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The Holy Life

The Backdrop

The society in which Gautam Buddha was to be born was
simple, peaceful ancient society, where, neither politics nor the
dispensation of justice, except on rare and sensational occasions,
were of any very great interest to the ordinary citizens. Indeed,
they were glad to leave the conduct of government to their betters
and to be left in peace to pursue their proper occupations. For
excitement, there were all sorts of amusements available. There
were the temples where the contrite and conscientious congregated
daily at fixed hours to pray and offer sacrifices for the redemption
and elevation of their souls. Gamblers flocked into the public
gambling hall, and in the oracular rattle of the dice, and the tense
expectancy of the game, found a satisfying substitute for the
Good, the True, and the Beautiful.

There were the opportunities for venal love, with its promise
of pulsating bliss for those whose inclinations were of a less
abstract nature. In the evenings, usually after a much-needed
hygienic treatment at the hot-baths, mystics desirous of curing the
ills of the soul through ministrations of the body made their way
to the quarters inhabited by the priestesses of Venus. There, in the
tortuous friction of flesh against flesh, the separate entities of a
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four-dimensional universe struggled to cast off the burden of their
solitude; forgetting in their momentary abandonment the
distinctions between Prakriti and Purusha, between Being and
Non-Being, between the Casual and the Accidental, between the
Eternal and the Transient.

Ancestors of Buddha

Sujata, the chief of the Shakyn chan used to rule in Saketa,
the present Ayodhya; because the Shakyas used to rule from this
place for generations, it was known as Saketa. Due possibly to the
conquest of their territory by the Ikashakus, who renamed Saketa
as Ayodhya, the Shakyas were driven northwards to Kasi-Kosala.
But there too they could not settle long in peace. They were
pushed further north in Saketavana, and there on the sloping hills
of the Hymalayas they occupied a track of land about 2500 square
miles in extent. And they had as their neighbours the Koli clan
who were also pushed north like them. The Rohini river which
used to supply water to the rice fields of these clans for irrigational
purposes, was their boundary. The Shakyas selected the hermitage
of the sage Kapila as the centre of their capital and they built a
town and called it Kapilavastu. The Kolis had Devadha as their
capital, and these towns were 11 miles distant from each other.

The Shakyas used to select one of them as their a and they
called him Raja. It depended on the choice of the electors of the
clan whether it would be for a few years, life time or hereditary.
Any way it was revokable if the clan chose it. Sujata’s son was
Opur who settled with the clan in Kapalivastu. Opur’s son was
Nipur, and Nipur’s son was Ulkamukha. And Ulkamukha’s son
was Jayasena. Jayasena, had a son Sinhahanu and a daughter
Yashodhara who was married to Anjana, son of Devadaha of Koli,
and Anjana’s sister Kanchana was married to Sinhahanu.
Sinhahanu by Kanchana had four sons,—Suddhodana, Dhantadan,
Suklodan and Amritodan, and had two daughters, Amita and
Piamita. Anjana by Yashodhara had two sons—Suparbuddha and
Dandapani, and two daughters—Maya and Gautami Prajapati.
Both the sisters—Maya and Gautami Prajapati—daughters of
Anjana, were married to Suddhodhana. Suddhodhana through
Maya had his son Siddhartha Gautam—the Baddha, and though
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Gautami Prajapati—Nanda. Amita, sister of Suddhodana was
married to Suprabuddha, and they had a son Devadatta.
Dandapani had a daughter known by three names—Yashodhara,
Subhadhara Kanchana and Gopa ‘Siddhartha, Gautam the Buddha
was married to Yashodhara, and had a son Rahula. Suddhodana’s
brother Suklodana, had two sons—Ananda and Davadatta.
Another brother Amritadana had two sons—Mahanama and
Anuruddha—and a daughter Rohini. Dhotodana’s son was
Bhadraka who became the head of the Shakyas after Mahanama.
Mahanama became the head after Sudhodhana’s death.

Raja Suddhodana was the elected chief of the Shakya leaders
who were 80 thousand in number and all of them were called
Rajas. Raja was the title of any of the clan leaders, who was
associated with the management of the state affairs. When there
was a dispute over the water supply of the Rohini river between
the Shakyas and the Kolis, while trying to settle it amiably, Buddha
addressed all the assembled leaders as Mahara. Vaishali had 7777
chiefs and all of them were called Ganaraja, and each one had a
hand in the management of the state administration, and before
he could be consecrated in his office, he had to take a bath in the
auspicious tank. Vaishali was prosperous for 7777 Rajas were
always united and devoted to their duties. Vaishali was surrounded
by three ram parts and three water towers. When Kosala King
desiring to marry a Shakya Princess sent an emissary to
Kapilavastu, all the Shakya leaders were assembled in Hall
(Santagar) for consultation. According Lichchhirika, Yrijika,
Mallaka, Mudroka, Kukura, Kuru, Panchala and others had the
title of a Raja.

Buddha’s Parentage

Suddhodana was a very popular president of the Shakya clan.
He was loved, esteemed and respected by all for his sense of duty,
virtue and honesty. His Queen consorts—Maya and Gautami
Prajapati—were not only very beautiful, they were also very noble-
hearted and generous. Though they were co-wives, they had no
rivalry, but worked together in harmony and cooperation. But
they had one regret in their hears, They were: childless. Maya
Devi was now 45 years old, and her sister was only younger to
her by one year. In the mid-summer festival of Ashari Purnima,
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there used to be a great carnival in Kapalavastu, commencing
seven days previous to the full-moon day. It was the Rain-festival,
for on rain depended the prosperity and happiness of the people;
so the spontaneous public rejoicings. In the merriments the rich
and the poor, men and women, all joined. There used to be
dancings, singings, sports, athletic displays and amusements, feasts
and drinkings. There used to be illuminations at night. The city
was decorated. Even the poorest couples wearing safflower-
coloured garments and covering their upper parts with another,
wearing garlands, used to go together to the festivities, putting
arms round each other shoulders. Professional athletes used to
show their wonderful feats. There used to be tricky dances on
ropes hung on bamboo poles and on bamboos. Spectators gazed
with surprise and wonder at the magicians who apparently
swallowed sharp swords. Itinerant traders used to display
various kinds of tempting wares. But the most attractive part
of the was that of drinking like- that of Greek Dionysia or
Roman Bacchanlia. And with hard drinking, there was gaiety,
hilarity and voluptuous origies.

The multitude were enjoying the feast And Queen Maha-
Maya abstaining from strong drinks and brilliant with garlands
and perfumes, took part in the festivities for the six days previous
to the full-moon in 625 BC. And when it came to the full-moon,
she rose early, bathed in perfumed water. And decked in gala
attires, she ate of the choicest foods. After nightfall, when the
crowd dispersed with a drizzling shower, Maya Devi after the
day’s fatigue was in her retiring room and reposing on her couch
and singing in rapturous heart in her sweet melody—O how
pretty the heavenly nectar is falling! Suddhodana who was also
nearby listening to her charming tune, came and laying near her,
stroke her locks and was caressing her. As if from ecstasy she
awoke, outstretched her arms round her husband’s neck in a
voluptuous abandon. And for long they were interlocked in lover’s
embrace. Never before Maya Devi experienced such intense
libidinous pleasure. And soon she relaxed and slumbered.

The Dream

Maha Maya awoke in the morning with a dream that a white
elephant, plucking a white lotus with his silvery trunk, was striking
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on her right side and seemed to enter her womb, and she told
about this dream to her husband. Suddhodana caused sixty-four
eminent Brahmins to be summoned, and spread costly seats on
ground, festively prepared with green leaves, Dalbergia flowers
and so forth. The Brahmins being seated, he filled gold and silver
dishes with the best milk porridge compounded with ghee, honey
and treacle, and covering these dishes with others, made likewise
of gold and silver, he gave the Brahmins to eat. But not only with
food but with other gifts, such as new garments, tawny cows and
so forth, he satisfied them completely. And when their every
desire was satisfied, he told them the dream, and asked them
what would come of it. “Be not anxious, great King,” said the
Brahmins. “A child has planted itself in the womb of the Queen,
and it is a male child and not a female. You will have a son”.

Great was the rejoicing in the household. And the court
physician frequently visited her to give her advice on her food
and toilet. And during the Kartik Purnima festival, Prajapati also
conceived. And consequently Suddhodana was in good humour.
In the tenth month of Maya’s pregnancy, Maya Devi did not; feel
well, and she was restless she said to Suddhodana: “I should like
to visit my kinsfolk in their city, Devadaha”: “So be it”, said the
King, and from Kapilavastu to the city of Devadaha, he had the
road made even, and garnished it with, plantain trees, set in pots,
and with banners and streamers; and seating the Queen in a
palanquin borne by a number of men, he sent her away in a great
pomp. Now between the two cities and belonging to the inhabitants
of both, there was a pleasure-grove of Sala trees, called Lumbini
grove. And at this particular time (Vaishaki Purnima), this grove
was one mass of flowers from the ground to the topmost branches,
while amongst the branches and flowers hummed, swarms of
bees, and flocks of various kinds of birds flew warbling sweetly.

Birth of a Great Son

The Queen became desirous of disporting herself therein, and
the courtiers therefore took her there into. And going to the foot
of a Sala tree she seized hold of a flowering branch, and
immediately her pains came upon her. Thereupon the people
hung a curtain about her and retired. Soon after the attending
nurse announced that a son had been born, but the Queen was
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semiconscious. Then one of Maya’s maids rushed to Suddhodana
and joyously shouted to him: “Lord, a son has been born to you,
who will bring glory to your house”. Suddhodana did not say
anything but his face brightened with joy, indicating his happiness.
And after receiving further details, he had the birth of the sou
announced in the city. Then he accompanied by many Shakyas
and Brahmins went to the Lumbini grove. There he found
assembled many inhabitants of both the cities rejoicing. And the
King inclining towards the child, said, “as he has fulfilled my
desire, I shall call him Siddhartha.” Then in a palanquin
accompanied by many inhabitants of both the cities, the mother
and the child were brought to Kapilavastu.

Now it came to pass at that time Asita (Kala) Devala, who
was an intimate friend of Suddhodhana, practised in the eight
stages of meditation, went after his daily meal, and in his rounds,
heard that a son had been born to his friend, and in haste entered
the dwelling, and having seated himself on the seat assigned to
him, he said—”Great King, I hear that a son has been born to you.
I would see him.” Then the King had the Prince magnificently
dressed and brought in.: “Marvellously glorious will be this child;
he has all the marks of greatness of a great King or a great Buddha.

Early Childhood

On the fifth day they bathed the baby’s head, sayings. “We
will perform the choosing a name for him.” And they prepared
the royal palace by annointing it with 4 kinds of perfumes and
by scattering Dalbergia blossoms and other flowers—five sorts in
all. And making some porridge of whole rice grains boiled in milk,
they invited one hundred and eight Brahmins— men who had
mastered the three Vedas. And having seated these Brahmins in
the royal palace, and fed them with delicate food and showed
them every attention, they asked them to observe the marks and
characteristics of the Prince and to’ prophesy his future. Among
the hundred and eight, Kama, Dhaja, Laksmana, Mamtri,
Kondanna, Bhoja, Suama and Sudatta were the same Brahmin
fortune-tellers who had interpreted the dream of the night of
conception. Seven of these raised two fingers each and gave a
double interpretation, saying if a man possessing such marks
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continue in the household, he becomes a universal monarch; if he
retire from the world, he becomes it Buddha.

The Prince was named Siddhartha with auspicious ceremonies.
But in the midst of all rejoicings, one event saddened everybody.
High fever was burning in Maya Devi, and no medicine could
cure her. And she had often delirious ecstatic exclamations about
the future of her baby. On the seventh day, clasping her baby and
pointing it to her sister, her restless feverish body reposed in
eternal slumber. Prajapati nursed her step-son with more love,
affection and tender care than her own son Nanda who was born
six months after him. And even Siddartha grew up into a brilliant
youth, without knowing that Prajapati was not his own mother,
and Nanda was not his own brother. And both of them used to
grow together in playful merriments. They were very fond of
dolls made of wood, but with such dexterity they were made that
they appeared to be natural objects. They had small doll elephants,
gazelles, horses, cows and chariots for their playthings.

Education and Training

At the age of eight Siddhartha and Nanda were sent to
Upadaya (preceptor) Vishvamitra with adequate fees. There
Siddhartha quickly learnt the art of writing. Then be studied the
Vedas, astronomy, grammar, etymology, metre, prosody, Sankhya,
Yoga, Vaisesik, antiquities, history, economics, logic and the
Vrihaspati, system of philosophy (atheistic); from astronomer
Shakya Arjuna, he studied mathematics until he attained the age
of 19. Now on a certain day the King celebrated the Sowing
Festival. On that day they used to decorate the whole city, and
all the slaves and other servant would put on new tunica; and
perfumed and garlanded, they would assemble together at the
King’s palace where a thousand ploughs were assembled. On this
occasion, there were one hundred and eight ploughs, all save one,
ornamented with silver, as were also the reins for the oxen and
the crossbars of the ploughs. But the plough that was held by the
King was ornamented with red gold as also the horns, the reins
and the goad of the oxen. And the King issued forth with a large
retinue, taking his sons with him. In this the King, the ministers,
patriarchs and cultivators—all joined with great jubilations. But
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Siddhartha felt it was a cruel sight. In the burning sun the farmers
were goading the innocent oxen with lashes. Instead of joining the
festival he was sitting pensively under the dense shade and foliage
of a solitary rose-apple tree. The Shakyas began to complain, and
there was a discussion about him: “Siddhartha is wholly given
over to ease, and is not training himself in any manly arts. What
would he do if war were to occur!” The King sent for Siddhartha
and said: “My child, your relatives are saying that you are not
training yourself, but are wholly given over to ease. Now what
do you think we had best to do?” “Father, let the crier go about
the City, beating the drum to announce that I will show my
proficiency to my relatives in the tournament on the seventh day
from now.”

Proficiency Proved

Dandapani also announced by beats of drums that his daughter
Yashodhara aged 16, a girl renowned for her beauty and would
select, as her husband the victor of the contests, whether he is
Kshatriya or not. There was a big tournament on the parade
ground which lasted for 5 days, and debating for two days in the
Assembly Hall, in which all the Shakya and Koli youths
participated, and all the patriarchs assembled to cheer, encourage
and to criticise as well as the matrons and maidens to cheer their
respective heroes,— all dressed in coloured garments, and
garlanded and perfumed, in their finest embellishments. It was
a jolly crowd, vociferous and merry-making.

The first day was devoted to archery. Three gold figurines of
girls were suspended through silvern threads behind an iron plate
with three corresponding holes not larger than a beak of a duck,
The iron plate was nailed on sala poles about 64 hands from the
platform. There were 480 contestants. They had leather knapsacks
suspended on their backs containing:. horned bows and iron-
tipped arrows. The arrow heads that could not hit the marks fell
down on the ground, with a bang, being deflected by the iron
plate, and the crowd jeered, Three at a time tried. But all failed,
at last Devadatta succeeded to snapping a silvern thread and win
a prize, and loud was the cheer. Then Siddhartha rose and tried,
and snapped another silver thread, and he received a gold figurine
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of a dream-beauty, and louder still was the resounding cheer. The
crowd dispersed for the day talking and gesticulating. Next day
was the wrestling match. The parade ground was crowded to
overflowing. The public took keener interests than on the previous
day. There were 160 contestants. Finally Siddhartha and Devadatta
remained good rivals. The issue remained undecided. The trophy
of the day was a gold statuette of two wrestlers, and it remained
the state possession. The third day was devoted to Fencing with
both swords and clubs, the contestants wearing their iron armours
and hanging swords in the sheathes on their left side. Siddhartha
did not take any part in it, thinking it was a barbarous inhuman
sport. Many were wounded.

But Devadatta was the victor of the day and entertained every
one with his marvellous skill and dexterity. The fourth day was
the day of the Horse-Race for seven miles (Yoyanas), and there
were 80 contestants. Siddhartha’s marvellous speed and his skill
in managing his horse received the praise even of the veteran
horsemen, and he got the trophy of a gold statuette of a rider. The
fifth day was the last day of the sports, and it was devoted to
chariot race. There were 64 contestants. In this as in horse race,
Siddhartha outdistanced all his rivals, and for his surprising
dexterity, he was declared the best charioteer, and he received the
thundering applause of the spectators and a small gold chariot
as his trophy. On the sixth, day the Assembly Hall was full with
the elite of the two The subject was music and poetry.

There were 96 contestants. Many youths and maidens recited
the poems of their compositions to melodious tunes, but
Siddhartha’s poems were judged to be the best; and he received
a gold statuette of Shravasthi as his prize. The next day was the
last, but the most important day. For on this day Yashodhara
would choose the Victor as her husband in her Svayambara –
marriage. Actually there were two formidable claimants for her
hand and heart—valiant and daring Devadatta, her first cousin,
her father’s brother Suprabuddha’s son and possible successor to
the throne of the Kolis of Deyadaha; and the charming and eloquent
Siddhartha, possible successor to the throne of Kapalivastu. Other
youths also came with throbbing hearts, for in love hope is seldom
lost, and is like an intoxicating beverage where the appetite
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increases with drinking. Youths came with brilliant headdresses
and grey-coloured apparels, perfumed and garlanded. Matrons
and maidens came in their finest attires. Patriarchs came in neat
and clean dress, dignified serious, but cheerful and talkative.
Many Brahmins came, including some distinguished scholars. In
the first sessions there were discussions on logic, in which
Devadatta seemed to have excelled. In handwriting Siddhartha
was the best, and Vishvamitra was the judge. In mathematics
Shakya Arjuna was the judge, and Siddhartha stood first. In the
session when Devadatta focused on Ethics and Morals, there, was
very little apprecintion; but when Siddhartha made remarks by
saying that Sympathy and Love are really the essence of Ethics
and Morals, they are more than virtues; they are the perennial
fountains which not only quench the thurst of the restless seekers
after divinity, do also promote the individual as will as the collective
happiness, welfare and prosperity; there was loud burst of
thundering applause, and Siddhartha received a gold statuette of
a preceptor from the hands of Vishvamitra.

Marriage

Yashodhara attired in two safflower coloured flowing
garments, her wavy black hair dressed in the form of a bow with
white flowers, from her right hand hanging a garland of well
scented flowers strung thorough a thin gold thread and heart-
shaped knobs, rushed to, accompanied by some or her friends,
where Devadatta, Siddhartha and others were sitting, when
Devadatta thinking that it was for him, rose to receive it, but to
his discomfiture, she put it round the neck of Siddhartha.
Siddhartha with a happy smile, his face radiating with joy, clasped
Yashodhara’s hands, pulled out a precious ring from his own
finger, and gave it to her. She hesitated to accept it. “Should I take
it?”. “Why not, it belongs to me.” “But you are depriving yourself
to give it to me.” “What of that!” “And there was excellent rejoicing.
Gautami Prajapati was the first to bless them. Then Suddhodhan,
and after him Dandapani, and they embraced each other. Many
others followed them, including Amrita, mother of Devadatta and
sister of Suddhadana, who in her heart of hearts—longed to have
Yashodhara to be his son’s. Soon after, marriage took place with
a great pomp and show. Siddhartha became cheerful and gay. He
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lost his habitual pensive mood and his introspective habits. He
found Yashodhara infinitely more interesting than his studies. He
was 19 and she was 16. Love shrouded their lives with a sweet
aroma and intoxicating charms.:. Nature became with them more
lovely than ever before. Flowers, birds, trees, running waters,
even the passing clouds had a romantic meaning for them now
which they did not feel before. It was a beautiful spring morning.
There was zephyr — soothing and refreshing. Under a wooden
pavilion on the lake in the park upon polished stone pavements,
Siddhartha was sitting, Yoshodhara, laying her head on his lap,
was reclining herself. The sun was rising in the east, flashing the
surrounding sky with radiant colours. The snowy peaks of the
Himalayas catching the morning rays of the rising, sun looked like
heaps of molten gold in the western sky—resplendent and
luminous. Siddhartha and Yoshodhara were gasing at the sight
as if it was a feast for their eyes. Their attention was diverted by the
chirping noise of a flock of wild duck that was flying on the horizon.

Suddenly a duck fell on the bank of the lake with an agonising
sound, not far off from where Siddhartha was sitting. Siddhartha
let loose the fingers of the left hand of Yashodhara he was holding
with his right hand, and gently laying aside her head on a soft
cushion made of his upper garment, he rushed to the place where
the bird was lying. He found the white breast of the bird tinged
red with blood, and there was an arrow head stuck in it. He pulled
but the arrow head, washed the wound with the cold water, and
with his careful nursing the bird revived. He even struck the
arrow head into the tip of his own finger to find out how he would
feel, and few drops of gentle tears like liquid pearl rolled down
his cheeks for the suffering bird. Yashodhara was also helping
Siddhartha in his nursing, though she remonstrated against hurting
his own finger, Devadatta soon after appeared on the scone, and
demanded the bird as the shot of his unerring mark. Siddhartha
said: “I will not surrender this bird to you, because by my nursing
I have saved its life; I have thereby acquired right over it. If your
arrow-shot would have killed it outright, then certainly it would
have been yours.” Devadatta retorted: “You are given over to ease
and pleasures of life. You know nothing of Kshatriya’s Mrigaya
(hunting) code of honour. A Kshatriya can not give up his own
kill to others without losing self-respect and public esteem which
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is more than his life”. “But you want to eat it; there will be plenty
of fowls and venison for your dinner. After it is strong enough
I shall allow it to fly away to its nest to enjoy its freedom”. “But
you are talking sentimental stuff like a female. After your marriage
you have become like your wife.” Yashodhara’s face became
crimson. But she did not say anything. Devadatta hurried away
threatening that he would bring it to the notice of the Assembly
for its decision. Siddhartha smilingly took Yasodhora’s hands, led
her to their residence with the duck. Next Thursday evening there
was a discussion in the Assembly as to the ownership of the bird.
Both Devadatta and Siddhartha explained their positions. The
elders decided after, deliverations: “A creature belongs to one
who saves its life. Siddhartha has saved its life, so he is entitled
to it.”

Siddhartha and Yashodhara used to go to the park every day
in their chariot. There they enjoyed the lotus blooming in the
rippled lake, birds singing from trees to trees, butterflies and
insects sauntering from flowers to flowers, rambling in the wooded
glens, and gasing steadfastly in clear sun-lit day at the silvery
white snow-clad peaks after peaks of the vast and stupendous
Himalyan ranges, and the interplay of light and shade of them.
They took their picnics there. Now it was an autumn evening.
There was a little melancholy sadness in the air at the parting of
the summer. Many trees were shedding their leaves, looking like
weeping widows bereft of their ornaments. Yashodhara too did
not feel well, for she was pregnant. But she kept her usual habits
in order to keep her husband’s company, so that she could forget
her own physical discomforts. This evening she felt tired.
Siddhartha too had been drinking the cups of pleasures to the
dregs, and with the satiation there was depression and ennui.
Enchantment of novelty wears off with familiarity. This is the
natural psychological reaction. And it brings introspection of the
soul. They were driving back home in the evening. Darkness was
gradually thickening. There was a little cold crispness in the air.
It was being intensified by a slight shower and wind. Siddhartha
was observing that many poor, sick, crippled and old were
hurriedly seeking shelter from the inclement weather. Siddhartha
asked his charioteer Chhandaka if there was any remedy for these
ills. The charioteer said: “No, with wealth there will be poverty;
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with organic life there will be sickness, old age and death. This
is inevitable. Therefore it is wise to ignore them.” “No, by ignoring
them, you do not eliminate them. If everyone has equal right and
opportunity to acquire and enjoy wealth, there will be no rich and
the poor. There will be health. With care and attention to the body
and the functioning of its organs, no sickness or senility needs to
be corollary to health.” “But pleasure and pain, health and sickness
go together. We cannot understand one without the other. We
only know them by contrasts.” “Not necessarily so.. Pleasure is
the physiological sensation of the well-being of the body, and
mind find their proper functionings. Sickness is due to accidental
factors, which can be cured or removed by good physicians, It is
simply a question of knowing things in their true perspective and
applying the principles in practical life”. Yashodhara said little,
but was listening to the arguments of her husband and his comrade.
They have frequented this road so often. They have seen the poor,
the sick, the old from their childhood. It is such a common
occurrence. It never before intruded on their mind like an arrow-
thrust with such an uneasy feeling. While riding together
Siddhartha and Yashodhara were absorbed in each other’s look
and thoughts like a seductive intoxication, and they ignored the
universe outside.

Process of Thinking

Siddhartha returned home, but the thought was still brewing
in his mind how to conquer disease, sickness and old age, the
scourge of all human beings. After taking his refreshments he
retired, but he could not enjoy the refreshing sleep. The thought
was agitating his mind like a fever that rages from within. Nest
morning after the usual salutation, Yashodhara, seeing her husband
brooding and depressed, said to him: “Beloved, why do you look
so sad today?” “Dear, you are the source of my joy and pleasures;
you delight and enliven me. But behind it is the cancerous
tormenting pain that this sensuous joy is but temporary. Disease,
senility and death stand in the way of our everlasting union and
happiness.” “But did not our charioteer wisely say that it is better
to overlook the concomitant evils of life. Why not let us enjoy life
as long as we can!’’ “But man is a thinking being, and not an
animal. He wants to avoid evils if he can.” “Every human being
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is subject to disease, old age and death; only Gods can avoid
them.” “Then I shall be a God.” Yashodhara became anxious
about the demeanour of her husband, and said: “Shall we not go
to the park today?” And soon they started. Yashodhara tried to
divert her husband’s mind from those ugly corroding thoughts
with all her feminine arts of coquetry. But Siddhartha was never
again the same gay singing bird as before. He did many things
almost mechanically as his customary habit so that Yashodhara
would not take any offence, but he began to loose interests in
them. Siddhartha was engrossed with the problems of human
deliverance, from the painful bondage of poverty, sickness, senility
and death. If he could only find its solution, then all human
miseries would be over. As Yashodhara’s pregnancy advanced,
she could not accompany Siddhartha in his daily drive to and
walks in the Park. Yashodhara’s soulful love and winning smiles
acted as an antidote to Siddhartha’s brooding melancholy thoughts.
But without this sobering influence, the solution of the deliverance
of man from his bonds of misery became his all-consuming passion.

Thus, days, weeks and months passed. Instead of time giving
a brake to the momentum, it rather became more accelerated.
Passion became almost a frenzy. One evening Siddhartha was in
the park. At that time news was brought to Suddhodana that
Yashodhara had given birth to a son. He at once sent a messenger
to his son with this happy announcement. Siddhartha was very
glad to know that Yashodhara had given birth to a son without
any mishap, but uttered with a sigh: “An impediment (Rakuta) has
been born, a fetter has been born.” While Siddhartha was driving
back to his residence, accompanied by a joyous multitude in a
procession, one Kisa Gautami, a Kshatria maiden, ascended the
roof of her dwelling to ‘ find out what the noise was about, and
seeing the splendid body and happy face of Siddhartha, burst
forth into the song of joy:—”Full happy now mother is, full happy
now that father is, full happy now that woman is who owns this
lord so glorious.” Siddhartha thought: “Am I really happy? It
behoves me to quit the household life and to retire from this world
in quest of the true happiness. I will send this lady a teacher’s fee.”
And loosing from his neck a pearl necklace he sent it to Kisa
Gautami. And great was her satisfaction at this, for she thought:
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“Prince Siddhartha has fallen in love with me, and has sent me a
present.” When Siddhartha reached home, a beautiful baby was there.

Change of Path

After a few days, when Yashodhara was still convalescent.
Siddhartha saw his father, and with usual salutation told him:
“Consent to the proposal I shall make; please do not oppose it.
I want to follow religious life, — the path of deliverance. I have
made this decision, father.” Suddhodhana became pensive, and
after a minute’s hesitation said: “Son, give up the idea. Time has
not yet come for you to take to a religious life. Youth is a period
of colourful imaginations and volatile thoughts. Its restless
yearnings without the background of, practical experience and
wisdom lack maturity of judgement. To load an austere ascetic
life during youth would be a great error. You have not yet
experienced the pleasures of life; before they have been fully
enjoyed, your soul would restlessly yearn for them consciously
or subconciously. And your firm resolutions would frustrate
themselves before the privations and hardships for which your
body and mind are unaccustomed. I have grown old. It is for me
to lead a religious life. I abdicate my position to your favour. You
have got a family. They need you. Enjoy the pleasures of life as
long as you can. Then you can be a hermit which is; natural”. “But
father, how can we enjoy life while sickness, senility and death
mock at our face?” “But do we not eat rice, because it is covered
within husks? Do we not take the juice of the sugar cane for it
is enclosed in fibres? Do we not enjoy the lotus-buds though the
roots of them are covered with slime? Sickness and senility can
be overcome by rational living. Man dies but once in his life, but
he lives years which he can enjoy. My son, do not talk like a child.
They are not problems at all. They have been in existence since
creation. Be a man. Assert your right in this world, and learn to
enjoy it”. Siddhartha remained silent, but was not convinced.

Next day was a rainy day. Siddhartha did not stir out.
Yashodhara was sitting near her husband, having the baby on her
lap. Siddhartha hesitatingly broached out the subject to his wife:
“Now you have got a boy, I hope you would not mind if I become
a recluse”. “But how can I live without you”? “Why, you have



17The Holy Life

said that you could sacrifice your life for my happiness.” “If I were
a crystal you could see through whether what I said was true or
not. But when a mother opposes her child’s whims which might
cause him harm, does she love him less or more? You are not
accustomed to a life of privations. How would you stand it?
Beloved have I offended you any way? Are you angry with me?
Do not say any more about the religious life. It hurts me.” And
she began to sob. Tears rolled down, her cheeks like molten pearls.
Her tears moved Siddhartha more than her arguments. And he
remained silent.

Then one day Siddhartha approached Prajapati Gautami
saying: “Mother, I want to be a recluse.” “Why, what madness
has overtaken you, my son I heard it also from your father, and
I thought his arguments had convinced you of its futility. How
can I your old mother, your old father, Yashodhara and her
newborn babe live without you?” “But you will have everybody
else. Nanda will look after you, father, Yashodhara and Rahula”.
She began sobbing, and clasping his head with her arms, and
folding him into her bosom, said: “Before I saw you, the world
was meaningless and empty for me; I did not know how to kill
my time.

But when I held your tiny body within my arms, gazed at
your transparent eyes, looked at your smiling face, when your
velvety hands and face touched my face, and I heard prattlings
from your twittering lips, the world has become full of interests
and colourful for me. You have given me a new life. With your
meaningless cruel heartless action, now will you snap it away?”

The Renunciation

It was a dark and gloomy night, though it was the Ashari-
Purnima (Full-moon night in July); the sky was overcast with
clouds. Already there were a couple of showers in the evening.
Everything was wet, as if Nature was weeping and shedding its
tears. Siddhartha sat pensive. Some Solution of poverty, sickness,
old age and death must be found. He should try to find it out.
But was he sure that by simply leaving his comfortable home,
influencial position, beloved wife and son, affectionate parents
and dear relatives and friends, in the quest of the unknown, he
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would find out the elixir of life by which Humanity could be
redeemed? But would it not be cowardly not to try it? Was he not
heroic enough to sacrifice his personal comforts for the sake of
suffering man? Was it a good policy to feed the body, but to starve
the soul? No, he would not die every beat of his pulse like a
coward; but in his daring attempt to find out a solution for all,
he would die but once like a hero on the battlefield. Conquest over
Mara (Kama: Desire) is a better achievement than a victory in a
battlefield. No, he was determined to achieve his aim or to perish
in the attempt. Thus, resolved he got up, went to Yashodhara’s
apartment, opened the door of her chamber. Within the chamber
was burning a lamp fed with sweet smelling oil, and Yashodhara
lay sleeping on a couch strewn deep with jasmine and other
flowers, her hand resting on the head of her son. If Yashodhara
is awakened, she would rather die than allow him to leave her.
But would he sneak away like a thief from his own home Would
he not embrace his baby before he would go? “No, if I were to
raise my wife’s hand from the child’s head, she would awake.”
At that time Rahula was seven days old. He stood there for a
moment indecisive, gasing at them. “No, I cannot stand it any
longer. Their looks make me dizzy and irresolute like a strong
drink”. Thus, in a hurry he crossed the corridor and shouted,
“Chhandak, Chhandak, saddle a horse for me.” “But it is a cloudy
night and the weather is inclement.”’ “What of that, the business
is imperative.” Thus, saying he went back to where Yashodhara
was, to have a last look at them. When he, came back to see
whether the horse was saddled and briddled, the full-moon was
shining in the middle of azure blue sky spreading soft silvery
radiance in all directions. Siddhartha mounted the horse and
Chhandaka drove it as fast as the favourite horse Kanthaka could
carry him.

Siddhartha rode a distance of about 30 miles, not stopping till
the morning dawned, and reached the bank of the river Anoma
(illustrious), thus crossing in six hours’ ride the territories of 4
states—Shakya, Kola, Malla, and Maineya. And stopping on the
“river bank, Siddhartha asked Chhandaka: “What is the name of
the river?’’ “Its name is Anoma (illustrious).” “And my retirement
from the world shall be from here,” thus saying, he gave the signal
to his horse with his heels, and the horse crossed the shallow river
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bed of 146 hands, and landed on the opposite bank. Siddhartha,
dismounting and standing on the sandy beach that stretched
away like a sheet of silver, said to Chhandaka after taking off his
ornaments: “My good Chandaka, take these ornaments and
Kanthaka, and go home; I am about to retire from the world.”
Chhandaka replied: “I will also retire from the world, and keep
your company”. “But how then will my father and my relations
know what has become of me unless you go back and tell them?
It is not for you now to be a recluse, go now,” and made him take
the ornaments and the headdress. Then he thought: “These locks
of mine are not suited to a monk. But there is no one to cut the
hair. Therefore, I will cut them off myself with my sword.” And
grasping a scimitar with his right hand, he seized his locks and
cut them off to two-finger breadth in length. And again thinking,
“these garments of mine made of Varanasi cloth are not suited
to a monk” exchanged them with those of a hunter who was
passing the river bank. Then he said to Chhandaka:

“Go and tell my father and my mother that I am well’.
When Chhandaka after much weeping was to mount
the horse, he found that after some snorings the horse
that was lying was dying, and died soon. Chhandaka,
being deserted by his most intimate friend and loosing
his favourite horse, returned to Kapilavastu, weeping
and wailing.

When Suddhodana and Prajapati heard everything from
Chhandaka on his return, they were overwhelmed with sorrow.
When Yashodhara heard it she fell unconscious. When she gained
her consciousness she cut her beautiful looks of which she was
proud, threw all her ornaments away, saying as her dearest thing
had left her she had no use for those decorations which she only
wore to be pleasing to her beloved. When Prajapati met Yashodhara
in such a miserable condition, they wept together.

The Wanderings

Gautam, then became the guest in the hermitage of two
Brahmin nuns—Shakya and Padma—one after the other. Then he
went to the retreat of a Brahmin recluse—Raivata. Thence he
reached the Vaishali— the Licchhavi capital—, where he met the
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famous teacher Arara Kalama, who had 300 disciples and Gautam
joined his school on the Hiranyavati.” Gautam assiduously learnt
all that Arara Kalama taught him. After his learning was finished,
Arara Kalama, being satisfied that Gautam had a vast store of
knowledge, was really earnest, of genuine ascetic tendency with
stoic indifference to pleasures, said to Gautam: “I have taught you
all that I know-You know now as much as I do. I therefore propose
to you that you remain here as my assistant in the school”. But
as Arara Kalama used to teach that personal salvation or liberation
can only be obtained through the acquirements of virtue, and
virtue can be acquired through physical hardships, privations and
sufferings, and then alone the liberated soul enters into Heaven
where he perpetually enjoys all its attendant pleasures, and as
Gautam did not agree with this doctrine, known as Akincha Nyatana
Dharma, he politely declined the tempting offer, and proceeded
towards Magadha.

Gautam settled near the city of Rajagriha on the other side
of the hill. And his fame spread far and wide as a Kshatriya,
learned ascetic, Bimbisara (344-491 BC) hearing of this, one evening
mounted his chariot, started off from the city for the hill, and
reaching it, he walked up to the shade of the tree under which
Gautam was sitting, and addressed him:— “O Recluse, what is
your country, who is your father, who is your mother, and what
is your caste? You appear to be of high birth and learned.” Gautam
replied: “Perhaps, O King, you have heard the name of Kapilavastu,
one of the fine cities. There my father Suddhodhana is the chief
of the Shakya clan. For travelling and leading a religious life. I
have left my parents.” “Blessed be you. An ancient bond of amity
binds both of our families. It is a great pleasure for me to have
seen you. Do not stay in this lonely hill. Nor is it necessary that
you should sleep on this hard ground. You have youth and beauty.
You are not accustomed to this hard life. Come to the city. There
I shall find a place for you where you will be comfortable, and
all your necessities would be cared for”. “But Sir, I have left my
beloved parents and Kapilavastu, not for personal comforts, nor
for pleasures of life; only to find a solution of poverty, sickness,
old age and death, and for that I am leading an ascetic wandering
life.” ‘’Body needs nourishment, and senses are insistent, in their
demands’’. “I do not seek the gratification of my senses or of my
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passions, but have retired from the world for the sake of supreme
and absolute enlightenments, great King.” “If you find the solution
of, those great problems, do not forget to give me their benefit —
a friend of the Shakyas”. After saluting Gautam, and wishing him
well, Bimbisara came back to his chariot with his retinue, ascended
his chariot, and returned to Rajagriha.

In a nearby place there was a renowned metaphysical school
having 700 pupils conducted by Rudraka, son of Rama. Gautam
joined it. The cardinal principle of Rudraka’s doctrine was that
Faith, Energy, Good Memory, Concentration of mind and special
knowledge were essential for salvation. It was known as Naiva
Sangana Asangayatam. The liberated soul is beyond the reach of
wisdom or folly. Gautam realised after attending the school for
sometime that mere philosophical discussions were not sufficient,
but personal efforts through ascetic practices and contentment of
mind were imperative to come to a solution of his problems. He
therefore decided to leave the place.

Admiring Gautam’s self-control, spiritual earnestness and
universal brotherly sympathy, Kaundilya, Ashvajita, Bhadriya,
Vashpa and Mahanama, five pupils of Rudraka, followed Gautam,
and became his disciples. Wandering for a while they reached
Gaya Sir (Hill of Gayal) near the place where the Nairanjana and
the Phalgu rivers meet. There he thought: “Unless one has learnt
perfect self-control and is free from all yearnings and longings,
he cannot secure physical and mental contentment, free from
agonising anxiety. As one can not ignite or produce sparks by
frictions of wet woods, but only of dry woods, so one, whose soul
is sunk in anger and malice, greed and envy, can not enkindle
light of can only be produced by one who is free from them.”
While one day Gautam, sitting down with his face to the east in
the shade of the Pandava rock, attempted to eat his meal which
he obtained by begging, his stomach turned, and he felt as if his
inwards were on the point of coming out by his mouth (violent
vomiting). Thereupon in the midst of his distress at that repulsive
food, for he had never before so much as seen such a fare,—he
began to admonish himself, saying: “Siddhartha, although you
were born into a family having plenty to eat and to drink, into
a station in life where you lived on fragrant third season’s rice
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with various dishes of the finest taste and flavours, yet when you
saw a monk clad in garments taken from the rubbish-heap, you
exclaimed, “Oh when shall I be like: him and eat food which I
have begged?” And then you retired from the world, and now
that you have your wish, and have renounced all, what, pray is
this you are doing?” When he had thus-admonished himself, his
disgust subsided, and he ate his meal with his companions.

Then following the bank of the river Nairanjana, Gautam and
his followers reached Uruvilva village. Seeing its sylvan charms
and panorama on the Nairanjana whose water was clear like
crystals (near present Buddha Gaya), they selected this place for
their austere ascetic practices and devotion in which six years
were spent. For six years under the shade of a tree he exposed
himself to the sun, the rain and the wind, and practised austerities
and self-mortitications and privations to such an extent that his
robust health vanished, and his body became simply a skeleton,
in which only his eyes glowed undiminished lustre. He ate only
slight portions of fruits, rice, milk, curds or sweetened mixed
barley and sesame cakes that were left to him by passers-by.

The fame of his austerities and fasting habits, and living on
almost practically nothing spread round Uruvilva like the sound
of a great bell hung in the canopy of the skies. Now, one day, as
he was deep in a trance of suppressed breathing, he was attacked
by violent pains, and he fell senseless to the ground. Now the five
followers who attended on Gautam like servants and did all
manner of service for him, and kept constantly at his beck and
call, thought that their master had died a saint’s death, and when
his death was announced,, large numbers of surrounding villagers
gathered round him to do him the last honour.

But Gautam within a few hours regained his consciousness.
He was extremely emaciated and exhausted. The six girls of the
chief of the village came to this place with milk and rice as an
offering to the dead saint. Finding that he was alive they offered
it to him. Gautam ate the plate of rice and the bowl of milk with
great relish and refreshment to the satisfaction and astonishment
of the spectators. Finding that the saint ate what was given to him,
for six days, these girls brought him different dishes of food.
Gautam gained strength and vitality. And the realisation dawned
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on him now that the six years spent in austerities were like time
spent in endeavour ring to tie the air into knots. And coming to
the decision, “These austerities are not the way to enlightenment,”
he went begging through the village for food and raiment and
lived upon it. Gautam’s 5 disciples who were devoted to him and
at his service thought: “It is now six years that this man has been
performing austerities without being able to attain to omniscience.
And how much less can be expected to do so in future, now that
he has again taken to ordinary material food begged from the
villagers. He has became luxurious and given up the struggle.

For us to look for any benefit to come from that quarter would
be as reasonable as if a man were to imagine he could bathe his
head in a dewdrop. We will have nothing more to do with him.”
With that they took their bowls and robes, and left Gautam, and
going 120 miles north east entered Rishipattana (Varanasi). When
Gautam’s faith was wavering, when he was questioning within
himself whether he was not chasing after the mirage of hope, and
all his efforts and sacrifices were not in vain, and instead of
getting perfect enlightenment and mental harmony, he was
suffering now more mental anguishes, than physical decrepitude,
knowing not what path now to follow, and finding no illuminating
ray to dispel the gloom of his despair, and showing the true
direction which would lead to the solution of his problems for
which he has sacrificed every thing; man holds dear,—power,
position, comforts, devoted charming wife, lovely son, affectionate
parents and faithful relatives — and when he needed most the
personal care and sympathy of his followers to enkindle in him
the dying embers of his faith, he was cruelly deserted by them,
which depressed him very much. Mentally weary, physically
exhausted, hungry and thirsty. Gautam was sitting pensively
facing the rising sun under a banyan tree, waiting for the hour
to go begging. Now at that time there lived in Senari village close
to Uruvilva a girl name Sujata born in a merchant’s family. On
reaching maturity she made a prayer to a certain banyan tree,
saying: “If I get a husband of my choice of equal rank with myself,
and my first-born is a son, I will make a yearly offering to you.”
And wishing to make her offering on the full-moon day of the
month of Visakha, Sujata was preparing milk-rice pudding. When
the cooking was finished, Sujata told her slave-girl Purna to go



24 Gautam Buddha

quickly and to get everything ready at the holy place. To the
surprise of Purna when she went near the banyan tree, she saw
Gautam sitting under its shade, and she became greatly excited,
and exclaimed to Sujata: “Our deity methinks has come down
from the tree today, and has seated himself ready to receive our
offering in person.” Sujata filled a dish with thickly cooked milk-
rice and covered it with another and wrapping it in a cloth, she
adorned herself in all her ornaments, and with the dish on her
head she proceeded to the foot of the banyan tree. As soon as, she
caught sight of Gautam, she was exceedingly overjoyed, supposing
him to be a tree-god, and she kept constantly bowing. And taking
the pot from her’ head, she uncovered it and placed the dish of
milkrice in the hand of Gautam and a vase of flower-scented
water near him. Then Gautam looked at Sujata, and she perceived
that he was a holy man and with obeisance addressed him: “O
Saint, accept my offering, and go withersover it seems to you
good”. And adding: “May your wishes prosper like mine own’’,
she departed.

Gautam then rose from his seat and with the dish and water
in his hands he proceeded to the banks of the Nairanjana and
depositing the dish on the bank, descended into its water. After
bathing he dressed himself and sitting down with his face to the
east, he made the whole of the thick sweet milk-rice into 49 pellets
and ate it with great relish. Then Gautam took his noonday rest
on the bank of the river in a grove of Sal-tree in full bloom. And
at nightfall, at the time the flowers droop on their stalks, he rose
up and went towards the Bo-tree along the road. Just then there
came from the opposite direction a grass-cutter named Sollhiya
and he was carrying grass and seeing there was a holy man on
the road, he gave him eight handfuls of the grass. Then Gautam
facing the east from the trunk of the Bo-tree spread the grass at
its foot and made a cushion out of it.

Gautam was reclining on the spread cushion of the grass.
Then he saw the full-moon was rising in the east like a silvery
orb. It reminded’ him unconsciously the evenings spent with
Yashodhara. How romantic, delightful and heavenly were they?
Yet the same soothing moonbeams, the same gentle fragrance
wafting wind! But how different? Instead of the’ soft couch, tender
like the plucked feathers of birds, loose silk-cotton fibres, lotus-
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petals, baby’s touch, or the kiss of the beloved, he was resting on
the newly cut grass, not much softer than the stone, on which it
was laid. Yet Yashodhara’s presence as if by magic could have
transformed everything into thrilling beatitude, earth into a
paradise. Still certainly she, can be his if he wills. Not only she,—
position, power, influence, comforts, affection, sympathy and good
will of all—were available to him if he so desires, for he knows
he will be eagerly welcomed. Notwithstanding he was being
tantalised by the lure of an illusory paradise which is vanishing
into the air like the mirage of hope. How palatable and energising
tasted the rice-pudding in the morning? Yet how much more
savoury were the dishes and intoxicating charms of the home! He
almost killed himself with fasting and asceticism. Yet desire was
springing within his subconscious mind like a perennial fountain.
By his eccentric acts he has not only ruined his health and made
himself miserable, he has wrecked the happiness of his tenderly
loving Yashodhara, newly born innocent son, devoted mother
Prajapati and fond old father Suddhodana and other faithful
relatives and friends. Yet he was groping in the dark. That is more
agonising than the physical sufferings. Had he any certitude of
gaining the mental contentment and the enlightenment for which
he longed for the solution of his problems, surely he would not
have minded the cost he has been paying for it. But if he now
return home, sweet home, to enjoy all its charms and pleasures,
would it give him mental satisfaction? Would it not be a confession
of failure? Would it not been life of cowardly existence and ignoble
life of living death? Gautam jumped up as if in a frenzy and sat
cross-legged, determined and resolute. “I must have-
enlightenment. And unless Desires (Mara-Smara). are entirely killed
and uprooted, enlightenment remains obscure like a crystal covered
with dust.”

Conquest of Desire

With this conquest of desire, Gautam became calm and serene.
And all his doubts and despair vanished. Idyllic surrounding
invited contemplation. The moon was shining splendidly a soft
radiance of light and hope. The zephyr from the Niranjana was
wafting fragrance,—soothing and refreshing. The longings for
sensual delights and earthly pleasures, which like passionate waves
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in the stormy sea toss the frail boats of life being vanquished, there
was undisturbed mental harmony and equipoise, congenial for
the concentration of thoughts. Gautam realised that ignorance
(Abidhya) was the root cause of all miseries. Out of ignorance of
physical and psychic laws, we crave and do things in a way which
provoke bodily and mental disharmony, hence pains. This can
only be remedied by proper (i) food, (ii) exercise, (ii) education,
(iv) outlook of life, (v) will, (vi) discipline or self-control,
(vii) thoughts and speech, (viii) actions with concentration of
mind. With this enlightenment Gautam became the Buddha at the
age of 35 in 529 B. C, and experienced the supreme joy and exalted
serenity of mind. Divorced from all religious ceremonies and
observances, all mystic ascetic austerites and self-mortifications,
man can enjoy the supreme harmony and bliss of life just by
proper living. That man is the architect of his own fate was the
greatest inspired revelation of the Buddha for the right progress and
welfare of mankind.

Preaching Dharma

Now, Buddha to preach his new Dharma for the benefit of
mankind, yielded to their entreaties and proceeded to Rsipattana
Mrgadava (Sarnath) near Varanasi to preach his new gospel. Here
he delivered his First Sermon known as the “Turning of the Wheel
of Law” (Dbarmacakrapravartana) to five Brahmin ascetics
(Bhadravargiyas) who had earlier deserted him at Gaya for giving
up the practice of austerities A Gandhara relief shows Buddha seated
under a tree surrounded by a number of devotees among whom may
be recognised his first five disciples with their shaven heads.

Some time later Buddha again proceeded to Uruvilva near
Gaya to convert Kashyapa and his brothers who were fire-
worshipping Jatilas In Kashyapa’s fire-temple lived a fierce serpent.
Buddha spent a night in this temple and subdued the serpent with
his own effulgence. A relief panel on the Eastern Gateway of the
Great Stupa at Sanchi shows the scene of this Miracle of the Fire
Temple The temple is shown with an altar in front, a throne
indicating the presence of Buddha, the five-hooded serpent the
Brahmin ascetic Kashyapa and his brothers, as also the Niranjana
river. After the miracle at the fire-temple Kashyapa and his brothers
arranged a sacrifice. But Buddha spread a spell over them so that
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wood could not be split, fire could not be lit, and sacrifice could
not be offered until Buddha consented Another relief panel from
the Eastern Gateway of the same Stupa at Sanchi illustrates this
second miracle. When news of Gautam’s attainment of
Buddhahood had reached King Suddhodana he sent repeated
messages to his son to return to Kapilavastu Buddha finally
consented to visit his home town But the proud Shakyas were at
first unwilling to show due respect to him. Buddha won them
over by walking miraculously through mid-air and performing
many other wonders A relief panel the Eastern Gateway of the
Great Stupa at Sanchi shows at the bottom the aerial pathway,
while the scene of Maya’s dream incised at the top indicates that
the scene is the Miracle of Kapilavastu.

Anathapindika, a rich merchant of Shravasti, became a follower
of Buddha and presented Prince Jeta’s Park at Shravasti to the
Lord for constructing a monastery Punce Jeta agreed to sell the
park for as many gold Karsapana coins as would cover the ground
A relief medallion on the Bharhut railings shows a bullock-cart
bringing the coins to the garden and two persons engaged in
spreading them Anathapindika is shown as carrying a waterpot
for consecrating the gift by pouring water.

While at Shravasti King Prasenajit of Kosala visited Buddha,
and the latter performed one of his great miracles to convince
people of his superiority over the heretical teachers, Puma
Kashyapa and others. At his bidding an immense pathway
appeared in the sky from east to west, and there were many
wondrous lights He made water and fire issue from his body, then
seated on a lotus he multiplied himself in all directions A Gandhara
sculpture shows the pavilion of the Miracle at Shravasti where the
contest was held Buddha is seated in the centre on a lotus flanked
by Sakra and Brahma on either side, while women peep from
windows above.

It is said that Buddha went up to the heaven of” the Thirty-
three gods (Trayastrimsa) to expound his Dharma to his mother,
who was reborn there When he was about to descend a triple
ladder appeared in the sky at Sakra’s command, and accompanied
by Brahma and Sakra, Buddha came down it near Sankasya A
relief panel on the stupa railings from Bharhut shows the triple
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ladder, a throne under a tree, two flying deities and devotees
waiting A footprint on the top and lowermost rungs of the middle
ladder indicates the descent.

Once when Buddha was at Kaushambi a monkey offered him
honey in a bowl and then drowned itself in a nearby tank. A relief
panel from the Northern Gateway of the Great Stupa at Sanchi
shows this scene.

In the course of his journeys in Magadha, Buddha lived for
some time in the Indrasala cave on Vediyaka hill near Rajagriha
where Sakra visited him to discuss some philosophical problems
He was accompanied by his Gandharva musician Pancasikha.

Devadatta, the jealous cousin of Buddha, made several
attempts to destroy him. Once he hired some assassins and waylaid
Buddha But eventually the assassins confessed their guilt and
were converted A relief panel from Gandhara shows the assassins
assembled behind a wall, while one of them bows down at the
feet of Buddha.

Last Days

From Gridhrakut (Rajagriha) the Buddha with a number of
his disciples went to Ambalattika where he stayed as the guest
of the King. This was the last rains the Buddha spent at Gridhrakut.
He was now 79 years old. From Ambalattika they reached Nalanda
where they stayed at Pavarika mango-grove. Here Sariputra met
him. Nalanda was the birthplace of Sariputra, and Nalanda became
the great seat of learning. From Nalanda, they reached Pataligama
(Pataliputra), then a small village, but was being fortified by
Sunidha and Varsakara, the chief ministers of Ajatashatru,
ostensively as a defensive measure against the Vajjiatis, but really
to attack them. The Magadha ministers invited the Buddha and
his disciples to dine them, and they were fed with sweet dishes
of boiled rice and cakes. Only Sariputra did not eat the cakes.

The Buddha and his party crossed the Ganga, some by boats,
some by rafts of wood and others by rafts of basketwork, and
reached Kotigrama. Kotigrama was the Kundagrama or
Kundapura, a caravan halting place in the suburb of Vaishali, the
birth place of Mahavira. From Kotigrama the Buddha went to
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where the Natikas lived; there he resided in the Natika brick-hall.
The Natikas were the Gnatri Kshatrias, the kinsmen of Mahavira.
Here Ambapali paid the Buddha a visit, and asked the Buddha
and the Sangha to stay in her park—Arabapalivana which was
in its neighbourhood.

From Ambapali’s mango grove the Buddha went to Beluva,
another suburb of Vaishali, wherein dwelt the general-in-chief of
the Licchhavis and who was a follower of Nigrantha, and he
became a lay disciple of the Buddha. Here he addressed his
disciples: “O Bhikshus, do you take up your abode round about
Vaishali, each according to the place where his friends, intimates
and close companions may live for the rains. I shall enter upon the
rainy season here at Beluva.”

Now when the Blessed One had thus spending the rainy
season, there fall upon him a dire sickness, and sharp pains came
upon him, even unto death. But the Blessed One, mindful and
self-possessed, bore them without complaint. Now very soon after
the Blessed One began to recover; when he had quite got rid of
the sickness,’ he went out from the monastery, and sat down
behind the monastery on a seat spread out there. And the venerable
Ananda went to the place where the Blessed One was, and saluted
him, and took a seat respectfully on one side, and addressed him:
“I have beheld how the Blessed One was in health, and I have
beheld how he had to suffer. And though at the sight of the
sickness of the Blessed One my body became weak as a creeper,
and the horizon became dim to me, and my faculties were no
longer clear, yet notwithstanding I took some little comfort that
the Blessed One would not pass away from existence until at least
he had left instructions as touching the Sangha.”

“What, then, Ananda, does the Sangha expect from me? I have
preached the truth without making any distinction between esoteric
and exoteric doctrine: for in respect of the truths, Ananda, the
Tathagata has no such thing as the closed fist of a teacher, who
keeps something back. Surely, Ananda, should there be any one
who harbours the thought, “It is I who will lead the brotherhood,”
or “the Sangha is dependent on me,” it is he who should lay down
instructions in any matter concerning the Sangha. Now the
Tathagata, Ananda, thinks not that it is he who should lead the
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brotherhood, or that the Sangha is dependent upon him. Why
then should he leave instructions in any matter concerning the
Sangha. I, too, O Ananda, am now grown old, and full of years;
my journey is drawing to its close: I have reached my sum of days;
I am turning eighty years of age: and just as a worn-out cart,
Ananda, can only with much additional care be made to move
along, so me thinks, the body of the Tathagata can only be kept
going with much additional care.

The Buddha loved both Rajagriha and Vaishali. From Chapala
Chetaya, he went to the Kutagara Hall in the Mahavana, where
all the monks were assembled, to whom he addressed: “O brethren,
ye to whom the truths I have perceived have been made known
by me: having thoroughly made yourselves masters of them,
practise them, meditate upon them and spread them abroad—in
order that pure religion may last long and be perpetuated, in
order that it may continue to be for the good and happiness of
the great multitudes, out of pity for the world, to the good and
the gain and weal of men.”

From Vaishali the Buddha went to Bhandagama, where he
taught the four noble truths of deliverance: (i) The noble conduct
of life; (ii) the noble earnestness in life; (iii) the noble kind of
wisdom; (iv) the noble salvation in wisdom. Then the Buddha
addressed the brethren: “Great is the fruit, great the advantage
of earnest contemplation when set round with upright conduct.
Great is the fruit, great the advantage of intellect set round with
earnest contemplation.’ The mind sot round with intelligence is
free from the great evils— that is to say from sensuality, from
egoism, from delusion and from ignorance.”

From Bhandagama the Buddha proceeded to Hathigama; from
Hathigama to Anibagama; from Ambagama to Jambagama: from
Jambagama to Bhojanagara where he stayed at the Ananda Chetiya.
From Bhojanagara the Buddha came to Pava where he stayed at
the Mango Grove of Chunda, who was by family a smith.

And Chunda the worker in matals went to the place whore
the Blessted One was, and saluting him took his seat respectfully
on one side and said: “May the Blessed One do me the honour
of taking his meal together with the brethren at my house
tomorrow.” The Buddha gave his consent to it by silence, and at
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the end of the night Chunda made ready in his dwelling place
sweet rice and cakes and a quantity of Sukara maddasam. And he
announced the hour to the Blessed One, saying, “The hour.. Lord,
has come, and the meal is ready.” And the Blessed One robed
himself early in the morning, and taking his bowl, went with the
brethren to the dwelling place of Chunda. When he had come
thither he seated himself on the seat prepared for him. And when
he was seated he addressed Chunda: “As to the Sukara-maddhavam,
you have made ready, serve me with it, Chunda; as to the other
food the sweet rice and cakes, serve the brethren with it.” “Even
so Lord.” Now when the Blessed One had eaten the food prepared
by Chunda, there fell upon him a dire sickness—the disease of
dysentery and sharp pain came upon him. But the Blessed One,
mindful and self-possessed, bore it without complaint and said
to Ananda: “Come Ananda lot us go on to Kushinara.”

But the Buddha could not proceed far. Hew as weak, debilitated
and fatigued. He went aside from the path to the foot of a certain
tree and said to Ananda: “Fold, I pray you, Ananda, the robe and
spread it for me. I am weary; Ananda, I must rest a while.”
Ananda spread out the robe fourfold, and the Buddha seating
himself on it, said: “Fetch me, I pray you, Ananda, some water.
I am thirsty Ananda, and would drink”. “The river Kakustha,
Lord, not far of, is clear and pleasant, cool and transparent, easy
to get down into and delightful. There the Blessed One may both
drink the water and cool his limbs.” “Fetch me, I pray you, Ananda,
some water. I am thirsty and would drink.” Ananda taking a bowl
went down the streamlet, filling it up into its clear water free from
turbidity, brought it to the Buddha, and the Buddha drank of the
water. Now at that time a man named Pukkusa, a young Mallian,
a disciple of Alara Kalama, was passing along the high road from
Kushinara him, saluted him and took his rest respectfully on one
side. Pukkusa was impressed by the unruffled calm of Buddha’s
face though he was suffering from acute agonising pains, Such
a self-control was marvellous and superhuman. And though
examples of self-discipline. Pukkusa supplicated the Buddha: “May
the Blessed One accept me as a disciple, as a true believer, from
this day forth as long as life endures”, and he presented a pair
of robes of cloth of gold, furnished and ready for wear: “May the
Blessed One show me favour by hands.” In accepting it in my
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hands”. “In that case, Pukkusa, robe me in one, and Ananda
another”. “Even so, Lord”, said Pukkusa.

Now the Blessed One with a great company of the brethren
went on to the river Kakustha, went down into the water, and
bathed and drank. And coming up out again on the other side
he went on to the Mango Grove, where he addressed Chundaka:
‘’Fold, I pray you, Chundaka, a robe in four and spread it out, I
am weary, and would lie down”. And the Blessed One laid himself
down on his right side, with one font calm and self-possessed, and
Chundaka seated himself in front of him. Then the compassionate
heart of the Buddha, even in the midst of his exhausting agonising
pains, thought of the mental anguishes it might cause to Chunda
if he knows that the food taken in his house had been causing him
pains and might hasten his death, and in that case he wanted
Andanda to give consolation to Chanda.

Now the Blessed One said: “Come, Ananda, let us go on to
the Sala Grove of the Mallas, the Upavattana of Kushinara on the
further side of the river Hiranyavati. And when they reached the
place the Buddha said: “Spread over for me, I pray you, Ananda,
the couch with its head of the north, between the twin Sala trees.
I am weary and would lie down.” Ananda spread a covering over
the couch, and the Buddha laid himself on his right side, and
Upavana was fanning him standing in his front. As the Buddha
wanted the unobstructed view he said to Upavana, “Stand aside
O brother; stand not in front of me.”

Ananda felt that the Buddha’s vitality was ebbing away, and
it might take a serious turn, and he was weeping and murmuring:
“Alas! I remain still but a learner, one who has yet to work out
his own perfection. And the master is to pass away from me—
he who is so kind.” When the weeping and sobbing of Ananda
was brought to the Buddha’s notice, he called Ananda in his
presence and addressed him: “Enough, Ananda, do not let yourself
be troubled; do not weep I Have I not already, on former occasions,
told you that it is in the very nature of all things most near and
dear unto us that we must divide ourselves from them, leave
them, saver ourselves from them;? How then, Ananda, can this
be possible—whereas anything whatever born, brought into being
and organised, contains within itself the inherent necessity of
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dissolution—how then, can this be possible, that such a thing
should not he dissolved? No such condition can exist! For a long
time, Ananda, have you been very near to me by acts of love, kind
and good, that never varies, and is beyond all measure. You have
done well, Ananda. Be earnest in effort, and you too shall soon
be free.” “But let not the Blessed One die in this little wattle and
daub town, in this town in the midst of jungle, in this petty town.

For there are other great cities, such as Champa, Rajagriha,
Shravasthi, Saketa, Kaushambi and Varanasi. Let the Blessed One
die in one of them. There are many wealthy nobles and Brahmins
and heads of houses, believers in the Tathagata, who will pay due
honour to the remains of the Tathagata.” “Say, not so, Ananda,
say not so”.

And the Buddha sent Ananda to announce to the Mallas of
Kushinara that the Buddha was very sick the Sala grove in the
Upavattana of their own village. Then the Mallas, with their
young men and maidens and their wives, being grieved and sad
and afflicted at heart, went to see the Buddha. Ananda caused the
Mallas of Kushinara to stand in groups, each family in a group,
and so presented them to the Blessed One in the first part of night:
“Lord, a Malla of such and such a name, with his children, his
wives, his retinue and his friends, humbly bows down at the foot
of the Blessed One.” A learned Brahmin by the name of Subhadra
was living there at that time. Hearing that the Buddha was sick,
he came to see him to clear off some of his doubts, and he said
to Ananda: “Now a certain feeling of uncertainty has sprung up
in my mind; and this faith have in Sramana Gautam, that he,
methinks, is able to present the truth that I may get rid of this
feeling of uncertainty. O that I, even I, Ananda might be allowed
to see the Sramana Gautam.” “Enough, friend Subhadra! Trouble
not the Tathagata. The Blessed One is weary”. Thus, thrice
Subhadra made requests to Ananda to interview the Buddha, and
thrice he was refused. The Buddha overheard it, and called Ananda
forth and said to him: “Do not keep out Subhadra. He may be
allowed to see me. Whatever Subhadra may ask of me, he will
ask from a desire for knowledge and not to annoy me. And
whatever I may say in answer to his question, that he will quickly
understand.” Then Ananda said to Subhadra: “Enter in, friend
Subhadra; for the Blessed One gives you leave.” Then Subhadra,
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went to the place where the Blessed One was, saluted him
courteously, and after exchanging with him the compliments of
esteem and of civility, he took his seat cm one side, and said to
him: “The Brahmins by saintliness of life, Gautam, who are heads
of companies of disciples and students, teachers of students, of
schools of doctrine, esteemed as good men by the multitude, to
wit, Purana Kashyapa, Maskari Gosala, Ajita of the garment of
hair, SANJAYA, THE SON OF BELLASTHA, KAKUDHA Katyana and the
Nigrantha of the Gnatri elan — have they all, “according to their
own assertion, thoroughly understood things, or have they not,
or some of them have understood and some have not?” “Enough
Subhadra! Let this matter Test where they are.

Only those who adopt and practise the noble eightfold paths
which is to be but found in my doctrine, will receive proper
understanding.” Subhadra was satisfied with the reply and he
wanted to be the disciple of the Buddha. Buddha said to Ananda:
“AS it is, Ananda, receive Subhadra into the Sangha.” Then the
Buddha addressed the assembled brethren: “It may be, brethren,
that there may be doubt or misgiving in the mind of some brother,
as to the truth or the path and way. Enquire, brethren, freely. Do
not have to reproach yourselves afterwards with the thought, our
teacher was face to face with us and we could not bring ourselves
to enquire of him when we were face to face with him.’ All the
brethren remained silent. Then the Buddha said, “It may be,
brethren, that you put no questions out of reverence for the teacher.
Let one friend communicate to another.” All the brethren remained
silent as before. Then Ananda said to the Buddha; “How wonderful
a thing, is it, Lord, and how marvellous! Verily I believe, that in
this whole assembly of brethren there is not one brother who has
any doubt of misgiving as to the Buddha, or the truth, or the path
or the way.”

The Passing Away

Then the Blessed One addressed the Brethren: “Behold now,
brethren, I exhort you. Decay is inherent in all component things!
Work out your salivation with diligence!” These were the last
words of the Buddha. Then there was a deep silence. Ananda
became anxious and said: “O venerable Anuruddha, the Blessed
One is dead.” “Nay brother, Ananda the Blessed One is not dead.
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He has entered into that the in which both sensations and ideas
have ceased to be” and went to the Upavattama, to the Sala Grove
of the Mallas which was in bloom, and where the body of the
Blessed One lay. There they past the day in paying honour,
reverence, respect and homage to the remains of the Blessed One
with dancing, hymns and music, and with garlands and perfumes;
and in making canopies of their garments, and preparing
decoration wreaths to hang there on. This way six days passed.
On the seventh day some of the Mallas of Kushinara said: “Let
us carry the body of the Blessed One to a spot on the south and
outside of the city to perform the cremation ceremony.” Others
said: ‘Let us carry it to the shrine of the Mallas called Mukuta-
bandhana to the east of the city and there let us perform the
cremation ceremony.” The later suggestion became popular.
Thereupon eight chieftains among the Mallas bathed their heads
and clad themselves in new garments to carry the body of the
Blessed One and entering the city by the north gate they carried
it through the midst of the city to the shrine—Mukuta-bandhana,
and there they laid down the body of the Blessed One. Now at
that time the venerable Mahakashyapa was journeying along the
high road from Pava to Kushinara with a great company of
brethren. He met a nude Ajivaka ascetic who was travelling in
the opposite direction. Kashyapa asked the nude ascetic: “O friend,
surely you know our Master.” Yes friend. I know him. This day
the Sramana Gautama has been dead.

Then they rushed to the cremation ground to salute the last
remains of the Tathagata. The Mallas were about to set fire to the
funeral pile when Kashyapa reached the place. And out of
reverence for him they waited a while for his instructions. Then
Kashyapa with his other companions bowing down with clasped
hands thrice walked reverently round the pile; and then uncovering
the feet, they bowed down in reverence at the feet of the Blessed
One. Then fire was set to the funeral pile. And when the body
of the Blessed One had been burnt up, there came down a heavy
shower which extinguished the funeral pile of the Blessed One.
The Mallaa of Kushinara who also brought jars of water scented
with all kinds of perfume poured it upon the funeral pile.

Then the Mallas of Kushinara surrounded the bones of the
Blessed One in their council hall with a lattice work of spears, and
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with a rampart of bows; and there for seven days they paid
honour, reverence, and respect and homage to them with dance
and songs and with garlands and music.

The Aftermath

Soon the news of the death of the Buddha spread out. And
the King of Magadha, Videhaputra Ajatashatru, sent an
ambassador with the message to the Mallas of Kushinara: “The
Blessed one was a Kshatriya. I am also a Kshatriya. I am worthy
to receive a portion of the relics of the Blessed one. Over the
remains of the Blessed One will I put up a sacred Cairn, and in
their honour will I celebrate a feast”. The Licchhavis of Vaishali,
the Mallas of Pava, the Kaliyas of Ramagama and the Bulis of
Allakappa sent also ambassadors with the similar message: “The
Blessed One was Kshatriya. We are also Kshatriyas. We are worthy
to receive a portion of the relics of the Blessed One. Over the
remains of the Blessed One will be put up a sacred Cairn and in
their honour will we celebrate a feast”. The Shakyas of Kupilavastu
sent the ambassador with the following message: “The Blessed
one was the pride of our race. We are worthy to receive a portion
of the relics of the Biassed One. Over the remains of the Blessed
one we will put up a sacred cairn, and in their honour will we
celebrate a feast. And the Brahmin of Vethadvipa sent a messenger,
saying that us a Brahmin, he deserves a portion of the relic of the
Blessed One over which he would build up a sacred.

When they heard these things the Hallos of Kushinara spoke
to the assembled brethren: “The Blessed One died in our domain.
We will not give away any part of the remains of the Blessed
One.” Then Drona, an influential Brahmin, intervened and said:
“Forbearance was the cardinal doctrine of the Buddha. And it is
unbecoming that over division of the remains of that superman,
there should be strife, wounds and war. Let us in one accord and
friendly harmony make eight portions of it so that the Stupas may
rise in every land and the religion of the Buddha might spread”.
“Do you then O Brahmin, divide the remains of the Blessed One
yourself equally into eight parts which is a fair division.” “Be it
so,” said Drona, and he divided the remains of the Blessed One
into eight parts, and he said to thorn: “Give me, sirs, this vessel,
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and I will set up over it a sacred Cairn and in its honour will I
establish a feast. And they gave the vessel to Drona the Brahmin.
After the remains were distributed, the Moriyas of Pipphalivana
sent a messenger to the Mollas of Kushinara for a portion of the
relics of the remains of the Blessed one, claiming on the ground
of being Kshatriyas.

But when they heard the answer: “There is no portion of the
remains of the Blessed One left over, which have been all
distributed on the 21st day of Parinirvana,” then they took away
the The King of Magadha, the Videhaputra Ajatashatru, the
Licchhavis of Vaishali, the Bulis of Alla-kappa, the Koliyas of
Ramagana, the Mallas of Pava, the Mallas of Kushinara, the
Vethadipika Brahmin’ and Drona made mounds at Rajagriha,
Vaishali, Allakappa, Ramagama, Pava, Kushinara, Vethadipa
respectibly and held feasts. There were eight mounds (stupas) for
the remains, one for the vessel and one for the embers.


