
Chapter One

You will go into the forest and become a Samana.  If you find bliss in the forest come 
back and teach it to me.  If you find disillusionment, come back, and we shall again offer 
sacrifices to the gods together.  Now go, kiss your mother and tell her where you are 
going.

Chapter Two

The old man became silent, his eyes glazed, his will crippled; his arms hung down, he 
was powerless under Siddhartha’s spell.  Siddhartha’s thoughts conquered those of the 
Samana; he had to perform what they commanded.  And so the old man bowed several 
times, gave his blessing and summoned his wishes for a good journey.  The young men 
thanked him for his good wishes, returned his bow, and departed.

Chapter Three

Half smiling, with imperturbable brightness and friendliness, the Buddha looked steadily 
at the stranger and dismissed him with a hardly visible gesture.  
“You are clever, O Samana,” said the Illustrious One, “you know how to speak cleverly, 
my friend.  Be on your guard against too much cleverness.”

The Buddha walked away and his look and half smile remained imprinted on 
Siddhartha’s memory forever.

I have never seen a man look and smile, sit and walk like that, he thought.  I also, would 
like to look and smile, sit and walk like that, so free, so worthy, so restrained, so candid, 
so childlike and mysterious.  A man only looks and walks like that when he has 
conquered his Self.  I also will conquer my Self.  

I have seen one man, one man only, thought Siddhartha, before whom I must lower my 
eyes.  I will never lower my eyes before any other man.  No other teachings will attract 
me, since this man’s teachings have not done so.

The Buddha has robbed me, thought Siddhartha.  He has robbed me, yet he has given me 
something of greater value.  He has robbed me of my friend, who believed in me and who
now believes in him, he was my shadow and is now Gotama’s shadow.  But he has given 
to me Siddhartha, myself.

Chapter 3


