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Siddhartha grew up, the handsome son of a Brahman, playing and learning along with his best friend, Govinda, who was also the son of a Brahman.  He performed the sacred ablutions or washing away of sins.   In a mango grove, shade poured into his black eyes.  When playing as a boy, his mother sang.  When the sacred offerings were made, his father the scholar, taught him as also did the wise men with whom he often talked.  

He practiced debate and meditation with Govinda.   He knew how to speak the Om silently while exhaling, with concentration of his soul, his forehead surrounded by the glow of a clear-thinking spirit.  He knew how to feel Atman in the depths of his being, indestructible, one with the universe.

His father rejoiced that his son was quick to learn, thirsty for knowledge.  He saw him growing up to become a great wise man and priest, a prince among the Brahmans.  Bliss leapt in his mother's breast for Siddhartha was strong, handsome, and greeted her with perfect respect.  Love also touched the hearts of the Brahmans' young daughters when Siddhartha walked through the town with luminous forehead, the eye of a king and slim hips.

But his truest friend was Govinda, his friend who loved him for his spirit,  his transcendent, fiery thoughts, his ardent will and high calling.  

Then one Siddhartha told his friend, “I feel that I’ve learned all I can from father, the other Brahmans and holy men, the ablutions and the holy writings.   Govinda, I am going to become an ascetic.  Yes, I’m going to live the hard life of a Samana.”

“And I cannot dissuade you?  Then I will go with you if your father lets you go.”

That evening Siddhartha asked permission to leave.  
“What is this!?” His father responded.  “Never, and I don’t want to hear anymore about it!”

Siddhartha’s father left to get some sleep but he could not.  Time and again he got up and went to his son’s room, peered through a window and saw him simply standing there.  Finally he entered and asked:

"Siddhartha, what are you waiting for?"

"You know what."

"Will you always stand that way until it becomes morning, noon, and evening?"

"I’ll stand and wait.”

"You will become tired, Siddhartha."

"I will become tired."

"You will fall asleep, Siddhartha."

"I will not fall asleep."

"You will die, Siddhartha."

"I will die."

"And would you rather die, than obey your father?"

"Siddhartha has always obeyed his father."

"So will you abandon your plan?"

"Siddhartha will do what his father will tell him to do."

“Well, then tell your mother goodbye.  You can leave but are always welcome to return.”  
So Siddhartha left, and his friend Govinda went with him to join the Samanas of the forest.

There they learned to endure heat, cold, hunger and pain.  They learned to ignore their very surroundings and everything other people considered the sources of joy.   Siddhartha even learned how to slow the beating of his own heart.

Three years passed.   They heard it said like a fragrant myth that there was a man called Gotama, the Buddha or Enlightened One who was teaching the ways of salvation.  

“Let us go and hear this perfected one,” Govinda urged.   “It is said he has reached nirvana so that he will never return to the cycle of life.  He will be released from this murky river of physical forms.”

“Okay.  We will go.  I have already learned all that I could from the Samanas.”  

Siddhartha politely told the oldest leader of the Samanas that they were going to leave, but the man became angry and swore at them.  Then Siddhartha whispered to Govinda, “Watch and see what I have learned.”

His eyes fixed upon, captured the eyes and mind of the other man who then stammered, became polite and wished them a good journey.

“You have learned a lot from the Samanas, even more than I thought!” Govinda said.  “It is not easy to turn the mind of a Samana, especially not one so old.  If we had stayed much longer you would even have learned to walk upon water.”

In the town of Savathi, every child knew the name of the exalted Buddha.  Every house was prepared to fill the alms-dish of Gotama's disciples.  Near the town was his favorite place, the grove of Jetavana, which the rich merchant Anathapindika, a worshipper had given him and his people as a gift.

There Siddhartha saw and instantly recognized the Buddha.  He looked so simple, was dressed in a yellow robe with an alms-dish in his hand, walking silently and serenely.  "Look!" Siddhartha said quietly to Govinda.  "This one is the Buddha."

"Yes, today, we'll hear the teachings from his own mouth." said Govinda.

Siddhartha did not answer.  He felt little curiosity for the teachings, did not believe they would teach anything new, but he looked at Gotama's head, shoulders, feet, quietly dangling hand, and it seemed as if every joint of every finger of his hand spoke of, exhaled the fragrance of, and glistened with, truth.  

In the evening when the heat cooled down, all the people gathered to heard the Buddha teach.  Gotama’s voice was perfect, calm and peaceful, flowed quietly, soft yet firm.  Suffering was life, full of suffering was the world, but salvation from suffering had been found: salvation was obtained by him who would walk the Buddha’s path.  He patiently taught the four main doctrines, the eightfold path, giving examples and repetitions, brightly and quietly his voice hovering like a light, a starry sky.

Later Govinda said, “I want to join him and his monks.”

“Very well.  Go and enjoy your salvation.”

“Don’t you want to be saved too, Siddhartha?”

“You must do what you must do.  I have a different path.  I congratulate you because in the past you were always my shadow without your own will.  Now you have chosen to renounce everything and everybody to follow the Buddha.”

Govinda could not change Siddhartha’s mind and so he went to don the yellow robe and become a monk.

Siddhartha walked on and in a grove happened upon the Buddha.

“May I approach and ask questions?”

The Buddha nodded.

“Today I am leaving behind with you my best friend.  All your teachings are clear and true, but there is a small hole in them.”

“And what is that?”

“The teachings are all true but knowing and trying to live them is not enough.  A person must have personally experienced what you have personally experienced in order to become what you are.”

“That is true, Samana, but think further and be warned, you who are a thinker and therefore also a seeker of knowledge.  Knowledge is a thicket of opinions and it comes with the arguing of words.  There is nothing to opinions, they may be beautiful or ugly, smart or foolish, everyone can support them or discard them.  Samana, my teachings are not opinions and their goal is not to explain the world to those who seek knowledge.  Instead their goal is salvation from suffering.  This is what Gotama teaches, nothing else."

“I am sure you really are Buddha, Oh Exalted One, and you have reached the highest goal towards which so many are seeking.  You have found salvation from death by your own search and enlightenment, not by any teachings!   My thought is that nobody gets salvation from teachings!  You cannot convey in words and through teachings what happened to you in the hour of enlightenment!  This is why I am continuing my own journey, not to seek other or better teachings, for there are none, but to depart from all the teachings and teachers to reach my goal by myself or to die.   But I will always remember this day when I met you, who truly are a holy man.”

The Buddha looked quietly to the ground.  "I hope you are right and reach that goal!  But tell me, oh Samana, do you believe that it would be better for the many brothers with me to abandon my teachings and return to the world with its desires?"

"No, and it is not my place to judge another’s life.  This is a judgment only for myself.  If I were to be one of your disciples, I’m afraid that I would think I had found peace when in fact I would just be finding teachings, having to fulfill a duty to follow you and the community of the monks, not obtain the ultimate knowledge, the enlightenment that I am seeking."

Gotama answered, "You speak wisely, my friend the Samana, but be aware of too much wisdom!"  The Buddha turned away but his glance and half of a smile remained forever etched in Siddhartha's memory.

Siddhartha thought to himself, “I wish I could glance and smile, sit and walk that way, be free, child-like and mysterious.  Well, I must seek to reach the innermost part of myself.  Teachings will not draw me anymore, since this man's teachings have not.   My best friend, Govinda, who believed in me now follows him.  My shadow now shadows Gotama, but he has given me Siddhartha, myself.”

He realized he was no longer a youth but a man who had left behind the teachers and their teachings.  He had even left the wisest teacher, the most holy Buddha, because unable to accept his teachings.

“I wanted to free myself from myself, but couldn’t.  There is nothing I know less about than my ownself!  I was fleeing myself!  I searched for Atman, was willing to dissect myself and peel off all my layers to find the core of its unknown interior, the Atman, life, the divine part, the ultimate part.  But I lost myself in the process.”
He sighed, “I will not let myself Siddhartha escape from me again!  I do not want to kill and dissect myself any longer, to find a secret behind the ruins.  I want to know myself, Siddhartha."

He looked around, as if he was seeing the world for the first time.  Beautiful, colorful!  Blue, yellow, green, the sky and the river flowed, the forest and the mountains were rigid, all of it was beautiful, mysterious and magical.  In its midst was he, Siddhartha, the awakening one, on the path to himself.   

"How deaf and stupid I have been!  I called the visible world a deception.  That is over.   I have awakened, not really been born before this very day.  I will not be returning home.”  The world melted away, and he stood like a lone star amidst the cold and despair, emerged, more concentrated, strolling more swiftly and impatiently onwards.  

Siddhartha saw the sun rising over the mountains with their forests and setting over the distant beach with its palm-trees.  At night he saw the stars in their fixed positions, the crescent moon floating like a boat in the blue.  He saw trees, stars, animals, clouds, rainbows, rocks, herbs, flowers, stream and river, dew glistening in the bushes of morning, distant high mountains blue and pale, birds singing and bees buzzing, wind blewing through the rice-fields.  All of this, a thousand-fold and colorful, had always been there.  The sun and moon had always shone. 

Before this as a Samana everything had been a fleeting, deceptive veil before his eyes, distrustful, destined to be destroyed since it was not the essential existence.  His liberated eyes saw the visible, sought to be at home, did not search for true essence, a world beyond.  Beautiful was this world, seeing it simply thus childlike.  Beautiful the moon, stars, the stream and its banks, the forest and rocks, the goat and gold-beetle, the flower and butterfly.  Beautiful and lovely to walk through, thus childlike and awoken.

Every hour sped swiftly full of joy.  Siddhartha saw apes moving through the high canopy of forest branches; heard their savage, greedy song.  He saw a male sheep following a female one and mating.  In a lake of reeds, he saw pike hungrily hunting dinner.

The thought came, “Why had Gotama, the Buddha, at the right time sat under the right bo-tree where  enlightenment hit him?   He had heard a voice in his own heart which had

commanded him to seek rest under this tree.  Instead of self-castigation, offerings, ablutions, prayer, food, drink, sleep or dreaming, he had obeyed the voice within.” 

At night Siddhartha slept in the straw hut of a ferryman and had a dream:  Govinda stood before him, dressed in a yellow monk’s robe, asking, “Why have you forsaken me?”  

He made as if to hug his friend, but Govinda had become a woman.  He awoke and the pale river shimmered through the hut’s door.  An owl’s cry resounded deeply, pleasantly.  Day came and Siddhartha asked the ferryman, to take him across the river.  They went upon his bamboo-raft, the wide water shimmering reddishly in morning light.

"This is a beautiful river," Siddhartha said.

"Yes, very beautiful.  I love it more than anything.  Often I have listened and looked into its eyes.  You can learn a lot from a river."

"Thanks for taking me over,” Siddhartha said disembarking,  "but I wish I had something to give you.  I have no home.  I am the son of a Brahman and a Samana."

"I didn’t expect any money.  You can make a gift some other time."

"Do you really think so?" asked Siddhartha amusedly.

"Sure.  From the river I have learned that everything comes back!  You too, Samana, will come back.  Goodbye and let your friendship be my reward.  Remember me when you make your offerings to the gods."

Siddhartha was happy about the friendship and kindness of the ferryman.  "He is like Govinda and many others whom I have met.   They want to be friends, follow along, not have to think a lot and enjoy being like children."

At about noon he came through a village.  In front of mud cottages children were playing with pumpkin-seeds and sea-shells, screaming and wrestling, but they fled from the unknown Samana.   At a stream he met a young woman kneeling, washing clothes.  

“Greetings!   How far do I still have to go to reach the city?”  

She stood, so beautiful, her wet mouth shimmering in about a young face.  She exchanged humorous banter.

“Have you had something to eat yet, Samana?”

“Not yet, although I’d like to.”

“Well, now I wonder.  Is it true that you Samanas have to sleep alone in the forest?  That you can’t have any women with you?”

Siddhartha noticed that she made motions such as a woman would who wants to know a man all the better, and he felt his blood heating.   He simply and politely petted her on the cheek then turned and disappeared away from the highly disappointed woman, his light steps quickly carrying him into the bamboo-woods.

On this day, he reached the large city before the evening, and was happy, for he felt the need to be among people after so long in the forests.  The ferryman’s hut had been the first place in which he had slept in a long time.

In front of the city, in a beautifully fenced grove, he saw male and female servants carrying baskets while in their midst carried by four servants was an ornamental sedan-chair with a woman on red pillows under a colorful canopy.  

Under black hair towering high on her head, he saw a very fair delicate and smart face, a brightly red mouth, eyebrows well tended and painted in a high arch, smart and watchful dark eyes, a clear tall neck rising from a green and golden garment, fair hands resting long and thin, with wide golden wrist bracelets.

His heart rejoiced and he bowed deeply, when the sedan-chair came closer, and straightening up again, he looked at the fair, charming face, read for a moment in the smart eyes with the high arcs above, breathed in a slight fragrant, he did not know.  With a smile the woman nodded a moment and disappeared into the grove with her servants.

“I am entering this city with a charming omen,” he thought.  “But the servants and maids looked on me with distrust and rejection because I am still a Samana and a beggar.  I must change to enter the grove.”  And he laughed.

The next person who came along this path he asked about the woman and was told that she was Kamala, a teacher of the arts of love. That aside from the grove, she owned a house in the city.  Now he had a goal.

That evening he made friends with a barber's assistant found praying in a temple of Vishnu and to whom he told stories.  Among the river boats he slept that night, and early in the morning, before the first customers came, the barber's assistant shaved his beard, cut his hair, combed and anointed it with fine oil.  Then he bathed in the river.

Late that afternoon beautiful Kamala approached her grove in her sedan-chair, and Siddhartha stood at the entrance and bowed.   He motioned to the servant at the very end.

“Please tell the lady that a young Brahman wishes to talk to her.”

After a while the servant returned.  “Follow me.  Don’t say anything, though.”

They entered a pavilion where Kamala lay upon a couch, and he was left alone with her.

"Weren't you already standing out there yesterday, greeting me?" asked Kamala.

"Yes."

"But didn't you have a beard, long hair and dust in your hair?"

"Yes.  I was and am Siddhartha, the son of a Brahman who left home to become a Samana for three years.  I came to this city and the first person I met even before I entered was you.  You are the first woman whom I have spoken with without my eyes turned to the ground.  I don’t ever again want to turn my eyes down when seeing such a beautiful woman."

Kamala smiled and played with her fan of peacocks' feathers.  "And only to tell me this, Siddhartha has come to me?"

"To tell you this and to thank you for being so beautiful.  And if it doesn't displease you, Kamala, I would like to ask you to be my friend and teacher, for I know nothing yet of that art which you have mastered in the highest degree."

Kamala laughed.  "This never has happened before.  A Samana comes from the forest and wants to learn from me!   Many young men come.  Some are sons of Brahmans, but they come in beautiful clothing, fine shoes, with perfume in their hair and money in their pouches.  That’s how they come to me."

“Then I am not enough as I am?

“No.  Return with some fine clothing, lots of money and gifts!  Do you understand?”

"Yes.  How could I not hear the words coming from such a red and fresh mouth!  My own mouth is also red and fresh, a good match for yours as you'll see.  But tell me, Kamala, aren't you afraid to be here alone with a Samana from the forest?"

"Why should I be afraid of a stupid Samana coming from the jackals who doesn't even know what women are?"

"Oh, he's strong, this Samana is, not afraid of anything.  He could kidnap you.”

"No, Samana, I am not afraid of you.  Was any Samana or Brahman ever afraid somebody  would steal his learning, his religious devotion, and thoughts?  No, because they are his own and he gives them away only to those he wants to. It’s the same with me and love.  My mouth is pretty and red but if you try to kiss it against my will you’ll not get a single drop of sweetness from it although it knows how to give so many sweet things!  You’re learning, Siddhartha, so learn this: love can be begged, bought, received as a gift, found in the street, but it can’t be stolen.  It would be a pity if a handsome man like you wanted it in such a wrong way."

Siddhartha bowed with a smile.  "I will return with the clothing, shoes, and money.  But speak, lovely Kamala, couldn't you still give me a small piece of advice?"

"Advice?  Why not?  Why wouldn't I give advice to a poor ignorant Samana from the jackals of the forest?"

"Kamala, where do I go to find those three things most quickly?"

"Many would like to know that.  Do what you've learned and ask for money, clothes, and shoes in return.  There is no other way for a poor man to obtain money.  What else can you do?"

"I can think.  I can wait.  I can fast."

"Nothing else?"

"Nothing.  But, oh yes, I can also write poetry.  Would you like to give me a kiss for a poem?"

"I would like to, if I like your poem.  What is it?"

Siddhartha spoke, after he had thought about it for a moment, these verses:

“Into her shady grove stepped the pretty Kamala, 
At the grove's entrance stood the brown Samana.  
Deeply, seeing the lotus blossom, 
Bowed that man, and smiling he Kamala thanked.  
More lovely, thought the young man, than offerings for gods, 
More lovely is offering to pretty Kamala.”  

Kamala loudly clapped her hands, so that the golden bracelets clanged.  

"Excellent, you brown Samana.  I have nothing to lose by giving you a kiss."

She beckoned him with her eyes, he tilted his head so that his face touched hers and placed his mouth on hers.  For a long time, Kamala kissed him, and with a deep astonishment Siddhartha felt how she taught him, how wise she was, how she controlled him, rejected him, lured him, and how after this first one there was to be a long, a well ordered, well tested sequence of kisses, everyone different from the others, he was still to receive.

Breathing deeply, he remained standing where he was, astonished like a child about the cornucopia of knowledge and things worth learning, which revealed itself before his eyes.

"Your poem was beautiful and if I was rich I would give you pieces of gold for them.  But it will be difficult for you to earn as much money with poems as you need.  You’ll need a lot of money, if you want to be Kamala's friend."

"I never dreamed you could kiss so good, Kamala!" 

"Yes, I can and that’s why I have so many clothes, shoes, bracelets, and all beautiful things.  But what about you?   Can’t you do something besides think, fast and make

poetry?"

"I know the sacrificial songs," said Siddhartha, "but I do not want to sing them any more.  I know magic spells, but I do not want to speak them any more.  I have read the scriptures..."

"Stop!  You're able to read?  And write?"

"Certainly.  Many people can."

"No, most can't.  I can't.  It’s good that you can.  You’ll also still be able to use magic spells."

A maid came in and whispered into her ear.

"Siddhartha, a visitor is coming.  Hurry away so nobody will see you in here.  Come to me tomorrow."

She told the maid to give the pious Brahman white upper garments.  The maid led him into the bushes and urged him to leave the grove as soon as possible without being seen.

He did as told.  Accustomed to the forest he left the grove and over a hedge without a sound.   With Kamala’s help, in the days ahead Siddhartha met the older wealthy merchant, Kamaswami.  He too became a successful businessman.  At first it was like a game for him which he could play without caring.  Indeed, he found it amusing that other people took it so serious, reminding him of children.    

He and Kamala played the game of love, one of the thirty or forty different games she knew.  She was flexible like a jaguar, the bow of a huntress.  She enticed, rejected, embraced, enjoyed him.  She loved him but did not for she was a courtesan.  He loved her but did not, for he was a Samana in search of enlightenment.

With time he found himself becoming too much a part of the world of the city and business.  He felt that he was losing sight of his goal of enlightenment and so he left that town forever, also leaving behind the beautiful Kamala.

Thus he came to a river and decided to drown himself there but heard its voice murmuring the sacred sound of "Om" or oneness with the universe.   He fell into a deep sleep in the forest then awoke to find somebody watching him.

“Hello, there!  Thanks for watching over me.”

“I didn’t want the snakes and wild beasts to hurt you, sir.”  

“Yes, and I see you are still clothed in the yellow of a monk, Govinda.”

“How do you know my name, sir?”

“I knew you from before you saw the Exalted One, and I left you with him.”

“Ah!”  The man exclaimed.  “It’s you, Siddhartha!  I did not know you because of the fine clothing.”

“Yes, it’s me.  I have been on a pilgrimage.”

“Then you are still seeking enlightenment despite all the fine clothing?”

“Certainly.  Yes, and always remember that, my friend.  Now you are free to go.”

“Then farewell again, Siddhartha, and also may we meet yet again and both of us someday find the enlightenment we seek even as Gotama found it.”

Govinda then left, but afterwards at the river Siddhartha met the ferryman Vasudeva again.

“It looks like you were right.  I have returned to the river.”

Vasudeva smiled.  “Just as the river told me you would.  And now if you will stay with me the river can also teach you the way to enlightenment even as it already has for me.”

“Do you really think so?”

“When you look at me, what do you really see, Siddhartha.  Please look closely at the ferryman.”

“Why, I see a man who has total happiness.  Your face is your own but yet I see peace, serenity and enlightenment.  It is the same as I saw upon the Buddha.”

“Then join with me, my friend.”

They worked together as ferrymen for years, learning from the voices of the river, united by it in its sacred “Om."
Off in the city and unknown to Siddhartha, Kamala had given birth to their son.   She and the son went upon a pilgrimage to see the Buddha who was dying, but a snake bit her near the same river.   Vasudeva found and took her to the hut, where she spoke with Siddhartha.
“I didn’t know I would see you here again, Siddhartha.  I had hoped that when I went to see the Buddha I might see you somehow, and it has happened although I am about to die.”

“I am so glad to see you again, Kamala.   I am sorry that I left but my soul would have died already if I had stayed in the city.”
“I knew that.   You always were a Samana searching for enlightenment, but listen, please.  There is something different.  We have a son, yes our very own son for you to think of.  Please care for him.”

“I promise.”

Kamala then died and Siddhartha sought to raise their son, teaching him what was good.  However their son was spoiled and he had no interest in a simple life.   He ran off back into the city.   

“I must find him and bring him back!”

Vasudeva shook his head.  “Every young man must find his own way.  Your father tried to teach you his way.  Gotama the Buddha also offered to teach you.  You had to find your own way.  It’s the same for your son.  He must suffer and learn even as you did.  Think about it.”

Siddhartha did so at length then spoke again, “I know you’re right.  Suffering is also an experience and we learn best from experience, not words that try to teach us and only sometimes do.   Learning and knowledge are not the same as wisdom.  Wisdom is different.  It is more than knowledge.  It is using that knowledge well, and it only comes from learning by personal experience.”

Vasudeva smiled.  “You are now truly enlightened.  I can see it.”

“Yes.  I had to go through a cycle in my own life reaching the point where I was when I left my own father.  I will actually be taking care of my son by letting him learn from experience.   I would have taken him along a different path, but this too will teach him not knowledge but wisdom.”
“My friend, you are now as Gotama Buddha, and I can leave you.   I want to go to die alone in the forest.   I do not know where you may go from here in life, but regardless I will know that you now have the same enlightenment that I and Gotama have.  The river and our voices will always be calling out as one to you.”

So it was that Vasudeva left, and after he had gone Govinda appeared again.  

“Yes, Siddhartha.  I am still a monk and still seeking enlightenment.  Gotama Buddha has passed from this earth but we have learned much from him and I pray that the day will come when I too receive enlightenment.  I see only peace in your face, the Buddha’s peace.   What is the secret?”

“Govinda, if you search too much you never find enlightenment.  It’s not a matter of the time you spend looking for it.  Time is like everything else.  It seems like something different, but it is part of everything else.  The most important thing is not to be chasing forever after any one thing that you can’t find anyway, but to be spending your time showing love for all things.”

“I still don’t understand...”

“It’s about love, the perfect bond of unity.  Do me one small favor, please, Govinda.  Do it as my best friend.”

“Certainly.”

“Kiss me upon the forehead.”

Govinda bent and complied.   Then suddenly, he no longer saw the face of his friend Siddhartha, but many other faces, a long sequence, a flowing river of faces, hundreds, thousands.  All came and disappeared, and yet all seemed to be there simultaneously, constantly changing and renewing themselves, and yet they were all still Siddhartha.  

He saw the face of a fish, a carp, with an infinitely painfully opened mouth, the face of a dying fish, with fading eyes.  He saw the face of a new-born child, red and full of wrinkles, distorted from crying, the face of a murderer plunging a knife into the body of another person, in the same second this criminal in bondage kneeling and his head being chopped off by the executioner with one blow of his sword.

He saw corpses stretched out, motionless, cold, void; heads of animals, boars, crocodiles, elephants, bulls, birds.  He saw gods, Krishna, Agni; saw all of these figures and faces in a thousand relationships with one another, each one helping, loving, hating, destroying, giving re-birth, each with a will to die and yet none of them dying, only being transformed, always re-born, receiving a new face without any time passed between the one and the other face.

All these figures and faces rested, flowed, generated themselves, floated along and merged.  They were constantly covered by something thin, without individuality but yet existing, like glass or ice, a transparent skin, shell, mold, a mask of water.  And this mask was smiling.  It was Siddhartha's smiling face, which he, Govinda, saw in this very moment of touching with his lips.

This smile of the mask, of oneness above the flowing forms, simultaneousness above the thousand births and deaths, this smile of Siddhartha was precisely the same kind as the quiet, delicate, impenetrable, perhaps benevolent, perhaps mocking, wise, thousand-fold smile of Gotama the Buddha as he had seen it himself with great respect a hundred times.  Like this, Govinda knew, the perfected ones are smiling.

Not knowing any more if time existed, if the vision had lasted a second or a hundred years, not knowing any more whether there existed a Siddhartha, a Gotama, a me and a you, feeling in his innermost self as if he had been wounded by a divine arrow, the injury of which tasted sweet, being enchanted and dissolved in his innermost self, Govinda still stood for a little while bent over Siddhartha's quiet face, the scene of all manifestations, transformations, existence.  The face was unchanged.  Under its surface the depth of the thousandfoldness closed again, he smiled silently, quietly and softly, perhaps very benevolently, perhaps very mockingly, precisely as he used to smile.  It was the Exalted One.

Deeply moved, Govinda bowed before the motionless one, whose smile reminded him of everything he had ever loved in life, all that was valuable and holy to him.

