Hell, hast to
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endure punishment for ten thousand years in being cease-
lessly pierced by these quivering spears. Afterwards
thou shalt be born again somewhere, according to thy
further deserts.”

Then he with the dog’s head spoke—

‘“ As often, Reverend Sir, as two spears cross in thy
heart, know that a thousand years of thy hellish torture
have passed.”

Scarcely had he said this when both of the infefnal
watchmen swung their lances and transfixed V3jagravas.
As if at a given signal, all the spears round about also
flashed towards him, their points entering from every side.
So ravens hurl themselves upon an abandoned carcase,
and bury their beaks in its flesh.

Overcome by the horror of*the sight, and by the pitiful
screams that Vajagravas uttered in his agony, my senses
forsook me.

When I came to myself again, I lay in the wood, under
the huge tree, prostrate at the fcet of the Master.

‘“ Hast thou seen, Angulimala ? "

“I have seen, O Master.” °

And I did not dare even to add, ““ Deliver me”; for
how could I seek to be delivered ?

“If thou then, after the dissolution of thy body, in
consequence of thy decds, dost come to the road that
leads down to the underworld, and the Judge of the Shades
passes the same judgment upon thee, and the guards of
hell lead thee into the Hell of Spears to the same punish-
ment, will it be more than thou dost deserve ?

““ No, Master, it will not be more than I deserve.”

“ But a course of life, of which thou thyself dost confess
that it justly leads to these unspeakable tortures—is this
truly, Angulimala, a course of life that is worth pursuing ? "
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‘ No, O Master, this course of life will I give up; I will
forswear all my devilish practices for one word of thy
truth.”

‘“Once, long ages ago, Angulimala, the Judge of the
Shades pondered deeply, and this was the outcome: ¢ Verily,
he who has committed offences in the world is punished
with such manifold punishments! Oh, that I might
become human, and that a Perfect One, a Fully Enlight-
ened Buddha might appear in the world, and that I might
be able to be with him, with that Perfect One, and that
he, the Perfect One, might expound the truth to me,
and that I understood it!’

“Now that which that judge wished so ardently for
himself, that has been given to thee, Angulimala. Thou
hast beccome man. But even as, Angulimala, in this
land of India, few smiling groves, splendid forests, fair
heights, and charming lotus ponds are to be found, and
in’ comparison with these, raging rivers, untrodden forests,
desolate rocky mountains, and barren deserts are by far
more numerous :

‘“ Even so also, but few'created beings attain to humanity,
in comparison with the far more numerous beings who
in other kingdoms than that of man come into existence:

“ Even so also, bu: few generations are on the earth at
the same time as a Buddha, in comparison with the far
greater number in whose time no Buddha has arisen :

“ Even so also, but few individuals of those few genera-
tions are so fortunate as to see the Perfect One, in com-
parison with that far greater number who do not see him.

“ But thou, Angulimala, hast become man ; and that at
-a time when a Perfect Buddha has appeared in the world ;
and thou hast seen him, and art able to be with him,
with the Perfect One.”
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When I heard these words, I foldled my hands and
exclaimed—

““Hail, O Holy One! So thou art thyself the Fully
Enlightened Buddha! So thou, the noblest of beings,
hast had pity on the worst | And wilt thou then, O Perfect
One, suffer me to abide with thee ? "’

“1 will,” answered the Master. “ And so hear this
also: :

“ Even so are there among the few who see the Master
but few who hear his doctrine, and, of these, but few
who comprehend it. Thou, however, wilt hear the doctrine
and wilt comprchend it. Come, disciple ! ”

The Perfect One had entered the wood like an elephant
hunter who rides upon his tame elephant. He left the
wood again, as the elephaht hunter leaves the wood,
followed by a wild elephant which his skill has tamed.

Thus, then, I am now come to thee Vasitthi, not the
robber Angulimala, but the disciple Angulimala. Seé, I
have cast from me the spcar and bludgeon, rod and scourge,
have forsworn killing and torturing, and before me all
created things have peace. )
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A PURE OFFERING

I pv not know how long it was before I opened my lips;
but for a_very long time, I believe, I sat there without
uttering a word, and let everything Angulimala had said
rise, point by point, before me, and the morc I reflected,
the more did my wonder grow. For although I had heard
many legends of olden times of miracles wrought by the
gods, and particularly of the wonderful deeds of Krishna
when he sojourned on this earth, yet they all appeared, one
with another, trivial when I compared them with what had
befallen Angulimala in the forest this day.

And I asked mysclf now whether that great man who
had in a few hours transformed the most brutal of robbers
into the gentle being who had just spoken to me—that
 Perfect One who had so easily and surely tamed the
most savage object to be found in the whole realm of nature
—whether he was nqt also able to quiet my troubled and
passion-tossed heart, and to banish, by the light of his
words, the night-cloud which grief had caused to settle
downonit. Or was this mayhap yet more difficult—indeed
a problem the solution of which went beyond the powers of
even the holiest ascetic ?

Almost did I fear that the latter might be the case, but
.yet I asked where that great ascetic whom he called his
Master was to be found, and whether I should be able to
visit him.

a4
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“ It is right that thou shouldst ask that question at the
very first,” answered Angulimala, ‘“and really what
shouldst thou ask save this ? Just for that very reason
have I come to thee. We who purposed being associates
in evil, let us now be associates in good. The Perfect One
abides at present in the Sinsapa wood of which thou thy-
self didst make mention. Betake thyself thither to-morrow,
but not till evening. For then thc monks have finished
their silent meditation, and assembled before the “old
Krishna temple, and the Master speaks to them ¢here and
to any others who are present. For at that hour many
men and women go thither from the town in order to see the
Blest One and to listen to his luminous teachings; and
with each cvening the press grows greater. Often these
meetings last till late into thfe night. Of all that, I had
already exact information, because, in the sinfulness of
my heart, I had forged the monstrous plan of shortly
falling upon the assembly with my followers. The gifts
of foodstuffs and cloths brought by many of the visitors as
presents to the Order already form a booty which, if not
rich, is yet by no means to be déspised. But specially it
was my intention to capture scveral citizens of distinction,
and to force heavy ransoms from them; and I cherished,
at the same time, the hope that I should by such a daring
deed, done at the very gates of the town, at last entice
Satagira without the walls. For, when I formed the plan,
his inipending journey was still unknown to me. Do not
neglect then, noble lady, to go to-morrow towards sundown
to the old Krishna temple; it will long be a source of
salvation to thee. I want to get back there now as
quickly as possible. It is not certain, of course, whether
Ishall be in time to hear anything. Still, on such beautiful
moonlit nights, the monks stay long together, deep in

15
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religious conversation, and willingly permit others to
listen.”

He bent himself low before me, and quickly went away.

The next forenoon I sent to Medini, who was, with her
husband Somadatta, just as ready to bear me company to
the Krishna grove as she had been in those days of the past,
when the matter in hand was the bringing about of a
meeting betwcen two lovers. As a matter of fact, she had
already begged her husband once to take her out there some
evening, ‘or she didn’t readily let anything escape her of
which people talked. But Somadatta had been afraid of
the house Brahman, and so she was more than delighted
to have the excuse, as over against that tyrant, of a
summons from the wife of the Minister.

We drove at once to the markets, where Somadatta, who
was attending to his vocations there, helped us in sceking
out such stuffs as were suitable for the clothing of the
monks and nuns. I also purchased a large quantity of
medicines. Arrived at home again, we plundered the
storerooms. Vesscls full of the finest ghee, boxes of honey
and sugar, jars with ‘prescrves of every kind, were
set aside for our pious object. My own cupboards had to
furnish the choicest of all they contained of perfumed
water, sandal-powde~r, and camphor ; and then we went to
the garden, whose wealth of flowers we did not spare.

When the longed-for hour came, all these things had been
loaded on a wagon to which the mules were already
harnessed. We ourselves took our seats under the awning
of another wagon, and, drawn by the two silver-white, full-
blooded, Sindh horses which every morning ate three-year-
old rice from my hand, drove out at the city gate.

The sun was already nearing the cupolas and towers of
the town behind us, and its rays gilded the dust which, along
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the whole way, was stirred up by the multitude that, like
ourselves—the most of them, however, on foot—had come out
to see and hear the Buddha.

We soon reached the entrance to the forest. Here we
had the wagons stopped, and pursued our way on foot,
followed by servants who bore the votive offerings we had
brought with us. .

Since that night when we had taken leave of one another
here, I had not been in this wood. And when I now,
in the same company, entered its cool shade, I was over-
come by so piercing a breath of memory—an odour that
seemed to have been stored up for me here till its con-
centrated sweetness had, with the lapse of years, become
poison—that I remained standing like one stupefied.

It seemed to me as if my love, awakened to its full
strength, had placed itself in my way, charging me with
desertion and with treachery. For I had not come there,
as I knew, to give it fresh nourishment by inhaling the
odour of memory, but to seek peace for my disappointed
and tortured heart. And could not that, with justice, be
called forgetting love, wilfully renouncing it ? Was not
that the violation of my word, and cowardly treachery ?

In such fearful uncertainty did I stand there, undecided
whether to go on or to turn back—to the great disappoint-
ment of Mcdini, who danced with impatience when others
overtook us.

The look of the interior of the forest, however, softly
illumined by the golden rays off the late afternoon sun;
the gentle admonitory rustle and whisper of the leaves;
the people who at once on entering grew silent and looked
around expectantly and almost timidly; here and there
at the foot of some great tree, an ascetic, wrapped in the -
folds of his yellow cloak, his legs crossed beneath him,
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and lost in meditation; at intervals, one and another
of these rising, and without even a look round, moving
quietly away in the direction of the common though as
yet invisible goal—all this wore an air of quiet elevation,
and seemed to bear witness that here events were taking
place of so unusual, indeed, of so sacred a character, that
no power on earth might dare place itself in opposition to
them, ay, that love itself, if it should raise a hostile voice,
would lose its every divine right.

So I moved resolutely forward, and the words addressed
to Angulimala by the Master concerning the many genera-
tions of men who live and pass away without a Buddha's
being in the world, and of the very few even among the
contemporarics of a Buddha to whom it is given to hear
and to see him—these words sounded in my ears like
the ringing of a temple bell, and I felt myself like a favoured
onc who goes- to mect an experience which coming genera-
tions will envy her.

When we reached the glade in which the temple ruin
stands, a great many people were already assembled,
laymen as well as monks. They stood broken up into
groups, most of them in the vicinity of the ruin, which
rose just opposite to us. Near to the spot where we
entered the forest mleadow, I noticed a fairly large group
of monks, among whom it was impossible to help
noticing one who was a very giant, for he towered a
full head above the tallest of those who stood b&ﬂde
him. C

Then, while we were looking about us to discover whither
we could most fitly turn our steps, there came out of the
forest, between us and those monks, an old ascetic. His
tall figure had such a kingly bearing, and such a cheerful
peace radiated from his noble features, that at once the
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thought came to me, “I wonder whether this ascetic is
not the Sakya son whom men call the Buddha.”

In his hand he bore a few Sinsapa leaves, and, turn-
ing to the monks of whom I have made mention, he
said—

“ What think ye, O ye disciples, which are the more
numerous, these Sinsapa leaves which I hold in my hand,
or the other leaves yonder in the Sinsapa wood ? ”,

/And the monks answered—

“ The leaves, Lord, which thou dost hold in°thy hand
are few, and far more numerous arc those yonder in the
Sinsapa wood.”

‘“So also,”” said he, who, as I now knew, was the
Buddha, “so also, O ye disciples, is that which I have
discerned and not declared ‘to you far greater than that
which I have declared. And why, O ye disciples, have
I not declared all things to you ? Because it would in no
wise profit you, because it would not minister to the holi-
ness of your walk, would not lead to your turning away
from earthly things, not to the destruction of all lust,
not to the change which is the end of all change, not to
peace, not to Nirvana.”

‘ So that foolish old man was right after all! "’ exclaimed
Ka.mamta

“ What old man ?” asked Va51tth1

“That ascetic with whom, as I related to thee, I
spent the night, the last of my ecarthly life, in the suburb
of Rajagriha, in the hall of thé pottér. He would insist
on expounding the doctrine of the Master to me, and, as
I readily perceived, did not especially succeed. But he
manifestly quoted many genuine sayings, and among these,
even to the very words, what thou hast just told me—he
even gave the name of the place correctly, and moved
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me deeply as he did so. But had I imagined that thou
hadst been present, then I should have been yet more
deeply affected.”

“ He was very probably among thosc who were there,”
said Vasitthi; “ in any case, he sccms to have given thee
an accurate report. And the Master further added—

“ And what, ye disciples, have I declared to you? I
bave declared to you what Suffering is, what the Origin
of Suffering is, what the End of all Suffering is, what
the Path ‘that lcads to the End of all Suffering is—all
this have I dcclared to you. Therefore, ye disciples, what
I have revealed, that leave revealed; and what I have
left unrevealed, that leave unrevealed.”

As he uttered these words, he opened his hand, and
let the leaves fall. And when onc of these, describing
gyrations in the air, fluttered down near to me, I took
courage, stepped quickly forward, and caught it before
it had touched the earth, in that way receiving it, as it
were, from the Master’s hand. This priceless memorial
I concealed in my bosom, a symbol of the short but all-
sufficing message communicated to us by the Perfect One
from his measureless wealth of knowledge, a symbol from
which I was not to be parted till death.

This movement of mine drew the attention of the Master
to me. The gigantic monk to whom I have alluded
now bowed before him and made a whispered communica-
tion, upon which the Master again looked at me and then
made a sign to the monK.

The latter now came towards us.

“ Approach, noble lady,” said the monk,—and I knew

“"at once from the voice that it was Angulimala’s,—* the
Master will himself receive thy gifts.”
We_all went forward to within a few paces of the Master
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and bowed low, greeting him reverently, with hands
folded and held before our foreheads. But I was unable
to utter a word.

“Rich are thy gifts, noble lady,” said the Master,
‘““and my disciples have few nceds. Heirs of truth are
they, not heirs of penury. But the Buddhas of past
ages also favoured this practice, and gladly accepted
the offerings of pious followers, in order that opportynity
might be given to these to exercise the virtue of alms-
giving. ‘

“For, if created beings knew the fruits of giving as I
know them, then, if they had but a handful of rice left,
they would not eat of it without giving a portion to one
yet poorer than themselves, and the selfish thoughts
which darken their spirits ‘would disappear from these.
Be thine offering, then, gratefully accepted by the Order
of the Buddha—a pure offering. For I call that a pure
offering by which the giver is purified and the receiver
also. And how does that take place ? It takes place,
Vasitthi, when the giver is pure in life, noble in heart,
and the receiver is pure in life, noble in heart ; and when
that is the case the giver of the offering is purified and
the receiver also. That is, Vasitthi, the purity of the
supremely pure offering—of such ,a one as thou hast
brought.”

Thereafter, the Master turned to Angulimala—

“ Go, my friend, and have these presents placed with
the other supplies. But first sliow our noble guests to
seats in front of the temple steps, for from them I shall
expound the doctrine to those who are present to-day.”

Angulimala bade the servants wait, and called upon
us to follow him. First, however, we had all our flowers
and also several beautiful carpets handed out tous. Then,
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conducted by our stalwart guide, we passed through the
rapidly growing crowd, who respectfully made way for
us, to the temple.

Here we spread the carpets upon the steps and twined
garlands of flowers round about the old weather-worn
and crumbling pillars. Then Medini and I picked a
whole basketful of roses and strewed the petals upon the
carpet at the top of the steps for the Master to stand
upon.

Meanwhile the assembled people had grouped them-
selves in a wide semicircle, the lay-hearers to the left,
the monks and nuns to the right, of the temple—the front
ranks sitting on the grass. We also now took our places
on an overturned pillar, only a few paces from the steps.

There were probably about five hundred people there,
yet an all but absolute silence reigned in the whole circle,
and no sound was to be heard save the fitful rustling and
low whispering of the forest lcaves.



XXXVI
BUDDHA AND KRISHNA

THE setting sun shot its sheaf of rays through the open-
ings betwecn the trunks, consecrating, it seemed, with a
heavenly benediction, the silent and expectant company
assembled in the depths of the forest; and, between
the tree-tops, roseate evening clouds looked down in ever-
growing luminousness, as though, floating out from the
blue ether, a second assembly were gathering, recruited
from the hosts of heaven.

The temple building, with its black and crumbling
walls, absorbed this farewell blaze of sunshine, as a broken-
down old man quaffs a rcjuvenating draught. Beneath
the magic of the red-gold lights and the purple shadows,
its masses grew wonderfully animated. The jagged edges
of the fluted pillars sparkled, the corners flashed, the
snails curled themselves up, the stone waves foamed
with froth of gold, the carven foliage grew. Along the
stair-like projections of the lofty substructure, round
about plinths and capitals, on the beams, and on the
terrdces of the dome-like roof —everywhere—a con-
fused medley of strange and mystical forms seemed to
be in motion. Gods came forth in a halo of glory, many-
headed and many-armed figures with all-too-luxuriant
and, often, greatly mutilated limbs, the one stretching
out four headless necks, the next waving eight stumps
of arms. Breasts and hipsmof the voluptuously limbed
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goddesses were unveiled as these came swaying nearer,
their round faces tilted under the burden of the towering,
diamond-bespangled head-gear, a sunny smile on their
full, sensuous lips. The snake-like extremities of the
demons writhed and twisted, the wings of the griffins
were spread for flight, grim masks of monsters, showing
their whetted teeth, grinned horribly, human bodies
swarmed, and, in and through the mad throng, to and
fro, now over, now under, elephants’ trunks, the heads
of horses,*and the horns of bulls, stags’ antlers, crocodiles’
jaws, monkeys’ muzzles, and tigers’ throats reeled in a
tangled mass.

That was no longer an edifice decorated with statuary.
These were statues come to life, which, breaking through
the ban laid upon them by the building, had freed themselves
from its solid mass and would hardly tolerate it further, even
as a support. .A whole world scemed to have wakened up
out of its stony sleep, and, with its thousands of figures, to
be pressing forward in order to listen—to listen to the man
who stood at the top of the steps, surrounded and over-
shadowed by the whole swarm of them, the long hanging
folds of his robe bathed in a golden glow—he, the living,
the one perfectly calm soul amid this restless and delusive
life of the lifeless. .

It now seemed as if the stillness of the assembly grew
deeper ; yes, it even seemed to me that the very leaves of
the trees ceased to whlsper '

And the Master began ton speak.

He spoke of the temple, on the steps of which he stood,
and where our ancestors had for hundreds of years wor-
‘shipped Krishna in order to be inspired by the example
of his heroic life to heroic action and suffering here.on earth,
to be, strengthened by his favour, and finally to pass
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through the gates of death to his paradise of pleasure, and

' to enjoy the raptures of heaven there. But now, we, their
descendants, had come together to hear from the lips of a
perfect Buddha the words of truth, in order to learn how
to lead a pure and perfect life, and, finally, by a complete
victory over desire for the fleeting and perishable, to reach
the end of all suffering, to reach Nirvana. In this way he,
the Buddha, the Fully Awakened One, completed the work
of the dreaming god ; in this way we, grown up, completed
what our ancestors had, with the noble enthiisiasm of
childhood, begun.

“ There ye see,” he said, “ how a gifted artist of days
long past has reproduced in stone Krishna’s combat with
the elephant ; ” and he pointed to a huge relief which lay
almost at my feet, one corner pressed into the turf, the

other supported by a half-buried capital. The last glow
of the setting sun lingered caressingly on the moss-covered
relic, and, in its mild radiance, one could still clearly
recognise the group—that of a youth setting his foot
upon the head of a fallen clephant, one of whose tusks he
breaks off.

And the Master now related how the King of Mathura, the
horrible tyrant Kamsa, after he had invited Krishna to a
prize contest at his court, secretly ordered his mahout to
drive his wildest war clephant out of the stables upon the
unsuspecting youth, and that, too, at the very entrance to
the scene of the coming struggles, And how the latter slew
the monster, and, to the terror of the king, entered the
arena bespattered with blood, and with the tusk he had
broken off in his hand.

“ But upon the Master also,” he added, continuing his
discourse, * enemies had hounded a savage elephant. And
at the sight of the monster dashing down upon him, the
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Master was seized with pity. For blood streamed down
the creature’s breast, and the wounds from the lances of
his tormentors were many. But his pity deepened as he
saw there before him, not merely a wounded, but a hapless,
creature who had become the prey to a passion of blind
rage—a creature dowered by nature with courage and
enormous strength, but gifted with little understanding,
and robbed of that little by the cruelty of base men, who
had roused it to the condition of madness in which it was
actually being brought to destroy a Buddha—a poor,
wild, dazed brute, and not likely, save with great difficulty
and after endlessly long wanderings, to attain a propitious
human existence, and to enter the path that lcads to
salvation.

“Filled full of pity as he was, the Master could feel no
fear ; and no thought of his own danger arose within him.
For he reasoned thus: ‘If I should succeed in casting
even the faintest ray of light into this tempestuous darkness,
such a spark of light would gradually grow ; and when this
creature, led by its glimmer, arrived at human existence,
then it would find on earth the doctrine of the Master
it had once killed, and this teaching would help it to
salvation.’

“Possessed by this thought, the Master halted in the
middle of the road, raised his hand with a calming gesture,
looked lovingly at the raging creature, and uttered gentle
words, the sound of whlch reached its savage heart. ' The
giant beast stopped in hls.charge, rocked his mountain of
a head irresolutely back and forth, and, instead of the
thundering peal heard from him a moment before, gave
verft to one or two almost timid trumpet-calls. At the
same time he tossed his trunk into the air and swung it
in every direction as if seeking something—like the wounded



BUDDHA AND KRISHNA 237

elephant in the forest when he has lost the spoor of his
hidden enemy and hopes to scent it again—and, in very
truth, he had been mistaken in his enemy. Finally, he
came slowly to within a few paces of the Master and bent
his knee, as he was accustomed to do before his owner
when the latter wished to mount him. And, followed by
the tamed elephant, the Master, to the confusion of his
enemies, entered the park to which he had just been on
the way.

“ In this way,” so the Buddha ended his parallel, *“ does
the Master take up Krishna's battle with the elephant,
spiritualise, refine, complete it.”

While I listened to this tale, how could I do other than
think of Angulimala, thec most savage of the savage, who
but yesterday wished to destroy the Buddha, and had not
only been tamed, but converted, by the irresistible might
of the Buddha’s personality, so that I now saw him
devoutly sitting opposite to me in the ranks of the monks—
changed, even in his outward appearance, to another. And
so it seemed that the words of the Master were most
particularly addressed to me, as the only person—at all
events, outside the circle of the monks—who knew of this
matter, and could understand the significance of his speech.

The Master now went on to speak of Krishna as the
“ Sixteen-thousand-one-hundredfold Bridegroom,” for as
such had our ancestors worshipped him here, and again I
had a feeling as though secret reference were being made to
me, for, I remembered that, on the night of our last meeting,
the hateful old witch had called the divine hero by this
name, which I did not hear without a certain fluttering
of the heart. With a gentle dash of humour the Master
then related how Krishna took possession of all the treasures
which he had carried off from the castle of the demon king,
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Naraka. ‘““And on one auspicious day,” it is said, “he
married all the virgins, and all at the same moment,
appearing to each one individually as her husband.
Sixteen thousand one hundred was the number of the
women, and in just so many separate forms did the god
incorporate himself, so that each maiden’s thought was,
‘ Me only hath the Master chosen.”

“ And, in like fashion,” the Master continued, ‘‘ when I
declare the doctrine, and before me there sits an assembly
of several hundred monks and nuns, and lay disciples of
both sexes, listening, then cach one of all these listeners
thinks, ‘ To me alone hath the ascetic Gautama declared
this doctrine.’

“For upon the individual nature of each seeker after
peace do I direct the power of my spirit; I calm it, fill
it with harmony, make it to be at one with itself.

“ This I do always, and in this way I take the sixteen-
thousand-one-hundredfold bridal state of Krishna, spirit-
ualise it, refine it, complete it.”

Of course it at once appeared to me as though the
Master had read my thoughts, and had given me a secret
reproof, in order that I might not entertain the delusion
that I occupied a privileged position, and so become the
victim of a pernicious vanity.

And now the Buddha went on to speak of how, according
to the belief of our forefathers, Krishna, although himself
the Supreme God, the Upholder and Preserver of the whole
world, yet, moved by pity.for all created beings, suffered
a portion of his own divine personality to descend from
high heaven, and to be born as a man among men. Pass-
ing to himself, the Master said that when, after ardent
struggle, he had made perfect enlightenment, the blessed
and abiding certainty bf salvation, his own, the desire
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came to him to remain in the enjoyment of this blessed
serenity, and not to declare the doctrine to others. * ‘For
this pleasure-loving generation’ —thus I rcasoned —
‘will hardly comprehend the freeing itself from all the
forms assumed by existence, the quenching of all desire
for life, the blotting out of all dclusion; and, for the
declaring of the doctrine, my only reward will be labour
and vexation of spirit.”” Thus did my nature incline to
uncommunicativeness, and not to the proclamation of the
doctrine. Then I looked with seeing eyes yet ohce again
upon the world. And as in a lotus pond one sees some
lotus flowers which develop in the waters and remain under
the surface, others which force their way to the surface and
float there, and, finally, others which rise above the waters
and stand free from all cortact with them; so also in
this world I saw beings of a low type, beings of a noble type,
and beings of the noblest type. And I reasoncd thus:
¢ If they do not hear the doctrine they will losc their way :
these will understand the doctrine.” And out of pity for
these beings I decided to resign for a time the undisturbed
possession of the blessed calm of Nirvana, and to proclaim
the doctrine to the world.

“ Thus does a perfect Buddha take up Krishna’s coming
down from heaven and becoming man give it inward force,
illumine, and complete it.”

As he said this, there came to me a feeling of unspeak-
able ‘joy; for I knew that the Buddha numbered me with
the lotus flowers that had risen fo the surface of the water,
and that I, by his help, would one day raise myself
above it, and would stand free, unsullied by material
things.

Further, the Master told us of those hercic deeds of
Krishna, by which he had freed the world from monsters



240 THE PILGRIM KAMANITA

and wicked rulers, and had added to the happiness of all
created beings. How he had vanquished the water
serpent Koliya, slain the bull-shaped demon Aristha,
destroyed the ravaging monsters Dhenuka and Kishi, and
the demon prince Naraka, had overcome and killed the
villainous kings Kamsa and Paundraka, and other bloody
tyrants who were the terror of helpless human beings, and
had, thus ameliorated in many a way the distressful fate
of man.

But he, the Master, did not combat the foes that assailed
men from without, but the monsters in their own hearts—
greed, hate, insanity, love of self, the desire for pleasure,
the thirst for the things that pass away; and he
freed humanity, not from this or that evil, but from
suffering. ’

Then the Blessed One spoke of suffering which every-
where and always follows life like its shadow. And I
felt as though some one with gentle hand lifted the load
of pain my love had brought me, bore it away, and cast
it into the great maelstrom of suffering, where, in the
general whirl, it disappeared from view. In my inmost
soul, and deeply, did I feel that I had no right to enduring
happiness where all suffer. I had enjoyed my happiness ;
it was born, had unfolded itself, and had passed, just as-
the Buddha taught that everything in this world comes
from some source, and, after its time is fulfilled, must—
sooner or later—again pass away. This very transitori-
ness, in which the unreality of every individual thing
veiled itself, was, he told us, the final, the unavoidable
source of suffering—unavoidable so long as the desire
for existence was not uprooted—so long as it continued
to flourish luxuriantly and for ever to give rise to some-
thing new. And as each mdmdual is, from the very
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fact of his existence, accessory to the suffering of the
world, I should now be obliged—or so it seemed to
me—if I had been spared pain, to feel myself doubly
guilty, and to be filled with a desire to bear my part
also.

I was no longer able to bewail my own lot; on the
contrary, as I listened to the Master’s words, the thought
awoke in me, ‘“Oh, that all created beings were no
longer obliged to suffer! that this holy man might so
succeed in his work of salvation, that all—all—purified
from sin and enlightencd, might rcach the end of all
suffering.”

And the Master spoke also of this end of suffering and
of the world, of the overcoming of every form of exist-
ence, of salvation in an evel state of mind void of all
desire, of thc blotting out of all delusion, of Nirvana—
strange, wonderful words telling of the only island in
all this troubled sea of birth on whose rocky shore the
breakers of death dash in impotent foam, and over
to which the doctrine of the Perfect One sailed like a
trusty ship. And he spoke of ~that blessed place of
peace, not as onc speaks who relates to us what he
has heard from others—{rom priests—and also not as
a song maker who lets his fancy rove, but like one
who communicates what he has himself experienced and
seen.

Much he said, it is true, in the course of it, which I,
untaught woman, did not understand, and which would
not have been easily understood by even the most learned
of men.

Many things I was not able to reconcile ; for here exist-
ence and non-existence were, at one and the same time,
not life, and yet still less lifelessness. But I felt in heart

16
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like one who hears a new song utterly unlike any other
he has ever heard, a song of which he is able to catch but
a few words, yet the music of which penetrates his heart,
telling him everything. And what music! Notes of
such crystal purity that all other sounds when compared
with it must seem to the listener like empty noise, strains
bringing greetings from so far away, from so far above the
spheres, that a new and undreamt-of longing is awakened,
of which one felt that it can never be stilled by anything
earthly or carth-like, and which, if unsatisfied, will never
pass away.

Meanwhile night had come down. The pale light of
the moon, as it rose behind the temple, threw shadows
from the latter right across the whole width of the forest
glade. The form of the speaker was all but undistinguish-
able. These more than human words appcared to come
forth from the sanctuary itscll that had swallowed again
into its mass of shadow all the thousand wild and tangled,
life-sitnulating forms, and now towered upward in simple
but imposing lines, a monument of all terrestrial and
celestial life. '

My hands folded about my knees, I sat there listening
and looking up to the heavens, where great stars glittered
over the dark trec-tops, and the heavenly Gunga lay
extended like a river of light. Then I remembered the
hour when we both, at that same spot, solemnly raised
our hands to it, and matually swore by its silver’ floods
which feed these lotus Jlakes, that we would meet here
again in the Paradise of the West—in a heaven of pleasure
like to that of Krishna, of which the Master had just
spoken, as of the place which the faithful strove to reach.

And as I thought of it, my heart grew sad; but I could
trace no desire in myself for such a life in Paradise, for
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a shimmer of something infinitely higher had shone in
my eyes.

And without disappointment, without anything of the
painful emotion he feels whose dearest hopes are shattered,
I caught the words of the Master—

¢“To be born is to die; all-destroying, oblivion's breath holds sway ;
As in gardens of Earth, flowers in P’aradise fade, and pass away.”



XXXVII
THE BLOSSOMS OF PARADISE WITHER

“ YEs, my friend,” added Vasitthi, I heard those words,
which appear so destructive of all hope to you, without
disappointment, as 1 now without pain, and indeed even
with joy, perceive how, round about us here, the truth
of these words is established in what we see taking place.”

During Vasitthi’s narration, the process of decay had
gone on, slowly but ceaselessly, and there could no longer
be the least doubt but that all these beings and their
surroundings sickened to their fall and complete dissolu-
tion.

The lotus flowers had already shed more than half their
crown-petals, and the waters sparkled but sparingly forth
from between thesc gay-toloured little vessels which were
set trembling every other instant as a fresh one fell. On
their flower-thrones, divested of all adornment now,
sat the oncec-happy inhabitants of the Paradise of the
West, in positions morc or less indicative of utter break-
down. The head of one hung down upon his breast,
that of another sideways on his shoulder, and a shiver
as of fever ran through them every time that an icy blast
shook the already thinned tops in the groves, causing
blossoms and leaves to rain to earth. Woefully sub-
dued, and more and more frequently interwoven with
painful discords, sounded the music of the heavenly genii ;
and with it were blent deep sighs and anxious groans.
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All that had been so luminous—the. faces and robes of
the blest and of the genii, no less than the clouds and
flowers—all gradually lost brightness, and a blue twilight
haze appeared to weave its threads about the distances.
The fresh fragrance of the flowers too, that had formerly
been as a vitalizing breath to everything, had gradually
become a soporific odour, at once distressing to the respira-
tory organs, and stupefying to the scnses. .

Kamanita indicated the things about hlm wijh a tired
movement of the hand.

““How can one possibly feel pleasure in such a sight,
Vasitthi ? "’

‘“ For this reason, my friend, it is possible to fecl pleasure
in such a sight, that if all this were lasting and did not
pass away, there would be nothing higher. But now
there is something higher ; for this does pass, and beyond
there is that which knows neither decay nor genesis. Just
that it is that the Master calls ‘joy in the transient’;
and for that rcason he says: ‘If thou hast discerned the
dissolution of all created things, then thou dost know
the uncrcated.’”

At these confident words, Kamanita’s fcaturcs grew
animated, as a flower that is withering for want of water
revives beneath the falling rain.

‘“ Blessings on thee, Vasitthi! For my salvation wast
thoy given me. Yes, I feel it. We have crred but in
this one particular—our longings did not aim high enough.
We desired for ourselves this life in a paradise of flowers.
And flowers must, assuredly, in accordance with their
nature, wither. Everlasting, however, are the stars;
according to eternal laws they keep their courses. And
look there, Vasitthi; while all else shows the pale traces
of decay, that little river—a tributary of the heavenly
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Gunga—flows into our lake, its water just as starlike in
its purity and just as plentiful as ever, and all because it
comes from the world of stars. One who should succeed in
entering into existence again among the gods of the stars,
would be raised above the sphere of mortality.”

‘““Why should we not be able to succeed in that ?
asked Vasitthi. “ For I have certainly heard of monks
who. fixed heart and mind upon returning to existence
in the kingdom of the hundred-thousandfold Brahma.
And even now it cannot be too late, if the ancient words
of that song of the Sublime Onec?! be true—

¢ ¢ Longings for a futurc being, filling heart and brain at death,
To the life that follows this one, will give character and breath.’”

* Vasitthi ? thou givest me that more than human
courage! Come then, let us turn our whole thoughts to
the entering into existence again in the kingdom of the
hundred-thousandfold Brahma.”

Scarcely had they come to- this decision when a violent
hurricane swept through.the groves and over the lakes.
Blossoms and leaves were whirled away in heaps ; the beings
throned on the lotus flowers cowered before the storm,
and, moaning, drew their robes closer about their trem-
bling limbs.

But like one who, all but suffocated in the close and
perfume-laden atmospherc of a room, breathes deep
and feels himself a new nlan when the fresh sea-breezes,
salt-laden from the floods ‘of the ocean, blow in through
the open window, so it was with Kamanita and Vasitthi
when a breath of that absolute purity came streaming
towards them which they had once inhaled on the shores
of the heavenly Gunga.

1 Bhagavad Gita,
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“ Dost thou notice aught ? ”’ asked Vasitthi.

‘“ A greeting from the Gunga. And listen, she calls,”
said Kamanita.

As he spoke, the wailing death-song of the genii was
silenced by the solemn, thundering sounds they both
remembered.

“ Good, that we already know the way,” exulted Vasitthi.
¢ Art thou still afraid, my friend ?

‘“ How should I fear ? Come !l ”

And like a pair of birds that dash from the nest and fly
in the teeth of the wind, so they flew thence.

All stared after them, amazed that therc were still
beings there who had the strength and courage necessary
to flight.

But as they thus breasted-the storm, there arose a whirl-
wind behind them which bereft everything of leaf and soul
alike, and made an end of the slowly fading lifc of Sukhavati.

Soon they had reached the forest of palms, soon passed
over it. Beforc them the silvery expanse of the Stream of_
the Universe stretched far away to the blue-black border
of the heavens.

They swept out over its floods, and were instantly
caught in the current of air prevailing there, and borne
away with the swiftness of the tempest.

Overpowered by the speed of their flight and by the
frightful crash, as it scemcd of thunder mingled with the
ringing of bells, their scnses foxsook them.



XXXVIII

IN THE KINGDOM OF THE HUNDRED-THOUSAND-
FOLD BRAHMA

AND Kamanita and Vasitthi entered again into existence in
the kingdom of the hundred-thousandfold Brahma as the
gods of a double star.

The luminous astral substance to which Kamanita’s
spiritual essence was united symmetrically enveloped the
heavenly body which was animated by his strength and
guided by his will. By the exercise of his will-power the
star in the first place revolved on its own axis; and this
motion was his own individual life, his self-love.

. Further, Kamanita was reflected in Vasitthi’s lustre, and
in turn reflected hers. Exchanging rays, they circled
around one common point, where their rays accumulated.
This point was their mutual love; the circling was therefore
their love-life. Angd that, in its course, they reflected one
another—that was the joy of their love.

Gifted with sight on every side, each was able to look,
at one and the same moment, towards every point of unend-
ing space. And everywhere they saw countless star-gods
like themselves, the flashing of whose rays they caught
and returned. Of these, there was, first, a number who
formed with them a separate group; next, other groups
which, with their own, formed a whole world-system ;
further, other systems which formed themselves into a
chain of systems; and bey.gnd these yet other chains,
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and rings of chains, and spheres of chain-rings. And
Kamanita and Vasitthi now guided their binary-star in
harmonious flight among the other stars and double stars
of their group, as in a well-arranged roundelay, neither
coming too near to their neighbours nor yet removing to
too great a distance, while all the time, by a certain un-
spoken sympathy, informing one another of the exact
direction and the just degree of motion. But at the same
time, as it were, a common will was formed, which guided
their whole group into the motion of the groups of their
system, that then again, in turn, joined in thc motion of
other similar groups.

And this sympathy with the vast swaying rhythmic
motion of the world-bodies, this universal and unceasing,
this manifold interchange of movement—this was their
relation to the universe, their outer life, their all-embracing
and all-permeating charity.

That, however, which was here harmony of movement
appeared to the gods of the air, who had their places
beneath the star-gods, to be harmony of sound. By
participation in its enjoyment, the heavenly genii, in the
fields of Paradise, imitate these harmonies in their joyous
melodies; and because a weak and far-off echo of these
sometimes pierces to our earth—so weak that it can only
be caught by the spiritual ears of the Enlightened—the
seers talk mysteriously of the harmony of the spheres, and
the great masters of music reproduce what they, in their
ecstasy, have overheard——and .this is the greatest delight
of the children of men. But as the reality is to its ever
dimmer-growing reflection, so is, to the rapture of human
beings over notes and chords and melodies, the joy in
existence of the gods of the stars. For just this is their
joy of life, their joy in existence. )
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All these movements, however, these vast roundelays of
the world-systems, had for their centre a single object—the
hundred-thousandfold Brahman throned in the midst of
the universe; he whose immeasurable brightness per-
meated all the gods of the stars, and to whom they in turn
flashed back that radiance, like so many mirrors of his
splendour ; he whose exhaustless strength, like a never-
' failiqg spring, imparted motion to all of them, and in whom,
in turn, all their motion became centred.

And this was their being, filled with all the fullness of
the Brahma, their community with the highest god, their
blessedness, their prayerfulness, their bliss.

But if they had in Brahma the central point about which
everything else was collected, yet this Brahma-world was
also, though boundless, nevertheless, in a scnse, limited.
As the prescient eye of man, even in far-distant ages, dis-
covered a “‘ zodiac” in the dome of heaven, so the gods of
the stars here saw untold zodiacs described in and about one
another, weaving throughout the spheres pictures in which
the most distant groups of stars resolved themsclves
into luminous figures. Now intertwined so that one star
shone as an inherent part of several pictures, again flashing
in loncly exclusiveness, objects appeared there, astral forms
of all the beings that live and move on the worlds, or
between these, abiding- pictures of the original forms of all
that, wrapping itself in the grcat elements, ceaselessly
comes into being and passes away in the changeful river
of life. ,

And this beholding of the original forms was their
knowledge of the worlds.

But because, being all-seeing, they were able without
having to look away from #his in order to see that, and, with-
out even the flutter of an eyelid, to behold at one glance the



THE HUNDRED-THOUSANDFOLD BRAHMA 251

unity of God and the multiplicity of the world-beings—
the knowledge of God and the knowledge of the worlds
became for them one and the same thing. If, however,
a human being turns his gaze upon the divine unity, then
the many forms of the changing universe would escape
him; and, on the other hand, were he to look upon these,
he could no longer hold in view the unity of God. They,
however, saw, at one and the same moment, centre, and
circle; and, for that reason, their knowledge was unified
knowledge, never unstable, and a prey 1o no doubt.

Throughout this whole luminous Brahma-world, time
now flowed on silently and imperceptibly. As in a per-
fectly clcar strcam, which glides quictly and smoothly
along, and whose waters are.ncither obstructed nor broken
by any resistance, there is not the least movement to be
perceived, so here, the passage of time was just as im-
perceptible, because it cxperienced no resistance from the
rise or fall of thought and feeling.

This imperceptiblec passage of time was their eternity.
And this clernity was a delusipn. So also was all that
it embraced—their knowledge, their godliness, their joy
in existence, their world-life, their love-life, and their own
individual life—all was stecped in deldsion—was overlaid
with the colour of delusion.



XXXIX

THE DUSK OF TH].E WORLDS

THERE cdme a day when a fecling of discomfort, the con-
sciousness of a void, arose in Kamanita.

And involuntarily his thoughts turned to the hundred-
thousandfold Brahma, as the source of all fullness. But
the feeling was not thereby removed. On the contrary,
it increased almost perceptilly with the passing of the
years, from one dccade of thousands to another.

For from that awakened fecling, the tranquil stream
of time, which had hitherto flowed imperceptibly by,
. encountered resistance as from an island suddenly risen
in its midst, on whosc rocky cliffs it began to break in
foam as it flowed past. And at once there arosc a * before ”’
and an ‘‘after ” the rapids.

And it seemed to Kamanila as though the hundred-
thousandfold Brahma did not now shinc quite as brightly
as formerly.

After he had obscrved the Brahma, however, for five
millions of years, it seemed to Kamanita as though he
had now observed him for a long time without reaching
any certainty.

And he turned his attention to Vasitthi.

Upon which he became aware that she also was observing
the Brahma attentively.

Which filled him with dismay. And with dismay came
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feeling ; with feeling, came thought; with thought, the
speech for its utterance.

And he spoke.

“ Vasitthi, dost thou also see it ? What is happening
to the hundred-thousandfold Brahma ? ”

After a hundred thousand years, Vasitthi answered—

“What is happening to the hundred-thousandfold
Brahma is that his brightness is diminishing.”

It scems so to mc also,” said Kamanita, after. the
passage of a like period of time. *‘ True, that can be but
a passing phenomenon. And yet T must confess that I
am astonished at the possibility of any change whatever
in the hundred-thousandfold Brahma.”

After a considerable timc—after several millions of
years—Kamanita spoke again—

“I do not know that T am not perhaps dazzled by
the light. Dost thou, Vasitthi, noticc that the bright-
ness of the hundred-thousandfold Brahma is again
increasing ? "’

After five hundred thousand ycars, Vasitthi answered—

‘“ The brightness of the hundred-thousandfold Brahma
does not increase, but steadily decreases.”

As a piece of iron that, taken whitc-hot from the smithy
fire, very soon after becomes red-hot, so the brightness of
the hundred-thousandfold Brahma had now taken on a
red shimmer. :

“J wonder what that may signify,” said Kamanita.

‘ That signifies, my friend, that the brightness of the
hundred-thousandfold Brahma is in process of being
extinguished.”

‘ Impossible, Vasitthi, impossible! What would then
become of all the brightness and the splendour of this
whole Brahma-world ? ”’
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‘“ He had that in mind when he said—

* ¢ Upward to heaven’s sublimest light, life presses—and decays.
Know, that the future will even quench the glow of Brahma’s rays.””
After the short space of but a few thousand years came

Kamanita’s anxious and breathless question—

““ Who ever uttered that frightful, that world-crushing
sentence ? ”’

“ Who other than he, the Master, the Knower of Men,
the Perfect One, the Buddha.”

Then Kamanita became thoughtful. For a considerable
length of time he pondered upon these words, and recalled
many things. Then he spoke—

““ Once already, Vasitthi, in Sukhavati, in the Paradise
of the West, thou didst repeat a saying of the Buddha which
was fulfilled before our eycs. ~ And I remember that thou
didst then faithfully report to me a whole speech of the
Master’s in which that saying occurred. This world-crush-
ing utterance was not, however, contained in it. So thou
hast then, Vasitthi, héard yet other speeches by the
Master ? ”’

‘‘ Many, my friend, for I saw him daily for more than half
a year ; yes, I even heard the last words he utter

Kamanita gazed upon her with wonder and reverence.
Then he said—

‘*“ Then thou art, and just for that reason, as I believe,
the wisest being in the whole Brahma-world. For all these
star-gods round about us are aghast, shine with a wavering
light, flicker, and blink ; ard even the hundred-thousand-
fold Brahma himself has become restless, and from his dulled
radiance dart forth from time to time what seem to me
flashes of anger. But thou dost give a steady light as of a
lamp in a sheltered spot. And that also is a sign of dis-
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turbance that thc movement of these heavenly bodies
has now become audible—the thundering crashes and
mighty accents, as of the distant ringing of bells, proceed-
ing from this Brahma-world, which once reached us on the
shores of the heavenly Gunga, far from here, in Paradise,
we now hear on all sides. That indicates that the harmony
of motion is disturbed, that disunion and separation of
the world-forces is taking place. For it has been well said
that, ‘ Where want is, there noisc is; but abundance is
tranquil.” And so I do not doubt but that thou art right.
Come then, Vasitthi, while, round about us, this Brahma-
world cxpires and becomes a prey to destruction, relate to
me thy memorics of the Perfect One, in order that I may
become composed as thou art. Tell me all of thy life, for
it may well be that we are united for the last time in a place
where it will be possible for spirit {0 commune with spirit
of things that have happened, and it still remains a mystery
how Angulimala appeared in Ujjeni, although his be-
coming an ascetic has been fully gxplained to me. But his
appearance at that time gave the impulse to my pilgrimage”
and was the rcason why I did not take to downward paths,
but instead rose again in the Paradise of the West, there to
climb by thy help to this highest heaven, where throughout
immeasurable ages we have enjoyed the lives of gods. I
have an idea, however, that the impulse which led to my
becoming a pilgrim went out from thee. Now the truth
absut this I should like to learn; but also, and before all
things else, how it came about that thou, for my salvation,
didst enter again into existence in Paradise, and not in some
far higher place of bliss.”

And while from one hundred thousand years to another,
the growing dimness of the Brahma-light became ever more
apparent and the gods of the stars grew ever paler ;
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While these flickered and spluttered with more and more
irregularity, and from the duller-growing circle of fire around
the Brahma, vast fingers of flame shot forth and swept
hither and thither throughout the whole of space, as if the
god with a hundred giant arms were seeking the invisible
foe who was besetting him ;

While, owing to the disturbed movements of the heavenly
Jhodies, whirlwinds arose which rent whole systems of stars
out the kingdom of the Brahma, and into thcir places
rushed a wave of darkness from the mighty void, as the sea
dashes in where the ship has sprung a leak;

And while, at other points, systems crashed into one
another and a universal conflagration broke out, with
explosions which hurled sheaves of shooting-stars down into
the fiery throat of the Brahma ;.

While the thunder of the harmonies as they broke down
and crashed into one another—the death-rattle of the music
of the spheres—rolled and re-echoed with ever-increasing
fearfulness from onc quarter of the heavens to another—

Vasitthi, untroubled, and speaking in measured language,
related to Kamanita her last earthly experiences.



XL
IN THE GROVE OF KRISHNA

AFTER that first evening I neglected no opportunit.y of
visiting the Krishna grove, and of becoming more deeply
initiated into the doctrine, by the words of the Master
or of one of his great scholars.

During the absence of my husband, the fear of the
citizens of Kosambi because of the robber Angulimala
grew from day to day. For the very reason that nothing
was heard of fresh deeds of his, fantasy was stirred. Sud-
denly a report was spread that Angulimala intended to
fall upon the Krishna grove one evening and carry off
the citizens assembled there, and not only these, but even
the Buddha himself. That raised the already excited
popular feeling almost to the point of tumult. People
declared that if cvil should come to the Master from
villainous robber hands at the gates of Kosambi, then
the anger of the gods would be visited on the whole town.

Enormous crowds of people swept through the streets,
and, collecting in front of the royal palace, demanded
threateningly that King Udena‘should avert this calamity
and render Angulimala incapable of further mischief.

On the following day Satagira returned.

He at once overwhelmed me with praise for my good
advice, to which alone he was disposed to attribute -his
having come safely home. Vajira, his second wife, who,
with her little son on her arm, appeared to weloom.e him,

17 i
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was dealt with very summarily: ‘“he had matters of
importance to talk over with me.”

When we were again alone, he forthwith began, to
my unspeakable discomfort, to talk of his love, of how
he had missed me on the way, and with what joy he had
looked forward to this hour of reunion.

I was on the point of tclling him about the troubles

"in the town, in order to change the current of his thoughts,
when the servants announced the chamberlain, who had
come to ‘summon Satagira to the king.

After about an hour he returned—another being. Pale,
and with perturbed countenance, he came in to me, flung
himself down on a Jlow seat, and exclaimed that he was
the most wretched man in the whole kingdom, a fallen
great one, soon to be a beggar, mayhap even exposed
to imprisonment or cxile, and that the cause of all his
misfortune was his boundless love for me, which I didn’t
even return. After I had repeatedly urged him to tell
me what had happened, he calmed himself sufficiently to
give me an account of what had taken place in the palace,
accompanying the recital by many outbursts of despair,
all the while ceasclessly mopping his forehcad, from which
the sweat-drops ran trickling down.

The king had received him very ungraciously, and,
without desiring to hear anything of the village quarrel
which he had settled, had ordered him, with threats, to
acknowledge the whole t:uth about Angulimala, ahich
Satagira was now obliged to confess to me also, without
having the smallest idea that I was already so well informed
on the subject. For the rest, he only saw in it a proof
of his “ boundless love’ for me, and spoke of my love
for thee lightly, as of a foolish youthful sentimentality
which would, in any case, have assurcdly led to nothing.
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The matter had come to the king’s ears in the following
way.

During Satagira’s absence, the police had succeeded in
tracking down Angulimala’s accomplice, who had, in the
course of a severe examination, given the assurance that
the robber in question was really Angulimala himself,
that the latter did not die under torture at that former
time, as the Minister had always asserted, but had escaped ;"
he had also confessed Angulimala’s intended attack on the
Krishna grove. His majesty was naturally incensed in the
last degree, first at Satagira’s having allowed the execrable
robber to escape, and then at his having cheated the whole
of Kosambi and its king with the false head he had set up.
He wouldn’t listen to any words of defence, or even of excuse.
If Satagira didn’t within three days render Angulimala
incapable of further mischief—as the people so stormily
demanded — then all the consequences of the royal dis-
pleasure would be visited upon him with the utmost rigour.

After Satagira had related the whole tale, he threw
himself weeping upon the seat, tore his hair, and behaved
like one distraught. )

“Be comforted, my husband,” I said. “ Follow my
counsel, and not in three days, but befere this day is over,
thou shalt again be in possession of the royal favour; yes,
and not only so, but it shall shinq upon thee even more
brightly than before.”

Satagira sat up and looked® at me as one might gaze
upon some strange natural phepomenon.

“ And what, then, is this counsel of thine ? ”

“ Return to the king and persuade him to betake him-
self to the Sinsapa wood beyond the city gates. There
let him seek the Lord Buddha at the ancient temple,
and ask counsel from him. The rest will follow of itself.”
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“Thou art a wise woman,” said Satagira. ‘“In any
case, thy counsel is very good, for that Buddha is said
to be the wisest of all men. Although it can hardly have
such good results for me as thou dost imagine, I shall
nevertheless make the attempt.”

“ For the results,” I replied, “ I shall answer with my
honour.” _

*  “I believe thee, Vasitthi!” he exclaimed, springing up
and seizing my hand. “ How were it possible not to
believe thee ? By Indra! thou art a wonderful woman;
and I now sce how little I was mistaken when, in my yet
inexperienced youth, as though obeying some instinct,
I chose thee alone from amid the rich bevy of Kosambi's
maidens, and did not suffer myself to be diverted from
my love by thy coldness.” *

The heat with which he poured forth his praise caused
me almost to repent that I had given him such helpful
counsel ; but his very next words brought relief with them,
for he now spoke of his gratitude, which would be exhaust-
less, no matter to what proof I should put it.

“I have but a single petition to make, the granting of
which will testify sufficiently to thy gratitude.”

‘“Name it to me at once,” he cried, “ and if thou
dost even demand that I should send Vajira with her
son back to her parcnts, I shall, without hesitation, do
thy will.”

“ My request is a ]ust, no unjust, one. I shall only
prefer it, however, when my counsel has proved itself in
the fullest degree to be reliable. But hurry now to the
palace and win his majesty over to pay this visit."”

He returned fairly soon, delighted that he had succeeded
in prevailing upon the king to undertake the expedition.

‘“ Not until Udena heard that the counsel came from
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thee, and that thou hadst vouched for its success with
thine honour, did he consent; for he also thinks great
things of thee. Oh, how proud am I of such a wife!”

These and similar speeches, of which in his confident
mood there was no lack, were painful enough to me, and
would have been more painful still if I had not, through-
out the whole matter, had my own sccret thoughts to
buoy me up. )

We betook ourselves at once 1o the palace, where already
preparations were being made for the start.

As soon as the sun’s rays had somewhat modified their
intensity, King Udena mountcd his state elephant, the
- celebrated Bhaddavatika, which, because she was now
very old, was only used on the gravest occasions. We,
the chamberlain, the lord of the treasury, and other high
dignitaries came after in wagons; two hundred horsemen
opening, and the sume number bringing up the rear of,
the procession.

At the entrance to the wood, the king caused Bhadda-
vatika to kneel down, and himself dismounted; the
others of us left the wagons and betook ourselves in his
train, on foot, to the Krishna temple, where the Buddha,
who had already been informed of the®approaching royal
visit, awaited us, surrounded by his disciples.

The king gave the Master a rcvcrential greeting, and,
steppmg to one side, seated hlmself And when we others
had also taken our seats, the Perfect One asked—

‘“ What troubles thee, O noble king? Has the King
of Benares perhaps, or one of the others of thy royal
neighbours, threatened thy land with war ? ”

““ The King of Benares does not, O Reverend One, nor
does any one of my royal neighbours threaten me. A robber,
sir, lives in my land, named Angulimala, cruel and blood-
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thirsty, given to murder and deadly assault, without
mercy on man or beast. He makes the villages unin-
habitable; the towns, heaps of smoking ruins; the lands,
desert wastes. He slays people and hangs their thumbs
about his neck. And in the wickedness of his heart he
has conccived the plan of falling upon this sacred grove
and of carrying thee off, O Master, thee and thy disciples.
'Beside themsclves at the thought of this great danger,
my people murmur openly, throng in great crowds around
my palace, and demand that I should make this Angulimala
incapable of further mischief. That only have I in mind
in coming to thee.”

“ But if thou, noble king, shouldst see Angulimala,
with shorn hair and beard, clad in the yellow robe, inimical
to murder, weaned from robf)ery, content with one meal,
chaste in his walk, virtuous, and altogether noble, what
wouldst thou then do with him ? ”

“We would, O Reverend One, greet him respectfully,
rise in his presence and invite him to be seated, would
beg him to accept clothing, food, bed, and medicine for
possible sickness, and would bestow upon him, as is fitting,
protection, shelter, and defence. But how should, O
Master, such a trdublesome and malignant fellow experi-
ence such a virtuous change ? ”’

Now the dread Angvlimala was sitting not far from the
Master. And the Master raised his right hand and pointed,
saying to King Udena as he did so—

* This, noble prince, is Angulimala.”

At that, the face of the king grew pale from fear.

But greater by far was the horror on the face of Sata-
gira. His eyes looked as though they would start from
their sockets, his hair stood on end, cold sweat dropped
from his forehead.
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‘“Woe is me!” he called out. “ Yes, that is certainly
Angulimala, and I, wretched man, have betrayed my king
into putting himself in his power.”

At the same time I could see plainly that he only
quivered so with fear because he imagined himself to be
in the power of his deadly enemy.

““ This horrible fellow,” he went on, ‘“ has deceived us
all—has cheated thc Master himself and also my al}-too:
credulous wife, who, like all women, lays much store by
such tales of conversion. So we have all walked into
the trap.”

And his glances wandered hither and thither, as though
he descried half a dozen robbers behind every tree. With
stuttering voice and trembling hand he adjured the king
to seck safety for his precious person in immediate
flight.

Then I stepped forward and spoke—

“Calm thyself, my husband! T am in a position to
convince thee, as also my noble sovereign, that here no
trap has becen laid, and that no danger threatens.”

And I now related how, talked over by Angulimala, I had,
together with him, projected an attack on the life of my
husband, and how our plan was frustrated by that very
conversion of my ally.

When Satagira heard how near he had been to death,
he was obliged to support himself on the arm of the chamber-
lam, in order not to sink to earth.

I prostrated myself before, the king, and begged him
to pardon my husband as I had pardoned him, saying that,
led away by passion, he had sinned, and in the whole
matter had assuredly, though all unconsciously, followed
the leading of a higher power that intended to bring to
pass before our eyes the greatest of all wonders, so that
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now, instead of a robber having to be executed, the robber
had become a saint.

And when the king had graciously consented to bestow
his undiminished favour agam upon my husband, I said
td Satagira—

“I have now kept my promise. Keep thou therefore
thine also, and fulfil my request, which is, that I may be
permitted to enter the Sacred Order of the Buddha.”

With a mute inclination of the head, Satagira gave his
consent. 'He, of course, could do no other.

But the king, who was now quite reassured, now ap-
proached Angulimala, spoke kindly and deferentially to
him, and gave him the assurance of his royal protection.

Then he went again to the Buddha, bowed low before
him, and said—

“ Wondrous indeed it is, O Reverend One, how thou,
the Master, dost tame the untamable. For this Anguli-
mala, whom we could not overcome by either punishment
or sword, him thou, O Master, hast overcome without
either punishment or sword. And this thrice-sacred grove
where such a wonderful thing has transpired shall from
this day forth to the end of time belong to the Order of
the Holy. Furthermore, I trust the Master will graciously
suffer me to erect within its bounds a building for the
shelter of the monks, and a second one for that of the
nuns.”

With a dignified expredsion of thanks, the Master
accepted the royal gift. Then the king took his leave,
and went away with his retinue. I, however, remained
behind under the protection of the sisters who were present,
and the very next day took the vows.



XLI
THE SIMPLE MOTTO

I HAD now become a sister of the Order, and betook myself
early in the morning of each day with my alhhs-bowl to
Kosambi, where I went from house to house till the bowl
was full—although Satagira would only too willingly
have spared me this round of begging.

One day I took my stand at the door of his palace,
because the oldest nuns had advised me to subject myself
to this trial also. At that moment Satagira appeared
just in the gateway, avoided me, however, with a startled
glance, and sorrowfully covered his face. Immediatély
thereafter the house-steward came out weeping to me,
and begged that he might be allowed to send me every-
thing I needed daily. But I answercd him that it behoved
me to obey the rule of the Order.

When I had returned from this crrand and had eaten
what had been given to me, with which, then, the wretched
question of food was settled for the whole day, I was
instructed by one of the older nuns, and in the evening
I listened, in the assembly, to the words of the Master,
or perhaps to those of one of the great disciples, like Sari-
putta or Ananda. After this was over, however, it often
happened that one sister sought the company of another.
* Delightful, sister, is the Sinsapa wood; glorious the
clear moonlit night ; the trees are in full blossom ; divine
odours, one seems to feel, .aége being wafted hither and
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thither. Come away then, and let us find sister Sumedha.
She is a keeper of the Word, a treasure-house of the
doctrine. Her discourse may well lend a double glory
to this Sinsapa grove.” And thereafter we would spend
the greater part of such a night in thoughtful converse.

This life in the open air, this constant spiritual activity,
and the lively interchange of thought, as a result of which
mv time was left for sad brooding’ over personal sorrows
or for'idle reveries, and finally the elevating and purifying
of my whéle nature by the power of the truth—all this
strengthened both body and mind marvellously. A new
and nobler life opened out before, and I enjoyed a calm
and checrful happiness of which a few weeks carlier I
could not cven have dreamt.

When the rainy scason came, the building already
stood prepared for the sisters, with a roomy hall for common
use, and a separate cell for each one. My husband and
several other rich cilizens who had relatives among the

. nuns insisted upon fitting out these abodes of ours with
mats and carpets, seats and couches, so that we were
richly provided with evcrything necded to make life
reasonably comfortable, and all the more willingly dis-
pensed with its luxury. So this period of enforced seclu-
sion passed quite tolerably in the regular alternation of
conversation on religious questions with independent
thought and contemplation. Towards cvening, however,
we betook ourselves, when the weather permitted, to the
common hall of the monks to listen to the Master, or else
he or one of his great disciples came over to us.

But when the forest, so dear to the heart of the Master,
in all its freshness of renewed youth, in its hundredfold
richness of leaf and splendour of flower, again invited us
to transfer the calm of our solitary contemplation and our
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common meetings to its more open shelter, we were met
by the sorrowful news that the Master was now preparing
to set out on his journey to the eastern provinces. Of
course we had not dared to hope that he would always
remain in Kosambi; and we also knew how foolish it is
to complain of the inevitable, and how little we would
show ourselves worthy of the Master if overcome by grief.

So we turned our steps, late in the afternoon, quiet
and composed, to the Temple of Krishna, to listen Yor the
last time, perhaps, in years, to the words of the Buddha,
and then to bid him farcwell.

Standing on the steps, the Master spoke of the transi-
toriness of all that comes into existence, of the dissolution
of cverything that has bcen compounded, of the fleeting
nature of all phenomena; of the unreality of all forms
whatsoever. And after he had shown that, nowhere in
this nor in the other world, far as the desire for existence
propagates itself, nowhere in time or space, is there a fixed
spot, an abiding place of refuge to be found, he gave utter-,
ance to that sentence which thou didst with justice call
“ world-crushing,” and which is now verifying itself round
about us—

% Upward to heaven’s sublimest light, life pr.esses—thcn decays.
Know, that the future will even quench the glow of Brahma's rays.”

We sisters had been told by one of the disciples that
after the address we were to°go, one by one, to the Master,
in order to take leave of hin:_n, and to receive a motto which
should be a spiritual guide to us in all our future endeavours,
As I was one of the youngest, and purposely kept myself
in the background, I succeeded in being the last. For
I grudged to any other that she should speak to the Master
after I did, and I also thought that a longer and less hasty
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interview would be more possible if no others waited to
come after me.

After I had bent myself reverently, the Master looked
at me with a glance which filled my being with light to
its innermost depths, and said—

« ‘“ And to thee, Vasitthi, I give, on the threshold of this
ruined sanctuary of the Sixteen-thousand-one-hundred-
fold Bridegroom,—to remember me by, and to think
of under the leafy shelter of this Sinsapa wood, of which
thou dost cdrry a leaf on, and a shadow in, thy heart,—the
following motto : ‘ Where love is, there is also suffering.’”’

“Is that all ? ” I foolishly asked.

“ All, and enough.”

‘“ And it will be permitted me, when I have made its
meaning fully my own, to make a pilgrimage to the Master
and to reccive a new scntence ? "

“ It will be permitted, if thou dost still feel the need of
asking the Master.”

*“ How should I not feel the need ? Art thou not, O
Reverend Master, our refuge ? ”

“ Seek refuge in thyself; take refuge in the doctrine.”

“ 1 shall certainly do so. But thou, O Master, art the
very self of the disciples; thou art the living doctrine.
And thou hast said : ‘ It will be permitted.””

“ If the way do not tire thee.”

““ No way can tire me.”

“The way is long, Vasitthi! The way is longer than
thou dost think for, longer than human thought is able
to realise.”

“ And if the way lead through a thousand lives and
.over a thousand worlds, no way shall tire me.”

“Good then, Vasitthi. Farewell, and remember thy
motto.”
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At this instant the king, followed by a large retinue,
approached to take leave of the Master.

I withdrew to the rearmost circle, whence I was a some-
what inattentive spectator of the further proceedings of
that last evening. For I cannot deny that I felt some-
what disappointed at the very simple motto the Master*
had given me. Had not several of the sisters received
as their portions from him quite other and weighty mottdes
for their spiritual profit: the one, the sentence relatmg
to existence and its causes; another, that relatmg to non-
existence; a third. to the transitoriness of all phenomena ?
And I therefore thought I had received a slight, which
grieved me sorely. When I had reflected further upon
the matter, however, the thought occurred to me that
the Master had perhaps rioticed some self-conceit in me,
and wished to stifle it in this way. And I resolved to
be on my guard, in order not to be retarded in my spiritual
growth by vanity or sclf-esieem. Soon I should be able
to claim praise for having mastered the motto, and might.
then myself fetch another direct from the lips of the
Master.

Full of this assurance, I saw the Buddha depart, early
next morning, with many disciples—among these naturally
Ananda also, who waited upon the Master and was always
about him. He had, in his gentle way, invariably treated
me with such special friendliness that I felt I should miss
him and his cheering glance greatly, even more than I
should the wise Sariputta, who helped me over many a
knotty point of doctrine by his keen analysis of all my
difficulties and his clear explanations. Now I was left
to my own resources.

As soon as I had returned from my alms-gathering,
and had eaten my meal, I sought out a stately tree
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which stood in the midst of a little forest meadow—the
true original of that * mighty tree far removed from all
clamour ” ‘of which it is said that human beings may sit
under it and think.

That I now did, beginning earnestly upon my sentence.
' When, towards evening, I returned to the common hall
I brought with me, as the result of my day’s work, a feeling
of' dissatisfaction with myself, and a dim foreboding of
what this sentence might really come to mean. But when,
on the following evening, at the close of my period of
contemplation, I returncd to my cell, I alrcady knew
exactly what the Master had in mind when he gave me
the motto.

I had certainly believed I was on the straight path to
perfect peace, and that I had‘left my love with all its
passionate emotions far behind me. That incomparable
master of the human heart, however, had, beyond question,
seen that my love was not by any means overcome—that,
on the contrary, overawed by the mighty influence of the
new life, it had but withdrawn to the innermost recesses
of my heart, there to bide its time. And his desire, in
directing my attention to it, was that I should induce it
to come forth from its lurking-place and so overcome it.
And it certainly did cothe forth, and with such power
that I found myself at once in the midst of severe, indeed
of distracting, conflicts of soul, and became aware that
mine would be no easy victory.

The astonishing information that my loved one had not
been killed, and in all probability yet breathed the air
of this earth with me, was, it is true, now more than half
a year old. But when, owing to the apparition on the
terrace, that knowledge rose so suddenly within me, it
was at once, as it seemed, inundated by the stormy waves



THE SIMPLE MOTTO 291

of feeling it had itself stirred up, and all but went down
in its own vortex. Passionate hate, longings for revenge,
and malignant broodings succeeded one another in a verit-
able devil’s dance—then came the conversion of Anguli-
mala, the overwhelming impression made upon me by
the Buddha, the new life, and the dawn of another and
utterly unsuspected world whose elements were born of
the destruction of all the elements of the old. Now,
however, the first impetuous onrush of the new feeling
was over, the great Master of this secret mag{c had dis-
appeared from my ken, and I sat there alone, my gaze
directed on love—on my love. Again that marvellous
revelation rose clearly before me, and a boundless longing
for the distant loved one, who yet sojourned among the
living, laid hold upon me.

But was he really, then, among the living still ? And
did he love me still ?

The fearful anxicty and uncertainty of such questions
stimulated my longing yet further, and with the sub-
duing of my love, with the loyal acceptance of my
motto, I could make no progress. I thought ever of love,
and never reached suffering and the origin of suffering. -

These ever more hopeless soul struggles of mine did not
remain hidden from the other sistcrs, and I heard, of course,
how they spoke of me—

“ Vasitthi, formerly the wife of the Minister, whom
even the stern Sariputta ofttimes praised for her quick
and sure apprehension of even the difficult points of the
doctrine, is now unable to master her sentence, and it is
so simple.”

That discouraged me yet more, shame and despair
laid hold upon me, and at last I felt I could bear this state

of things no longer.



XLII
THE SICK NUN

AT this time one of the brothers came over to us once a
week, and expounded the doctrine.

After some time Angulimala’s turn came, and then I
did not go into the common hall, but remained lying in
my cell, and begged a neighbouring sister to say to Anguli-
mala—

‘“ Sister Vasitthi, O Reverend One, lies sick in her cell,
and cannot appear in the assembly. Wilt thou, after
the address, go to sister Vasitthi’s cell and expound the
doctrine to her, the sick one, also ? ”’

And after the address the good Angulimala came to my
cell, greeted me deferentially, and sat down by my bed.

“ Thou dost see here, brother,” I said then, ‘‘ what no
one of us would desire to see—a love-sick nun—and of
this my sickness theu thyself art the guilty cause, secing
that thou didst rob me of the object of my love. True,
thou hast since brought me to this great physician who
heals all life’s ills, but even hxs marvellous powers cannot
now influence me further! 'In his great wisdom he has
doubtless recognised this, and has given me a remedy by
means of which to bring the fever to a crisis, and so to
get rid of the insidious germs of disease at present in my
blood. ‘As a result, then, thou dost at this moment see
me with a fever of longing raging within. And I wish
to remind thee of a promis&thou didst once give me—
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on that night, I mean, on which thou didst seek to lead
me into crime, the execution of which was only frustrated
by the interposition of the Master. At that time thou
didst promise to go to Ujjeni and bring me certain news
of Kamanita, whether he still lived, and how he was.
What the robber once promised, that I now demand from
the monk. For my desire to know whether Kamanita
lives, and how he lives, is such an overmastering one that,
until it is gratified, there is room in my soul for no ‘other
thought, no other fecling, and it is conscquently impossible
for me to take even the smallest further step on this our
way to salvation. For this reason it becomes thy duty
to do this for me, and to quict my feelings by bringing me
some certain information.”

After I had thus spoken, Angulimala rose, and said—

‘“ Even as thou dost require from me, Sister Vasitthi,”
bowed low, and strode out at the door.

Thence he went straight to his cell to get his alms-
bowl, and in that samc hour left the Sinsapa wood. People
generally believed that he had gone on a pilgrimage, follow-
ing the Master. I alone knew the goal of his journey.

This step oncc taken, I felt mysclf grow somewhat
calmer, although haunted by a doubt ag to whether I should
not have given him somc greeting or messages to my
beloved. But it seemed to mc unfitting and profane
to use a monk in such a way, as a go-between in love-
matters, while, on the other Hand, he could perfectly well
go to a distant city and give an account of what he had
seen there. It would also be something quite other—
I said to myself, with secret hope—if he, without being
commissioned to do so, and acting on his own judgment,
should decide to speak to my loved one of me.

. “I will myself go to Ujjeni and bring him here safe and
18 .
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sound ’’'—these words resounded ever in my inmost heart.
Would the monk be likely, then, to redeem the promise
of the robber ? Why not, if he himself should be con-
vinced that it was necessary for both of us to see and to
speak to one another ?

And with that came a new thought from whch streamed
an unexpected ray of hope that at first dazzled and
bewildered me. If my beloved should return, what was
then to hinder my resigning from the Order and becoming
his wife ?

When this question arose in my mind, burning blushes
covered my face, which I involuntarily hid in my hands,
from fear that some one might just at that moment be
observing me. To what hateful misinterpretation would
such a course of action not Be exposed ? Would it not
look as though I had regarded the Order of the Buddha
simply as a bridge over which to pass from a loveless
marriage to a love one ? My action would certainly be
so construed by many. But, when all was said and done,
what could the judgment of others matter to me? And
how much better to be a pious lay sister who stood loyally
by the Order, than a sister of the Order whose heart lingered
without. Yes, even if Angulimala only brought me the
information that my Kamanita was still alive, and I could
gather from the account of their meecting that my loved
one was ever true to me in his faithful heart, then I would
be able myself to make’a’ pilgrimage to Ujjeni. And I
pictured to myself how I should one morning, as a wander-
ing ascetic, stand at the door of thy house, how thouwouldst
with thine own hands fill my alms-bowl, and in doing so
wouldst recognise me—and then all the indescribable joy
of having found one another again.

To be sure, it was a long journey to Ujjeni, and it was
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not seemly for a nun to travel alone. But I did not need
to seck long for a companion. Just at this time Soma-
datta came 1o a sad end. His passion for the fatal dice
had gradually enslaved him, and after gambling away all
his substance he drowned himself in the Gunga. Medini,
deeply distressed by her loss, now entered the Order. It
was perhaps not so much the religious life itsclf, in a]l
its strict severity, and with its lofty aims, that ,drew
her irrcsistibly to this sacred grove, as the need she felt
to be always in my neighbourhood ; for her childlike
heart clung with touching fidelity to me. And so I did
not doubt that when I revealed my purpose to her, she
would go with me to Ujjeni--ycs, if need be, to the end
of the world. Even already her company in many ways
helped to rouse me; while I, on the other hand, by com-
forting words, softened her genuine grief for the loss of
her husband.

As thc time approached when Angulimala’s return
might be expected, I went cvery afternoon io the south-
west edge of the wood, and sat, down under a beautiful
tree on some rising ground whence I could follow with
my eye to a great distance the road he would be obliged
to take. I imagined he would reach the’ goal of his journey
towards evening.

I kept watch there for some days in vain, but was quite
prepared to be obliged to wait .for a whole month. On
the eighth day, however, when the sun was already so
low that I had to shade my eyes with my hand, I became
aware of a form in the distance approaching the wood.
I presently saw the gleam of a yellow cloak, and as the
figure passed a woodcutter going homeward, it was easy
to see that it belonged to a man of unusual stature. It
was indeed Angulimala—alone. My Kamanita he had
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not * brought with him safe and sound’’; but what
did that matter ? If he could only give me the assurance
that my loved one was alive, then I would myself find
the way to him.

My heart beat violently when Angulimala stood before
me and greeted me with courteous bearing.

. ‘Kamanita lives in his native town in great opulence,
he said; ‘I have myself scen and spoken to him.”

And he related to me how he had one morning arrived
at thy house, which was a veritable palace; how thy wives
had grossly abused him; and how thou didst then thyself
come out and drive thy wicked wives into the house,
speaking to him friendly and apologectic words. ~

After he had related everything exactly—just as thou
dost know it—he bowed before me, threw his cloak again
about his shoulders, and turned round, as though he
intended to proceed in that direction, instead of going
into the wood. Much astonished, T asked whether he
were not going to the hall of the monks.

“I have now faithfully carried out thy charge, and
there is no longer anything to prevent my taking my
way to the east, in the tracks of the Master, towards
Benares and Rajagriha, where I shall find him.”

Even as he spoke, this powerful man started off with his
long strides, along the edge of the wood, without granting
himself the smallest rest. .

I gazed after him long, and saw how the settmg sun
threw his shadow far in front to the crest of the hill on the

" horizon—yes, to all appearance even farther, as though
his longing, in its vehemence, outran him, while I remained
behind, like oné paralysed, without a goal for longing
to which I could send forth even one precious hope.

My heart was dead, my dream dispelled. The hard
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ascetic saying, ‘“ A slut’s corner is domestic life,”” echoed
again and again through my desolate heart. On that
splendid Terrace of the Sorrowless, under the open, star-
filled, and moonlit heaven, my love had its home. How
could I, fool, ever have thought to send it begging to
that sluttish domesticity in Ujjeni, in order that quarrel-
some women might asperse it with their invective.

I crawled back to my ccll with difficulty, to stretéh
myself on a sick-bed. This sudden anmhﬂatlon of my
feverishly excited hopes was too much for powers of
resistance already wecakened by months of inner strife.
With matchless self-sacrifice, Medini nursed me day
and night. But as soon as my spirit, buoyed up by her
tender care, was able to raise itself above the pain and
inflammation of the fever, the plans I had formed for my
journey developed in another direction. Not to the
place where I had sent Angulimala, but to the place
whither he now, of his own initiative, journeyed, did I
want to make my pilgrimage. I would follow in the
footsteps of the Master till I overtook him. Was I not
done with my sentence? Had I not learned in the
deepest sense that, when loves comes, suffering also comes ?
And so I might, I thought, seek th¢ Buddha, and gain
new life from the power of the Holy One in order to be
able to press farther forward to the highest goal.

I confided my intention to the good Medini, who at once
adopted the unexpected suggésﬁon with wild enthusiasm,
and painted, in her childish fantasy, how splendid it
would be to roam through exquisite regions, free as the
birds of the air when the migratory season calls them to
other and far-distant skies.

Of course, for the first thing, we were obliged toSwait
patiently till I had regained sufficient strength. And
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just as that was, to some extent, accomplished, the rainy
season, which had begun, imposed a yet longer trial of
our patience.

In his last address the Master had spoken thus: * Just
as when in the last month of the rainy season, in harvest,
the sun, after dispersing and banishing the water-laden
clouds, goes up into the sky, and by his radiance frightens
all the mists away from the atmosphere, and blazes and
shines', SO lalso, ye disciples, does this mode of life, which
brings present as well as future good, shine forth, and,
by its radiance, frighten away thc gossip of common
penitents and priests, and blazes and shines.”

And when Nature had madc this picture a reality
round about us, we left the Krishna grove at the gates of
Kosambi, and, turning our steps eastward, hurried towards
that sun of all holy living.



XLII .
THE PASSING OF THE PERFECT ONE .

My lack of strength did not admit of our _unde’rtaking
long daily journeys, and made it nccessary sometimes
to take a day for rest, so that only after a pilgrimage
of a month did we arrive in Vesali, where, as we knew,
* the Master had made a considerable stay, but whence
he had been gone about six weeks.

A short time before we had learned, in a village in
which lived pious followers of the doctrine, that Sariputta
and Moggallana had entered into Nirvana. The thought
that these two great disciples—the chiefs of the doctrine,
as we named them—no longer dwelt un earth, moved me *
deeply. Of course we all knew well that these great
ones, as even the Buddha himself, were merely human
beings just as we, but the idea that they could leave
us had never arisen in our minds.. Sariputta, who had
so often in his dcliberate way solved difficult questions
of doctrine for me, had passcd away. He was the disciple
in appearance most like the Master, and he stood, as
did the Master, in his eightdth year. Was it possible
that even the Buddha himself could be approaching the
end of his life on earth ?

Perhaps the uneasiness which was caused by this fear
fanned some smouldering remnant of my past fever again
into a blaze. Be that as it may, I arrived in Vesali sick
and exhausted. In the town there lived a rich woman,

79
°
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a follower of the Buddha, who made it her special care
to minister in every possible way to the needs of the monks
and nuns passing through. When she learned that a sick
nun had arrived, she at once sought me out, brought
Medini and myself to her house, and tended me there

' with great solicitude.

Moved by her kindness, I soon gave expression to the
fedr that was troubling me, and asked whether she thought
it poss;ible that the Master, who was of the same age as
Sariputta, would also soon lcave us ?

At that, the pious soul burst into a flood of tears, and,
in a voice broken by sobs, exclaimed—

“Ah! Then you don’t know yct? Here, in Vesali
—about two months ago—the Master himseclf foretold
that he would enter Nirvana in about thrcc months.
And just to think! If only Ananda had possessed under-
standing enough, and had spoken at the right moment,
it would ncver have taken place, and the Buddha would
have lived on to the e¢nd of this world-period ! ”

I asked what the good Ananda had to do with it, and
in what way he had deserved such blame.

“In this way,” answered thc woman. ‘‘One day the
Master rested with Ananda outside of the town, in the
neighbourhood of the Capala temple. In the course of
the conversation, the Master told Ananda that whosoever
had developed the spiritual pgwers within him to perfection
could, if he so desired, remdin alive through a whole world-
period. Oh, that simpleton Ananda, that he didn't at
once, even with this plain hint, say, ‘O that the
Master would deign to remain alive throughout a world-
period, to the salvation of many’! His spirit must have
been possessed by Mara, the Evil One, seeing that he
only preferred his request when it was too late.”
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“But how could it be too late,” I asked, * seeing
that the Master is yet alive ?”

“Of that I will tell thee. Know then, that fifty years
ago, when the Master had in Uruvela attained to his
Buddha knowledge and, after seven years of strife, was
enjoying the possession of sacred calm of spirit, he tarried®
under the Nyagrodha trece of the goat-herd, and there
Mara, the Evil One, drew near to him, very much dis-
turbed an account of the danger that thrpateﬁed his
kingdom in the person of the Buddha. In the hope of
hindering the spread of the doctrine, he said : ‘Hail to
thee! The time has come for the Master to enter into
Nirvana." But the Buddha answered: ‘Not before
I have declared the doctrine to mankind shall I enter,
thou Evil One, into Nirvana ; not before I have enlisted
disciples able to defend the doctrine from attack and to
proclaim it further. I shall only then, thou Evil One,
enter into Nirvana when the Kingdom of Truth stands
on firm foundations.’ .

“But afier the Master had here, at the sanctuary of
Capala, spoken as I have told thee to Ananda, and he,
without comprehending the hint, had gone away, Mara,
the Evil One, approached thc Master and said to him:
‘Hail to thee! The time has at length come for the
Master to enter into Nirvana. All'that the Master formerly
spoke of under the Nyagrodl}a' tree of the goat-herd at
Uruvela, as necessary to his® entering Nirvana, is now
fulfilled. The Kingdom of Truth rests on sure foundations.
I trust that the Master will now enter into Nirvana.'
Then the Buddha answered Mara, the Evil One, thus:
‘ Fear not, thou Evil One! The Nirvana of the Perfect
One will soon take place ; afier three months have passed
the Perfect One will enter into Nirvana.’ At these
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words the earth trembled, as thou wilt thyself, probably,
have noti

As a matter of fact, we had felt a slight earthquake
in Kosambi about a month before I left the sacred grove,
and this I now told her.

" “Dost thou see,” exclaimed the woman excitedly,
“it has been felt—everywhere. The whole earth shook
antl the drums of the gods emitted groans as the Perfect
One waxvcd his claim to longer life. Ah! if that simple-
minded Ananda had but understood in time the hint so
plainly given him! For when, wakened by the earth-
quake from his self-absorption, he came back to the
Master and begged that he would consent to remain
alive for the rest of this world-period, the Master had of
course already given his word to Mara, and had renounced
his claim to Jonger life.”

From these specches of the pious but somewhat super-
stitious woman, I gathered that the Master had, during

* his stay in Vesali, felt symptoms of approaching death,
and had, in all likelihood, told the disciples that he would
shortly die.

So I could no longer bear to remain patiently under her
hospitable roof. I must reach the Buddha hefore he
should leave us. That had always been our one great
comfort, that we were able to turn to him, the inexhaust-
ible source of truth. He aloqe could solve all the doubts
of my troubled soul ; only' he, out of all the world, was
able to restore to me the peace which I had once tasted,
as I sat at his feet, in front of the old temple of Krishna,
in the Sinsapa wood at Kosambi.

So, when ten days had passed, and my strength made
travelling to some extent possible, we started. My good
hostess, whose conscience troubled her at allowing me to
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go farther in my weak condition, I comforted with the
promise that I would lay a greeting from her at the feet
of the Master. We now continued our journey in a north-
westerly direction, in the Master’s, which we found the
more recent the farther we were able, aided by the infor-
mation gathered from place to place, to advance. *

In Ambagana he had been just eight days earlier ;
the Sala grove of Bhoganagara he had left to betake him-
self to Pava, three days before we arrived there.

Early one afternoon, and very tired, we reached the
latter place.

The first house that attracted our attention belonged
to a coppersmith, as could be seen from the great variety
of metal wares ranged along the wall. But no blow of a
hammer resounded from'it; the inmates seemed to be
keeping holiday, and at the well in the courtyard dishes
and platters were being washed by the servants as though
a marriage had just taken place.

Suddenly a little man in festive garb came forward -
and begged courteously to be allowed to fill our alms-
bowls.

‘ If you had come a few hours carlier,” he added, * then
I should have had two additional welcome and honoured
guests, for your Master, the Buddha, with his monks,
dined with me to-day.” *

“ So the Master is still here Ex{ Pava, then ?”’

‘““ Not any longer, most honvoured sister,” answered the
coppersmith. ‘ Immediately after the meal the Master
was taken with a violent illness and severe pains, which
brought him near to fainting, so that we were all greatly
frightened. But the Master rallied from the attack and
started for Kusinara about an hour ago.”

I should have preferred to go at once, for what the smith
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said about this attack caused me to anticipate the worst.
But it was an imperative necessity to strengthen ourselves
not only with food, but by a short interval of rest.

The road from Pava to Kusinara it was not possible
to miss. It soon led us away from the cultivated fields,
‘through tiger-grass and undergrowth ever deeper into
the jangle. We waded through a little river and refreshed
ourselves somewhat by bathing. After a few minutcs’
pause we started on again. Evening was approaching,
and it was with difficulty that I managed to drag myself
farther.

Medini tried to persuade me to spend the night on a
little bit of rising ground under a tree. There was no
such great hurry.

“‘This Kusinara is, I expect, not much more than a
village, and seems to be quite buried in the jungle. How
canst thou imagine that the Master will dic here ? He
will assuredly pass away some time in the Jetavana Park

+at Sravasti, or in either one of his groves at Rajagriha ;
but the life of the Master will certainly not go out in
this desert. Who has ever heard of Kusinara ? ”

‘ It may be that people will hear of Kusinara from this
day forward,” I said, and went on.

But my strength was soon so terribly exhausted that
I was forced to bring myself to climb the nearest treeless
height in the hope of being able to see from it the neigh-
bourhood of Kusinara. Otherwise we should be obliged
to spend the night up there where we were less exposed
to the attacks of beasts of prey and snakes, and would
also be to a certain extent immune from fever-producing
vapours.

Arrived at the summit, we looked in vain for some sign
of human dwellings. In seemingly endless succession
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the slopes of the jungle rose before us, like a carpet that
is gradually being drawn upward. Soon, however, tall
trees emerged from the low undergrowth, the thick leafy
masses of a virgin forest rose dome-like one above another,
and in a dark glade foamed an unruly brook, the same
stream in whose silently flowing waters we had a short
time before bathed.

The whole day through, the air had been sultry and*the
sky overcast. Here, however, we were me} by’'a fresh
breeze, and the landscape grew cver clearer as though one
veil after another were being lifted before our eyes.

Huge walls of rock towered skyward above the woods,
and higher yet like a roof above them were piled green
mountain-tops—forest-clad peaks, they must have been,
though they looked like so many mossy cushions—and
ever higher, till they scemed to disappear in Heaven itself.

One solitary far-stretching cloud of soft red huc—one,
and only one—floated above.

Even as we gazed at it this cloud began to glow strangely.
It recalled the past when I had seen my father take a
piece of purified gold out of the furnace with the pincers
and, after cooling, lay it on a background of light-blue
silk, for so did this luminous air-picture now shine forth
in sharply defined surfaces of burnished gold ; whil'e,'iﬁ'
between, vaporous strips of bright green deepened and
shot downward in fan-shapel patches until, becoming
gradually paler, they plunged into the colourless stratum
of air beneath, as though desirous of reaching the verdure-
clad mountain-tops that lay below. Ever redder grew
the golden surfaces, ever greener the shadows.

That was no cloud.

“The Himavat,” whispered Medini, overawed and
deeply moved, as her hand tremblingly sought my arm.
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Yes, there he rose before us, the mountain of mountains,
the place of eternal snows, the abode of the gods, the
resting-place of the holy ones! The Himavat—even in
childhood this name had filled me with feclings of deep fear
and reverence, with a mysterious prescience of the Sublime
Onc! How often had I heard in legends and tales the
sentence—*‘ And he betook himself to the Himavat and
lived the life of an ascetic there!” Thousands upon
thousands had climbed these heights—seekers after
salvation—in order amid the loncliness of the mountains to
reach eternal happiness by means of their penance—each
with his own special delusion; and now He was approach-
ing—the One Being, among them all, free from delusion
—He whose footsteps we were following.

As I stood there, lost in thought, the luminous picture
was suddenly cxtinguished, as though hcaven had ab-
sorbed it into itself.

I felt myself, however, so wonderfully animated and
.strengthened by the sight that I no longer thought of
rest.

‘“ Even if the Master,” 1 said to Medini, * were to pre-
cede us to yonder summit in order to pass from that
lofty station to the highest of the regions above, I would
“yet follow and reach him.”

And, full of courage, I'walked on. We had not, how-
ever, been half an hour ofi the way when suddenly the
undergrowth ceased, and caltivated land lay before us.
It was already quite dark and the full moon rose large
and glowing above the wood which lay opposite when we
at last reached Kusinara.

It was really not much more than a village of the Mallas
with walls and houscs of stamped clay and wicker-work.
My first impression was that a devastating sickness must
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have depopulated the little township. At the doors of
the houses sat several old and sick people who wailed
loudly.

We asked them what had happened.

“Ah!” they exclaimed, wringing their hands. * Soon,
all too soon, the Master dies. This very hour, the light:
of the world will be cxtinguished. The Mallas have gone
to the Sala grove {o see and worship the Sacred Chne.
For, shortly hefore sunset, Ananda came into outr town
and betook himself to the market where the Mallas were
debating a public matter, and said: ‘This very day,
before the hour of midnight, O Mallas, the Master will
enter Nirvana. See that ye do not later have to re-
proach yoursclves, saying: * In our town, a Buddha died,
and we did not take advantage of the opportunity
to visit the Perfect One in his last hours.”’ Upon which
all of the Mallas with their wives and children went out
moaning and lamenting to the Sala grove. We, how-
ever, are too old and weak; we are obliged to remain
behind here, and cannot worship the Master in his last
hours."” '

We immediately had the way from the town to the
Sala grove pointed out to us, but, finding it already filled
with crowds of returning Mallas, we preferred to huury
across the fields, towards a corner-of the little wood.

As we reached it we saw a ,monk leaning against the
trunk of a tree and weeping:. ! Deeply affected, I stopped,
and at that instant he raised his face towards heaven.
The full moonlight fell upon the pain-filled lineaments,
and I recognised Ananda.

“Then I have arrived too late—ah me!l” I said to
myself, and I felt my strength leaving me.

Just then, however, I heard a rustling in the bush, and
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saw a gigantic monk step forward and lay his hand upon
Ananda’s shoulder.

‘“ Brother Ananda, the Master calls for thee.”

So I was rcally, then, {0 see thec Buddha in his last
moments, after all! At once my strength returned and
rendered me capable of following.

That instant Angulimala observed and recognised us.
Reading his troubled glance aright, I said—

‘“ Have no fear, brother, that we shall disturb the last
moments ot the Perfect One by loud weeping and female
cries. We have taken no rest by the way from Vesali,
here, in order that we might see the Master once again.
Do not refuse us admission to him; we will be strong.”

On which he signed to us to follow them.

We did not have far to go.

In a little glade of the forest, there were perhaps two
hundred monks collected, who stood around in a semi-
circle. In their midst rosc two Sala trecs—one splendid
mass of white blossoms—and, beneath them, on a bed
of yellow cloaks spread out between the two trunks,
rested the Perfect One, his head supported on his right
arm. And the blossoms rained softly down wupon
him.

—~Behind him, I saw in spirit the pinnacles of the
Himavat rise, clad in their eternal snows and now veiled
in the darkness of night, and I seemed to catch
again the dreamlike glimpse'I had just enjoyed, and to
which I owed it that I now stood here, in the presence of the
Perfect One. And the unearthly glow which had come
to me with such a greeting across the distances flashed
towards me again, in spiritual glorification, from His
face. He also, the Master, appeared, even as though
those floating cloudlike peaks, not to belong to this earth
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at all; and yet he had, like them, climbed up from the
same earth-level, which bears us all, to those immeasur-
able spiritual heights whence he was about to disappear
from the sight of gods and men.

He spoke first of all to Ananda, who now stood before him.

“I know well, Ananda, that thou wert weeping in
lonely grief, and that thy thought was: ‘I am not get
free from sin; I have nof yet reached the goal, and my Master
is about to enter into Nirvana—he who pitied* me.” But
put such thoughts from thee, Ananda—neither complain,
nor lament. Have I not told thee already, Ananda ?—from
all that one holds dear, one must part. How were it
possible, Ananda, that it should be otherwise, that that
which comes into existence should not pass out of it—that
what is joined together should not be sundered—what
is composed not be decomposed? But thou, Ananda,
hast long honoured the Perfcct One, in love and in kindness,
with thy whole heart, gladly and without guile. Thou hast
done well. Strive earnestly, and thou wilt soon be free
from carnal desires, from selfishpess, and from delusion.”

As if to show that he was no longer allowing grief to
overcome him, Ananda, commanding his voice by sheer
force of will, now asked what the disciples were to do wnth
the Master’s mortal remains.

“ Let that in no way trouble thee,” answered the Buddha.
“There are wise and pious digciples among the nobles,
among the Brahmans, among thexcitizen heads of families—
they will pay the last honours to the mortal remains of
the Perfect One. But thou hast more important things
to do. Think of the immortal not of the mortal ; speed
forward, look not ba

And as he let his glanoe wander around the cn'cle and
looked at each one individually, he added—

19 -
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“It may be, my disciples, that your thought is:
‘ The Word has lost its Master ; we have no longer a Master.’
But this ye are not to think. The doctrine, my disciples,
which I have taught you, that will be your Master, when
J am gone. Therefore, cling to no external support.
Hold fast to the doctrine as a support! Be your own
light, your own support.”

Me also he noticed then—full of pity did the look of
the All-Pitiful One rest on me, and I felt that my pilgrim-
age had not been in vain.

After a short time he spoke again—

“It might perhaps be, my disciples, that in some one
of you a doubt should arise with regard to the Master or
with regard to the doctrine. Ask freely, disciples, in order
that ye may not have to reproach yourselves later, that
ye may not say: ‘ The Master was with us, face to face,
and we did not ask him.’”

Thus he spoke, and gave to every one the opportunity
of speaking, but all remained silent.

How, indeed, could a doupt have remained in the presence
of the parting Master ? Lying there, with the gentle
light of the moon flowing over him—as though heavenly
genii were preparing his last bath; rained upon by the
falling blossoms—as though earth were bewailing her
loss ; in the midst of the deeply moved band of disciples,
himself unmoved, quiet, cheerful ; who did not feel that
this Perfectly Holy One hud for ever cast off all imperfec-
tions, had overcome all evil? What is called “ the
visible Nirvana,” that we saw before us, in the luminous
features of the departing Buddha.

Ananda, stirred to the very depths of his soul, folded
his hands and said—

“ How wonderful, of a truth, O Master, is this. Venly,



THE PASSING OF THE PERFECT ONE  2o:x

I believe, in this whole assembly, there is not even one
in whom a doubt lives.”

And the Sublime One answered him—

‘ Out of the fulness of thine own faith hast thou spoken,
Ananda. But I know that there is not a doubt in any
one. Even he, who was most backward, has been enlight-
ened, and will finally reach the goal.” R

As he uttered this'promise, it assuredly seemed to ‘each
one of us as though a powerful hand weres opeixing the
Gateway of Eternity to him.

Once again the lips parted that had given to the world
the highest—the final—truth.

‘“Hear then, O disciples! verily, I say unto you,
fleeting is all form. Labour and rest not.”

These were the Master’s last words.



X1V
VASITTHI'S BEQUEST

AxD they were the last I heard on earth.

My life-forcc was cxhausted; fever held my senses in
thrall. Like flceting dream-pictures, I still saw figures
round about me—Medini’s face oflen near to mine. Then
everything became dark. Suddenly, however, it seemed
as if a cool bath were extinguishing my burning fever.
I felt as a traveller, standing on the brink of a pond in
the blazing sun, may well imagine to himself the lotus
feels when, wholly submerged in the cool water of the

‘spring, it imbibes a refreshing draught through every
fibre. At the same timc it grew light overhead, and I
saw there above me a great floating red lotus flower ;
and over its edge bent thy loved face. Then I ascended
without effort and awokc beside theec in the Paradise of
the ‘West.

“And blessings on thee,” said Kamanita, *that led
by thy love, thou didst takq that way. Where should
I have now becn, if thou. ‘hadst not joined me thert ?
True, I;don’t know whether we shall be able to rescue
ourselves out of the frightful wreckage of these ruined
worlds—nevertheless, thou dost inspire me with confidence,
for thou art seemingly as little disturbed by all these
horrors as the sunbeam by the storm.”

“ He who has seen the gre:'ter, my friend, is not moved
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by the less. And this, that thousands upon thousands
of worlds should pass away, is of trifling import compared
with the entering of a Perfected Buddha into Nirvana.
For all this that we see around us is only a process of
change, and all these beings will enter again into existenae.
Yonder hundred-thousand-fold Brahma who, burning
with rage, resists the inevitable and, in all probability,
regards cven us enviously because we quietly continue to
shine, he will reappear on some lower plane, while some
aspiring human spirit will arise as the Brahma. Each
being will be where the deepest desire of his heart and
his spiritual force guide him. On the whole, however,
everything will be as it was, neither better nor worse ;
because it will be created, as it were, out of the same
material. For which reason 1 call this a very small
matter. And, for the same reason, I consider it not only
not frightful, but a matter of rcjoicing to live through this
wreck of worlds. For if this Brahma world were cternal,,
there would be nothing higher.”

* Then thou knowest a higher than this Brahma world ?

“ This Brahma world, as thou scest, passes away. But
there is that which does not pass, which shall have no
end, and which has had no beginnigg. ‘ There is,’ says the
Master, ‘a place where there ig neither earth nor water,
neither light nor air, neither infinitude of space nor in-
finitude of consciousness, heither perception nor the lack
of perception. That I call, ye disciples, neither coming
nor going, neither birth nor death; that is the end of
suffering, the place of rest, the land of peace, the in-
visible Nirvana.” "’

“ Help me, thou swect and holy one, in order that we
may rise again there, in the land of peace ! ”

‘ * That we shall rise again,’ the Master has said,  is not
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true of that land;’ and ‘ That we shall not rise again’
is also not true. Any appellation by which thou dost
make anything whatsoever tangible, and capable of being
grasped, is untrue there.”

< But what is the value to me of that which I cannot
grasp ? ”

‘“ Rather ask, is that which can, be grasped, worth
stretching out one’s hand for ? ”

“ Ah, Vasitthi, I verily believe I must at some time
have murdered a Brahman or committed some similar
crime that pursued me so cruelly with its retribution in
the little street of Rajagriha. For if I had not been so
precipitately thrust out of life there, I should have sat at
the Master’s feet, and would also assuredly have been
present, as thou wert, at his Nirvana, and now I would
have been as thou art. But come, Vasitthi—while thought
and perception are yet ours, do this for love of me.
Describe the Perfect One to me exactly, in order that I
may see him in spirit, and thereby obtain what was not
vouchsafed to me on earth.: That will surely bring me
peace.”

“Gladly, my friend,” answered Vasitthi. And she
described to him the gppearance of the Buddha, feature
by feature, forgetting not the smallest detail.

But in a tone of deep discontentment, Kamanita said—

“Oh! Of what use are descriptions! What thou now
sayest, could, all of it, just as well have been said of that
old ascetic, of whom I have told thee that I spent the
night with him in the hall of a potter at Rajagriha, and
who, I imagine, was not quite so foolish as I believed,
for he indeed, as I now perceive, said much that was true.
Well then, Vasitthi, don’t tell me anything more, but
picture the Perfect One in spirit till thou seest him as when
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thou didst behold him face to face, and it may be that,
in consequence of our spiritual fellowship, I shall then
share thy vision.”

“ Gladly, my friend.”

And Vasitthi recalled the image of the Perfect One as he
was about to enter into Nirvana. '

“ Dost thou see him, my dear one ? ”

“ Not yet, Vasitthi.”

“I must make this mind-picture plastic,” ‘thought
Vasitthi.

And she looked around her in immeasurable space where
the Brahma world was in process of being extinguished.

Just as when some great master-founder, who has
completed the mould of the glorious image of a god and
finds that he hasn’t metal enough to fill the mould, looks
around him in his foundry and throws all that lies about
him there—tiny images of the gods, figures, vases, and
bowls, all his possessions, the work of his life—gladly
and heartily into the smelting furnace, in order that he
may be able to make a perfect cast of this one glorious
divine image, so did Vasitthi look around her in immeasur-
able space, and all that there was left over of the paling
light and dissolving forms of this Brahma world, she drew
by her spiritual force to herself, ‘thereby depopulating
the whole of space, and this whole mass of astral matter
she cast into the mould of heg mind-picture and so created
a colossal and luminous pxcture of the Perfect One, just
as he was about to enter into Nirvana.

And when she saw this picture opposite to her there

arose in her no longing and no sadness.

Yet even the great and holy Upagupta, when, by the
magic art of Mara, the Evil One, he saw the form of the
Buddha, after the latter had been long dead, even he was
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filled with longing, so that he flung himself adoring at
the feet of the deceptive apparition and, overcome by
grief, wailed, ‘“ Woe upon this pitiless evanescence that
dissolves even such glorious forms. For that splendid
body of the Great and Holy One bowed to the law of
change and has become a prey to destruction.”

Bpt not so Vasitthi.

Unmoved and self-possessed, she looked upon the like-
ness as'an artist on his work, full of but one thought—
to reveal it to Kamanita.

‘“Now I begin to see a figure,” said the latter. *Oh,
hold it fast, let it shine yet more clearly.”

Whereupon Vasitthi again looked around her in space.
In the midst of it there still remained the lurid and angry
glow of the hundred-thousand-fold Brahma.

And Vasitthi rent by her spiritual force this highest
deity from his place and banned him into the mould of
the Buddha likeness, which immediately lighted up and grew
animated like one who has enjoyed an invigorating draught.

“ Now I see it more distinctly,” said Kamanita.

It seemed to Vasitthi, however, that the Buddha spoke
to her.

“So thou art come, my daughter. Art thou finished
with thy sentence ? ”"*

And as one answers in a dream, Vasitthi responded—

T am finished with it, O.Master »

“ Right so, my da.ughter' And the long way has not
tired thee? Dost thou still need the help of the Perfect
One?”

** No, O Master, I no longer need the help of the Perfect
one.’D

‘“Right so, my daughter. Thou hast sought refuge
in' thyself, thou dost rest in thine own self, Vasitthi?”
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“1 have learnt to know mine own self, O Master. As
one rolls up the phyllodium of a pisang trunk and finds
beneath it no sound wood from which anything firm can
be made, so I have learned to know myself, a body of
changing forms in which there is nothing eternal, nothing
that offers permanence. And I give up this self of mine.
‘ That is not I, that does not belong to me’ is the judg-
ment I now pass upon mysclf.” . '

‘“ Right so, my daughter. Thou dost now cling firmly
to the doctrine alone?”

“ The doctrinc, O Master, has brought me to my goal.
As one, crossing a strcam by means of a raft, neither clings
to the raft when he has reached the farther side, nor drags
it along with him, so I no longer cling to the doctrine
but let it go.”

“ Right so, my daughter! Thus, clinging to nothing,
attached to nothing, thou wilt rise aguin heside me in the
Place of Peace.” .

“ ¢That we shall rise again,” thou hast said is not true
of that place, and ‘ That we.shall not risc again’ is also
not true. And cven the doctrine that neither is it true
to say that we shall rise again nor yet to say that we shall
not rise again—even this is itself not true. Nothing is
true any longer, and, least of all, id nothingness true. So
I understand at last.” ) '

Then the Buddha likencasssmiled an illuminating smile.

‘“Now I am able to see the face,” said Kamanita.
* Like a reflection in flowing water I recognise it vaguely.
Oh, hold it fast, steady it, Vasitthi.” -

Vasitthi looked around her in space.

Space was empty.

Then Vasitthi flung her own corporal substance into the
astral mass of the vision.
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Kamanita observed that Vasitthi had disappeared.
But as one who is dying leaves a legacy, so had Vasitthi
left to Kamanita the Buddha likeness, which remained
alone with him in space and which he now clearly recog-
nised.

“That old ascetic with whom I spent the night in
Rajayriba and whom I blamed for his foolishness, that
was'the. Perfect One! Oh fool that I was! Was there
ever a greatér fool than I ? What I have been longing
for as the highest happiness, as salvation itself, that I
have already been in possession of for milliards of years.”

Then the vision of the Buddha drew near like an on-

coming cloud and enveloped him in a luminous mist.



XLV
NIGHT AND MORNING IN THE SPHERES ",

As in a banquet hall, when all the torche¢ and lamps
are extinguished, one little lamp is left burning before
a sacred picture in a corner, so Kamanita was left behind,
alone, in universal night.

For just as his body was enfolded by the astral sub-
stance of that Buddha likeness, so his soul was completely
absorbed by the Buddha thought; and that was the oil
which fed the flame of this little lamp.

The whole conversation he had had with the Master
in the outer hall of the potter’s house at Rajagriha rose up
before him from beginning to end, sentence by sentence,
word by word. But after he had gone quite through it, he
began again at the beginning. And every sentence was to
him like a gate that stood at the head of the way to new
avenues of thought which, in their turn, led to others. And
he explored them all with measn.uea step, and there‘was
nothing which remained dark to him.

And while his spirit, in sach fashion, wove the Buddha
thought into its own fabric until its last strand was ex-
hausted, his body absorbed ever more of the astral matter
which surrounded it, until what remained at last became
transparent. And the darkness of universal night began
to appear as a delicate blue that became ever darker.

Whereupon Kamanita thought—

* Out there reigns the vasf”darkness of universal night.
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But a time will come when morning shall dawn and a
new Brahma world come into existence. If my thoughts
and acts were but to be directed towards becoming the
hundred-thousand-fold Brahma whose office it will be
to call the new world into existence, I do not see who
would be likely to outrival me. For while all the beings
of this Brahma world have sunk into helplessness and
nomn-existence, I am here at my posf':, watchful, and in full
possession of my facultics. Yes, I could if I so wished,
at this instant, summon all those beings into life, each
in his place, and begin the new world day. But one
thing I could not do—I could never again call Vasitthi
into being. Vasitthi has gone, in that passing away
which leaves no seed of cxistence behind ; ncither god
nor Brahma can find her. But what can life be to me
without Vasitthi, who was its fairest and best? And
what to me can a Brahma existence be, a life beyond
which one is able to pass? And what the temporal,
when there is an eternal ?

“There is an eternal and a way to the eternal.

“An old forest Brahman once taught me that round
about the heart a hundred fine arteries are spun, by means
of which the soul is able to range throughout the whole
body; that there is, However, but one which leads to the
crown of the head—that one by which the soul leaves
the body. So there are alsv a hundred, yes, a thousand
and a hundred thousand ways which lead hither and
thither m this world, through many scenes of suffering,
both where the probation is of long, and where it is of
short, duration, where all is beautifully appointed and
where all is hatecfully appointed, through divine and
human worlds, through animal kingdoms and under-
worlds. But there is only one way which leads absolutely
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out of this universe. That is the way to the eternal,
the way to the untraversed land. I am now on that
road. Well, then, I shall tread it to its end.”

And he continued to dwell on the Buddha thought, of
the way which leads to the end of all suffering.

And ever darker became the blue of the diaphanous
universal night. .

But when it began t6 grow almost black, the new Brahma
flashed into existence, the hundred-thousand-fold Brahma,
who illumines and preserves a hundred thousand worlds.

And the Brahma sent forth a joyous summons to awake.

““ Wake up, ye beings, all who have rested throughout
the whole of creation’s night in the lap of nothingness !
Hither, to form the new Brahma universe, to enjoy the
new world day, each one in his place, each one according
to his strength!”

And the beings and worlds came forth from the darkness
of the void, star by star, and the jubilant shouts of a
hundred thousand voices and the sound as of a hundred
thousand drums and conch-horns rang in the answer—

“Hail ! the hundred-thousand-fold Brahma who calls
us to the new universe and the new day! Hail to us
who are called to share the new day with him, and to reflect

in bliss his divine glory!” '
When Kamanita saw and heard all this he was ﬁlled
with deep pity. .

““These beings and these worlds, these stellar gods,
and the hundred-thousand-fold Brahma himself shout
for joy to welcome the world day—rejoice in iife. And
why ? Because they do not know it.”

And this pity of his with the world, with the gods,
and with the supreme god, vanquished in Kamanita the
last remnant of his self-love.
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But he now considered—

‘‘ During this new day also, perfect Buddhas are certain
to appear who will declare the truth. And when these
divinities I see around me now, hear the truth with regard
to their salvation, and remember that in the earliest dawn
of the universal day they saw a being who went away
out gf the universe, then the memory will redound to their
advantage. ‘Already one from our midst—as it were a
part of oursglves—has preceded us on that road,’ they will
say to themselves, and that will conduce to their salva-
tion. So that I shall help all in helping myself. For
no one can, in truth, help himself without helping all.”’

Very soon, some of the stellar gods, and, by and by,
more of these, began to notice that there was one among
them who did not shine like the others, ever brighter,
but who, on the contrary, lost in brilliance.

And they called to him—

“ Ho, there, brother! Turn thy gaze upon the great
hundred-thousand-fold Brahma in order that thou mayst
recover brilliance and shine like us. For thou also, brother,
art called to the bliss of reflecting the glory of the supreme
god'l’

When the gods called to him thus, Kamanita neither
looked nor listened. .

And the gods who saw him grow ever paler were very
greatly troubled about him, And they appealed to
Brahma. ' '

‘“ Great Brahma, Our Light and Preserver, oh look
upon this- poor creature who is too weak to- shine even
as we, whose brilliance decreases always and does not
increase! Oh give him of thy care, illumine, revivify
him! For him also hast thou surely called to reflect in
bliss thy divine glory.”
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And the great Brahma, full of tenderness for all created
beings, turned his attentzon to Kamanita to refresh and
strengthen him.

But Kamanita’s light, nevertheless, decreased visibly.

Then the great Brahma was more grieved that this
one being would not suffer himself to be illumined by
him and did not reflect his glory, than he was glad that a
hundred thousand sunned themselves in his light and
hailed him with shouts of joy.

And he withdrew a large part of his dmnely ﬂlummatmg
power from the universe—power sufficient to set a thousand
worlds on fire—and directed it on Kamanita.

But Kamanita’s light continued to pale, as though
drawing nearer to complete extinction.

Brahma now became a prey to great anxiety.

“ This one star withdraws from my influence—so I am
not then omnipotent. I do not know the way he is going,
so I am not omniscient. For he is not expiring as do
the beings who expire in death, to be reborn each according,
to his works; not as the worlds go out in the Brahma
night, only to shine forth again. What light illumines
his way, seeing that he disdains mine ? So there is then
another light more luminous than mine? And a road
which leads in the opposite, dlrectlon to mine—a road
to the untraversed land ? Shall T myself, mayhap, ever
take that road—that path to the,untraversed land ? "

. And now the minds of ,the stellar gods also became
filled with great anxiety, great trouble.

“This gne withdraws from the power_of, the great
Brahma, so then the great Brahma is not omnipotent ?
What light can be lighting his way, seeing that he disdains
that of the great Brahma? So there is then another
light more splendid than that which we so blissfully
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reflect ? And a road that leads in the opposite direction
to ours—a road to the untraversed land ? Shall we,
mayhap, ever take that road—the'road to the untraversed
land ?”

Then the hundred-thousand-fold Brahma pondered—

< My mind is made up. I shall re-absorb my illuminating
power, now diffused throughout space, and shall plunge
all *hese worlds again into the darkness of the Brahma
night. And when I have gathered my light into a single
ray, I shall turn it upon that one being in order yet to
rescue him for this my Brahma world.”

And the hundred-thousand-fold Brahma now re-absorbed
all the illuminating power which he had diffused throughout
space, so that the worlds sank again into the darkness
of the Brahma night. And gathering his light into a
single ray he directed it on Kamanita.

‘“ Henceforward there must shine at this point,”” he
thought, ' the most radiant star in all my Brahma world.”

. 'Then the hundred-thousand-fold Brahma drew his ray
with sufficient illuminating power to set a hundred thou-
sand worlds on fire, back int6 himself, and again diffused
his light throughout the whole of space.

At the point, however, where he hoped to see the most
radiant of all the stars, only a little, slowly dying spark
was to be seen. .

And while in immeascrable space, worlds upon worlds
flashed and shouted as they pressed forward into the new
Brahma day, the pilgrim Kamanita went out quite, as a
lamp goes out when it has consumed the last.4rop of oil
in its wick.
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NOTE

IT need scarcely be remarked that the few passqges'from
the Upanishads are quoied from Professor Deussen’s
Sechzig Upanishads des Veda. To the second great trans-
lation of this cxcellent and indefatigable inquirer, Dse
Sutras des Vedanta, my tenth chapter owes its origin. If
this curious picce is in substance a prescntation of Indian
Ucbermenschentum—as the extreme antithesis to Buddhism
—it is in its form a paiunfully accurate copy of the Vedantic
Sutra style, with the cnigmatic brevily of the text, the true
principle of which—as Decussen has rightly recognised—
consists in giving only catchwords for the memory, but
never the words that are important to the sense. In this
way the text could without ‘danger be fixed in writing,
since it was incomprehensible without the oral commentary
of the teacher, which thus usually became all the more
pedantically intricate. Indee.d, these Kali-Sutras—like
the whole Vajacravas—are a joculdr fiction of mine—but
one, I believe, which will be grapted by every student of
angient India, to be within the bounds of the pBssible—nay,
of the probable. India is indeced the la,%l where even the
robber must philosophise.
KARL GJELLERUP.
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