


To the Labrarian :
The accompanying copy of ‘‘The Layman Revato;
A Story of a Restless Mind in Buddhist India at the time
of Greek Influence,’’ 1s sent without charge, trusting that
you will place it permanently upon your shelves and so
classify it that 1t may be found by studious readers inter-
ested In the subjects to which i1t relates. It i1s a work of
research and reflection, appealing little to the ordinary
novel reader; hence its fictional structure might be, so far
as possible, 1ignored. For the guidance of your cataloguer
I may éuggest that the chief topics of the book are Bud-
dhism and India (historical, literary, philosophical), while
other possible references would be the following: Period
of Asoka; Greek Philosophy; Alexander the Great (his
influence on Asia); Comparative Religions; Pali Literature.
A formal acknowledgement is unnecessary, but I
would appreciate a postal upon receipt, stating that the
book has arrived and will be preserved in your library.
Respectfully,
EDWARD P. BUFFET,
804 Bergen Avenue,
Jersey City, N. J.



THE LAYMAN REVATO

BY

EDWARD P. BUFFET
u

* » 3 «> 2
» o 22 » & 3 9 . l.
) b | h ) L] v
» s ! J b ]
& ® L
ay _® s _ 0o »
‘ju * » ° >0 ® 'O ’)) . 9 e
> » » F) ,. P 3 ’) » 3 & »_D
> s @ > 3 p
3,2 , % s 00 ? » * > ¢

| EDWARD P. hUFF'ET
.} 304 BERGEN AVENUE

. R
2 - Lo, = -
' . e R . ) ) SO ’ - '
X . . ' .. - . . e ™ .
. B . . [ ‘e . . . . 2 : ' .
. \ . - ‘ 2 ,
- '“Q . c".
1 - DA ! .o (I | . - ., - - . .
I A R P ' .
" -~ . ‘ ’ r > i e e ’ : N )
. .- . ] . . — - -] '—$ L . . o
' > . . - . L = ‘e -
- . ~ . ., . -t ) Co
- . ~ 4 ‘
ad
- e ’ i '
' . . 1 P
N Sp—i— - - —— — LN S e S e el . —— . . -~







PREFACE

The meeting of West and East through Alexander’s
invasion 1s better known to us as a glittering gener-
ality than in 1ts detailed results. Obscure 1s the
effect of Hellenic influence upon Bactria and India.
Archeological research, however, 1s revealing the
Graco-Buddhist buildings and sculptures of Gand-
hara and other districts, where oriental i1deas are
carried out with a classic technique. We have
learned that the Buddho figure, which 1s now so
familiar all over Eastern Asia, and which to us
appears so characteristically ‘“native,” 1s really a
debased copy of a Grecian original. Before the
coming of the ““Yonakas,” it appears that Buddho’s
disciples had not presumed to depict their master
otherwise than by the symbol of a tree, a footprint,
or the like.

Such tangible memorials as stone images but
feebly indicate the mutual influences and modifica-
tions that may have taken place in two great religions
which were opposite as the poles of the earth in their
attitude toward life. One stood for self-repression,
the other for self-expression; one for ‘““the will to
refrain,’’ the other for “the will to act”; one for the
gospel of Tolstol and the other for the gospel of
Nietzsche. Such 1s the great i1ssue between East and
West. Upon 1t the world was divided then and 1is
divided to-day. It united, in Christianity, to a
synthesis which again and again has been broken
up. It still wages war within the mind of many an
individual, as of Henri-Frédéric Amiel. While we
dwell upon the meeting of the two cultures, we
shall fail of our lesson i1f we find 1n 1t merely an 1dle
story of the past and do not allow its appeal to our
innermost feelings, or realize that 1t 1s alive with
relevancy to the problems of the modern world.

The present, largely historical, although structur-
ally imaginative, study 1s a rendering of Indian life
and thought toward the close of the third century
B. C., in the last days of Piyadasi, Asoko, the
““Buddhist Constantine.”” It projects an interplay
between Buddhism and Hellenism, like that which
has left a trace on the Punjab monuments, into the
Ganges valley at this earlier period; yet where and
when an intercourse had actually been established
for two generations. We shall see an architect and
sculptor, whom Asoko has procured from a Western
land, beautifully externalizing the conceptions of
the punitanic Buddhism, yet perverting them by an
1dolatrous apotheosis. As we bring together, 1n
many ways, the cultures and 1deals of Kast and
West, we shall observe their reactions, thus making a
moral laboratory study of the world.

But this 1s not all that my book means. So com-
plex are i1ts contents and purposes, that I do not
know how to indicate them 1n brief. On one hand,
1t 1s a conglomerate from the literature of its age,

having cost such long and painstaking research as
one puts into a large treatise on history or philoso-
phy. The different lines of study that I have fol-
lowed for 1t cannot here be enumerated. Bewilder-
ing, however, as is the mass of material accumulated,
I trust that those who explore 1t carefully will find
a strong unity.

I solicit the attention of the thoughtful student
rather than of the amusement seeker. It is regret-
table that space does not permit copious notes and
citations which might distinguish the large number
of extracts from Pali literature and other informatory
matter scattered throughout. I am sorry that this
1s knit together by fiction, but how otherwise could
I have had freedom to treat the subject so humanly
as I have tried to do? For, after all, neither history
nor romance 1s here primary, but an endeavor to
peer into some of the most inscrutable mysteries of
duty and to witness the travail of a soul. Whoever
does not bring hereto something of personal experi-
ence, will carry nothing away.

However strongly Buddhist is the temperament of
my created character, Revato, he must be under-
stood as having one of those morbidly adventurous
minds which cannot be bonded by any imposed
philosophy. Whether the i1deas ascribed to him are
natural outgrowths from the Buddhism of his day,
are modern ones grafted thereupon, or are truly
independent of time and place—this question I
leave to the few critics qualified to judge. In justice
to Christianity, I admit a possibility that I have
credited to an earlier age some moral perceptions
which are peculiarly 1ts own. Moreover, there 1is
certainly in Revato a pathological element.

Pseudo-mystics and fad religionists have rendered
the very word ““Oriental” suspicious. In spite of the
Epilogue, there may be a reluctance to read my
book on the part of serious Christian thinkers, whom
I am especially anxious to reach, and who ought to
sympathize with the deep soul of Revato. Is it to
be condemned that, while reverting to a time cen-
turies before the Galilean ministry, and dwelling
among some of 1ts noblest anticipations, an author
should heartily drink the spirit of his surroundings?
Christ 1s now supreme, however usefully Buddho
may be qualified to serve as His helper, and the de-
mand of Christianity to be spread everywhere is
implied in its very nature.

A word in passing as to the coincidences so
constantly met with in comparative study of reli-
gions. L'he tyrois sure to frame ambitious hypotheses
of borrowing. Wider reading should teach him cau-
tion in theorizing, because of the very redundancy of
such resemblances and because they can be found
where borrowing i1s out of the question. Forexample,
I once compiled a list of startling likenesses, 1n
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PRETFACE

minute detail, between the lives of Buddho and St.
Francis. There 1s much yet to be explained about
the law of coincidence in Religion, Jurisprudence,
Biology and other lines. Is it impossible that, after
all, life may be subtly directed by a tendency of
approximation to certain ideals or arch-types, among

which humanity standardizes the animal world and
Jesus the spiritual?
Coming back to ‘““Revato,” let me say that the

Parayana monastery 1s not historical, but that in
great measure the description of Pataliputta city,
and still more that of Rajagaha, has been worked

out by laborious research. Most of the monasteries
mentioned 1n the story are real.

In many cases I have followed native tradition uncritically,
as in attributing the authorship of certain sayings to Buddho
and his diciples, the walls of Rajagaha to Govindo. My knowl-
edge of Indian natural history has largely come from ancient
sourceS; I have often used Pali names for trees, etc., and Such
deScrlptlon as those of the forest voices in Cha ter XIII are
idealized. “Gotamo’s Gate,’”’ on the north of Patahputta city,
1S assumed to be shifted from its traditional site in the west side
of the old wvillage. Too late I find that I probably erred in
dating the river flood stage after the close of the rainy season,
rather than within that period.

Nearly all the Greek poetry used I have put into its present
metrical form, availing of such prose translations as are found in
Lang’s “Homeric Hymns’ and Wharton’s “Sappho.” They are
adapted at pleasure; thus, I have not hesitated to make patchwork
of Sappho fragments nor to incorporate in an Anacreomc ode a fit-
ting line from Theocritus. Certain quotations are verbatim in
Way’s spirited verse, namely, his Euripidean choruses, “ Flowing
with milk is the ground,” from the “Bacchanals ? and “Oh, the
works of the Gods ? from “ Andromache.”

The Buddhist poetry I have spent much time in working out
from the books of the Pali canon, sometimes with, often without,
close reference to other translations. Much has been taken from

the ‘““Thera- and Theri-Gatha,” so beautifully rendered into
German by Karl E. Neumann, under the title, ““Die Lieder der
Monche und Nonnen Gotamo Buddho’s” (Ermst Hofmann &
Co., Berlin). Juston going to press, I have had the advantage also
of Mrs. Rhys David’s English translations of the same, ‘‘Psalms
of the Brethren and Sisters” (published for the Pali Text Society
by Henry Frowde). Neither of these translators, however, 1S to
be held responsible for my free-and-easy renderings, some of
which I now discover to be quite distorted from their real mean-
Ings, yet in a manner which adapts them well to my present
literary purpoSe. The poems and fragments from this collection
are chiefly those on pages 1, 2 (both); 8, 10, 15 (first); 26 (sec-
ond); 31, 34 (last); 46, so (ﬁrst), 67, 75, 79 (thxrd), 8o (third);
81, 82 (Second) 83 and 92.

In several poetic fragments and otherwise, I have followed, or
been helped by, Strong’s “Udana,” Muller’s “Dhammapada” and
Fausboll’s ““Sutta-Nipata.” On the last are based the lines
concerning Nibbana, late in Chap. I and the Further Shore,
beginning Chap VI, both of Wthh are adapted from my versions
printed in the “Open Court,” Chicago.

I have no idea how many hundred books I have read or con-
sulted in preparing for ‘“ Revato,’ and cannot give a list sufficient
to cover even my real mdebtedness but the followmg deserve
mention: Everythlng of T. W. Rhys Davids’, especially his
‘“‘Buddhist India’’; also, in the ‘‘Sacred Books of the East” series,
his “Buddhist Suttas” and (with Oldenberg) ‘“Vinaya Texts,”
from which source books I have worked into my story numerous
passages. Like every Pali student, I add my praises to Childers’
wonderful, if obsolete, dictionary; among other uses, 1t has served
me extensively as a phrase-book. Much has come from Cowell’s
Cambridge edition of the Jataka, Warren’s ‘Buddhism in
Translations,” Smith’s ‘“Asoka,” Beal’s ‘“Hiuen Tsiang,”
Legge’s ‘“Fa-Hien,”” Cunningham’s ‘Ancient Geography of
India” and ‘“‘Archeological Survey Reports,” Waddell’s “Ex-
cavations at Pataliputta,” Lassen’s *“ Indische Alterthumskunde,”
Foucher’s ‘“Art Gréco-Bouddhique du Gandhara,” Carus’
““Gospel of Buddha,” Moore’s “Iti-Vuttaka,” Feer’s “Sutra
d’Upali,”” Philpot’s “Sacred Tree,” Farrar’s ¢“Old Greek Nature
Stories,’”” Easby-Smith’s ¢‘Songs of Alcaeus,’ Buckley’s ‘“ Euripi-
des,”” Fairbanks’ ““First Philosophers of Greece,” Kerr’s “Bac-
chae,” 7. M. Edmonds’ “Sappho Fragments,” in the Classical
Review, June, 1909.

[ vi]



THE LAYMAN REVATO

CHAPTER 1
GIJJHAKUTA, THE VULTURE’S PEAK

Autumn life 1s fast retuming

Where the spoiling storm winds blew;
Limbs are leaved and boughs are buming,
Flaming every floral hue.

"T'1s a year-time strong with yearning;
Valorous man, it calls on you.

Tree buds crumble here and yonder,
Prodigal with flocks and scents;
Fruits on every fluttering frond are
Waxing large in recompense.

"T'1s a moon when strong men wander.
Hasten to be going hence!

Thus have I heard. At a certain time many bhik-
khus of the Sangha were dwelling through the rainy
season at the priories in the Bambu Grove and ]Ji-
vako’s Mango Grove by Rajagaha. But the Vener-
able Bharadvajo and the Venerable Kondanno,
likewise mendicants of the Society, dwelt 1n leaf
huts which they had built on the mountain of the
Vulture’s Peak. When the four months’ rain ceased,
as the moon came to a full in the early winter
month Kattika, the brethren held the great festival
of Pavarana—"‘Invitation’”’—mutually inviting re-
buke for offences seen or heard or suspected, and
having received new robes, they set forth upon their
journeyings about the country.

Now on the day which began the forthwandering,
toward sunset, the young lay disciple, Revato
Yuvano, Receiver of Royal Customs at Rajagaha,
having ascended the mountain of the Vulture’s Peak,
drew_ near to where the Venerable Bharadvajo and
the Venerable Kondanno were. Having drawn
near, he passed around them, keeping his right side
toward them, and took his seat respectfully at a

little distance. When seated, he addressed them
thus: o

““Long life to your Reverences.”

To this vain greeting, as Buddho had expressly
permitted, they answered for civility’s sake: ‘““May
you live long, avuso—ifriend.”’ .

“How soon do you start, bhavanta—Reverend
Sirs—and whitherto?’’ asked Revato.

“To-morrow before the meal,” Kondanno replied.
Short and squat was he, not over-old; his face was
shaped like his begging bowl and red as an indago-

NoTe: A casual reader may prefer to pass rather lightly over
the first two chapters, which are introductory. The first lays an
ethical and psychological foundation; it defines that concrete
moral perpleXity by which the large, vague problem of the book
1S primarily exemplified. The second chapter is partly a retro-
spective character study, partly a historical excursus.

Cold comes not with frosty shiver,
Heat 1s not unduly pressed.
Month of every boon the giver!
Sons of Sakya, rise from rest;

*T'iS a time to cross the river,
Facing toward the unbound West.

Hopefully man toils in tilling,

Strews 1n hope the seedling grain;
Hopefully, their cargoes filling,
Merchants voyage across the main.
Cheered by hope, my heart i1s willing;
May that hope of mine be gain!

paka bug. ‘“We shall pass for alms and preaching
through the wvillages toward Pataliputta,” said
Kondanno.

“Thither am I going also,” spoke Revato; “I
have determined that I must resign my office.”

“Your office!” exclaimed Bharadvajo. Crisp was
his countenance like the sear leaves strewn round
about by the rainy season, as well it might be, for
eighty vassas had fallen upon it; but his form was
still straight like a bambu clothes-pole. ‘“Resign
your office which you obtained through the memory
of that blessed arahat, the Elder Mabindo!”

“Supposing, bhante,”” rejoined Revato, ‘“that
the Thera Mahindo were to-night returned to us
across the sea from Tambapanni Island, and suppos-
ing that, reluctantly, I should explain to him my
reasons, and should ask of him, ‘Sattha—Master—
what ought I to do in this matter?’ I have no doubt
he would answer, ‘It 1s meet to be weary of, it is
meet to be estranged from, 1t 1s meet to be set quite
free from the bondage of all composed things.” ”’

““Can you not confide equally in your friends at
home?!’” asked Bharadvajo. ‘I, alas, have pro-
gressed but a little way in the Paths; though I am
old, I remain only a learner. The Venerable Kon-
danno, however, 1s wise. You know that he can
recite the whole Discipline and more than half of
the Higher Doctrine. Let him pass judgment on
your case.’’

““Oho, Upasaka—Layman—the Venerable Bhara-
dvajo would flatter me!” cried Venerable Kondanno;
“but he knows i1t to be a fact that in me dwell the
S1x Knowledges and the Ten Powers and the Four

Grounds of Confidence. Do not hesitate to ask me
any question that you choose and I will gladly
impart to you the best of my experience.”

Both of the Brethren had been Revato’s lifelong
intimate counsellors and yet on this occasion he

[ 1]
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hung back from frank speech to either. The craving
for a good confessor and director 1s stronger than
almost any other human want; 1t 1s a demand the
denial of which has wrecked myriad souls; but
where the heart 1s deep, satisfaction of its need
becomes difficult or impossible. Did not the dying
Buddho leave his disciples to explore singly the
darkness of Eternity when he said: “Be ye lamps
unto yourselves; be a refuge to yourselves. Betake
yourselves to no external refuge. Hold fast to the
Truth as a lamp. Look not for a refuge to anyone

beside yourselves’?
To seek advice, moreover, on a deep and delicate

question, of the pedant Kondanno, Revato’s mental
self-respect forbade. The Venerable Bharadvajo,
he felt to be a saint like them of old, like those who
formed that little circle around the Blessed Master
during five and forty years of tireless wandering.
If any man in these days might become an arahat,
surely Bharadvajo, in spite of his disclaimer, had
attained that state; his presence breathed the purple

cloud of Nibbana. Like Gotamo, he pervaded the
world with kindness. Appropriate to him seemed

the words of Sirimitto the Elder:

“Who wrath nor hate not judgment in word or thought hath
known,
He, in the long Hereafter, hath never cause to moan.

““Well barred is passion’s portal, but friendship’s door is wide;
Him, in the long Hereafter, shall never woe betide.

““Among the lowly Brethren, clear-eyed, with vision plain,
Men cannot call him wretched—his life is not in vain.”

Yet, as Revato felt, Bharadvajo’s clarity of per-
ception extended only through the world of his own
transparent heart. With the denser problems of
life he lacked experience. His very mildness and
innocence set his limits as an adviser. Therefore the
visitor said:

“My reasons for resigning, bhadanta, cannot be
explained. It is better for me not to try.”’

““I know how little the opinion of another would
dissuade you,” said the Venerable Bharadvajo,
““and perhaps, after all, your purpose to set your
life free 1s the fruit of a good kamma. Let me speak
now, my son, what has been upon my heart from
your childhood but which up to this time I have
hesitated to utter. I have ever been waiting to see
you become pabbajja—to forsake household life for
the homele$s condition. You, if any man, are fitted
to take the bowl and yellow robes. Few samanas—
recluses—ever become so well versed in the Dhamma
as you are already. I trust that even now you have
entered the Paths and I am certain that if you train
yourself by the full Discipline you will, even before
you leave this life, attain the Supreme Goal.?”

““I am sorry to grieve you, bhante, but this 1s not

for me. I must struggle and suffer and fail on lower
ground.”’

The old monk held silence for a moment, then
recited tremulously:
“Susukhang vata nibbanang
Sammasambuddhadesitung

Asokang virajang khemang
Yattha dukkang nirujjhati.

“(Yea wonder-sweet Nibbana lies,
Declared by Him so Purely Clear,
Woeless Retreat where passion dies
And every pang will disappear.)”’

‘“How few of the bhikkhus, bhante,’ said Revato,

‘“ever reach the Refuge or even act as if they cared
to.”’

““Not few, but many, avuso, many attain in this
life, more in the paraloka. But some, alas, have
joined the Sangha for lesser reasons: to escape the
tyranny of kings or to be safe from robbers or to gain
food and clothing. I was a mere boy when I became
a novice; I knew not the aim, but I thought: “They
are wise scholars, these samanas, Sons of the Sakiya,
they will be able to teach me.” By them I have been
taught and now I both know and understand what
1s the reason and advantage in Renunciation. Our
Renunciation 1s to the end that present sorrow may
perish away and that no further sorrow may arise;
this complete passing away without clinging to the
world 1s our highest aim.”

“To me this 1s all a mirage,”” said Revato.

“How strong in you, Layman, must be your
clinging to the world!”’ sneered Venerable Kon-
danno. ‘“Is it because you possess a few more of its
1llusive delights than some other men that you
cannot let go your grasp? Little you know what
renunciation means!’’

““And do you know what Renunciation means?”’
retorted Revato, turning toward him with less
reverence than befitted an upasaka, a mere lay
disciple, 1in addressing an ordained religious.

““Renunciation? Oh yes, Layman, I know,”
answered Venerable Kondanno complacently. Re-
nunciation is the third among the ten Perfections.
It i1s the state of an anagami, one who has entered
the third of the Four Paths and will not be reborn
in this world. Renunciation was fulfilled by the
pre-incarnate Buddho times without number, as in
the abnegation by which he abandoned his throne
when born Prince Somanasso, Prince Hatthipalo
and the pandit Ayogharo. But the acme was
reached when, as related in the Lesser Sutasoma
Birth Tale, he said, ‘A kingdom dropped into my
hands; like spittle vile I let it fall, nor felt for it the
smallest wish, and thus Renunciation gained.” Let
us now discuss 1n detail the elements whereof Renun-
ciation consists and the classes into which 1t falls.
Firstly—"

“I will take them for granted,”” interrupted
Revato,”” as I have heard them all from you before.
You are able to tell about Renunciation as others
told you who themselves never knew what i1t 1s to
renounce, and you are ready to talk flat self-contra-
dictions rather than lose the credit of saying every-
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thing that you can think of. Now listen, if you will,
while I declare to you what Renunciation 1s like, as
I have seen 1t many times loom before me:

““When a man yields up by his own act that which
he deems most needful to his life’s happiness, be it
wealth or home or some great opportunity, or secur-
1ty from violent death, starvation, torture; and when
he thus foregoes because he cannot enjoy this benefit
except by some past fraud or untruth or other wrong,
unintentional perhaps on his part and slender as the
finest filament of a creeper, a remote link 1n a chain
of causation, yet an efhcient link nevertheless—when,
I say, a man thus rejects his advantage, he knows
what 1t means to renounce. Was it not of such mat-
ter that the Blessed One thought when he said:

““‘Not i1n the lofty air nor ocean’s hollow

Nor dark in some deep cave’s perpetual night,
Nor any earthly where shall cease to follow
The present power of a past unright’?

“Or if, after long struggle toward some noble
end, for one’s own good or others’ sake, he can now,
1f he would, reach forward and touch 1t with his hand,
yet a shadow of guile, seen by his eye alone, falls
between him and the goal and he will not cross that
shadow—he knows what it means to renounce.

““But infinitely beyond even this, bhadanta, is the
relinquishment of Nibbana itself—of the peace
attainable in this life and of that ineffable Peace
which remains after the personal elements have
fallen apart. It is not an ignoble fancy, which some
of the schismatics of our religion conceive, that
Buddho has, by reason of his unspeakable compas-
sion, refused to enter the Nibbana which he attained,
but is tossing still in the whirlpool of existence in
order to rescue poor wretches from i1ts waves of
ignorance and craving. It may be that you and I,
bhadanta, when, on some unknown ocean, many an
eternity hence, we have sounded with our feet the
shallows that slope to the Further Shore and can
behold, as 1t were, the sightlessness of 1ts intertwining
forests and hear the murmur of its never-ending
silence—that you or I then may be impelled to turn
about and fling ourselves once more into the deep.
For even here and now, as we are engulfed in the
agony of the feeling world, comes a strong impulse
to combat this misery with a very lawlessness of
endeavor, ignoring that Way which leads to the
Cessation of Sorrow. Whoso, in pity for anguish,
denies himself the way of escape from anguish—he
knows what i1t means to renounce.”’

“You have described, Layman, the conduct of a
fool,”” rejoined Kondanno. ‘“He who would relieve
the suffering of the world must the more zealously
train himself. He must observe the four Excom-
municatory rules, the thirteen Public Disciplinary
rules, the two Restrictionary, the thirty Forfeitory-
Expiatory, the ninety-two Explatory, the four Con-
fessory, the Regulatory, the seven—""

“Yakkhamatta!—Demoniac!” muttered Revato
under his breath, but Venerable Kondanno heard him
and desisted from prolonged hortation.

L AYMAN

R EV ATO

““It appears to me,”” remarked Venerable Bharad-
vajo, who had not heard Revato’s epithet, “That
when a man breaks a rule or even swerves from the
Eight-fold Path because of compassion, this may be
but another and better manner of following the
Path.”

““In the twenty-seventh section of the fifth chapter
of the commentary on the second Parajika, they who
from compassion released deers and boars from
snares and fishes from a net were held not guilty of
larceny.” This from Kondanno who was ready to
sacrifice both argument and resentment to an oppor-
tunity for display of learning.

“But why, avuso,” asked Venerable Bharadvajo,
“why, 1f you have sounded the depths of renuncia-
tion so far as have few mendicants, do you hold back
from pabbajja, from going forth yourself? Is it
because the difficulties seem too great to you?! Be-
lieve me, you over-estimate them and you ignore
the rewarding peace and bliss of the cloister.”

““Not for me i1s the outward cloister, bhante. If
ever I find such a retreat it must be a cloister within
my heart. Not kayaviveka, bodily seclusion, but
cittaviveka, spiritual seclusion, and either way, with
no confident hope of final upadiviveka, separation from
the properties of being—that everlasting Peace.”

““The outward seclusion is almost indispensable to
the inward, my son.”

“Almost? It is altogether indispensable,” broke
in Venerable Kondanno. ‘“Have you forgotten that
1t was my discussion of this question with Moggali-
putto Tisso, even the Archbishop Upagutto, which
led to its embodiment in his ‘Account of Opinions.’
My precise contention was, that though a layman
may become a saint, he cannot remain one.”

“You know better than I, bhante,”” said Bharad-
vajo to Kondanno. ‘It i1s true that the Blessed
One advised the beneficent rich merchant Anatha-
pindiko, of Savatthi, to remain at his affairs and
guard the interests of those dependent upon him,
since 1t 1s not wealth, but cleaving of the heart there-
to, which poisons. But how many are there who can
possess without clinging? Remember, that the
layman Sono Kotikanno was advised by the Vener-
able, the Great Kaccano to practice the discipline at
home. Twice, after futile attempts, he pleaded:
‘It is not easy for a man who dwells at home to live
the higher life in entire fulfillment, in complete
purity, in all its bright perfection.” When finally he
was permitted to shave his head and don the yellow
robe he quickly attained that wisdom and purity
which the Lord of the Dhamma so highly praised in
him.”

“Do not imagine, bhante,”” returned Revato, ““that
because I refrain from taking the bowl and yellow
robe I feel less accountable for discipline. Happy
are they whose consciences are appeased by the eight
precepts for the householder; such complacency may
or may not be a fruit of good Kamma, but at any
rate i1t 1s denied to me. The burden imposed upon me

1s to suffer all of the monastery’s privations with
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none of its requitals, to dwell free from guile though
exposed to manifold temptation, to remain clean
like the lotus in the foulest mire. Instead of the
forest calm, for which I yearn to replace the void of
expelled ambitions, I must be jostled by offensive
folk on the burning highway. In abandonment of
my livelihood I must face old age with no comfortable
dependence upon the bowl that never goes empty.
All this I must endure against thwarting and con-
tempt on every side. The rabble will shout after me:
‘Why forsooth should the layman Revato profess to
be walking in the Paths when he dare not shave his
head and go among the monks? Verily the layman
Revato i1s unwilling to submit himself to the disci-
pline of the Dhamma! A hypocrite 1s the layman

Revato’.”

“But it would be the height of folly,’’said Bharad-
vajo, ‘‘for you in your self-training to forfeit your
livelihood. In so doing, you would be departing
from the Middle Way taught by the Tathagato, who,
when he prescribed freedom from care for the body,
provided means for relief from such care. Utter
destitution would defeat its own purpose.”

“The purpose in my case is not self-training,”
said Revato, ““it is honesty. I must defray my obli-
gations. You could not see why I should not join
the Sangha? Here is a definite ground on which I
am by its rules ineligible—I am a debtor.”

“You have shown no evidence of it,”” remarked
Venerable Bharadvajo. ““Of whom did you borrow?’
““It is a debt not by borrowing but by fraud.”

““Datthacora! rascally thief!” exclaimed Kon-
danno clutching tightly at his bowl. ‘Abbhutang
vata bho! dubbhagang vata bho! dusilang vata bho!
—Mysterious, alas, oh! unfortunate, alas, oh! immor-
al, alas, oh!”

Bharadvajo checked his brother monk with the
words: “The Blessed One admonished us that he
who warns another must not only be himself pure
and of great wisdom but must possess a kindly
heart.”  Then to Revato: “You have defrauded
no one, avuso, I am confident. I would not stir
your pride by praise, but all Rajagaha calls you the
most scrupulous revenue officer in the continent of
Jambudipa.”

“I see,” answered Revato with a sigh of resigna-
tion, ‘“that the more we talk the farther apart we
get, and now that I have said so much I might as
well tell the whole story. If I let you hear 1t, I may
save you from the guilt of manesika, thought guess-
ing, which ome of the amusements prohibited to you
Bhikkhus.

““Ingha tvang! Come you then!”’continued Revato,
“Tatrayang anupubbikatha, here’s the tale from the
beginning.—You admit that I am fairly honest 1n
my dealings, don’t you! That I levy upon each
caravan that passes through town a sum fairly pro-
portioned to the goods in the carts, no more and no
less, of which amount I deliver to the royal treasurer

all except my lawful perquisites?—Saccang nu kho
etang no—Is this true or not?”’
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““Saccang, true, Revato.”

““And you are aware that other collectors, for per-
sonal reasons, exact unjust amounts, of some mer-
chants more, of others less, but on the whole vastly
more; out of which they enrich themselves although
they are enabled to return to the exchequer larger
sums than I do. For not all merchants, neither all

customs men are as honest as Anathapindiko of
Savatthi.”

“I dislike to think so,” said Venerable Bharad-

vajo,”’ still, ’tis so alleged by many who understand
the matter as I do not.”

‘““And you concede that if I held not the office, one
of those cheating collectors would fill 1t?”

“That seems reasonable.”

““So then, were i1t not for me the King’s receipts
would be larger?”’

‘““Ama, yes.”’

‘““And also certain corrupt merchants, such as
Sanjayo the Licchavi, Tapusso of Baranasi, dealer in
Kasi land muslins, and Bhalliko Daruciriyo, who
spends a year traveling across the Jambu Grove from
Roruka by the Hinder, the Western, ocean where
ships of the Yonakas arrive from the edge of the
world—these traders, bhante, and many like them
who would obtain unrighteous forbearance of the
customs—does not my strictness cost them dear?”

‘“Evang, even so, Revato, and great merit it is to
you that they cannot save it.”

“Well then, bhante, we are agreed that my tenure
of office 1s a continual loss to the King on one hand
and to the corrupt merchants on the other.”

‘“Ko te doso—what 1s thy fault?’ said Venerable
Bharadvajo. ““No one loses anything to which he is
entitled.”

“True 1n a sense, bhante, but in another aspect
doubtful. Are not all beings, whether kings or
traders, men or animals, angels or demons, entitled
to every advantage that would accrue to them from
my doing right? Is there not due to them immunity
from any damage occasioned by my doing wrong?”’

‘““ Are you not doing right, avuso, in administering
your office justly?””

“While I hold 1t I must administer it justly, for the
justice of the immediate act is paramount and other-
wise, too, the innocent would sufter. Is it then a
wrong in me that the undeserving are injured? That
depends upon whether my conduct be otherwise clear
in holding the office; if it were so, there need be no
misgiving. But if I be not clear, I am defrauding on
one side or the other so long as I remain at my post.
The fact 1s, bhante, that I transgressed in that ever
I accepted 1t.”

“T'ransgressed in accepting it, moghapurisa—fool-
. 193 . - " . .
1sh person!” exclaimed Bharadvajo with an epi
thet of unusual severity for him, though sanctioned
by the example of his gentle Master. ‘““Was it not
freely granted you by the Angel-Beloved, the Gra-

cious Maharaja Asoko in fulfillment of the promise
made to his brother the Thera Mahindo?”’
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“The transgression,’’ explained Revato, ‘“was not
1n outward actions, but within my own heart. When
I recalled His Majesty’s memory to that promise I
did so as a work of covetous desire.”’

‘“Perhaps desire 1s not always a bad kamma,”
replied Bharadvajo after a pause, seeking for a re-
joinder that would have been both apt and ortho-
dox, but finding none.

“How, how indeed!” cried Kondanno. ¢ Desire
not always a bad kamma! From desire, attachment
springs, from attachment existence, from existence

birth, from birth old age, death and misery, and thus-

around the wheel till desire once more arises.”

‘““Kondanno is right,” admitted Bharadvajo in
meek retraction. ‘Still, I do not think Revato did
any wrong in soliciting the collectorship.”

“Let us simplify the case,” persisted Revato.
“Whether desire be always pernicious is irrelevant,
whether my act was 1n 1ts nature evil, 1s irrelevant.
The fact remains that when I went to the king to
profter my request I was dominated by a desire
which I then felt to be wrong. As a result of a wilful
violation of my sense of duty, I obtained my post
whereby the king and the unjust traders are losing
sums of money which have already amounted to
more than I possess or can ever acquire. For, bhante,
though the caravans that pass the way of the road
through Rajagaha are fewer than of ancient times,
yet they bring wealth when they come.”

““According to your logic, Layman,” remarked
Kondanno, ‘“there could be nothing in the world un-
tainted with consequential sin—not even the life of
an arahat, which sufliciently proves its absurdity.”

“Your sin is a bygone matter,” said Venerable
Bharadvajo, ‘““and its bad energy will be spent in
some future birth. Your duty at present is to make
the best of your existing circumstances, however
they were brought about.”

“In general,”” said Revato, answering Venerable
Bharadvajo, “your rule is the only reasonable one
to follow, yet I dare not condone with 1t a plain,
avoidable, continuous and remediable injury to any
person.’’

““As concerns the merchants,” argued Kondanno,
“you need have no scruples; you have merely
thwarted their designs to defraud the King.”

“Have I not already explained, bhante,” persisted
Revato, ‘““that I must not do them a wrong even to
defeat their crimes? If the perfect only had rights,
who but arahats would possess any? Is it not steal-
ing to carry oftf the booty from a thief? A learned
muni such as you cannot be unfamiliar with the case
of the amba fruit in the canon law—

““Quite so,”” interrupted the Venerable Kondanno.
““It 1s found in the second Parajika book of the Sutta
Vibhanga, which treats of ‘Taking the Ungiven
Thing.” Robbers had stripped a mango tree and
being pursued by the owners, dropped the fruit.
Some monks with thievish intent, picked it up, and
when the case was brought before Buddho were
adjudged Parajika — excommunicated. Likewise

)
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were convicted the bhikkhus who stole meat from
cattle thieves.”

This incident led straightway to a discussion of
the question whether the thievish monks’ crime lay
against the robbers or against the true owners of the
fruit and meat, but no solution of this subtle doubt
was forthcoming and Revato adhered to the opinion
that two wrongs could not make a right.

‘““And even if it were true, bhavanta,’ he argued,
““that I owe no duty to the dishonest merchants,
I surely owe one to the King.”’

““Against him,”” declared Venerable Bharadvajo,
‘““there 1s no injury, since one so wise in the Dhamma
and so practiced i1n virtue as he would not willingly
profit by anything unlawfully acquired. He seeks
not those products of fraud and oppression which
might be turned in by a cheating collector in your
place. Be at rest in the thought that if he knew, he
would approve your conduct.”

“He is old,”” answered Revato, ‘““and his treasure
will soon pass to his successors. They are not his
equals 1n devotion to the Dhamma and they might
not so readily reject the fruits of dishonesty. In
withholding from him, I am withholding from them.
Moreover, I am already robbing the innocent objects
of his charity throughout the world.”

““It 1s a thankless task to dispute with you,
Revato,”” exclaimed Bharadvajo almost petulantly.
“The longer you talk the more unreasonable you
become. But how would your resignation of the
office reduce you to poverty as you have been claim-
ing? You still have your estate here at Giribbaja.”

““That would not suffice to cover the losses I have
caused. Of old the Teacher told Vaddho that one
must look upon sin as sin and do frank contrition.
How can such repentance be for me without resti-
tution?”’

“What’s this you say? You wouldn’t throw your
property away, would you?”’

““Not only that, but all I could earn the rest of
my life.”

“To whom,” asked Kondanno, in wide-eyed
wonder, ‘“do you propose first to tender your
possessions—to His Majesty or to the merchants?
I doubt if one of them is base enough to accept the
offer.”

““I shall probably retain it all now—indefinitely.
I lack the courage of my convictions. The atmos-
phere of learned moralists like yourself benumbs
me. What I propose 1s not a present active sur-
render of my life’s goods but a potential one. I can
no longer count my little possessions as my own, but
as a trust to be relinquished one day, probably in
old age when I am unable to work. Meanwhile I
must shape my life in accordance, spending as little
of my income on myself as possible and making
every endeavor to increase the principal which
ultimately must be given up. To this end I must
toil like a Sudda, denying myself comfort and rest,
fearful to repose in the cool of the trees at noonday
and forbidden the meditation that 1s needful to
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spiritual attainment. Before the world I shall
occupy a false position, for while I excite the sharp
envy that riches draw after them I shall be lacking
even the eight chattels of a mendicant to call my
own. Because I cannot give away the goods of
another, I shall be called miserly and uncharitable;
I must turn from my door the holy friar and the
starving dog.”’

“The Discipline,”” said Kondanno, when Revato
had finished, “lays down that he who suggesteth
difficulties of conscience to another in order to make
him trouble committeth a Pacittiya offence. And
in the book of the Truth-Steps it 1s declared that
they who see sin where is no sin enter the path of
destruction.”

“The same 1s said, ~ retorted Revato, ‘“of those
who see no sin where sin 1s. ‘By seeing according to
the reality,” as elsewhere the Elder Adhimutto
observed, ‘one never goeth to destruction.” ”’

“How long,”” inquired Venerable Bharadvajo,
‘“has this trouble been upon you?”

““Since the day, seven years ago, that I took office,
1t has been rising around me as if I were hemmed 1n
by a river freshet. At last the waters touch my
feet and soon thy will be over my head.”

Bharadvajo commenced to intone:

““ ‘Where the spreading floods are surging,’
Saith of old the Blessed One,

‘All the race of men submerging,

By decay and death undone,

I will name an 1sle of saving.

Those who find 1t find the best

Nothing holding, nothing craving,

They have reached the Perfect Rest.
This the i1sland of Nibbana’ >’—

“Don’t talk to me about Nibbana, bhante,”
cried Revato, as though the word in his ears had been
a red-hot iron. ‘‘You are speaking a different lan-
guage from any that I can understand. When a
man 1s maddened with problems of present conduct
he can neither comprehend nor endure the i1dea of
spiritual raptures. I can contemplate Nibbana when
in the mood for 1t, but that 1s growing infrequent.
These moral doubts harass me day and night, year
in and year out—not only the one I have told you
about, but thousands of others, many of them vastly
more complex, more distressing and—as you would
say—more foolish. They insinuate themselves every-
where like serpents—Ilike the Virupakkhas, the Era-
pathas, the Chabyaputtas, the Kanhagotamakas.
Buddha told®us to love these reptiles. Am I thus to
love my doubts?!”” Revato ended mahahasitung
hasanto—laughing a great laugh.

““Just as when a hen,”’ the old monk said in a low
voice, ““with eight or ten or twelve eggs, has care-
fully sat upon them and around them and brooded
over them, yet she becomes anxious and a longing
arises in her heart, ‘Oh that my little chickens would
break open their shells with their beaks or with their
claws and safely come forth into the light!” yet all
the while those little chicks are destined to break
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the shells and come forth—even so, the brother who
1s fast enclosed 1n darkness by a hard wall around
him, yet who 1s persistent and determined, will
surely come forth into the light, surely reach up to
the higher wisdom, surely attain the Extreme
Security.’’

Revato smiled his incredulity. ‘“Take comfort at
least,”” encouraged Bharadvajo, ‘“that if you are
subjected to unusual troubles, you are endowed with
extraordinary power to submit and renounce.”’’

““Renounce?’ exclaimed Revato, “I can’t re-
nounce. When I perform such feats of self-abnega-
tion as few of you monks ever dream of, I am still
only a hypocrite—hollow as a reed. In all I do I
am a mere actor of a drama, watched by myself.
I no more taste of my religion than the spoon tastes
the soup. Besides, I never accomplish the conclu-
sive act of renunciation, there i1s always some reserve.
Especially there 1s no true sacrifice of my heart. As
much as I agonize to perform it, I am like a felon
whose hands and feet the king has cut oft for his
crimes, who 1s clutching at roots and grass to drag
himself up the bank of a rising river, grasping with his
stumps of arms which have no means to take hold.

““Are you such acriminal?” exclaimed Kondanno
In virtuous horror.

““My heart is a valakantara—a jungle of serpents
and wild beasts.”” answered Revato. ““In truth that
1s one reason why I cannot join the Order—I would
never dare to make confession—yet I could not do
so 1ntelligibly 1f I would—and were I to try, the
Brethren would never hear me out but would deal
with me in pity as a madman.”

Kondanno, now relenting, volunteered to prescribe
for Revato effective spiritual remedies. He advised
the forty subjects of meditation, to wit, the Ten
Kasina trances of concentration, the ten ponderings
on Physical Corruptions, the ten Reflections, the
four Sublime States, the four Formless States, the
Perception and the Analysis. He advocated espe-
cially the ten salutary cemetery reveries on corpses
In as many successive stages of decay. He further
recommended the violent breathing exercise which
rids the mind of evils as a great storm allays the
summer dust.

The Venerable Bharadvajo more simply sug-
gested: ‘““Tata—my dear child—postpone your jour-
ney to Pataliputta until the next moon.”

“I cannot, bhante, for beside the resignation of
my work, there are sundry accounts to adjust, for
which I must visit the Capital at this time.

“Then promise me to defer your resignation till a
future occasion.”

““Ask me not to promise anything. No man who
perfectly respects his word can bind up his future
conduct without finding himself somehow entrapped.
Insincere as I am, half my life’s troubles have come
from promises and vows—uttered often in words
that spring to the lips unpremeditated.”

“Then before your act is final,”” pleaded Bharad-
vajo, ‘“submit your case to Mlgalandlko the King’s
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Dhamma-mahamatto—the High Minister of Relig-
ion. You know it 1s his business to hear appeals
from all branches of the public service grounded in
moral questions, and to correct evils.”’

““No man living is able to alter the facts of the
case, ’ answered Revato, ‘““but at least I might make
the experiment and see whether the High Minister
of Religion can perform the impossible. Now, Dabbo
Kumaputto, the Dhammayutta—Assistant in the
Departmentof Religion—at Pataliputta,is my friend.
I might first call on him.”

At this moment came sportively up to them a pack
of yellow robed boys, the samaneras, novices, who
waited upon the ordained members of the Order and
received instruction.

“You would better not say anything to them,”
whispered Kondanno to Revato. ‘ Your influence
might not be good for them. They must not be
exposed to the temptations of anyone who has con-
fessed to fraud in the King’s business.”

Revato turned from him with scorn and after a
greeting of reverence to Venerable Bharadvajo, pre-
pared to descend the mountain.

The neophants had come to Kondanno to make
informal confession, to recite those passages from
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sacred canon which they had been studying through
the afternoon, and to attend upon his words of wis-
dom. As they grouped cross-legged on the ground
around their teacher, Revato heard him launch into a
disquisition on ‘‘dependent origination’’ which
boded 1ll for weary young brains.

The Venerable Bharadvajo meanwhile had as-
sumed a posture of revery and, as was his wont,
would pass the first watch of the night in pondering
on some chosen theme.

““As the lightning seeks a cleft of Vebhara or Pan-
dava, thus having come to a mountain cavern, the
son of the Freed One is afire’”’—jhayati—he burns, he
meditates—the word for both 1s the same. But the
fervours of Bharadvajo’s nature were ever of the sort
which led to tranquility. The workings of his mind
were no churning of trouble. His life arranged itself
In no complexities.

““It 1s easy for the good to do good.”

Unwilling to disturb further the devotions of his
aged counsellor, Revato passed around him with
right side nearest, and left him to visions of rap-
turous joylessness on the ground hallowed by so
many vigils of the attained Master.

CHAPTER 11

GIRIBBAJA, BERGENBURG

Revato turned away from the leaf huts which his
friends, the friars, had built high up on the side of
the Vulture’s Peak mountain. Close at hand, at the
head of a rocky gulley, was the favorite cavern retreat
of Buddho, and in front of it the stony cells that
Anando and other of his disciples had so often occu-
pied. From yonder cliff the treacherous Devadatto
had flung a rock and wounded his Master’s foot.
High above towered the fair green pinnacle of the
mountain.

A bend of the path threw open a far vista of coun-
try sloping northward toward Ganga River. The
far, flat horizon was studded with‘a few purple cloud
shapes emblematic of the great mountains of Hima-
vanta which abode there and which were visible from
hills beyond the river, though never from Rajagaha
for all the straining of expectant eyes. el'hose
mountains were the enchanted land of Aryan legend.
Certain pinnacles were popularly indentified with
Meru, Kelasa, Cittakuta and others, whose wonders
had been handed down from the old religion.
Mount Meru, or Sineru, with its reputed 84,000
yojanas—5§88,000 miles—of altitude, was the very
centre of the world, the heaven of Sakko, of Indo,
which the orthodox Brahmin might have sought
in a life-destroying quest, like the desert pilgrimage
of Pandu’s sons with fair Dropadi and the dog,

RAJAGAHA

while the Buddhist read therein lessons of sparkling
angels, now sporting with goddess girls in sensuous
gardens of Nandana, but anon to be hurled down
frigid precipices to the country of the titanic Asuras
1in expiation of former lives and to be fed on fire by
lictors of Yamo’s Niraya for so long a time that all
Himavanta might therein be worn away by the occa-
sional whisking of a little silken kerchief.

Revato, it 1s true, had no fixed faith in Sakko’s
heaven or Nandana garden. He took little inter-
est 1n the popular superstitions which clung to the
rational doctrines of the Dhamma as drops from the
muddy waters of deva worship out of which it had
emerged, thus stultifying its own favorite figure of
the lotus which remains clean amid foulness.

Yet 1f the worlds of pleasure had never touched
him with a sense of reality, those of pain had held
their power over him since the nights of his shudder-
ing infancy. Optimistic denials he impugned on
the ground that they might as well be raised against
the existence of all evil, wherein they would be re-
futed by evident facts. ‘““The game is serious accord-

ing to the stake,”” he reasoned, ‘““though it be but a
game of chance, and where prodigious kappas of
time are set against a few years, what signify the
torments of life compared with the hazards of that
desert which no camel has crossed?”” The cogency
of these dreadful appeals lay most of all in his con-
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science—an ad hominum sort of argument by
which he disproved his own skepticism and which
served more than any other force to strengthen
him against laxity or compromise in life. Where
to-morrow’s death curbs the eating and drinking of
to-day, there must be faith though i1t cannot find
itself. A life thus buttressed might evince worldly
fortitude 1f not courage, and justice if not gen-
erosity.

The northern sky faded. Revato gazed upon it no
more, but descended the mountain side and turned
up a rough defile leading southwestward, between
two ranges of hills, toward the city. All around
were sweet-smelling lodda and sparkling-leaved
assattha trees and the kanaka, the perennially
blooming tree of gold. At the base of the rocks, the
bright rose-apples of the jambu blinked in their
leaves. Revato walked warily for fear.of snakes in
the shadows, yet rapidly to lessen the time of
exposure to that tiger which long had terrorized the
region and had devoured six persons, among them
the old nun Sumedha. Before quite dark, he
crossed the southern shoulder of Mount Isigili and
entered a gate of the outer wall, which followed the
apex line of the ridges encircling the populous valley.
From this elevation he could look over the inner
city at his left and beyond i1t to the ruined palace of
Jarasandho at the base of Mount Pandava. North-
ward, between the walls, he could see where, 1n the
sangharama of Jivako’s Mango Grove, the brethren
were kindling their o1l lamps. Some of these monks
had made the town monasteries their retreat all
through the wet vassa months; others deemed 1t a
better following of Buddho’s commandment to
retire for the Lenten season to outlying caves or leaf
huts. Many of these were now returned to the

communal viharas to pass a few days before starting
on their alms and preaching tours, or to remain longer
1f they did not intend to walk abroad. Still without
entering the inner wall, Revato skirted the base of
Mounts Isigili and Vipula, passing near the dense,
cool mango grove. Across the way from i1t he
reached the Hatthinipura gate of the central city
which looked northward through the pass between
converging Vipula and Vebhara where opened the
port of the outer wall. Through this finally he came
out from the valley enclosure. Beside him the
rivulet Sarassati, which traversed the town, flowed
through the pass to be reborn 1n larger streams and
in mighty éngé; to merge at last in the Nibbana of
ocean. Haze of hot springs on its banks intensified
the evening crepuscle. Its surface still obscurely
reflected the western sky. Across the stream flew
a great marsh bird and was lost to sight in the purple-
toned thicket of Veluvana, that Bambu Grove where
Buddho so often dwelt. There came to Revato’s
mind an old hymn of the Faith:

‘“Yada balaka sucipandaracchada
Kalassa meghassa bhayena tajjita—
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““When bright as the light, from a dark cloud in fright,

There comes a pale crane, wide-winged on her flight,
And seeking a refuge, she reaches a home,

Ajakara’s river is then my delight.

- ““When white on the sight, from a dark cloud in fright,
There comes a pale crane, wide-spread on her flight,
And questing a shelter, she finds an abode,
Ajakara’s river is then my delight.”

To-night was no storm 1n the sky nor noise in the
wave, but a sensuous tenderness of perfumed air
which did all that Nature could do to imbue the heart
with Nibbana. There is, however, an intensity of
moral struggle to which the philosophy of peace is
an insult, and such was Revato’s. A slight calming
of nerve was performed for him by these gentle
influences, but in the suggested spiritual consolation
he could find no part.

The highway, as it emerged from the mountain-girt
valley, skirted the Veluvana—Bambu Grove—con-
taining the Kalandaka-nivapa—Squirrels’ Feeding
Ground—and many viharas of the faithful. About
1ts solemn edifices grave, pale-robed figures could be
discerned i1n the twilight. The stillness of early night
was broken by a flaw of wind which set the bambu
stems rattling together, ‘“Tatatatayati,’”” like the
old bones with which, when a boy, Revato had played
in the neighboring cemetery.

Revato now turned abruptly southwestward
behind the toe of Mount Vebhara, upon whose
shady side were continued bambu thickets, containing
close at hand the Pipphala cave where Buddho so
often had meditated and, far along the mountain,
the great Sattapanni cavern at whose door had
assembled the First Council soon after Buddho’s
death, to repeat the precious words bequeathed from
his lips and pass them down by an unbroken chain
of memory. Instead, however, of continuing past
these grottoes, Revato branched oftf into a by-road
and soon reached the gate of his own abode.

The old city of Rajagaha lay in a far northeastern
oftshoot of those mountains, the Vinjhas, which
divide the valley of Ganga from that great central
plateau, the Dakkhinapatha, Dekkan, Southern
Road. The city dated from immemorial days. It
had witnessed the tumults of nations stirred up by
the abduction of Sita from Ramo. A thousand
years had passed since the war among the offspring
of the Great Bharata when its king Jarasandho had
been slain by Bhimo, son of Pandu—a bloody mem-
ory for the present era of peace. The compact,
closely built town, hardly three miles in circuit, had
been laid out, 1t was said, by that ancient architect,
the Maha Govindo, and its massive walls of stone
were a marvel throughout the land of Magadha.
Giribbaja, the Mountain Stronghold—Bergenburg

—was from of old its favorite name, for i1t nestled

in the hollow of five precipitous hills, Vebhara,
Vipula, Pandava, Isigili and Udaya*, which ’twere

* For this southeastern hill I can find no name of the Bud-
dhist period, but feel justified in using the modern one, because
that i1s in good Pali form and 1S used somewhere to denote the
“Sunrise Mountain.”
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infidelity not to mention severally, so teemed they
with memories of Buddho. Far as traveled the
Dhamma, there followed it the fame of the “Five
Hills,”” yet with a sad confusion, for strangers classed
among them Gijjhakuta, the Vulture’s Peak, which
really was a sixth mountain northeastward behind
Pandava as a spur to the group. It rose terrace
upon terrace, highest and grandest of all and dearer
to the pious heart than even Vebhara.

That fragrant sacrificial kusa, or munja, grass,
which abounded in the vicinity, had given the old
city another characterizing name, Kusagarapura.
Its third cognomen, Rajagaha, the King’s House,
more properly belonged to the new town on the open
land below the wvalley. Thither had the seat of
Magadha government been moved in Buddho’s time,
nearly three centuries before, though now departed
from the region. The story ran that King Bimbisaro
had decreed banishment to the ‘““cold forest’”—the
cemetery—for anyone who negligently allowed
his house to take fire, and when 1t chanced to be
the palace which burned, he drove himself to exile
upon the charnel ground beyond the northern gate.
Thus, the “King’s House’ had formed a nucleus for
the more modern town.

THE HEIR TO THE REVATOS OF OLD

Revato’s homestead, in which he had spent all the
remembered years of his thirty or more, stood some
distance off the road between the two cities. The
dwelling was built of brick, stuccoed, larger and
older than neighboring ones, and i1t was curiously
adorned with moulded cornices. Farther out in the
country were fields which one of Revato’s remote
ancestors—unlike the Ariyas generally, who were
inclined to leave agriculture to the earlier inhabi-
tants—had cleared from the forest and which had
remained a heritage, tilled by servants or on shares
while the owners had often been officially and other-
wise occupied. Legally, these servants were held in
a mild serfdom, but had one of them chosen to better
his condition elsewhere, Revato would not have said
him nay, and might have been the gladder party, for
they maintained the upper hand of him in their deal-
ings. Most of the neighboring land had from of old
been cultivated by peasant proprietors or communal
villages. Since the consolidation of the empire, the
titles to arable land had become more largely vested
-1in the Crown, and this included Revato’s, so that
only the possession, not the property right, came
down to him through the last few generations. { The
difference was no mere distinction, for i1t subjected
him to a rental tax averaging a fifth of the produce;
in addition, he had to contribute about one-third of
1t in water rates forirrigation. No wonder that farm-
ing had ceased to pay! Before he took the customs
office he never could make ends meet without spend-
ing much of his own time in the fields, often plodding
behind the oxen at the plough.

The family were of noble white Khattiya color,
like the Gotamo Buddho himself, though the force of
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such a rank was much lessened by the confusion due
to erasure of class lines in the religious Order. There
the meanest outcaste could become a peer with the
highest saint. The Venerable Bharadvajo was born
of the white Brahmin color, and Venerable Kon-
danno as a bourgeois Vessa mixed with some non-
Aryan blood, but in the Sangha they shared as
brothers. Since the building of new Rajagaha, the
old mountain city had been given over largely to
families who were Brahmin, not only 1n color, but
also 1n religion. With these deva worshippers the
Buddhist Brahmins were less closely in sympathy
than with their neighbors of other colors but their
own faith. If they could forget caste lines when
meeting consecrated samanas, why not among
fellow laymen?  Especially might this be easy
between the Khattiya and Brahmin, whose rivalry,
founded on the conflicting claims of ChurchandState,
was disarmed by the overthrow of priestcraft.
Quite of another category were their social differ-
ences from the plebian Vessas, still more from the
servile, mongrel Suddas or the outcaste Candalas
and Pukkasas, of an-ariyaka—non-Ariyan—subju-
gated stock. Religion had not destroyed the racial
instinct of self-preservation from drowning in impure
blood. Not the meekest among unworldly brethren
could help but see with satisfaction the untinged
whiteness of his Aryan skin or could forget if his
parentage was among the castes of the Twice-Born.

Revato’s own position at Ragajaga was anomalous,
for his father’s family were unknown to 1ts traditions.
His mother, Sundari, through whom descended the
estate, had in her youth attended on the queen at
Pataliputta, where she had married, soon to be
deserted by her husband and return to her father’s
house with her child. She was a strong-spirited
woman who kept herself by preference in seclusion
as strict as, by a growing custom, the aristocracy
enforced on wives and widows of wealthy men 1n the
large towns, but this implied no recognition of sex
inferiority on her part. Rather, it was an alienation
from her neighbors in experience and feeling. To
her religious duties she was punctiliously faithful;
even in so clerically populous a district as Rajagaha
no alms bowl ever left her door without rice, curry
or sweet cakes, while robe stuffs of her donation
busied many a monastic sewing party with their
adaptation after they had first been dyed a tawny
yellow to mimic the dust-heap rags of more fervid
days. But there was perceptible in her attitude
toward the doctrine and discipline a certain defi-
ciency of enthusiasm, a tacit failure of whole-hearted
approval, which suggested that, if she had broken
the fetters of present worldly desire, she was wil-
fully wearing those of memory.

Of his father, who had died before the beginning
of Revato’s recollection, she spoke not, but the
faint revelations of her manner when any remark
grazed the tabooed subject were like glimpses of a

god. The little he knew had been told him by the

monks from hearsay, one fact being his father’s
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early death 1n some wild adventure. There were
many other circumstances that might have excited
his curiosity, but having grown up from infancy
fixed with the habit of ignorance concerning them,
his mind had never chanced to receive an impulse
to their discovery. (Our long limitations of thought
astound us after we break them, but many we never
break. The mental eye 1s marvelously able to over-
look its blind spots.) For example, he never had
settled his father’s caste. His mother’s pedigree and
his own exceptional lightness of complexion seemed
sufficient guarantee, and he failed to realize the
reserve in which he was held by some of his more
punctilious acquaintances who were aware of the
doubt.

Again, he had never heard his father mentioned
by name. As successor to his grandfather, Ajjuko,
he had been assumed to adopt the latter’s surname
Kaccayano, but had acquired a nickname which
fully supplanted it. This was Yuvano, meaning
Young, the aptness of which was never made clear,
since he had always been old beyond his years.
Perhaps the epithet was due to occasional ebulli-
tions of vivacious spirit which, habitually imprisoned,
burst forth at times to an ecstasy as of young an-
imals sporting in the Spring. His gravity and levity
intruded each on each most fitfully. He was like
the child of a hen which southern merchants once
had brought from the eastern country and which
had been beloved by a crow; for whenever this
chick essayed to crow like a cock he would say
““caw, caw,” and whenever he tried to utter the
voice of a crow he would call *“cock-a-doodle-doo.”

Revato “Yuvano’s” playmates, from which his
nickname had come, were fond of pronouncing it so
that 1t sounded like Yavano, which i1s the same with
Yonako, Ionian, Foreign—as if they felt the pres-
ence of some strange element.

The personal name Revato, which he bore,
though suggested by his birth in the nakkhatta, or
asterism, of Revati, was also an heirloom encrusted
with many previous memories from the hands
through which 1t had passed. First of all, if the
legends were credible, 1t had belonged, in long-ago
eternities, to a former Buddho. The inspiration
which he should derive from this fact, his teachers
were ever impressing upon him, but he himself
found more to awaken enthusiasm in thoughts of
Revato Khadiravaniyo, the Forest Habitant, and
Kanka-Revato, the Victorious One, true, living
men of his name, who only two or three hundred
rainy seasons before had looked in the face of the
Blessed One, had heard his compassionate words
and had followed him through the years of footsore
wandering. One of these famous apostles Revato
had been our Revato’s uncle, many generations
removed.

Then again, something like halfway between
that time and his own, came the celebrated Elder
Revato of Soreyya, near Takkasila, who had
presided at the Council of Vesali, where the lati-

L AYMAN

R EV A TO

tudinarian heresy was condemned, and . which
marked the great schism. A man of prodigious
learning, who knew by heart almost the entire
Canon of Scripture, he was “intelligent and wise,
modest, conscientious and devoted to the precepts.”
At Vesali, he was a guest of that Polycarp in apos-
tolic succession, Sabbakami, who had been a pupil
of the disciple Anando and who had lived to become
the oldest thera in the world. These two patriarchs
communed 1n their cell of the causes which had pro-
longed their lives in vigor (for Revato after his
journey required neither sleep nor rest). ‘““They
say, beloved one,” spake Sabbakami, “that you have
continued thus long by ease of life, and this indeed
1s a life of ease, the continuance in love.” ‘“Even
of yore, when I was a layman, Sir,”” answered
Revato, “much love was laid up in my heart; there-
fore 1t 1s that I now live much in the sense of love
and I have long since attained the Goal of Peace.
And you, by what manner of life have you now lived
these many years?” ‘“By abiding in the sense of
emptiness of worldly things, beloved one, I have
lived these many years.”

The Venerable Bharadvajo, when a novice, had
been told by his superior that, while the latter was a
very young child, an ancient monk had stopped at

his mother’s door and she had given the lad a sweet
cake to drop in the bowl, bidding him to remember
always how he had made an offering to the famous
Revato of Soreyya. But vastly more than this, it
was that self-same bowl—an 1ron one—which
Bhavadvajo now carried, he having received it
through several generations of superiors and. pupils
under the canon law of heredity by personal service.
Bharadvajo still lived in hope that this bowl would
one day pass to Revato Yuvano.

The previously mentioned remote uncle of Revato
Yuvano was reputed as the author of a certain
hymn among those in the Thera-Theri-Gatha, a
numerous collection attributed to early Elders and
Elderesses who had lived in the days when doctrine
was simple, piety fervid and the joy of salvation a
real experience. These gathas ran as follows:

‘““When, household life renouncing,
To homeless ways I turned,
The lore of guile and malice
I straightaway unleamed.

““I counsel not to injure
The living high or low.
Their pain 1S not my pleasure;
A wiser plan I know.

“For I have learned that friendship,
That rich, impartial good

Which grows in swift progression
As Buddho told it would.

“Of all I am'a comrade,
To all a brother true.

With each that feels and quivers
I fe'el and quiver too.
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“I train my thoughts to ponder

On amity and peace

And wait that perfect Respite
When suffering shall cease.

“Unmoved and never yielding,
My soul hath rare delights,

Intent on holy musings
Abhorred of wicked wights.

“For in the true disciple
Of him so clear and high,
A noble stillness enters
When thoughts of evil fly.

““Like admantine mountains
Firm in their stable bed,

That monk no more shall tremble
In whom 1S folly dead.

“They who stand pure by purging
Are jealous for the clean;

No hair-tip mote of evil
Can hover long unseen.

“Just as a guarded city
Is watched on every side,
Without and 1n keep vigil
Nor let the moments glide.

“In life 1s not my pleasure
Nor death is my desire;

I, like the stolid worker,
Await my promised hire.

““Not eager for departure
Nor yet with life elate,
Attentive, understanding,
I mark the time and wait.

“I’ve done the Buddho’s bidding,
The Teacher’s rule employed;
My heavy burden’s fallen,
My craving is destroyed.

““That cause for which, renouncing,

I wandered forth at first
Is now the vital reason
That all my fetters burst.

‘““Achieve ye then by vigil
As I have done before,

Now perfect in salvation
And soon to be no more.”

Such were the homely, earnest lines which Revato
had been taught from infancy as a guide and inspira-
tion for his life. They had been woven into the text-
ure of his growing mind and, if their familiarity to
him had bred contempt, they were nevertheless a
part of himself. The amiability, the peace, the
perfection of this Revato Thero he had failed to
develop, but there 1s no doubt that much in him of
scruple, much of inoffensiveness, much of strong, if
misapplied, moral power, was due to this ancient
namesake, this patron saint.

The morbidly conscientious strain in Revato
Yuvano was derived, like his worldly possessions,
not from his mother but through her from his grand-
father, the Venerable Ajjuko, who had died twenty
years before. Ajjuko had in his old age left the
household life for the homeless one, transferring his
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lands and cattle to his young grandson, as one civilly
dead.

Thereafter he had tenanted one of the old cave
parivenas, cells, on the Vulture’s Peak and had never
again entered his home. Revato remembered him
silently standing at the door that had once been his
own, taking his bowl from his sling and holding 1t
out to await a pinda, a morsel, of rice and vegetable
curry from his daughter’s hands, yet tremulous lest
filial piety should shorten the begging round.

That impulse to self-mortification which led the
Brahmin hermits to excesses carried Ajjuko into
macerations of hardly less severity through the
ingenious difficulties which he read into Buddho’s
clear, mild precepts. Between ancestor and grand-
son there was, however, this difference, that, whereas
Revato reasoned from first principles, Ajjuko’s
casuistry had never peered behind traditional rules,
but only was concerned with their interpretation.
For example, five trades have been denounced by
Gotamo as wrong, even for a layman—commerce
in slaves, meat, weapons, liquors and poisons.

“If these practices be evil for one who has not
yet entered the consecrated life,” argued Ajjuko,
“how much more is it the duty of a samana to
remove any implication of sin!” Bond servants he
no longer held; during his worldly life he had repeat-
edly offered to release them from that mild servitude
which stood in Magadha for slavery, and they had
declined freedom. But there were present issues in
rejecting every morsel of meat curry from his bowl;
in avoiding to touch any sharp-edged instrument,
even a knife with which to cut a mango fruit; in
refusing the narcotic drinks and noxious herbs
which were presented to him 1n sickness. These
over zealous scruples had not lessened the haughti-
ness of the lady Sundari toward the Order and the
Doctrine.

It was by Venerable Ajjuko that the child Revato
had been brought under special notice of the Society.
When the old man died he had left to Venerable
Bharadvajo, in particular, a religious guardianship,
which office had rested well on the appointee.

Revato’s most familiar comrades from infancy
had been the monks, upon whom he might almost
have thereby fixed the guilt of kulasamatthadosa—
the offence of associating with the laity. Corre-
spondingly, his intimacy with his worldly neighbors
was weak. The various removal 1n estate and con-
dition already mentioned typified his relations with
them. A certain aloofness had always existed,
hardly hostile or depreciatory on either side, an
elusive distinction. It might reasonably have been
attributed to a multiplicity of minute outward
unlikenesses—but an astute observer would have
sought the cause of Revato’s ungenial singularity in
that inward 1solation which enhanced those slight
idiosyncrasies of person and status. His was one of
those natures born to aloneness, who may be called

In a spiritual sense sunnagaragato, solitude-gone,
established 1n isolation of heart.
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he said, “material and spiritual, and the spiritual
1s the higher.”

In Salvation by Merit we may suspect a perversion
from Salvation by Character (a nobler idea, however
insufficient when tested by human weakness.)
Though Kamma means Deed, Act, the subjective
value of the Deed was originally seen to lie in its
self-disciplinary power, and the state of mind behind
the Deed counted for more than the overt act.

In spite of the fact that Gotamo’s philosophy
rested on a denial of the old self-soul, 1t replaced it
by a very eflicient soul in the form of this same
Kamma, a force by which the individual, so long as
tainted with evil, was renewed 1n the hereafter, thus
precluding excape from punishment by the expedient
of death. Kamma was therefore a seed planted to
germinate anew.

It was pre-eminently the believing patronage of
King Bimbisaro that disposed the Master to pass
so many of his rainy seasons at the Magadhese
Capital, whither his journeys reciprocated from Sa-
vatthi, chief city of the Kosala Kingdom. Some-
times he traveled eastward through Baranasi, on the
Ganges, sometimes northward to the edge of the
Great Wood, to Vesalt of the Vajjian Licchavis,
strong among the free clans in their resistance to
encroaching monarchies.

During his first season of ministry at Giribbaja,
Buddho had encamped in the Latthivana Grove,
southwest of town, by the road leading up from
Uruvela. As a preferable place of residence, the
Veluvana was soon bestowed upon him and his
disciples by the King. Here, again and again, he
passed his Lenten seasons of rest and preaching.
Sometimes for retirement and meditation, he would
retreat to the caves on Gijjhakuto, while companies
of the bhikkhus raised temporary grass huts on the
slopes of Isigili or other mountains.

Many folk resorted to him at the Bambu pleas-
aunce to dispute with him until they could no longer
resist his gracious words. There came among others
the brilliant young court physician, Jivako Komara-
bhacco, of 1ignoble birth but royal adoption, who had
studied his profession in the great university town
of Takkasila, far in the mountainous Northwest. By
him, as a token of his devotion to the Enlightened
One, and to meet the needs of the growing Sangha,
was given the Mango Grove, which he further en-
dowed with a preaching hall, and which since has
borne his name. He it was who also healed Gotamo

of a disease acquired, evidently, by wearing pat.ch-
work robes of offcast rags found i1n cemeteries and
on dust-heaps. By his tactfulness the Tathagato
was led to discard this custom for a fashion of attire
more sanitary and more consistent with his own
policy of moderation.

Considerate indeed was the Dhamma’s Lord of
his disciples’ comfort and impartial in his regulations,
for he allowed to all a thickness of clothing gauged
by the needs of the most sensitive. From his sump-
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tuary laws sickness wrought a liberal dispensation.
A general rule permitting use of weavers’ looms he
had made in consideration of a nervous invahd
brother whose mind craved absorption in a handi-
craft.

Such incidents touched Revato with the gentle
human reasonableness of the Blessed One. Narrow
religionists might contend for an unswerving omni-
science 1n the Master, which their cherished tradi-
tions belied, but for Revato such a belief would have
destroyed half the confidence in that wise leadership.
The Layman preferred to recognize Bhagava’s open-
mindedness, his discreet opportunism, even; his
supreme devotion to truth although 1t might prove
his own fallibility; his implied consent to readjust-
ments of opinion which future knowledge might
demand of others. Did not Gotamo, in his last hours
with his disciples, advise that after his departure
they should heed the words of any qualified teacher
among them, and did he not offer them full permis-
sion to abolish all the minor precepts?

Revato could not bring himself to follow blindly,
even Sattha, the great Teacher. He acknowledged
that every man whose ethics are real must form
them for himself, shaped by the specialties of his
own conscience, wherein dwells ultimate authority.
While he could not avail himself of the distinction
between monastic and lay morality, he felt, on the
other hand, little bound by what seemed accidental,
conventional. An appreciation of a similar candid
spirit in the Lord of the Dhamma himself tended to
check Revato’s centrifugal disposition and hold him
to the Faith. Broadminded and humanly flexible,
as Revato saw him, was the Tathagato. But there
was about him a perfection which seemed super-
human. Weary and wordy were the old texts, all
that puerile taste could do had been done to mar
the fair image of the Exalted One. Yet, even in the
most grotesque tales, it was impossible to find one
smirch upon the purity of his conduct, one wanton-
ly severe word that had escaped his lips. When
reflecting upon the clearness and patience of that
character, Revato felt a barrier rise between himself
and his own lower nature. To quiet the heart’s
clamor for indulgence, for laxity in the conditions of
salvation, no other means was half so potent as
hixing the thoughts upon him.

Especially was Buddho’s freedom for conviction
shown when, at the entreaties of his kinswomen
aided by the persuasions of Anando (still the saint
beloved by women) he first admitted their sex to the
company of sanctified ones—even 1f reluctantly.

In his fifth vassa, spent here at Rajagaha, there
came to him from his home city Kapilavatthu the
tidings of his father’s last sickness and, hastening
across the intervening expanse of country, he arrived
before the end. It was soon after this that he framed
the rule for a female Order into which were admitted
his foster-mother Pajapati and Yasodhara that had
been his wife. His son Rahulo, while yet a young lad,
had followed him among the brethren, later to
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become a devoted samana. Thus was removed the
bitterness of that harsh abandonment (cruel most
upon himself) to which his heart had compelled him
for the deliverance of humanity.

For this elevation of woman from her low estate,
his breadth of mind might well astound, since he
held sex to be wholly evil, and 1n his time sex and
woman were ideas almost inseparable. His achieve-
ment was to create a new and higher kind of life,
wherein would be neither male nor female.

Even. more willing had the Tathagato been to
ignore the differences of vanna, color, and to shame
away the injustice of society. The Buddhist move-
ment was not a mere selfish contest of the powerful
and wealthy Khattiyas to gain spiritual lordship
as well, for if so, they would not have shared the
spoil equally with the despised colors. Pure benevo-
lence must have actuated Jino—the Conqueror—

Buddho, when,

‘“Er zerbrach die Zwingherrnburgen
Und zerbrach des Knechtes Joch.”

A delicate consideration had been shown by the
Blessed One even for his enemies, the Nigantha
heretics. When Siho, the Licchavi generalissimo,
had turned from that religion to his, he had coun-
seled: ‘““Deem it right, Stho, still to give the Nigan-
thas those alms which they have so long received at
your house.” And yet these false religionists were at
that very time fomenting public clamour against
him by malicious slanders!

Revato admired also the scorn with which Gotamo
had treated vain display of supernatural powers.
Here at Rajagaha was still standing the house of the
man whose magically fetched down bowl had occa-
sioned enactment of one of the canonical disci-
plinary rules. In the Bambu Grove the teacher
had convinced the householder Sigalo that the only
charms which can securely guard the six cardinal
points of a home are the circumradient potencies of
good deeds.

Here too, at Rajagaha, lingered the pathos of
Buddho’s old age, beset with many sorrows. His
cousin and disciple Devadatto had led a schism from
the Society under pretext of demanding a stricter
rule and even had attempted his Master’s life by
rolling down a rock, still pointed out on the moun-
tain side of the Vulture’s Peak. Bimbisaro, who,
throughout the long ministry, had been his royal and
loyal friend, was succeeded on the throne by the
parricideeAjatasattu. News arrived that the King
of Kosala had almost wiped out the Sakiya clan at
Kapilavatthu, Gotamo’s own people. An attack
upon his friends, the free Vajjians, was plotted by
Ajatasattu, who had the affrontery to ask his counsel
conserning the bloody expedition. ‘“As long as the
Vajjians adhere to their ancient virtues,”” Buddho
answered, ‘““so long will they prosper.”” Then he
prepared to depart northward on his last journey
by a road which led through the country of the

beleaguered Vajjians, and beyond it, toward the
devastated home of his childhood.

L AYMAN

R EV ATO

From illusions of sense he had been free longer
than most men are born to live, yet the love of
natural things had never wholly died within him.
Calling together in mind the scenes now to be beheld
no more, he uttered those cries of human feeling
which the monks whom Revato knew still intoned
in  their recitations: ‘““Ramaniyang Rajagahang,
ramaniyo Gijjha-kuto pabbato—How pleasant is
Rajagaha! how pleasant the Vulture’s Peak Moun-
tain! pleasant the Banyan tree of Gotamo; how
pleasant the Robbers’ Cliff; pleasant the Sattapanni
cave on the slope of Mount Vebhara; pleasant the
Black Rock on the slope of Mount Isigili; pleasant
the mountain cave of the Serpents’ Pool in the
Sitavana Grove; pleasant the Tapoda Grove; pleas-
ant the Squirrels’ Feeding Ground in the Bambu
Grove; pleasant Jivako’s Mango Grove; pleasant
the Deer Forest at Maddakucchi!”

Dragging himself by slow stages, he crossed Ganga
at Patali village where Sunidho and Vassakaro,
Ajatasattu’s chief ministers, were building against
the Vajjians an outpost, destined before Revato’s
time to become the capital of all India, and com-
mitted himself to their territory. A precious heri-
tage ol narrative preserves the events of the few
following months; his many parting counsels and
consolations of his inner friendly circle; his artful
reasoning to soothe the feelings of him whose hospi-
tality was the innocent occasion of his final sickness.

Northward he labored, following the hot low-lying
river banks, till the glistening peaks of Himavanta
arose before him and, upon the westward road along
1ts foot-hills, which led to the old home, he began
to feel reviving mountain airs. But they came too
late. Day by day he felt the power of death more
strongly upon him and more welcome was the sur-
render to 1t. It had come already to his two chief
disciples, for in the month Kattika, when the moon
was at the full, the Great Sariputto died and in the
dark of the self-same moon the Great Moggallano
was clubbed to death by robbers at the instigation
of Nigantha ascetics. ‘I too will pass away—in
Kusinara,” thought Bhagava.

There was no longer any strength to complete the
journey home, and so, as i1t proved, he fell upon
parinibbana in the sala grove of the Mallas at Kus-
inara, on the further side of the river Hirannavati.

With light reflected from the Perfectly Illumined
One, shone many lesser characters of olden Rajagaha,
men and women, members of that inner circle of
disciples, companions of his weariness, who had
abandoned all to follow him. Some of their person-
alities were nearly as familiar to Revato as those of
Bharadvajo and Kondanno. There was Bhagava’s
most 1ntimate attendant, whose devotion seemed
almost worthy of the great compassionate nature
which evoked 1t—Anando, whose life was like a
Spring day of cloud and sunshine mingled—Anando,
erring and backward in the Paths (consoling thought
for others) yet who alone of all the brethren remained
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beside his Master in the charge of the mad elephant;
who, in those last hours at Kusinara, was brought
to the bedside from weeping against the lintel of the
door; and who 1n after days looked back with partie-
ular yearning—

“Through five and twenty rains I served
The Blest One while he dwelt apart;
From works of body never swerved
Nor works of word nor works of heart.

““And when the Buddho wandering walked
I, shadowing, wandered far as he,

I heard his wisdom while he talked,
The truths he uttered fell to me.

‘“Alas, a learner still I stay
Who full salvation yet must find,
And the Teacher now has passed away
Who so transcendently was kind.

“When scattered ash my Comrade lies
And the Master’s life has long an end,
A charnal, musing eXercise
Becomes my best remaining friend.”

Poor Anando’s difficulty in working his way along
the Paths of perfection was fortunately not a tribu-
lation common to all believers. To others the
heroic life seemed so easy and its fruition so con-
sciously assured! Witness Elder Revato, of the old
hymn.

How marvelous the work that the Tathagato had
wrought in the world! How many souls in ancient
days had found through him that perfect peace
which still lived 1n their rhythmic exultations! How
many lives still were softened and illumined by the
remembered precepts of the Teacher!

Into the history of Magadha, yes of entire Jam-
budipa, and far among the border lands, all unthink-
ably dark with cruelty, he had shone with beams of
pity, lighting to mercy the lives whereon they fell.

It was no wonder that the superstitious were
hastening to apotheosize their Deliverer. The con-
ception of him (however little Revato then under-
stood this)was already beginning to run a course of
changes which, during many centuries, would pass
through peculiar phases:

There was first the man Gotamo, of noble, but
not majestic birth, radient in his purity, his pity and
in his wisdom to discern the heart’s ngeds. This was
the Buddho known to them who saw him face to
face and to those of later years who, like Revato,
could read between the lines of legend.

But the Oriental can neither admire without
dazzle nor express without hyperbole. Hardly had
the sage passed away when he was exalted to royal
station and endowed with every transcendent quality
of the i1deal prince. Not alone was he given the
attributes of a contemporary raja, but he was
traced to former incarnations as a Great King of
Glory, a Universal Monarch of the Golden Age,
with possessions manifold those of the most opulent
living potentate.

It was an easy transition from a worshipful king to

a worshipped god. Buddho had degraded the Hindu
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deities to impotent demi-gods and had discouraged
inquiry concerning a First Cause; the god on whom
he taught dependence was that abstract divinity,
Law.

But since men, and women especially, i1nsist on
looking to some helpful Personality outside of
themselves, and since their enlightened Master em-
bodied all of such personal helpfulnessthat they knew,
1t was 1nevitable that they should deify him, so
amending his doctrines as to prove that he had not
yet ceased to exist. This third stage of the Buddho
conception was being felt after by some in Revato’s
time. Thus was the human Buddho transformed
into the Royal and into the Divine Buddho.

The fourth conception—if a prophetic anachro-
nism may be allowed—was the metaphysical Buddho
to bedreamed of especially in distant Japan—an 1dea
farthest of all removed from the historical one, yet
elevated above the intervening superstitions to a
high philosophical beauty. He is the Reality behind
the Ideal universe—

““I live within material forms of flesh,

But when I was not, Self was ever there,
For Self i1s Buddha.”

“Year after year the annual flowers bloom
Upon the bush uninterruptedly.

Thus Buddha lives unchanged; but we that are
But shows and shadows of the Inner Soul

Bud, bloom and die as changing years roll on.”

This, however, 1s not the faith in which mankind
will rest. ““The human heart i1s a great glutton”;
moreover we are helplessly dependent. There 1s
still another course which the doctrine took, a by-
path from the main road of development. Some
reach out toward a Pure Land, a Western Paradise,
where Amida Buddho shall bring unimpaired the
souls which entrust themselves to him—

““I take no rope in my unskillful hands
Nor labor at the oar to cross the stream.
The Boatman whom I trust will row me o’er

To the safe haven of the Shore Beyond.”*

PRESENCE—THE EMPIRE OF PEACE

—But to revert. After the Great Sage’s death,
his cremation and the distribution of his relics to
eight suppliant kings and clans, his disciples returned
to Rajagaha where they held the famous first
ecumenical council in front of the Sattipanni cave
on the slope of Mt. Vebhara, probating, so to speak,
his testament, by reciting, as each could remember,
the precious legacies ot teaching which he had
bequeathed.

The freedom-loving Vajjians eventually suc-
cumbed to the spread of empire and, within less
than a hundred vassas after Buddho’s death, their
conquered city, Vesali of the Licchavis, succeeded

*These three stanzas from the Japanese are in the version
of the late Rev. Arthur Lloyd. I understand that he attributed
the Pure Land cult to early Chnstian influences. In the
Idealistic philosophy we seem to find the Vedanta.
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Rajagaha as the capital of Magadha. Within
another reign the throne was moved to Pataliputta,
city of the Trumpet Flower Sons. Before the end of
the second century, the kingdom had attained truly
imperial power in Jambudipa. It was further ex-
tended by the adventurer Candagutto, who estab-
lished 1n dominion the Moriya, Peacock, dynasty.
He 1t was who beat back the fair-skinned Yonas
that had settled in the border countries from the
days of the invader Alasando and established his
own government over their colonies. While he
subdued their arms, their arts and sciences continued
to creep into his domain but were more than returned
in deeper philosophies which they embraced. It was
not the proud, active Yavana whose spirit gained the
mastery, but the meek, passive Ariya.

Asis always the case, the inhabitants of Jambudipa
had to pay well for their pride or acquiescence in
imperial magnitude and power. What with heavy
land rents, irrigating water rates, tithes on commer-
cial transactions and other imposts, collected often
under penalty of death for dodging, taxes became
the chiet part of their lives.

Now the birth of Candagutto’s grandson, Asoko
Vaddhano, was like the coming of a second Buddho
who would be to the social world what Gotamo had
been to the world of individuals. His goodness was
not by nature, however, for when he came to the
throne he was called Asoko the Wicked. In the
ninth year of his reign he subjugated the Kalinga
countries, on the eastern coast of the south. He
did not conduct his campaign according to those
most merciful practices of Aryan warfare which
might leave the husbandmen tilling their fields
unmolested while battle waged around them, but
he tore from hermitages even holy samanas. Abuses
of this war, with its usages hardly better, wrought
in the monarch a remorse which drove him for refuge
to the doctrines of the merciful Buddho, and he
became thenceforth a King of Peace. While the
religion had lost much of its early purity, 1t had
become so diffused among the people as totemper
them to a mildness of conduct never before known,
and now, when endorsed by the State, its influence
for good became incalculable.

Asoko’s long reign, after his conversion, was spent
not only 1n establishing the forms of the Dhamma
religion and endowing i1t with costly edifices and
carved stones, but 1n acting its spirit. He who once,
it was sagd, had maintained a torture chamber to
inflict on miserable creatures, human and animal,
the torments of hell in similitude, now planted trees
and dug roadside wells far and wide for their com-
fort and fixed dispensaries of medicaments appropri-
ate to man and beast. If his demands were still large
toward those who had, his benevolences were great
toward those who had not. Munificent as were his
public alms, no one could tell the extent of his
bounties, for he was an outspoken advocate of secret
charities. His zeal tospread the saving Truth knew
no sovereign limitations; ‘“All men,” he said, “are

my children.” His missionaries crossed the southern

seas to Tambapannidipa and passed far beyond
Himavanta to the hindermost regions of the world,
where the desirous Yonas worship their lustful gods,
rear beautiful cities of illusion, and store up bad
Kamma against the suffering ages of the future.

Asoko—Sorrowless—he might not truly be, for
contrition and sympathy were strong in him, but
he gave all his heart to following the way that leads
to the cessation of sorrow. As Devanam-Piyo
Piyadassi Raja—The Devas’ Darling, His Majesty
the King—he might appear before the world i1n
proud rock-graven edicts, but, being no lukewarm
believer, he personally submitted to the laws of a.
lay disciple and later of an ordained mendicant in the
Sangha.

Asoko s conversion had taken place longer ago
than Revato could remember; hence he had always
lived 1n an environment of peace and good will.
True, the charities of the royal family were rarely
needed to relieve starvation; famines were rare in
Magadha, with its twice-yearly harvests. Religious
prosecution had been little known among the Ariyas
and hardly was a check upon violence now re-
quired, but Piyadassi went beyond toleration, in-
spiring the disputing secretaries to mutual esteem.
His subjects, whether Buddhist, Brahmin or Jaina,
were all recipients of favor, and i1f he was chiefly
zealous for that religion which he believed to be
true, he could still dedicate magnificent cave dwell-
ings to the use of others. At one point, however, he
hesitated. The Brahmins, in their festivals to their
gods, had been wont to massacre numbers of horses,
sheep, goats, swine and other living creatures, per-
forming their rites not merely with flowers and per-
fumes, but with gory carcasses. These practices
he discouraged, since he would not condone murder
under the cloak of religion. Further he minimized
the slaughter of animals for food, decreeing for
example, that no peacock or antelope should be put
to death at the Capital.

Mutterings of discontent at this tenderness of
heart should have been disarmed by knowledge that
he had limited the deaths of living creatures for his
own table and finally had abandoned that butchery
altogether. Along with the slaughter of animals, the
King had suppressed a certain offensive holiday
feast at Pataliputta, and though he was not opposed
to public gaities of the right sort, yet the popular
amusements were generally attended with so many
evils that his influence acted to curtail their number
and license. Among many of his subjects, this
restraint bitterly counted for more than all his
beneficence.

A growing disuse of cruel punishments in Jambu-
dipa was lessening human pain to an inestimable
extent. If still torture was employed in criminal
process, and corporal penalties imposed, 1t was only
of seeming necessity for the ends of justice, restricted
in various ways by Asoko’s command, and grievous
In any case to his spint. It was limited to the
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purlieus of crime, .and the quiet citizen, not to
mention the monk, dwelt secure from arbitrary
molestation. At Rajagaha were old men who, in
their prime, had lost hands and feet, noses and ears
and lingered as object lessons by which the younger
generation might know that the present rarity of
such cruelties was not according to the custom of
the world. But man 1s so unreflecting that if, by some
contingency, his day be clear and cool, he forgets
that stifling rain ever falls or sunshine ever scorches
and kills. Only those who, like Revato, cast their
thoughts afar told themselves that the life around
them—

““Grun das Gefilde, fruchtbar; Mensch und Herde
Sogleich behaglich auf der neusten Erde”—

was just a paradisian dream in the world’s night.

THE CREEPER OF CRAVING

As the guards that had surrounded the happy
home of the young Gotamo had been powerless to
exclude sorrow, so, in the delicate immunities of
Revato’s surroundings, was no effective barrier to
gloom and fear.

A minor note truly was resonant in the hushed
sounds of Rajagaha. With regal glories gone afar,
1t had sunken into a mellow decadence. While its
environs were increasingly populous with holy men
and women intent on discipline and contemplation,
the chief secular inhabitants were old families like
that of Revato’s mother, reduced, but still tacitly
proud and clinging to their ground like seamed
weather-worn rocks on the mountain side. In many
of them might have been traced a particular sequence
of character development down the generations.
With abilities inherited from ancient, rough, liberty-
loving clansmen, the vassals of the Serpent Kings
in Gotamo’s day had become successful and luxur-
1ous men of the world. Thus, from vigor had grown
culture, refining if divitalizing. As royalty passed
away and the new puritanic religion spread, culture
was chastened into modest dignity, self-restraint and
stern virtue. There were moral giants in those days.
But harsh parents make kind children; the oncoming
generations were subdued in spirit, and, while clear
in conduct as their fathers had been, they were
tempered with exquisite mildness® and tolerance.
The old stocks were then near to running out. Bud-
dho’s principles, hostile to fecundity, operated not in
the monastic order alone. The Paths pointed to by
his precepts tended, even in the household life, to
racial Nibbana, Surcease. Whether the reason be
physical or spiritual, 1in-so-far as the soul outgrows
its brutal partner, the body, prolificness wanes, and
this may be a merciful provision of nature, since
when the mind becomes most highly organized and
sensitive, its balance of pain counterweighs beyond
endurance. This stage of dying agony 1n the genera-
tions, to which the phase of calm gentleness gives
place, had fully been reached in the heart of Revato.
From the strong and wise and upright and amiable
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men that had preceded him at Giribbaja, he had
received 1n heirship all of their sorrows, few of their
joys. The keen, restless mind was his—in that he
might not be their inferior—and his delicacy, if not
consistency, of motive was a refinement upon their
honest instincts. He knew that he was weak in
will, in the achieving will, yet fain he would console
himself with a belief in his power to resist whatsoever
rﬁlight shame the noble-hearted line that ended in
1m.

That he was to be the end, had intuitively become
a conviction which every year grew firmer. In this
reflection there was to him a pensive and perhaps
unwholesome fondness, not entirely due to Buddistic
considerations, but arising 1n his artistic sensibility.
It harmonized with the ‘moribund solemnity of
Rajagaha—a solemnity like the gloom within the
aisles of a great spreading banyan whereunder, on
1ts rich, black soil of decay, gorgeous plants languish
to death as the shade more densely enshrouds.

There was a story that one of Asoko’s younger
brothers (not Mahindo), as he followed the chase one
day and watched the sporting of the deer in the
forest, had thought: “Why should not the well-
housed monks also amuse themselves?”” Thereupon
Piyadassi vested him with the sovereignty for seven
days, saying ‘““At the end of that time thou shalt
die.”’—Then, when the period had elapsed, *“Why
art thou so ematiated?” ‘“From horror of death,”
was the answer. ‘“My child,” said Asoko, ““this
hath taught thee that for them whose mind 1s con-
tinually upon death there can be no diversion.”

In such a memento mori1 was grounded the mind
of Revato. And yet there were occasions, rare in-
deed, when 1t could skim the ground lightly and
airilly as a deer escaped from a snare.

Revato had gotten his education from the monks
at Giribbaja and at the great University of Nalanda,
so conveniently near his home city. At first his
mother had objected to his studies.

““If he learns writing,”” she had protested, “it will
make his fingers sore; 1f arithmetic, his breast will
become diseased by much thinking; 1f money
changing, his eyes will suffer.”

“But he i1s delicately nurtured,” Bharadvajo had
pleaded. ‘““Unless he devotes himself to study he
will be unable to acquire new riches or augment the
riches he possesses. Only thus can he live a life of
ease and without pain.”

Of course the arguments for learning had prevailed,
when supported by Revato’s own inclinations.
Once started, there had been little check upon
Revato’s mental acquisitions and his studies had
been elective.

When very young he had developed his memory
by learning long suttas from the sacred recitations.
Few friars could repeat as large a proportion of the
Canon as he. There was at this time a new move-
ment which advocated the commission of the Ti-
pitika—the Three Baskets of sacred lore—to writing;
but that art, however useful for inscriptive and
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commercial purposes, seemed ill-adapted to preserv-
ing extensive works of literature in their purity.
The most careful scribe would make mistakes, to
avold which nothing seemed so reliable as the
trained memory when constantly verihed by a
consensus of oral scholarship.

Revato had soon learned to read and write and to
use figures. He had also dipped into many higher
studies, such as Poetry, Music, Medicine, Astron-
omy, Magic, Causation, Law, Conveyancing and
Commerce, with monks who before their pabbajja
had been secular scholars. One of these happened
to know Navigation and Revato had dallied even
with this, for the love of acquisition, however useless
to him. His linguistic knowledge was considerable,
although limited to the related dialects of the Ariyas.
Beside the Magadhese he could speak one or two
other vernaculars, was necessarily proficient in Palj,
the literary language of his religion, and understood
Sanskrit 1n 1ts Vedic and Brahmanic, as well as its
current forms.

Opposition on the part of narrow mentors like
Kondanno had excluded him not from the classics
of the false old religion, neither from 1its epic
ballads, nor yet from i1ts variant philosophical sys-
tems. All these, like the fifty-two heresies of his own
sect lately confuted in the great work of Archbishop
Tisso, he had found intensely interesting, but gen-
erally barren and unsettling. They proved nothing,
but the habit of pondering them loosened one’s hold
on one’s own faith. It is declared among the
‘““Enunciations’ of Buddho that,

“There be contentious, quibbling samanas
Who see the matter only on one side,”

but Revato had brought himself to the point where
he saw every matter on at least two sides, to the
disadvantage of both. This disposition had, no
doubt, been born in him, but i1t had grown by indul-
gence. His conscience was not clear in that regard.

But Revato’s gluttonous mind had craved that
mysterious wisdom to be found nowhere short of
Gandhara. The first major disappointment of his
life had been the denial of his desire to attend the
famous schools at T'akkasila in that far northwestern
province which had for some time been held by the
Yonakas and was still filled with their wonderful,
mysterious learning. The disappointment had
remained in him a root of bitterness and had grown
up into an habitual yearning toward Yonaloka with
its marveflous knowledge. However laudable an
ambition this might seem in itself, 1t became 1n him
a source of morbid discontent, the bane of which he
realized. This was why, when later he was free to
go and once had actually set out for Takkasila, he
turned back after a day or two of brooding and
struggle with himself in the loneliness of the crowded
road. The craving in that direction however was not

destroyed and was the underlying reason why he had
sought the custom-house appointment. - Outwardly,

that event was brought about as follows:
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While Revato was an infant, the glorious zealot
Mahindo, younger brother of Asoko, had come to
dwell as a hermit in that selfsame cavern on Gijjha-
kuto once occupied by Gotamo. Here he had been
in near fellowship with the Venerable Ajjuko,
Revato’s grandfather, and had stooped to kindly
notice of the child on more than one occasion, now
faintly remembered. Subsequently, the eremitic
prince had removed to Pataliputta and lived in an
artificial cell on a stone hill, which his royal brother
built for him to resemble the Vulture’s Peak. Not
long after that, the great Church Council at Patali-
putta had commissioned him to preach the Sad-
dhamma on Tambapannidipa, the far distant Island
of Lanka,and he had sailed forth upon the great ocean
to be followed later by Asoko’s daughter Sangha-
mitta bearing a slip from the sacred Wisdom Tree
at Uruvela. Before leaving Magadha he had
secured from his royal brother a promise of future
preferment for Ajjuko’s grandson, Revato.

Now the peace and liberality of Asoko’s reign had
wrought no general reduction of taxation, but only
an attempt to check 1ts abuses and to apply its pro-
ceeds to good ends. Of old times, before the little
states of Jambudipa had been consolidated, their
foreign customs were an important source of revenue.
With the obliteration of boundary lines and far
removal of frontiers, internal revenues, such as land
taxes and tithes on trade, had risen to paramount
importance. Still, the old custom house at Rajagaha
was kept open to take toll of passing caravans. Its
receipts were small compared with those in the days
when that city was still metropolis and capital, and
competition for the receivership was not so sharp as
of yore. Travelers through Rajagaha now were
mostly pilgrims to Uruvela or friars whose holy
poverty exempted them from demand and search—
an immunity which had been abused i1n certain
cases as the Canon Law recorded. By reason, how-
ever, of the occasional foreign caravans which still
halted at the office, it was a point of informatory
contact between Rajagaha and Yonaloka. This
was the insidious thought which came to Revato when
he learned that the long-time incumbent of the
office was about to retire and assume the yellow

robe. He strove to banish the thought, but suc-
ceeded only in obscuring it by other considerations.
So he nerved himself to solicit a redemption of the
king’s ancient pledge. It is doubtful if Revato
would actually have gone to Pataliputta for the
purpose, but it occurred (in retribution for his
yielding to desire in some former life, he afterwards
thought) that about this time Asoko came on a
pilgrimage to Giribbaja. Revato arranged to be in
waiting with his friends on the Vulture’s Peak where
he could present himself in audience under easy and
favorable conditions.

With whatever embarrassment Revato entered
Piyadassi’s presence, it was immediately transformed
from the cringing before Majesty to a spiritual awe
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before Holiness. At first the Darling of the Devas
failed to recall his promaise.

““Now we, friend,” he said, “who be called kings,
are very busy and have many duties. If we had
promised we could not remember. Pray retresh our
memory.’’

Here the Venerable Bharadvajo interposed with
details which he could supply as Revato could not
and which gave the necessary clue.

““I remember that which my lord hath indicated,”’
answered Asoko and immediately granted Revato’s
petition, bidding him arrange matters at pleasure.
In the manner of bestowal there was a shadowy
quality of pitying unsympathy, as from one whose
mind 1s occupied with business of a deeper nature,
and Revato felt shame.

Thus at the start his air castles were thinned, and
they were soon to be dissolved. His concealed desire
to look into the imagined rich life of the Yonaka
peoples miserably failed, for he found the language
of commerce inadequate to exchange other than the
most sordid i1deas with the foreign merchants that
stopped to pay duty, if indeed they were cognizant
of higher things, which their deportment failed to
reveal. In various ways, this enlargement of Reva-
to’s life, instead of brightening the world for him,
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only increased his opportunities of unhappiness.
Four years now had elapsed since the appointment
and every day his burden had been growing heavier.
The culminating detail of his distress was that which
he had just revealed to the monks on the Vulture’s

Peak.

The lady Sundari, who awaited Revato’s return
that evening, knew of his intended journey to Patali-
putta, though she did not know the reason. Before
he retired for the night, she handed him a little
gem-like object which he had never seen before,
saying:

“This would be yours some day, Revato, and
while we are apart it i1s safer in your possession than
mine, for your life 1s younger and more secure. Take
1t as 2 talisman 1f you will, and see where 1t guides
you.’’

When Revato lighted a lamp and examined the
gem, he found 1t to be made of dark stone with relief
work carved from white stone, and seemingly all in
one piece. It was of foreign workmanship, beyond
the skill of any lapidary in Magadha, clever as they
were, and 1t showed a woman, in flowing robes,
holding a small stringed musical instrument, some-
thing like a parivadini lute.

CHAPTER III
IN THE FOOTSTEPS OF BUDDHO

FELLOW TRAVELERS

The morning on which Revato set out for the
Capital to do the thing that seemed to him just fell
in the season of dry air which follows the oppressive
Autumn rains. The ploughmen and sowers worked
lustily and even the washermen beating their clothes
on flat stones 1n the brooks thumped with unusual
alacrity as they chewed their betel-nut. The hills
that Revato left behind him were covered with sere
leaves torn off by the storms—Buddho’s own symbol
of the excommunicated brother who has committed
the mortal sin of dishonesty—but fresh greenage had
already usurped their places and the roadside was
voluptuous with blossoms.

Revato traveled in an unpretentious wagon drawn
by a yoke of bullocks from his farm, which were
driven by a retainer Pilindavaccho, of the Sudda
color. His spirit favored this happy mean between
a pretentious hired elephant and the self-locomotion
of the mendicants. When, on rare occasions, he
had himself conveyed the customs receipts to the
royal treasury, he had provided a more elaborate
outfit, but now he preferred to typify that renuncia-
tion which 1n his mind was already a fact aecom-
plished. Incidentally, the plainer his equipage the
less his hazard of highwaymen who still infested
certain forests through which the road passed.

They were worthy successors to robber Angulimalo,
of Buddho’s time, who, as implied by this acquired
name, wore a necklace of knuckle joints, even after
his conversion and ordination, until required to put
oft that ornament, owing to the alarm which it
aroused.

After passing, almost at the outset, through the
new city of Rajagaha, Revato continued northward
along the great highway hallowed by the last journey
of the Tathagato. The foothills and upland fell off
toward the lowlands of Ganga valley where the
jungle was cleared up into fields of paddy, barley,
sugar-cane and pot herbs, irrigated by extensive
reservoir and canal systems, now overflowing.
Water was no luxury at this season and the fords of

the swollen rivers were precarious.
Revato soon overtook a caravan of three hundred

ox-carts stretching as far as the eye could reach along
the road. They were jolting forward about half as

fast as a man could walk, and he soon passed them.
He had had official dealings with them the day
before and the leading trader greeted him with a
sullen face. The merchants 1n another caravan,

which he met traveling southward, extended a

friendlier recognition.
Numerous were the religious men of all cults—

Deva-worshipping Brahmin pandits, versed in the
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bones of your ‘arahats.” The king in his dotage is

crazier than ever. He continues to crave his own
praises on pillars and to scratch every roadside
rock with fussy laws on matters with which a secular
ruler has no concern. Have Niganthas then no
rights! Was power wrested from the Brahmins for
Sakiyaputtiyas above all others’—But this will not
last forever. We will not always be dispised out-
castes.”” The last words were uttered in a canny tone.

“It 1s only truth that wounds.” Revato was
aware that, in this diatribe, exaggerated though it
was, against that majestic person whom he revered
next to the Blessed One, the weaknesses of an other-
wise strong character were skillfully exposed. The
layman was angry and he retorted:

““Dubbinita—you villians!—What you squirm
under 1s Piyadasst’s censorship of morals. You
Niganthas in old time murdered the Venerable Maha
Moggallano and now I dare say you lie in wait to
assassinate the King because his goodness puts to
shame your depravity. Come now, tell me why you
are on the road toward the Capital.”

However little of this accusation Revato meant, or
assumed to mean, 1t strained his diplomatic relations
with the Jainas beyond the yield-point. Muttering,
the two wanderers quitted his carriage and his
company.

At Nalanda, where Revato soon arrived, the
Blessed One had tarried on his final wandering, in
the Pavarika mango grove. Here he had repeated
those vital words which, as he went from place to
place, he uttered with the repetition of old age:
“Fruitful 1s reason if it be girt with revery, fruitful
1s revery 1f 1t be girt with righteousness. Reason
thus guarded can destroy the great evils—Ilust and
self, delusion and 1gnorance.”

Not far from here the Thera Sariputto had been
born and here he had passed out of the world.
A magnificent thupa now marked the spot where
his body had gone up in flames. A large and ornate
abbey had lately been erected here by Asoko who
had convoked to it a thousand of the most learned
Buddhist sages. Their fame was attracting disciples
from far and near, so that this was becoming a
university rivalling Takkasila and second to none
for instruction in sacred literature.

At one of Piyadassi’s pleasant, shady rest houses
near the town gate, Revato stopped, intending to
wait while Pilindavaccho prepared a meal with the
kitchen {facilities provided there by hospitable
citizens. It was not long before he espied arriving
the comrade friars, Venerable Bharadvajo and Ven-
crable Kondanno.

They intended to visit the sangharama where
Kondanno had in mind to expound the Law to the
erudite doctors and convince them thus and so by
his reasoning. First, however, our two pilgrims
must collect their day’s meal from the local house-
holders, then, without delay, they would proceed to
the monastery and finish eating 1t before noon.
Kondanno suggested that they avail themselves of

L AYMAN

R EV ATO

the supply of rice provided for travelers at the rest
house, but Bharadvajo discouraged this lazy method.

“Through which side of the town will you pass
for alms, bhante?’”’ asked Kondanno of Bharadvajo.
“The well-to-do people, you know, inhabit the
eastern part.”

“Then I will take the western,”” answered Bharad-
vajo. ‘“The Blessed One instructed us not to dis-
criminate between the gifts of rich and poor, so
when one or the other must be chosen 1t should be
the worse.”

““Since you so prefer,” answered Kondanno with
resignation, ‘I will consent to follow the east side.”

It was decided that the monks, instead of pro-
ceeding with their meal to the monastery grounds,
should return to eat i1t in company with Revato.
Straightway each removed his sandals and, after
knocking off the dust, slung them in a bag over his
shoulder; thus prepared, they entered the town.

Ere long, each came in with his pindapata of food.
Kondanno’s bowl was heaped with sweet rice, fruit
curry, cucumbers and delicious honied meal cake,
while in Bharadvajo’s was only some sour husk
porridge in which swam a little bran loaf and much
dirt.

The suggestion came from Revato that all three
should divide their lunch, share and share alike,
the partition plan being quite in accord with custom
among the monks. Bharadvajo would not agree to
1it, though when Kondanno, not to be outdone in
generosity, offered him one of the meal cakes, he
accepted so as not to seem churlish.

The diners squatted cross-legged on broad, low
chairs provided for the purpose, placing on stools in
front of them their bowls with water jars and a few
loose mangoes which, being damaged, were per-
mitted food. The brethren found themselves with-
out a water strainer suitable to avert the destruction
of precious insect life, for Venerable Bharadvajo’s
utensil had been lost on the way and Kondanno’s
had sprung a leak. But by the providential foresight
of the Discipline they were permitted in this con-
tingency to use as strainers the corners of their upper
robes.

It was edifying to see the Venerable Kondanno
eat, punctiliously complying with all Buddho’s
rules of sacred etiquette. Neither did he press down
his victuals 1n the bowl from the top to pick or
choose one morsel before another, nor did he make
his food into too large balls, nor open the door of his
mouth till the billet was brought close to it, nor put
his whole hand 1nto his mouth, nor toss the food 1n,
nor nibble 1t, nor stuff his cheeks, nor scatter the
rice, nor put his tongue out, nor smack his lips, nor
make a hissing sound, nor lick his fingers, nor lick
his bowl, nor touch the water jar with food-soiled
hand. It may have been that the Venerable Bha-
radvajo likewise observed these table precepts, but
his manners were so inconspicuous that he lost the
credit for them. He ate the husk porridge and all
1ts nameless accidental condiments with as perfect
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a relish as one could show who tasted i1t no more
than did the spoon. Verily the abnegation of appe-
tite hath its compensations! Thus it was that the
Buddho’s disciple, the Great Kassapo, having
entered a village for alms, once waited at the door
of a leper.. When, with decaying hand, the house-
holder was preparing a morsel for him, there crum-
bled off a rotten finger which dropped into the
bowl. ‘“Seated at the base of the wall,”” declared
Maha Kassapo, ““I ate that morsel, and as I ate I
felt no disgust whatsoever.”

While the party at Nalanda were eating their
meal, the sun reached the centre of i1ts course, which
warned the monks that the appropriate season for
their solid food that day had passed. With a sigh,
Kondanno forewent the consumption of his choicest
cake. The compassionate Bharadvajo suggested
that it might not be wrong to avail of the indulgence
claimed by the monks of the Great Council and
continue eating until the afternoon shadow reached
a breadth of two fingers. Kondanno, however,
spurned this heretical temptation, with a sharp

- rebuke to his elder comrade.

After their meal at the rest house, the three
friends again parted. While the bhikkhus tarried
behind for their visit at the sangharama, Revato
ordered Pilindavaccho to yoke up his steers and was

soon jogging along the highway northward of
Nalanda.

THE ANTELOPE

All that afternoon and the next day Revato
traveled on without exciting incident. His cart and
oxen were ferried across one or two rivers, the fords
being impassible. He spent the first night out at a
roadside rest house, beside which Asoko had dug a
delightful well and into the windows of which
drifted the odors from a surrounding grove of mango
trees planted by the same human providence. The
next evening he fell in with a caravan of friendly
merchants whose carts were drawn up 1n circular
laager, and encamped within their protecting
curtilage. The third day diftered little from the
first two except that the country through which he
passed was lower and marshier and hotter; makasas,
dangsas, sucitmukhas—gnats, gad-flies, needle-faced
mosquitoes—abounded there, and the phanindas—

cobras—wore a still more sullen aspect than those of
the hill country.

Late tha‘ afternoon, when Revato had come
almost within a yojana of the great capital city, one
of his cattle went lame and, rather than cause the
beast to suffer, he put up his rig at a little village,
leaving it in charge of Pilindavaccho to abide the
event, while alone he pushed forward to finish the
journey on foot. Soon he came to the bank of
a considerable nadi and took ferriage to the western
side, along which the road continued. He was walk-
ing still through the open country when darkness

fell.
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By and by he saw, in what seemed to be a paddy
hield near the road, the glare of a fire about which a
great throng of people moved and filled the air with
low but voluminous sound. Above their voices,
shrill though faint, rose a single shriek, convulsively
renewed with the outgo of each breath, and express-
ing such an abandonment to agony as in all his life
among mankind and animals he had never heard
before.

The road he found to be blocked with a crowd of
halted elephants and horses.

“King nam’ etang—What’s the meaning of
this?”’ inquired Revato of the nearest by-stander.
The man failed to understand his language, so he
repeated the question to another.

‘““Eneyyakang! enneyyakang!—The antelope! the
antelope!” came a tremulous whispered answer.

The Antelopef—At first that term was meaningless
to Revato. Then there stole into his memory a
passage of the sacred recitations wherein, for spir-
itual warning, the varieties of judicially inflicted
pain are enumerated with all the hideous unreserve
that a few pregnant names can compass. He pushed
through the crowd and came close to the fire.

A man was lying nailed to the ground by iron pins
driven through the joints of his elbows and knees.
These tapered spikes had spread open the bony
sockets, tearing the ligaments from their roots.
Flames adroitly spaced licked his limbs, making them
hiss and charring them to a blackness perceptible in
the glare. Repeatedly had his tormentors with-
drawn the stakes and set him on his protruding
shank and arm bones, only to impale him again 1n
his prone position with further distention and rending
of the joints.

When Revato reached the fire the victim was
making no more sound except a spasmodic snorting
and a gurgling in his throat. His shrieks had been
hushed by a red-hot stone in his mouth.

A small dog was fidgeting about him, tail between
legs, whining perplexedly, fearful to come near him
yet occasionally venturing to tongue his raw mem-
bers.

‘““Pour hot tela oil in its ear,”” suggested somebody
in stupid reference to an irrelevant Brahmin super-
stition; for they say that if you fill a dog’s ear with
boiling o1l he will howl to Indo, who will take away
the agony. No heed to the suggestion was paid by
anyone, nor did the little being wait to undergo the
experiment,however valuable it might have proven to
Science. He slunk away among the legs of the
crowd. After he had gone, there became evident a
fact which he had detected immediately, that his
master was now passed out of pain.

Revato stayed till he was sure that the sufferer
could feel no longer; then he sought among the
by-standers for 