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Two thousand and five hundred
vears ago was born a Prince who
renounced his throne and the
world and precched the Divine
Law. His name and His teachings
still endure.

This 1s His story as told by
Shahuntala Masani who 1s well-
known as a narrator of the lives
of tllustrious men.
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CIHAPTLER 1

[ will o down among the Sakyas
U'nder the southward snows of Hhimalaya,
IWhere prous people live and a just King.

T THE FOOT OF THE SNOW-CAPPED
(@3 peaks of the lofty Himalayas, two
thousand five hundred vycars ago,
there ruled a wise and good King.
His name was Suddhodana, and hec
belonged to the clan of the Sakyas—a people known
for their bravery and valour.

King Suddhodana was indced the greatest of the
Sakya kings. His people were prosperous and
happy, and under his rule they enjoyed cvery frec-
dom. The capital ot his kingdom, Kapilavastu,
stood on the banks of the river Rohini. It was a
resplendent city, with colourful parks and gardens,
and buildings of rich splendour. The domains of
KNing Suddhodana extended far and wide. The holy
city of Banaras to the west, lay within his kingdom
and to the north, its frontiers went as far up as thc
mountains of Nepal. To the south-cast of its borders
lay the powerful kingdom of Magadha, and at
that time, these two kingdoms vied with cach other
to sce which would rule supreme in India.

The greatness of King Suddhodana’s reign lay
not only in the materal prosperity of his pcople, but
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also in the field of culture, religion, and learning.
The King invited to his capital masters and tcachers
from all over India, and right in the heart of his
beautiful city, he built a royal hall where these
men-of-learning could hold discussions.

King Suddhodana had two queens—the sisters,
Mava and Prajapati—whom he loved dearly, ecspe-
cially the eldest, Mava. The Maharani Maya had
cveryvthing that would endear her to her King and
his people. She was as beautiful as a nymph from
hecaven, and her external beauty was surpassed only
by the loveliness and purity of her character. She
won the hearts of all with her goodness and sweetness.

There was but one sorrow that cast its shadow
over the lives of this noble family. Maharajah
Suddhodana had no child, and his heart longed for
a son and heir. The soothsayers had prophesied
that the King would have a son whose glory would
spread to the four commers of the world, and who
would be the King of Kings, the ‘ Saviour of the
World’. But this prophecy had not yet come truc
and there was sorrow and longing in the heart of
the King.

One night when the moon was high up in the
skv and the gentle breczes laden with the scent of
mght blossoms, Queen Maya, after bathing in
sweet perfumes, and dressed richly in fine clothes,
lay down on her royal bed and slept. As the night
advanced, the Maharani had a dream. She saw four
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1T he Dream

Devas lift her couch and carry it to the summit of
a high mountain. They placed the couch under the
rich foliage of an cnormous tree growing on a rock
of magnificent colours. Four Devis, the wives of
the Devas, then appecared and gently led Mava to
a silvery, mountain-lake, where they bathed her
its pure waters, thus washing away all mortal tant.
They clothed her in divine robes and carried her to
a palace built on the peak of a mountain of silver.
Here they laid her on a divine couch strewn with
tlowers trom heaven, and left her to rest. Just
opposite the silver mountain on which Mava lay,

p. nine



there stood a mountain of bright gold where a snow-
white elephant was wandering. The elephant
descended the mountain of gold and came up the
silver mountain. In his trunk he carried a white
lotus, and as he approached, he trumpeted, and his
voice resounded through the air. He came near
Maya's couch and walked round three times and
then striking her on her right side dissolved mmto a
vapour and cntered her womb.

The next morning the Maharani related her
drcam to the Maharajah. The drecam-readers were
immediately sent for to explain the dream.

“O King,” they said, ‘ the dream 1s auspicious. A
son who shall be the glory of this world will soon
be born to you. Two ways will lie before the child.
It he does not behold a sick man, an old man, a
dead man, and a monk who has renounced the
world, he will live to rule as the greatest mortal
King, tull of power and glory. But if these four
signs arc becheld by him, greater still will be his
kingdom, but not of this world for he will become
a Buddha, the Enlightened One.’

“We arc a clan of noble warriors,” replied the
King confidently, *and no son of mine—no Sakya
princc can bec a monk. I shall do everything
within my power to prevent my child secing these
four signs and he shall live to be a great and
valorous King, bringing glory to his people and his
race.’
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CHAPTER 2

T hus came he to be born among men.

HE DREAM OF MAYA WAS TRULY
interpreted, but how was 1t that thesc
things would come to pass, and that
the Prince of the Sakyas would
become a Buddha, the knower-of-all-
things?

It is believed that the universe s divided into
three spheres.  Inits innermost depths arce the regions
of hell, where the souls of men suffer torments to
atonc for their wicked deeds on carth.  In the
middle ts the world, where the soul enters a body
which 1s born and which dies. This world 15 a
testing ground and place of trial for the soul.
According to thec manner in which a man lives his
lifc on carth, his soul goes to heaven or hell; and
then later 1s born again.  Above the world arc the
heavens—the abodes of bliss, where the divine spirits
or Devas live. They arc men who did good and
virtuous dceds during their life on carth and arc
cnjoving the fruits of their actions in heaven. But
after they have exhausted the store of happiness
which they had accumulated through their virtuous
deceds, they will be reborn on carth for further trials
and tests, and will suffer once again the pangs and
sorrows of birth, disease, old age and death.
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In the heavenly world, too, there are different
spheres of divinity; the highest being the dwelling-
places of those great souls who after many, many,
births and rebirths on earth, have attained high
perfection, and would soon realize everlasting peace
—the state of Nirvana or perpetual bliss.

Next to this high sphere dwell the four Devas who
arc the guardian spirits of the world, and below
them, spirits of lesser divinity., The ethereal form
of the hcavenly spirits makes 1t possible for them
to move with ease from their world to ours, and
thus 1t i1s that the Devas keep a watch over the
actions of men and take an active interest in their
lives.

Now, it is said that once in an age, a spirit from
the very highest heavens 1s born into the world and
cduring that life-time attains supreme knowledge.
Blessed are those who live at that time and who
come into contact with such a great soul for by
listcning and being with him, their own salvation
1s hastened. ’ '

And so 1t was with the spirit who came to be bomn
of Qucen Maya. Dwelling in the highest sphere as
the Bodhisatva or the Buddha-to-be, he turned his
gaze downward to the world, for the time had come
for him to return to it. In his previous life,
the Bodhisatva was Prince Visvantra, born of a
noble family. He was known far and wide for his
gencrosity and large-heartedness. So great was his
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virtue that he once gave away as a gift a white
clephant which had the power of making rain. To
test him the gods sent a period of droughts, and
hard times followed for his people. The Prince was
banished to the desert as a punishment for his rash
generosity,  The Princess Madri, his wife, nsisted
on accompanying her husband, and so did his little
son Jalin and his daughter Krishnajina. Together
they travelled to the desert land suffering many
hardships and trials on thec way. The gods wished to
test the Prince still further—disguising themselves
as Brahmins they came to him one by onc as he
journcyed and asked him for alms. First Visvantra
gave to these Brahmins his chariot, his clothes, his
wife's jewels; then his children and last of all even
his wife. The gods now saw the great virtue of
this noble Prince and returned him his children and
his wife. The King, his father, realizing how much
he had wronged his son, begged him to come back
home and his people welcomed him back with
great joy.

After his death Prince Visvantra went to the
highest heaven and therc dwelt enjoying ethercal
joys. In the midst of the happiness of heaven. the
Bodhisatva longed for Nirvana and perpetual bliss
for the joys of heaven were not sufficient for they
too were tcmporary. He resolved that he would
return once again to the world and that in this life-
time he would become the Buddha and the mystery
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of life would be explained to him. When the
Dcvas heard of his intention, there was rejoicing
and celebration. Looking down from his seat in
heaven, the Bodhisatva selected the monarch of the
Sakya clan. the greatest and noblest of all the kings,
the King Suddhodana, as his father; and as his
mother, the Queen Maya, whose virtue and purity
were unsurpassed. Having selected the place of his
birth, he entered the womb of Maya as she lay
asleep that lovely night of the full moon.




CHAPTER 3

Lo nd the world’s heart throbbed. and a wind blew
IWith unknown freshnesy over lands and seas.

APPY DAYS WENT BY FOR THE
Maharajah  Suddhodana and his
Qucen.  Never had Nature seemed
so kind nor the carth more beautiful.
There was even more abundance and

prosperity in the kingdom, and the people all

rcjoiced at these auspicious signs.

Spring came and the air was filled with the song
of birds. In the green woods and mossy glades
young blossoms burst forth in a riot of colours. How
gay was spring that year!

Quecen Maya went to King Suddhodana. She
said: “ My time has almost come, my Lord! Give
me permission now to go to my father’s house as
1s the custom.’

King Suddhodana replied that he would imme-
diately give orders to make arrangements for his
Queen to travel in comfort and in luxury. Roads
were levelled out, and men went ahead to sec that

no unpleasant or ugly sight should appear before
the Queen on her journey.

When all preparations were made. the Maharani
bade King Suddhodana good-bye, and taking her
sister Prajapati with her, stepped into a golden
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1'he Birth and the Seven Steps



palanquin. She had not gone very far when they
passed the Lumini gardens, where under the shade
of sal trees were little brooks and winding streams.
Queen Maya, when she saw this charming grove,
alighted from her palanquin and wandered down
its cool, shady paths enjoying the beauty of the
flowers and the song of the birds. She came to a
sal tree laden with blossoms and as she stretched
out her hand to hold a bough, the branch bent down
with reverence and at that moment the Maharani
gave birth to her son, without agony or pam.

The four Devas, the guardians of the world,
descended from heaven, and received the child
from his mother on a golden net and then handed
him over to men. The sal trce threw down 1ts
blossoms making a carpet of purc white for the
Prince, and the air was filled with divine melodies.
In homage to the child, heavenly spirits alighted
among men on carth, To the astonishment of
all, the newly-born babe leapt from the hands of
those who held him and stood firm on his feet.
Slowly he turned in all four directions and the entire
universe was revealed to him and all the worlds of
men and gods and of evil spirits were visible to his
gaze. And having seen all beings and himself as
the greatest of all, he took seven steps into the air
and exclaimed: ¢ This 1s my last birth .

While he stood thus the Devas attended on him.
One held a white umbrella over his head and
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others carried the royal insignias. Throughout the
world there was joy and happiness. At that moment
the sick and the ailing were healed and no person
felt any pain or sorrow whatsoever.

King Suddhodana heard of the birth of his son
and hastened to the Lumini groves. He embraced
his Queen and taking the child in his arms was
amazed to see the extraordinary beauty of his face.
A golden light surrounded his body and there was
the sweet scent of flowers about his presence.

The Maharajah escorted his Queen and son back
to the palace and throughout the kingdom there
was rejoicing and celebration at the birth of the
l1ttle Prince. The child was named Siddhartha,
which means—one who has fulfilled his purpose.

There came to Kapilavastu, to see the child, a
renowned ascetic whose name was Asita. The
Maharajah received the sage with reverence and
sent for the babe. Maharani Maya entered carry-
ing the Prince in her arms, and as she bent down
to lay him at the feet of the master, Asita
stopped her, saying, * He 1s greater than I and it 1s
1 who must do him homage’. As the great sage
looked on the tace of the babe, tears trickled down
his wrinkled cheeks. The Maharajah, when he saw
the ascetic weep, became alarmed and falling at
Asita’s feet implored: ‘O holy yogi, tell me why
you are weeping. Is it because my child 1s doomed?
Am I going to lose my treasure? If any misfortune

p. eighteen



awaits him, I beg of you, tell me quick’

The vyogi seeing the Maharajah so troubled
replied:  Fear not, O King. I weep, not because of
any ill-omen for the child for he is indeed blessed,
but for myself—that I shall die before he becomes
the Buddha and preaches the Divine Law.” Saying
this with his head bowed in grief, the yogi left the
palace still weeping, and all who saw him marvelled
at what they had seen and heard. The Maharajah
and Maharani trembled with fear at the strange
behaviour of the yogi and at the thought of the great
future that awaited their child.




CHAPTER 4

And happy hours he knew, for life was rich,
1With youthful blood at quickest: yet stll came
The shadows of his meditation back . . .

OW, SLOWLY BUT SURELY, THE
strength of Queen Maya was fast
failling, and day by day she grew
weaker. Prajapati watched anxious-
ly over her beloved sister, and never

left her side for a moment. One day as Queen
Maya lay on her couch with the babe in her arms,
she turned to Prajapati and said in a soft voice:
*Take my son as your own, dear sister, for 1 shall
soon breathe my last. Grieve not for me. My place
1s prepared in heaven for on the seventh day I must
die as this has always been so with the mothers of
the Buddhas.” That night, the Queen passed away
in her sleep, and her sister Prajapati took the child
and nursed him as 1t he were her son.

Time passed, bringing with 1t happiness and peace
In even greater measure for the people of the king-
dom. The day of the feast of the ploughing-season
came, and joyously the farmers, dressed in their
gayest clothes, went to the palace to fetch their King
and take him into the country. Out in the fields
stood a thousand ploughs decorated with silver
ornaments, and beside them a thousand pairs of
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bullocks ready to draw the ploughs. For the King
there was a plough of gold and gladly did he set
his hand to it and furrowed decp into the soil.
The nobles then took up a plough each and followed
behind the King, and it was indeed a happy and
a goodly sight to watch the ploughing of the fields,
and the silver and gold shining in the brilliant sun.
'T'he baby Prince was also taken to this festival and
the nurses who attended on him put his cot with
tender care under the shade of a sal trec. In the
excitement of the ploughing of thc ficlds which
the nurses went to watch, they forgot the little
Prince. Sceing nobody around him, Siddhartha
immediately got up, and sitting cross-legged 1in his
cot went 1into a trance. Some time passed and the
nurses hurried back to the Prince, anxious and
worricd about him for they had only just noticed
that the sun had gonc high up in the skies and the
shadows of all the trees had changed their position.
Great was their surprise when they saw the Prince
sitting up in his cot which was still in the shade, for
the shadow of the sal tree had not moved at all.
They ran and told the King about this and King
Suddhodana hurried to the Prince’s cradle and
when he saw this miracle he knelt down and saluted
his own son.

Siddhartha grew older and King Suddhodana
decided that it was now time to start his education.
He consulted his ministers and it was the opinion
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of all that the great sage Vishwamitra, the teacher
of teachers, should instruct the young Prince in the
sciences. With humility, and with great reverence,
King Suddhodana requested the learned master
to do this and Vishwamitra agreed. The Prince sat
at the feet of the sage with his jewelled slate and
writing-stick 1n his hand, and as the lesson com-
menced Vishwamitra soon found that there was
nothing that he could teach the child, for in the
scriptures, iIn mathematics, in history, in geography,
and astronomy, and 1n all other arts, the Prince knew
more than the great master himself. Amazed at
this, the sage knelt down at the feet of the Prince
and saluting him, said: * You—not I—are the Guru,
sweet Prince. You have no need of books and
teachers, for you know all. Great i1s your knowledge
and greater still your humility and meekness.’
Prince Siddhartha grew into manhood, surrounded
with all that was beautiful and good. The Maha-
rajah had not forgotten the words of the soothsayers,
and hc was determined that Siddhartha should only
know of the joys and pleasures of life, and not
its sorrows. He chosec as companions for his son,
voung and beautiful men and women, and he built
magnificent palaces and pleasure-houses where the
Prince could lhive with his friends. There was a
palace for the summer made of cool marble,
with rivulets and mountain-streams meandering
through 1ts rooms. It had strangely-devised windows
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and balconies, which caught the cool breezes from
the mountains. And when the summer heat was
grcat this palace remained fresh and cool. And
for the winter, there was another palace with cedar-
panelling and thickly-carpeted with rich rugs. 'The
sunlight tlooded its rooms bringing with 1t a
warmth and glow. Surrounding these palaces were
spacious gardens with unique treces and flowers,
stretching for miles and miles, where the young
Prince could roam with his companions and prac-
tisc all the sports in which princes delight. The air
would resound with music, gaiety and the laughter
of young people.

Thus did Prince Siddhartha live m a world
of his own, which shut out all that was
ugly and repulsive. Once only did he sec suffering
and that too not long-lived. When Devadatta, his
cousin, shot a swan with his bow and arrow,
Siddhartha found that wounded bird, and his heart
filled with compassion. He nursed it tenderly and
when 1ts wounds had healed, he set 1t free and saw
it joyfully rejoin its companions. But of deeper pain
he had no knowledge, nor of old age and death and
the sadness of life. For life to him was endless in
its pleasures of youth and beauty.

But suddenly in the midst of merry-making,
fcasting and rcvelry, the Prince would break away
from his companions, and wander down the lonely
carden paths lost in dcep thought. Something
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troubled his soul but what 1t was he knew not.

King Suddhodana watched him with an anxious
caze, and wondered what 1t was that absorbed his
son and madc him shun the company of friends and
beautiful women.  One day the King sent for his
chicf minister and said: ‘1 have filled Siddhartha’s
lifc with everv kind of pleasurc and yet he scems
not satisficd. O Minister, there 1s an aloofness and
detachment about him which worries me, tor in the
midst of revelry and fun his thoughts secem not to
be there but somewhere far away. 1 ask you to
cuide me as to what cls¢ can be done to hold our
Prince.’

" My lord,” replied the Minister, * Fear not. Let
us find a befitting bride for him, and when he has
a tamily of his own we shall have bound him to
this world with fetters of steel.’
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T he Race

The King smiled at the wisdom of his Ninister
and agreed to look immediately for a bnde for
Siddhartha.

A day was fixed when all the lovehiest maidens of
the kingdom were mvited to the palace.  Prince
Siddhartha sat on a throne at the far end of a
stately hall, and one by one the damsels came up
to him and accepted from him the gift of a jewel.
So great was the beauty of the Prince, so divine
the hght that shone from his face that, dazzled by
1it, no maid could look at him and e¢ach one lowered
her gaze as she approached the throne.  The last
to comc was the lovehiest of all, the hlv-like
Yashodhara, daughter of a brave warrior. She alone
held her head high and with her large blue-black
cyes looked on the face of the Prince. Siddhartha
had given awav all the jewels and there was none
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left to give to Yashodhara. He removed the necklace
which hung round his own neck and clasped 1t
round her slender waist and as their eyes met, their
hearts were filled with a great love for each other,
and Siddhartha chose Yashodhara as his bride-to-be.

Yashodhara came from a family of great warriors
and her father had decided that his daughter’'s hand
in marriage would go to him who was the bravest
and the best kmight of all.

A tournament was arranged and on that day
the Sakya princes came mm large numbers to show
their skill with the bow and win the tair Yashodhara
as their bride. King Suddhodana was anxious about
Stddhartha-- how would his voung and tender son
with no experience of battle-tare compete against
the prowess of warriors of such high calibre? But
Siddhartha remained calm and unperturbed. Sit-
ting astride his snow-white steced Kantaka, he looked
hhke the sun-god as he entered the arena and
challenged the Sakva princes one by one in each
form of hghting. So great was his skill that none
could beat him, not even his cousmn Devadatta, who
with face dark with anger and jealousy, challenged
Siddhartha ever dnd over again, and was defeated.
And exciting, indeed, was the display of skill in arms
by cach ot these warviors, and most thrilling of all
was the chariot race when Kantaka harnessed to the
cgolden chariot of Siddhartha leapt ahead and flew
like the wind and none could come within reach
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of him. The spectators applauded and shouted with
joy to sce the valour of their Prince and Maharajah
Suddhodana was indeed a proud father.

Prince Siddhartha was acclaimed the victor. The
lovely bride clad in silvery white was led to him
and as they stood close to cach other even greater
was the pcople’s applause for it was as if the sun
and the moon stood side by side.




CHAPTER §

Look we haive found a lure; take counsel now
To fetch therewith our falcon [rom the clouds.

IDDHARTHA WAS WEDDED TO

love her lord, the Prince. But why
was it that Siddhartha, enjoying the
happiness of having as his companion a lovely girl
whose joy and happiness lay in pleasing him, still
ycarned for an unknown world and was haunted
by strange dreams? Often would his soul escape
somewhere, far away, while his body remained
bchind and he would sit {for hours absorbed 1n his
thoughts, unaware of the world around him.

The fair Yashodhara saw this and knew not what
1t was that took her Prince away. Desperately
did she try to bind Siddhartha and hold him fast but
all was in vain. Sull she hoped, for soon, she would
be the mother of his child, and surely the babe’s
hands would hold him even if her’s had failed.

And as time passed and her confinement drew near,
Yashodhara grew more confident in Siddhartha’s
love. For in the past few months a change seemed
to have come over Siddhartha and it were as if
he had forgotten his cold world of dreams. Never
had he shown such tender care and affection as
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now and Yashodhara was happy. King Suddhodana
saw his son wrapt in domestic happiness and he
too breathed a sigh of relief. At last he thought,
the bird had been caged.

One day the Prince went to King Suddhodana
and asked for permission to go out of the palace
grounds and drive round the city. The King now
fearing no danger agreced and i1t was. decided that
the next day Siddhartha would ride forth in his
chariot and that Channa the ever-faithful would be
his charioteer.

King Suddhodana commanded that the town
should be cleaned and decorated and wear a festive
air, and that only young men and women should
be seen on the streets. He ordered the sick, the old
and the infirm to remain at home on that day so
that no unseemly or ugly sight should appear
before the Prince. The morning came and
Siddhartha stepped into his golden chariot studded
with precious stones and drawn by six horses.
Golden was the morn and of still brighter gold was
the light that enveloped the Prince as he stood tall
and handsome in his chariot. The gates  were
unbarred and flung open and the Prince drove out
into the streets.

The King's orders were obeyed by all and it was
a goodly sight to see happy men and women
dressed 1n their best clothes standing on either side
of the strect. Their joy, as they beheld their hand-
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some Prince, knew no bounds and they shouted and
applauded him and showered flowers on him as he
went past. Siddhartha was happy to see the
prosperity and well-being of his people and he
waved gaily to them.

" How fair is the world,” he thought. ‘ And how
good 1s life in 1ts endless joys and pleasures.’

And as he was thinking in this manner, there
suddenly appeared amidst all this youth and beauty,
from where nobody knew, in the centre of the road,
a tottering old man, clad in filthy rags. His body
was doubling over with age and his hands and legs
shook, with fever. His cheeks were wrinkled and
sunken and his eyes blood-shot and deep in their
sockets. ‘The Prince had never beheld anything so
ugly and he recoiled with horror. The chariot came
to a stand-still and all stared at this loathsome figure
and wondered where 1t had come from. And it
is believed that this was really a divine spirit which
had taken on this form and appeared before the
Prince.

“Channa,” cried Siddhartha 1n astonishment,
“who and what 1s this? Can it be that men are
sometimes born so ugly and horrible?’

"My Prince!’ replied Channa trembling with
fear and yet helpless against a force which made
him speak in spite of himself. °This is an old man.
Once he too was gay and handsome but age has

shrivelled and bent him and made him repulsive.’
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‘ Does this happen to all men?’ further asked the
Prince. ¢ Will it happen to you and me, Yashodhara
and my beloved father and all these beautiful and
happy pcople?’

‘Yes, my Lord,” replied Channa. ‘It 1s the lot
of all.’

Stricken with grief at Channa’s answer, Siddhartha
said: ‘Then turn back the chariot. Let us nide
back to the palace for 1 have no joy to rnide
today.’

Silently, Channa turned the horses back and 1n
a hushed silence the people watched their Prince
rcturn to the palace, his head bowed with sorrow.
And 1t was as if their sun had been darkened at
noon by an echpse.

With a heavy heart the Prince sought the solitude
of his palace and there he sat alone in a vast hall
lost in sad thoughts and no one dared to disturb
him.

The courtiers told the Princess and King Suddho-
dana of what had happened and they came 1n haste
to comfort Siddhartha. But bitter were his words
when they called his name softly.

“You have fed me with lies,” he rebuked, ® and
by surrounding me with all this shallowness you had
lulled me into a false sense of happiness. You knew
the truth all the time and yet you deceived me.
You made me believe that the world was beautiful
and everlasting in its jJoys and pleasures. I trusted
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you and you lied to me.” And at these words, King
Suddhodana and the Princess stood silent for they
knew not what to say.

Some days went past and all the time Siddhartha
brooded on what he had seen and life weighed
heavily on him.

Once more he decided to ride forth into the city
and seeing his determination King Suddhodana
reluctantly gave his consent.  Agam the loyal
Channa was his charioteer and the people lined the
strects as they had done before. This time they
did not shout or applaud as the chariot went past
for they saw the sad countenance of their Prince
and they were atraid of what may happen next.
And, lo and behold, there in the centre of the road
lay a sick and dying man, his body writhing and
tortured with pain. Channa drew up the chariot
in front of this sad spectacle and again the Prince
cried, * Channa, what do I see now?’

Slowly Channa replied for he knew that it must
be some divine power that had created this figure
and made him speak thus:

" Sweet Prince, this is a sick man. With old age
comes sickness and pain and suffering. And this is
how 1t 1s with all men.’

“Go no further,” said the Prince, ‘let us return
to the palace tor I cannot bear to see what I have
seen.’

And once again the Prince came back home with
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a heart even heavier and found no joy or peace In
the pleasures that surrounded him. And as the
days passed, still another time did Siddhartha go to
his father and ask for permission to ride out and
King Suddhodana was forced to agreec.

This time the Devas created a funcral procession
and madec it pass in front of Siddhartha’s chariot.
On a bier carried by four men lay a corpse, cold
and stiff in death, and tollowing 1t were mourners
who beat their chest and rent the air with thenr
wails and lamentation.

Again Siddhartha asked of Channa what 1t was
he saw for never had he scen death before and
Channa rcplied that this was death, the end of life.

“All who live, O Prince,” he said, ‘must dic
and this 1s the face of death which you behold.’
Siddhartha sank down into the chariot overwhelmed
with sorrow. Channa watched the Prince dis-
traught with grief and slowly he turned the horses
back home.

King Suddhodana got word of what had happened
and bemoaned at his own helplessness to prevent
these sights appearing before Siddhartha.

" Close the palace gates. and put a double lock,’
he commanded angrily. °Increasc the guards by
twice their number and build another wall round

the palace of the Prince. See that no man, woman
or child enters there without my permission.’
All this was done.

p. thirty-three



Jd

&

)

}

s
&
s:

S

YDA D AD K AANNAN N ANANNNANAANNAAR

EERE ™

o
|
"
o

o
|

o

T he Musicians

Thus did King Suddhodana again tried to shut out
the world and imprison the Prince in his golden
cage. But sorrowful was Siddhartha—his heart
drowned m a sea of hopelessness. He took no part
in the festivities of the palace nor did he pay any
heed to the inviting looks of the beautiful dance-
cirls whom his father, in his desperation, ordered
in still greater numbers for his pleasure. From all
parts of the kingdom came musicians and beautiful
cirls to cntertain the Prince and bring a smile to
his lips. But all their eftforts were in vain.

And then one day Siddhartha went to his tather
yet again and said: ¢ Dearest Father, I have seen
thc misery and sadness of life on earth and 1t has
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broken my heart and made me very sad. Let me
ride out into the city yet a fourth time, and maybe
this time [ shall sec some happy sight which will
restorc my faith in living and help me understand
the injustices and cruelties of this world.” King
Suddhodana pondercd over the words of his son
and decided to give in to his request. '

Having got his father’s permission the Prince
made another request.

“On this occasion, dear father, do not inform the
people of my visit nor order the streets to be deco-
ratcd. It 1s my wish to sec my pcople as they rcally
live and toil, and to find some joy in the simplicity
of their lives.’

And to this also, did King Suddhodana agrec for
he saw the grave sadness of his son’s face, and he
longed to highten the weight which rested so heavy
on Siddhartha’s heart.

The following day the Prince drove through the
streets for the fourth time and everywhere he went
he saw his people sweating and toiling. And he
wondered why it was that people clung to life when
the world secemed full of miserv and pain. The
jovs of living were short-lived and transitory and
In no way compensated the injustices and cruelties
of htc.

" Nothing 1s permanent here,” he cried. ° Every-
where I go and look, there is change and decay.
O cruel gods! To create a world so wretched and
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so full of ills! Where in this world can I find peace
and everlasting happiness? My heart 1s full of
despair, for 1 see no answer.’

Siddhartha asked Channa to stop the chariot as
they were driving past a sal grove, and alighting
from it he went and sat under the shade of a sal
tree, lost in thoughts of life and of death. And as
he sat there thinking thus, he went into a trance
and he beheld clearly all the misery and sorrows of
the world. He also saw that neither heaven nor
hell answered the craving of his soul for endless
peace and eternal truth. But he knew that some-
where this peace and changelessness were to be
found and that he must find the way.

Slowly Siddhartha came out of his trance and
as he turned his eyes downwards he saw coming
towards him a man clad in saffron robes and in his
hand he carried a bowl. The Prince wondered
who this man was, for he marvelled at the peace
and calm of the expression of his face. Never
betore had he seen such serenity of expression or
such nobility of bearing. ‘And when the man came
nearer, Siddhartha asked him who he was and the
stranger replied:

"] am a sanyasi. I have seen the pain and
suffering of life. 1 have left my home and every-
thing that belonged to me to wander in solitude
in the forests and mountains, searching for true
happiness, which is everlasting; for the joys of this
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world are like crumbs thrown to us and do but
cheat us of the real joy and abiding peace.” Saying
this the sanyasi disappeared and it is believed that
he too was a divine spirit 1n disguise.

The Prince was astonished to find someone who
like himself yearned for peace and who searched
{or permanent happiness. And Siddhartha returned
to the palace thinking of the words of the sanyasi.

As he drew near the palace gates he was met
by messengers who told him that the Princess
Yashodhara had given birth to a son. Siddhartha
showed his joy on receiving these glad tidings.

"He 1s but another fetter to bind me to this
world,” he said. ‘Let him, therefore, be called
Rahula.” And the babe was named Rahula which

means,  fetter .
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CHAPTER O

And none hath souvht for this as I wdl seek
W ho cast away my world to save my wworld.

N IIAT NIGHT WHEN EVERYONE IN
. a9) the palace celebrated the birth of the
D

new prince and there was music and
) dancing, Siddhartha wandered alone

i the palace gardens. And all the
time he thought of the words of the sanyasi.  He
resolved that he too would leave this world of
riches and empty pleasures and like the sanyasi
wander in the forests and lonely places in scarch
of truth and peace. And having decided this he
felt happiness.

When morning came he went to the King.
Suddhodana was delighted to see his son’s face
untroubled and calm. *O my son, he said,
‘I see the cloud has passed.”  And smiling
Siddhartha replied: * Father, the cloud has indeed
passed and the way 1s clear before me. Give me
your permission to go in solitude and seck in the
forests and the lonelv mountain-sides that abiding
pcace and everlasting happiness for which I crave.’

At the words of his son a trembling seized King
Suddhodana and the fatal prophecy of the sooth-
savers tHlashed back to his mind.  Shaking with
anger and with fear he ordered his son to return to
his palace and to never broach the subject again.
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Siddhartha left the presence of the King but he
knew that, much as he loved his father he could
not obey his orders. A power far stronger than
himself had shown him what he must do. One
night when the feasting and dancing were over and
the tired revellers abandoned themselves to sleep,
Siddhartha entered the hall of revelry and saw
lying before him the dancers deep in their sleep.
These maidens who had been so beautiful when
thev were awake and dancing, now looked ugly
and distorted in their sleep. And watching them
Siddhartha was even more convinced in his decision
to give up this life of vain and empty pleasures and
to leave the palace immediately. He went to the
stables and waking Channa, his charioteer, from his
slumber ordered him to saddle Kantaka.

“ O Prince, what is your intention? * asked Channa.
"1 beseech you do nothing rash and thus cause pain
to those who love you.’

But he saw from the expression on Siddhartha’s
face that his words were of no avail and silently he
went to saddle Kantaka.

The moment for departure had come and
Siddhartha softly tip-toed into Yashodhara’s chamber
to say good-bye. Asleep on her couch, the fair
Princess lay and beside her the baby, Rahula. The
thought of leaving his loved ones filled Siddhartha
with sadness. He stretched out a hand to touch
them but withdrew it for he knew if he tarrned
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The Flight

longer 1n the chamber his resolve to go away would
weaken. And so without even bidding Yashodhara
farcwell or holding his child in his arms for the
last time, Siddhartha left the chamber and went
out of the palace.

Outside stood Channa with Kantaka. Siddhartha
leapt on the horse’s back and bade Channa
tarewell. But Channa the devoted and faithful
implored of him. * My Prince. give me per-
mission to go with vou some distance,” and
Siddhartha agreed. And thus 1t was that in the
dead of mght when all slept Siddhartha rode out
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of the palace gates on Kantaka and with Channa
his faithful attendant. And 1t 1s said that the
divine spirits deadened the sound of the hoofs and
put the guards to sleep so that Siddhartha could
lecave without the knowledge of any one else.

As they left the palace behind them, Prince
Siddhartha turned back and looked at his home
and said: ® Until I have conquered old age, disease
and death 1 shall not return to this palace.’

And hearing these words, the gods and divine
spirits In the heavens applauded and praised him
for his resolve and as he rode they strew flowers on
him and the path was soon covered with blossoms.
They travelled all night and when morning came
they came to a forest where dwelt some hermits.
Prince Siddhartha dismounted from Kantaka and
turning to Channa said:

"1 shall say farewell, O faithful Channa, for
from here onwards I shall go on foot. You have
been a true friend and served me with loyalty and
for your devotion take this necklace.’

And saying this, Siddhartha removed his golden
necklace studded with precious stones and gave it
to Channa. Channa saw that the time for parting
had come and tears filled his eyes and trickled
down his cheeks.

"Sweet Prince,” he begged, ‘return yet to the
palace, for how can you forsake those that love you.
Think of the grief of your father and of your foster-

b ¢
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mother, Prajapati, and of the Princess and your
young son. Imaginc their sorrow and their distress
when they learn the sad news of your departure.
Have pity on your loved ones and return with me
to Kapilavastu.’

And saying this Channa prostrated himself before
the Prince and tenderly did Siddhartha lift him
up but firm was his reply.

‘Good and faithful Channa, there comes a
time in life when one has to part In any case
from those one loves, for decath comes to all
and scparates us from those we love. 'Then
why should we grieve at breaking these human
tics which we have known all along as not
permanent. Go back and console my father and
tell him that I have gone in search of a happiness
that will never leave me. Explain this to him, my
faithful servant, and blessed indeed arc you for you
have come with me this far knowing that this may
bring the wrath of my father on your head. For

this and for all vour. devotion in the past, your
place i1s prepared in the heavens.’

And saying this, Siddhartha removed all his other
ornaments and gave them to Channa to take back
to King Suddhodana. Next he drew his sword of
egold and with one lash cut oft his hair. ° These
long locks are not befitting an ascetic, Channa.’
he said.

Sadly. Channa watched him and the tears ncver
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stopped streaming down his face. And having done
this, the Prince tossed the sword into the air and
cried, ‘ If I am to become the Buddha let this sword
remain suspended in the air.’” And it 1s believed
that a divine spirit caught the sword as the Prince
threw 1t up and held 1t in the amr.

Next, the Prince looked down at his robes and
saw that his costly attire was not suitable for the
humble life of a monk. Just then, a hunter clad
in a coarse saffron robe passed by and Siddhartha
asked him to exchange attires. And it is said that
the hunter too was in truth a divine spirit.

Clothed In the saffron dress of the hunter,
Siddhartha decided to enter the forest. And now
he turned to Kantaka and embracing him, said:

‘ O noble steed, you have served me well and soon
you too will be free of birth and death.” Kantaka
bowed his head in grief and licked the feet of his
master. And thus having said farewell to both
Channa and Kantaka, Siddhartha disappeared into
the forest and when he could be seen no longer,
Channa, drooping with sorrow and blinded with
tears, turned back towards Kapilavastu  leading
Kantaka by the remns. But the horse’s heart
broke, when he saw his master depart and he
had scarcely gone a few steps when he crumbled to
the ground and died. Thus Channa alone returned
to Kapilavastu bearing the sad news ot Prince
Siddhartha’s renunciation.
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CHAPTER 7

I'or never heve amony the Rishis comes
That Light, nor from the Shastras, nov [rom [usts.

HE PRINCESS YASHODHARA
 started in her sleep and awoke in the
early hours of the morning with an
uneasy fecling of fear. She leapt from
her couch and ran to Siddhartha’s
chamber, calling to him, but the Prince was not
there. She ran out into the hall and quickly waking
up the dancers and the musicians, asked them if
they had seen the Prince. They went from room
to room and from chamber to chamber, calling out
to him and looking for him everywhere, but he was
nowhere to be found.

The attendants went quickly to the palace of the
King, and informed him that Prince Siddhartha
was missing. King Suddhodana came with haste, not
cven waiting to throw a cloak round his shoulders.
The palace guards were sent for and questioned, but
none had seen Siddhartha leave the premises. ° He
must have wandered out into the city,” said the
King. ‘Close the city gates and search every
nook and comer for the Prince,’ commanded King
Suddhodana. ° Hurry, tor there i1s no time to be
lost.” The soldiers and the guards went out into
the city looking for the Prince in every street and
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mn every house. The news of the disappearance of
Siddhartha soon spread like wild-fire, and the people
all joined in the search. But, nowhere, could they
find the Prince.

Now, Channa the charioteer, weary and with
faltering steps, approached Kapilavastu. His head
was bowed with grief, and in his hands he carried the
jewels worn by Siddhartha. The guards led him to
the King, and when he stood before his monarch,
he related in a broken voice Prince Siddhartha’s
departure into the forest. When King Suddhodana
heard Channa’s words, so great was his grief that
he fainted, and when he came to himself, he called
plteously for his son.

" O, Siddhartha,” he moaned, ‘ my only son, why
were you given to me if you were to be taken away
trom me in this cruel fashion, and when I needed
you most? Ye gods, in what way have I offended
you that you have inflicted this harsh punishment
on me?’

A wail of lamentation was heard in the palace of
the Prince, when the sad news reached the Princess
Yashodhara and the Queen Prajapati. Her hair
dishevelled and her face pale and stained with
tears, the tair Princess clasped her child Rahula to
her breast, and piteous moans escaped her lips,
whilst, by her side, the Queen lay prostrate and
helpless in her grief.

Then putting the babe aside, Yashodhara rose to
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her feet, and said, ‘Since my Lord has left the
luxuries of the palace and now endures the hard-
ships of a hermit’s life, I too have no more use for
these pleasures.” Casting aside her gorgeous robes,
the Princess Yashodhara put on the coarse garment
worn by sanyasis, and from her person she removed
all her jewellery and handed it to her attendants.
She then entered her luxurious chamber and said:
‘ Take away this couch which was my bed, and all
these other lovely things. I have no further use for
them, for, like my Lord, from henceforth, I too
shall sleep on thc hard floor.

The beautiful chamber of the Princess, shorn of
all its furniture and rich rugs, looked bare and cold,
and here, praying and meditating, and cating only
onc meal a day, the fair Princess spent her days
living only for her infant son.

In the mcanwhile deep into the forest went the
Prince. The hard, rocky ground cut his tender fect,
and the thorns scratched his body and made him
blecd. The sun rose high in the sky, and Siddhartha
hot and tired, paused to cat the wild berries of
the forest, and to quench his thirst beside a wood-
land stream.

And then 1t was that the tevil spirit Mara came
to tempt the Prince as he sat by the stream, tired-
and exhausted. The voice of Mara was soft and
pleasant to listen to, and he awakened in the heart
of the Prince memories of his luxurious home, his
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dear father, his devoted wife and his adorable son.

‘O, foolish Prince,” he whispered, ®turn back
home, it 1s still not too late. The life of a mendicant
is not for you. Power and glory can be yours.
The future holds great promise for you. You are
destined to be a mighty King, and your tame will
spread to the four corners of the earth. If you
insist on becoming a sanyasi, here, in this dense
forest, you will live and die and nobody will have
benefited from your sacrifice. On the other hand,
think of the great good you could do to the world
if you became a powerful monarch and ruled wisely
and justly.’

In this manner, Mara talked and 1t 1s true
that his words were most persuasive, but Prince
Siddhartha recognized these promptings as of the
cvil spirit, and turned a deat ear to them, and drove
them out of his heart.

Mara, however, was not to be defeated so casily,
and he waited yet for other chances to tempt the
Prince, and make him fall into sin.

After travelling for a'long time, Siddhartha came
to the beautiful country of Rajagriha. In the
mountains of this kingdom lived a renowned and
respected ascetic by the name of Arata Kalana,
.and 1t was to his ashram that Siddhartha went—
to learn from the great sage the religious truths and
the holy way of life. Arata Kalana and his disciples
ate wild fruits and berries only and slept under
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the trces. And Siddhartha who wished to do the
same, became an inmate of the ashram. Arata
Kalana explained the Vedas and the Upanishads
and interpreted the great philosophies of famous
ascetics.  Siddhartha soon mastered the great sage’s
teachings. And here, in this ashram he became
known, not as Prince Siddhartha but as the disciple,
Gautama.

[t was a custom of the ashram that the disciples
went once a day into the city of Giribaja, the
capital of the kingdom, to ask for alms. Along
with the other disciples went Gautama, and as he
walked from strecet to street with his bowl, the
people of the city noticed his noble bearing and his
cxtraordinary beauty. Never had they beheld a
mcendicant so kingly in his bearing. They went to
their King Bimbisara, and told him that -a mendi-
cant who had the appcarance of a god, had entered
the city, and was going round asking for alms. As
Gautama passed by the palace, King Bimbisara
stepped out onto his balcony to sce who 1t was that
had creatéd such a stir in his city. And when he
bcheld Gautama he too was struck by the mendi-
cant's noble and regal bearing.

The King, along with his attendants, followed
Gautama back to the ashram, and addressed him:
“Why do vou, who are so young and handsome, live
the life of a mendicant?’ he asked. ‘Come with
me for I have no son, and I will make you my heir.’
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Gautama with great humility thanked the King
for his generous words, and said: ‘O King, know
that my father is King Suddhodana. I have alrcady
given up a throne to lead the life of a mendicant,
and I have forsaken the joys of this world for the
simple life in an ashram. I search for peace and
cverlasting happiness and it is in quest of these that
[ wander in this world.’

‘ May your endeavours bear fruit, O noble one,
he said, ‘ and promise me this one request, that you
will return and tell me about your experiences when
you have found what you search for.’

Gautama gave this promise to the King, and
Bimbisara returned disappointed to his palace, but
full of praise for the disciple, Gautama.

Soon after this, Gautama took his leave of Arata
Kalana, and went to another great sage, Uddaka.
I'rom both these masters Gautama acquired much
knowledge and wisdom but their teachings brought
him no nearer the truth—his quest for eternal
Jjoy and peace remained unfulfilled. At times
he was assailed by doubts, and he wondered if he
had sacrificed his wife, his family, and his throne,
for something that did not exist. But these doubts
disappeared when he looked around him, and
saw that Nature did not sufter from the slings
and arrows of fortune in the way that men did.
He was convinced that the trees, the flowers and
thc birds who lived' life gaily, and with delight,
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knew the Divine Sccret which made them con-
tented with their lot on carth.  And watching
the branches waving in the brecze, and the flowers
offering their fragrance to the air, and the chirrup-
ing of birds in the trees, Gautama was determined
to find this sccret.  And he thought of yet another
way of finding 1t

‘I shall go now to the woods and hve by myscll,
and I shall do severe penance, and perhaps by
denying the needs of my bodv and conquering my
desires for the pleasurces of this world, 1 shall discover
the way which will lead mc to cternal truth and
cverlasting happiness.’

And having thought in this manner, Gautama
cntered a densc forest, and when he had gone far
i, he found a strcam, and he decided that he would
stay there, and make that his dwelhing place. e
staved in that spot for six long vears, practising great
severities and penances. He intlicted unimagimable
hardships on himsclt. and soon he became known
far and wide for s austerities.  People came from
all over to see him and marvelled at his endurance.
Five Brahmins, who had been in search of a master,
heard of the great Gautama. and came to the forest.
Never betore had thev seen an ascetic who had so
mastcred his body, and they became his disciples.

As time went by, GGautama increased his penance.
and now he scarcely ate anvthing at all. and he cut
his food down to onc grain of rice or wheat a day.
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He was changed beyond all recognition. His, once
youthful and beautiful body, now became just skin
and, bone. His eyes sank into their sockets. His
cheeks, were shrivelled and hollow like a dried fruit,
and every, rib. and bone of his body could be seen.
He looked like a skeleton, and those who saw him
telt sure that he would soon die. He was so weak
that his legs could not bear the weight of his body,
and the slightest wind knocked him over. One day
as he sat meditating and lost in divine thoughts, he
fainted, and rolled over, and fell by the side of the
stream. His five disciples who were sitting a little
distance away watching him thought that he must
have died, but slowly Gautama camec back to con-
sciousness and managed to crawl to the edge of the
stream and drank a few drops of water which
refreshed him. He then rested his head against the
trunk of a tree which grew by the side of the stream
and as he lay thus, weak and exhausted, he thought
to himself:

“For six years I have denied my body everything
and practised unheard-of penance, for I wished to
master my passions. 1 believed that by doing. so
I would find Divine Peace, but it has not been so.
No man could do greater,penance than I have donc.
Inflicting pain on my body has not brought me any
nearer the truth.” *

And he further thought, ¢ These six years I have
meditated a great deal on the meaning of life and
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I am cven more convinced that what 1 scarch for
is not m vain: belhind all this change and decay
of our world there is a power and a law which 1s
changeless and cternal, and man’s rcal naturc
belongs to this changeless Principle. - And this too
I know that by hurting my body and inHicting pain
on mysclf I cannot find this Principle. The men
who do this believe that by doing so thcy cnsure for
themsclves the happiness of hcaven after their death.
But I have scen in the coursc of my meditations
and penances that the pleasures of heaven too are
not cvcerlasting and permanent—I have no usc
for these pleasurcs. 1 scarch for the permanent
happiness and peacc that 1 know cxists somewhere,
and till T have found that I shall not rest, nor be
bought oft by lesser joys.’

Now, nearby this forest, lived a young woman by
the namc of Sujata. Sujata had made a promisc
to the trce spirit of the forest that if she should
marry a worthy husband, and her first-born child
should be a son, every year she would make an
oftering to the-divinity, of a milk dish prepared from
the mulk of 80 cows, which had been nounshed on
thc milk of 1000 cows.

It was now the time of the vear for Sujata to
makc her oftering.  Whilst preparing the dish;
Sujata noticed that all the signs were most auspi-
cious. The fire burned without a flicker, and as
thc milk bubbled and frothed not a drop spilt over.
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Rice-offering

When the dish was recady, Sujata poured it into a
colden bowl and covered 1t with a cloth of gold.
Then, she sent her maid-servant, Punna, to go and
prepare the place under the tree near the stream
where every vear she left the offtering. Punna obey-
ing her mistress’ instructions went down to the
stream and grcat was her surprise when she saw
Gautama lying on that very spot, his head
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resting against the trec-trunk.  She ran back and
told her mistress that the trce-spirit himself had
come-to receive the offering.  Sujata was overjoyed
at the news. ‘lI'ake these jewels of mine, Punna,
she said, ¢ for you have brought me good news and
henceforth you will be like my daughter, and not
my scrvant any longer.’

Quickly Sujata adorned herself in beautiful orna-
ments and clothes and taking the golden bowl went
down into the forest.

When she saw Gautama sitting under the tree, she
rcalized that he was not the Trec-Spirit, but a holy
man. Doing obeisance to him, she offered him
the food in the bowl. Gautama accepted Sujata’s
offering, and after blessing her, ate the food.

Now the five disciples of Gautama who sat a little
distance away and who had given him up for dead
saw him cat the food offered by Sujata, and they
said amongst themselves:

“The ascetic Gautama has weakened in his high
resolves, and has fallen into temptation by accepting
the food offered by this woman. We have no use
for such a weak master, and no longer shall we be
his disciples.’

And saying this they departed, and took the way
to the city of Banaras, where they dwelt, leading a
rehgious life. Gautama ate the food that Sujata
had prepared, and when the bowl was empty he
threw it into the stream saying:
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‘If I am to become the Buddha, may this bowl
float on the waters, and be carried upstream, and,
lo and behold, the golden bowl floated for a while
on the surface of the water, and then 1t ascended
upstream with great speed. It then dropped into
a whirlpool which dragged it down to the bottom
of the Universe where it fell clattering against the
bowls of the other Buddhas-who-had-been. And
the sound of it banging against these sent reverbera-
tions throughout the world.

Refreshed and strengthened by Sujata’s offering,
Gautama stood up and slowly walked to a Bodhi
tree nearby. He gathered some grass and spread
it under the tree and sitting down on 1t he said:
"1 shall not arise from this place until I have
attained supreme knowledge 6f the Law.’

And, saying this, he went into meditation. The
divine spirits heard his words, and they rejoiced, and
celebrated in the heavens. The air was filled with
sweet sounds and divine: music, and flowers rained
over the Bodhi tree. .

Mara, the evil spirit, also heard these words, and
became really afraid that Gautama would become
the Buddha, and destroy his empire of darkness and
ignorance and suffering. He tried to waken in the
heart of Gautama thoughts of his life as Prince
Siddhartha, and memories of his family who waited
for his return. And when these failed to lure
Gautama from his meditations he offered to make
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him into a powerful monarch whose sway would
extend to the whole world. But, once again,
Gautama brushed aside these thoughts, and defeated
Mara. Failing in all these endeavours to tempt
Gautama, Mara now decided to wage a war against
him, and kill him. First, he raised a terrible storm
which uprooted trees and blew away houses, but
when these furious winds lashed against the Bodhi
tree, they lost their violence and gently blew around
Gautama. Next, Mara hurled enormous rocks and
boulders at Gautama but as these struck him they
became changed into blossoms.

Mara then assembled his terrifying army of
hideous demons and evil spirits who released a
vollev of arrows, missiles, and deadly weapons on
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