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ĀRDRAKUMĀRA
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There is in the middle of the continent of Jambuddīpa a beautiful country filled with hundreds of wondrous things and bustling with happy people. This country, called Magahā, has been made pure by the touch of the footsteps of the Jina, who led the religious life that was so difficult to lead, and by his direct disciples. It is rich in crops and money. Now in this country may be found the city Rāyagiha, the abode of all the excellent qualities that a city can possess, a lovely ornament for the forehead of the Lady Earth. The city Rāyagiha is known far and wide in all the ten directions.

It is like the garden of the gods, its lofty palaces like the garden’s huge trees; it is like a king’s triumphal gate, if you know how to make a good pun, for the gate has heavy bolts, while the city has many buildings, both expressed by the same words; it is like Mount Meru, for both are places where propitious things may happen; it is like the peak of Mount Kailāsa, where Śiva lives, for in the city dwell rich men, and Śiva and the rich are both called by the same word, ‘lord’; it is like the land of the gods, filled with temples, homes of the gods; it is like the sky, which has constellations while it is adorned with paintings; it is like a big family, for a large family is filled with many relatives while the city is filled with many dwellings, if you can unravel these puns! What more can I say?

It is splendid in its regular layout of grand roadways, crossroads and forks, where three roads or even four might meet; it is beautiful with its shops and drinking stands, gardens, lakes, tanks and wells. King Seniya, a lion who had torn apart his enemies, who are like so many elephants, rules over that city, which is like the city of the gods. And in that city there is no fear from anyone who might do it harm.

And here are yet more puns: the king is like the far-off land of Mahāvideha, which has the mountain peak Vijaya, ‘Victory’, for the king has many victories; he is like lake Mānasa, for the lake is always frequented by royal swans, while the king is ever served by other kings who wait on him; he is like Visnu who carries the discus, while the king supports the right faith; he is like the rising sun, whose orb is red, for around him are a circle of loyal attendants; he is like the god Brahmā, who sits on a lotus, while he is the abode of the Goddess of Fortune; he is like the moon, for both gladden the eyes of everyone who beholds them.

The king has two wives, both soft-spoken and pretty, endowed with knowledge and humility, right belief, courage and virtue. The king loves both these wives, Sunandā and Cellanā, and they in turn are proud of their husband’s love. They are both pious Jain ladies, upholders of the Jain lay vows: they vow never to harm any living creature, always to tell the truth, never to steal, always to be faithful to their husband and not to accumulate too many possessions. They also practice restraint, limiting the places they go so as not to harm living creatures, agreeing not to use certain items and forever giving up vices like gambling.

Now Sunandā has a son, who in the greatness of his intelligence is the equal of Brhaspati, the preceptor of the gods. He is the foremost of the five hundred ministers of the king and is capable of bearing the burden of the great kingdom all by himself. His name is Abhayakumāra. And all of the members of the royal family spend their days enjoying the various pleasures of the senses, acquiring wealth by lawful means, devotedly serving the glorious community of monks and worshipping the glorious Jina, Mahāvīra.

Far away from this land of Magahā, in the midst of the ocean, is a country called Addayadesa, and in that country there is a grand city named Addayaura. King Addaya rules there; many great vassal kings bow down at his feet, setting them asparkle with the rays that bounce from the jewels of their crowns. His queen, named Addayā, surpasses the lovely women of the gods in her many virtues and great beauty. She has a son named Prince Addaya, who is like an excellent necklace; the necklace has a most wonderful thread, while the son has most excellent qualities, both expressed in the same words. He offers relief to those who are suffering and is the abode of all propitious virtues; he brings comfort to the hearts of many men and women; indeed, his intentions are always honorable and because he is so pure in mind, he has no vice whatsoever. Now this son leads a most pleasurable life as a result of the merits he has accumulated in past births.

Every day King Seniya and King Addaya, out of respect for the friendship established by their ancestors, send each other valuable gifts as a token of their mutual affection. One day an envoy came from Seniya. He was admitted into the presence of the king by the doorkeeper, who announced, ‘Lord! An envoy sent by King Seniya waits at your door!’ At that King Addaya, his hair standing on end for joy, replied, ‘Show him in at once!’ Without further ado the doorkeeper ushered the envoy into the king’s court. The envoy bowed respectfully and sat down on the seat provided for him. He was honored with the usual gifts of betel and other things. King Addaya asked him, ‘Tell us, how is King Seniya and his family?’ The envoy replied, ‘My lord, they are well.’ Then the envoy presented his gifts of fine cloth, blankets, leaves of the nimba plant and salt to the king. When the king saw these things, he said, ‘King Seniya is my best friend; surely I have no other friend like him.’ When Prince Addaya heard his father’s words that were so filled with affection, he asked,’ Father! Who is this King Seniya?’ The king replied, ‘Son! He is the ruler of the land of Magahā, and a king whose rule extends far and wide. Our family has long had this relationship of great affection with those of King Seniya’s lineage. And it is his envoy who has come to us bearing these gifts.’ Prince Addaya turned to the envoy and asked, ‘Does your master have a son who is worthy of him?’ When he heard these words the envoy was delighted and replied,

‘Indeed, he has a fine son, who is endowed with the four types of intelligence, natural cleverness and the others. This son is the master of five hundred ministers, a hero, honest, handsome, of pleasing words, and ever ready to speak. He is clever and grateful to those who help him; he has mastered many texts and sciences and is skilled in the many arts. This young man is endowed with wisdom, humility and a sense of modesty; he is possessed of virtuous conduct and compassion and gives liberally to those in need. He is extremely good-looking and of fine build; he follows the will of his subjects, is steadfast and adorned with auspicious marks. He is unwavering in his faith in Jainism and is ever vigilant in pursuing the duties of a lay Jain. He is like a bee, ever hovering around the lotus feet of the lord of Jinas, Mahāvīra. He is devoted to the excellent monks and is ever eager to do what is necessary for those who share his religious faith, for his subjects, and for those who bow down to him in respect or need. What more can I say? This son of King Seniya is honored even by the gods, who think him to be a man of great virtue. And the name of this most excellent prince is Abhaya. It is because of Abhaya’s great prowess that Seniya is able to pursue his life of pleasures without any worries. O Prince! Everyone in the world has heard of Abhaya; how can you not have heard of him?’

When he heard these words, Prince Addaya cried out in joy, ‘Father, if you allow it, then I would like to become friends with Abhaya.’ The king replied, ‘Son! It is only fitting that we perpetuate the mutual affection between our families that has existed throughout the generations. For they say:

The affection of a good person is like an elderly man. Both start slowly and hesitantly; the one walks carefully behind you leaning on a bamboo stick, while the other is passed on down the family, never lessening (and here is a pun that you must catch, on the words “bamboo” and “family”!) Neither falters, and while the old man grows older, the affection of an honest man grows deeper.

Fortunate indeed are those good men whose affection is constant and daily grows, to be passed on to their sons like some long accumulated debt.’

At this, Prince Addaya said to the envoy, ‘When my father gives you leave to go, please come and see me.’ The envoy agreed. King Addaya’s men escorted the envoy to a lofty mansion where he was to stay. King Addaya presented the envoy with gifts of gemstones, pearls, coral and the finest silks. The next day the king again honored the envoy with presents of clothes and jewellery and dispatched some of his chief retainers, likewise laden with rich gifts, to accompany the envoy on his journey home. After this royal send-off, the envoy hastened as promised to the dwelling of the prince. He explained to the prince that the king had formally dismissed him. The prince, too, presented the envoy with gifts of large pearls and glittering gemstones, among other things, and said, ‘You must give Prince Abhaya this message from me. Tell him, ‘Prince Addaya desires to form a friendship with you.” With these words Prince Addaya dismissed the envoy.

The envoy returned to Rāyagiha, travelling without a stop and encountering no obstacles. The doorkeeper announced the return of the envoy to King Seniya; he ushered him into the presence of the king. Having bowed respectfully to his sovereign, the envoy sat down. The retainers of King Addaya, who had accompanied the envoy home, presented King Seniya with the gifts that they had brought. They also gave Prince Abhaya the gifts that Prince Addaya had sent. When King Seniya and the others who were present beheld those gifts, they were greatly astonished and exclaimed, ‘How marvellous are these gifts!’ The envoy then repeated to Prince Abhaya what Prince Addaya had said. Now Prince Abhaya knew well the words of the Jina and he was pure in mind, and so he thought:

‘In most cases affection arises between living beings who are similar in virtue and vice; furthermore, when people have the same nature, their friendship bears the greatest fruit.

Therefore I must find some means to awaken him to the truth of the Jain religion and thus show to him the greatest act of friendship conceivable. For it is said,

He is truly a friend who awakens another from the drunken sleep of delusion, here in this house called worldly existence, that is ablaze with the flames of heedlessness.

Now it is just possible that when he sees an image of the Jina he will recall his past births. I will use this occasion of exchanging gifts as the pretext for presenting him with an image of the Blessed One.’

Thinking this, he made ready an image of the Blessed First Jina, fashioned from every jewel that exists, calm and beautiful in appearance. He concealed that image in a small container that he put into a larger box. He also gathered together the articles necessary to worship the image, such as an incense burner and bells. He put locks on the box and then sealed it officially with his own seal. When King Seniya was ready to dismiss the retainers of King Addaya, he presented them with jewellery and money and fine silks; Abhaya also gave them the box and further instructed them, ‘You must tell Prince Addaya from me, ‘Do not open this box until you are all alone. Then, you may break the seal and open it and look inside. But you must not show it to anyone.’ Having agreed to do exactly as they had been told, the men departed. They reached home after travelling without a stop. They did all that was to be done, precisely as they had done before, and then went to the dwelling quarters of the prince. They related to him all that they had been told. At that, the prince retired to his inner chambers. As soon as he opened the box he saw the image, which illuminated the ten quarters with its rays of light. Prince Addaya exclaimed, ‘How wonderful! Here is something I have never seen before in my life! Do I wear it on my head or on my ears? Or perhaps I should hang it around my neck? Maybe it’s for my arms, or my hands, or my feet? I’ve no idea what this thing could be!’

But suddenly he couldn’t help feeling that maybe he had seen it before. And as he wondered and reflected carefully where that might have been, the prince swooned and dropped to the ground. He came to without any assistance from anyone else and stood up. A second later he remembered his past births and began to think, ‘Three births ago I was a farmer named Sāmāia in the village of Vasantapura, which is located in the country of Magahā. I had a wife named Bandumaī. One day I heard the Jain religion from the teacher Sutthiāyāria. I was struck with terror at the dangers of worldly existence. My wife and I both renounced the world. I became a monk. I studied the doctrine and the rituals and wandered from place to place with other monks, who were similarly motivated by a fear of worldly existence. In the course of my wanderings I came to a certain city. My former wife, now in the company of some nuns, also chanced to come to that very city in the course of her wanderings.

‘When I saw her, I remembered the delight I used to have in making love to her and I felt the stirrings of desire for her again. I told this to the monk who was with me. He, in turn, told it to the leader of the nuns, who told Bandhumaī. Bandhumaī proclaimed, “Strange indeed are the workings of karma! See how even a learned monk can harbor such evil thoughts! Blessed One! Even if I go away from this place, he will never stop wanting me; he will never leave me alone. It is better for me to renounce all food and die by starvation. For it is said,

It is better to enter a blazing fire than to break one’s vow of chastity; it is better to die never having done a wrong deed, than to live a life of dissolute behaviour.”

‘Making this firm resolve, she renounced all food and with the proper religious instruction died a pious death from fasting. When I heard everything that had happened, I was gripped by a terrible realization of the worthlessness of worldly existence and thought to myself, “This noble lady killed herself out of fear of breaking her vows. But surely I have already broken those same vows. I must also renounce all food.” And without saying a word to my teachers I renounced food. I died and was reborn in heaven. In time I fell from heaven and was reborn here. Can it be that, after renouncing everything to become a monk under an excellent teacher, I have been born here in this uncivilized land because of the desire J harbored in my heart? I must revere above everyone that person who has awakened me, despite the fact that I have been born in a land without culture and true religion.

‘For sure, Prince Abhaya and no one else is my teacher, my brother, my friend, my father. For he has rescued me, about to fall into hell, through his own cleverness.

‘If I had not formed a friendship with that noble one, then, bereft of the practice of the proper religion, I would have wandered endlessly in the cycle of rebirths.

‘Why should I suffer any longer? Let me go at once to that land where there are educated and cultured people and where the true religion exists. I must become a monk, for that alone will release me from all my suffering.’

And with these thoughts he got up and asked his servants for flowers and the other items he needed to worship the image. When he had completed his worship, he went to see the king. ‘Father!’ he said, ‘I have formed a close friendship with Prince Abhaya. If you, my father, agree, I shall go to Prince Abhaya; surely, when we see each other face to face, we will love each other even more.’ The king replied, ‘Son! Our relationship to King Seniya and Prince Abhaya is different; it is more formal. Under no circumstances are you to go there.’ But the king saw that when he forbade his son from going, the prince took no delight in his usual enjoyments. The king feared that the prince would go without his permission, and so he assigned five hundred of his retainers to guard the prince. In private he told them, ‘If the prince goes, it is on your heads.’ They replied, ‘The king’s words are our command,’ and they began to follow the prince everywhere. Meanwhile, the prince decided, ‘I will somehow trick them and go.’ One day he informed them, ‘I wish to practice my horseback riding.’ ‘Whatever the prince commands,’ they replied, and they brought him the best horse from the stables. They went out to the riding grounds and they put the prince on a horse. The first day the prince rode only a short distance, but with each day he went further and further, until he disappeared altogether from their sight. He would wait a bit and then come back, just when it was the peak of the heat at noon. The bodyguards would wait in the shade for him. In this way he lulled them into trusting him and made his getaway. He had taken into confidence a few people and had told them to fill a ship at the ocean’s shore with jewels; he first placed the image of the Jina on the boat and then got in himself.

In this way he came to the civilized world. The first thing that he did when he got there was to send the image to Abhaya. He then prepared to become a monk: he sponsored great festivities in the temples of the Jinas; he gave the jewels to his loyal retainers and to the poor and needy; he donned the garb of a monk and ceremonially pulled out his hair; but when he was about to proclaim publicly his monastic vows of total renunciation he suddenly heard the voice of a goddess in the sky, ‘Hear now, great one! Do not become a monk. You still have some karma that you need to enjoy. After you have enjoyed that karma you may become a monk.’ But Prince Addaya liked to think of himself as a hero and so he shouted back, ‘What can karma do to me?’ With that he renounced the world and became a monk. He set off on his life of wandering and in time came to the city Vasantaura. There he stood in a posture of meditation in a temple just outside the city.

In the meantime, Bandhumaī, who had been his wife in a previous life, fell from heaven and was born into a merchant family in that very city; she was born as Sirimaī, the daughter of Dhanavaī, the wife of the chief merchant Devadatta. One day she was playing with her girlfriends in that very temple; they were playing the game ‘choose a husband’. Her friends all shouted, ‘Choose a husband! Choose a husband!’ The other girls all chose one of their group, but Sirimaī said, ‘I choose this ascetic.’ As soon as she had made her choice, a goddess proclaimed, ‘Well done. This young girl has chosen well,’ and with roaring thunder she showered the girl with a rain of jewels. Frightened by the roar of the thunder, Sirimaī fell down at the ascetic’s feet. The ascetic, thinking that this pleasurable event would disturb him in his religious practice, hastened to move on.

Now when the king heard that a rain of jewels had fallen, he went to the temple along with the townspeople. The king began to gather the jewels that had rained down. The goddess stopped him by causing a display of such things as terrifying snakes, their hoods raised in fury. She said, ‘I made this rain of jewels in approval of the choice this young girl made for her husband.’ And so it was that the merchant, the girl’s father, gathered the jewels and put them in a safe place. The young girl, too, went back into the city.

Now suitors began to come, wishing to marry Sirimaī. She asked her father, ‘Father, what do these men want?’ The merchant answered, ‘Daughter! They come to ask for your hand in marriage.’ She hastened to say, ‘Father, it is against all rules of conduct to give a daughter away twice. For it is said,

‘There are three things in this world that are for once and for all: the words of a king, the words of a monk and the giving away of a daughter.

‘And I have been given by you to the one whose wealth you accepted. What’s more, even the goddess approved my choice. How could I choose another?’ The merchant replied, ‘Daughter! How shall we even know who he is?’ The daughter said, ‘Father! When I was terrified by the sound of the thunder and fell at his feet, I saw a distinctive mark on his right foot. You will know him by that mark.’ At this the merchant said, ‘In that case, daughter, give alms to all the mendicants. Perhaps he might come here with the others to receive alms.’ And fate so ordained it that after twelve years had passed, that monk lost his way and ended up back in that very city. Sirimaī recognized him and began to speak to him.

‘O my lord! O repository of all fine qualities! O my heart’s joy! Having abandoned me in my loneliness and sorrow, where have you been all these years? From the very moment that you were chosen by me as my husband, there has been no room in my heart for anyone else! Now I know that I have accumulated much merit, for you are here at last. O beloved! Take pity on me by grasping my hand in marriage!’

When he heard these words, the merchant came to see what was going on. He summoned the king. They told the monk, ‘O Noble One! This woman has said again and again that she does not want anyone but you, not even in her wildest dreams. She insists, ‘I vow that either that noble one will touch my body with his soft hands or a blazing fire will consume it.’ So please agree now to marry her.’

Because he still had karma that he had to enjoy; because he remembered the words of the goddess, and because they so importuned him, for all those reasons, the monk married that girl. As they took pleasure in each other a son was born to them. When the child was a bit older, the husband tried to take leave of his wife. He said to her, ‘I am going to become a monk. Now you have company.’ In an effort to make her child understand what was happening, she took up a bobbin and a piece of thread that was lying around and began to spin. Her son asked, ‘Mother, why are you about to do something that only poor women do?’ She replied, ‘This is also what women who have no husbands should do.’ The child said, ‘Mother, why do you say this, when Father is right here?’ She replied, ‘Your father seems determined to leave.’ Her son said, ‘Where will he go? I will tie him up so that he cannot go anywhere.’ And with those childish words he grabbed the bobbin that had fallen from her hand and wound the string around his father’s feet again and again. When he was finished with his task he said, ‘Mother! Do not worry. I have tied Father up. He won’t go anywhere now.’

The father thought, ‘Aha! My child’s love for me is strong indeed. I will remain for just as many years as the number of times that he has wrapped the thread around my feet.’ And when he counted he saw that the child had encircled his feet twelve times. He remained there for twelve years. When that time period had come to an end, in the last watch of the night, he woke up and remembering all that had happened to him, he began to lament:

‘What good am I? Look at what I have done! Though I was a barbarian, I became a monk, renouncing everything, and then failed to heed my vows and threw myself into the dung heap of carnal pleasures. Though the goddess tried to prevent me, I insisted on climbing to the peak of the mountain of vows. O woe is me, see how I have fallen into the dank well of worldly existence. In my previous birth I broke my vows just by harbouring desire in my mind, and for that sin I was born in a barbarian land. Ah, I do not know now what rebirth I will have to endure for what I have done this time. Alas, alack, this time I have sinned, knowing full well what it was that I was doing. Surely for this I will have to wander from birth to birth in this endless cycle of rebirths. For it is said,

They are to be pitied in this world, who do not get to hear the words of the Jina. But even more pitiable are those who know the words of the Jina but do not act on them.

‘But what use is it to cry so over something that is already done? Now I must truly live a life of restraint and austerity, with utmost sincerity. For it is said,

Those to whom austerities, restraints, forbearance and chastity are dear, make it first to the world of the gods, even though they may have been born later.’

And so the very next morning he bade farewell to his beloved wife and donned the garb of a monk. And then as a lion goes forth from a mountain cave, he went forth from that house and took the road to Rāyagiha. On the way he ran into the five hundred retainers, who had once been assigned by his father to protect him. They were now living as thieves in the forest. He recognized them right away. And when they saw him at once they fell at his feet. The holy one asked them, ‘Why have you undertaken to earn your livelihood in this despicable manner?’ They replied, ‘Master! After you tricked us and fled we searched everywhere for you; we got this far but found no sign of you anywhere. Having been unsuccessful in our search, how could we show our faces to the king? In shame and fear we could not go back to the king. And having no other way to survive, we earn ‘our living in this way,’ Then the Blessed One said, ‘Noble men! You should put your efforts into leading a religious life! For it is said,

Having attained a human birth, a person sunk in the ocean of transmigratory existence should exert himself to lead a religious life, which is the noble course that leads to the fulfilment of all desires.

‘And you must never for a moment relax your vigilance. For it is said,

That people are not endowed with wealth; that they are not free of misery; that they are plagued by illness and disease; that they are not perfectly handsome in form, adorned with every desirable quality; that they do not get to heaven nor attain the bliss of Final Release, in which there is not the slightest trace of fear, the cause of all of these things is simple: it is nothing but wicked lack of vigilance, which is like a swift sword that cuts to shreds the garland of all good fortune.

‘Therefore you must give up this life of sin and exert yourselves in leading a religious life.’

When they heard these words, the thieves all folded their hands in reverence and replied, ‘Blessed One! If you find us worthy, then ordain us all as monks.’ The holy one replied, ‘Become monks!’ And they answered, ‘We will do so,’ and followed him out of the forest. Now when the Blessed sage Addaya had reached the outskirts of the city Rāyagiha, Gosālaga heard that the self-enlightened sage Addaya had come to worship the Blessed Mahāvīra and he challenged him to a debate. He was defeated by Addaya with clever retorts. You may learn of the details of their debate from the Sūyagadānga. I do not give them here for fear of making my text too long.

Sage Addaya went on his way and when he had almost reached Rāyagiha he came upon the hermitage of some ascetics known as Hathitāvasas, “Elephant Ascetics”. They would kill a single elephant and live on its flesh for many days. They said, ‘What good is it to kill many small living creatures like seeds and other things? It is much better to kill a single elephant.’ Now they had brought one large elephant from the forest and had it tied up in their hermitage. It was held fast with heavy metal fetters and tied down by strong iron chains. When that great sage arrived on the scene, the elephant was suddenly possessed of excellent discernment. He saw the Blessed One, who was worthy of being honored by many, surrounded by the five hundred noble princes. And as soon as the elephant saw them he thought to himself, ‘I would also like to bow down to the Blessed One.’ As soon as that thought entered his mind, all of his chains dropped off, through the great power of that Holy One. Freed from his shackles, the elephant proceeded to bow down to the Blessed One. A cry arose from the crowd who saw what was happening, ‘Alas, alas, the great sage will be killed by this elephant!’ But the elephant bent down and touched his forehead to the lotus feet of the Holy One; fixing its gaze on the Holy One the elephant retreated into the forest. The Elephant Ascetics were crazed with jealousy when they saw the power of the Holy One. They rushed to challenge him to debate. They were silenced by that Blessed One, with his intellect practiced in the doctrine of multiple viewpoints. They were awakened by his discourse on the right religion and went to the assembly of the Blessed Tīrthankara Mahāvīra. There they all became Jain monks.

It was not long before King Seniya heard about the many wondrous powers of that Holy One, how he had released the elephant and performed so many miraculous feats. His eyes wide open in astonishment, King Seniya hastened to see the Holy One along with Prince Abhaya and other members of his court. Filled with faith, he circumambulated the Holy One three times and bowed to him in respect. This is what he said:

‘Praise to you, who have abandoned the life of the householder! O abode of all the excellent virtues of the practice of restraints! Praise to you, who are a wild lion who destroys the mighty elephants, those ascetics of other religions, who are puffed up with pride at their own supposed virtues!’

The Holy One blessed the king, wishing that the king one day would come to realize fully the true religion. Here is what he said:

‘O lord among men! May you one day possess that true religion which makes way for every good fortune and destroys all evil; it is a torrent of water to wash away all the mud of sin and gives rise to the true happiness that comes from Liberation.’

The king, assured of the monk’s comfort, then sat down on a spot of ground that was free of living creatures. He said, ‘Blessed One! It is truly a great miracle that the elephant was released from its tight bonds through your power.’ To this the Blessed One replied with a verse,

‘O King! Far easier it seems to me was it to free a mad elephant in the forest from its bonds, than it was to free myself from the bonds of the threads that were wound around me.’

The king asked, ‘Blessed One! What do you mean?’ And so the Holy One told the king what had happened to him. ‘O Great King! Once, bonds that were made of mere pieces of simple thread were wound around me by my son; in truth, they were bonds of love and I cast them off with the greatest difficulty. They seemed to me far more difficult to break than the bonds that can hold an elephant down. That is what I meant by the verse that I recited for you.’

When they heard this many people were awakened. King Seniya and Prince Abhaya were also greatly pleased. They bowed down to the Holy One and returned to their palace. The Holy One worshipped the Blessed Mahāvīra and then resumed his life of severe penance and solitary wandering. He attained the highest knowledge and reached the state of highest bliss, the state of Final Liberation.

(from the Mūlaśuddhiprakarana of Pradyumnasūri, pp. 6-12)
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THE CHILDHOOD OF VAJRASVĀMIN
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Next in the monastic lineage of Suhastin was the monk Vajrasvāmin, who transmitted the teaching and strengthened the religious community. His story now begins.

Here on this very continent of Jambūdvipa lies the country called Avanti, the ornament of the western sector of the land Bharata. It was like heaven in its splendour and wealth. In that country was a settlement called Tambuvana, that was like the abode of all material fortune, bringing joy even to the gods. In Tambuvana lived a Jain layman, the son of a merchant, who was like a son of the Goddess of Wealth herself. His name was Dhanagiri, “Mountain of Wealth”, and indeed his heaps of wealth resembled so many mountains.

Although Dhanagiri was young and vigorous and strikingly handsome, no stirrings of desire ever entered his mind. An attitude of complete calm stood guard like a doorkeeper over his heart. Though many a text on the proper conduct of life declares, “Money comes from the practice of religion”, in his case, his practice of religion stemmed from his wealth, which he gave liberally to appropriate recipients. Knowing that becoming a monk and abstaining from all sexual activity leads to Heaven and Final Release, he did not want to marry. He steadfastly devoted himself to the doctrine of the Arhats. Whenever his parents, intent on finding him a wife, approached some family to ask for their daughter’s hand in the joyful celebration of marriage with their son, Dhanagiri would go to that family and declare to them outright, ‘I intend to become a monk. Surely I would be wrong not to tell you this.’ At this the daughter of the wealthy merchant Dhanapāla, insisted, ‘I must be given to Dhangiri. He must be my husband.’ And so the wealthy merchant Dhanapāla gave his daughter to the man she had herself chosen, to this Dhanagiri, despite the fact that he wanted to become a monk. Sunandā’s brother Āryaśamita had already become a monk at the feet of the teacher Simhagiri.

One day Sunandā was in her fertile period and had taken her ritual bath. Despite his resolve to remain celibate, Dhanagiri made love to her, for a person is destined to live out the results of his karma. A particular god, who had once heard Gautamas vāmin recite the text known as the Puṇḍarikādhyāyana on sacred Mount Aṣṭāpada, descended into Sunandā’s womb. When Dhanagiri, pure in mind, realized that Sunandā was pregnant, he said to her, ‘Now you are not alone. This child that you carry will be your companion. It is time for me to leave you and become a monk. I married you against my will. I care for nothing but becoming a monk. I wish you all the best from now on.’ With these words Dhanagiri left her, as a merchant hastens to leave behind him the customs house. He went to the monk Simhagiri, under whose guidance he became an ascetic. Enduring the trials and tribulations that beset a monk, hunger and thirst, cold and heat, insect bites and the like, he practiced austerities that were difficult to perform, indifferent to the comfort of his own body. Endowed with the proper qualities of a good disciple, with steadfastness, honesty and humility, he drank deeply the draught of the teaching from his guru, as if from a deep well.

At the end of nine months, as a pond gives rise to a lotus, Sunandā gave birth to a son, who brought joy to everyone. The women who cared for Sunandā in her lying-in chamber and stayed awake all night watching over mother and child, told the baby, ‘If only your father had not been so eager to become a monk, there would have been a fine party to celebrate your birth! A home is not a proper home without its master, no matter how many women there are in it. The sky, even though it may be studded with stars, does not shine without the moon.’ The child, though just a baby, could understand things, for he had very few obstructing karmas that might block his comprehension. He listened intently to what the women were saying and absorbed it all. He thought to himself, ‘My father has become a monk.’ No sooner did he think this, than he remembered his past births. Recalling his past births, that baby knew as well that worldly existence is worthless, and though just a baby, drinking his mother’s milk, he wished to follow the path his father had taken. He thought to himself, ‘How can I make my mother so fed up with me that she will let me go?’ And this is the way he chose. Even when his mother held him he would cry, night and day, without a stop. Nothing his mother did could make him stop crying; he would never stop, not even when she sang sweet melodies to him; not even when she showed him toys; not even when she made a hammock for him out of the sari she was wearing and rocked him back and forth; not even when she spoke coaxingly to him; not even when she made him dance on her lap; not even when she made funny noises popping the air she held in her puffed-out cheeks; not even when she kissed his head. Through all of this he just kept right on crying.

The baby cried like this for a good six months. Even Sunandā began to get fed up with this child of hers. Now one day Simhagiri happened to come to Tambuvana, surrounded by some of his disciples, including Dhanagiri and Āryaśamita. When their guru Simhagiri had settled into the place where he was to stay, Dhanagiri and Āryaśamita bowed reverently to him and asked, ‘Blessed One! We have relatives here in this town. If you allow us, we will go and pay our respects to them.’ As they were making this request of him, the greatly learned Simhagiri saw a favourable omen. He said to them, ‘There is great gain to be made here and you two ascetics will surely do it. Obedient to my orders, you must accept whatever it is that you are given, whether it is a living being or something inanimate.’

The two great ascetics then set out for the home of Sunandā. When they got to her door, some of the women of her household told Sunandā that they had come. All of those women said, ‘O Sunandā! Give that son of yours to Dhanagiri. Let us see what he will do with him.’ After all the women had told her this, Sunandā, without joy, took the baby who still nursed at her breasts, for by now she had truly had all she could stand. She went to the door and said to Dhanagiri, ‘I have cared for this baby till now as if he were my very own self, but he has driven me to my wits end. All he does is cry, day and night. Even though you have renounced the world and become a monk, you must take this child. Do not abandon him as you once abandoned me.’

Dhanagiri, skilled with words, smiled and replied to her, ‘O lovely lady! I will do as you ask, but later you will regret this. Do not give up your child; or if you are determined to give him up, then do so in the presence of witnesses. You cannot have him back later on.’ And so Sunandā, despondent, summoned some people to act as witnesses. She gave her son to Dhanagiri and he accepted the child. The child stopped crying as soon as Dhanagiri wrapped him in the piece of cloth he used to hold his begging bowl, as if there had been some secret promise between the two that this is the way things would be. The two ascetics then left Sunandā’s house. They took the child with them as their teacher had ordered them and returned to their teacher.

When Simhagiri saw Dhanagiri coming, his arms sagging with the weight of that jewel of a child, he called out, ‘You seem to be having a hard time carrying the alms that you bring for me. Give it to me, O gentleman! Give your arms a rest.’ When he heard those words, the monk Dhanagiri carefully took the child, who was as handsome as a child of the gods, and who was the abode of Good fortune, and handed him to his teacher. The best of teachers took the child in his own arms; the baby was aglow with light that streamed from him, as the sun glows with its rays. At that instant the very earth on which the master Simhagiri was sitting sank into the ground under the great weight of the child; it bent low just as a person might lower his cupped hands to gather water in them. Simhagiri, his hands unsteady from the weight of the child, was filled with astonishment. He said, ‘This is really a thunderbolt, a vajra; it only looks like a child. I cannot hold him any longer. This child will become a famous, meritorious monk, who will pass on the teaching and preserve our religious community. You must watch over him carefully, for jewels are known to attract trouble.’

The teacher Simhagiri gave the baby to the nuns to look after. They named him Vajra, ‘The Thunderbolt’, since he was as heavy as a thunderbolt. The nuns handed him over to the family of lay devotees who provided them with lodging and other necessities, saying, ‘You must look after this child with the same care as you look after yourselves.’ The women of the house, skilled in caring for children, lavished on this child even more love than they gave their own children and watched over him diligently. That child, a veritable treasure house of auspicious qualities, went from the lap of one woman to the lap of another, like a swan fluttering from one lotus to the next. The women talked to him in baby talk and were wild with joy as he talked back to them. Those lucky women took care of the child, vying with each other for the privilege of bathing or feeding him. Even though he was just a baby, Vajra behaved more like an old man. He restrained himself and never once did anything childish that might cause them distress. Wise Vajra ate only those purest foods allowed Jain monks and only what he needed to stay alive. From remembering his past births he had also gained the knowledge of what was right and what was wrong to do, and he knew the proper rules for monks. Even though he was a baby, whenever he needed to urinate, he would make a clear sign to whomever was carrying him. He was equally affectionate to all of the other children in the home, as if he were their twin brother. Every day he made the noble ladies laugh, playing at gathering up the things a person might need if he were going to study and become learned.

One day Sunandā saw how handsome and well-behaved Vajra was. She asked the Jain family for him back, saying, ‘He is my son.’ They told her, ‘We know nothing about this child being your son or your being his mother. We know only that the monks gave him to us to take care of for them.’ They would not give the child to Sunandā and so she would watch him from a distance, as if he did not belong to her. She finally convinced them to let her help look after the child in their home and so, like a nursemaid, she lovingly cared for him, even giving him milk to drink from her breasts.

There was a place in the prosperous district of Acalapur, between the famous rivers called Kanyā and Pūrnā where a number of ascetics were living. One of these ascetics knew how to make magical unguents to apply to the feet. He would smear the paste on his feet and put on special sandals, and then he could walk on water as if on land. In this way he would go back and forth to the city, along the water, astonishing everyone who saw him. That ascetic would also make particular fun of those who were devoted to the Jain monks, chiding them, ‘I bet there is no one of your religious belief who has the kind of power I have!’ The teacher Āryaśamita, Vajra’s maternal uncle, chanced to come to that place in the course of his monastic wanderings. He was a great ascetic and had acquired certain powers through the practice of yoga. The Jains all explained to that best of teachers how the local ascetics were making fun of their faith. When he heard this, Āryaśamita did not need to think very hard to find a solution. He told his followers, ‘This miserable ascetic does not have any particular power that comes from performing austerities. He is just using some kind of trick to deceive you. Just as a magician can amaze his audience by stunts like making flowers bloom when they shouldn’t be blooming, this ascetic is using some magic on you. That he can walk on water is not the result of any special ascetic practices he has performed. The goal that you seek can only be achieved through the proper teaching; you must not be fooled by this trick into believing in these ascetics. If you do not believe me, then invite that ascetic to your house. Wash his feet and his sandals.’ The Jain lay devotees then found some excuse or other to invite the ascetic to one of the Jain homes. He went there, surrounded by a crowd of people. The Jain layman and his family pretended to be faithful followers of the ascetic. The head of the house greeted him at the door with these words, ‘Blessed One! Let me wash your lotus feet. Those who wash your feet indeed wash themselves clean of all sins. You must grant me your favour and allow me to do this, for noble-minded men never reject the faithful service of their devotees.’ And so the Jain layman forced the unwilling ascetic to allow him to wash his feet and sandals with warm water.

And as he washed and washed them, not a trace of the unguent remained on them, much as affection does not long remain in the heart of a scoundrel. That best of Jains then served the ascetic a sumptuous meal; there are times when one must honor even those who hold false beliefs to accomplish what is necessary. The ascetic was troubled that his Jain host had wiped off the unguent; he was so worried that it would lead to his humiliation that he could not even enjoy the taste of the food.

The ascetic finished eating and went back to the river’s bank. A crowd gathered, eager to see him perform feats like parting the waters. That fool, thinking that some of the unguent still remained on his feet, rashly tried to walk out onto the water as he had done before. Glub, glub, like a pot thrown into the river, that young ascetic sank below the water’s surface right at the river’s edge. Even those who had been firm followers of the wrong belief were now distressed and thought, ‘We have been deceived by that trickster for too long.’

As the crowd began to jeer and shout, the teacher Āryasamita, chief of those who know the Jain doctrine, arrived on the scene. Desirous of strengthening his own religious group, the teacher threw into the middle of the river some powder over which he had recited a spell. That best of teachers, foremost of the noble-minded, then called out to the river, ‘Come, my child, so that I may cross to your other bank.’ At that, the two banks of the river came together and the teacher and his followers crossed to the other bank. The ascetics and their followers, seeing the miracle that the teacher had performed, were struck with fear. All of the ascetics cast off their wrong beliefs, and all together they became Jain monks under the guidance of the teacher Āryśsamita. Because they came from a place called Brahmadvīpa, the scriptures tell us that they were called by the name “Brahmadvīpa Monks”.

In time, living in the same Jain family, Vajra turned three years old and Dhanagiri and the other monks returned. When Sunandā heard that the monks had come back, she was delighted, for she thought to herself, ‘Dhanagiri will come and I will get my son back.’ Sunandā asked those great ascetics for her son, but they would not give him to her. They said to her, ‘We did not ask for your son; you gave him to us of your own free will. Who would ever want to take back the food he had vomited up? A person no longer has any rights over something he has given away, anymore than he retains the rights to something he has sold. Do not ask for your son back; you gave him away and he now belongs to another.’

As Sunandā and the monks argued in this way, people gathered. They all said, ‘Let the king decide which of you is right.’ And so Sunandā and all the townspeople went to the court of the king. The monks and all the Jain lay community went there, too. Sunandā sat at the left of the king, while the Jains sat at his right; the other people sat down in their appropriate places. When he heard what the two contending parties had to say, the king passed this judgement, ‘You both shall call out to the child. He shall belong to the party to whom he goes.’ Both of the contending parties agreed. They asked, ‘Who should call the child first?’ The townspeople, who were quick to take the side of a woman in any dispute, said, ‘The child has been brought up by the monks and has a longstanding bond of affection with them. He will never disobey them. Let the mother call him first. The woman’s is the harder task; surely she is to be pitied. This is the only way the thing can be done.’ And so Sunandā showed the child all kinds of toys and delicious things to eat. She said, ‘Look at these elephants! And here are horses, and soldiers and chariots, too! I have brought all of these things for you to play with. Take them, child! And here are sweetmeats and cakes, grapes and sugar candies. You can have anything you want. Take them, my child! With my whole body I bow down to you and pray, may you have long life, may you always be happy, may you bring happiness to me, Sunandā! You are my god, you are my son, you are my very life. Revive me, my child, by your embrace. Do not embarrass me, son, in front of all of these people. My heart will split in two, like a plump cooked dumpling! Come, child, with your charming steps like the gait of a swan! Come into my lap. Can’t you do just this in return for the many months I bore you in my womb?’ But despite all the toys, the food and the coaxing words, the son of Sunandā did not budge.

Even though wise Vajra knew well that a person can never repay the debt that he owes his mother, he still thought to himself, ‘If I turn my back on the monks out of pity for my mother, then I shall be doomed to wander in the cycle of rebirths for a terribly long time. And my mother is surely one of those fortunate souls with little remaining karma. She will eventually renounce the world and become a nun. I must not worry about the momentary pain that I will cause her now.’ This was what Vajra, with his ability to know the future, thought. His resolve as firm as a diamond, he remained where he was and did not move an inch, as motionless as if he were a statue.

The king said, ‘Sunandā, step aside. The child did not come, although you called him, as if he did not even know that you are his mother.’ It was Dhanagiri’s turn, and the king let him proceed. The monk showed the child the broom that monks use to sweep their path as they go, and he spoke these carefully chosen words, ‘If you are determined to became a monk, if you know the truth, then faultless one, take this broom, which is like the banner of right faith.’ Instantly, Vajra stretched out his hand, as a young elephant might extend its trunk, and he ran over to Dhanagiri, his anklets jingling. That pure-minded one then climbed onto his father’s lap and picked up the broom, as if it were a lotus to play with. The broom, raised high by Vajra in his two lotus-like hands, looked like a fly-whisk held high in honor of the Glory of the Jain community. Vajra smiled and his teeth glittered like tiny white jasmine buds. He never for a moment let his glance waver from the monk’s dust broom.

Sunandā wilted, like a lotus pond at night when the lotus blossoms close. Resting her chin in her hand, she thought to herself, ‘First my brother became a monk and then my husband too became a monk. Now my son is going to become a monk. I too should renounce the world. I have no brother and no husband; now I have no son, either. It is far better for me to renounce the world than to continue to live as a householder.’ Having come to this conclusion all on her own, Sunandā then returned home. The monks too went back to their dwelling, taking Vajra with them. When the monks realized that in his determination to become a monk the little Vajra refused to nurse anymore, even at his young age, they ordained him and then gave him back to the nuns. Sunandā totally lost interest in the pleasures of worldly life, on account of the ripening of her good karma. She became a nun and was ordained by a leading monk in the same lineage. Vajra read on his own and listened to his teacher expound the eleven pūrva texts; brilliant, the Blessed Vajra studied the doctrine, possessed as he was of the ability to learn the whole from just one word. Vajra lived with the nuns until he was eight years old, at which time the great ascetics, filled with joy, took him with them to their lodgings.

(from the Pariśiṣṭaparvan of Hemacandra, Ch. 12)
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THE MONK SUKOŚALA
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King Kīrtidhara had become a monk. He wandered from place to place, performing extreme asceticism, as solid in his forbearance as the earth itself, his only bodily covering the dirt that clung to him; he was devoid of pride, noble in thought. His body was emaciated from fasting; he was steadfast in his resolve. His head was bare; it shone with a special lustre that had been imparted to it by the ritual of plucking out his hair that he had performed when he renounced the world. His long arms hung down and his gaze was fixed directly in front of him. He walked naturally with a gait like that of a noble elephant in rut. He was unmoved by anything, calm and collected, humble and devoid of all desires. He carried out the rules for a monk as they were set down; his mind was pure in its compassion; he was devoid of the stain of affection and suffused with the glory of the monastic life. As he wandered among the houses he came to the house in which he had formerly lived. That sage, having fasted for a long time, now entered his former home in search of alms. Sahadevī, who had been his wife, was looking out the window just then and when she saw him her face turned red with rage. Her lips pressed tightly together, that wicked woman commanded the doorkeepers, ‘Chase away this monk who cares nothing for the sanctity of the family, before the innocent, tender young prince, beloved of all, naturally soft-hearted, sees him. And if I ever see any other naked ascetics here in this house, then I shall punish you all, O doorkeepers, mark my words! For that one, without a trace of compassion, abandoned his own son, who was just a baby. Ever since that moment I have lost all patience with the likes of him. People like him despise the glory of kingship, which is the preserve of heroes. They cause even vigorous men to become disgusted with the activities of this world.’ The doorkeepers, sticks in hand, chased the monk away, obedient to the cruel words that came from her mouth.

All the ascetics were then banished from the city, in an effort to ensure that the prince in his palace would never even hear the word ‘religion’. Now his wet nurse, Vasantalatā, heard how that heroic monk was cut by the chisel of cruel words; she saw, too, how he was chased away, and was filled with grief. She recognized the monk as her former master King Kīrtidhara, and ever loyal to him, she began to cry loudly and uncontrollably. The prince Sukośala rushed to her when he heard her crying. Trying to comfort her, he asked, ‘Mother, tell me, who has wronged you? My mother only gave me birth, but in truth my body is what it is now because of the milk you gave it. You are more important to me even than my own mother. Now tell me who, eager to enter the jaws of death, has insulted you? Even if it was my own mother who hurt you, I will punish her. You can be sure that I will treat harshly anyone else who has caused you this pain.’

And so it was that the nursemaid, Vasantalatā, with difficulty stopped the flood of tears from her eyes and explained to the prince what had happened. ‘Your father installed you on the throne, and fearful of the many pitfalls of transmigratory existence, which is like a cage that traps living beings, he betook himself to the forest to practice asceticism. Today he came to your house in search of alms and he was violently turned back by the doorkeepers, who were acting on your mother’s instructions. When I saw him being rudely expelled I was unable to contain my grief, and that is why, my child, I cried like this. Who would dare to insult me, when you hold me in such high regard? Now I have told you why I cry. When I think of all that your father did for me, a blazing fire of sorrow consumes my body. Surely, I only live this life of misery now that your father has gone, because I do not have the good fortune to die; my body seems as, indestructible as if it were made of iron. Because your mother is afraid that if you see a naked Jain monk, you will want to renounce the world, all ascetics have been barred from entering the city. You see, it is the tradition of your family that the king installs his son on the throne and retires to the forest to become a monk. Surely, now you understand why the ministers have decided that you can never leave this house. Even when you are allowed to walk the streets outside, you are actually still within the palace, led about by the clever ministers.’

Now when Sukośala heard all that she said, he quickly descended from the upper storey of the palace. He threw aside all the marks of kingship, like the royal umbrella. Radiant nonetheless, he proceeded to leave on foot; his feet were soft and lovely like lotuses. He asked everyone, ‘Have you seen a most excellent monk come this way?’ In his eagerness he found his father. The servants, who had followed him out of the palace carrying the insignia of royalty, were caught off guard; they were confused and did not know what to do. Three times the prince circumambulated the monk, who was seated on a stone surface that was free of living creatures. His eyes were filled with tears and his thoughts were pure. He raised his hands and folded his palms in reverence. Filled with affection, he bowed down to the monk. His hands folded, he stood before the monk in all humility, as if he were ashamed that the monk had been chased away from his house. And then he spoke, ‘Until now I have slept the deep sleep of delusion. But now you have awakened me, just as the thundering roar of clouds might awaken a man who slept in a house consumed by a blazing fire. Grant me your favour, O Lord! Consecrate me as a monk under your tutelage. Rescue me from the terrors and miseries of transmigratory existence.’

No sooner had Sukośala, his head bowed low, finished speaking these words, than the royal retainers arrived on the scene. His despondent wife Queen Vicitramālā had come too, though the way had been particularly difficult for her, since she was in an advanced stage of pregnancy. She was accompanied by many women from the harem. Hushed sounds of crying, like the buzzing of bees, came from the women, who realized that Sukośala was about to become a monk.

Sukośala, free of any desire for worldly things, spoke. ‘It may well come to pass that the child Vicitramālā is carrying is a boy. I give to him my kingdom.’ And then, cutting the bonds of desire, burning up the snares of affection, breaking asunder the chain that is the family, throwing aside the kingdom as if it were no more than a worthless blade of grass, Sukośala cast off all his jewellery, along with all his inner and outer attachments. He sat calmly in the lotus posture and pulled out the hair on his head. Sukośala received the vows of the monk from his preceptor, and then, calm at heart, he set off with his father. He wandered the good Earth, as if making offerings to her of lotuses at every step, with the rosy rays that came from his feet. Everywhere people looked at him in amazement. Sahadevī died harbouring evil thoughts; that wicked woman, who did not believe in the right religion, was reborn as an animal.

Sukośala and his father wandered from place to place, stopping when the sun went down. The rainy season came upon them, darkening the expanse of the sky. It looked as if hosts of black clouds had been painted onto the surface of the sky, while here and there a string of cranes crossed the sky, like so many water lilies scattered in worship. Plump kadamba buds, resounding with the hum of bees, seemed to sing a paean of praise to the rainy season, that was now king. The entire world seemed covered by chunks of black collyrium, as big as lofty mountains. The sun and moon seemed to have fled, frightened by the roar of thunder. As the rain poured down in torrents it was as if the sky itself was melting, while the earth, delighted, donned a new blouse of green grass. The surface of the earth, once bumpy, not level, was entirely smoothed over by the rush of water that flowed over it so quickly. In the same way the difference between good and bad, high and low, is erased in the mind of a wicked person. On the ground the torrents of water roared, while in the sky the clouds thundered; it was as if both of them were in hot pursuit of their enemy, summer. The mountains, covered with new sprouts and adorned by waterfalls, could themselves be mistaken for clouds that fell from the sky, too heavy now with water to float any longer. Bright red beetles glittered along the ground, like chunks of the sun reduced to powder and fallen to the earth. Flashes of lightning rushed from one corner of the sky to the next, like so many eyes of the sky, racing to see which places were filled with water and which needed some more. The heavens were adorned by a multicoloured rainbow, like a beautiful ceremonial arch of unusual height. The rivers, now muddy, overflowed their banks; with their waters swirling in frightening whirlpools, they rushed blindly forward, like women following their own desires. Terrified by the roar of thunder, some women, their eyes darting hither and thither like the eyes of frightened does, could only throw their arms around the pillars in their room, for their husbands were still abroad in the frightful storm. These women, whose husbands were travelling, cast their eyes into the distance, as the roar of thunder crashed through their hearts and agitated their minds.

Noble Jain monks, ever compassionate, sought out a proper place, free from living creatures, to wait out the four months of the rainy season. Jain lay people restricted their comings and goings, so as to minimize the harm they might do living beings; to the best of their abilities they practiced various restraints, ever intent on serving the community of monks.

When the rainy season had arrived with all its might, the two Jain monks, father and son, observing all the rules set down for monks, came upon a cemetery on a mountain, that was difficult to reach and terrifying even to those creatures that normally strike terror in the hearts of others. The densely growing trees let in no light and so the place was covered in a deep darkness; it was frequented by dangerous and predatory creatures, snakes and the like; caves there echoed with the cries of jackals and bears, vultures and other predatory birds. Half-burnt corpses littered the awful place and the ground was pock-marked by pits and holes. In some places the earth was white from the heaps of skulls lying about, while an evil-smelling wind whipped through the place, carrying with it the stench of flesh and fat. There, ghosts and goblins laughed their raucous laugh, and tall trees were encircled by clumps of grass and creepers, like nets encasing their trunks. It was to this horrible burning ground, then, that father and son, their minds pure, chanced to come that June in the course of their monastic wanderings. Free from desires, there they undertook their rainy season fast, living under a tree, subsisting only on the pure water that they strained through leaves. Some time they sat in meditation in the lotus posture; some time they stood stock still in concentration; in these and in other yogic postures, the two passed the rainy season.

Then at last autumn arrived, the season in which men seem more eager than ever for work; like the dawn it brought light to all the world. Some pale, tremulous clouds could still be seen in the sky, like wispy blossoms of the cane plant. In the sky, now free of clouds, appeared the sun, friend to the lotuses, just as the Jina, friend to the righteous, appears at the end of the degenerate age in the cycle of time. The moon was resplendent among the host of stars, like a fine young swan in the midst of a pond of blooming lilies. The world was awash in moonlight, like a sea of milk released from the moon, lord of the night, as if from a dike. The clear rivers, their banks softly marked by waves, spoke gently to the world with the cooing of cranes and kraunca and cakravāka birds. In the ponds, the clusters of lotuses, bees skipping among them, perked up, like righteous people suddenly freed from the stain of false belief. At night men, having enjoyed many objects that delighted their senses, sported with their lovers on the lower terraces of their mansions that were strewn with flowers. Couples
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