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INTRODUCTIONSiddhartha: THE SEARCH FOR PEACE
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How do we find lasting peace? Siddhartha describes its main character’s individual search for the answer to this question, and its author’s call for peace in the world. Since its publication in 1922, the novella has endured cycles of popularity and obscurity, depending on the public’s enthusiasm for its unconventional definition of peace as an individual quest that can transform society as a whole.

When Hermann Hesse first published this novella in Germany, it quickly became popular throughout Europe. Its introspective and passive protagonist appealed to readers who were traumatized by the violence and aggression of World War I, which had ended a few years before its publication. The novella became popular again after World War II, when Hesse won many prestigious awards, including the Nobel Prize in Literature in 1946.

A few decades later, American readers supportive of pacifism and individualistic spirituality found resonance in Siddhartha, which was first published in English in 1951. From the late 1960s into the 1970s, a period during which many Americans protested the Vietnam War, it sold over fifteen million copies. Ironically, in spite of the novella’s antimaterialism, restaurants and retailers attempted to profit from association with it. American restaurants such as Siddhartha in New York, retailers such as a waterbed store in San Francisco called Siddhartha’s, and an Oriental rug shop in Berkeley called Siddhartha reflected a fascination with Hesse’s novel that became an American phenomenon.

To Americans in the late 1970s, Siddhartha’s search for individual enlightenment reflected a common disillusionment with authority. The Eastern philosophy explained and explored in Siddhartha appealed to readers who had lost faith in traditional Western models of spirituality. And its main character’s search for peace resonated with many who protested violence as a means to preserve civilization.

For contemporary readers, the novel is a classic because of its accessible description of Buddhist philosophy for a Western audience. It still speaks to a culture that has become jaded by the empty promises of material wealth and skeptical of organized religion, and to readers intent on finding peaceful solutions to all types of conflicts.

The Life and Work of Hermann Hesse

Hermann Hesse was born in Germany to Johannes Hesse and Marie Gundert on July 2, 1877. The second of six children, Hesse demonstrated early that he was a poor student. After he tried several different schools without success, his parents finally permitted his return home in 1893. He cultivated a passion for reading in his grandfather’s library and for helping at his father’s publishing house. During his childhood, he frequently heard stories about the beauty of spirituality in Eastern culture from his father, who had been a missionary in India, and his mother, who was born in India to missionary parents. He apprenticed in a bookshop in 1895, where he could easily pursue his love of reading, and was drawn to the emphasis on the individual imagination in German Romantic philosophy. He published his first book of poems along with his first book of prose in 1899.

Hesse began writing Siddhartha in December of 1919 in Montagnola, a small Italian-speaking village in southern Switzerland. By the time it was finished, it would become a novella that reflected Hesse’s disillusionment with the extremes of peace and war, or more specifically, with Buddhism and World War I. In his exploration of Eastern culture and philosophy, he draws most of his portrait of the character Siddhartha from his own journey to the East in 1911. With the Swiss painter Hans Sturzenegger, he traveled to Sumatra, Malaya, and Ceylon to find his own personal enlightenment. But after only a few months, he returned home, never having reached the continent of India. He was disheartened by the extreme poverty in which the people lived, and frustrated with the commercialization of Buddhism he witnessed on his journey. Through personal experience, he learned that both Eastern and Western spiritual philosophies were flawed, a revelation reflected in Siddhartha. In 1914, when World War I began, he founded Vivos Voco, an antiwar magazine. Throughout World War I, he volunteered to work with German prisoners of war in the German embassy in Bern. He expressed sympathy with Germany and a desire for German victory but protested war as well, an ambiguous stance that alienated both German nationalists and pacifists. Worn out by criticism from both groups, Hesse retreated in 1918 to an apartment in Montagnola and began writing Siddhartha.

By 1923, a year after publishing Siddhartha, he was so deeply disappointed in German politics that he moved to Switzerland permanently and became a Swiss citizen. Hesse continued to write novels and essays, and eventually won the Goethe Prize of Frankfurt am Main and the Nobel Prize in Literature in 1946. After such prestigious visibility, his work became immensely popular, and he became admired, as his Nobel Prize citation reads, “for his inspired writings which, while growing in boldness and penetration, exemplify the classical humanitarian ideals and high qualities of style.” In spite of his declining health, he continued to write, as his work was being published in English translations in the 1950s. He died of leukemia on August 9, 1962.

Historical and Literary Context of Siddhartha


The Buddha

The fact that the hero of Siddhartha so closely resembles the Buddha, Siddhartha Gotama, in name and lived experience has no doubt caused many readers to wonder if Hesse began writing this as a fictional biography of the famous founder of Buddhism. It would have been extremely difficult to recount the life of a person about whom we know so little; even the dates of his birth (c. 463 B.C.) and death (c. 383 B.C.) are in dispute. Hesse decided to make Siddhartha Gotama a character in the novel, who is introduced formally in chapters three and four. He draws from historical sources in his initial description of the social reverence for the Buddha during his lifetime: “Every child in the town of Savathi knew the name of the exalted Buddha, and every house was prepared to fill the alms-dishes of the silent beggars who were Gotama’s disciples.” Siddhartha first recognizes him in a crowd “as if a god had pointed him out to him,” as “a simple man in a yellow robe, bearing the alms-dish in his hand, walking silently.” He becomes fascinated with the Buddha’s serenity: “his calm face was neither happy nor sad, it seemed to smile quietly and inwardly.” In the equivocal expression Hesse draws on the Buddha’s face, he signifies his teaching of the middle way, or the ideal of living moderately, between extremes of wealth and poverty, happiness and sadness, attachment and detachment. His “noble eightfold path,” which Hesse mentions in the same chapter, is meant to teach followers how to attain enlightenment and eventually nirvana, or the cessation of suffering.

Though the Buddha left behind no writings of his own, his teachings were written later by practicing Buddhists. Though he is known as the founder of Buddhism, Siddhartha Gotama is not the only person referred to as “Buddha.” Any person who has achieved “enlightenment” according to Buddhist teaching may be said to have achieved “Buddhahood” and may be called “Buddha.” Buddhists call Siddhartha Gotama “Shakyamuni Buddha,” derived from Shakya, the name of his clan, and muni, or “the silent one,” to differentiate him from the other figures who have been “buddhas.”

Because the Buddha wrote no autobiographical material, and historical fact was not valued then as it is today, the story of his life is considered a legend. According to one narrative, when Siddhartha Gotama was born, a religious visionary named Asita announced to his father, Suddhodana, that the boy would become a great leader. Hesse’s fictional character shares this prediction; Siddhartha’s father “saw growing within [his son] a great sage and priest, a prince among the Brahmins.” Fearful for his son’s safety, Suddhodana tries to protect the young Buddha from suffering so that he would not want to embark on a spiritual journey. As a consequence, the young Siddhartha Gotama grows up in an opulent world without any knowledge of poverty, suffering, or old age. As a teenager, he marries Yasodhara, who eventually gives birth to his son, Rahula. When he finally travels outside of the palace, he encounters an old man, a sick man, a dead man, and learns of the deterioration that comes with age and illness, and finally death. He begins to contemplate the fleeting nature of life and the necessity of suffering in the human experience. After seeing these three figures, he meets a holy man, who teaches him that religious life can solve the problems exhibited by the first three men.

After this revelation, Siddhartha Gotama announces to his family that he must go in search of freedom from suffering, and he leaves the palace on his own spiritual journey. After studying with Arada Kalama and Udraka Ramaputra, he leaves them dissatisfied with the fact that he has not yet learned how to release himself from suffering. He joins a group of ascetics and undergoes extreme fasting, only to become disappointed again. Finally, he decides a moderate path—between luxury and asceticism—is the key to a happy life. Once he becomes enlightened, others begin to follow him. He organizes a monastic community, where followers live very simply, avoiding both extreme wealth and extreme poverty, seeking a peaceful existence. Eventually he serves as an advisor to kings, and his teachings spread throughout Eastern culture. They continue to inspire many followers today, who live by the virtues of wisdom and compassion. Hesse clearly attempts to link the Buddha’s values to those of his hero, whose smile at the end “was exactly the same type of smile as the quiet, delicate, impenetrable, wise, sometimes-benevolent, sometimes-mocking, thousand-fold smile of Gotama, the Buddha.”

Bildungsroman

Siddhartha is a novella—originally an Italian literary form with a length between a short story and a novel, focusing on a single conflict, situation, or event, and a form that became popular among German writers in the nineteenth century. But as a story about its hero’s quest for individual education and enlightenment from birth to maturity, meant to teach its readers, Siddhartha is a good short example of a bildungsroman. The term comes from the German Bildung, which means “education,” and Roman, which means “novel,” and refers to a book that describes the personal education and maturation of a hero or heroine. The earliest example comes from the Swiss writer Christoph Martin Wieland, whose semiautobiographical novel Geschichte des Agathon (1766–67) depicts its hero’s spiritual and intellectual education. There are many examples of the form in German literature: Johann Wolfgang von Goethe’s Die Leiden des jungen Werther (or The Sorrows of Young Werther, 1774), Ludwig Tieck’s Franz Sternbalds Wanderungen (or Franz Sternbald’s Wandering Years, 1798), and Gustav Freytag’s Soll und Haben (or Debit and Credit, 1855) are just a few. Thomas Mann used the form in several of his works, including Der Zauberberg (or The Magic Mountain, published in 1924) and Joseph und seine Brüder (or Joseph and His Brothers, published in 1933–1942). Famous English examples of the form are Daniel Defoe’s Moll Flanders (1722), Jane Austen’s Emma (1816), and Charles Dickens’s David Copperfield (1849–50).

Like Hesse’s other novels written in the same way, Peter Camenzind (1904) and Morgenlandfahrt (or Journey to the East, published in 1932), Siddhartha focuses on a single character’s struggle to find himself, and on his growth through personal experiences. Siddhartha’s education consists of a series of events that cause him to grow in self-awareness. Through his story, Hesse attempts to teach readers that enlightenment can be attained without outside sources. Because he uses a European form to express Eastern ideals, Hesse deploys the form in a very unconventional way. His novella ends with the perspective not of Siddhartha but of his best friend, Govinda, who “reads” Siddhartha’s face, as the narrator addresses us directly: “Not knowing any more whether time existed, whether 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… Govinda still stood for a bit while bent over the quiet face of Siddhartha, which he had just kissed and which had just been the scene of all manifestations, all transformations, all existence.” Rather than communicating a clearly articulated moral message, Hesse deliberately leaves vague the revelation both Siddhartha and Govinda experience, emphasizing the point of his bildungsroman that each individual’s education consists of a unique path and leads to a different place of maturity.






CHRONOLOGY OF HERMANN HESSE’S LIFE AND WORK
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	1877: Born on July 2 to Marie and Johannes Hesse. As a child, Hesse spent much of his time in the Pietist Mission House in Calw, Germany, a place many passed through on their way to or from India.

	1890–91: Attends Rector Otto Bauer, Göppingen, Germany, a preparatory Latin school.

	1891–92: Studies theology at Seminar Maulbronn, a Cistercian monastery.

	1892: Attempts suicide after a bout of depression.

	1893: Apprenticed to a book dealer in Esslingen for three days before returning to his family in Calw.

	1894–95: Works in the Calw Clock Factory as the apprentice to a mechanic.

	1895: Settles in Tübingen, where he works as apprentice to a book dealer at Heckenhauer’s bookstore.

	1899: Moves to Basel, Switzerland, to work in another bookshop; begins work on a history of German Romanticism, a major theme in much of his writing.

	1904: Publishes Peter Camenzind; marries Maria Bernoulli.

	1911: Travels for two months to Sumatra and Ceylon, but never to India, seeking spiritual enlightenment, but becomes disillusioned by poverty; moves back to Gaienhofen, then to Bern, Switzerland.

	1914: Publishes Rosshalde.


	1914–18: Volunteers to work for German prisoners of war in Bern.

	1915: Publishes a series of popular short stories titled Knulp.

	1916: Father dies; wife Maria suffers a nervous disorder and is institutionalized in a sanatorium.

	1916–17: After suffering a nervous breakdown himself, Hesse undergoes psychoanalysis in a sanatorium near Lucerne with Josef B. Lang, who studied under famous psychiatrist Carl G. Jung.

	1919: Publishes Demian under the pseudonym Emil Sinclair; settles in the isolated village of Montagnola in southern Switzerland in voluntary exile; begins editing Vivos Voco, a journal focusing on the moral improvement of Europe.

	1922: Publishes Siddhartha.


	1923: Divorces Maria Bernoulli; becomes a Swiss citizen.

	1924: Marries Ruth Wenger in January.

	1927: Publishes Steppenwolf; divorces Ruth Wenger.

	1930: Publishes Narcissus and Goldmund.


	1931: Marries Ninon Ausländer Dolbin in November.

	1943: Publishes The Glass Bead Game.


	1946: Receives the Nobel Prize in Literature, primarily because of The Glass Bead Game, which was the most famous of his works at the time.

	1951: English edition of Siddhartha published in translation by Hilda Rosner.

	1962: Dies on August 9 of leukemia.








HISTORICAL CONTEXT OF Siddhartha
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	563 B.C.: Siddhartha Gotama is born as a prince to the Shakya clan of Kapilavastu, and is raised in a sheltered and posh environment in a palace at the base of the Himalaya Mountains.

	534 B.C.: Siddhartha leaves home to experience the world outside his sheltered home.

	528 B.C.: After meditating for six years, Siddhartha gains enlightenment while meditating under a bodhi tree.

	500 B.C.: Buddhism founded by Siddhartha Gotama, known as the Buddha.

	483 B.C.: The Buddha dies.

	1913: Fascination with Eastern philosophy begins to surface in works by German expressionists such as Alfred Döblin, Else Lasker-Schüler, and Franz Werfel.

	1914: World War I begins.

	1918: Germans are defeated when World War I ends; the German government begins to reflect a surge in nationalistic pride among its citizens.

	
1919: Travel Diary of a Philosopher, an account of Hermann Count Keyserling’s travels around the world in 1911 and 1912, popularizes Eastern mysticism.

	1921: German government officials chastise writers, such as Hesse, who call for peace and an end to prejudice.








PART ONE
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THE SON OF THE BRAHMIN
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SIDDHARTHA,1 the handsome son of the Brahmin,2 the young falcon, grew up together with his friend Govinda, the Brahmin’s son, in the shadow of the house, in the sun of the riverbank near the boats, in the shadow of the sala3 forest, and in the shadow of the fig trees. The sun tanned his fair shoulders on the riverbank while he bathed, during the holy cleansing, at the holy sacrifices. Shadows flowed into his black eyes in the mango grove, during the boyish games, when his mother sang, at the holy sacrifices, during the teaching of his father the scholar, and when speaking with the wise ones. For a long time Siddhartha had taken part in the wise ones’ discussions; he had practiced word-wrestling with Govinda, had practiced the art of contemplation and the duty of meditation with Govinda. He already understood how to speak the “Om”4 silently, that word of words, how to speak it silently in his inner being as he inhaled, how to pronounce it silently out of himself as he exhaled, how to do so with his whole soul while his forehead was enveloped by the radiance of the clear-thinking mind. He already understood how to recognize Atman5 within this inner essence of his that was indestructible and one with the universe.

Joy sprang up in his father’s heart over the son who was so apt to learn and so thirsty after knowledge; he saw growing within him a great sage and priest, a prince among the Brahmins.

Delight welled up in his mother’s heart when she saw him taking long strides, saw him sitting down and standing up: Siddhartha the strong and handsome, who strode upon lean legs and who greeted her with impeccable manners.

All the young daughters of the Brahmins felt love stirring within their hearts when Siddhartha walked through the side-streets of the city with a beaming face, a lean physique, and a royal look in his eyes.

Govinda the Brahmin’s son, however, loved him more than all of these. He loved the eye of Siddhartha and his sweet voice, his gait and the perfection of his movements; he loved everything that Siddhartha did and said, and above all he loved Siddhartha’s mind, his sublime and fiery thoughts, his blazing will, and Siddhartha’s high calling. Govinda knew that this would be no ordinary Brahmin, no lazy official presiding over the sacrifices, no money-grubbing merchant hawking magic trinkets, no vain and vacuous speaker, no wicked and lying priest, and also not a good-hearted but dim-witted sheep in the plebeian herds. Govinda didn’t want to be such a person either, didn’t want to be a Brahmin like all the ten thousand other Brahmins. He wanted to follow Siddhartha, who was beloved and majestic. When Siddhartha first became a god, when he entered into the radiance, then Govinda wanted to follow him as his friend, his escort, his servant, his spear-carrier, and his shadow.

In this manner, everyone loved Siddhartha. He brought everyone joy; he pleased everyone.

However, Siddhartha didn’t bring himself joy; he didn’t please himself. He strolled on the rosy paths of the fig gardens, sat in the blue shadows of the grove of meditation, washed his limbs daily in baths of atonement, and sacrificed in the deep shadows of the mango forest. Everyone loved him; he was joyous to them, and yet he carried no joy in his own heart. Dreams and restless thoughts came flowing to him out of the river’s water, twinkled to him from the stars of the night, melted out of the sunbeams. Dreams and anxiety came billowing out of the sacrificial smoke, whispering from the verses of the Rig-Veda,6 or trickling out of the old Brahmin’s teachings.

Siddhartha had started to cultivate the seed of discontent within himself. He had started to feel like his father’s love, his mother’s love, and the love of his friend Govinda wouldn’t make him happy forever, wouldn’t bring him peace, satisfy him, and be sufficient for all time. He had started to suspect that his illustrious father, his other teachers, and the wise Brahmins had shared the majority and the best of their wisdom with him, that they had already poured their all into his ready vessel without filling the vessel: the mind wasn’t satisfied, the soul wasn’t quiet, the heart wasn’t stilled. The purifications were nice, but they were just water, and didn’t wash away sins; they didn’t cure the mental thirst or allay his heart’s anxiety. Sacrifices and invocations to the gods were superb—but were they sufficient? Did the sacrifices bring happiness? And what about all those gods? Was Prajapati7 really the one who had created the world? Wasn’t it Atman, He who was the Only One, the All-One? Weren’t the gods creatures, created just like you and I were: subject to time and transitory? Was it even good, was it right, did it make sense or was it important to sacrifice to the gods? To whom else would one sacrifice, to whom else should one bring worship other than Him, the Only, the Atman? And where could Atman be found, where did he live, where did his eternal heart beat—where else other than in the self, in one’s inner being, in the indestructible part of each person that they carried within themselves? But where was this self, where was this inner being, this most paramount thing? It was not made of flesh or the legs that carried it, it wasn’t just the thoughts or the awareness—or so taught the wisest men. Where then was it? One had to penetrate that far into the self, into myself, into the Atman—was there some other way, however, a search which still yielded worthwhile results? Ah, but nobody pointed to this way, nobody knew it: not father, not the teachers and wise ones, not the holy chants sung during sacrifices! They knew everything, those Brahmins and their holy books. They knew everything, they had concerned themselves with everything and with more than everything: the creation of the world, the origins of language, of foods, of inhalation and exhalation, the institution of the senses, the deeds of the gods—they knew an inordinate amount, and yet was it worthwhile to know everything like this when one didn’t know the one and only thing that was most important—that which alone was important?

To be sure, many verses from the holy books—especially the Upanishads8 of the Sama-Veda9—spoke about these innermost and most important things—majestic verses. “Your soul is the whole world” was written there; it was also written that the person who slept in the deepest slumber went within to their innermost place and lived in Atman. Wonderful wisdom stood within these verses, all the wisdom of the wisest was gathered there in the magical words, pure like the honey gathered by the bees. No, the behemoth of knowledge that innumerable generations of wise Brahmins had gathered and protected there wasn’t to be lightly esteemed. But where were the Brahmins, where were the priests, the wise ones and the penitents—those who were successful not only in knowing this deepest wisdom but also in living it? Where were the elders who could merge this Atman of their dreams with the waking being, to bring it fully into their lives and into their words and deeds? Siddhartha knew many venerable Brahmins—not the least of whom was his father, who was pure, scholarly, and highly esteemed. His father was admirable: his habits were quiet and elegant, his life pure, his words wise, and the thoughts that inhabited his brow were both fine and noble—but did he who possessed so much wisdom live a blessed life? Did he have joy; wasn’t he also a mere seeker, one who had thirst? Did not he, who had thirst, have to receive a holy quenching of this thirst by drinking time and time again at the sacrifices, at the books, at the conversations of the Brahmins? Why did he, who was irreproachable, have to wash out his sins every day, have to expend great effort once more to attain purification each and every day. Wasn’t Atman in him; didn’t the ancient spring flow in his heart? The ancient spring must be found in one’s own self; one must own it! Everything else was just a search, a detour; it was to go astray.

Thus went Siddhartha’s thoughts; this was his thirst, his sorrow.

He often spoke to himself out of the Chandogya-Upanishad: “Verily, the name of the Brahman is Satyam10—in truth, one who knows this enters daily into the heavenly world.” This heavenly world often appeared close, but he had never totally reached it; never had he quenched the ultimate thirst. Furthermore, among all the wise ones whom he knew whose teaching he had savored—even the wisest—among them all there were none who had totally reached the heavenly world, who had completely quenched the eternal thirst.

“Govinda,” said Siddhartha to his friend, “Govinda, beloved, come with me among the Banyan trees, and we will practice meditating.”

They went to the Banyan trees and sat down: here Siddhartha, and Govinda twenty paces farther. When Siddhartha sat down, ready to speak the Om, he murmured and repeated the verse:


“Om is the bow; the arrow is the soul,

The Brahman is the arrow’s goal

That one should continuously hit.”



When the usual time for practicing meditation had passed, Govinda rose up. The twilight had come and it was time to perform the cleansing of the evening hour. He called Siddhartha’s name. Siddhartha gave no answer. Siddhartha sat with his eyes open, immersed, staring with his eyes fixed upon a very far goal; the tip of his tongue stuck out a little between his teeth and he didn’t appear to be breathing. Thus he sat, shrouded in meditation, thinking Om, his soul sent out like an arrow after the Brahman.

Once, the Samanas11 pulled through Siddhartha’s town. They were pilgrims and ascetics: three scraggly, worn-out men who were neither old nor young, with dusty and bloody shoulders. They were nearly naked, singed by the sun, given over to loneliness, strangers and enemies of the world, and estranged, gaunt jackals in the domain of mankind. From behind them wafted a hot scent of quiet passion, of a duty that destroys, of a merciless self-effacing.

In the evening, after the hour of contemplation, Siddhartha said to Govinda: “Early tomorrow, my friend, Siddhartha will go to the Samanas. He will become a Samana.”

Govinda paled when he heard these words and saw the resolution in the stony face of his friend, a resolution that, like the swiftest arrow let loose from the bow, could never be deflected. As soon as Govinda glimpsed this, he recognized: now it begins; now Siddhartha goes his own way; now his fate begins to sprout, and with his, mine. Govinda paled like the peel of a dry banana.

“O Siddhartha,” he called, “will your father allow you to do that?”

Siddhartha glanced at his friend like one just waking up. As quickly as the arrow flies, he read Govinda’s soul; he read the anxiety and the devotion there.

“O Govinda,” he said quietly, “don’t waste any words on this. Tomorrow at daybreak I will begin a Samana’s life. Don’t discuss this any more.”

Siddhartha stepped in the chamber where his father sat on a raffia mat, and walked behind his father, standing there until his father sensed that someone was standing behind him. The Brahmin spoke: “Is that you, Siddhartha? Well, say what you have come here to say.”

Siddhartha spoke: “With your permission, my father, I have come to say to you that I am desirous of leaving your house tomorrow and going to the ascetics. My wish is to become a Samana. May my father not be opposed to this.”

The Brahmin was silent, and silent so long that in the little window the stars wandered and changed their configuration before the silence in the chamber found an end. Silent and still, the son stood with crossed arms; silent and still, the father sat on the mat, and the stars moved in the heavens. Then the father spoke: “It is not fitting for the Brahmins to speak with severe and scornful words. Yet, I see displeasure moving your heart. I would not like to hear this request come out of your mouth a second time.”

Slowly the Brahmin raised himself. Siddhartha, mute and with crossed arms, stood there.

“What are you waiting for?” asked the father.

Spoke Siddhartha: “You know what for.”

Displeased, the father went out of the chamber; displeased, he sought his bed and lay down.

After an hour during which no sleep came to his eyes, the Brahmin stood up, paced to and fro, and stepped out of the house. Through the little window of the chamber he looked in, and saw that Siddhartha stood there with crossed arms, unmoved. His lightweight outer garment shimmered with a pale light. Restless at heart, the father returned to his bed.

After an hour during which no sleep came to his eyes, the Brahmin stood up again, paced to and fro, stepped in front of the house, and saw the moon, which had risen. Through the window of the chamber he glanced inside: there stood Siddhartha, unmoved, with crossed arms and the moonlight mirrored on his bare shins. The father, concerned in his heart, sought his bed.

And he came again after an hour, and came again after two hours; he glanced through the little window, saw Siddhartha standing in the moonlight, in the star shine, and in the darkness. And the father silently came again from hour to hour, glanced in the chamber, saw the immobile person standing there, then filled his heart with rage, filled his heart with disquietude, filled his heart with anxiety, and filled it with sorrow.

And in the last hour of the night, before the day began, he turned again, came into the chamber, and saw standing there the young boy that now appeared so large and strange to him.

“Siddhartha,” said he, “what are you waiting for?”

“You know what for.”

“Will you always stand like this and wait, until it becomes day, becomes noon, becomes evening?”

“I will 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 you would rather die than listen to your father?”

“Siddhartha has always listened to his father.”

“So you want to give up your intentions?”
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